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Foreword

Alan Stanley Canavan was a regular writer, with a dry sense of humour, who, in his letters to his parents, Allena

Conklin Manson Canavan (Connie) and William Frederic Canavan (Fred), provided a unique point of view as to the

experience of Canadian Servicemen stationed in England and Northern Europe during World War 2. In 1940, his

younger brother, Ross, had already joined the 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, and when Alan

volunteered to serve, he enrolled in the same unit. Throughout the war, he was able to keep close to his brother,

and at times, reported on his progress to their parents. Unfortunately, later in the war, Alan was inflicted with

Infectious Jaundice, a liver condition that causes the skin and eyes to turn yellow. Because of this disease, he spent

many weeks being treated in hospital and in convalescent homes.

After the War, the collection of letters was preserved by Alan’ parents, by Alan himself, and then by his relatives.

Alan maintained his link to the Regiment, through its veteran’s association, and he wrote several articles detailing

his experiences for the association newsletter. With representatives of the Royal Canadian Hussars (RCH)

Association and the Museum, it was agreed that an appropriate way to preserve and provide access to the letters

would be to transform them into a typewritten document that would be published on the RCH Association website.

To enable this, the RCH Association has been granted non-exclusive publication rights of the final document. The

Canavan family has retained the rights to his original letters and pictures.

John Cochrane, a former member of the Royal Canadian Hussars, converted the letters to a typewritten form and

prepared the background sections that are interspersed throughout the text. The background sections were added

to allow the reader to understand the context under which the letters were written. Many of the texts, pictures

and maps used in the background sections were copied from or inspired by articles written by Alan, Ross and

others in the Trumpeter, the Royal Canadian Hussars Association Newsletter.

Please let us know if you see an error or an area that can be improved. Please send any questions, comments or

suggestions to: John Cochrane – john.s.cochrane@videotron.ca – 514-591-9455

Permission to reprint the stories in whole or in part can be obtained by communicating with Don Rutherford (Alan’s

nephew) by e-mail at drutherford@bell.net.
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1. INTRODUCTION

Lance-Corporal Alan Stanley Canavan came from a Hampstead family with three boys who all served in the
Military during the Second World War. Alan and Ross served overseas in the 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (the 17th

Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), whereas their older brother Leslie served with the Royal Canadian Air
Force in New Brunswick and Nova Scotia.

Alan in front of his parent’s home in July 1941 Ross in front of his parent’s home in 1940

Although many soldiers wrote letters home to their parents, this collection of letters is rare due to the
number of letters and the fact that they were preserved long after the war. When reading the letters, it is also
apparent that Alan felt somewhat responsible for his brother Ross, and for Hal Hendery (possibly a neighbour, or a
member of St-Andrew’s church in Montreal).

Another theme in the letters is his appreciation for the parcels sent to him by his parents and others. He
clearly appreciated receiving the things that were sent to him, and often asked for more.

Because each of his letters had to be certified by a censor before being mailed, Alan provided only a few
sparse details of his military work – he concentrated more on his social activities, leaves, and feelings and his
requests for parcels and funds.
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Most of Alan’s letters were written in cursive writing although some were typed. They were generally sent
by ordinary mail. Ordinary mail travelled by sea and took approximately two weeks to arrive in Canada.
Occasionally, Alan used two-sided blue airmail forms provided by the military. Air mail paper, which was very thin
and was often referred to as ¨onion skin paper,¨ was used to reduce the weight and cost of mailing a letter
overseas. An example is provided below.

In early 1943, the Army introduced a yellow-paged Air Graph, which was limited to a single page. Air
Graph letters were converted to microfiche in England, and the microfiche was shipped by air to Canada, where the
letters were printed and delivered. This method may not have been much faster than air mail, but it reduced the
weight and volume of mail being sent home. These air graphs were only used in England and were not available to
troops in Northern Europe. An example follows.
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Regardless of the form of the letters used, the collection of letters traced the travels and experiences of
Alan Canavan through England and Northern Europe. The letters must have been very precious to his family as it
preserved most of them.

The Canavan Family

During the period from 1941 to 1945, Allena Conklin Manson Canavan (Connie) and Fred William Canavan
loyally supported their sons – Alan, Ross and Les by sending regular letters, parcels of food and, on occasion, funds.
Throughout this period, they lived comfortably in Hampstead, Québec, in a house built specifically for them.
Despite food rationing restrictions in Canada, they regularly prepared and sent parcels of goods to their sons,
mostly food and cigarettes that were always appreciated.

53 Thurlow Road

The house on 53 Thurlow Road, Hampstead, Quebec, where the Canavan family lived, was a two-story brick house
with a detached garage on a large lot. Fred loved to putter in his basement workshop, which was equipped with an
entrance that led directly to the back-yard garden, where he cultivated over two hundred rose bushes. He also
collected past issues of the National Geographic magazine, which were stored in bookcases along one wall of the
basement. When his grandchildren visited, they were invited to help him make ice-cream using an old-fashioned
ice-cream maker, but after lunch they had to be very quiet, while he listened to the Metropolitan Opera on the
radio.

Background sections

In the following pages, background sections have been added to help the reader understand the context in
which the letters were written. Consequently, the information in these sections is focused primarily on the events
that might have affected, or involved, Alan and Ross. This focus on Alan and Ross in no way diminishes the
contributions, sacrifices and heroism of other servicemen and women who contributed to the war effort.

*******
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2. BACKGROUND – MOBILISATION AND TRAINING IN ENGLAND - 1941

World War 2 started in September 1939 when Great Britain and France declared war on Germany in
reaction to Germany’s invasion of Poland. A week later, in solidarity with Great Britain, the Canadian
Government declared war on Germany. The declaration of war resulted in the mobilisation of two divisions
which were hastily shipped to Britain and tasked with the defence of the south-east coast of England. At the
outset of the war, a large group of students joined the 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, expecting to
be deployed on active service. Prior to the war, the unit had been a cavalry regiment that trained on horses.
On 10 July 1940, the Regiment became the 3rd Canadian Motorcycle Regiment, (Canadian Active Service
Force), and was equipped with motorcycles. On 17th February 1941, it gave up the motorcycles and became
the 7th Reconnaissance Regiment (17th) Active Force and was to form part of the Third Canadian Division.

“The main task of the divisional reconnaissance units was to collect information for the division
commander about enemy locations, movement and strength, as well as ground conditions that could affect
operations, such as the state of roads, tracks and bridges, and, especially obstacles such as rivers, marshes and
woods. Intelligence of this nature was especially vital before contact with the enemy has been established.
Reconnaissance units are thus in greatest need during the offensive phase of war – the advance to contact, the
attack, and the pursuit of a retreating enemy. Once contact with the enemy is established by main combat
forces reconnaissance units usually revert to their secondary role of providing protection for the division,
performing such tasks as screens, flank guards and rear guards.” – The Royal Canadian Armoured Corps, An
Illustrated History – John Marteinson & Michael McNorgan.

The regiment sailed for overseas on 23 August 1941, with other units of the Division. In England, they
were equipped with a succession of armoured recce cars – Otters, then Foxes and Lynxes, and finally Humber
Armoured cars and scout cars.

In 1940, the situation in Europe deteriorated when Germany invaded first Denmark and Norway, and
then, Holland, Belgium and France. The effectiveness of the Blitzkrieg tactics used by the German Army made
the Canadian Army realize that it had to rapidly develop an armoured corps, if it was going to be effective on
the battlefield. Consequently, in 1941, Canada also raised two armoured divisions and sent them to England.
All these Canadian units arrived in England, took possession of their new equipment, underwent training and
eventually moved into position to help defend Southwest England from a potential invasion. Also, towards the
end of 1941, the United States joined the war, after a surprise attack on Pearl Harbour by the Japanese Air
Force.

Carriers and Otter Scout Cars of the 17th Duke of York Royal Canadian Hussars (RCH Museum)



Collection of letters written home by Alan Stanley Canavan
during the period from 1941 to 1945

Alan Canavan Letters Home 20180630.docx Page 9 of 216

3. WE ARRIVED SAFELY IN CAMP DEBERT, NOVA SCOTIA - AUGUST 1941

August 17, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., 17 DYRCH Recce Bn., R Squadron, Debert Military Camp, Debert Nova Scotia

Dear Connie and Wil,

I arrived safely and soundly the other night in this extremely wet part of Canada. One thing I can say, is
that the food is better than the food we got in Longueuil. We had quite a trip down here and it was quite a surprise
to see such a large camp. The stain on the paper is from some die off Ross's belt. As a matter of fact, this is his
paper, pen, bed, everything. This letter is written on his bed. How is Serge Baillie – did he have his operation yet?
On Friday, we had another inoculation in the arm which did not make me feel any too good. Up to now, we haven't
had too much to do, but probably tomorrow, they will start on us properly. It was quite a surprise to walk into “C”
Squadron's kitchen by mistake and see Jim Parker and Ross eating breakfast together on Friday morning. Also, that
same morning, Captain Vickers spoke to us all, and later, Major Kelly came up to me and introduced himself and
asked about both of you. He hoped you were well and that Willie was busy. Saturday night, Ross and I went to the
Canadian Legion hut to see a show and on the way, we saluted Captain Merv Christie. He looks smarter now than
when he was my cadet Lieutenant.

Harold got hooked into kitchen fatigue today, so I haven't seen him all day. This writing looks as though I
was in a small hole with bombs bursting all around. It isn't very easy writing a letter in bed. So far, it has rained for
the last couple of days making it very damp. Today, we had a church parade, fine sermon, and good singing by the
men. I could tell you a lot more, but due to that thing called censorship, I can't write it here. One thing I have
noticed is that the fellows that Ross is with seem to be a very fine group of chaps, very decent, etc. The officers
that I have seen so far seem to be a very kind group of men, darn good looking too!

There are a few things that I would like to get and they are:

 A good money belt

 One of those identification bracelets like Ross's

 A small writing kit, I believe Eaton's sell them around $1.00, cheap but handy.

If you could get these, they would be appreciated very much, by you know who.

I'll write as soon as I can to tell you more, so for now, Adios. Love, Alan.

*******
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4. BACKGROUND - CROSSING THE ATLANTIC - AUGUST 1941

Extract from an article, written by Alan Stanley Canavan, entitled ¨Camping in World War 2¨ which appeared in the
April 2007 edition of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association newsletter, the Trumpeter. The article was a short
story of the various camps that the 7th Canadian Reconnaissance Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian
Hussars) stayed at once they arrived in Britain in 1941. This article contained details that Alan did not include in his
letters, because his letters were subjected to a review by a censor.

On 23 August 1941, the Regiment left Camp Debert in Nova Scotia, and boarded a troop train that brought
it right to the docking area in Halifax. It then went aboard H.M.T. Stratheden – 25,000 tons. The ship formerly
travelled between Cape Town and Cairo. It had not been converted to a troopship and it was still in its normal
paint. The ¨Stratheden¨ was a P&O liner and still had a few swimming pools aboard. There were some incidents
that most of the soldiers recalled and some were not what you could say were funny. Such things as a lack of
hammocks and the fact that the ship served four so-called meals per day was somewhat confusing. Aboard, with
the Regiment, were members of the Canadian Scottish Regiment as well as some members of the Regina Rifle
Regiment. There were only three ships in the convoy. They were the “Stratheden”, the ¨Dominion Monarch¨ and
the “Empress of Russia.” The Royal Canadian Navy escorted the convoy halfway across the Atlantic Ocean and then
the Royal Navy took over. One early morning, some of the soldiers looked out from the stern of the ship and saw
what they thought must be a cruiser because it looked so big. To their delight, it turned out to be a Tribal class
destroyer.

*******
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5. WE HAVE ARRIVED IN THE UNITED KNIGDOM - SEPTEMBER 1941

September 2, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., 17 Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce Bn., R Squadron, Base Post Office,
Canadian Army Overseas

Dear Connie and Wil and Les,

First, you will see that we are no longer in that certain part of Nova Scotia. I am very happy to say we are
now in the United Kingdom. Due to regulations, the mail was held over until our departure, so I did not bother to
write. I thought, by the delay, you would understand just what had happened to us. The trip over the great
Atlantic Ocean was alright in some ways. When we got on, they put all the luggage in the staterooms, and us in the
hold, but we soon got used to it. The food could have been a great deal better, and the water was undrinkable
owing to the process used to take out the salt. The tea was terrible, mud coloured, mud tasting.

Harold and I came through the sea ride well, but Ross couldn’t hang on to some of his meals. Fortunately,
he recovered quickly. All and all, the trip was uneventful. Of course, there were all kinds of rumours. One was that
the British Broadcasting Corporation (BBC) announced that our whole convoy had been sunk. Another was that a
submarine had just fired a torpedo at one of the ships, etc.

There is one thing we are not used to yet, and that is the time difference. When we arrived in Nova Scotia,
we put our clocks ahead one hour. When at sea, we put them ahead three more hours, robbing us of an hour’s
sleep each morning. The ship that we travelled on, was a beautiful one. Before the war, she was probably painted
white, plus some other bright colours. She is new and, when I worked as the runner in the orderly room, I saw the
plans of her cabins and staterooms. Tell Les that up on one of her decks, they have a piano where one could
usually find one of the lads beating it out on the ivories. There were two small swimming pools, one indoor and the
other outdoor. The one outdoors was filled just after we left that ¨large eastern Canadian port, ¨ and when the sun
appeared, some of the boys went in for a swim. Darn cold it was too, because I was watching them shiver after they
came out. But one of the funniest scenes took place there a few nights ago. One of the soldiers decided he could
carry another one on his back over the pool on a rounded beam which is placed in the middle of the pool like this:

Well, these two chaps started out little by little, and when they got to the middle, they waivered and both
fell in with their cloths on, of course both were soaked.

Thanks very much for that nice box you sent me, also to Willie. I also send my thanks for your kind sum,
many thanks indeed for your letters. I received both the boxes and Will’s letter the day we pulled out, so it just
arrived in time. On board ship, they had a canteen which sold almost everything. Here are a few prices: large
chocolate bars – 12 cents, small ones - 5 cents, cigarettes – a tin of 50 exports sold for 40 cents. Finally, they were
sold out of cigarettes. Oh yes, when we docked of course we weren’t allowed off, so some of the lads on board
threw over some cigarettes, and they were grabbed right up in just a few seconds. They certainly must be short of
cigarettes here. I know another thing that is short here, razor blades and the grade of writing paper is awful, do
you remember the scribblers we used with the ruled lines just like blotting paper. Another thing I think is candy. I
don’t know if they are short or not.

The censorship in Nova Scotia was strict, but over here, they are very strict. If they take something out,
they take action also, which is a very good idea in some cases, so I will have a great deal to tell when I get back.
When we docked, we were given a message from Prime Minister M. King, who is at present, over here. Also, we
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were told that the people in Canada would know that we had landed safely. So, you probably know that we are
safe before you get this letter. You can send me Bill Rutherford’s address and Fred Meyer’s. Bill lives on Old
Orchard Avenue and Fred loves on St. Antoine Road. I received Jack Dougal’s letter, he is at Valcartier and says its
pretty dead up there. You can tell Les that I will write to him as soon as possible. While you’re trying to find these
addresses, you can look up Bob Sullivan’s address, he used to live on Van Horne Avenue, and it was under Mrs. R.
Sullivan. He now lives on Ponsard Avenue, so maybe it is in the phone book yet. Anyway, give me the old one if
you can. Ross, Hal and I will, when we get our leave, try to visit those guys up in Thurso. As he has the addresses,
everything will be a joke.

Did you have a nice Labour Day? I suppose the grass is about four feet high now – eh? Well, we sure miss
those home cooked meals and sleeping in a hammock isn`t very much fun. Also, the weather since we left
Montreal hasn’t been the best, but seeing that we are here, we will make the best of it. Since I have been on
board, I have seen a lot of the fellows we know back, you know when, for instance Hartley J is now a sergeant,
Corporal Bruce Blanchford, Corporal Jim Parker, Captain Christie, Lieutenant Ned Allen, plus many former stock
brokers. I didn’t tell Major Kelly what dad said to tell him, I have seen Major Thompson, but haven’t spoken to him
yet.

That takes care of the news for now, so write when you can. Love, Alan.

*******
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6. BACKGROUND – TRANSFER TO CAMP IN THE UNITED KNIGDOM - SEPTEMBER 1941

Extract from an article, written by Alan Stanley Canavan, entitled ¨Camping in World War 2¨ which appeared in the
April 2007 edition of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association newsletter, the Trumpeter.

On 3 September 1941, the ship arrived in Glasgow, Scotland. The troops were excited to see all the
activity in that part of the country. The freight trans looked like model trains, as the railcars were so small in
comparison to Canadian rail cars. That evening, the troops left the ship and boarded a long train that travelled
right down the middle of Britain.

After a 17-hour trip the troops arrived in Fleet, Hants, and boarded busses that had the windows all
painted black. In short order, on or around 3 September 1941, they arrived at the Haig Lines near Crookham Cross
Roads. The camp had been constructed for the 1914-1918 and it gave the soldiers something to think about. The
soldiers lived in huts equipped with iron beds and straw mattresses. The ablution room had running water, but it
was cold.

Extract from the “Memoirs of Major John M. Thom, M.B.E 1939-1945”

Most Canadian soldiers serving in England were concentrated in camps in the southern part of the country, to
counter the threat of invasion. While they were there, they were given ten days leave every quarter, with a travel
warrant by train for any destination in Britain. They were also given ration tickets for ten days, which they gave
their host if they were staying with friends or relations. To go anywhere in Britain, one had to go to London first, as
it was the centre of the railway hub.
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7. WE VISITED PERTH, SCOTLAND WHILE ON LEAVE - SEPTEMBER 1941

September 14, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., R Squadron, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce Bn., Base Post Office,
Canadian Army Overseas

Dear Folks,

Here is the way we spent our leave this last week, as Ross could not get in touch with Harold and I. At the
last minute, we found out that the three of us could not go to Thurso together. As a matter of fact, we never even
got to Thurso. Here is the reason: We receive two warrants a year to travel anywhere in England or Scotland free,
so naturally we took one to begin the year properly and knowing that Ross had the address of Mr. John Young, we
thought that we would go up together. So, Hal and I left camp on a Sunday night, and marched into the station to
the train. In the morning, we find ourselves somewhere in Scotland. In fact, we arrived in Edinburgh about 9
o’clock. While we were changing trains, we had about five minutes to look Edinburgh over (very short, eh?). Well,
we jumped on our train for Perth where we would have to wait for the train to Thurso. While we were on the train,
we got speaking to a chap who works for the L.M.S. Railway and he looked at one of the books in his pocket and he
told us that the train for Thurso would leave Perth around 10:30 that night and it would take us another 10 hours
before we arrived so that would have meant one day wasted. Next thing we could think of was to stop off at Perth,
which we did, and for the next two hours we walked around looking for a place to sleep. But try as we did, we had
no such luck. Finally, we tried the Police Station and one of the cops gave us a couple of addresses to look up and
the first one turned out to be the spot. It was too bad that we couldn’t get up to Thurso, but we are told that it was
very quiet up there, and there were other people up there, namely soldiers. While we were in Perth, we had a
grand time, good weather and good meals. The first night, we decided to go to a show, so we saw a sign saying
¨Theatre¨ and underneath was the title ¨Suspect.¨ Naturally, we hadn’t seen this picture because it turned out to
be a three-act play. Were we ever surprised! While in Perth, we took a walk up a beautiful hill called ¨Kinnoull Hill.
¨ Enclosed I hope you will find a piece of heather which we picked. Perth is situated just outside of the Highlands.
It is called the Gateway to the Highlands. While we were inspecting this hill and some ruins of a castle, the view
was awe inspiring. We could see for miles around, and even yet one could see the bright purple of the heather
blooming on the hills.
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You can tell Les that we visited a music store and right now the ¨Hut-Sut Song¨1 is quite popular. Also,
pieces from the picture ¨They met in Rio¨ which played in Montreal about two or three months ago. So, there isn’t
very much that’s new, we played a Columbia record by good old Benny Goodman, you know ¨Yours and take it.¨

Due to the weather and the lack of lights in this hut, I’ll have to cut this short.

On Friday, we had to be back in camp for 23:59 hours, so we arrived in London in the morning, we saw Big
Ben, etc. I’ll tell you more about this trip later, maybe a couple of days from now. I hope you received our cable.
Ross tells me he had a darn nice time on his leave - he’ll probably write you soon.

While Hal and I were in London, we saw a Corporal Martin, he was in my class at Westmount High. He told
us he met a girl he knew at school and that he had a darn good time, saw all the hot spots, etc. Do you know who
this girl was? He told me who she was this morning before we went to church. This girl turned out to be Margaret
Blair.

I am also enclosing a newspaper dated September 4 – not much in it but it’s a true London newspaper of
the modern time. We had another shot in the arm yesterday, which didn’t make me feel too good. Well, I’ll write
as soon as I can, and by the way, I bought you two pieces of music, but the censors may not let them go through,
but I’ll try anyway. More news later everyone. Love Alan.

*******

1 The Hut-Sut Song (a Swedish Serenade)" was a novelty song from the 1940s with nonsense lyrics.
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8. TRANSFER TO ¨C¨ SQUADRON WITH ROSS - SEPTEMBER 1941

September 24, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Bn., 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas

Dear Les,

For a long time, I haven’t written to you, old boy, so here goes. On Sunday, I got a copy of the Standard
News, that Dad mailed. It was from August 23rd, so the news is still good, and on Saturday, mother mailed both
Ross and I a letter. Enclosed was a note from Dad and as for you, well, well.

You will notice my address is now the same as Ross’s. Yes, last week, I was transferred from dear old “R”
Squadron to Ross’s. In fact, I now sleep right beside him, which is OK by me. Congratulations on buying scrap
metal. What was it you and Dave went together on, a cement mixer or was it a car? Well, here’s to its quality, etc.
While you got a car, I got a nice new truck, so all in all, the three of us are still at the wheel. In fact, Ross has a truck
now, but later, he will change to a station wagon seeing that he must drive Major Kelly around. Soft job, you know!

How are the crops in Sherbrooke these days? In my last letter home, I said that these were a few things I
didn’t like. For instance, driving on the left is odd as heck. Also, the roads here are narrow and you can imagine
what its like driving in a blackout. For the last couple of days, we have been taking short jaunts around this camp in
the trucks which is certainly not bad. But all in all, I guess we’re here for some time now.

You know its darn funny, only last week I was thinking of what I would say to you. Now that I can write,
I’ve forgotten what to say. But tell me Les, the other night, one of the lads was talking about a chap who came over
to our lines looking for the guy called Brown. The chap turned out to be Dave Ethridge. It turned out that all this
happened when I was out, so that was that. Now that I’ve seen quite a lot of Britain, I still like Canada, which is
100%. Scotland is a grand country and the people are very nice, but the climate is certainly damp. It’s a cold
dampness which kind of sneaks through you and taps you on the head.

I’ve never seen so many different types of trucks on these English roads. But in comparison, the Canadian
Trucks are, in my estimation, much better looking in all respects. Only yesterday, I saw the trucks for the 3rd
Division, that haven’t been drawn yet. Simply amazing!

Tell me Les, what are the latest songs? Over here, they’re about two months behind and, as we are in the
Army, we do not have any radios, so we don’t know what’s going on in the rest of the world. Also, in that last letter
home, I told them of a small air-raid we had last week. Very interesting indeed, as long as they keep a safe distance
away.

That’s all for now. Les, I’ll write as soon as I can. Love, Al. (ha! Oodles of it.)

*******
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9. WE WENT CRUISING IN OUR TRUCKS - OCTOBER 1941

October 2, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Hello again folks, and Les

How you all doing? More news form this side of the world. Since my last report, we haven’t been doing
very much, only cruising around in our trucks seeing what its like to drive over these narrow roads, and when I say
narrow, I am not kidding! Today is a beautiful sunny warm day, you know the kind I mean. It’s the kind of day that,
when you’ve been out driving, you came back to camp and take off your overalls, your blouse and your sweater,
and then you decide that you have a few minutes left before dinner so you finally decide to write home to let the
people know that you’re still alive. And well, and that’s what kind of a day it is here.

One of the greatest complaints around camp is the rotten food they are handing out to us, in fact
occasionally a dog or a cat will wander into mess hall while we are eating, and even they turn up their noses at it.
So, that is how it stands right now.

By the time you get my last letter there should be a newsreel showing the King and Queen inspecting parts
of the 3rd Division. In it, you will see them inspecting everyone, but us. You’ll also see the massed bands marching
down a field. Ross saw all of this, lucky guy.

While I’m on the subject, this morning we took our trucks over to the testing ground and during a short
resting period, we took a ride in a carrier. Excellent little babies, but I’ll stick to a truck, thank-you.

I’m glad to say that Harold received that nice cable from home so now I’m still afraid that he will be moved
with the rest of ¨R¨ Squadron in the very near future, which isn’t so good.

That’s all for now, people. Love, Alan.

*******
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10. I GOT A LETTER FROM MY FORMER EMPLOYER - OCTOBER 1941

October 11, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Hello again folks,

I suppose that by the time you get this note, it will be about another month gone by, anyway, how is
everything going? This brings me back to the last letter I wrote. It was written one day before your birthday.
Here’s hoping you had a nice time, Connie!

Now that we’re into the middle of October, we are just beginning to find out what English weather is like.
I’ll try to explain what it’s like, for instance we rise at the crack of dawn at 6:30 A.M. We have breakfast at 7:15 or
7:30 and are on parade for 8:00 A.M. Usually, it is quite foggy and damp. It stays that way until around 11 in the
morning. Then, the sun comes through and we continue to do what ever we must do.

Since the last letter, we are still taking jaunts around the country. It was only last week that ¨C¨ Squadron
took a jaunt which lasted all day, we had our lunch in the field and then started back to camp. The total trip
covered about 130 miles, no accidents. Today, Major Kelly congratulated the Squadron on behalf of the Colonel for
the fine showing we made.

For the last few days of this week, we have been in the testing ground, training drivers which is not as easy
as it sounds because the guy who is instructing takes an awful beating. This morning again I was driving a carrier,
which is good fun, but I’ll stick to a truck.

On Tuesday night, we saw the picture ¨It’s a date¨ with Dianna Durbin, which was playing in, of all places,
the men’s’ mess hall. And last night, we saw some other picture which had started before I arrived, the name of
which I did not get.

Yesterday, I received a letter from the president’s secretary of Standard Brands Ltd. It contained two good
Tender-Leaf Tea bags. In the first paragraph, she (Mrs. Merner) said that Willie had phoned them to tell them that
the 17th Hussars had arrived safely. You must remember that the cable I sent to you was sent while Harold and I
were on leave. We had arrived a few days before that, but it was darn nice to hear from the office. In this letter, of
course, there was stuff in it which Les would have a good laugh at, he would probably say it was a lot of hooey or
propaganda but nevertheless it was certainly good to hear from Montreal. I will tell you more about this in the
next issue.

Love to you all, Alan.

*******
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11. RECEIVED SOME NICE PACKAGES FROM HOME - OCTOBER 1941

October 24, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie,

Just received a swell box from you, with many things indeed. Everything was just perfect. To get back to
your last letter of September 23rd, I think that you haven’t received any mail yet. Well, I heard that in one of the
convoys back, they took only the first and second division’s mail and left the third division’s mail for the next
convoy. That may be the reason for no mail. Anyway, I have tried to write home once a week, so by the time you
get this, some mail may have arrived. You know that it is very hard to write ahead. I mean by the time you get this
letter, it will be out of date, which makes it harder to write. I can only tell you what’s happening at present or what
has happened, so let’s go. One day before your box arrived, Ross and I both received individual boxes from Stanley
Church, which were very lovely. Indeed, it contained one big cake, two packages of gum, two chocolate bars, one
box of Red Rose tea bags, one tin of Nescafé, one bottle of concentrated orange juice, a few packages of hot
chocolate, one tin sardines, etc. All in all, very nice.

Tomorrow, Hal goes to a holding unit with the rest of ¨R¨ Squadron, so again we will be separated. He will
probably get a stripe sooner that way than transferring to another squadron. It is too bad, but that was for you, a
little bit too soon though.

I received that address book which will come in very handy. Also, in a couple of weeks, Ross and I will go
on leave for seven days. Maybe we will go to Bishops Auckland. We will see anyway. Hal doesn’t go until the
second week in December. He may go back to Perth – I think he has his eye on some lass, I may be wrong, but he
enjoyed himself up there. In the Standard Newspaper (which are always welcome) of September 20 or 30, in the
brown section, it showed a picture of some of the brass hats including General Price. Under or beside his name, it
says what he commands, well that’s where we are. Only a week ago, we (¨C¨ Squadron) went out on a scheme.
We left Friday morning, and came back Saturday afternoon. We went down to a spot where enemy bombers came
over very often. In fact, we were sleeping around 9:30 o’clock when we heard the sirens blowing, quite interesting
indeed. The trip was called a success.

You may add writing paper if you would be so kind, neat box. Had a nice letter from Mrs. Werner
(President’s Secretary at Standard Brands). Thank Dad for phoning J.A. Brown. I think it would be a good idea to
keep in touch with him, you can tell him that we are playing gallant Boy Scouts. I can see we why the men in the
1st and 2nd and now the 3rd Divisions are disgusted with the army, but more about that later. Tell Les if he can
possibly keep out of the Army, to do it. Here’s hoping this isn’t too late. He will be much happier stuck on the
coast. This is certainly not a picnic.

Love to you sweetheart, Al.

*******
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12. ROOKIE WHO KNOWS HOW HIS STUFF GOES ON STRAIGHT - OCTOBER 1941

October 26, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Willie,

And this is Alan S. speaking, just for a change, about your letter dated October 1st, 1941. I see that you
seem to think that the censor has been playing games. Well sir, I have certainly written so that in case the other
letters went down, this will replace the others. Let’s go. By the time you get this letter, Ross and I will, or should,
have had our seven days leave. Maybe we will see Mrs. Rixham. If this town of Durham is any where near B.A., we
will do our best to see it. Thanks a lot for phoning J.A. Brown. I guess he would be astonished. It’s a good idea to
keep in touch with him. As a matter of fact, I did write the company about two weeks ago. Also, I had a nice letter
from Mrs. Werner (Mr. Moyle’s secretary) and I answered that one too.

Ross and I received a box each, from the church, which arrived a day before the one which was sent from
home. A fine gesture, we thought. By this time, I can say that Hal has gone with the rest of ¨R¨ Squadron to a
holding unit. There he will remain and train until he is needed in one of these squadrons. He is only about 10 or 15
miles away, but that’s just far enough so that I won’t see him. He will probably get on much better that way and I
wouldn’t be a bit surprised to see him sporting a stripe very soon. Just before he left, he came to see me on
Thursday night as I was going out, and he told me he had received a parcel from you and Connie, and a letter. In
fact, he was quite happy about the whole thing. Glad also to hear that you invested in a suit, a new one at that.
Hmmm, I wonder if my nice blue one is still hanging in the clothes cupboard. Its too bad you couldn’t get a hat, or
did you? You should be doing alright with the three of us all over the globe. We were tickled pink to read that
description of Connie’s hat. I’ll bet it’s a killer. Here’s hoping that Les can keep out of this junk we’re in. I think it
would almost be better even on the coast.

Hope Bill Baillie is better than he was. If the times get much harder, he can always get a job singing, but
let’s hope not. Oh, I had a nice letter Aunt Y sent to me with a P.S. from J.O. McKee. Very interesting indeed. It’s a
darn good thing, we can drop back on the topic of weather. Once one gets a cold here, like I have, you must be
very careful and make sure it doesn’t become pneumonia. Which reminds me, I heard that Huntly Turley has that
above item. I believe he is at present in a hospital. When that parcel or parcels, i.e. Ross’s and my parcel arrived,
they both went to the orderly room where a certain gentleman by the name of Major R.C. Kelly quizzed us on the
declarations – i.e. see enclosed declaration. We were kidded by him and we also kidded him. As today ended our
duty week, we are all glad to be handing the work over to another squadron. I went on guard last Sunday night at
6, came off at 6 Monday night, then went off for an inspection on Wednesday by Colonel Ralston and was off for
another inspection on Friday, by some other brass hat, and that night I was back on guard. I came off Saturday at 6
P.M. At 8:30, I was out in my truck and got back at 22:00 to sleep until 6:30 A.M., when I went out to the ranges
and came back for dinner. All in all, it was a very hectic ending of a week with very little sleep. Remember Bill
Ogilvie whom I met in Longueuil. Well, he is now a Sergeant (he’s a specialist; an artist). Enclosed you will find a
very green looking rookie who by this time knows how his stuff goes on straight. Note please: to be shown only to
members of the immediate family.

This covers all for now, pipsqueak, but maybe next week, I’ll have some more news. Love Al.

*******
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Pictures of Alan Canavan taken in the fall of 1941 at or near the Haig Lines near Crookham Cross Roads.
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13. DON’T JOIN THE ARMY, LES, I MEAN IT - NOVEMBER 1941

November 9, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Les,

I received your letter of October 7th and those flints which you sent with either Ross’s box or the box of
Mother and Dad’s. Anyway, thanks for both. It means quite a lot to hear from the other side of the world. I heard
that you must join something. Well take my word for it, Les, and I’m not kidding, don’t join these boy-scouts. If
you can get into the air force, do it. I made a mistake joining the army. Here is my reason. When a guy joins the air
force, he is trained from the beginning until the end, and when his course is finished he is a pilot or a wireless
operator or a gunner and sometimes even an observer. While take me, for instance, what have they taught me?
Not one damn good thing! So, if you are wise, old boy, stay as long as you can with the boys in blue. Glad to hear
that Auz! is a Pilot Officer. If you can do as much, I’ll be with you. It was also good to hear that W.B. is getting on
alright and that he enjoys my radio. Look or listen, Les. Not just because I’m your little brother, but take my
advice. Stay in Canada as long as you can. This may sound as though I’m fed up with this place, but, you never
appreciate your own place until you’re away from it. I have seen quite a bit of England and Scotland and its just like
what the boys said over here, and that was ¨If they want to end this was in a hurry, they should take all the ships
and take all the men and women over to Canada and then pull the plug out of this place and let it sink, or give
Hitler a change – let him come over here and in two months, he will be asking for an armistice. That is what the
current opinion is over here.

Les, almost everything you can imagine is rationed here, there is no radio beside you, no records very few
in the stores and then they are all old ones. Gasoline is rationed, lighter fluid, flints, matches even the weather is
lousy, extremely damp and raw, blackouts every night. One gets used to these things, but what a change from
home. Maybe I was too hasty to join up, but I’ve learnt my lesson. While you were doing your 30 days, you
remember the food you got. I know it was not like home cooked meals, but it wasn’t too bad. Well, over here, all
your food is rationed. You only get one serving, and sometimes that isn’t fit for pigs (that’s why they give it to us?).
So, you can see for yourself, its all very nice to go to a different country, but don’t rush like I did. It hasn’t done me
much good. I’ve had one swell cold for the last three weeks and boy do they hang on over here. So, all in all, I
would much rather be stuck back in Canada, even on the Atlantic coast. Yesterday, I received a swell box from the
J.O. McKee’s, and today, Ross got two; one from home and one from J.O. McKee and the Mrs. I had four letters,
two from Connie, one from Dad and one from you and one more, making it five, from Jack Donegal, who joined the
RCAF as an air gunner. He says that, in three or four months, he expects to come over as a pilot, so that’s not bad
for him, eh! Thanks for telling me about B. Blanchard. So, he is back in school - not bad.

So, this is our duty week, I’m in the Regimental Orderly Room at nights from 6 p.m. until 7:45 a.m. My job
is minor and involves keeping three fires going. So far, the fires are just about out and I am sure the officer thinks I
am a 9th class fire-maker. In fact, he said ¨Canavan, you’re a 3rd-class fireman.¨ I agreed with him, and as I am not
so busy at night, I have time to do a little letter writing.

I’m in one of the towns. You have heard the name before. Well, there is one jukebox and mostly old
tunes. I heard one good piece. It was called ¨Rockin the Blues¨ by Count Basie. And back in Canada, I heard the
12th Street Rag by Lionel Hampton. It was on Victor 26362, and one day, I heard a piece called ¨Got a Pebble in My
Shoe¨ by Ella Fitzgerald, which was a bit of alright.

Most of these letters take about a month to go across the ocean, so that doesn’t make things easier.
About two weeks ago, Ross and I received a nice box each from Stanley Presbyterian Church which came as a nice
surprise. I answered that one tonight also. Well Les, think about what I’ve said and let me know what you’re in.
Lots of luck. Write soon. Love Alan.

*******
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14. WE HEARD ABOUT A STREETCAR ACCIDENT ON BLEURY - NOVEMBER 1941

November 9, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Willie,

I am always pleased to hear from home. Glad to know you received three letters from me. You received
them about one month after they were sent. The news in them is stale. I know but nevertheless I try. Its too bad
about Les having to join up, but whatever he does, tell him to do it very carefully, but most important, stay in
Canada as long as possible. If he reads this, he will notice that it compares almost with what I told him in his own
letter dated this same day. But its no joke playing Boy-Scouts.

You seemed to have a pretty good time in the old junk heaps belonging to Les and Dave. Well, enjoy it as
much as possible, old boy. I know I wouldn’t mind riding around in it myself. I’ll be looking for that flashlight. It
will probably get here before you get this, but it will be appreciated, you can bet on that. I have been tempted to
buy a flashlight, but now I won’t need to worry about that. I was just telling Les that I have received five letters and
to-night, I have answered two, so now I am on yours. By the way, one letter was to Dr. Morley thanking him on
behalf of Stanley Presbyterian Church – see Les’s letter. What do you think of Canadian Ingersoll-Rand? Quite
some place they have. It will be too bad when that fat little guy goes. I know how well he is liked. I’d liked to have
seen the garden. I’ll bet it was grand. No doubt you wish you had your two sprouts back to do that fall planting.
Well, I’d like to be there to tell you the truth. I was happy to hear that you gave Bill & Fred my address as a matter
of fact. I haven’t had a great deal of time to write and that is why I could not let them know what was cooking. I
had a letter from Jack Dougal a few days ago. He joined the air force, as an air-gunner and now, he expects to
come over as a pilot, which isn’t bad. Many thanks for the addresses, old top. If I get the time, I’ll surely write.

Ross and I just got back from seven lovely days in the North. We visited Durham Newcastle and had a nice
time. Indeed, the Cathedral and Castle were magnificent. The people are friendly, more like the Scottish people.
They even talk like them. Coming back, the trains were very crowded, but we managed to arrive safely even in the
blackout. Next time you write Willie, you can tell me how that great industry of yours is going, and why. But let us
get down to business again, the weather we had on leave was certainly not the best I’ve experienced, but saying
that, we were in that part of the country where the weather will change every 5 minutes. Ross and I stayed with
Mrs. Waldie1, Friday, Saturday, Sunday and the most of Monday, we spent with Mrs. Rixham, but we sure had a
nice change. Say are these houses cold in the winter time, man oh man. While we were at Mrs. Waldie’s, Ross and
I slept in a double bed and Frank her son slept in a single bed. Well, we had a pair of pyjamas each, so I crawled in
and set the pace, and for the next ten minutes I just lay there and shivered. Wow, was it cold! So, the next night
we did the same thing, and the last two nights, I slept with my underwear and stockings on. Consequently, it was
much warmer. We just lived the life of kings. In fact, we rose a couple of times at 10:30 A.M., yippee. Home was
occasionally like this. The country around here – i.e. where we were on leave is beautiful. I can imagine what it
must be like in peacetime, the last day we were there, we went ice skating with fancy skates. We had a grand time
there. Here’s hoping that Stalin keeps pounding the daylights out of the old man Hitler, and then we can come
home just that much sooner, and that can’t be soon enough. I heard that 16 people were hurt at the corner of
Bleury and Dorchester when 3 streetcars collided. Was that right? Seems like a funny spot. And how did that last
blackout go, Will? We heard that bit of news in Bishop Auckland. Was any of it at night? Last week, I mailed both
my Christmas cards. I still had this cold so I scrawled the addresses out and sent them. It just didn’t seem right
mailing them at that time.

Well old soak, more news later. Write when you have time, remember me to bother Stan. Love, Al.

1 The relation of Mrs. Waldie and Mrs. Rixham to the Canavan family is not clear. They may well have been some of
the many British people who opened their homes to Canadian soldiers during their leaves.

*******
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15. WE VISITED THE NORTH SEA WHILE ON LEAVE - NOVEMBER 1941

November 10, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie,

Many Thanks for your two lovely letters dated October 9th and 21st. Both arrived about the same time
and it was certainly quite a surprise to see a nifty sum like that. Let me tell you that Ross and I just came back from
a delightful leave, in fact it was our Christmas leave, so you can bet how we felt spending our Christmas leave in the
early part of November. Anyway, Connie, Ross and I had a warrant and we both went up to Bishop Auckland. We
had a grand time with Mrs. Rixham’s friend Mrs. Waldie, seeing that Mrs. Waldie has a son Frank, who is around
Ross’ age. We had a good time, although Frank had to work in the daytime (he works in Lloyd’s Bank). His mother
showed us around. As we arrived there early in the morning on a Friday, we stayed there that night, and on
Saturday we all went on a bus to Mrs. Rixham’s, who has been recalled to Newcastle to resume teaching. We had
Saturday afternoon and night, all day Sunday, and most of Monday, before we returned to Mrs. Waldie’s. Let me
describe Mrs. Rixham’s flat. First, the number on it isn’t very intriguing (No. 13). It’s certainly a nice little place, on
the ground floor. As you enter the hall, there is a living room on the left-hand side. Further down the hall, to the
right, is Mrs. R’s room, and the kitchen, toilet and wash basin. The three boys slept in Mrs. R’s room. During our
time there, the three of us went down to the coast. There, we stood on the sidewalk and got splashed by the North
Sea, which I can say is still quite wet. We were wearing greatcoats and all our buttons turned a beautiful green,
which wasn’t so good, but we spent a good time there. I must say, I would have enjoyed the holiday much more,
only I had one of these blasted colds, which made me bark, sometimes quite savagely. When we left Mrs. R’s, we
spent the rest of the week doing things. On our last day, Ross and I went skating on an outdoor rink. The ice was
good but the fancy skates were bad. We were not used to that type of skate, but we had a good time. I saw too or
three shows, some good, some bad. But, one picture that I highly recommend is ¨49th Parallel¨ with Raymond
Massey, Les Howard, and Laurence Olivier. A fine picture with a different plot. You must see it, maybe you did.
Anyway, it’s good.

You can tell Mrs. Hendery that since Hal went away, I have heard no news so all must be well. Remember,
no news is good news! But now, back to your letters, let us analyse the October 9th letter. You asked me if I
received that basket. Yes, I got the box with the lox on board ship. Also, we both received your drafts. It came in
very handy. So far, we have enjoyed the nice tea bags, especially when it was tender-leaf tea. Yeah, but about
getting Ross something for Xmas, well I’ll do my best, Connie. But regarding those pictures, I’m afraid it will take
quite some time because they are short of materials over here. But the first opportunity I have, I will try to get a
few done. As much as I would like to send something back, I’m afraid there is not much choice, so you will be
repaid when I get back home. Those two songs I sent you were sent a few weeks later, so any year now, you
should be getting them.

Here’s hoping Les gets into the air force. I made one mistake and now I realize what it was, so don’t let
him make the same. Now onto the October 2nd letter. Too much repetition, dearie, but nice. We both got a swell
box from the McKee’s and Ross got one from you. It was supposed to be for his birthday. Fast work, Connie. I
know its too bad that Hal is not with us, but he will probably become something, while we are stuck. Say, it just
struck me, where is letter no. 5 from you? I have letter 4 of October 9th and letter no. 6 of October 21st, but no
letter No. 5. Maybe its swimming over here, eh! I always knew Les could pull through anything he wanted to. He
deserves a lot of credit. I thought I taught him a lot, what say Les! Seeing that I’m on fatigues this week, I can write
a few times at night. As I said in Les’ letter, I am a runner at another headquarters at nights, we take shifts. I’m on
from 5 p.m. until 12 p.m. Then this other lad comes on from 12 p.m. till 6 a.m., when we both stay awake until
7:45, when another chap comes on for the day. His name being Trooper Ross Manson Canavan. That is all for now,
Connie. Wish everyone a Merry Christmas and I send them all my love. Al.

*******
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16. BACKGROUND – MOVE TO HAYWARDS HEATH - DECEMBER 1941

Extract from an article, written by Alan Stanley Canavan, entitled ¨Camping in World War 2¨ which appeared in the
April 2007 edition of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association newsletter, the Trumpeter.

On 2 December 1941, the Regiment moved out of the Haig Lines. It briefly moved to a camp in Horsham,
and then on 6 December it moved to Paxhil Dene Park just outside Haywards Heath. The entrance to this camp
was quite striking. There was a lodge keepers abode with a gate, and a driveway that inclined up to and around a
large house where the officers were quartered. The rest of the Regiment was quartered in Nissen huts that served
their purpose. While at this camp, due to the freezing cold weather, the drivers had to drain their vehicle’s
radiators every night until proper anti-freeze cold be acquired. The winter of 1941 was a real cold one in Britain.
Christmas and New Year’s Day was spent in this camp.

While at this camp, the soldiers noticed that every tree had a number painted on it. When they inquired
about this, they were told that if any trees were cut down during their stay, the owners of the property were going
to charge the Canadian Government.

*******
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17. WE ARE IN THE FIELD AND EXTREMELY BUSY - DECEMBER 1941

December 14, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England (in the field)

Dear Willie,

Say, I am sorry for the delay. It seems that for the last three weeks, we have been extremely busy and as
you can see by the return address, some changes have been made. So, that accounts for the shortage of news on
my part. There is no reason why I can’t tell you what we have been doing, so here goes; it seems that we are safer
here on this side than you are back home. Of course, that remains to be seen, now that the whole world is taking a
crack at each other. For over two weeks, we have been wearing rubber boots and doing fatigues, which in my
estimation is the wrong kind of work for a recce regiment to be doing. Instead of doing intense training with
vehicles and other equipment, we are doing intensive training in peeling spuds, sweeping floors, washing tables,
digging new roads, and installing telegraph poles. I am now sitting on my bed, straddling it with a kit bag on top of
my blankets and an ordinary small lantern hanging over my bed suspended from a hook or clasp on my small
haversack. All in all, it is not the best position to be in to write, but it will just have to do. That in brief, will tell you
exactly why I have been unable to write.

Hey old boy, you won’t mind if I take your last three letters and combine them into this one of mine. Next
time, or as soon as I get caught up with my correspondence, I shall try and answer each one individually. Just
received a nice letter from Leo Kelleher, who holds down one of those jobs in good old Standard Brands. He writes
that ¨I’ve told my people about you and your brother so that if you ever get to SWANSEA, be sure you look them up
at 4 Saint-James Gardens. You will receive a good welcome there and find several members of the family around
your own age. They are very cheerful and make the best of things.¨ This letter of his was vey nice indeed, so that
makes just one more that I must answer, but I’ll do it cheerfully. Let’s attack your small supply of information
which you sent, so let’s begin with yours of October 27. I find this letter just as interesting as all the others you
write. Thanks for the tip about jotting down notes. So, if you see other things which I could improve, by all means,
let me know! As you will see, I have skipped to your letter of November 13th. What was the girl’s name who knew
me? You know the one ¨B¨ met up with? Was she young or old – hmmm? Also, that was a fine question on the
part of the executive by you, you old “John Silver”. Imagine my surprise when I saw that you bagged the old one,
well that’s the limit.

Thanks, Will, for that list of parcels, etc. Both Ross and I received the £1 (pound if you didn’t know) from
Mary F.M., through Mrs. Crammond. I can see this little guy is going to be writing for a long, long time. That was
very nice of Mr. Collenge to send cigarettes. I have yet to receive same, but will acknowledge same when it comes.
Glad Mrs. Werner phoned; it was very kind of her indeed, but why all the wisecracks? They are very nice ladies.

I agree that the mail system is rotten but I am unsure about the clipper scheme. Sometimes the boys send
their mail by North Atlantic Airmail, but it sometimes takes just as long as ordinary mail. But if the Clipper is
different, by all means, try it once. It will only cost you 30 cents a crack so more power to you. If that is too much,
revert to the old 3 cent system. Remember, any news is good news, whether its 5 or 6 months old or naught.

Sorry I can’t tell Hal to write, you see he is quite some distance away and I haven’t his address. But about
a month ago, one Sunday afternoon, it was a beautiful day, so a Lance-jack by the name of Ken Campbell (he played
hockey for the Senior Royals, he’s around 19 now and a fine lad) and I got our work ticket signed so we took my
truck out for a little Sunday driving and we went to the holding unit where Hal is stationed, but he was not there. A
couple of days later, Hal drove a carrier over to see me, but I was out. Finally, we met late one afternoon and we
had a quick chat. All I can report is that the situation is ¨well in hand.¨ He looks very well and I know he would like
to be in ¨C¨ Squadron, so all that I could say was that I would try to get him in. So far, the time has not come yet,
but there’ll be a day, I hope.

All tea-bags accounted for, my parcels are at present in our own post office. Too bad about P.O. Sanders –
I think when I get time, I’ll drop Margaret a note. Yes, we have lost a lot of our R.C.A.F. lads. The saying is quite
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true, that Great Britain will fight to the last Canuck! One thing I do know and that is whenever day for celebration
is coming up, the day is right upon us before we realize it, and it is too late to send you our message of best wishes.
That goes for your pipsqueak of a wife for September 24th, and to both of you on the 25th Anniversary, and to you
on your birthday. Anyway, someday, I will recompense.

Happy to hear that Bill Baillie is just about OK so now let’s go over to your latest letter, your letter of ___,
well, well I thought there was one more, but that one is to come. Enclosed please find receipts for Box #2. Also for
Connie’s chocolate. Now I must write to Connie and tell her some stuff. I sure am glad Les joined the Air Force
and, with conditions as they are, maybe he will be kept in Good Old Canada. When the war broke out between
Japan and the USA, some of the boys thought that we would be re-called but what I think is more likely is that we
will attack somewhere and pin the Germans down while Russia knocks the hell out of them on the other side. Well,
Pop! That’s it on paper. More news later and let’s hope that the New Year will bring us that much closer to Victory.

All my Love, Al.

P.S. Remember me to Stan

*******
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18. WE RECEIVED MANY PARCELS – HAPPY ANNIVERSARY - DECEMBER 1941

December 14, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie,

You too are probably wondering why the long pause for answer – see letter to Willie dated same as yours.
In that letter, I told why, and now in yours, I will try to tell you some news, maybe your letter won’t be as long, but
if you will compare letters, you will find news, so let’s go. Your letter of November 3, quite interesting, I find.
Speaking for the boys of headquarters troop, I am sure they all enjoyed the Laura-Secord’s. That’s one candy which
ranks tops with everybody. They were a little hard at first, but that was due to all the travelling they had done.
After opening them, they went like wildfire. Oh, yes, and while on the subject of food, that lovely box No. 2 was a
very fine treat indeed. I may complain, but this may help in the future. Instead of sending sausages, change it to
fruit or something else. You see, we get sausages quite often. Although they are not as good as the canned ones,
we tire of them very easily. That goes for my box only. Ross wants no changes in his. That canned ham was
perfect. Also, the oranges were excellent. I see you ask about how the parcels arrive, well we can’t tell any
difference, they all arrive as if they went on some straight line from home.

Did Mabel Carroll go back to China? Now that the Pacific is quite a busy spot, I think it must be very
dangerous to try and cross now that the war is raging over on that side. So, you and Willie have been having your
annual colds, eh! Now on to your letter of November 22. As to date, we haven’t seen hide or hair of your letters or
your money orders. If you are referring to another money order, you know we received your first money order, the
one for four pounds, but that was quite some time ago. If you are talking about another one, so far we haven’t
received it. Kindly, let us know just what is the right thing. It is too bad that we couldn’t send anything back, but
everything must have a coupon so that lets us out completely. We received Mrs. Crommand’s pound note and I
know I will just have to thank her, but you come first. Your cigarettes came, but I have not been able to get them
out of our own post office.

So, you have been hitched for 25 years! Well that’s something I am very proud of! When we all go back,
we will have a big celebration. What do you say, Connie? How did you like the sheet music? It was bought right in
London, and speaking of music, I sent you the piece “Beneath the Lights of Home,” which Diana Durbin sang in one
of her latest pictures. It’s on the way, Ross mailed it on Friday or Saturday. So, you picked Ross out of the picture.
I was standing about 4 or 5 men on his left, but probably some tin hat was in the way. About those pictures of
mine, I still must get them taken, it seems that at present we are situated in a spot which has no photographers, so
again, I must delay it, but I will get them taken as soon as possible. Haven’t seen Dr. Fosberry or ¨Jumbo¨ Oak. The
cake was swell and don’t be scared to ask questions. On some of our past schemes, we passed through Ashford,
Petworth, and Alton, but I was on leave when they went there, so now you will probably get some idea as to where
we are. That is one thing I would like to know. Do you know where we are? (Confidentially, I don’t know either).

Received two pairs socks and chocolate bars from the ladies of Stanley Red Cross Group. I have already
thanked them for this. Also, the Reader’s Digests came although I have read them at home. Some of the boys will
enjoy them. Oh, yes, Bob Ellis wishes to be remembered to you and Dad. Says he remembers the good meal and
the sing song afterwards. Hopes to do it again. Ross received a box from Ray and Mrs. Denmar. In it were a few
bars, a pair of socks for me, which I thought was very kind indeed. You know, Connie, we have been very busy, not
using our brains, but using our hands and feet, and I have not been able to write to all my pals and friends. In fact, I
haven’t even written to your mother, so please explain to her why I have been unable to write. I wrote a short
note to Bill Rutherford, but I was unable to tell him very much. I must answer three of ¨B’s¨ letters so for now I will
say adios for the present and I will let you know more news later. My love to all

P.S. How do you like the way I number my letters?

*******
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19. WE HEARD YOU JOINED THE AIR FORCE, LES - DECEMBER 1941

December 17, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Baz (Les),

How are you doing old timer? Seems like a long time since I’ve heard from you. By this time, surely you
must have a hell of a lot to tell, seeing that you are now one of the ¨Boys in Blue.¨ Tell me, exactly how much did
they lower the regulations. You seem to have had a darn good start, plenty of leaves, etc. I was wondering
whether you will be held over on that side of the ocean seeing that our own country is a vital spot. In some
respects, I do hope you are kept there, but what can I do, eh! I guess I made a mistake by joining this lousy bunch,
but maybe someday, if worse comes to worse, I may be able to transfer, but for the present, I’ll just have to stick
this out, although it sure is a damn shame the way we have to do things. I’ll try and explain just what I mean.
When the Japs declared war on the USA, some of our lads were on their leave. Well, as soon as this certain chap,
who is an American, reads that his country was at war, he immediately went to the American Embassy in London. I
think he was first in line and he told them who he was and that he wanted to transfer to the American Army. All
they could do for him at the time was to tell that they would notify him when they had further information. They
also took his particulars. Two days later, this chap went back and this is what the guy in charge said ¨What kind of a
regiment is this Hussar outfit, what are they, all Americans, or is the treatment no good? The answer was, that ¨All
the Hussars were trying to transfer¨, and I’m not kidding when I say the lads are fed up. I thought that they might
change our name to read ¨17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Engineers.¨ I wouldn’t be surprised at all, Les.

I ran out of ink last night so that is the reason for this indelible pencil. Glad to hear that you attended
Mother and Dad’s 25th anniversary, and I do hope that you were able to attend the Christmas Day at home. After
all, you are only about 25 miles from home. How do you like the thriving little town of St. John’s Quebec? I guess
its pretty cold back home now, eh! Over here the only difference we can see so far is that the leaves have dropped
off the trees. But the ground is still very soft. In fact, for the past three weeks, we have been wearing rubber
boots, so you can imagine just what its like over here.

How did you find all the tests before you joined? And just what did you have to know before you were
taken on strength? Remember a chap by the handle of Butter back in Lower Canada College (L.C.C.) Well, he is
now with us as a 2-pipper (Lieutenant). Also, Guy Newsam, so you know him as well. Ross is still driving as a
regimental driver, which is pretty stiff, but later, he will be driving for ¨C¨ Squadron only. The last time I saw Hal
Hendery was about a month ago. He is strict as a lance jack, but he is doing all right. Heard that he was on a Driver
and Maintenance course.

What are the chances of being claimed by you? I have heard that brothers can claim each other or
something to that effect. What do you know about the subject? You will notice the Young Men’s Christian
Association (Y.M.C.A.) paper I used for this letter, eh! These guys are attached to us now, so I may as well use some
of their stuff.
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Well Les, when you get settled a little bit, you can drop me a line, and let me know what’s cooking. By the
way, I read in a magazine that Tommy Dorsey has a 12-inch record arranged by boy Oliver called ¨For you,¨ or
something to that effect. They say its quite something. Yeah, man. I haven’t heard it but maybe you have.

That’s all for now, Les. Write soon and take care of yourself. Love, Al.

*******
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20. HAPPY NEW YEAR’S GREETINGS FROM HOME - DECEMBER 1941

December 29, 1941

From: W.F. Canavan, 53 Thurlow Road, Hampstead, Quebec

Dear Al

Well, old man, there’re not many hours left of 1941, so here’s wishing you and Ross and Hal, and the rest
of the boys, a happy 1942. You might wish Major Kelly the same, most heartily from me – should the opportunity
present itself, coupled with the hope that you’ll all be home for next Xmas. As your mother mentioned in her
message to Ross, it was a very quiet affair for us. Les was on security guard from the 22nd, until tonight. As all the
U.S. boys were allowed Xmas leave, those on duty were kept right on the job. He’s not in yet (5:50 p.m.) so I will
add a word from him, when he comes.

We had a letter from you which you wrote November 10th, which arrived December 15th, or nearly five
weeks after it was posted. We were very pleased to hear about your leave in Newcastle and Bishop Auckland. It
sure is tough, getting out of warm woollies and into cold pyjamas and in between those cold inhospitable English
sheets – which is why they used to use those long handled brass warming pans, to take the chill from the beds
before the honoured guests went Bye-Byes! I know all about it son, many a cold night, I shivered nearly to death
over there.

We were glad to hear of your meeting Mrs. Rixham and Mrs. Waldie and Frank. They were so kind to Ross
when he visited in October. We’re very glad to hear you enjoyed it. Mrs. Rixham was so worried that you hadn’t.
She wrote a fine letter to Berith1 and to your mother and sent Xmas cards. Mrs. Rixham was hoping you would get
your leave during her own holidays so that she could be free to take you about. But, regulations are to be obeyed,
especially at such a time as this, which was why you boys had to take your leaves so early. We heard that all army
leaves had been stopped over the Xmas season in Great Britain: that the public had been asked not to travel any
more than possible owing to the heavy war freight.

Evan McCallum and Jimmy Armitage picked me up the other day. They said Harold had a Lance-Corporal’s
stripe, which is first class and should encourage him to go on. Also, we met Peggy Muir Friday about 1 o’clock. She
was going to a luncheon on Finchley Street. Said she’d had two letters from you, but got the last written first.
She’s fine, has thinned down quite a lot and is quite an attractive young lady, must be nearly as tall as you.

We got two Xmas cards for you, one from Milt Fry and another from Fred Floud, you know he’s in the
RCAF? Frances Lysons is in the WCAF, as a corporal. She’s been studying for a couple of years, and she’s quite a
good shot, you know. Taught by her dad, no doubt. It helps a lot. She went back after her leave Sunday afternoon.

Well, Les came home to dinner – he just breezed in as though he ran all the way, but he got a lift into
Montreal by the Superintendent of Provincial Transport, kitbag and all. Says someone must have taught the
Superintendent to drive a car! He can and does, and how! His five days start tomorrow, although he doesn’t go
back until Sunday, the fourth. Had a shower and his dinner and blew off downtown. Important date! He won’t be
home until the wee small hours. You know him, Al. He goes to initial training school in early January. Likely up
where uncle Les Is.

Well, that’s all for now. Love Dad.

*******
1 Berith, Connie’s older sister was a pianist and music teacher who never married
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21. CHRISTMAS DINNER, GUARD DUTY AND DRIVING - DECEMBER 1941

December 31, 1941

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

This, as you will see, is just a short note of thanks. Maybe it will be long, so here goes. I am happy to say
that, just before Christmas, I have received your first gift that was the registered letter you sent on November 4th.
Although it was slower than ordinary mail, it arrived in perfect condition and I thought the card was very nice too.
Here’s hoping that what was left of the family in Canada had a Merry Christmas, because I do know that all the
troopers had a very nice time. This is how the big meal went: At 12 o’clock, we were all dressed in our best
uniforms and we went over to our mess hall which had a few branches of holly and other decorations such as paper
streamers and coloured paper light covers. Our squadron and ¨B¨ Squadron were all seated in our mess hall. The
place was crowded and guess who did all the serving, the officers and sergeants. Later we were told that we had
more and better food than the officers and sergeants, but one never knows, does one. This is what we had for
dinner: turkey, goose or ham, mashed potatoes, Brussel sprouts, tea, bread and margarine. And to top it all off, we
had Christmas pudding, but no sauce. And then we had a shot of this rotten English beer, that was optional, but it
was grand – I mean the dinner!

Even to this date, we have not had any snow but it is very cool and damp at night. Two weeks ago, I
managed to get into a small convoy which was going to London, to one of the big skating rinks there. We went, had
to skate with fancy skates and we came back to camp about 7:30 that night.

Last week our squadron was duty squadron and I was nailed for duty runner in the regimental orderly
room. Now this job is a son of a gun, because the orderly room is at the main road, and we at our hut, about a ten-
minute walk from there. There are two fellows as runners. When we go on duty like that, we report at 8 o’clock
A.M. and quit at 5, but we are on the go all the time and its very tiring. Well, I was on that Monday, Tuesday and
Wednesday. I was relieved at 6 o’clock that night (Christmas Eve) and I was told that I was to go on roving guard
that night from 12 to 8 in the morning. Well, people, I went on with a loaded Tommy gun and so I brought in
Christmas Day, in 1941, in that fashion. It was a beautiful night, not very cool. Next day, i.e. Christmas Day at 8, I
came off, had breakfast and then went to bed until 11:30 a.m., rose, had dinner, and I thought I was all through,
but no. At 5 o’clock until 12, I was again roaming around with my charged gun, ready for action, but no action.
Came off at 12 and slept all morning until 12, had dinner, went to town later, about 6 o’clock. We had supper at
the theatre and then saw the show and at midnight again, I was staggering all over the place with my friendly gun
again from 12 to 8. Slept all morning and I finished the week by going on from 5 until 12, Saturday night. Sunday, I
slept until dinner time, had it and I was reclining on my wooden bed when our orderly clerk asked me if I was on
duty. I said ¨No¨, so he asked me if I would take three officers away on course. ¨OK was the answer. I got dressed,
had a truck waiting and at 3:45 we pushed off and drove them to a big estate away off in the country. This estate
was simply beautiful, about a half mile from the main road. When we arrived, it was about 6 o’clock so two
officers, one was Major Kelly, got out with all their equipment and the other officer Major Hugman (Tim) climbed
into the front seat with me and once again we were off. We arrived at the position he wanted around 8:45 – it was
a private home. I drove into the driveway, and parked by the garage. Major Hugman said ¨Come on in, Canavan¨,
which I did. Once inside, I was introduced to his wife (former Marjorie Price) and a friend of theirs. We had supper
in a breakfast nook, I was on one side and the major on the other. You know me, always in there punching. I had a
swell meal and a grand sleep on a nice thick mattress, sheets, the works! Arose at 7:15 and left at 8:45. I went
back to where I first took the other officers, picked up a bag, and returned to Major Hugman’s again, and I arrived
back in camp about 5, having travelled 216 miles, which wasn’t bad. That’s all for now. I have just told you what
has happened to date, and will go into this in detail later. Remember me to Mary and Manson et al, because I
haven’t had time to write. All my love, Al.

P.S. How is Les doing? OK, I’ll bet, the lucky dog!
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22. BACKGROUND – MOVE TO AN ESTATE IN PETWORTH - JANUARY 1942

Extract from an article, written by Alan Stanley Canavan, entitled ¨Camping in World War 2¨ which appeared in the
April 2007 edition of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association newsletter, the Trumpeter.

On 14 January 1942, the Regiment moved to Petworth, to a camp on Lord Leconsfield’s property. The
estate stretched for miles and was surrounded by a wall. The officers resided in the estate house while the rest of
the troops camped out in the forest. The partly-restored estate house was owned by the National Trust and
contained a vast number of paintings. The estate had its own deer herd. Occasionally, the soldiers would hear
rifles being fired, mostly at night and possibly by poachers. To permit the circulation of heavy trucks on the estate
it was necessary to bring in truckloads of rubble from London and dump them in the soft mud to make roads.
Petworth was a small village between Midhurst and Pulborough. The nearest railway station was in Pulborough.
Not much happened there, but a German aircraft had dropped a bomb on the only school in the village, killing a
few people. The Regiment trained a good deal in this area until the middle of May 1942.

Ross – October 1942 in Petworth Alan outside Squadron Headquarters

*******
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23. GUARD DUTY DURING THE HOLIDAY - JANUARY 1942

January 19, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie,

Here I am again. Yes, indeed, its good old Al, and just to prove it, I enclose a snapshot taken one Saturday
afternoon. The uniform I had on was not my best, so don’t laugh too hard. Some of the lads thought that I was
going to do a tap dance. But, no, I was just pleading with the photographer to take the picture, and hurry it up.
And those shadows, well they belong to a couple of the boys whose picture I will try and get for you. You will see
that I told Willie that those ¨Airgraphs¨ are grand. Ross got a letter from Vera2, I think, and she sent some
photographs - I think you know about those. The boxes you sent were received in perfect order. We haven’t
opened your jam yet, but will very soon. The boxes were grand. The underwear is on me now, ok too!

Well for the news, etc. We’ll go back to before Christmas. That week, we were on guard, i.e. duty week. I
was regimental orderly room runner for the week. We started at 8 a.m. and quit at 5p.m. This job consists of
running messages all over camp, getting different people, and looking after fires. Monday and Tuesday passed by
with very little complaining on our part – there were two of us on the job. Wednesday, I wasn’t relieved until 6
p.m., and that night, Christmas eve, I went on guard as a roving picket. This job consists of roaming around a
certain area of camp all night in shifts of 7 or 8 hours at a time. Well on I went with a nifty “Tommy Gun” in my
arms, and for the next 8 hours, I stayed outside. Christmas eve 1941 was a beautiful night. The stars were shining
brightly and it wasn’t cold. All in all, it was very peaceful. At 8 o’clock, I came off guard and had breakfast and then
walked back to my hut and went to bed. Slept until 11:30, and then got dressed and at 12 noon we had a grand
meal. Although we had no Christmas tree, we had a few fancy coloured streamers strung around the lights in our
mess hall. The dinner was served by the officers (same as Les). They also waited on us. The dinner consisted of:
Turkey or ham, dressing, potatoes, carrots, bread, margarine, and tea. For dessert, we had pudding but no sauce.
Very good meal indeed. That night at 5 o’clock, I was again on guard, and I finished the week on guard.

The following week, we were not on duty so we just took it a little easier and when New Year’s Eve rolled
around, I wrangled an overnight pass to Brighton, so there I went on a train. Guess how we brought in the new
year – skating – no kidding, Connie. I had a grand skate. Then this other chap and I went to the Y.M.C.A., and got
an address of a place to stay. I had a darn good sleep in a bed with a nice soft mattress. Next morning, we went
back to camp and arrived back at 8 o’clock, and for the rest of the day, we took it easy. So ended the year, 1941.
Well, sis, (as Les would say) that brings us up to date.

When we were back in this other camp, I had an interesting experience, and here it is: This happened
between Christmas and New Years. It was a Sunday and I came off guard and was sleeping in the morning. After
we had our dinner, we had gone back to our huts and I was lying on my bed in my fatigues, when our orderly room
clerk came in and asked me if I was on duty and I had answered in the negative. Then, he asked me if I would like
to take two or three officers away on courses. I said “yes, I will,” so then our clerk told me to be ready for three
o’clock. At the set hour, I was there so we put the officers’ equipment in the Ford Truck which, by the way, was not
mine (I have a Chevy). Around four o’clock we set our course and away we went. The officers were as follows:
Major Kelly, Major Bjorn and Major (Tim) Hugman. Major Kelly sat in the front, and the other chaps sat in the back.
We drove through some very pretty country and it was a beautiful Sunday afternoon, which reminded me of
Canada. It was the kind of afternoon that makes you feel like going for a drive. It was cool, and this was how I was
dressed: I had on my old battle-dress, I had shaved, my boots were a little bit muddy after getting my truck started,
and I was wearing my steel helmet. As we left at four, I naturally thought that I would be back in camp by seven or
eight that night, but things turned out a little bit different. We arrived at this town and it was around six o’clock,
and getting dark. We had to search for the spot where the officers were going. At last, we found it. This ¨spot¨
turned out to be about five miles outside of town, and when we turned into the driveway, we passed through some

2 Vera, Connie’s younger sister, was married to Jim McKee
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gates and another set about 100 yards further on, and finally, arrived at this very large mansion. Out got the
officers, and I unloaded their luggage. Then Major Hugman put his stuff back in, and got into the front with me.
After we started off, I asked him if his course was around here and he told me that his was about 30 miles away.
Remember, it was dark. So, we travelled through village and town until we arrived in this town about 8:30. He
then directed me to a large private house where I drove into the driveway and around to the back, where I parked.
Major Hugman went into the house and a couple of minutes later he called to me. “Canavan, come on in.” I had
no sooner stepped inside, when I was introduced to Mrs. Hugman (formerly Marjorie Price of Westmount) and a
friend of theirs, Mrs. Synowart. The time was 8:45. Then, Mrs. Synowart made us a darn good supper consisting of
fried ham, toast, coffee and rolls, and chili sauce. All in all, it was very nice. It was funny how we were seated. We
ate in the kitchen in a semi-breakfast nook. I was on one side, Major H. on the other and Mrs. H and Mrs. Synowart
sat and talked to us. After supper, we sat around the fireplace and smoked and talked. While we were eating, I
heard the Archbishop of Canterbury on the radio preaching in his church – that was about a quarter to nine. Major
H. phoned our camp and told them that I was going to stay here for the night and that they could expect me
around noon the next day. Just before going to bed, they found that we had left a suitcase down at the place
where I had taken the other two officers and I said that I would go back the next day and get it. Then, I went to bed
and had a grand sleep. I awoke around 6:30, and had breakfast and left around 8:15. On the way down, I opened
up the truck – these babes sure do travel well. I got the suitcase and went back, having lunch on the way. When I
finally returned ¨home¨ (i.e. camp), the time was 5:45 p.m. A real grand trip.

Say, Connie, if it would not be too much trouble, you could send me those Victor & Bluebird record sheets.
Is anyone in my room now? As to date, I haven’t been able to get my photograph taken. I think you’ll have to wait
until our next leave anyway. I still have the cheque. A couple of weeks ago, I was sitting in my hut on a Sunday
afternoon when the door opened and in walked Lance-Corporal Hendery. He had brought me some things Jim
Armitage had sent. Hal was sitting around talking with the boys when suddenly the air raid sirens began and sure
enough a day raid and again no bombs dropped and five minutes later the “all-clear” sounded. Hal looks very well
and he would like to be down with us. Well, that all for now, so I’ll write as soon as I have some news. All my love,
Al.

*******
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24. NEW CAMP AND ROSS’S ACCIDENT – JANUARY 1942

January 19, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Hi ya Willie,

And this is Al. You will see that this letter is in answer to yours of the 27th November, which is some time
ago, eh Fred! Well sir, a lot of water has flowed under ye old bridge since my last letter back to you. But, first I will
answer your letter and here goes: So sorry to hear that your old foe is still battling with you. Maybe you can knock
him out before he knocks you out for keeps. What I would like to see and hear and that is, instead of the old shop
just ambulating away, I’d like to hear it hammering all the way over here. See what you can do with it, Will! I hope
that you get the main job from Buenos Aires before you get this note. That’s good news about Mrs. Saunders’
husband, maybe he will be free quicker than we all think. So, Les likes his food, and still goes 20 odd miles for a
darned good meal at home. Listen chum, if I had about £41, I’d fly home for a good meal, but that is out of the
question. These Xmas cards I sent were bought in Bishop Auckland, when I was on that leave. They were very
beautiful, so, I bought a set. Glad you liked it. Listen Will, I’d go into details, but time doesn’t permit. That is why I
cut it down to a very small margin. I have read and re-read this letter of yours and it is very interesting indeed. I
notice the touch of Les in your writing. Its dashing, old boy! Will, we got all the £ notes to date and that takes care
of that. Those ¨Airgraphs¨ letters are exceedingly good, really. Its too bad, we can’t reciprocate. Let’s take the
latest one – yours of December 30th – it arrived here January 13th. Major Kelly is at present on a course and he
won’t be back until next week, but I’ll certainly give him your regards.

I spent seven days in bed with a very bad cold. This was just a week ago. Last Friday, I had just started to
teach some of the boys how to drive. I became ill at the end of the day, with a very bad cough and I thought I
might have a fever so next a.m. I went to the M.O. He took my temperature and sure enough, I had one. So back
to bed and I stayed there Friday, Saturday, Sunday, Monday, Tuesday. On Wednesday reveille was at 4 o’clock in
the early dawn, for that day we moved again to a new camp. The roads were very icy, because it had snowed at
night. Before and after an early breakfast (4:30), we shoved off and arrived in camp around 11:30, and more or less
took over. So, the next day, I was back in bed and on Saturday, I decided to get up. This weather is the real
drawback and right now it is very damp. There is a little snow on the ground and everyone seems to a have a darn
good cough. At nights, when you are all asleep, the hut is quite quiet, but when reveille come around, we all wake
up and the first thing we do is cough, and if we don’t get acclimatized soon, we will all be dead men.

This camp is situated in a park that runs around this small town. The park was formerly a private one, but I
guess the old man turned it over to the government. There is a wall all the way around it built of stone and it must
stand 9 or 10 feet. There are plenty of trees in it and many different coloured birds which are, no doubt, natives of
England. When we drove into camp, we passed one part of the wall where we could see over and what do you
think we saw. Well sir, we saw about 200 head of deer running across one of the small hills. It was quite a sight.
When we parked our vehicles, we drained the water out of the radiators. The next day, we filled them up from a
stream which was flowing gently on its way. Now our vehicles have their anti-freeze and winter fronts as well.

Ross is well, although, he had a slight accident just after he had arrived here. He drove the paymaster out
to Camp Borden, and on the way, he started to pass a bus. As he was passing, he saw a staff car coming towards
him. He tried to pull in behind the bus, but he was too late. He coasted right into the staff car. The damage to
Ross’ wagon was a dented grill, a bent bumper and a dented back fender. The damage to the staff car was just a
little worse. Between the Colonel and the paymaster, they managed to get everything understood. Nobody was
hurt, and so far, all is well.

We received both the boxes for Xmas and they were grand. I received a box from Mrs. Werner (of
Standard Brands), a box of Laura Secord’s, and a thousand smokes from the staff. We got another box from “B”,
one from Mrs. Johnstone, one from Stanley Church and another from the Bible Class and half a box from Jim
Armitage (the other half for Hendery), 300 cigarettes from Fred Mayer and 1,000 cigarettes from an A.J. Guild who
works in the CNR Building on McGill street. I never heard of this guy and I don’t know if it is a Guild of some sort, or
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if his name is Guild. Anyway, I still must write so I’ll find out. We both received smokes from Mrs. Greening and
J.O. Mottee, and now, Will, I believe its time to call stop, so without further ado, I’ll say adieu for now. All my love,
Al.

P.S. See letter to Connie for further information which will have the same date as yours,

Alan, Corporal King and some of the other drivers at Headquarters Troop of “C” Squadron outside their quarters
in Petworth in 1941

*******
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25. ROSS’S ACCOUNT OF HIS ACCIDENT – JANUARY 1942

Extract from an article, written by Ross Canavan, entitled ¨Memories of Major Kelly¨ which appeared in the
December 1973 edition of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association newsletter, the Trumpeter.

I was employed as a driver to Major Kelly and completed a good part of my education under his tutorship
(I refer now to English history, etc.) If ever a person knew his history and geography, it was the Major. The
geography included a tour of the country pubs and great places to eat. It was also through Major Kelly and his
generosity that we came to know many of the other officers, through his loaning them his car and driver. I don’t
know when I had so many short nights. Boy, they sure had lots of stamina in those days. But truly, they were a
great group of people – real humans. I remember the only time I had a driving accident (which was reported), a
real dilly! It happened when the Paymaster, the late Captain Chas Waldman was on his way to pay the troops in
the holding unit at Woking. Can’t you just picture this set-up. It was winter, cold, snow and ice on the highway and
we were late. We were on our way up a hill with a double turn in it and passing a bus. As we came parallel to the
bus driver, Captain Waldman said he thought we should slow down and stay behind the bus. I disputed the point,
but yielded to his rather senior rank - I was a trooper at the time. Just as we were getting behind the bus, a staff
car came over the top of the hill in the opposite direction moving as though it were on skis, and we met. It was the
first time I ever met a Staff Colonel, you know with all the red tabs, braid, etc. Boy, was he mad! Our Paymaster
was somewhat embarrassed and when we had all exchanged names, etc., we proceeded to complete our original
mission. When we returned to camp in Petworth late for supper, Captain Waldman entered the Mess and
explained that we had an accident and that we had bumped into Colonel Snow of the R.C.R.’s. Lieutenant-Colonel
Hugman’s remark was something to the effect “fine, how is he?” Captain Waldman’s remark was “mad as hell”,
your car hit his. I was immediately advised to be ready for a parade the following morning. Following the
sentencing and for approximately two weeks thereafter, I was offered financial assistance by every officer who got
into that car – “just to help defray the expenses.” Being very young, I didn’t accept anything and have kicked
myself ever since. I could have made a fortune. To those who didn’t know these officers, I can only say they are
unique. The humorous part came on pay-day, when in the confusion, I received my regular pay, and my brother
Alan had his pay reduced by the cost of my fine. There must be a moral there.

Getting back to the Major though, we were talking about one day when the major was an Umpire on a
short scheme in jolly England and we were stationed at an observation post watching the progress of “C” Squadron.
Suddenly, a troop of carriers appeared at the top of another hill, and as we watched, we saw a signal that
resembled that for a cavalry charge, and then all hell let loose as this troop took off and descended the hill. I have
never seen so many hedges and fields get torn up as fast as that day. Leading this happy group of people was a
young blond Lieutenant with a grin from ear to ear charging away. As the colour had long since left my face, I
turned to the Major who said something to the effect that he thought we should take-off, and get away before he
saw anything else. You will recall that at the time, there was an automatic fine of something like $100.00 for each
tree which was mutilated or destroyed. Even since that day, I never thought of Doug Johnson as the quiet, shy
type.

*******
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26. I’VE BEEN INSTRUCTING DRIVERS – FEBRUARY 1942

February 11, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Just about time I dropped a line. Here’s hoping you got my telegram of February 10th. Everything is under
control down here. I know its been a few weeks since I wrote, but this will explain all, I hope. Once again, I have
combined both your letters, so here goes: I’ll start with Connie’s letter of January 5th. These ¨airgraphs¨ are swell,
great things. We have received all parcels and all letters. So there!

Glad to hear that Les is getting on so well. I haven’t heard from him since Christmas, but I hope to soon.
Yes, by the time you receive this, I will at last have my say in matters. But, as far as advancing is concerned, well,
like the last two lines of the song “Bless them all, there’ll be no promotion this side of the ocean, etc.” It seems to
be a tendency for older men, but do I worry? No, I say!

Let’s take Willie’s letter of January 11th. So, its pretty chilly back there too, eh! I didn’t care for the x
beside the word man. Come come, people! Thanks a million for the pound notes which have been drifting in
lately.

At this very minute, I can’t say that Ross and I will be going on leave together. Your son, Ross, as I told you
before, clipped a Colonel’s station wagon and as it was R.M.C.’s fault. He was fined $10. Now, as he has been
“crimed” he may not get his leave. In the army, if a soldier has been “crimed” since his last leave, he will forfeit his
next leave. Whether Ross will be hooked or not remains to be seen. I will let you know later.

That’s tough about the camera, but on Sunday, one of the lads took a few snaps. I will send you them if
they turn out OK. Now, for Connie’s letter of the 18th via “Airmail.” If Les doesn’t pass his I.T.S., Willie will have to
write to E. Vetter. Hear, Hear or Love, love, how is our student songstress coming along. I haven’t had my
photograph taken yet, but I will, on this leave coming up. I don’t know this guy Jack Hunting, maybe Ross does.

Now for the news about us, for the last three weeks, I have been instructing drivers. Although Hal does
instructing, he doesn’t take his drivers onto the main roads until they know how to drive over a field, but I take
mine onto the main highway and make them drive narrow roads, villages, towns, etc. We were on a couple of
schemes early last week, just day schemes. Last Saturday, I drove up to our holding unit to get Lieutenant
Domville, who has been sick for three months, and I saw Hal. He showed me the box that you had sent him. He
looks very well. Still the same old Harold, hasn’t changed a bit.

I never thanked Aunt Hilda for that swell pipe, I leave that to you both. Note to the Mrs., I have purchased
a very small token over here for you and it will be sent very shortly. It has already passed the regimental inspectors
and it will be on its way very shortly. We also received Ross’s cigarettes, from J.O. Mackee, which will come in
handy. Had two letters from B, two from Standard Brands, and another pound note from Man and Kee’s. How
about Fred Floud’s old address? On Marcil or Old Orchard or somewhere around there. I know he is in Ontario
right now and I would like to contact him. Also, Milt Fry’s address, thanks. While on the subject of addresses, you
might look up Elenore Forbes for me (C. Forbes lives on Belmont Avenue, Westmount). You know me, I pick the
best. Seems that I left Canada in too much of a hurry. I dropped a note to Mrs. Saunders, you know her, I think.
And our thanks to Mrs. Tyson for asking about us.

Talking about Les liking to listen to my old records, well, just hang on to them. I’d give about anything to
hear a good half hour of hot jive coming from the two back windows of good old “53.” Yes, folks, this is a quaint
old country, when you look at it closely. Boy, oh boy. In this snapshot, which we took on Sunday, maybe you will
get a chance to see the foliage on my upper lip. Who knows, but it looks as though it must come off if I have my
photo taken. Anyway, we’ll see. In one of those letters which I received from Keith Macdonald (who is now in the
traffic department of Standard Brands, and who used to work under me in the General Office). He tells me that
they have taken on five new girls. Whether this is just one of his stories remains to be seen, but I’ll find out.
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Here is probably a new record in wearing rubber boots; I’ve been wearing them for the last five weeks,
kind of hard on the feet. Had a nice bath in a town 15 or 18 miles away - it wasn’t in the middle of town; it was at a
public bathing centre. Thanks for the newspaper clipping about Canada’s new dress uniform, but it remains to be
seen here. Well folks, the time has come to say goodnight and I shall endeavor to let you both know how our
leaves are coming, and all the rest of the news. So, for now, ¨Cheerio¨.

Love to all, Al

P.S. How is the Canavan Explosion Venting (C.E.V.) Systems1 doing right now? And my regards to Stan (Fred
Canavan’s brother who was his partner in the business). Come on Will, keep it humming and hammering, yeah
Canavan!

*******
1 Canavan Explosion Venting Systems sold and installed a proprietary window-based system that prevented dust
build-up in grain silos. Without such a system, there was a risk that dust would build up in the silo and eventually
lead to a fire or explosion. These devices were installed in silos across Canada and the Northern United States.
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27. WE ARE BUILDING ROADS – MARCH 1942

March 7, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Hello again. By this time, you probably have our telegram acknowledging your fine letters and boxes. Just
returned from seven days leave which Ross and I enjoyed very much indeed. We spent six days in Newcastle and
one in London. Had a swell time, saw a few pictures and looked over the city (Note: details have been skipped due
to a rush in answering mail). When we returned, I found six or seven letters waiting for me plus the grand box with
oranges, etc. and of course, I have mail which I haven’t answered yet. Mrs. Rixham and Mrs. Waldie will probably
tell you both far more as they both said that they would write. Those oranges arrived in perfect order and were
gobbled down rapidly, and were they good! Now on to your letters: Connie’s of February 1st – spent my birthday
on guard, too bad, eh! I will drop Aunt Hilda a note when I find some time, so sorry to hear that you were sick, I
hope you’re better. Rotten weather here too: thanks for picture of Les. It is swell. I have not had mine taken
because it takes over two weeks and I am not near a town large enough, so maybe a snap will do, what do you say?
Don’t send my skates because I have a pair here. Ross has his and he’s quite happy. Why do you think Bill Ballie is
crazy about getting hitched? He may as well enjoy himself while he’s young, after all, what kind of a job will we all
come back to? Had a letter from Les, Uncle Les, Mrs. Blanchford, “B”, etc.

Many thanks to you too Willie for your swell letter and your interesting information. You were right in
your answers as to where that place is, although news are still too “rumourous” to mention.

I have seen some of those Yanks over here, I saw them in London. This is no place to take courses, but
there are changes being made, as you will see. It sounds good, but those ideas of getting anywhere in this outfit
are rapidly fading over the hills. I know why we all feel that way. You can’t expect us to feel happy and proud to be
in the Army, after all, take the average day: Up at 6:30, breakfast at 7:15, parade at 8:15, then maybe road digging
or unloading of rubble for making roads, dinner at 12:15, parade at 1:30 then back to work, supper at 5:15 and then
we can do what we want, but usually we are so disgusted we just go back to our tin huts and slowly freeze to sleep.
These huts are cold, there is oozing mud outside and all over this camp. Once again, we are back to rubber boots,
so see what its like.

Major Kelly received your letter and he said to me “I had a letter from your father and he told me how to
handle you two.” I retaliated, “I have a letter from dad too, but I haven’t read it yet. Maybe we can get together
and trade notes.” He just laughed. As time does not permit further writing, I’ll have to say, so long for now, but I’ll
write soon and tell more. All my love, Al.
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28. ROSS AND I HAD A WEEK LEAVE – MARCH 1942

March 18, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Here I am again. Maybe this little letter will have a few more questions and answers, so here goes. Firstly,
thanks for correcting the grammar in past letters and secondly, I would like to answer one of your questions. As far
as courses are concerned, they seem to be very few indeed and most of them are on mechanics, which as you
know, I don’t abound in. Remember this too, Hal got his stripes because he is in the holding unit. If I had remained
with that group I would probably have my stripes today too, but Hal will probably loose his hooks if he gets put in
with the regiment, so that’s that. I know that I would like to work on some course, but they don’t offer any
courses, like they did back in Canada. So, that leaves us standing right up to our ankles in mud. Enough of that
stuff for now. On with the better stuff.

Mighty proud of Les and both of you be too. He sure is doing well and more power to him. I hope you’re
both in the best of health, although I cannot say that I am perfect. I’ve had a dry cough for four days and my throat
is very sore. Also, today, I had rheumatism in my left arm. Two or three weeks ago, I had it in my legs. Maybe, I’m
slowly disintegrating, what do you think?

I sent Miss Carson a letter thanking her for her cigarettes, I wrote her a note thanking her for her letter,
but his cigarettes hadn’t arrived. About a week later, the weeds arrived and I sent her another note, so she
probably has it. I like that story of Les’ about wearing the stripes and having to dig (and not for Victory). Plenty of
snow in February, eh! I think Les is very fortunate in getting home very often.

Quite an accident at the corner of Girouard and Sherbrooke! It was just about a year ago when a 48
jumped the tracks, right on the corner. 55 sounds like a pretty good score for such a small town, as far as active
service is concerned. The score would probably drop to 25 or so on real active service. Does it have the three
Canavan’s in it? Maybe we will drop in and see how the mayor of Hampstead, England is. Tough about old Arabic
Byers and you too! Thanks for letting brother Stan know that I was asking for him. How is his health this year?
About Mrs. Denman’s cigarettes, better see Ross?

March 20th, 1942

This isn’t the pause that refreshes. Its just because I had to go back on guard again. We go back on
tomorrow night and come off Sunday night which will finish off the week.
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Let’s get back to this letter, I always knew that something would happen to John Tyson. That small
conflagration will probably shore his voice up a few octaves.

I’ll bet your room looks swell and thanks for exterminating the moths. Yes, good old Chesterfield – “the
cigarette that satisfies”, that’s quite some sum they pay the U.S. Government! Haven’t heard that piece “The
church’s one Foundation,” but I did hear a swell tune, and it should be a big hit in Canada. Its called “He wore a
maple leaf upon his shoulder,” more or less propaganda. Thanks, Will, for telling me about those errors in my
spelling, it’s a good idea and don’t be afraid to criticize. It will do me good, I hope.

Now we come back to that subject “Oh to be in England, now that April’s here!” Well folks, our own mud
has turned into a fine gooey messy soup. When I walked over the ground, there is an awful sucking sound, slurping
and --- ah you know the rest. They tell me that it should be drying up by the end of the month, but that remains to
be seen. I just walked over to our “Y” to see if our pictures were developed, but as usual, we must wait for more
than a week. You may receive one small picture of yours truly sitting upon a bike, it was taken with our little “Baby
Brownie.”

Good to hear that the old juke-box is still beating it out. I could certainly go for some of it now. Major
Kelly will probably take over as second in command of the regiment, by the time you get this. Here is a more or
less complete description of our leave to Newcastle, which took place between February 27 and March 5th, 1942.
We left camp x on Thursday at 5:15 for the nearest station, got the train and arrived in London at 7:15. There, we
supped in the Union Jack Club and hung around for about an hour. Then we took the tube from Waterloo and
transferred at Leicester Square and went to King’s Cross where we took the Edinburgh train. This train left the
station at 10:15 and arrived in Newcastle at 4:30 a.m. After getting out, we decided to go across the road to the
Sally Ann, and after having a couple of mugs of tea and sitting around until 7a.m., we then went over to the station
again and had a washup, breakfast, and a haircut and shave. The time was around 10:15, so we got aboard a street
car and shuffled on down the main drag right up to Mrs. Rixham’s. Of course, she was teaching, so we got the key
to her place from the next-door neighbour. After leaving a note, we went back downtown, had lunch and then
went to a show and saw “Honky-Tonk,” with Lana Turner and Clark Gable. The show was good.

That night we sat around and talked and then went to bed, and what a sleep, really grand. Rose at 10:30,
had breakfast and went downtown, and lunch. In the afternoon, we went to another show, this one was “Whistling
in the Dark” with Red Skelton, also very good. On Sunday, we got out of bed after we had had breakfast and at 2
p.m., we went by bus to Tynemouth and walked along the shore of the North Sea to Whitley Bay. This walk was
very enjoyable and it was funny to have people look at our “Blue & Whites” as though we were foreigners or
officers in their training uniforms.

The only thing which reminds one of the presence of war is the fact that when we look up, yes, right up
there high in the sky are the barrage balloons.

Time for bed at this stage and I’m tired. Time 9. p.m. Goodnight

Sunday, March 22, 1942

Hello again, let’s go on with our trip. Tuesday, we both went to Bishop Auckland for the day, saw Frank
Waldie in his bank and then we went to his place. Mrs. Waldie had a very nice meal and in the afternoon, we
snooped around all the town. At night, we shoved off for Newcastle. While we were in Bishop Auckland, we visited
a Mr. & Mrs. Roberts. Mr. Roberts is an old friend of Mrs. Rixham’s and he teaches school in Bishop Auckland.
Note please: As plenty of details have been passed over, I have left it to Mrs. Rixham to fill the rest in, as she said
that she would write to you, also Mrs. Waldie. We will now jump to the last day which was Thursday. We arrived
in King’s Cross at 6:30 a.m. We had sent one of our pals a telegram telling him to meet us at Waterloo at 9 or was it
at Kings Cross? It was at Kings Cross, I just decided!!! Well, people, we met him and the first stop was the
American Eagle Club where we had our breakfast which consisted of pancakes and syrup, a very large cup of Chase
and Sanbourne coffee and a piece of rhubarb pie. After this very enjoyable meal, we went over and grabbed a tube
which was on the “Bakerloo Line” and we went over to see Madame Tussauds Wax Museum. This museum was
very interesting even though it has been moved, their old place was thoroughly blitzed and they had to move down
the street. A little after this, which took us some time, we went back to Piccadilly and had our lunch in Lyons



Collection of letters written home by Alan Stanley Canavan
during the period from 1941 to 1945

Alan Canavan Letters Home 20180630.docx Page 44 of 216

Corner House. This was a very fine meal too. To top the day off, we went to Covent Gardens or the old Royal
Opera House to, of all things, dance. That night, we had to leave so we took the 6:45 train from Waterloo and
arrived back in camp around 8:45. All in all, a swell time was had by both of us. That, my friends, ends the rather
crude epistle, short and only once over, lightly but politely.

There were two things I said that I would try and get Mrs. Rixham and they were: 1) a couple of postcards
showing a few good scenes of Montreal, and 2) a newer snapshot of the family. I noticed that just over her
fireplace in her dining room, she has a snap of the three boys taken in 1931, so then we showed her all the latest
pictures which we had and I know she would like a newer edition. Will you see what you can cook up?

Now we come to one of the most unfortunate positions a chap could be in. Here’s why – Soap – it has
been rationed, and is my face black! Drop kick in the old snozzle, eh what. We are supposed to get coupons but to
date, still no soap.

While I was on the subject of pictures, I should have told you that those three films turned out quite well
considering our inexperience with the camera.

 No. 1 - Some of the boys pointing out different objects on the back of our door, which is now open. That’s
Lew Newton pointing at a German uniform. What’s Lance-Corporal Lloyd Lewis pointing at? Ambrose
Romanus Farrell or (Curley) he’s looking at lovely Lana Turner. Wally Pilley is just looking and Gordie or
Corporal King is holding a picture of Ava Gardner. Take a magnifying glass and see for your selves.

 No. 2 - Not much there.

 No. 3. - The Old Maestro, but a little blurred.

 No 4. - A very odd shot of wee Rosie, note the sign over our door. Also, note comparison in Ross’s boots
and head, also note, no body!

 No. 5 - Well, take it or leave it and believe it or not, but that’s as close as they would come for a close-up of
my moustache see!!!

More pictures later and that will conclude our snaps because we can’t buy films. Now that I have depleted
all my news, and I am more or less a wreck, I wont even check this letter over for typographical errors, so I’ll just
hope for the best. Here’s hoping that this one will hold you for a few minutes, it should, it took me a hell of a long
time to write as you can see. Bruce Blandford had a nice letter from you, Connie. And Ross and I had a nice one
from Mrs. Blanchford. Ross has answered his part, of course; Al hasn’t even thought about it. Uncle Les sent us a
very nice letter and Ross has answered his part, but again Al has just thought about it. No more time for writing,
and for the next two weeks, I’ll be driving every day. I am supposed to be helping the armoured recce car sections
train. All I’ll do will be driving any my truck around. That’s all for now folks. My regards to all and of course, all my
love, Al.

*******
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29. BACKGROUND – MOVE TO A NEW CAMP IN BATTLE AND VINEHALL - MAY 1942

Extract from an article, written by Alan Stanley Canavan, entitled ¨Camping in World War 2¨ which appeared in the
April 2007 edition of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association newsletter, the Trumpeter.

In May 1942, the Regiment left Petworth to participate on an exercise in a new area around Battle. The
most noted thing about Battle was the Abbey. It is where the Battle of Hastings took place; where King Harold was
defeated by William the Conqueror. “B” Squadron took up quarters in the Abbey, while “A” Squadron was down
the road a few miles, and “C” Squadron was in Vinehall on the road to Hastings. When “C” squadron arrived in
Vinehall, one of the features was a large swimming pool. It was empty when the unit arrived, but the soldiers soon
tried to fill it up, only to have their spirits dampened when a crack allowed the water to leak out.

While in Battle, Corporal Alan Canavan and seven other drivers worked for Headquarters Squadron. They
slept in a room not too far from their vehicles, which were parked in a garage. This was in a courtyard across from
the groundskeeper’s residence. A Corporal was in charge. Oddly, for some time, the duty sergeants were never
informed as to their whereabouts. This was not too good for the drivers as they all slept in and missed their
breakfasts. They hardly got enough time to jump into a pair of black coveralls and get on parade for 8 am.

While in this area of Sussex, the unit members turned in their wedge hats and received new black berets.
At first, it looked like one size fit all. This was soon rectified when the soldiers boiled up some water and did some
beret shrinking. The unit also began using infantry drill, and formed up in three ranks rather than two. Despite
this, they started to feel like they belonged in the Armoured Corps.

Extract from the “Memoirs of Major John M. Thom, M.B.E 1939-1945”

By the Spring of 1942, the Canadian Army had five Divisions in England, three infantry, two armoured, the
fourth and fifth. Each Infantry Division consisted of three Brigades. Each Brigade had three regiments, infantry or
armoured. The division also had three artillery regiments, a machine gun regiment and a Recce regiment. All the
services required to support the fighting units were also in the Division.
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Each regiment had a paymaster, a doctor, a dentist, a padre, a legion or YMCA civilian to supply comforts
such as cigarettes, soft drinks and movies for the troops. In Regimental Headquarters, there was a DR Troop
(dispatch riders) who rode Nortons, a small British motorcycle. In Headquarters squadron were the following
troops: Anti-tank (A/T), transport, mortars and signals.

*******
30. WE HAVE NOT WRITTEN BECAUSE WE WERE AWAY ON SCHEME – MARCH 1942

May 17, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Canavans,

Hello again! Its been just about a month since I wrote to you, but of course we all have our excuses. If I
remember correctly, the last letter was about a 15-page issue. Well this one will be short and to the point. A great
deal of water has gone under that old bridge as you probably guessed and you both must want to know just what
we have been doing so here goes. To start it off properly, we have been out on some pretty hard schemes lately
thereby putting us off our usual routine. Some of these schemes lasted for five days, so you can see exactly why
there has been a very large drop in the old mail. We are scheduled for a 12-day corker with the “Limies” very
shortly, but more about that later. The spring has certainly been grand here, but the nights are still quite cool, and
the days have been something.

Now getting back to the mail, everything that has been sent has reached us, everything has been in good
order except the last box to Ross. Somehow it was damaged in transit and when it reached here, all the oranges
were quite high. Too bad but war is war! I got the tobacco, parcels and the 1,000 B.C’s came in tonight, along with
Les’s letter, and one from one of the lads in the office. Got ¨B’s¨ swell box yesterday, so we have been doing quite
alright.

Oh, yes, if you read between the lines, you may get the gist of this, the regiment is now split up which
makes it something new for all of us. We, that is “C” Squadron are in a big house somewhere in England. I’ve
heard rumours which seem to be quite true that this house used to belong to Lord & Lady Ashley so work it out for
yourself. One thing which is hard at present is the shortage of water. They say that the nearer you come to the
coast, its harder to get water. Well, well!! Its hard to get water here.

This note is just to let you all know that we are still alive and well, you might apologize to Mrs. Blandford
for my not writing, she sent me a very nice letter, oh, quite some time ago. I know Ross had one too, and he
answered but of course, you know what boys are like, and especially me, well I haven’t answered any letters for
over a month so now I have a flood to write but that’s all for now. Hope you’re all in the best of health and keep up
the good work. Remember, this thing can’t last forever and I am sure that a lot will be decided this year. So long for
now. All my love & Ross’s, Al.

*******
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31. WE SEE PLENTY OF BOMBERS OVERHEAD – JUNE 1942

June 28, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie & Will,

And this, my friends, is Sunday a.m., a warm sunny day with all the birds out chirping. Let me explain what
I want to do. First, I’ll answer your last letter of June 4th which arrived here last night, so here goes. Orchids and
stuff to brother, or should I say to the potential P.O.? Anyway, Les is doing very well indeed. Tell him to keep it up.
Never mind, I’ll tell him, I owe him a letter too. When I received Will’s letter it was about 5:45 p.m. and at 6 o’clock
we were taking in a convoy to a large former seaside resort which isn’t so far away and as we planned to see Errol
Flynn in “Dive Bomber”. It struck a note inside me. Not only was the picture excellent, but it made me think of Les
being posted to a bomber school.

I wouldn’t mind drilling a few holes over old Buenos Aires right now, it would be more than what we have
done over here so far and that is strictly the truth, so help me. I suppose you read all the paragraphs in the
Standard of May 16th about the 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars. Well, this new Commanding Officer is
somewhat of a publicity hound, I bet he wears his blue and white hat even in his sleep. The officers are finest
playboys I’ve ever seen; they’re having the softest time of their lives right now and that’s no lie. That scheme
which was played up in the Gazette was a nine-day affair and damn boring. The day we started out, it was around
10:30 p.m. and we had to drive for 6 hours straight with no lights showing. We arrived at our destination at 4 a.m.,
slept for 2 hours and then up for breakfast. Later, we just loafed around for two days. What a hell of a war and
life!!! (Yes, its still Al.)

Talking about commandos, at the present Ross is on a four-week commando course with live rounds and
the works. He’ll tell you more than I can. We get it next. Thanks for the Ronson flints and I haven’t changed the
wick on my lighter since I bought it over a year ago, but I guess its getting short.

Now I’m going back to answer a few letters which I’ve had for a little while. They are all from both of you.
Here we go again. Received your soap, smelt and silver polish, etc. Occasionally we get salmon but never mind.
Everything is welcome. Thank Mrs. McLean for that maple butter, very good. You’ll get these negatives if I can find
them, and by the way, thanks for the cheque for the photograph. I promise to have it taken on my next leave. Ross
had a swell letter from Lois Neill, a real long letter and very well written, too! That “No Parking” sign won’t remain
long, if we get back.

About those broadcasts, we didn’t hear them. We were both on duty. Anyway, I hate that kind of stuff -
too much sentimentality. I suppose and hope that the Bailey’s are very happy. How was the best man, or as Jim
Mackie would say, the air marshal? So, we finally have nuts at home, eh! No, not you folks – walnuts!

Harold is not a sergeant any more. When he came to the unit, he automatically lost his stripes. He’s in the
3rd troop – just a trooper, like all the rest. Headquarters is still HQ. We are still CHQ (“C” Squadron Headquarters).

I liked dad’s description of a cigarette paper machine – keep them rolling. ¨Sold American¨ You can return
the gesture to Stan and to Mr. Labelle with our regards too!

Haven’t seen “Captains of the Clouds” yet, hope to one of these days. What did Eddie Leroux and Dave
Scobell join as, - Troopers? So, all the roses croaked, eh? Well, I’ve seen some real beauties over here, small
wonder too! And the little heavy weight finally got you to fill in the driveway between the wall and the drive! Say
after this war is over we may bring those $5,000 jobs home with us, who knows, eh Will! Might come in handy for
tow trucks!

By the way, we’re now sporting the black berets too. Very smart, very hot, very tight! When this scrap is
over (in two or more years), I think I’ll go to South America. What do you say Will? Si si, senor!!

It seems that Major Kelly and Ross didn’t hit it off so well when we were back in the other camp. One day
Ross went out on a scheme. Kelly said “Don’t go into town.” Ross did. He then got posted to 4th troop, but was
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later sent back to Squadron HQ. After moving to here one night, Kelly had Ross take him into a local town. Kelly
went into a hotel, Ross had to wait outside. He waited and waited and at 4 a.m., a constable told Ross he couldn’t
park there and said to go back to camp and if his officer wanted him, he could phone. Ross returned to camp.
Later, Kelly walked home (4 miles). Ross was again posted to 4th Troop indefinitely. Not Ross’s fault, I assure you.
We are an unhappy lot completely fed up and bored with it all.

I can’t say why Ross wired home, he told me it was for his leave, if he does that again just send a wire back
and no money. I spoke to him about that anyway. We got letters from Mrs. Grumings and Helen Battley. Do thank
Mrs. Greenwing, I am far behind in the scrawling. I wouldn’t send any more oranges over, they seem to go bad on
the long trip. You might try the concentrated orange juice which comes in bottles instead. Thanks for the pictures
of Lizzy Cavanaugh, don’t think I remember her except when I heard of her through Connie.

You talked in your last letter about the bombers going over France. Listen chum, we see the bombers and
fighters flying over here every day, low and fast and plenty of them. We’ve had more air-raid warnings here than
anywhere else. Its nothing to hear two or three a day around here.

Had a nice letter from Joy Hendery via the Ferry Command mailed June 17, arrived here 3 days ago, not
bad, eh! Also, we received all boxes sent to date with thanks, so there! And now folks, that concludes to-days
news. Take it for what it is worth, it’s the truth and nothing will change that. So now, I’ll close and go up for
dinner, don’t be afraid to ask questions. I’ll appreciate it if you would, well “keep them flying.” So long for now. All
my love, Alan

Ross Canavan and Hal Hendery in
Vinehall – 1942

Ross Canavan and Hal Hendery in
Vinehall - 1942

Ross in Vinehall 1942

*******
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32. ROSS TRANSFERRED TO THE ANTI-TANK TROOP IN HEADQUARTERS SQUADRON – JULY 1942

July 20, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., C Squadron, Headquarters Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th Recce
Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie & Will,

Here I am again with some more news. After my news, I’ll answer your last letter of June 7th. This might
startle you so take it easy. Ross has gone to Headquarters Squadron in the anti-tank troop. He will probably drive a
jeep. Now I have known for some time that Ross was not satisfied. I don’t blame him in the least. I think he got a
dirty deal from “C” Squadron. Ross and I had a talk last week about this transfer and he evidently was quite
enthusiastic about it. So as long as he is going to be satisfied, that is the main thing. Ross has been very well and
still is. In fact, I have proof, you’ll find the enclosed snaps taken early this month.

This letter won’t be long as there is not very much to tell. I have been quite busy lately driving here, there
and all over the place, but I have also realized why I am stuck as a trooper. As long as I stay in squadron
headquarters, I’ll remain a trooper. If I transfer into a fighting troop, I’d stand a better chance of becoming
something. What would you do?

I was in Brighton last Thursday and I saw the movie “One of our aircraft is missing.” This picture is very
good indeed, try and see it. Last week I finished off 8 days on the station wagon. What a beating I took! I
managed to drive around London last Wednesday but unfortunately lost my pay – £2 in the Beaver Club or vicinity.
Still don’t know how it happened. Tough luck, but its all in the game.

Received your box today, but Ross, as I said before has left on this course so I’ll have to keep it. Also, last
week or two weeks ago, I got the airmail letter of Berith’s with a cheque enclosed, so am doing all right. Saw Bruce
B. a couple of times last week. He seems well and looks it.

Now this last letter of yours Connie, I don’t remember whether I thanked you for the money for my photo.
Any way I certainly got it – not the photo, the money! Listen dear Connie, and it isn’t easy to say, but I’ve noticed a
lot of sentimentality attached to your letters. Now I’m no hero, but if there’s one thing I hate, its stuff like that. So,
how about forgetting that. I know its hard for you with all your sons away, but its just as hard for us, so there.

And now I have completed another chapter, so I must close for now. Hope that everybody is well and
happy and I send my regards to all. All my love, Alan.

P.S. I should have my leave around August 18th.

*******
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33. BACKGROUND – MOVE TO WEST GRINSTEAD – AUGUST 1942

Extract from an article, written by Alan Stanley Canavan, entitled ¨Camping in World War 2¨ which appeared in the
April 2007 edition of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association newsletter, the Trumpeter.

The unit’s next camp was in West Grinstead. It moved there on 7 August, 1942. The camp was under
canvas, which didn’t excite the soldiers very much. The unit stayed there until 7 October, 1942, when it moved to
Brighton.

Alan Canavan at the camp in Seaford – July-August
1942

Alan Canavan on scheme – February 1942

*******
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34. I’M IN THE ANTI-TANK TROOP WITH ROSS – AUGSUT 1942

August 9, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., Headquarters Squadron, Anti-tank Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th
Recce Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie & Will,

Well, Well, yes indeed, here I am again. Notice the change of address! Its quite true. I’m back with Ross
again, only this time we’re learning something, all about the anti-tank gun, so now we are going to be artillery men.
I got my transfer from ¨C¨ Squadron to Headquarters Squadron last Monday afternoon and so I came down to this
school where we are learning all about this gun.

Let’s go back awhile to the time of my last letter. You know the one with the snapshots. After I mailed
that letter up to the time of my transfer, we were doing much the same as usual. We had another five-day scheme
which came off well. You know how we love schemes! We ran a few convoys into ____, and so on. This week,

The rest of the Regiment moved under canvas, but as I left to come on this course, I missed the move –
Thank goodness. I came down in the middle of this course which is too bad but I’m picking it up fast. Ross is very
well and we are eight to a tent, rise at 6 a.m. every morning and work like machines all day. So, small wonder
we’re kind of pooped out at the end of the day. Last night I was writing a short letter when the air raid sirens
started to blow, they blew three times in less than two hours but still we had no damage. But we heard terrific
gunfire somewhere. Terribly sorry to hear about Jack Dougal’s death. I hadn’t seen a thing or heard much about it.
All I get is a smattering here and there. I heard Les will not be flying, but at least he’ll be safer on the ground. I’ll
drop him a line shortly.

I don’t know whether I told you about the day I was driving the station wagon and I had to go to London?
Well it was around 10:30 when we started and we drove there in an hour or two. We did what we had to do and at
three o’clock we had our lunch in the Beaver Club, just off Trafalgar Square. Well, we had a couple of hours to kill,
so I decided to take a walk down the Strand and have a haircut. Well, people, I started off thinking how nice it
would be to run into some old pal, and I hadn’t moved 20 yards, when I saw this air force chap so I said “Hey, Fred.”
He didn’t hear me so I then touched him on the shoulder. His head turned quickly and you should have seen his
face. Yes, it was Fred Floud or should I say Lance-Corporal Floud. The last time I had seen him was a year ago on
the corner of Peel and St-Catherine at 5:30. We chatted for ¾ of an hour and at 5, we had to leave to drive back. I
have his address and I am going to drop him a note shortly. He was telling how much he hated it where he was and
what he was doing. Seems like he is the only Canadian at his airport, which is tough luck. All in all, he is doing well.
I’ll have to close now as Ross wants me to go and have a shave and wash because we are going to a show. All my
love, Al.

P.S. Leave canceled and your money is taking a beating. Also, no pictures, yet.

*******
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35. WE ARE LEARNING ALL ABOUT THE ANTI-TANK GUN – AUGUST 1942

August 21, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., Headquarters Squadron, Anti-tank Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th
Recce Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

At long last, here I am again with a few lines. First my thanks for all your letters and stuff. On August 4th, I
received £3 at the Royal Bank from you, and of course your letters of July 6th, July 23rd, and the airmail of August
9th, and that lovely box too. Now to answer all the mail. You are right when you say that my mail has dropped off
lately. For one thing, we haven’t a very good spot to write. We have been busy, but more about that later as you
will see.

Tough luck about Les being grounded, but maybe its for the best. We received the fine socks of Katy’s, but
haven’t had time to say thanks. Would you mind saying it for us? Do the same to Mary Ritchie as we got hers, too.
To date, I have only received two cartons of the smokes Jim sent. I haven’t had my leave yet but maybe I will in a
couple of weeks. I haven’t had my photo taken yet. Will have it done when on leave. I will get Frank Waldie’s
address also on leave. Your letter of July 23rd, getting just about all your mail. I am sorry for not writing, but you
will see later just why. Here are your answers to those questions. I received Helen Battley’s, Mrs. Greening’s
boxes, two cartons of Jim’s cigarettes. Mr. & Mrs. Paterson’s cigarettes, Mrs. Mclean’s Maple Butter (good too!),
soup, maple sugar, and all the razor blades. Yes, too many ships have gone down. Now, your boxes arrived here
two days ago in perfect shape, what a grand box, too, perfect. Every thing is fine as far as contents go, couldn’t be
better. That’s for the note on “________.” Here’s hoping she gets better, anyway thanks for the tip about her.

As you can see by the address, we have both transferred from “C” to Headquarters Squadron where we
are learning all about anti-tank guns. Ross was on this course for one month and I managed to get in on the last
two weeks. Very interesting course, too. More about that course in Vere’s letter or “B’s.” So, Charlie Brooks was
home, eh! Quite a life he has been leading. What’s this about Les courting Mavis Barwick? Hell, she’s not a bad
chick, I would even go for her younger sister! We’ve got to the point now that when we see a female, we stand and
look, and if she’s pretty, we just stand with out mouth open, speechless. Sometimes, when we get the chance, we
go to a show just to see a good-looking babe who is well-dressed.

Will be glad to get Laura Secord’s when they come. Your prayers will be answered when I get my leave for
then I will the photo of my “puss” taken. As for new, well we haven’t a great deal, we were not on the big raid and
we are all well, although, we are now in one hell-hole of a camp – damp, wasp infested and stuff.

I meant to tell you about meeting Fred Floud, but I guess he beat me to it, anyway it was a great treat and
here is the full story. I was driving the station wagon for “C” Squadron while this other chap was on leave and this
day I happened to take one of our officers down to “A” Squadron for the day. Well, this Captain Duncan had to go
to London to pick up an English Setter up at 2 o’clock at Euston station for Major (Jim) Hugman. We arrived in
London around 1:30 or so after getting lost 2 or 3 times in London itself. We got the dog and drove over to
Trafalgar Square and then to the Beaver Club where we had lunch (and I lost £2 somehow). After lunch, I thought I
would get a haircut and as I started up the Strand, I saw this chap in an air force uniform. I touched him on the
shoulder after I had called him. He was startled and so we had a fine long chat right in the heart of the British
Empire. Well, Well, no more news. Maybe more in the next installment. Keep your chins up, and of course, all my
love, Al.

*******
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Alan on a scheme in February 1943. 162 lbs. of TNT
with a jeep pulling an anti-tank gun.

Alan in Brighton in 1942
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36. HERE IS A LETTER FOR LES – AUGUST 1942

August 23, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., Headquarters Squadron, Anti-tank Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th
Recce Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Just a short note enclosed with a letter to Les. Also, please find a few old scraps which I have been
carrying around with me. If you would be so kind as to forward this letter on I would appreciate it very much. Not
much news or else I would have written to you. These girls are the Irish ones we met in London last March or so.
Unfortunately, we haven’t seen them since as I have only been to London once since April and that was on duty for
“C” Squadron. Anyway, I thought you both might be interested. That’s all for now. All my love, Alan.

P.S. Read Les’s letter.

Reg Binder and Alan Canavan on leave in London –
October 1942

Ross Canavan and friends with four Irish girls in
London, April 1942

August 23, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., Headquarters Squadron, Anti-tank Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th
Recce Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Les,

I have your last two letters before me, one of June 28th and the other of July 26th. As you can see, I have
changed the address and once again Ross and I are together. As news gradually comes from home, we found out
about the bad break you got. Nevertheless, it may be for the better. Here’s hoping that by the time you receive
this letter, you’ll be well on your way to a commission. Well, brother, here is the news from the time Ross left “C”
Squadron and joined Headquarters Squadron. At the time, I was still in “C” Squadron and when I saw him go,
naturally, I wanted to go too. But although the night Ross left, I asked if I could go, they said I was too late, so I had
to stay for the time being. The next day Ross and all the other chaps left HQ to go on a month-long course, and a
few days later, I happened to get a run to Brighton and as Ross was stationed not very far from there, I stopped to
see him. He spoke to the sergeant and it was fixed that if they needed another man, they would call me. I was
called two weeks after the course had started, thereby cutting my throat for any chance of advancement, but for



Collection of letters written home by Alan Stanley Canavan
during the period from 1941 to 1945

Alan Canavan Letters Home 20180630.docx Page 55 of 216

the next two weeks, I learnt more there than I did in a year at “C” Squadron. The course was the best one I’ve ever
been on, interesting and good. Now we must wait for a month or so until our establishment comes through and
then we will be equipped, thereby leaving us wide open for fatigues. As a matter of fact, I was in the kitchen all
yesterday, and Ross was in charge of the guard and he comes off at dinnertime today. Pardon me while I light up a
B.C. At the present, we are situated in some very rotten woods which are infested with wasps. We are in bell tents
with six men to a tent, leaving hardly any room for our equipment. To top it all off, we have no mattresses yet, and
the ground is hard and bumpy and damp. We are living like Kings, oh yeah! This battery has some pretty good
chaps in it, including James Domville, who is our officer in charge and he will probably get his third pip out of it (get
promoted to Captain), Lance Corporal Art Keiller, who will probably get two more hooks out of it, and of course A.
and R. Canavan, who will probably remain as troopers! I picked up a Gazette yesterday dated July 6th or so and I
saw Lieutenant Bob Harwood’s picture and his new wife evidently just married, eh! How are the Baileys? What’s
all this I hear about you and a certain Mavis Berwich. I could even go for her sister! I also saw in the Gazette
another picture of a girl who was married, one by the name of Helen McGrady, did you know her? She lived on
Vendome Avenue and attended Westmount High School. She is also one of Quebec’s ranking tennis players and
not hard on the eyes.

When you were in Moncton, you said there were hundreds of airmen and staff. Listen Chum, you haven’t
been over here yet and you don’t know what its like. Why some of these towns are jammed with all kinds of chaps,
thousands of them. You asked me how long one of the Armed Forces letters took to get here. Well, Les, that last
one of yours took just seven days, which is very good indeed. At the time of its arrival, I knew just what had
happened a week ago thereby making the news right up to date. It brought us closer to home, if you get me. Say
Les, how about sending us a couple of snapshots from home, you know we would like to see the house and what’s
left of the family. So, if you could possibly have a couple taken, we would appreciate it very much.

Today is Sunday, believe it or not. Wet and then sunny and then cloudy and chilly. I am sitting in my tent
on the ground with a big pack in front of me and a small cardboard box on top of the big part to form my writing
table. Yes, indeed Les, all the comforts of home!

Occasionally we see an old edition of Life Magazine, but right now I could go for a good old Esquire. How
about you, bud? Well, Baz (Les), if you’re as smart as I think you are, you will stay right under those blue Canadian
skies. For this is no laughing matter. And of course, we miss you and that winds up today’s affairs. All the best of
luck, Les. Here’s hoping you become Flying Officer Canavan very shortly.

Keep smiling, as ever, Alan.

*******
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37. BACKGROUND – MOVE TO BRIGHTON – OCTOBER 1942

Extract from an article, written by Alan Stanley Canavan, entitled ¨Camping in World War 2¨ which appeared in the
April 2007 edition of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association newsletter, the Trumpeter.

The unit stayed in West Grinstead, until 7 October, 1942, when it moved to Brighton. The unit’s stay at
Brighton was the longest at any camp. Brighton was an exciting city. The Dome was an interesting place to go. So
was the skating rink. During its stay, there was the odd aid raid. In general, the soldiers liked Brighton a lot.

Alan Canavan and Romeo Jourdinais at the Entrance
to Regimental Headquarters at Brighton in 1942

At the mailbox where Alan posted his letters

*******
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38. I MUST HAVE TURNED ON TOO MUCH OF THE CANAVAN CHARM – OCTOBER 1942

October 28, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., Headquarters Squadron, Anti-tank Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th
Recce Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Here I am, at long last. You probably will get my airmail letter long before this note. Anyway, I wanted to
enclose a few negatives. Once again, I want to thank you for that swell box. Right from the films down to the
toothbrush. There are a couple of things I could use over here and if it wouldn’t be too much trouble, you could
get them for me. Well here they are: a pair of suspenders (heavy or sturdy type), one pair of garters (a light pair
will do fine) as I have been wearing a pair ever since I came over here. Incidentally, I brought them over from
home.

Another thing you have been grand in sending over – those 127 films. Here’s about taking a chance with
that other camera, you see, the one you sent over for my birthday. It is misleading as far as the sight or peep is
concerned although it does take a pretty good picture. Personally, I like the type that has the glass lens. So far I’ve
only had one film spoiled by dampness and one being overdeveloped, so keep them coming. Oh, yes, this country
can sure get damp, all my envelopes stuck together from it. When I wrote on Ross’s air-mail letter the other night,
he let me read his over and I was quite surprised to see how much he writes like Les.

I’m looking over Will’s airgraph of October 4th. I find that I’m heavier than the old man, not bad! Can’t
say how much Ross weighs, but I’d say around 140, I am still around my usual height but taller than Harold H. So,
A.R.W. Canavan, W.I., you have quite a handle old boy. I can just picture old John Tyson in the middle of an air raid.
That must have been quite a test, hope it was up to par. I am going to enclose the letter which the photographer
sent back to me after my mighty countenance destroyed the picture and still I haven’t got that picture yet. Sorry,
we haven’t heard old Rudy Vale’s program, in fact we very seldom hear any American programs. I will also enclose
an air mail which managed to come across without being stamped, maybe you can use the stamp again. This was
on Connie’s letter of September 12, in which I found some very interesting news. I was very sorry to hear about
Cliff Wallace. That’s another one who has died with his boots on. Remember only the good die young. Here’s
hoping we live a hell of a long time, eh not!

After I sent that air-mail letter the other night, I guess I can expect another pep talk from Connie about not
getting married over here, etc. You should also get a letter from Harold (I guess I must have turned on too much of
the old Canavan charm, huh!) As I said before, this girl, Joan Hall is something, a real modern girl of 1942 (as she
says) a blond 5’ 4” or 5’5”, 124 libs. Don’t get jealous Connie, she is very young, you know. Age 20 in March,
couldn’t say what colour of eyes, but she has quite a twinkle of mischief in them. How is that for a description, not
too bad, eh, for a Male. She has a brother in the R.A.F. in Egypt (he has two hooks (corporal)). He’s been there for
a couple of years. Also, two sisters that are married.

By the way, Connie, many thanks for the smokes. We seem to be too darn short in smokes. I went on this
last leave with 20 Canadian Cigarettes (ouch!!). These English cigarettes cost 2 shillings for 20. Think of it. 48 cents
for 20 lousy smokes. Now that is all for now. I will write sooner if I can. I smell another course coming up.

All my love, Alan.

*******
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39. ROSS IS NOW A DISPATCH RIDER – DECEMBER 1942

December 1, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., Headquarters Squadron, Anti-tank Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th
Recce Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Will, and of course, Connie,

How’re we doing? This letter is coming to you from the infirmary of the 17th Duke of York’s Royal
Canadian Hussars where I’ve been stationed for the last couple of days due to one of my usual colds. Any how, I’ll
be out in another couple of days so don’t worry.

I received Will’s letter of November 9 today, so am returning fire. Which Mrs. Loiselle was it? Not Ross
Montgomery’s sister? I know Mrs. Loiselle’s’ son, good head too.

Ross has been a Dispatch Rider (D.R.) since August 28th or so. Don’t worry over him, he’s an excellent rider
and one of the smartest DR’s I’ve seen for a long time. You see, from all his experience driving, he has an excellent
road sense, so he is pretty well off. Another thing, he is in with a grand bunch of boys including Jim Parker (now era
B.C.J.U.), Jerry Hornell, another Lower Canada College (LCC) lad, and many other swell lads. At present Ross is away
on leave. He left Friday and was heading for Glasgow. This coming weekend, Frank Waldie will be here, so if Ross
isn’t back by then it will be too bad. We should have a good time anyway, if the weather is good. I’ll take some
snaps; it will certainly be a contrast to see a Fleet Air Uniform amongst the army brown.

Yes, indeed, the news has been excellent lately. Here’s hoping we keep it up and it looks as though 1943
will be quite a lot year, and I mean lot. Anyway, the sooner its over, the better it will be for all of us, eh not!

It seems funny to hear about Stan’s son being called up, tell him to choose something he’s going to like
because this is no laughing matter. So, you have had snow and stuff, eh! Today, Ross’s birthday, was a beautiful
day, bright and sunny. We have had ground frost, but nothing to speak of. All the leaves are off the trees, but its
hard to believe that this is December 1st. Have they painted the Montreal street cars maroon because of a
shortage of paint or what? Glad to hear about the job at Longue Pointe, keep up the good work. How are things
going at 2140 anyway? Send the old regards to Stan, will you Pop? I am enclosing a few negatives of myself and
another lad by the name of Walter Kimber. He’s a fine chap. He’s also in with Ross in the D.R. Troop. There’s one
negative of me sitting on a motorbike and really, I don’t mind bragging about it. It’s a dozer. Have a few developed
of the one, it’s good. Sorry to say I haven’t had any photographs taken, but where we are stationed, we spend all
our money on shows, food, etc. You know where we are and its not a bad spot. By the way, old Huntley Turley is
back with the outfit and he’s looking swell, sure looks fine with two pips (Lieutenant).

I could use a good identification bracelet, my other one broke right at the holes in the bracelet, so if you
should get one, make sure it is strong. I’m sending just a sample of negatives because Wally wants to get a few
pictures so he will use the negatives. Say, Connie, have you every met a Mrs. Duncan? She lives on 10 Burton
Avenue, Westmount. I think she is a widow and has a daughter, and a son by the name of David. One of the finest
chaps I’ve met. He’s a B.A., went to McGill, good-looking guy, smart as a whip, a true friend and a lucky find. You
may have met her at one of those wives’ meetings or something. Saw Bruce B. last night. He’s looking fine and
dandy. Jack Hunting was here at dinner time to-day, asking how I was. He left a sample of packs of smokes. Said
he must write home. Kindly tell Mrs. Hunting that he looks after me on duty, and I look after him after duty. He is
well too.

I wrote a letter via airmail to the wing commander (Les) last week so he should have something to go on.
He’s been very good in writing us. He’s written once a week for five weeks in a row and that’s something to be
proud of.

There is one thing, I’m sorry to have forgotten and I’ll make it up to both of you very shortly, i.e. Connie’s
birthday, your anniversary and Will’s birthday. That all for now. How about a few snaps of the mansion and the
people therein? Merry Christmas and staff regards to all. All my love, Al.
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Ross and Les Rafuse on Ross’s motorbike - 1942 Ross Near Vinehall – 1942

*******
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40. THE CAKE WAS SMART – DECEMBER 1942

December 2, 1942

Trooper Canavan A.S., Headquarters Squadron, Anti-tank Troop, 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars, 7th
Recce Regiment, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

This is just a short letter to bring us up to date. If you should ever be downtown around Standard Brands,
why don’t you drop in and give them an eyeful. Just go up to the 8th floor walk down the corridor to room 801,
enter and ask the receptionist for Mrs. Werner or Miss Carson. Both these girls are getting on in age but still they
are very nice. You’d enjoy Mrs. Werner but she might talk a little too much. Anyway, you wouldn’t be doing any
harm. Try it and see. I wrote to Les today and sent it directly to New Brunswick.

You could send me a couple of flashlight batteries, that cake you sent me came and went. All I can say, it
was pretty sharp, sis! You asked me if I needed anything, how about wrapping up a smart looking Canadian girl and
forwarding her? Ross’s watch is in a jeweller’s store, either here or in London. He’s getting it payday, I hope. I’ll
remind him anyway. Kindly thank Mrs. Lysons and the Otachans, Mrs. Sockett and the Friens for asking for us.
Received 300 smokes from Mrs. Tyson today so must thank her. So, Les doesn’t expect to get home for Christmas,
eh! Well, I guess, I won’t be home either, chuckle, chuckle! Talking about that big Air & Military affair at the
baseball stadium, well, Sir, I saw it all in the newsreel last week, not bad, eh!

We received those boxes you sent with the razor blades in the toes of the socks, and the boxes were
perfect when they arrived. They looked as though they had been examined by X-Ray only and not even touched by
human hands. Seeing that you two have been so busy around the house, reminds me that when we come home,
you can just carry on where you left off, or is that a good idea? That would be spiffy if Fred Turner could get down
to see Les, eh! Those Air mail letters cost us 6d not 5d, Willie. But as we are allowed only one per man per week,
its sort of tough. Did I tell you Harold H dislocated his shoulder again last week? He’ll be alright. He was in the
hospital for a day, but is now back wearing a sling. Received a nice box from old Chuckie Moyle, President of
Standard Brands last week, oh, I’m doing all right. Just received another airgraph from Les (the Flight Commander)
this afternoon. I guess he knows what its like to be away from a large city. That looks like it for now, cause its
supper time.

Love to all (still no photo), Alan.

*******
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41. BACKGROUND – CANADIAN MILITARY TRAINING IN ENGLAND – EARLY 1943

In 1943, the Canadian Army in Great Britain started training for an invasion of Europe. In late 1942, based
on lessons learned by the British in North Africa, the Canadian Armoured Divisions were reorganised and integrated
with infantry units to facilitate inter-arm cooperation.

Extract from the “Memoirs of Major John M. Thom, M.B.E 1939-1945”

Early in March 1943, the Canadian Army held an exercise named Spartan, which lasted for ten days. All
units left their camps and covered most of southern England using the information they had picked up during their
training. Since no roads or railway stations had sign posts, it was necessary to be able to read a map properly.
Many moves were made at night, using blackout lights. All vehicles, had only one small opening, about one by
three inches on their headlights. There was a very small light underneath the back of all vehicles, so the following
vehicle could keep at proper distance. The weather was wet and cold and living and sleeping outside was not the
most pleasant way to live, but it was training for the days to come.

Along the southeast coast of England lay a series of small hills called the South Downs. No one lived there
and the Canadian Army used this area for training. Every morning, the troops with their Bren Gun carriers and
armoured cars went up and trained all day with live ammunition. Also, officers, NCO’s and whole troops were
forever going all over England and Scotland on courses for gunnery, field craft, house clearing, flame throwing,
wireless, map reading, hand weapons and grenade throwing.

*******
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42. OUR MAIL WAS CONTAMINATED DUE TO THE FIRE IN HALIFAX – JANUARY 1943

January 20, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Headquarters
Squadron, Anti-tank Troop, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

At long last, eh! Here I am again. I might add “its about time too.” Anyway, I should have enough news to
hold you both for a few minutes, so let’s go. First, we’ll go back to November 23rd. All the mail that arrived here
seemed to have gone through the big fire in Halifax. Many items in the salvaged boxes had a horrible taste of
pyrene. Any loose stuff, like packages of biscuits, etc. had to be thrown out. Now, don’t get excited. I had two
boxes arrive that week, one from “B” and one from you with snaps taken of “53” and your adopted family. If you
ever get a snappy looking babe, make sure you have a camera around! Talking about cameras reminds me of the
one you sent; it’s a real beauty. I’ve only taken a couple of snaps, but its perfect. Many thanks to you, Will, for the
subscription to the Readers Digest; It’s a great little book and one of my favorites. Notice our new address, please.
Received those swell gloves too, perfect.

Don’t worry your pretty heads about Nottingham. I’m coming back to Canada and I’m coming back single.
All I have to do is see an American film and it makes me want to come back to real girls.

Regarding those snaps, you enlarged at Eaton’s, with the big field, etc., that’s where the land goes down to
meet the sea or the Channel. That cross on my arm is a “Driver in-charge’s” badge. I used to be that in “C”
Squadron. Somehow I don’t think Connie was wrong when she said I’d probably fall for 6 more gals, and sister, I
am still free and how! But I still don’t go for these babes. Just give me a good looking Canadian girl any day. That
boy in the snap was probably Bill Glasgow (has he stripes in the picture?) What is that stuff called snow – we’ve
only had it once or twice. Since January 1st, I think we have earned our $1.50 per day. It’s a little help to you too,
eh not! No waxy oranges, please. I think spring must be here already, and I still feel the dampness of it. Should be
going on leave in early February. Ross has not got his lower “toofy” yet. What photo? Oh, yes photo, any year
now. Many thanks for that. I shall endeavor to have photo taken with that! I mailed you “C” Squadron’s group
picture, also one of the Regiment. They should be there now. Old Hank is off in the left corner somewhere.

Well, we had a lovely Christmas turkey, big party, etc. The following day, we went to a dance at a local
hospital. On New Year’s Eve, I was on Provost, so I was sober and a good boy. In fact, I have been on Regimental
Provost many times. Yes, too many times.

Glad to hear that you and the Von Kee’s had a good time too! Haven’t heard from Bill Baker or Warwick
Jones yet. We hope to be home for next Christmas, too, but I don’t think we will! I couldn’t say for sure anyway.
So, you want to know what I got for Xmas, eh? Boxes from you, Standard Brands, Laura, Les Manson, Mrs.
Strashow, “B”, Vera & Jim, Grandma, and Stanley Church. I also got smokes from you, Miss Carson, Mrs. Johnston,
Mrs. Harvey Smith, etc. Not bad, eh! I can’t say exactly what I want for my birthday. I could use any old thing like
an identification bracelet or a regimental ring or anything else. I hear it was quite chilly back home, wow! We had
a grand weekend with Frank Waldie in that spot where we are stationed. Watch those cracks about writing, Willie,
or I’ll come back and talk your ear off. Really, I have not written for quite some time. I’ve either gone on Provost or
skated or seen a show. Remember where we are and there is usually always something to do, but now I am back in
the old stride, here’s hoping I keep it up.

Ross is contemplating a change over to the transport troop. He likes the Dispatch Rider (D.R.) job but
doesn’t like the guy in charge since Jim Parker left. Ross isn’t the only one changing. Four or five other D. R’s are
doing likewise. I hope “B” is improving still. I will write to her soon. Connie, at last I’ve heard the Warsaw
Concerto and it’s a real beauty. I must hurry home to play it. Have you heard Glen Miller’s “The Story of a Starry
Night?” It’s also good, adapted from Tchaikovsky’s Symphonie Pathétique. The vocal is by Ray Eberle. The other
side is Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata – very good. I have the record here.

How is everything going on the home front? That school which Connie saw (or heard about) wasn’t very
far from where we were a year ago. I remember it well. Yes, she is quite right. Congratulations, Connie, on your
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cooking! Now we know what is meant when they say “What’s cooking?” Old Bob Kelly spoke to me on Christmas
Day. He said that his wife thinks just as highly of you two, he does.

I know nothing of Ross’ gal. As for me, well I still hang out with the guys. We were in one of the D.R.
Rooms on New Year’s Day, or the following Sunday, listening to Bob Hope’s program and one of the lads took a
time exposure and I was surprised that it turned out well. It was half & half – half candid, half posed. I will try and
get a copy for you. Harold has just returned from his leave. He says he didn’t have such a good time – strange, eh!
I think he will try visit Miss Muir next leave. I was sorry to hear about Peg’s accident. I haven’t written to her since
last September or so, but do I worry, No! She’s a nice girl and all that but when I write a letter, I try and put some
information in and when I receive a letter, I don’t want to hear what dance or party Tom, Dick and Harry is taking
her to this Friday, etc. But I must remember she is still young and after all, I’m an old gray man. They call me
“Commando” for short? Ross and I and Frank Waldie spent that weekend together, so that made it all the better.

I am enclosing a few old snaps from “B’s” Christmas card which had pyrene on it.

Now that I have given you a quick synopsis of the past few weeks it should hold you for a little while so
more news later. Oh, yes, when I got the other camera, I sold the little one, so in the future, only send the 620’s or
whatever they are. All my love, Al.

*******
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43. ROSS HAS FINALLY TRANSFERRED TO TRANSPORT TROOP – FEBRUARY 1943

February 3, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Headquarters
Squadron, Anti-tank Troop, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Hello again,

Here’s you wandering flatfoot once more. Since my last letter, things have changed very little. Ross has
finally transferred to the transport troop starting today. He should be alright. He left the Dispatch Riders due to
the departure of the officer in charge. While Jim Duncan was in charge, everything was OK, but since he has left,
Ross just didn’t go for this other chap, so he decided to move. I am still plodding along in the Anti-Tank Troop and
still going nowhere fast. When I came to the Troop, there was a chance of promotion but in the latest
establishment, they have cut down on non-commissioned officers (NCO’s) and my chances are just about shot now.
I hold one thing in mind and that is its not what you know in the Canadian Army, its who you know. This is
something which is not just a lot of hooey. Anyway, I have not decided on anything, so I shall remain where I am,
just doing fatigues for Headquarters. Every week, the Anti-Tank Troop provides the guards, the mess orderlies, the
kitchen helpers, and a night fireman. This is for Headquarters Squadron and that’s no joke. At the present, I’m on
guard once more for another week, oh what a life! Three of our lads got 3 days “Confined to Barracks” (C.B.) for
not saluting a Limey officer the other day. What are we fighting for anyway?

Harold is fine and well (I saw him today). I saw Bruce B. on Saturday night and he was asking for you both.
I’m going on leave around the 19th of February and I think I’ll drop in on Mrs. Rixham. Ross had a letter from “B”
today and she certainly seems to have improved. Good news, and good to see her writing again. Today, I took a
couple of snaps with the camera so I shall send them when I get them developed. I had a letter from Les last week,
which I was happy to receive and I must answer it. My cold is all better until the next time.

Here are a few suggestions for you, Connie, a couple of flashlight batteries, some talcum powder and
after-shaving lotion. I took a good look at Ross today and that boy has quite a beard – I guess he’s growing up! Oh,
yes, you might find out when this war is going to end. We are getting quite bored with this life. How’s everything
on the home front?

Those snaps taken in “53” (parent’s address) turned out very well and I must admit that both of you
haven’t changed a bit. I guess the old town has changed though. I’ll bet that when we get back, people will think
we’re strangers. We often think of all the young kids who will look at us as though had just moved in. And are
there any nice-looking girls out there? There are! Good! Well, its time I went out on guard again, so I shall say
goodnight. Say, Willie, have you got a swing shift down at 2140? Give my regards to Stan and once again, all my
love to you. Alan.

*******
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44. I HAVE BEEN BUSY DOING GUARD DUTY – FEBRUARY 1943

February 24, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Headquarters
Squadron, Anti-tank Troop, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Many, many thanks for following gifts and letters: identification bracelet, cheque for £3, valentine and
letters of January 6th, 10th, 17th, and 31st, and February 7th. Let’s answer them and so here goes. That picture
“My Sister Eileen” is playing downtown this week but unfortunately I am on guard again. But, I saw “Orchestra
Wives” with Glen Miller and I enjoyed it so much that I went and saw it all over again. Who drives the Hampstead
bus now? You asked me how I liked the wallpaper. Well, to tell you the truth, Connie, I couldn’t see much of it. As
a matter of fact, the chap who put the paper on has a son who is a Corporal in “C” Squadron.

Your little son, Al, is not stealing any girls lately as he has been very busy doing guard, etc. As I had my
birthday last Wednesday, I spent that night on guard too, Woe!

Received gramophone needles with great pleasure. Thank-you again. As far as singing is concerned, we
don’t do a great deal of it. Occasionally, we give out on some of the new tunes.

I can’t place Ross’s girlfriend. He told me about one he met when he was in Blackpool, but I think that is
off now. I said I was going on leave around the 19th, but it was cancelled, and we can’t go until further notice,
which won’t be for some time. I will get you your photograph, so kindly hang on for another couple of months. It
looks as though you both have been extremely busy for the past few months.

Tell me, have I still got two radios, or has that very attractive girl moved everything? I could go for that
bed of mine right now and how!

Talking about snaps, here are a few negatives which were taken early in February with the new camera.
When you get them developed, send me your questions and I will tell you what I can. As I said before, I have sold
my small camera, so just send films for the new one. I have another roll of film which were being developed, but it
looks as though the store has lost them. So, you’ve had some snow, eh? Willie should have some pretty good
muscles by now! How’s your weight, Will? Last Wednesday, we had a bath parade, and after my bath, I tipped the
scales at 11 stone, 8 (162 lbs). But I’ll be doggoned if I know where it all is, and no wisecracks, please. Very pleased
to know that you were working at Noondays and I certainly do remember that polo match. Have you got any more
jobs lined up? Give me a shout if you want a good painter!

I am slated to go on a Driver Mechanic’s course sometime soon (anytime, after the war, I guess). If I
should pass, I’ll draw trades pay so I have nothing to lose. All I must do is wait (that word is used plenty in the
Army).

I never received the cigarettes from Frank of Queen’s Stationary, but I’ll write to him soon. Glad to hear
“B” is slowly improving. I wrote a letter to Les today, so that should hold him. Had a very nice letter from Eleanor
Forbes, remember her? I think Hal is slowly but surely falling for Peg Muir, amazing isn’t it. Every man has his own
choice. I’ve been a rolling stone since I joined the Army, but I’ve gathered no moss, but I’ve sure been around!
Now I must stop as I must go out on the beat again. All my love, Alan.

*******
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Anti-tank Troop going to the ranges – They used jeeps to tow the guns. Top right corner shows a Sherman tank
turret that was used for target practice on the range
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45. WE WERE ON A VERY LARGE SCHEME – MARCH 1943

March 15, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Headquarters
Squadron, Anti-tank Troop, 3rd Canadian Division, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Well, Folks, I received Will’s fine letter a couple of days ago and found it very interesting. Received 300
cigarettes today from Connie, and an airgraph from brother Les. So, all-in-all, I did quite all right. In case you have
been wondering what we have been doing for the past two weeks, I’ll try and explain. We were on one of the
largest schemes ever to take place in Britain, certainly the largest we have ever been on and probably one of the
best too. But I don’t think it wise to tell you all about it right now, so I will let it slide, but try and put you in the
picture. If you haven’t already seen it in the papers, the weather was perfect and we saw a tremendous amount of
new country. In some spots, we were treated like kings, and quite truthfully, I never felt better in my life. For the
whole two weeks, we slept outside with only one blanket instead of the usual four. We lived on hard rations and
enjoyed them. Imagine sleeping out in the fields in March and some nights with 15 degrees Fahrenheit of frost
kicking around. Why, on one morning, we started off and we had frost on both sides of the windshield of our jeep,
but later in the morning, it cleared up and we finally got warm.

So, you both must have been rather surprised when the dark, deep and the lovely lady Elanor phoned,
well, well; I’ve been a busy little bee? For once in my life I worked fast. As a matter of fact, I sent those flowers or
wired them right from here on the 25th of February and is only the 15th of March, so all’s well, eh not! Good show
Canavan! If I remember correctly, this Forbes babe was quite good-looking, what do you thing? Now it’s the old
story of girls being scared about their boys going overseas, who are worrying about their girls getting married back
home, just what kind of a war is this?

One of the lads who used to work in Standard Brands with me has joined the R.C.A.F. His name is Keith
MacDonald and he is a fine chap too. You probably remember me speaking about him. Anyway, he is out at
Lachine and I told him to look you both up and if you have any food lying around, you might go as far as slipping
him a meal because I’ve told him about your fine cooking and I am sure he’ll go for it, and how!

I see that Will and I share the same idea about respirators, they always look better in the haversack. Well,
old Rommel better do some smart moving if he wants to get away from where he is alive. It looks as though we
have him up against a very wet wall, and I do mean wet! I hope the Russians keep on shoving Jerry around.

I happened to see that picture “My Sister Eileen” around the 26th of February and I really and truly
enjoyed it. One of the best comedies I’ve seen in ages.

I am still trying to get that negative taken on New Year’s Day. Unfortunately, one of the boys has it and I
haven’t contacted him yet, but I shall certainly try to do so. Your other dashing son, by the name Ross, is intending
to go on leave tomorrow or the day after. I believe from all reports received, that he wrote a letter to our second
cousins, you know John Manson, etc., and in return he received an invitation, so I think he will try and get up there.
I told him that it was a long journey, but he is still going so more about that later. All in good health here and I
hope that you are all better now too. What about that chubby little wife of yours, how is she tipping the scales
these days, or has she made the old scale fall for a loss? She had better not follow me because I’m feeling like a
million, but it should wear off fast as we are back on duty and fatigues loom up into our presence. Anyway, we are
alive and fit. March has been beautiful so far – lovely warm days and the flowers are blooming as well as the cherry
trees and the birds are giving out. It sure looks as though spring is here and so on that note, I will pack my writing
materials and silently steal away to bed and beautiful dreams of yesterday. All my love, Alan.

*******
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46. BACKGROUND – TRAINING EXERCISE NORTH OF LONDON – MARCH 1943

Extract from an article, written by Alan Stanley Canavan, entitled ¨D+39¨ which appeared in the History-World War
II section of the Royal Canadian Hussar Association website.

In 1943, the unit participated on training exercises, sometimes called schemes. On one exercise, a
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 with the anti-tank section of Headquarters Squadron. Early in the exercise we happened to be
outside, in 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.

*******
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47. I HAVE TRANSFERRED TO THE INTELLEGENCE SECTION – APRIL 1943

April 7, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

As you can see, I have changed my address once again. This time it is changed in two places. First you will
note that the “3rd Canadian Division” has been left out. This is due to security reasons and we won’t go into that.
The other is good too. That “I” stands for Intelligence, so watch out, anything can happen. The other night I saw 3
lemons auctioned for over £3 and on Sunday, I saw a couple of babes wearing an orchid on their coats. Say Connie,
I wouldn’t mind shovelling a little snow right now, but remember to take it easy. What papers have you been
reading about bombs? You are quite right, the other day, we were downtown and if we had been ½ minute earlier,
we would have been travelling in heaven or digging in h___- you know where.

Our glee club came second in our division. I was in on the club, but unfortunately, duties forced me to
drop out. But, it was good fun while it lasted. I had a letter from Les a couple of nights ago and I am pleased to
hear that he had a nice leave. As a matter of fact, Connie, I haven’t written to Marcil lately but I will soon, but in
the meantime, pass on the old regards around. I could do with some socks. Harold H and I are trying to get our
leaves together so we should be leaving soon! When I said “sharp” in referring to our cake, it means you’re cooking
with helium or light octane – swell, perfect, ok, etc.!!

My bracelet arrived for my birthday, with thanks. Haven’t heard of Captain Bill Davis, but if I meet him, I’ll
let him know who I am. Photo business is very bad over here, tough, eh, Connie! Any year now! Write me in June
and let me how you are doing. Major Kelly is now Lieutenant-Colonel in some ordnance outfit, not bad, eh! I can’t
say anything about those vehicles, but there’re not our license plates. Security old boy. Glad to hear about these
jobs, but I don’t like those slurring remarks about painters. Ross had a very nice leave in Glasgow but couldn’t get
over to see Mrs. Rixham. Those two boys in the pictures were Art Hughes (on guard) and Wally Kimber.

Very surprised to hear about D.J. Thorpe and Y. Howard. Suckers beware! Who is this Lieutenant D.
Sockett?

Haven’t heard from Frank Waldie lately. Received your swell parcels and cigarettes but somewhere I lost
one parcel. It was announced that through enemy action, so much stuff went down and I had a parcel on that, but I
can’t say from whom.

Do you know a family who lives at 4098 Wilson avenue by the name of Phillips? It contains a man, Flight
Lieutenant Phillips, H.G. He has one boy aged 22, by the name of Randall and one girl, aged 20, by the name Betty.
Blond, blue eyes and all the rest and of course, Mrs. Phillips. Flight Lieutenant P. for years was something or other
at the Monitor, advertising manager or something. At present, he is overseas and a couple of weeks ago, he was
down here and Rand introduced Dave Munn and me to him. A swell chap indeed, let me know if you have heard of
them. Rand is in the “I” section and a darn good lad. Ross is well and good. So is Hal, Bruce and all your other
boys. Had a nice letter from Mrs. Blandford a couple of nights ago. Also, one from Vera, so I’m doing all right.

Saw some excellent shows lately: “Fantasia”, “It Started with Eve”, and “Happy Go Lucky.” Enclosed are a
couple of snaps, but I should have some more on Saturday. This Thursday, our Regiment is having a regimental
dance so I guess, I’ll be going, more about that later.

I had a nice letter from Harold’s ex. Mabel is engaged to a Mitchel Mills, but I don’t approve. She won’t
get married until after the war, as he is already over here. Also, had a nice letter from Peg Muir which will be
answered in due course and a nice one from Barbara Grindley (remember her, she used to live on Dufferin Road,
now lives on Victoria Avenue, Westmount.) Oh, yes, I’ve been a busy little bee!

Say Will, how about a request, here it is: I could use a couple of good pocket knives with a clasp on them.
Also, I would appreciate it if you could send me little scissors for trimming my moustache. Yes, I said moustache
and no cracks, please! I have run out of 620 film so no more will come until later. Had a letter from Fred Floud last
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week. He is well also. Still having swell weather now. My old teeth are beginning to crack up. It seems that they
don’t do one damn thing for your teeth on this side in the Army, just pull them. So maybe on my next leave, I’ll get
an estimate on the situation.

On Sunday, we shoved our clocks ahead one hour so its alright at nights now.

It’s just about time to say that’s all for now so without further junk and stuff, I’ll just say goodnight. All my
love, Alan.

*******
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48. BACKGROUND – EQUIPMENT USED BY THE INTELLEGENCE SECTION – APRIL 1943

Extract from an article, written by Alan Stanley Canavan, entitled ¨D+39¨ which appeared in the History-World War
II section of the Royal Canadian Hussar Association website.

At one point, I was asked to join the Intelligence section of the Regiment. 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 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.

Alan Canavan on
his motorbike just
outside Lewes in
1943

*******
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49. ROSS NEVER RECEIVED HIS BRACELET – APRIL 1943

April 17, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

I received your Easter card a few nights ago. It arrived last Saturday night. When I came in, there were six
letters on my bed from You, Les, Berith, Miss Carson, Norman Orr (formerly of Standard Brands and now a second
lieutenant) and Florence Simpson. The last one had an Easter card and a nice handkerchief. I have since thanked
her for it.

Last Sunday was a beautiful day, so Dave Munn, Randal Phillips and I took a train to Haywards Heath and
we spent a lovely afternoon in a large country home, oh yes, I do get around.

I saw Ross a couple of nights ago and told him to get his pen going. He never received his bracelet, so it
must be below (in a sunken ship)! He had a fine leave and when he got back, he took a weekend up to London to
see one of the boys get married. All in all, he had a lovely time. Ross is well and fine. I am afraid that you won’t
have any little boys around the house when we get back. As a matter of fact, I saw Ross sporting a fair-sized
moustache one day, although he has taken it off since. He hasn’t grown any bigger as far as I can see, must weigh
about 150 lbs. On the whole, he is quite alright. I am sorry, I haven’t got a film, but as soon as I do, I’ll take a
couple of Ross.

I am enclosing some papers which we had on that big scheme in March, quite interesting. Harold H. is very
well too, and so am I. Lovely weather here. Hope it is as nice back home. Still must get your photo. I am gradually
getting up my nerve. In fact, I bought a new shirt from one of the boys, and a new blue and white hat. My Easter
shopping is done for this year. As I have no so much to say (oh yeah), I’ll close and call it a day. Once again, my
thanks and love to all, Alan.

P.S. negatives of Dave Munn and Alan taken in March and April.

*******
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50. I DRIVE AROUND ON A MOTORCYCLE – APRIL 1943

April 25, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Have you noticed a slight increase in your mail lately? Now, I have more chance to write to you so instead
of receiving only one letter per month, you might receive one and a half now. I have Will’s letter of March 28th and
Connie’s of April 11th before me so shall endeavor to answer them. Ross was in to see me on Friday and Saturday
and he says that he has lost quite a bit of mail – too bad. He showed me a letter which has since been mailed to
you and he surprised me with his knowledge, the boy can certainly write a snappy letter and I’m not kidding. He
seems to be like Les more and more. I told you we saw “My Sister Eileen” in town and had a good laugh. So, the
McCulloch’s finally sold and moved out, eh! Has anybody taken over yet? What about the Park’s house?

The address I am now using supersedes the former ones and therefor the driver mechanic’s course is out.
I’ll have you know, sir, that I am a cog in this regiment playing a minor part in the Intelligence end of it. It is “an
Army white collar job,” much better than before, no fatigues or guards, etc. It is O.K., I drive around on a
motorcycle, sleep in a wooden bed, have a radio in our room and once again, I use my brain which has been
dormant for quite some time. Therefore, I have no complaints so far.

By the way, Will, I am enclosing your last airmail for reasons as you will see.

I also enclose an interesting item. Remember some time ago you asked me to return a label from each of
your parcels. Well, I have a beauty this time; Connie’s last parcel, which arrived with this enclosed label, looked as
if it had been dropped from the top of the Royal Bank Building. Even the maple leaf was broken when I opened the
contents. Even so, I appreciated the gift and as far as that gift for Mrs. Waldie, I’ll detour that way next week when
I go on leave. My thanks also for the films and batteries. I have one more purchase request. I broke my long comb
a couple of days ago. It was purchased in Caynes Drug Store, called a “Realmont,” and it had a stock number
something like 2234.

Did you have a nice Easter? We had a big church parade this morning with the band and all the trimmings.
Of course, it would have to be raining early, but when we came out of church, it was bright and windy. Naturally,
the church looked lovely with all its Easter flowers and the church bells were ringing once again, which reminded
me very much of Canada. I have a couple of letters from Les to answer yet and one from Mr. Hyde of Stanley
church so my pile of mail is just about answered. How are the shutters? Wait until you start on the storm
windows! I’ll be home any year now! But it better be by 1944!

I have met Ross’s girl, quite nice too, but not one to get excited about. There’s nothing serious to it. Don’t
worry, we look after each other. Talking of girls, I see you like my choice of shall we say “Lady” Eleanor? Yes, she’s
a very nice girl and in my last letter to her, I told her to go down and visit you, that’s if she’s out that way and I think
it would be a change for both of you. What do you say? I remember Jim McKee being quite interested in her, but
he is now in the United States Army Air Corps, so he stands about as much chance as I do. He is in Alabama
somewhere and seems to be enjoying himself too. His brother Bob, joined the Infantry and was in New York for a
holiday and a few weeks ago so they are well taken care of, and I think that will take care of me for now. All my
love, Alan.

P.S. Say, I almost forgot to thank you for the Sweet Cap Cigarettes, so thanks a million.

*******
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51. BACKGROUND – MOVE TO HASTINGS – MAY 1943

Extract from an article, written by Alan Stanley Canavan, entitled ¨Camping in World War 2¨ which appeared in the
April 2007 edition of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association newsletter, the Trumpeter.

On 6 May 1943, the unit moved to Hastings, where. the troops were billeted in water-front hotels. The
view of the English Chanel was terrific. Nearby, there was a long pier where, at the end, an anti-aircraft gun
manned by the Royal Artillery was positioned. Hastings had a lot to offer, but the unit’s stay there was marred by
an air raid.

*******
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52. THANK YOU FOR THE VITAMINS – MAY 1943

May 12, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Well, well, I have just finished a long letter to brother Les and I decided to catch up on all my mail so here
goes. First, I’ll answer your last four letters. I was glad to hear that Les had moved to Dartmouth, it should be a lot
better than Queensport. By this time, you should be putting the storm windows away and putting on the newly
painted shutters. I can just about see what they will look like. I must say “Not bad!” I finally had that photograph
taken but I am not very pleased with it. I didn’t know what a slap-happy goon looked like until I saw the proofs. So,
if you don’t like it, I’ll have another taken on my next leave. I saw that photo of Mrs. Waldie and Frank and thought
it excellent. Frank is in the U.S.A. somewhere, lucky boy! I hope your leg is better and not bothering you.
Remember, you’re no thin chicken, 127 lbs.!!! Wow! I’ll keep sending the labels off any parcels I receive if you
want me to. Received my Alphamins last week and feel 100% better already, they sure make me hungry. I have
been having two helpings of just about everything, but the kitchen sink. I am enclosing a card.

As of yet, I don’t think Ross has received his bracelet. He is very well and I will try to get some snaps of
him for you. You people seem to have picked a swell bunch to stay at “53,” keep it up and we’ll have the whole
house redecorated! You also have some very fine neighbours, yes indeed. Many thanks for the £2 cheque which
arrived a couple of days ago.

Connie’s blue airmail written on May 2, mailed on May 3rd and arrived here May 10th. Ho! Ho! Not bad,
eh – just seven sweet days. Thanks, a million for buying that war bond. We were told about the war loan and Ross
evidently took a $50 one so your monthly cheque from the government will be screwy for a while. He didn’t know
about your purchase until I told him today so I also reminded him about not to wire for money. Haven’t seen
Colonel Brooks yet. I’ll be here if he wants to see me! We can still buy American smokes but that will all be
finished at the end of the month. I wouldn’t mind the occasional shot of pipe tobacco once every eight months or
so. That cherry cake was perfect and I have the staunch word of five good men to back me up. Why, when I
opened the can, it smelt as though it just came out of the oven so keep them coming kid! I received the last box
which included the cherry cake and films. I think that’s fine gesture Berith is doing by mounting all the snaps. I’ll
enclose a note as to whom they all are. Received your cable last night but what parcel did you receive, was it
flowers you meant? Anyway, I am glad to know that everyone is well. Hal Hendery and I returned on Sunday night
from leave. We had a wonderful time at Mrs. Rixham’s place, where Mrs. Waldie and Mrs. Rixham looked after us.
I won’t touch deeply on the subject of leave because Mrs. Waldie and Mrs. Rixham will be writing and explaining
everything in detail. Well folks, its time I staggered off to bed so until next time, Cheerio! All my love, Al.

P.S. I could use some good note paper and envelopes, try and see what you can do Connie, Thanks.

*******
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53. BACK FROM LEAVE IN LONDON WITH HAL – MAY 1943

May 13, 1943 - Airgraph

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

I sent you an ordinary letter last night so this might get there sooner than the other. As I said in the other
letter, Harold and I returned from our leave on Sunday night and we are now back in the swing of things. We spent
most of our leave in Newcastle-on-Tyne but we still spent three days in good old London. Last Saturday, I was in
the Beaver Club with Dave Munn who was just starting his leave. While we were standing in line waiting for dinner,
an Airforce corporal came up to me and asked whether my name was Canavan. Well, it turned out he was one of
Les’s old friends. His name was Doug Hogg who used to work in Mac. & Mac. I met another pal of mine when Hal
and I were in London – his name is Jack Bullock of N.D.G. He is a Pilot Officer in the R.C.A.F. and he sure looked
smart in his officer’s uniform. We got a kick out of walking down the Mall with him and having all the privates
saluting him. Its funny to see how many fellows you meet in a city the size of London. Last Saturday, Hal had to
return to camp, but I didn’t have to return until Sunday, so I spent the week-end with Dave Munn. He was staying
with a lovely couple in New Beckenham and we were treated well.

At present, Ross is “B” Squadron’s Dispatch Rider, but this will only be for a few days. As I said, lad, he
must weigh about 150 pounds but I am still a little bit taller than he is. Unfortunately, I don’t see him a great deal,
so I can’t say when I’ll get those snaps of him. My photographs should be here in another week or so and then I
will ship them across to you for proper disposal. Remember, if you don’t like them, I will have another one taken
on my next leave. Personally, I think that these ones are rotten. Last night, I wrote Les a nice seven or eight-page
letter to his new address in Dartmouth. I think he will like Dartmouth a lot better than Queensport. After all, he is
not so far from Halifax and that city is large and should have more to offer. We’ll see. I suppose that most of your
snow is gone by now, eh! About time too! Our weather hasn’t been so good during the last couple of weeks, but
today is nice. I received a nice letter from Mrs. Manson on Monday, thanking Ross and I for her birthday cable and
talking of birthdays, how about drawing up a list of all birthdays and any special occasion so that I won’t have to
write to somebody a month after their birthday, and wish them happy birthday. That’s all for now. Love, Alan.

*******
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54. WE WERE ATTACKED BY GERMAN BOMBERS ON SUNDAY – MAY 1943

May 25, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Just received your swell letter written on April 25th, and was very pleased to get it. Well, folks, I have
some interesting news for you this time. You should feel very happy about your two sons over here, in fact you
should be damn happy to know that we are still alive. The reason for me swearing will be shown later in this letter.
In the past couple of days, I have never sworn so much in all my life, so just disregard any other swearing. Let’s go
back to Sunday, May 23rd, it is around 10 a.m. and in our room, Rand Phillips and I are just beginning to get out of
bed. Another of our lads is on leave while another is enjoying a weekend in London, and the remaining chap in the
room has been up since 7:30 a.m. I get out of bed before Rand and, by the time he gets up, it’s around 11. Ross
has come into our room to talk to me. I took a couple of snaps while he was here and we also made plans for the
afternoon. He then leaves around 11:30 and Rand takes a bath before going to lunch. While he is in the tub, I have
a wash and shave. The other lad in the room has left to go to lunch. Rand and I leave around 12:30 for lunch. We
have ours and come back to our room. It’s now 12:55 and we sit around listening to the radio (this other lad has
not returned from dinner yet). At 1 p.m., we hear “This is the BBC Home and Forces program and here is the news
with ____ reading it.” As he gives the headlines, the sirens sound an alert. Rand and I walked over to the window
to see what’s up. Before we get to the window, the ack-ack (anti-aircraft) guns go into action and we are just in
time to see German planes flying darn close. Then, a bomb bursts nearby and Rand and I are thrown off our feet to
the floor. We decide to have another look and as we peered over the window sill, we see more planes, only these
ones seem to be coming straight for us. We can even see flames coming from the machine guns. We hit the floor
again and sure enough another bomb goes off and the floor just ripples. Our window shatters and a bit of flying
glass scratches my right hand. Rand and I see that we are alright. He asks me whether I’m alright. “Sure”, I say and
with a cigarette still going in my hand. We say “Let’s get out of here.” We grab some smokes and whip down to
our office. Inside, its one hell of a mess. A hole is through one wall and across on the other side of the room,
there’s another hole where the bomb went right through and into another building 25 yards away and exploded,
making it look like a pile of scrap. We try to get things which are very valuable to the outfit out into another room.
Rand asks me if I’m bleeding. I answered, “Just a very little bit.” We look down on the floor and there’s a small
pool of blood. “Where’s Ernest” shouts Rand. We look outside what’s left of the window expecting to see parts of
Ernest draped all over the building. Ernest comes into the room – he had been downstairs and just came up again.
He was bleeding from cuts in the head and arms. He was a little dazed, but still able to travel on his own steam. I
washed his face and stripped him to the waist and then bandaged his arm. He was then taken to the hospital. I
was worried about Ross. He comes down and I call to him, then we have a look at the damage. Ross is OK, was on
his way down to see me when the raid started so he ducked for shelter. Immediately, they start digging for fellows
of our outfit. They get some out, a few are dead. They are still looking for two or three yet. The raid was quite
costly for Jerry, but it’s a pity about the loss of our boys. The lad from our room was found later in the ruins.
Unfortunately, he was amongst the dead, so we naturally felt his loss.

The sirens have just sounded again and I whipped down the stairs and went outside. The all-clear has
sounded so now we can rest for a couple of minutes. All the boys we know are alright and well, none hurt, so rest
in peace. I must admit, my nervous system has been overworked during the last couple of days, but you have
nothing to worry about, we are fine. That’s enough of that.

I had a nice letter from Berith tonight too. I thought these indoor snaps were swell and I see that gap in
the middle too but Les is certainly filling that alright. I haven’t received my photos yet, but they should be in this
week. Thanks also for the paper clipping or Mr. & Mrs. Thorpe. I have written to Doug some time ago. The best
news of all is about the $5,000. Keep it up, Will. Let’s hear that there are more to come. I think that 53 Thurlow
looks alright, in those snaps of Les, I can see the new paper on the wall and it sure looks like a sweet job. What is
the picture in the middle between Ross and Les? Say, Connie, have that lampshade by the piano straightened out,
it will look better.
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Now folks, its time I called a finish. When you read this note, there is no need for any anxiety because we
are perfectly well. Anyway, it will be old stuff by the time you get this, so just remember it. That’s all for now. All
my Love, Alan.

Ross on the 3rd floor balcony of the
Queen’s Hotel in Hastings

View looking out to sea towards
France

Westward view along front street

Wings for Victory Parade – Hastings 1943

*******
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55. BACKGROUND – AIR RAID IN HASTINGS – MAY 1943

Extract from an article, written by Alan Stanley Canavan, entitled ¨Camping in World War 2¨ which appeared in the
April 2007 edition of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association newsletter, the Trumpeter.

On 23 May 1943, the unit’s stay in Hastings was marred by an air raid. It was a Sunday at around 13:00
when about 15 FW-190’s came flying in just above the water. As they reached the coast, they pulled up and
released their bombs.

A 250-kilo bomb went through the intelligence office on the second floor of the Queen’s Hotel. The
intelligence office’s clerk happened to be in the room when the bomb entered. It crossed the room leaving a deep
mark on one of the tables before exiting through a window and crossing the area before landing in the Albany
Hotel where it blew up. The blast shattered the hotel and compressed five floors into a pile of rubble.

11 Hussars were killed in this raid and a number were injured. One of the injured was the intelligence
section’s clerk, Ernie Jonas, who was unable to return to the unit after the raid. A total of 25 people, including the
Hussars, were killed and 85 were injured. It was one of the worst attacks of WWII for Hastings.

¨I was on the third floor of the Queen’s Hotel and saw the flight of Focke Wulf Fw 190s coming in for the
raid. The anti-aircraft gun on the pier must have fired all their rounds before going silent. Looking out and seeing a
bunch of enemy fighters flying below your level was a most interesting sight, you could see the guns on the wings
firing in our direction. Standing by a window was not the best place to be during a raid, in short order my window
was shattered by the attack and every thing seemed to happen at once.¨ - Lance-Corporal (Retired) Alan Canavan

After the bomb exploded, those that could began to remove the casualties from the ruble. The injured
were laid on the grass in front of the Albany Hotel, or what was left of it. The people who had been in or around
the hotel were covered in grey dust. Upon hearing of the raid, the city of Brighton sent vehicles and crews and
other resources to help deal with the situation. Those that lost their life were buried in Brookwood Cemetery after
services were conducted in Hastings. That afternoon the Regimental Padre was very busy.

This plaque has been erected by Hastings Borough Council and the
Canadian Veteran’s Association of the United Kingdom in commemoration
of the eleven members of the 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars
(7th Canadian Recce Regiment) killed in the bombing raid on the Albany

Hotel, May 23, 1943.

 Sergeant R.G. Bindon

 Trooper A.L. Byron

 Corporal H. Dixon

 Trooper H.A. Evans

 Trooper W.A. Jackson

 Trooper K.K. Kiertland

 Trooper B.J. Marsolais

 Trooper D.J. McMartin

 Trooper H.R. Moffat

 Trooper A.M. Stanley

 Trooper W.F. Stech

Lest we forget

*******
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56. THE ARMY HAS FUNNY IDEAS ABOUT MY TEETH – MAY 1943

May 31, 1943 - Airgraph

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Just received Willie’s Airgraph written May 25th, so I shall try and respond as fast as possible. I found it
very entertaining and full of news, so keep up the fine work. Here is the local news: Received your parcel mailed
on April 29th. Found the contents exceedingly good, the socks will come in handy. I found the picture of Les, Fred
Turner and the Sockett boys very interesting indeed. They all look fine. Say Will, you’ll have to watch out for us
guys if we all come back in one piece. After all, we won’t stand for this snooping around, so you better have your
sport now. By the way, have you had a look at Rand Phillips’ sister yet? Practically engaged now, isn’t that strange,
some Navy bird I believe, although this may be a lot of tommy rot. I wouldn’t be surprised if its true. Seems to be
that every letter I get has some old friends name who is about to get hitched or else is. This doesn’t worry me at
all, by the time we get back, we will have to start all over again anyway. There are still plenty of pebbles on the
beach. I received your swell gift of Vitamin pills. They are fine.

Tell Connie that I have still got my teeth but the Army may have some darn funny ideas over here. They
won’t fill a tooth that has had previous fillings. They won’t fill any wisdom teeth; they just yank them out. Here is a
typical case. One year ago, I lost a filling from a side tooth. I couldn’t go over to the dentist unless that tooth was
aching. I finally said that it was aching, so over I went. Do you know what he did for me? He just put in a
temporary filling and said that he would call me back. That was over a year ago so you can imagine what we are up
against.

Well, they can NOW ring church bells any time they like to. On Sunday, I heard q recording of them ringing
the Bow Bells on the BBC. They sounded wonderful.

Ross and Harold are fine. I saw Harold yesterday and Ross on Saturday. I lent Ross my camera so that he
could have a few pictures taken. I will send them on when they are developed. Everything back to normal here.
Had a nice letter from Mrs. Rixham last week and she said that she was going to write to you. Also, a letter from
Mrs. Waldie and she sent us some cake, two cakes to be exact. They were lovely too. She says that Frank is in New
Jersey so I only hope that he can get up to Montreal and see you people. My photographs arrived last Friday and I
am mailing them on to you for disposal. I will admit that they s ----! You will see that too. I have also enclosed two
sketches that Rand drew one day – One is of Dave Munn and the other is Yehoodi! That’s all for now. Don’t forget
to cut the grass this Saturday and paint the front porch. Love to all, Alan.

*******
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57. I HEAR MANY PEOPLE ARE GETTING MARRIED BACK HOME – JUNE 1943

June 1, 1943 – Air mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Received Connie’s Airmail letter dated May 25th, this afternoon. They didn’t waste any time over this one.
I thought that they did exceedingly well. I answered Dad’s airgraph as soon as it came in yesterday so you should
have it in a couple of days, or should I say a couple of weeks? We are once again back to normal in case you are
worried, but there should be no cause to worry. I have seen Harold and Ross during the past couple of days and
they are both very well. Ross returned my camera this afternoon so when I finish off this roll of film, I will have It
developed and send you the pictures. I mailed my photo’s yesterday afternoon, so you should have them any
month now. Don’t be too surprised when you see them. Remember that you can always turn them around
backwards and, in case one of the windows in the basement door is broken, you can always put it in there. I realize
that you people must be busy these days what with summer coming on and all that goes with it. One of these days,
this war will end and then we can do some work around good old “53 Thurlow Road” but as long as it keeps up, we
must give up many things, am I right? Well, we are certainly looking forward to seeing the house and from what
you have said, it must be something to cast the old peepers on. Keep up the excellent work. Les seems to be
enjoying his place very much. After all, a change is as good as a rest. He should feel more at home now. What
about he and Mavis? He seems to be quite interested in her when he was at home on leave in March. Do you still
think that I will be the first married of the three boys? I haven’t forgotten our bet either! How is your meat
rationing coming along? By the way Connie, how do you spell “honour?” I noticed that you spell it “honor” and
“Eleanor” is usually spelt “Eleanor” and not “Elinor.” Have these things corrected in the near future, please!
Enough of telling you off. How about telling me off occasionally? So, Chance Cattle is a Petty Officer, eh. Not bad
for the former “Flatfoot.” I think that the Hampstead Police Force is well represented in this war. I am sorry to
hear about Warwick Jones and Harvey Combe. I didn’t know that Harvey was as far advanced as all that. He
certainly moved fast didn’t he. Do you know how or where he is missing? Wasn’t he in this country at the time? I
am very pleased to hear about Les Manson and his future wife. Too bad that you can’t get up there and see the
wedding. Maybe, they will come down as soon as they can after the show. I haven’t written to Uncle Les for quite
some time now so I had better drop him a line or two and wish them all the luck. So, you didn’t have any fireworks
on the 24th, eh? We more or less had some premature ones, through the courtesy of Jerry, only ours took place on
May 23rd. I wrote and told you this on May 25th. So, you had a little chat with Rand Phillips’ mother. She seems
to be somewhat like you in taste, so you should get along very well together. Have you seen her daughter yet? I
met Rand’s Dad when he arrived over here. I told you about that some time ago. He certainly is a fine chap, too.
Those homemade cakes are perfect, Connie, so don’t change the recipe. I haven’t had a dry one yet, so keep them
coming. How are the local farmers (2 Macs) doing? I hope that their crops do alright this summer and that they
are not shrivelled up by the hot sun.

Oh, yes, I still correspond with Eleanor. I must have a touch of spring fever because I wrote to her four
times since May 20th, so that’s not too bad is it. I will admit that she is a nice girl, but I have a sneaking suspicion
that she is on the way to getting engaged to someone. Now I may be all wrong but then again I might be right. Any
way if she should be engaged, well I’ll just have to look somewhere else, eh what? I had a very nice airmail from
her on Saturday. Evidently, she is taking a business course in the mornings and she works for her Dad in the
afternoons, so that should keep her pretty quiet for awhile. I think that every girl should serve a little time in a
business concern. It does them a lot of good and they are dealing with the public. She can write very nice letters
too, although different from Peg Muir (must be the difference in age?) Although I still write to this Muir girl
occasionally. Oh, yes, I still get around a bit. By the time we get back, we will have to start all over again anyway so
they all might as well get engaged or married. I know five or six girls that have been married since I left, those are
only the ones I have heard about. I don’t know how many have already been married but still it doesn’t worry me
in the least. Plenty of time for that stuff later.
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Do you ever see any of that cheese called “Chateau” or “Old Chateau Cheese aged in Wine?” I remember
that you sent me some quite a while back and it was darn good stuff. It must have been the wine in it. Anyway, I
wouldn’t mind some if you can get it. I am afraid that I haven’t got very much to say this time, but I will try to dig
up some information for you for the next letter. I hope that this letter reaches you with as much speed as yours did
here. Let me know how long it took, will you? That’s all for now and more later. All my Love, Al.

*******
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58. BACKGROUND – MOVE TO WEST CHILTINGTON – JUNE 1943

Extract from an article, written by Alan Stanley Canavan, entitled ¨Camping in World War 2¨ which appeared in the
April 2007 edition of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association newsletter, the Trumpeter.

On 5 June 1943, the Regiment left Hastings and moved to West Chiltington, where it stayed until 15
September. West Chiltington was off the beaten path. It was about two miles east of Pulborough and not far from
the South Downs. The village didn’t have much to offer, only one Pub not five minutes away. The accommodations
consisted of Nissen huts, each with a wood stove in the middle of the room. The beds were plywood and straw
mattresses, no springs. The unit did a lot of training there and a lot of “toughening up”. Each day for lunch each
soldier received a sandwich and a cup of tea. The “sandwich” was two pieces of bread with a blob of margarine;
the margarine was so hard, one needed a blowtorch to spread it! The contents of the sandwich were questionable,
but you ate it regardless. Physical training was also used. The Anti-Tank Troop was armed with a 6-pound gun – it
had graduated from the 2-pound antitank gun. One day, a gun crew was training on a 6-pound gun within the lines.
The crew used a metal cover over the back of the round to prevent it from firing. Someone must have asked the
instructor what would happen if the cover was removed and the round placed in the breach. Well, it was placed in
the breach and by some means or another, a shot was fired straight through the lavatory building and into the
woods. No one was injured, but that ended the training for that gun crew for the rest of the day.

*******
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59. WE WERE VISITED BY COLONEL BROOKS OF HAMPSTEAD – JUNE 1943

June 13, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Well, I have some news for you this time. Today, being Sunday, we were lounging around camp this
morning. Hal Hendery was on guard all weekend. I was runner in the orderly room, so he came over to see me,
right beside the Regimental Orderly Room (R.O.R.) We chatted for a while and then he had to do some work and I
went back to some reading. About five minutes passed and then one of the boys came in from the Signals office
and told me to go down to the Officers mess, to see some colonel or other. I of course thought about Col. Brooks
and I whipped over to see him. Ross had just beaten me there so we all had a lovely chat. He told us that he had
met Charles in London a week ago and that they had had a good time. I don’t doubt it either. He also told us about
Mrs. Brooks and Flying Officer Allen Brooks. So, it looks as though the Brooks’ are all commissioned. Ross said that
he didn’t recognize Colonel Brooks and I must admit that he’s a changed man. He’s gained a tremendous amount
of weight and looks grand. The army life is the right life for him and he admits it too. He also mentioned how glad
he was to be over here and he told us how long he was remaining, so I imagine in just a short time after you receive
this letter, he will give you a call and tell you all about us. He said he would call you up when he arrived back. To
me, it’s a far cry from the days of 1933 and 1934 when I knew him. What a transformation. He seems to be right in
the junk and when I think of our own Colonel and then Brooks --- well, there is no comparison, this fellow has
changed for the better.

This afternoon, I took some snaps of Ross and Harold so when I have them developed, I’ll shoot them on to
you. Oh, yes, Colonel Brooks doesn’t think much of those young fellows who are draft dodging, he’d like to have
them all under him for a while. He mentioned a few boys right from Hampstead too. I thing that he was tickled
pink to know that Ross and I are on Active Service. Ross said that he would probably write you a letter tonight, so
watch for it, its coming. Next week, Ross goes on leave so I asked him where he was going and he mentioned
Bolton, its somewhere up in the midlands. I told him to try and see Mrs. Waldie or Mrs. Rixham, but I don’t know
whether he will or not.

Ross is still “B” Squadron’s Dispatch Rider and even this old chicken is floating around on a brand new
1943 steed, ay yes, we Hussars get around!

I wrote Les, Mrs. Carson, Mrs. Lyons (who sent us some beautiful Irish linen handkerchiefs with
monograms – 1 dozen each), Mrs. Brown (of Standard Brands), and another chap who is still with them. You can
see that I am up to date with all my mail which isn’t bad. I am on my last bit of paper and completely out of
envelopes, so, well, you work it out. That’s all this time, more later. Love to all, Alan.

*******
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60. I WAS OUT ON THE MOTORCYCLE – JUNE 1943

June 20, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Say I heard that you people were having cool weather. Had an airgraph from “B” the same day as yours
arrived so I am up to date on the news. Sorry to hear about “Mansie” though. Also, during the week I had your
parcel – the one with the socks, marshmallows, beans, corn and the “Star”. In the paper, I found a couple of
interesting articles. Another of my school pals has received his commission. Glad to hear that the garden looked so
nice. About time too. Oh well, I sure am looking forward to seeing it again. Better have the lawn clipped when we
get back. I was certainly surprised to know that you people had heard about that 23rd of May celebration we had,
so soon. Dave Munn returned to us just a little over a week ago. He is extremely well and glad to be back with the
boys. The rest of the fellows that were hurt are getting along fine too. There are only a few in hospital now. I
would like to see that paper of June 5th. We might be able to use it in our war diary, so please send it over. I
received more smokes from Mrs. W.F. Canavan last week, Ross did too. Many thanks for them. Mrs. Waldie sent
another cake to us last week too so we are really going to town down here. Ross went on leave Thursday for seven
days. I think I told you that he was going up to Bolton with a few of his pals. I told him to try and get up to either
Mrs. Rixham’s or Mrs. Waldie’s for a day or so, anyway. Whether he will be able to or not remains to be seen. I will
let you know later. Pleased to hear that some Sweet Caps are on the way from Frank. I’ll remind Ross to write him
a note when he gets backs. I imaging that Les is enjoying himself. That’s not good news about Bill Balcer, and it
looks as though Warwick J. is in bad shape. The best news of all is about that big job of yours. That is music to my
ears, keep up the good work. How is Stan these days? That was nice of Bert to ask for us. I guess he’s busy looking
after all those men. Last Tuesday, I was out for a ride on my new steed. I only went 133 miles but I was stiff the
next day. On Monday, I start to learn a little about the German language so that should keep me busy for a little
while. Received a nice airmail from the Lady Eleanor last Tuesday, took 7 days to get over and that’s the second
time she has mailed me an airmail and it hasn’t been postmarked. I am beginning to think she is in cahoots with
the Postal authorities. We had a church parade this morning (open air service) Nice short one too. Well that’s all
for now folks, more later, All my love, Alan.

*******
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61. THANKS FOR THE LETTER, BERITH – JUNE 1943

June 20, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Berith

Another wonderful day and I have a few letters to answer. Received you airgraph on June 17th, which was
Thursday. It took 11 days to get over which isn’t too bad. Hard to believe that Vera and Jim have been married
seven years. It just seems like yesterday, doesn’t it? You folks that are doing farming this year should be just about
gathering in your first crop. It would be a good idea to hold a weeding party some day and bring in all the guests
and then let them put on old clothes and step out to the nearest garden to yank a few weeds for a while. Berith,
you must pardon the type on this machine, it likes to travel all over the page and quite often it will jam a word into
two letters. So, kindly forget about any slips on my part. I am sorry that we were not able to see Mary Nichol, but
you know how our time goes fast. We would like to spend a whole week just meeting these different people, but
time doesn’t permit us to. By the way, Ross left on Thursday afternoon for seven days leave. I know that he went
with a few of his friends to Bolton which is up in the Midlands. I can’t say whether he will have a chance to get up
to see Mrs. Rixham or Mrs. Waldie, but I told him to try and do so. Last Sunday afternoon, Ross and I were called
over to the Officers mess to meet Lt. Col. Brooks of Hampstead. We had a wonderful chat and then later in the
afternoon, I managed to take some snaps of Ross and Harold Hendery so when I have a chance to get into a town, I
will get them developed and send them on. I was greatly surprised to hear about the club at church. I only hope
that it can keep up the fine work. Very sorry to hear about “Mansie.” How is she now? I hope that it isn’t
bothering her too much and that she is well on the road to recovery. You know “B”, she should stick to milk instead
of those hard drinks. You’ll have to watch her more carefully in the future. So, old Vincent Lopez was at the
Forum, eh? How did the people take him? Surprising to learn that he is at the Taft Hotel, where have I heard that
name before? How are you keeping these days? Have you been able to get over to 53 Thurlow yet? I hope you
will be able to. Why that is an ideal place to spend your summer. Yes “B” the news has been very encouraging and
we all hope that it can keep up that way. You would be surprised to know what this country has been doing to help
in the war effort. I have never seen so many types of planes in all my life. It is grand to hear them drone overhead
at night and know that they are not just out for the air. I just finished reading the book of the Month’s selection
called “Guadalcanal Diary” written by Richard Tregaskis. This chap is no dwarf. He is 26 years old, stands six foot
seven and wears size 14 shoes. The book is very good, but not for parlour reading. That’s all for now, Love to all,
Alan

P.S. Thanks for the candy bar – very good!

*******
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62. I AM TAKING GERMAN LESSONS – JULY 1943

July 5, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Well people its about time I dropped you a line so here goes; I have been busy for the past two weeks and
although my incoming mail has been perfect, my out-going kind of looks thin! Once again, I’m using England’s best
bond as you can see but even this is running short. No doubt you would like to know what has been keeping us
busy, so I’ll try to explain: German lessons and lectures at night had my week sowed up! I was away for the day on
Saturday a week ago and on Sunday Rand and I spent a lovely afternoon visiting one of his friends at their home, a
beautiful spot. I intend to take my camera with me next time. This past week, I spent on a scheme and it was my
debut as and “Intelligence (I)” man. I am afraid that I’ll have to be very brief as I only see two more pages left.
Note to Connie: Imagine putting Ross’s address on my letter! Received cigarettes and parcel containing penknives,
combs and film with raisins, can of fruit, etc. Many, many thanks for these. Miss Carson is a fine friend. Last week,
I received cigarettes and a parcel from her. I answered her tonight. Ross and I cabled Dot and Les Manson flowers
for July 2nd last week. Size of necks: Ross is 14 ½ and Al is 15, but you had better make them both 15. Next leave
for Al will be end of July and for Ross will be end of October. I hope that Mansie and “B” are feeling better after
their rest in Hampstead. I’ll be writing a note to Jack Ramsden as soon as I have more time – his Chesterfield
cigarettes were swell. Due to conditions beyond my control, I’ll have to polish this very short note off but I will
write to you in length around the end of next week. How are chances of having my address changed on the
Reader’s Digest? I m enclosing the present address which they are using. Well I received the following letters last
week: J.O. McKee, Val Dalton, Betty Phillips (Rand’s sister), “B”, LJ’B’, you people, Mrs. Fullerton, Stanley Church,
Mabel Holland, Barbara Grindley, Margaret Saunders, etc. That’s enough for now. Shoot me if you wish – I’m
doing fine!

As I said before, I’ll be writing to you later this week. All my love, Alan.

*******
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63. AT LAST I AM BEING FRAMED – JULY 1943

July 15, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

At long last, here I am again, but this letter will in all probabilities be a short one too. The reason of course
being the lack of local news, but I will endeavor to make it somewhat interesting. One year ago, yesterday I drove
“C” Squadron’s station wagon to London and the reason for remembering the day is because July 14 is “Bastille
Day.”

Last week, I was out on another scheme so that took care of me. This week has started off quite normally
so you can see that I haven’t much to report. I am enclosing a few negatives and they have been chosen out of a
stack. There is one of Ross and I but we are keeping the negative here but will sent it on later. This one is a real
beauty. As you will notice the light has entered the film consequently the prints aren’t too clean and you can see
that Harold hasn’t changed very much either. The paper I’m using right now was purchase in a large town last
week. It is just about the best they have. Right now, it should be because it set me back about $1.50. The paper is
completely loose and I guess there are 50 sheets all told in the box. Still, it must do for now. I received a very nice
box from Stanley Church and a nice airmail from Peg Muir (she was up at her summer place). I think that her new
position in Federal Aircraft will do her a great amount of good.

At last, I’ve been framed, eh! So, I join my two brothers in the “Wall of Fame.” Is it true Connie, that
you’re saving one of these horrible photos for my best girl? You’ll probably hang on to that one for a long time.
Don’t have one of Ross & I - well, if we are out together sometime, we’ll have it done, maybe!

Thanks for the tip on the spelling of “Allright.” That one that I have been using quite a lot lately and not
even knowing that I was wrong. All well over here and this country has once again burst into bloom with beautiful
roses. When I was on the last scheme, I took a snap of what this country is famous for so if she turns out, you’ll
have it. Slowly, but surely, I am catching up on my mail. I only have 5 or 6 more to write and I’ll be up to date
again, since the beginning of this month, I have written 12 letters. That includes ordinary letters, airgraphs and
airmail, so I’m not doing too badly. Of course, I told you that I had received your last gift of cigarette and your last
box – the one containing the knives and combs, etc. Yesterday, I took some snaps of the boys in the Intelligence
section and if they turn out you shall receive them for the local album.

Now that the Canadians are in action, it should help to put us back on the map, I suppose that one of these
days, we shall follow suit, but that remains to be seen anyway we are ready for anything and if we see action, we’ll
be right in there punching. I believe this outfit owes Jerry something and if we get the chance, to retaliate, we will
give out.

Hal Hendery has been kept quite busy this week and I saw him last Sunday night. He was the orderly
runner and he was just beginning to do a spot of writing so I left him to it. That I’m afraid is just about all for this
time we all have our eyes glued to the newspaper and radio and the news is quite “all right”. Let’s hope they keep
up the good work. Now good night and I’ll write soon. All my love. Alan.

*******
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64. IF ANYTHING HAPPENS WE WILL BE WELL TAKEN CARE OF – JULY 1943

July 17, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Believe it or not, but its that man again. Ah yes folks, here I am once more through the kind courtesy of
the Canadian Army. Received Will’s airgraph of July 4th about three days ago, so I will now try and put you all in
the picture of things as they are right now. Do you by chance remember my prediction about things this summer?
Well keep your eyes on it as anything is likely to happen and when it does, I want you to know that we will be well
taken care of. This does not mean that we “Eat, drink and be merry for tomorrow, we die”, but it’s a question that
is very hard to answer right now. Only time will tell and how? Now that the Canadians are going to town in Sicily
and are doing a wonderful job, we too must expect to do something and our turn will come. When it comes, we
will be ready for it after all, two years over here with all kinds of training should have given us a pretty good idea of
what kind of a role we will play. News is very scarce these days so I’ll just have to make the best of what I have on
hand. Will’s description of the house was perfect. I can picture the garden just breaking into full bloom and the
front lawn could do with a good outing too, those shutters look very smart and seeing that you have thinned out
the shrubs a little makes the place look ideal. By the way it was this guy that singed the barbary and not Ross, but I
shall pass your notice along to him for future reference. I hope that the Man-Kee’s3 are all very well and that the
new team of Manson’s are making a good go of it.

Today is swell, beautiful, warm sun and a light breeze. It’s a funny thing about this country, but one gets
quite attached to it after a couple of years and right now its very beautiful. Personally, I’ll still take Canada. I have
read recently that we may have to play. I don’t think you should worry because the beginning of the end has
already started and once the ball is rolling, there will be no stopping until that final goal has been attained and that
of course which we all know is Victory.

We have heard about different R.A.F. lads who have done their training in Canada and when they have
arrived back here, they have given their own personal opinions about Canada. Some of these opinions are quite
funny, but on the whole, I think they got a good impression of Canada and that’s the main thing.

Now that we can apply for O.C.T.U., some of the lads have already done so these include Bob Ellis (I
suppose you have heard he was married last March) and Rand Phillips. As far as I know Harold has not applied. I
haven’t either, but I have my own ideas about that. I figure that I can learn more about this outfit right where I am
and if we should see action I think that we all stand a good chance of being made on the field therefore I haven’t
ventured forth yet. I am pleased to learn that Les is enjoying himself in Nova Scotia. I guess he’s had it coming to
him for some time, hope he can keep it up. Ross is very well, and I have told him about writing, but he hasn’t done
much about it. Anyway, he is fine and I think you will notice quite a change in him. Anyway, he ranks high with me.
I should be going on leave around the end of the month and this time I may go with Rand, Dave Munn and Harold,
if he can get his leave at the same time. We should have a lot of fun. So far, we haven’t any plans but then that is
usually the way, is it not? Last week, I came back from another short scheme and while I was away, R and his
father dropped in. Unfortunately, as I was out, I didn’t see him but Rand said that he was fine and well. Thanks
very much for the little loose-leaf pad and for those dates. I will certainly find a use for it and now I am left with no
excuses but I will just have to remember those big occasions.

I wish that I could tell you all that I know right now but of course that is impossible but one of these days
this was will be over and then I will be able to unfold those little secrets but until that time, “Mum” is the word!

A couple of nights ago we had a very good picture in camp. I know that you have already seen it and
enjoyed it. I enjoyed it too. The picture was “Random Harvest” with Greer Garson and Ronald Colman. This

3 Man-Kee seems to be a play on words for Vera Manson (Alan’s Aunt) and Jim McKee
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Garson woman is excellent in that type of role and even I could go for her, although I don’t like the colour of her
hair.

This outfit has three good members of the old school tie, by that I don’t mean L.C.C., I mean Standard
Brands Ltd., they are in order of seniority: Squadron Sergeant-Major (SSM) Yule, Sergeant Lawrence and Trooper
Canavan. I knew about SSM Yule, but wasn’t quite sure about Sergeant Lawrence. The other night while watching
the show, I happened to sit beside him and we were chatting about different things and I asked him where he
worked in civilian life and he said something about Standard Brands in Ville LaSalle, etc. What a surprised look on
his face when I told him that I only worked in the Head Office. Such a life or what. This fellow Lawrence is a good
man to stick with seeing that he works in conjunction with the Paymaster so he will always remain in my good
books.

Now that takes care of the local news for this week and until next time, Adios. Once again, my thanks for
your swell gifts and I will try to write to you in a few days. All my love and kindest regards to all. Alan.

*******
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65. IT IS VERY WET HERE – JULY 1943

July 17, 1943 - Airgraph

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Received letters from Connie and Les, so I am still doing all right. So far tonight, I have written to Les and
Jack Ramsden and this will complete tonight’s issue from the high command. It certainly sounds odd when you say
that at last you have me framed. Talking about pictures reminds me that Harold had three pictures taken at the
same time as I but he hasn’t sent his home yet, would you like me to get after him? A week or so ago I dropped in
to see him in his orderly room where he was night runner and at the time he was very busy totaling (or is it
totalling?) anyhow he was adding up the interest from his estates and after careful thought, I said that it would be a
good proposition if I sponsored him when he gets back to Canada. You know that we have a bet on too, don’t you?
If I should get married before I’m 30, then I pay him $50 and if he gets married before I do then he pays me. What
can I lose? I am very pleased with the progress that “Mansie” is making, tell her to keep it up and before long she
will be out on the street throwing a ball to Berith. Ross and I are looking forward to receiving a chunk of Dot and
Les’ wedding cake. Les F.C. was saying that our flowers arrived at the Manson’s just about half an hour before the
actual wedding, so naturally we were please too. Has Willie heard any more from Drummondville? Hope he does
soon. By the way, this wife of Les Manson, I guess that makes her another aunt, or what? Have you any snaps of
the couple?

Outside at present, it is pouring rain. In fact, it has been quite a wet summer so far and as I have a leave
coming up next week, I wonder how the weather will be. Harold and I are going together again and Rand Phillips
might be going at the same time so if the three of us should go at the same time – London look out. I will tell you
more about that later as we haven’t any plans yet. You were quite right when you said “That, at last, the big push is
on.” I am afraid your wish about Ross and I is going to be a little bit out. I can’t say anything as you know but I do
know plenty right now. All we can do is hope for the best, you will know soon enough.

We are all well here, Bob Ellis, Bruce Blandford, Hal, Rand, Ross and I. Have you been speaking with Mrs.
Phillips lately? I managed to go to town on the weekend and I saw a very fine show “The Life and Death of Colonel
Blimp.” If this picture ever comes to Montreal, try and see it. I enjoyed it. Last Saturday night, I heard Bob Hope
on the radio, as you know, he is over here just now and was he ever good. It was the best program I’ve heard over
here yet. He was saying something about England – “Ah England, that’s the place where Churchill visits when he
leaves America.” That’s all for now folks. I will try and keep you up to date on the latest stuff. All my love, Alan.

*******
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66. THANK YOU FOR HOSTING US DURING OUT LEAVE – AUGUST 1943

August 8, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Mrs. Waldie,

Just a short note to let you know that I arrived back safely and soundly. After a very tiring trip, I landed in
camp last night around 11’oclock. To go back a bit though, I arrived in Darlington and there was a terrific line-up to
catch the London train. I managed to crawl on and ended up in a luggage car so you can see what I had to put up
with. We arrived in London about 7:30 and then after a mad dash, finally caught the 9:18 train and thus arriving
back here quite played out.

Harold Hendery dropped in to see me this afternoon and of course asked questions and quite naturally, I
answered them although most of the answers were “white lies.” I fed him that old line about spending Friday
evening with Mrs. Gregoire and about taking a few snaps of her, so he fell for it all, hook, line and sinker.

I am enclosing those snaps and the ones marked on the back with an “X”, you can keep.

There were a few things I had to attend to today. Therefore, I was unable to tackle this earlier. Ross is
away on schemes just now and Harold is following suit shortly.

Every one at home is well and I have no further news to offer.

I have several letters to answer so I should be busy for quite some time. I hope you enjoy your holidays
and just between you and I, I think we may be back to see you soon. Anyway, forget about the postcard for the
present.

Both Harold and I enjoyed our leave, Mrs. Waldie, and we take the opportunity to thank you for looking
after us so well. And now I will say “Cheerio” for the moment. As ever, Alan.

*******
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67. DURING LEAVE, WE WENT TO BISHOP AUCKLAND – AUGUST 1943

August 9, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

This will take a little time to arrive over there but I think you know how it is. Well, I returned on Saturday
night from a grand leave and once again, I am back in full swing. We are all well over here and trust that you are
too. Both Jack Hunting and Bruce Blandford were asking about you today and Bruce was saying that he received a
lovely letter from you, Connie. Bruce is looking swell and that goes for Jack, too. I have four letters from you and
Will that I haven’t answered yet but I’ll try to, maybe even tonight. I am enclosing a few snaps; some are old while
others were taken on the Sunday that Colonel Brooks was around.

I have so much to say and little time to say it. Many thanks Connie for the cheque. As a matter of fact, I
didn’t need it and at present its quite safe in my wallet. When I arrived back in camp, I intended to look up Ross,
but he was away – where I cannot say be he should be back this week.

Hal and I had a lovely leave, we had to stay in London for four days due to the big August bank holiday and
we are not allowed to travel. Rand was in London too with us so we had a good time. We stayed at the YMCA in
Kershaw Gardens and we had good food. We even had fried chicken one night. So, you can see that we did all
right. I remember one night, we walked down to Earl’s Court tube station and went down Leicester Square and
then we decided to take a stroll along Piccadilly and through Hyde Park and up towards Hammersmith and then
through to Kershaw Gardens. While in London, it was very hot. The papers said that it was 110 degrees Fahrenheit
in the streets and they weren’t kidding. Naturally, when we arrived back at our “Y”, we drank 2 or 3 Pepsi colas and
then went up to bed. E slept well even though it was so hot.

On Monday, Hal and I left Rand and we went over to King’s Cross station and we grabbed the 12:45 train
out and it too was crowded. We managed to snag a seat and away we went. Arrived in Darlington, where we
changed trains and we left around 6:18 and arrived in Bishop Auckland around seven or so. We walked over to
Mrs. Waldie’s and she was out so we went next door, etc. & etc. I know that Mrs. Waldie will be writing so why
should I have to give out. She will give you all the details, as only a woman can. We enjoyed ourselves and on
Thursday morning, Hal had to return to camp so we saw him off at the station. Mrs. Waldie and I missed old fat
stuff but I have since seen him.

Thank “B” for her lovely letters. Yet, I haven’t got around to her. I managed to see a couple of good shows
in London; one you must see “The More the Merrier” with Jean Arthur, Joel McCrea and Charles Coburn, “Five
Graves to Cairo” was good too. “Du Barry was a Lady” had some preppy music and good jokes with Red Skelton
and Lucille Ball.

When I left Bishop Auckland, I had to travel to London in a baggage car and the scenery was simply deluxe!
Oh, well, this country is at war too.

I am afraid I can’t answer your letters to-night but I will as soon as I have more time. Some of the enclosed
snaps have stories to them, but I am unable to tell you about them just now. I received those swell snaps that you
and “B” sent and I think they were grand. In fact, I mailed them up to Mrs. Waldie so that she could have a look
too. The next time you write Harold, ask him about the Colonel’s wife. Mrs. Waldie knows all about her. That’s all
this time, more later. All my love, Alan.

*******
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68. ROSS IS BACK FROM HIS COURSE – AUGUST 1943

August 14, 1943 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

This letter should reach you a little bit quicker than the letter I mailed to you last Sunday night. When you
receive the other letter, you will notice that I haven’t given you a lot of details because Mrs. Waldie will be writing
to you shortly and she will tell all, therefore I have told you what Hal and I did while we were in London.

Ross has returned from his course, but don’t ask any questions please. Everyone is well over here and we
trust that you are in perfect health too.

I certainly have a heap of mail to answer and I am afraid that I must do what is known as “cramming.”

I thanked you for that cheque in the other letter so I wont say any more about that. Let us go back to
Conn’s letter of June 26. I received those wonderful snaps and many thanks for them too. I think that you all look
younger every year (that should be good for another cheque one of these days!) At present moment, the snaps are
up at Mrs. Waldie’s. I mailed them up to her as soon as I got back from leave and she will send them back to me
later. I have given her a couple to keep in the meantime.

I happened to be looking at that snap of Les taken when he was at home on leave (the one with the
crooked lampshade). I chuckle at the thought. Glad to hear that it has been straightened.

We received your last box containing soap, paper, gum, etc. The paper has come in very handy and of
course the other things as well. Many thanks indeed.

I am afraid Ross will not he able to get into a spot like I’m in, after all I’m the youngest in this section and
even I must toe the mark or else I’d be back where I started from.

Frank Waldie’s address so far is an English one so its no use sending it on to you. I am intending to write
him a note and I will ask him if he can send you some sort of an address. I like your new airgraphs, little bit more
room on them, eh! In Willie’s airgraph of July 28th, I didn’t quite get the meaning of one of your super catch
phrases (Better stick to English, Pop, it sounds better) re Army Mail N’B’ About sending your letters, etc. to you for
censoring, etc., kindly explain just what you meant, please, because I didn’t quite get the drift about all that. That’s
a good news about the “V” garden, hope it keeps up. Re, the Hit Parade, I think “Coming in on a Wing and a
Prayer” will become #1. I have heard this song a few times already and its not too bad. I also like “In the Blue of
the Evening.” Glad to hear that you are busy for a change. Les should be at home in September, so why not mix
that red paint now and have it all ready for the “Big Train?”

Last Wednesday, we were listening in to the news at one o’clock and after the news, the BBC payed some
recordings from Canada, you know the type “Greetings from home and all that,” Anyway they had a few R.A.F. lads
on who were training in Canada and they broadcast to their folks on this side, well I’ll be darned if they didn’t talk
like Canadians. They were usually saying “swell”, etc. Sounded fun to us.

By the way, do you hear the European news at all? Last night as well as every night they give out the news
in English and then they usually have the “man in the street” give a short summary. Last night, he was excellent.
The European news comes on at 10:45p.m. at night and about 10:00 a.m. I see that the Italians have declared
Rome an open city, that’s a good one!

No doubt you people read in the papers all about the big air-raids on Milan and Turin. They say that that
was the largest force of bombers that every went out from this country on a sweep. They weren’t kidding when
they said that because I saw them go out that night and let me tell you something, that was the sweetest bit of
music these old ears of mine have heard in a long time. What a sight and what a night but this is only the
beginning. What it will be like in a short time, I can’t say, but I’m glad that I belong to the United Nations.
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Oh, yes, this afternoon, I was out in one of our flying motorcycles and I met a pal of mine that I haven’t
seen for six years- his name is George Stanbury. Full Lieutenant, by golly, too. He’s with an armoured division, he
was all dressed out in fatigue clothes and we had a real old chat. He was in my class at L.C.C. and I guess he must
be all of 22. Yes, indeed, he was glad I dropped in on him. It looked funny to be talking to him and having a great
big tank as a background – such is life.

Les has been very good in writing us lately, since I arrived back, I have received about four letters from
him, so it looks as though I am going to be busy for the next few days.

Received another 300 smokes from Miss Carson last week so I am still doing all right.

That is all I have this time folks. I hope I have answered all your questions, and if I haven’t, well, just give
me a shout and I’ll come a running. Ross received the note that Dot Manson wrote to us. We both wore big grins
when we read it too, seems funny to have a new aunt. So long for now. Love to all with all my love. Alan.

*******
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69. LETTER FROM MRS. WALDIE AFTER ALAN’S VISIT– AUGUST 1943

August 12, 1943

15 Elm Terrace, Bishop Auckland, England

My dear Mrs. Canavan

I promised Alan that I’d write you a long letter and tell you all about their leave. He certainly seemed
pleased to know you’d have so many details. After all, that’s just what you most need. It was such hard luck that
the troops were not allowed to travel during the August Bank Holiday weekend. You can quite understand how
restricted rail travel is these days. They left camp on Thursday evening, got to London and enjoyed their stay at the
Canadian YMCA. The food was good, but the weather was very warm. They were glad to see some movies. By
noon, they managed to get a permit to travel north and arrived here around 7 p.m. Alan had said he hoped to
leave Monday night and be here Tuesday a.m. I planned to meet the 6:10 a.m. train and give them a nice surprise,
but they did the surprising. I’d had a friend from the country join us for the weekend and she brought some newly-
laid eggs and homemade jam, which they did enjoy. They had eaten breakfast about 9 a.m. and not much else, so
you can imagine just what it meant for them to sit down to a good meal. We chatted until very late – there seemed
to be so much to say. We all felt so sorry that Mrs. Rixham was such a distance away, especially as this was likely to
be their last leave. I’ll enclose Alan’s letter and you’ll gather he fully expects to see us again. Mrs. Rixham will be
delighted.

You must understand, Mrs. Canavan, we ask the boys no questions. Alan has an excellent post and is very
happy in his work. It’s just the type of work for him and I’m sure he must feel he’s privileged to be doing it. He’s
sure to know many secrets, but it would be unkind to suggest he tells any of them. The reference to the postcard
was an understanding between us. I may call you later.

Harold had to leave on Thursday night, but Alan had two days extra coming. We spent a very happy time
with my special friend. Ross & Alan had met Mrs. Lumley before – she’s always helped me generously with food.
She invited another young friend – Miss Gregoire – a perfect blond and Harold teased me by taking great fancy to
her. She is very sweet and helped to give the boys a good time. Alan said he’d tease Hal on his return. We
managed to get a few snaps. As soon as I’m able to have them printed, I’ll post them to you. Shortage of paper is a
problem. In many ways, the boys had a quiet time. All they wanted was the house and the radio. After the first
two days, their appetites were quite normal. I tried as far as possible to give them homely meals and certainly they
did appreciate the little I was able to prepare for them. They were so easy to please. It was a real pleasure to see
how they enjoyed everything. Perhaps the homely atmosphere meant much and the fact they could do just as they
wished, was a grand privilege. The first thing Alan bought downtown was a lovely summer shirt. I ironed it for him.
He wore it with a lovely tie which a friend had sent from Montreal. When I turned around, here was Alan, standing
wearing just his pants. I thought how lovely that was, him acting as though this was his home. I felt he couldn’t
have paid me a greater compliment. Before they left, I washed them each a shirt, but they had nothing else that
needed washing. Alan took Harold off right away to “his” tailors to have his pants stitched and his tunic collar
corrected. These little details made such a difference. Wednesday was the 4th anniversary of Mrs. Hendery’s
death, and Hal spoke of it quite a lot to me. He’s much more reserved than Alan, but I felt so pleased that he did
speak. And the feeling, that his nature has been starved. It’s easy to tell that Alan has had affection showered on
him. You would find my son Frank like that. Well, Alan said he was tired and went to bed about 11 p.m., while Hal
and I sat up until after 1 a.m. I posted Hal’s photographs to his auntie and wonder if you have received yours. They
were certainly good – very like him. I hope Alan’s is just as good. Mrs. Rixham wishes to borrow one to see if her
friend can make copies. I only wish you could see Alan! He’s fine – such splendid colours, and so very firm. He
must be a grand weight now. The climate in the south has suited him – that chest weakness has never hobbled
him. Hal, of course is bulkier, but Alan’s physique is perfect. He looks more English-like than Ross, who will always
appear colonial. The snaps he refers to were the last ones he sent, and the four others he brought with him. I was
delighted to see them – they were all so nice. I’m to keep one of you & Mr. Canavan, one of Miss Manson and one
of Auntie Vera. I’m so glad to see one of Mrs. Manson. The boys spoke so much of you all. Perhaps that’s one bit
of their leave they do enjoy – recalling bye-gone days and telling me about their kin-folk, as we say.
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My son Frank, who is in the USA, has been very disappointed at not being allowed to travel so far away
from camp. We hope he'll be able to do so on his return. Alan says he’ll give him one or two girl’s addresses, so he
can look them up – but I assured him, he would be far happier with you and Mr. Canavan, Mrs. and Miss Manson.
He’d just love being with you and regarding your home as his own. I’m sure you’ll like the little snaps – they are
splendid. Mr. Leber took them. Frank was able to have a leave with them and Mrs. Leber was so very delighted
and has been most kind to him. Her brother has just arrived in England – I hope he will be able to visit me and give
me a chance to repay some of the kindness shown to Frank.

I had a chat with our minister this evening. He asked most kindly after Alan and said how much he enjoyed
meeting him and thought I was indeed fortunate to have such fine lads to visit me. Had Frank’s cable yesterday
and my letters are arriving regularly now. I did so much appreciate your willingness to let Alan have some cash,
Mrs. Canavan. I’m sure you quite understood my anxiety in case he should be short. I feared that may prevent him
coming to see me. After all, I don’t seem to have told you much. The boys seemed to be happy and I know you’ll
be pleased to hear that. I did the best I could and perhaps mine was the greatest pleasure. It was just as if I were
preparing for Frank coming home. My sincerest, Mrs. Waldie.

*******
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70. MY DENTIST PULLED A TOOTH AND NEWS FROM ITALY IS GOOD – SEPTEMBER 1943

September 3, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

This is what happens when you run out of airmail forms and airgraphs at the same time. Anyway, I know
that thus letter will take a little time to reach you. On scanning my little black book, I see that I haven’t written to
you for some time. The last time was August 14th. The only reason, I can give for the delay was due to the general
conditions around this camp. This camp, I think, is on a par with Les’s Queensport. After our incident in May, I
guess they though that we had had enough, so here we are!

I received Willie’s letter or airgraph of August 22nd yesterday and Connie’s last week. Unfortunately, I
can’t say what date it was sent as she forgot to date it. Another thing, Mrs. Canavan, since when did I have the
initials “A.M.”? I’ll enclose this one for the books! So, old Milt Fry has joined the suckers list, eh? I don’t know the
girl. Did you mean “Jackie Whitmore” the red head on Thurlow or was this another one?

I have been busy this week working on a few sand tables so I’ve certainly been out of mischief. Ross is
very well and on Wednesday night, he and a couple of others join me in a show so we had a good time. About two
weeks ago, I played 12 holes of golf with only two balls but had to quit at the twelfth hole (of course we had clubs
too!). Ask Les to tell you about it as I wrote to him right after I played.

On Tuesday, I was called to have my teeth checked over so I went and had them looked at. The dentist
told me to come back on Wednesday and he would look at them again. On Wednesday, I went to my appointment
at 2:30 p.m. I had to wait until 3:10 before he would see me, and then at last I staggered in. He looked at one bad
one and after drilling for twenty minutes, he decided that it should come out and out it came. “Toothless Al,” they
call me. Seriously, this tooth was on the left-hand side, top, second to last and after it had been pulled, the dentist
showed me a beautiful little abscess just forming on the root, so it was better out than in. This dentist tried to save
this tooth but just couldn’t, it was one that the late Dr. Berwick filled and at that time, he said that it would last for
only a couple of years, that my friends was nine years ago, so I had my money’s worth!

I received an airgraph from Berith same day as Connie’s, also no date on it. I also received 300 Sweet Caps
and a swell box from Connie. They both came in handy - many thanks for them. Who is this chap “Whitey” in
Fred’s letter of August 23rd, did you mean “Peewee” White, or is this some other duffer? I think you can give him
enough information about us, after all, what could I tell him? That must have been quite a show at the Armoury –
good stuff.

I only wrote 22 letters during the month of August, but consider that pretty good. Of course, some were
airgraphs, but still they count too. Here is a side note I picked up from one of my spies. This person was talking to
Peg Muir around August 19th and from what this letter says, it seems that she has fallen for a Naval Sub-lieutenant.
This chap was in my class at Westmount and he’s a darn nice guy. Evidently she plans to get married next May, but
when Hal Hendery heard this he turned to me and said “I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if this one doesn’t come off.”
Oh well, we must have something to talk about. I know about eight or nine girls who are now either engaged or
married, three or four of whom have little sprouts kicking around their houses already. Personally, I think that I
would make a perfect old bachelor. Had an airgraph from Les this week, and a very nice letter from Mrs. Waldie
too so I’ll be busy for a couple of days.

Now, we start the fifth year of war and the United Nations started it with a real zip – with all the air raids
which are growing larger and larger each month. Today the British and Canadian forces landed in Italy proper, and
as the Commander in Chief of the Canadian Army, Andy McNaughton said, “The Canadian Army will be in there
fighting,” and now that the Quebec conference is finished, I think that our days, weeks, and months are already
numbered. It will only be a matter of time. The Russians are doing a wonderful job. All in all, 1944 will be a big
year for all of us. That’s all for now folks, more later and thanks once again for the gifts. All my love, Alan.
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71. LETTER TO MRS. WALDIE AFTER ALAN’S VISIT – SEPTEMBER 1943

September 5, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Mrs. Waldie,

Received your lovely letter on Friday, so I’ll try to give you the local news. I have had two or three letters
from home since I returned from leave. Everyone is well and busy. Mother told me that Berith’s airgraph (the one
we sent) arrived safely, so I imagine that you will be getting an answer very shortly. I was very pleased to hear
about your holiday and I certainly hope you enjoyed yourself.

I told Hal Hendery about the blonde and he wants to know who she is. Our next leave should be in the
beginning of November. Would that be too late? Remember, Mrs. Waldie, Harold is the only one interested in the
blonde and not the Captain! Thanks very much for booking in advance at the Lumly’s. I am certainly looking
forward to it. I am glad you enjoyed the snaps and thank-you for returning them, they are very good. I am very
pleased to have them. Have you seen any of the ones we took? I wonder how many will turn out? I am so glad
you received an enlargement of Frank. I haven’t written to him because I didn’t know whether I could send it via
airmail or not. If you could let me know, I would gladly sit down and send him a fast one.

Life around camp is still quite the same. I was quite busy last week building a sand table so I was certainly
out of mischief. Ross is very well and at present, he is out somewhere. I can’t say where or what he is doing,
naturally.

Has Mrs. Rixham dropped in yet? I hope she has enjoyed her holidays and maybe next time all of us will be
together. As for your wish about us staying on this battlefront, I personally think that it is just a matter of time
before we set out, and the sooner we get into it, the sooner this whole thing will be over. Now that our troops
have landed in Italy, and the Russians are still pushing the Germans back, something from this side is expected. The
day has probably been fixed for quite some time and its not so far off either. I would like to know everything about
these talks they had in Quebec. One thing is certain; they weren’t talking about next year’s potato crop. Oh, well,
time will tell and how! The war news has been wonderful though, hasn’t it?

Mrs. Waldie, our air forces have been very busy over Germany and France, etc. That is real music to my
ears when I hear those boys going out at night. A few more raids on Berlin and the Germans will have a different
outlook on the war.

I think that’s about all I have this time, but I’m ticking the days off until our next leave and it won’t be long
now. Thanks once again, Mrs. Waldie. As ever, Alan.

*******
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72. BACKGROUND – MOVE TO CAMP NINE YEWS, SALISBURY – SEPTEMBER 1943

Extract from an article, written by Alan Stanley Canavan, entitled ¨Camping in World War 2¨ which appeared in the
April 2007 edition of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association newsletter, the Trumpeter.

On 15 September, 1943, the unit was formed up and moved to Camp Nine Yews, which was much cleaner
than the other camps that the unit had occupied. The camp, which was not far from Salisbury, had formerly been
used by US troops.

Alan and Ross Canavan on their motorcycles

*******
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73. I RECEIVED A JOB OFFER FROM CANADA AND A GOOD CONDUCT STRIPE – SEPTEMBER 1943

September 21, 1943 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Just a few lines to let you know that I am still alive and kicking. Lately, I have been busy and as far as letter
writing has been concerned, it has slipped rather badly as you probably already know. I have before me now about
15 letters which I must answer. I will probably be kept busy for the next few days or should I say weeks? At
present, our own office typewriter is on the blink and tonight one of the lads in the orderly room has been kind
enough to let me use his machine, so here I am. Kindly explain to Berith that under these conditions it is hard to
keep up the old system but I am getting around to writing the odd letter here and there. Ross and I both received
your parcels yesterday and your cigarettes which arrived today. Many thanks for these gifts and they will come in
handy. I suppose that Les has been and gone by the time you receive this but if he should be still around, you can
tell him that I will be writing to him shortly. He sent me a letter, in fact two, but I haven’t got around to answering
them yet. Ross and I also received a very nice letter from Dorothy and Les and a lovely box, so it looks as though
we are doing all right.

I saw your last airgraph to Mrs. Waldie the other day. She mailed it down to me so I am well up on the
news too. One of the nicest letters that I have received for a long time was from Mr. Kerr of Standard Brands. Here
is the most interesting part:

“I was thinking the other day that I am going to need an assistant. I need one now, but with all the
trouble over personnel, I’ll be lucky if I can get one. When the war is over, I thought you would make a
good one. I’d just love to have you jump through the hoop. Maybe it can be arranged, who can tell? If
the idea appeals to you, keep it in mind and l will consider it when you come back,”

What do you think of that? I thought that is was very nice of him to think of me and it took me about 11 pages to
answer him. I think I would like to work for him, it would be a sweet set-up.

By the way, Ross is going on leave tomorrow and I think he’s going to London with a few of his pals, he will
tell you all about that later. He is very well and quite happy. I am lending him my camera for his leave, so we
should see some fine stuff, maybe. Your last airgraph arrived here on the 9th and now I will try to answer it. We
have a big clipping on the door of our mess hall about the Hussars carnival. So, it turned out to be quite a success,
good stuff chums. One of these days you should receive a couple of snaps from my last leave. They were taken in
Bishop Auckland and they didn’t turn out too well, but I will fix that up next time.

Had a nice letter from Fred’s (Will’s) sister Hilda. She and I are just like that. I have received cigarettes
from her so that is why I have the letter. I must answer her too.

Berith has done very well and I have several letters of hers that I must answer. How I’ll do it, I don’t know.
By the way Willie, you wouldn’t have a couple of pairs of scissors kicking around in that old box in the basement?
We had one pair in the office, until one of the lads decided to use them as a screwdriver. Naturally, we haven’t any
more scissors. I think there are a few pairs still left in your box. One around six inches long would do the trick
nicely, just put it on the bill. That shirt which you so kindly sent was a Darb but at present time it is rather cool to
be wearing it so I’ll put it away until a warmer day. This happens to be the first day of Fall and it arrived with a
bang, rainy and cool. Connie, I hope that you had a nice birthday and maybe this time next year, we can celebrate
it by having us all at home, let’s hope so.

Things are going along smoothly these days and yesterday I was reading part 2 orders and I see that I have
been awarded my good conduct stripe. WOW, what a laugh!

Ross hasn’t got his yet as he had one crime against his record. You will remember the time he banged up
the station wagon, and that, my friend, cost him $10.00 in good old Canadian money. He should get his in a few
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more months though. He was telling me that next month will mark his third year in the Army, and that isn’t bad.
He has turned out to be a darn nice chap and I am sure that you will agree with me the next time you see him.
Sometimes, I go over to his hut in search of him and at times, he is not in. I sit down, and the lads tell me all about
him. Those fellows are a swell bunch and they like Ross a lot, so that should answer any questions about him. My
time is up folks but I will be writing again shortly. I hope this finds you all well and happy. Regards to one and all.
As ever, with all my love, Alan.

*******
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74. THIS COUNTRY IS VERY BEAUTIFUL NOW – OCTOBER 1943

October 13, 1943 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

I guess its about time I wrote and told you all the latest. My correspondence is way behind as you
probably know by now but I have my reasons for that. Lately, I have been doing the office work around here, so
you can see that I have been kept busy. Everyone is well, and we trust that you are the same. Your lovely box
arrived on Monday and the contents were certainly appreciated. Do thank Frank McLean for the lovely picture of
his “late” dog and thank Allison Strachan for her kind gesture. If I had the time, I would drop her a line but
unfortunately, I just can’t find the time. Fred’s swell airgraph arrived here on Monday, so now I will answer your
last letters and then, shall we say, on with the latest bit of news?

Connie, you don’t have to worry about Ross when he goes to London. As a rule, he goes with a couple of
pals and they are older than he is and one of them has a younger brother over here and his people tell him the
same things. All in all, there is nothing to be worried about. I still have an eye on him.

Both Ross and I were pleased to hear about your receiving those birthday flowers. They were sent from
that town where we used to go skating. The chap always sends his flowers via Wm. C. Hall’s. Come to think of it, I
was talking to Len Hamm just a couple of weeks ago. As you know, he is in the Paratroops, and he sure looks fine.

Ross and I were also pleased to hear that Les had a good time on his leave. That reminds me that I’ll be
going on mine very shortly. As a matter of fact, it was only yesterday when I travelled up to see Harold Hendery
and find out when he was getting his leave. It looks as though we will go together starting on October 28th or 29th.
We will go to Bishop Auckland again. The reason for that is that Mrs. Rixham teaches school all day and Mrs.
Waldie doesn’t. I had a lovely letter from Mrs. Rixham and I intend to get a couple of snapshots as well so you will
be seeing those later. If we go to Mrs. Rixham’s, we should have just as good a time as we would at Bishop
Auckland. Of course, neither of us want to get mixed up in any diplomatic affair or create any hard feelings. But I
think we will have a good time, more about that later.

Today, I was in Dr. Fosberry’s town, but I didn’t have time to look him up. I think I told you or Berith that
Hal and I had met Dr. and Mrs. Fosberry in camp a couple of weeks ago. They invited us down to their place for a
dish of tea, and one of these days, we will toddle off down there.

Have you spoken to “Peewee” White yet? You could tell him that we saw the “old “Boss.”

About those females, Willie you old “wolf”, what kind of a story is that “One greeted me the other night
very sweetly on the bus, haven’t got the faintest idea whom.”

What year are you going to cash in on the $25.00? Sounds good. Who is the girl?

I notice that Berith has her eyes open for talent. Ah, yes, my spies are busy these days. It’s a good thing
too, now that girls are practically doing everything these days, it will only be a matter of time before they will be
asking the boys to marry them. What a day that will be! On looking over that “Star” of September 3rd, I found it
quite interesting. Seems funny that the authorities have made Bill Balcer a P.O. and yet they haven’t had word
from him for some time – mighty queer, that.

Did Les fly back to Nova Scotia or did he take the train? I see that I still have seven more letters to write
before I’m up to date. It’s a tough life, eh! Last Sunday, I managed to take a couple of snaps, but I couldn’t find
Ross around, so I didn’t get any of him, but I will as soon as it clears up.

The war news looks bright these days, eh? So, the Italians are now on OUR side. What will they do with all
the prisoners that they have in this country?

This country looks beautiful now. I wonder if Willie remembers how the farmers made their haystacks?
Yes, they go to a lot of trouble when they build their haystacks. We have a wonderful view of some hills right
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outside our hut and it is a picture to see all the different fields ploughed up ready for next years’ crop. Another
scene I will long remember is the mist that just seems to come down and envelope the whole countryside. Of
course, it’s a bad time to do any travelling but still its quite a thing to see. I still haven’t a great deal to say, but I
have tried to bring you up to date. So, how am I doing? That’s all for now. More Later. Love to all.

Out on scheme in 1943 – in the Downs

*******
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75. BACKGROUND – MOVE TO WOLDINGHAM AND THE SOUTH DOWNS – OCTOBER 1943

Extract from an article, written by Alan Stanley Canavan, entitled ¨Camping in World War 2¨ which appeared in the
April 2007 edition of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association newsletter, the Trumpeter.

On 20 October 1943, the unit drove in convoy to Woldingham, where it was billeted in empty houses.
Woldingham was not too far from Croydon and London. There was an Royal Air Force station close by so the nights
were not exactly very quiet. Shortly after arriving, the unit moved back towards the South Downs to train on the
new flame throwers. Watching the flame-throwers operate was different. They could throw up some pretty black
smoke as well as flames. Most of the soldiers were pleased to be watching and not operating these lethal
machines. The flame throwers were installed in Universal Carriers which made them light and fast.

On 22 November, 1943, the Regiment returned to West Chiltington for a second time. It stayed there until
June 1944.

Alan Canavan with the Intelligence Section’s scout car.

*******
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76. IT RAINED FOR TWELVE DAYS – OCTOBER 1943

October 23, 1943 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

Here is just another short letter to let you know how things are on this side. After at least twelve days of
rain, it has turned out quite nicely this afternoon and once again we are having a look at the sun. At present, it is
just on seven o’clock and outside it is getting foggy and damp. Only last Wednesday, we managed to snag a stove
for our hut so once again we are putting it to good use and we certainly need it too. Ross is very well these days,
and at present, he is keeping out of mischief by driving his Squadron’s station wagon. He will be on that job for
another week. You know it’s a funny thing, but I think Ross can drive anything that has a motor in it. I’ve seen him
tooling a big Harley motorcycle around as though it was a kiddy car and I have also seen him take one of our largest
trucks and just simply make it do tricks, the boy is a natural driver.

By the way, Connie, I received your swell airgraph this morning and I did notice that you had put the date
on it as well as underlining it, strange, isn’t it? That sounds like amazing weather you people have been having.
Oh, for the good old Canadian Weather. Just exactly what happened to the front shrubs? Are you going to have
them replanted or are you just going to leave things as they are?

Hal Hendery and I are going on leave together very shortly in fact around the fifth of November. Once
again, we will go North and from what I hear, it looks as though we should have a fine time. I wrote to Mrs. Rixham
and to Mrs. Waldie the other night and they are expecting us both. In a recent letter, Mrs. Waldie asked if Ross
would like to go up there for a couple of days on his next leave. I can only tell her what I know, and that of course
is not a great deal. Ross and a few of his pals go or have been going to London on their leaves, and the reason for
this is because one of the lads is married. From all reports, they seem to enjoy themselves and that is the main
idea. You don’t have to worry about Ross, he’s quite all right and he’s still got a head on his shoulders.

Have you been receiving mail as quickly as ever? Lately, we have noticed the mail coming over very slowly
and I was wondering if yours was that way too? About that so-called “reputation” of mine, what is it that I’ve got?
I just sit down, and say to myself that I haven’t very much to say, and then I proceed to tell everybody just how
little I have to say. I received a very nice letter from Dorothy and Les the other day and they said what they
enjoyed my letters. At the time, I didn’t know that Berith was sending my letters up that way, however its nice to
know that they were appreciated. Its kind of late to become a correspondent but I’ll be able to hold any type of
female in check (I hope). Not too many laughs from the crowd, please!

I am still a little behind in my correspondence, but I should have that all up to date this weekend. Last
week, I saw the picture “Forever and a Day” with a large cast. This picture wasn’t too bad. In fact, I even enjoyed
it, although that was probably due to not seeing a new picture for some time.

I haven’t had the time to look up Dr. & Mrs. Fosberry, but if I should manage to snag an afternoon, I’ll whip
down their way and say hello. I will admit that I was in his town the other day, but I was on official “I” business and
just couldn’t make it.

So, you are going to cut down the old walnut tree, eh? Maybe you’re right, the squirrels are a nuisance at
times and this must be one of those times.

I saw Bruce Blandford this morning, says he’s just come back from his best leave. He spent it in Wales and
enjoyed himself. No doubt, you will hear all about it from Mrs. Blandford soon. I also saw Bob Ellis this morning.
He’s still the same old Bob. Married life hasn’t changed him very much yet. Well my friends, there hasn’t been a
great deal doing on this side lately and I have told you all I can for this time, but then again there will be more later
and so for now, goodnight. All my love, Alan.

*******
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77. MRS. WALDIE WRITING AFTER THE BOYS LEFT – NOVEMBER 1943

November 16, 1943

15 Elm Terrace, Bishop Auckland, England

My dear Mrs. Canavan

Here I am keeping my promise of writing as soon as the boys left. We’ve all had a happy time and wished
you’d been here. Alan wired that they’d arrive Saturday a.m., so I was all ready to receive them by first train 6:10
a.m. Alas, I was “knocked up” just after 1 a.m., and found Alan alone. Harold had gone to London the day previous
and they’d failed to meet, so Alan came on alone. No Harold at 6:10 a.m. so I was just settling for a short nap, as I
didn’t get to bed until 3 a.m., when at 7:30 a.m. another knock. Alan knew nothing until we cooked up his
breakfast around 10 a.m. How splendid they both look. Alan is grand and such colour! He took some snaps – I
hope they are good. We all enjoyed your cake and biscuits. The weather was just perfect – bright sunny days and
glorious, warm light nights – until this morning, when Alan had to return, and it was a real wintry day. They’ve had
a very quiet, restful holiday. Perhaps that’s the best for them.

I do feel sorry, there’s such a lack of means for enjoyment. They didn’t want dancing, and the movies
didn’t attract them – perhaps they see so many. They are quite content in the house with the radio and magazines
and the fireside. One day, Harold was never out at all and Alan just slipped down to the hair dresser’s. We had
Mrs. Rixham both weekends and my friend Miss Lumley and her niece came the first Sunday. They returned
Monday evening and we had a very jolly time. Wednesday afternoon and evening was spent at the Lumley’s for
supper and cards.

I’m sure they enjoyed these little gatherings and the lovely little meals which are a pleasant change from
Army life. Everyone has been most kind and helpful with food. I only wish you could know how kind everyone has
been. Never think I suffer any shortage because of their coming. I’d not mind if I did, but people are so anxious to
help in every way. Mrs. Rixham brought as much as she could, so the boys have taken no harm. Today the house
felt empty and I’ve been miserable. It was so homelike when they were here. And how they are longing to be
back home again. Sometimes one feels it may not be long.

From their wire, I could tell they are just about 30 miles due south of London, but of course, they might
leave there any time. Plans are always being changed. It will be grand if they never see any other land and are
kept here for defence. With the air raids, where they are, is not the safest spot, but it’s better than on the
continent.

Alan was hoping to find mail on his return. Letters haven’t been coming across too well lately. I have still
no word from Frank, but heard yesterday that some mails have been lost. Alan is so very excited over the prospect
of Frank visiting Montreal and was visualizing just what he’d be doing. Etc. He has no fears whatsoever of Frank
being at home right away among you, and says how very pleased you’ll all be to have the Navy pay you a visit.

Ross seems to have very varied work and does get around a good bit. By now, he must have seen a fair
amount of “our island home.” Alan’s billeted in a very big house and hasn’t had a rough time of it. Hal is about two
miles away, and they see each other quite frequently. Alan can slip over in a motor bike. They had some funny
experiences to relate. Mr. Canavan will be more than amused to hear of their exploits. I am rather afraid I teased
them very much, but they took it the right way and of course gave me lots back. Hal especially enjoyed ragging me
about one tradition, and our old-fashioned ways. They are apt to forget we have been at war four years.

I received a long letter from Alan and he said how he enjoyed his leave. In these times, there’s not much
to attract them to London, or any other city. I’m so glad they’re not like so many other boys who became engaged
to English girls. Its such a risk when we are all living such unreal lives. Like myself, you are sure to be anxious for
your boys, because you don’t want them to ruin their chances of happiness. One day, I happened to say that it felt
like I had a week holiday while they were here. Alan said “you put that in Mom’s letter when you write.” I’d
threatened to tell you certain facts, so Alan thought that remark would be in his favour. Let me say, what very fine
lads they are and what a joy it was to do all I could for them. Affectionate feelings for all. Sincerely yours, Mrs.
Waldie.
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Mrs. Waldie, Alan Canavan and Mrs. Rixham Mrs. Waldie, Hal Hendery and Mrs. Rixham

*******
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78. ROSS AND HAL HAVE HAD COLDS – NOVEMBER 1943

November 27, 1943 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

This, by the way, is the first letter to Canada and to the Canavan’s this month. For some unknown reason,
I have once again slipped behind in my mail. On hand at present, I have about thirty letters to answer and I’m not
kidding either.

This letter is just one of the type I use to let people know that I am still alive and kicking. Therefore, I shall
not go into detail. I received your last two parcels, including the box with two pairs of scissors. I put one pair in our
office and sent the other pair to Mrs. Rixham. Many thanks!

Hal and I returned from our leaves on the 13th and 14th and we had a fine time. You folks have asked me
a couple of times for details. I can only say that we were on leave. We had a grand time, but after being back in
camp a couple of days, we were looking forward to the next one. All thoughts of past leave had completely
vanished. Both Mrs. Rixham and Mrs. Waldie will be writing to you and they promised that they would tell all, so
prepare yourselves for an eyeful.

Hal is well, although this week he was off duty for a couple of days with a sore throat. His glands were also
swollen a bit, but he’s better now. Ross is well, he also had a cold. It is now gone and he is back to normal. The
other night, he dropped in to see me and we had a chat over your shortcake (which was fine). It was plenty of fun
to talk over some of our past experiences. Ross is a swell lad these days, well known and well liked – what more
could you ask for? I keep an eye on him when I can.

Also, forget anything you’ve heard about WAAF’s and Wren’s. This fellow Rex isn’t as dumb as he looks.
He’s been around and nobody is going to pull the wool over his eyes. I will be writing to you shortly by ordinary
mail and then I will tell you a little more. That’s all for now and more later. All my love and love to all, Alan.

*******
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79. I HAVE BEEN IN THE INFIRMARY WITH THE FLU – DECEMBER 1943

December 10, 1943

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Will,

This will just be a short one to let you know how things are now. On Monday, I came out of the Infirmary
where I had taken up temporary residence. I spent eight days in bed and my temperature was up to 103.2º F on
November 29th. No doubt you have heard that this country has had a “flu epidemic. I was struck low too!
Although I am back at work, my cold is still with me. Such is life.

I received Connie’s airgraph of November 28th today, and a couple of days ago, your lovely parcel arrived.
You know the one with that grand shaving kit, etc. Really, that was something swell. I don’t know whether you did
it on purpose or not but when I opened my parcel, I saw this thing all wrapped up so nicely with Ross’s name on it.
At the time, I didn’t open it and after supper, Ross came over and he had a very nice parcel in his hands, with my
name on it. After we exchanged gifts, we opened them and we were both delighted. Many thanks indeed to you
both.

Ross and I also received a very nice Christmas card each plus a nice handkerchief from Florence Simpson. I
haven’t answered her yet, but I will shortly. Also, in the line of gifts, we both received 1,000 smokes from Helen
Battley. I haven’t answered her either, but I will be doing so shortly. You asked for the number on your last box of
cigarettes – on the card, it says 03A.10059. How’s that?

Some time ago, Fred (that’s you, buddie) wanted to know about “Hilda.” Well, little pal, this “Hilda” is
your sister and she and I are in cahoots with each other. I have received a couple of very nice letters from her, and
some smokes. I’ll remember that “Aunt Linda” for future letters.

I see by today’s paper that Frank Sinatra was classified as 4F instead of joining the U.S. Army. He’ll be
crooning and the females will carry on the swooning.

By the way Connie, those snaps which I took on that second to last leave were taken in Bishop Auckland
and not Durham. So, you bought me another $100.00 bond, eh! Good show. The reason for that “little black
thing” on my upper lip disappearing was not due to the wind up north but due to the heat in London. In the latest
snaps, which are at or in Bishop Auckland at present you will notice that the “little black thing” made a comeback,
and how.

I don’t think Frank will get to Montreal now. I’ll bet he’ll be home very shortly, maybe he’ll make it for
Christmas?

Did you receive any flowers from Ross and me on November 15th? Oops, I just noticed in your letter of
November 24th, that you did receive them – glad to hear it.

We have had snow too, but only for a matter of minutes. Very sorry to hear about “B.” I hope she realizes
that she can’t do anything. I will be writing to her soon and I’ll try to cheer he up. Glad to hear that you are all well
– keep it up. Ross and Hal are very well and both are very busy. So, the 3 big boys got together after all, eh! Looks
as though its all over but the fighting!

Well, I hope you enjoy you Christmas and let us hope that with the New Year, we will have Victory and that
1944 sees us home once more with peace and goodwill back on this earth. That’s all for now and more later. All
my love, Alan

P.S. Those dried bananas were swell. We thoroughly enjoyed them. Also, Willie’s cake was excellent.

*******
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80. MERRY CHRISTMAS – DECEMBER 1943

December 25, 1943 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Fred,

Well here it is, the 25th once again. Believe it or not, this is no more like Christmas than October.
Although its still early in the day, we still have our big dinner to look forward to. This morning I awoke around
seven and then, after a wash, went over and had a very enjoyable breakfast which consisted of the following:
Cornflakes, two fried eggs, a piece of bacon, bread and marmalade and tea. All in all, it was OK. This has not been
a white Christmas, but next year it might be.

No doubt, you heard the announcement of the new leaders for the second front. What do you think of
them? It looks as thought these fellows will be a real thorn in Jerries’ plans!

Our mess halls are all decorated very nicely and that helps a little to make it seem like Christmas. I heard
the Canadian Prime Ministers speech this morning – telling and wishing us all a merry Christmas, etc. I haven’t
heard many Christmas Carols this year, which is a pity.

Ross is still on leave. I guess he’s either at Newcastle or Bishop Auckland. Anyway, it will be a nice change
for him. Have you had any word from Les lately – is he still in Nova Scotia?

That’s just about all I have for you this time. Kindly remember me to all and to those good men at 2140
Belgrave. More later. All my love, Alan.

*******
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81. WE HEARD OF BERITH’S DEATH – JANUARY 1944

January 15, 1944 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Fred,

This will just be a quick one as I am quite busy these days. Today, I received your splendid parcel and Ross got his
too. These parcels are swell, but it must be hard to fill a box these days. I have a few of your letters before me and
I will try to answer all the questions before I go on to present-day things. Ross has not skated this year yet, not
much chance to these days. Re: shirts size 14. Better get rid of the old ones too, Connie. I’ve stretched a bit since
then. Thanks for your lovely Christmas card – it was a beauty. Your Christmas box was perfect, that goes for the
“after Xmas” box too.

Ross, as far as I know, isn’t doing much crooning these days. He has other things to think about which are more
important. A thousand thanks for the renewal of the Readers Digest, Willie. When I and the other lads have read
them, I send them on to Mrs. Rixham. I know she enjoys them too. I would also like to thank you for the Sweet
Caps – very enjoyable indeed.

Uncle Jim’s letter to Ross arrived here last Saturday night and with it was the sad news of Berith’s death. This was a
shock to us, and we wondered why you hadn’t wired us. Then, we thought that you people decided not to worry
us too much and just give it to us lightly. However, it is with deep regret that we hear of such news. I wrote Mrs.
Rixham and told her as much as I knew about it. So far, I have not had an answer, but I should get one soon.
Maybe it was better for her to go that way, but its different when you haven’t seen her for over two years and
never will again. That makes things altogether different. My last letter to Berith was dated December 23rd, but it
won’t arrive there until the end of January. Both Ross and I were pleased to know that both Les’s were there, at
least we were represented. It certainly is a tough loss and one that’s hard to believe.

By the way, Connie, did you cancel your proposed plans for January 1st, in the evening or not? I told Rand Phillips
that his Mother and sister were going over to the house. What about those so-called cousins of ours, a little
information, please?

I have slipped very badly in my writing lately, but I will admit that I have been kept busy, and when those early
evenings roll around and its not easy to settle down and write. I will try to be a better writer soon. Yes, as soon as I
catch up on all this old mail. If I’m not careful, I’ll end up by answering Christmas mail in June 1945!

Yes, the Germans are getting a little taste of what’s coming to them. The news these days is wonderful and if we
don’t clean them up this year, we never will. The raids on Germany still go on – see your local newspapers for the
latest one. I hope that you two are well and fine and that goes for the Man-Kees too. I’ll be writing them shortly.
Not a great deal to talk about these days and there are reasons for it too. I saw Bruce Blandford last week. He is
well and happy. Hal Hendery is fine and dandy also. I’ll be going on leave around February 5th. I may go up to
Newcastle and Bishop Auckland this time, but I’ll tell you more later. The weather here is rotten. This typewriter
ribbon is shot, isn’t it? That’s one of the reasons I haven’t used this baby much.

Since when did you give up smoking cigars, Connie? They are best smoked in bed. Talking about bed, reminds me
that I had better nip off to mine, that is if you can call a wooden bed a bed! Well, that’s all I have for you this time
and there will be more in the next edition, so watch your letter box in about a month’s time. Take care of
yourselves and all my love. Alan.

*******
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82. BACK FROM LEAVE – FEBRUARY 1944

February 21, 1944 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Fred,

Well, folks, I just received your swell parcel this afternoon. A real grand parcel it is too. One of the best yet. Many,
many thanks for all the gifts of food and the chamois jacket plus the writing kit. They are all perfect. Ross received
his jacket last week and I’ve seen him wearing it already. He thinks that it’s really good.

As I haven’t written to you since I returned from leave, I will give you a “thumbnail” sketch of it. Mrs. Waldie will
be writing to you shortly and she promised to tell all. I spent the first three days with Mrs. Rixham in Newcastle
and the rest of the leave with Sub-Lieutenant Frank Waldie and Mrs. Waldie. We had a swell time at both homes.
Hal Hendery couldn’t come with me due to his leave being put off, but I think he will try and see his cousin, Bob,
who arrived over here a couple of months ago.

Received a very nice box from Grandma, Vera and Jim. This week, I also received a nice parcel from Mr. & Mrs.
Kenneth McPherson of Vancouver, B.C. – remember them? (I am getting well known, eh!).

I am still a little bit behind in my correspondence, but am catching up slowly but surely. There are six airgraphs in
front of me from you two, so I shall answer all questions right now, let’s go: I’ve heard quite a bit about this Frank
Sinatra – looks as though (to coin a phrase) the morons are “Sinatrapated”! Your birthday card was a peach. Let’s
hope that by next year, we are all home. Tell Jack that its very easy to get in touch with us. A short wire will reach
us quite quickly when he’s in London. I’m in the best of health and so is Ross, but we’re mighty busy these days. I
answered Mary Johnston, Grammonds, Strachans and Petersons. Re: Cigarettes, I haven’t received any from you
for some time now. I have some more negatives that were taken on my November leave. I intended to send them
to you but haven’t been able to get around to it. I had a birthday telegram from brother Les today. That’s all for
this time and more later and maybe sooner. Love Alan.

*******



Collection of letters written home by Alan Stanley Canavan
during the period from 1941 to 1945

Alan Canavan Letters Home 20180630.docx Page 115 of 216

83. CATCHING UP ON CORRESPONDENCE – FEBRUARY 1944

February 27, 1944 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Fred,

This might be termed the surprise of the week, but don’t get me wrong. I have just two more letters to write and
I’ll be up to date in my correspondence. Fred’s airgraph of February 5th arrived here on the 16th, so I have decided
to answer right away which is quite unusual for me.

In this letter, I am intending to answer this airgraph fully so let us go forward together: Yes, the typewriter ribbon
is defunct, but one of these days, I’ll get around to use the old machine again, when it has a better ribbon. The “Air
Marshall” from Canada now reports that he is enjoying his vacation in Nova Scotia. Well, I can’t blame him for
writing about his skating. Wouldn’t mind having a game myself but that will come later.

No, old chap, we don’t hear Frank Sinatra’s program, but I’ve read numerous articles and magazines and,
personally, I’d rather listen to Bing Crosby, Ray Eberle or his brother Bob (see Decca records or Bluebird up in my
room). Ray sang with Glen Miller and Bob sang with Jimmy Dorsey. See how you like them. I have heard #1 “My
Heart tells Me.” It’s a nice number too. #2 should read “Shoo, Shoo Baby.” It might make you think about New
York’s popular model Choo Johnson, eh? #7 is Merse Doaks or something. I heard that number for the first time
yesterday. The story behind it is that he heard his 4-year-old daughter singing something. He listened, got a couple
of friends together and, lo and behold, it’s on the hit parade.

I enjoyed the Town News very much – let me have more if you can. So, mother and daughter (re Ice Follies) are
stepping out these days – nights, too, eh! Good show, keep it up. “Blind Date” – there was a good article in “Life”
about that new program, sounds like a good thing. That’s it for now and more later. All well here. Love Al.

*******
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84. I AM NOW 23 BUT FEEL THE SAME – MARCH 1944

March 5, 1944 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Greetings Folks,

This will just be a short one, as I haven’t a great deal to say. Anyway, I am enclosing negatives which I took on my
November leave. Most of the these negative are good, but I have also put in a couple of older ones which should be
interesting. If there are any questions after you have had them developed, ask and I’ll do my best to answer them.
Also, in this letter, I am putting in the program which we used in Newcastle on my last leave. Connie’s letter of
February 7th arrived on the second of this month; that’s good going. I have both your airgraphs of February 13th
and 20th and they arrived on the 2nd and 4th – using bottles again, he? You can’t speed up mail that way – we’ll
have to tell the Postal authorities to do something about this.

There is no change even though I am 23 – still feels the same although I have a few grey hairs already. That’s the
idea, Connie – keep changing that room of mine around. What does the new desk look like? Frank Waldie is a sub-
lieutenant in the Fleet Air Arm of the Royal Navy V.R. I am sorry to hear about Mrs. McLean – I hope she is
improving. I was extremely interested in that explosion of last summer. By the way old chap, how is the business
these days anyway? Next time you are down at 2140, give my best regards to Stan. That inverted rainbow must
have been something – save one for me.

I have that clipping about Berith which Connie kindly sent. You bet, I’ll keep it, many thanks.

So, glad that Miss Carson called you up one evening – I bet you two really took me apart, eh! I thought that Parkes
had moved out of Hampstead, am I wrong? No, we don’t hear many American programs. Sometimes, we will hear
a special program for the Yankees, but not often. Last week, we received our first ordinary mail for a long time. I
received letters from Mansie (with a cheque), Jim McKee, Les C, G. Finlayson of Stanley Church, Peg Muir, Mrs.
Brooks, formerly of Leggatt Cassels and one from Pilot Officer Fred Mayer (remember him?). I will be busy
answering all these people. From May 11th to December 31st, I managed to write 127 letters to different people.
And so far, in 1944, I have written 31 so that not too bad, is it?

Ross, Hal, Bruce and me are all well and busy these days. I will be taking some more snaps this week if the weather
holds out. That’s just about all for tonight. I am certainly enjoying the writing case and the chamois vest. I guess it
is getting hard to choose gifts for “little boys” in the service. Of course, I can give you a few tips, but I don’t like to
ask. Well, I hope you are both well and that you enjoy this note, so I’ll sign off for now, but more later. All my love,
Alan.

*******
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85. I APPLIED FOR THE OCTU – MARCH 1944

March 9, 1944 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

My dear Connie & Fred,

I received Connie’s blue airmail of February 27th just three days ago. About these things you have been
hearing about me through Les. Now don’t get the wrong idea. To this day, there isn’t anything else to report. I
have applied for OCTU (Officer Cadet Training Unit) and I have been interviewed by the Commanding Officer but as
he told me there might not be anything else to report for a couple of months. Remember, time is drawing closer to
that second front so I may not ever hear any more about it. It is sort of late in the game. But, if I do get my chance,
I’ll certainly do my best.

I was sorry to hear about Mrs. Morris’ death – first I knew of it also, Alice B’s sister. So far, I haven’t seen
Dick Greening or Bob Hendery, but I wouldn’t mind! Ross is very well these days and his address is uncertain now.
I believe the transport troop is calling him back so I won’t know until tomorrow or the next day. I will let you know
if I hear of any changes, in the meantime, just use “B” Squadron, Headquarters Troop.

I didn’t know that Marsie was intending to travel to Toronto; you might tell her that I am writing a letter
tonight but it will be going ordinary mail. I still have 9 letters to answer but I’m starting to write and clear up all
these letters.

I took some snaps this week but I haven’t finished off the roll yet. I sent the negatives that I had taken on
my November leave last week. When I finish this roll, I’ll whip the film in and shoot the negatives to you. Nothing
else to report tonight, but will write soon. All my love, Alan.

*******
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86. ROSS IS BACK IN THE REGIMENTAL TRANSPORT TROOP – MARCH 1944

March 24, 1944 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Hello there!

How is my mater and pater these days? I trust that you are in the best of health these nice spring mornings – up at
the crack of dawn, and all that. Kindly accept my thanks for your splendid letters, also your lovely Easter card and
your cigarettes. I have received 600 from you since my last latter. I also received your nice Valentine. That should
prove to you that I am a little behind in my writing. To date, I have ten more letters to catch up on but
unfortunately time is a great factor and these days with the second front coming on, you know how it is.

By the way, Ross has been recalled by the transport troop so his address is now: D-114952 Tpr. Canavan, R.M., H.Q.
Squadron, Transport Troop, 7 Cdn. Recce. Regt., etc. Now have you got all that? Seeing that he is back driving, I
don’t see him very often, but I’ll have a few of my friends keep an eye on him and I’ll keep you informed. Ross is
fine, and so am I and so is Harold. Hal was on a weekend leave last week so he went up to London and he saw his
cousin, Bob of the R.C.A.F., who was on leave.

Well we have been having one beautiful spring weather lately and I’ve been out quite a lot lately too. The air force
has been out also, eh!

I wrote brother Les tonight so I’m doing all right. This afternoon, I took a couple of snaps, but it will take a few
weeks before I can get them developed. I’ll whip them over to you as soon as possible. Everything on this side is
OK. We are all busy and well. That’s the story for tonight folks, but I’ll be dropping in again soon. As they say in
Russia – “I Moscow!” All my love, Alan.

*******
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87. HAPPY EASTER – APRIL 1944

April 2, 1944 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

My dear Connie and Fred!

This is not a delayed April Fool’s joke! How are you both? I trust that you are as well as we are. Ross just dropped
in to see me a few minutes ago. In fact, he left your cigarettes and parcel here for the time being. He was on his
way over to the Y.M.C.A. to see a show, so he just parked his stuff here. Ross looks fine and he’s quite happy to be
back pushing a truck around. I gave his address to you in my last letter. Many thanks for your swell parcel which
arrived a couple of days ago, I’m wearing the socks already plus the braces. That Easter egg was wonderful, so was
the cake! Your Easter card is a beauty and your last two letters arrived while I was out on a small scheme. Thanks
for the tip on Hall’s, sorry to hear about that. I haven’t been out as much as I would have liked, therefore this year,
you guys must grow your own flowers! We can now send these forms for 3d, which is a good thing for us. I still
have about 15 letters to write but I’ll get around to those later. Easter greeting and all that folks. I hope that we
will all spend it together in Hampstead in 1945. I think we will. Did I say 1945!

I am not studying German because the chap that was teaching left for a better position. Pleased to hear about
those new additions to the family. Spring should be nice over there this year. We have had spring weather all the
time. The flowers are up and the leaves are out. So are the mosquitos (besides those of the R.A.F.) Nights are
cool, but the days are warm. Will be taking some snaps soon and will shoot them over. My identity disc (wrist)
broke again – if you feel like getting another, get one with the holes further up i.e.

Well, I must do some catching up on the old writing, but I will be dropping in soon. Our clocks went ahead an hour
last night – lost one hour of sleep! That’s it for now and more later. All my love, Alan.

*******



Collection of letters written home by Alan Stanley Canavan
during the period from 1941 to 1945

Alan Canavan Letters Home 20180630.docx Page 120 of 216

88. I AM WORKING ON GOOD FRIDAY – APRIL 1944

April 7, 1944 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Fred,

Just a short note to let you know that everything is all right. I received Connie’s airgraph of March 26th on
the 5th of this month, not bad time on this one. This letter was interesting and I thoroughly enjoyed the contents.
Your swell parcel arrived here about three days ago. I found the “Star” of February 17th very interesting. I found
many newsy items. The socks are swell and the chocolates were grand. That goes for the rest of the goods too. I
don’t know whether I told you that I received a nice little box of candy from Grandma, Vera and Jim. So far, I
haven’t answered them yet but kindly tell them that I will be doing so very shortly.

Ross went on leave rather suddenly Wednesday – I can’t tell you why, but it has nothing to do with Ross.
He is very happy back in the transport so that makes me feel good – as long as he is satisfied, then there’s nothing
to worry about! Ross told me that he has written many letters recently, so keep your eye on the letter box. I think
he went up to Manchester with a couple of pals so he should have a good time. Glad to hear that you are all well,
keep it up. That’s news about Eleanor Dornbush, I know the Sub-Lieutenant, friend of Harvey Coombe. He goes
under the name of Vaughn Marples, quite a good-looking kid at that. Yes, I suppose there will be many changes
before we get back.

So far, I’ve written seven letters this month which isn’t too bad for an old gangster like me. This was Good
Friday around the world but, to us, it was just another working day – and work we did. I have had those snaps
developed and I have turned the negatives in for more prints. When I get them back, I’ll shoot them over to you. I
should have them back in another week or so. The weather has been real April weather, cool wet and then a little
sun, very little sun though. That’s all for now and more later. All my love, Alan.

*******
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89. REPORT FROM MRS. WALDIE – MAY 1944

April or May, 1944

15 Elm Terrace, Bishop Auckland, England

My dear Mrs. Canavan,

How pleased I was to have your last letter and have news of you again. So, did you manage to get Ross’
photographs enlarged. I only hope it was as good as the small ones. I ought to have told you why we were having
a quiet smile to ourselves and Frank was looking so serious. His “Wings” were just above the cuff on his left arm,
and he was determined not to have them displayed, yet he didn’t want to be rude. Ross and I looked on with a nice
smile. But I’ll always look at it and see Ross, as he was. I do hope Mrs. Manson got hers safely, as well as Mrs.
McKee. How I wish Miss Manson had seen it too! That would have been such a joy to her. Now that the fine
weather has come, you’ll wish she was here to enjoy everything. I had so much hoped the boys would come back
for another visit, but had the feeling when Alan left, that we could not count on that happening. I’ll always be so
thankful that Frank was here too. They had a happy time and no one would have guessed they’d not been life-time
chums. I can see them now setting out for the station, a real pair with respect to their builds. Only Alan had a finer
carriage. The military training has done that: Alan in his great coat, which looked quite new, and Frank in Navy
Blue. Everyone said they were a handsome pair, but uniforms have no attraction for me. I’d have loved them
better in civvies.

In Frank’s last letter, he mentions having seen a Captain of their regiment and asked where they were in
the district. The captain said it was not possible for him to say, but that he’d be pleased to pass Alan a message.
Alas, it was not possible for them to get together. Just now, we all feel we are living in a huge armed camp and
restrictions increase each day. Any travelling at all is a hardship. If it all means the end is drawing near, we can
only hope that the loss of life is small and that most of them will come back safely. I’m sure your list of air
casualties must be very great now. Many of our air crews have lads from Canada with them, and such members
have not come back. We hear which of ours are prisoners, but have no idea about yours. I do hope Les is safe and
well and won’t ever leave his own country. It must seem a life-time since the boys left home. I will miss their visits,
but will always be grateful for the many happy times we’ve had here. They are still the same grand boys – they
have lost none of their culture, which to me, is very wonderful, after all the roughing they have had. I told Alan if
any of them come back near here, to let me know and I’ll be there to see them. It’s so little one can do.

My warm greeting to you all. Very sincerely yours. Mrs. Waldie.

*******
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90. I HAVEN’T WRITTEN BUT I CAN’T SAY WHY – APRIL 1944

April 28, 1944 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Fred,

This is my first letter to you since April 7th. I can’t explain why I haven’t written sooner, but that will be told when
this thing is all over. Ross and Hal are both very well, etc. I’m not too bad myself although I caught a rotten cold a
couple of weeks back, but once again, I’m fine and dandy. Your letters are coming in fine – so are the smokes. You
will be pleased to hear that Pilot Officer Fred Mayer arrived over here safely. I had a letter from him last Saturday
but, I haven’t seen him yet.

Received a lovely box from Vera, Mansie and Jim a week ago and a nice one from the Manson’s in Toronto, so if
you happen to be near the phone when you get this, you might let them know at Marcil that I received it and
thoroughly enjoyed the contents. If, on the other hand (no – no warts!) you happened to be dropping the
Manson’s a line you might tell them also.

There is a reason for all this of course but I will tell you later. Your guess is probably right! Say what are you doing
to the Liberators in Montreal? I’ll bet that made a mess down there …looks sort of fishy, eh! Have you heard from
Ross? I think that he is doing more writing these days, and I’m doing less. I had a couple of good letters from Les
also a very nice one from Marcil which I certainly enjoyed. Have you been up to Stanley Church lately? I had a
letter from the Reverend Dr. F. Scott Mackenzie a few days ago. As you can see, I haven’t answered any of your
letters, but I will try to catch up as soon as possible.

Beautiful weather here – like the middle of July – something must be wrong somewhere, eh! That’s the story for
tonight, folks and more later. All my love, Alan.

*******
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91. ROSS AND HAL ARE NOW LANCE-CORPORALS – MAY 1944

May 20, 1944 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

Dear Connie and Fred,

About time I wrote, eh? Well they have been keeping us busy these past few weeks and I haven’t had
much time for this type of work. Your last couple of parcels arrived here safely and they were swell; the one with
the soap and stuff arrived today, many thanks for all these things. At present, I’m about fifty miles behind in my
writing and I don’t know when I will catch up still, I’ll have to do something fast.

No doubt you people have been wondering just what we have been doing. Unfortunately, I can’t say very
much but I could put it all into two columns the good and the bad, so here goes.

On the bad side, we have this: Due to conditions slightly beyond my control, I did not pass my OCTU
(Officer Cadet Training Unit Practical Entrance Exam). This all happened between Easter Sunday and the following
Wednesday. I still say that those three days were the hardest I’ve ever put in during my Army life. I have a pretty
good idea why I failed, but that’s the way things go. The course was mighty tough and there are many stories why
the course is so hard. One reason why I didn’t get through was because I didn’t have any stripes, therefore they
believed that I couldn’t handle men. If I had stripes and handled men, the leadership would have helped me a
great deal. I am not sorry that I failed although I did want to get through. Still, these birds give you a thorough
going over and the course was quite fair, I think.

On the good side, and I do mean GOOD, we have this little list: Last week several new NCO’s were made,
among them were Hal Hendery, Rand Phillips and none other than your youngest son Ross Canavan. In future
address all mail to these guys as L/Cpl so and so. How is that? Not bad, eh? Of course, this old bum might get
promoted one of these days, so keep you fingers crossed. It sure seems funny when I must go around and say “Yes,
Corporal Canavan.”

For the past few weeks, I have been on a course and quite a course. From eight in the morning until five in
the night and then sometimes after supper. This course is very interesting and I’ve gained a lot by it. (Your guess is
as good as mine).

The weather has been beautiful for some time now, although the mornings have been damn cool. The
country simply looks grand even when it is raining. Oh, yes, I received that new bracelet you sent. It should hold
this time, it’s a beauty – thanks very much. Ross doesn’t need one. By the way, Ross took my camera last week
and I imagine that he will have a few snaps taken soon. When they have been developed, I will send them along.

Those socks that Marion Watson knitted for you were perfect. I’m wearing them now. Thank Jack
Ramadan for the bars and gum, very decent of him. That new Canadian nickel is quite a thing, eh! Slugs should be
popular if you have priority. Those cookies are swell, Connie, very satisfying.

I think I told you that Flight Officer Fred Mayer is over here now. I have received a couple of letters from
him, so far but we still haven’t been able to get together. I know where he is but he said that he would look me up
so I’ll let you know the story.

Things are beginning to shape up now, the news from Italy is very good after such a long lull. Let’s hope
they keep it up. Don’t think I haven’t much to say, because I have, but it must wait until later.

We are all well and looking like a million. Some of us look it to! No kidding, I feel fine these days and I
have quite a good sun tan already, but only on the face. I have been doing a fair amount of hoofing the last couple
of weeks and I’m right in the groove. It sure feels good to get out and do a little marching. One afternoon, we
managed to knock off seven miles and, boy, was I hot, and so were my feet! Such is life.

Thanks again for all your grand letters, keep up the good work but mine may be drooping or tapering off, I
think you know why. That’s all for tonight but before I finish off let me say “Keep that bed of mine in good
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condition because I’ve a lot of sleep to catch up on.” We all send our love and best to all and that goes from me
too. Will be writing again soon. All my love, Alan.

*******
92. BACKGROUND – MOVE TO FRANCE – JUNE & JULY 1944

Extract from an article, entitled ¨Camping in World War 2¨ which appeared in the April 2007 edition of the Royal
Canadian Hussars Association newsletter, the Trumpeter, and an article, entitled ¨D+39¨ which appeared in the
History-World War II section of the Royal Canadian Hussar Association website, both written by Alan Stanley
Canavan.

In June 1944, the regiment moved to Chichester, into permanent barracks. By this time, “D-Day” was
about to take place. “B” Squadron was ready to leave for France and they were to be followed by “A” Squadron.
The rest of the Regiment stayed behind until early July.

In July, a convoy consisting of “C” Squadron and Regimental Headquarters (RHQ) drove to London. They
got a very early morning start, in the pitch black! The convoy was a long one and it was to drive to London and be
escorted by the London Metropolitan Police to Tilbury Docks. Anyone on a motorcycle that day had to work as
traffic directors. All dispatch riders were involved as well as the "Intelligence" Section. No one got lost.

The ship that was originally going to be used had a damaged bow, so the convoy waited until another
vessel was allocated to the task. The new ship turned out to be the “Fort Covington”, a Liberty ship of some 10,000
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tons built in Canada. The soldiers were surprised, but felt right at home. While waiting for their departure, several
“Buzz Bombs” flew overhead. The bombs created a lot of havoc as well as damage upon landing in built-up areas.

After staying at Tilbury Docks for a couple of nights, it was time to leave for France. One evening, at dusk,
the ship moved out into the River Thames and sailed downstream. On the way, it passed a Canadian Destroyer
going upstream. Soldiers and sailors exchanged “cat calls” and other language as they passed each other.

In the pitch dark, the ship sailed to the mouth of the Thames and then turned to starboard and passed
Dover and other areas on the south coast, before crossing the English Channel. As the dawn broke on July 15th, it
was off Courseulles-sur-Mer in France. Then came the unloading. The troops climbed down rope ladders into a
Landing craft before going ashore. If they had arrived a week later, they would have made a dry landing according
to a Royal Engineer who was overseeing the unloading. Once ashore, we had to de-waterproof our vehicles. When
these vehicles were waterproofed in England we used a greasy type of material with a waxy feeling to it. The
waterproofing was used to cover any area where water could enter the engines. 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 real war was about to start.

When we got into Caen, we took our position at a nice old house on a slight rise. On the ground, we
noticed there were a lot of narrow, shallow trenches, only a couple of feet deep. While we were wondering why
they were dug that way, the Germans sent a barrage of mortars over and we quickly figured out what we could use
them for. As time went on, we found out that we needed deeper trenches.

Extract from the “Memoirs of Major John M. Thom, M.B.E 1939-1945”

When the invasion was planned, it was decided that the Regiment would be fed into Normandy, one
squadron at a time. “B” Squadron, commanded by Dave Devolpi, was to go in on D+4. There was a date for “A”
Squadron, commanded by Major Ned Allen, but a violent storm wrecked the landing areas and everything was put
back. In late May, “A” and “B” Squadrons left the Regiment and went into the “locked in beaches” area for the
assault. HQ Squadron, commanded by Major Duncan MacKenzie, and “C” Squadron, commanded by Major James
Domville, moved to a school in Cichester, where they stayed until the end of June. On the night of 5 June 1944,
thousands of planes carrying the American, British and Canadian paratroopers flew right over that position on their
way to Normandy.

In France, the fighting squadrons worked with different infantry units or brigades as ordered by Division
headquarters. They were still supported by elements of Headquarters Squadron. The Regimental Headquarters
worked with the Divisional Headquarters by setting up a parallel communications network, collecting information
from elements of the unit spread across the Division’s area of responsibility.

From D-Day on, the Germans threw all their best infantry, armour and the 12th SS Hitlerjugend Panzer
Divisions against the 3rd Canadian Division. It took a month of hard fighting before the Germans withdrew from the
city of Caen. On the 10th July, reports came that the Germans were getting out of Caen, which was destroyed and
was simply a mass of rubble from the massive air raids and artillery shelling.

*******
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93. LETTER FROM MRS. RIXHAM ON HEARING OF D-DAY – MAY 1944

June 8, 1944

13 Rokeby Terrace, Heaton, Newcastle upon Tyne, 6

My dear Mr. & Mrs. Canavan,

My thoughts are constantly with you and the boys in these days. I’ve been thinking and praying as we all
are doing, but especially for you and yours. I’ve no very recent news of or from the boys. We knew it might be
impossible for them to write and since the fateful D-Day, we have learned that invasion troops were in sealed
camps beforehand. I’ve just written to Mrs. Waldie to suggest going to see her next week and asking what news, if
any, she has later than mine. It has been such a strained anxious time. The issue – please god – not in any doubt,
but sacrifices are being made. Alan was quiet about things when I saw him last, quiet and confident and anxious to
get on with it, and get it over. Not visibly concerned about himself. Very thoughtful of you, looking forward to his
return. You will probably have news before I do. Priority letters to homefolk, I’m sure. I shall send on at once any
news I may have. Mrs. Waldie is freer to go at any time, if the boys need her, she can get to them. I haven’t
written to anybody for a while. I have not been able to settle to letters, but rather have kept busy doing things at
home and elsewhere to keep going on. Now I feel I must write to all the dear ones I think of so constantly, even
though there is no definite message to send. Our combined prayers will help them and us to go through with
whatever lies ahead. So much selfless courage and devotion must raise the world to a higher level of goodness and
bring peace with loving thoughts to all. Mrs. Rixham.

*******
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94. WE CAN’T SAY WHAT’S HAPPENING TO US, BUT WE’RE OK – JUNE 1944

June 16, 1944 – Air Mail

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, England

My dear Connie and Fred,

No doubt you must have been wondering what happened to us! That we can’t say, but, we are all still well
and in the best of health. As you already know, the big show is on. I can’t say anything else and you know why.
Your letters have been coming in fine and today I received your swell parcel that contained cake, biscuits, socks and
handkerchiefs. These things are all appreciated and many thanks for them. Quite some time ago, I said that mail
was dropping off. I wasn’t kidding. You know that by now. It’s hard to sit down and write but I will try to do my
best in the future. This week I tore up all the mail I had to answer – I just couldn’t carry it around with me.
Whenever I write, you people came first on the lists, and if you don’t hear from me for a while, you’ll know I am
busy so that’s the story.

The first and foremost thing right now for you people to remember is, not to worry. We are all, so far, OK
and we hope to remain that way. I see quite a bit of Hal Hendery just now and a fair amount of Ross. I saw Bruce
B. a few nights ago – he was A-1.

Your Readers Digest for June arrived a couple of days ago and there are some fine articles in it. The first
one, “So Long, Son” is excellent – no doubt, you have read it. I had a fine letter from Jim McKee the other day. He
jumped to conclusions as far as we are concerned, but his story will fit by the time you get this. I was very pleased
to hear about the improvements in good old “53.” It sure sounds like a great improvement and something to look
forward to.

Ross looks very smart as a Lance Corporal – the change will do him a lot of good, he’s busy these days too!
This old guy seems destined to remain a Trooper, but who cares, as long as I’m happy. I sent my camera away a
week ago. Ross took it away for me. That’s the story for the present folks and we all send our kindest regards to all
of you. All my love, Alan.

*******



Collection of letters written home by Alan Stanley Canavan
during the period from 1941 to 1945

Alan Canavan Letters Home 20180630.docx Page 128 of 216

95. THE WAR IS STARTING TO PICK UP – JULY 1944

July 4, 1944

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.4

Dear Connie & Fred,

Hello again. I just thought I’d drop in again with some more news. Everyone is fine on this side so don’t be
worried. I only wish that I could tell you more but, I think you must know by now what is going on. I see quite a bit
of Ross and Harold. I haven’t seen Bruce B. for three weeks and that’s the way it goes. I’m sending this letter by
the ordinary way because I am sending a couple of pictures. They were taken on Dominion Day, 1944. Yes, that’s
right, July 1st. While they were being taken, the alert sounded. That’s why the expression is so wonderful. The all-
clear sounded right after. That’s not a horse collar I’m wearing, its just part of the uniform.

I’ve received your last three airmails. I’ll bet the old homestead looks like a million bucks. Maybe we had
better arrive back home just after the storm windows and the shutters have been painted. I had very nice letters
from brother Les and Vera. I’ll try to answer those as soon as possible.

The war is beginning to pick up, isn’t it? About time too, I suppose. These Russians seem to be able to
fight at any time, in any season, anywhere.

A couple of weeks ago I was in town and I happened to get weighed, the score – 165 lbs. My shoes were
tied, of course. I guess Willie has me trimmed just now, but remember, I have no excess fat on my bones, can he
say the same?

Had a letter from an old pal of mine a couple of weeks ago. His name is Norman Orr, and he is now serving
over here with a British unit as a Lieutenant. Norm was in the traffic department of Standard Brands when I was in
the General office. We used to go out to lunch together. I think I brought him out to the house one night, or else
he called for me in his car. Norm was married last September in St. Matthews Church, Hampstead. He said that he
would like to meet up with me and we could have a nice long chat. So far, we have been unable to get together but
one never knows these days. Haven’t heard from Frank Waldie since I returned from my last leave, although I did
hear something about him a few days before “D-Day”.

Last night, I heard that great big “heart-throb” Frank Sinatra on one of those Hit Parades. I was amazed to
hear how those females scream while the poor jerk is trying to sing. Even when he isn’t singing, those female
maniacs are shouting and screaming. Talk about mass hysteria, well they can keep it. I will admit that Sinatra has a
fair voice, but its nothing to shout about. I’d rather hear the old “groaner” Bing Crosby or even Bob Eberleigh
(probably spelt Eberle) anytime.

Have you heard any more about Lieutenant Dave Sockett? Kind of tough if its true, but that’s the way it
goes. I saw an interesting thing this morning. First time I had ever seen a thing like this ever happen. Yes, indeed
interesting. There is something which just makes you forget everything and stare, truly a marvellous sight, one I
won’t forget in a long time. Oh, yes, it wouldn’t be fair to tell you about it just yet. Anyway, I might tell you later.

I have heard some very nice music lately and you have probably heard it too. Have you heard that piece
“Holiday for Strings”, written by David Rose, peach of a number this when its played by Harry James et son
orchestra; it’s on a Victor Record, I believe. The popular tunes just now are “This is a lovely way to spend an
evening”, “Star Eyes”, “Poinciana”, “It’s Love, love, love”, “I didn’t sleep a wink last night”, etc.

That just about covers all the news for this time and I’ll try to keep in touch with you as much as possible in
the future. If you don’t happen to receive any airmail for a while, just keep your fingers crossed and don’t worry,
o.k.? Regards to all and all my love, Alan.

4 British West Europe Forces
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*******
96. FIRST LETTER FROM FRANCE – JULY 1944

July 20, 1944

Trooper Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Regimental
Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie & Fred,

Note the new address. This is the first letter for sometime and the first from this side. Everything so far is o.k., but
its plenty noisy. Our guns are firing like hell and its something; truly an experience you cannot buy (thank goodness
for that!)

I have been receiving your letters in very good time and I find them most interesting, so, keep up the grand work. I
mailed you a field post card a couple of days ago and said that I had received your letters of July 4th. Since then, I
have received others: contents: tomato juice, socks, grapefruit juice, cake and cookies, tongue and sardines, etc.
You asked what we needed. Well there isn’t anything more, I can tell you. I will admit that fruit juice and stuff like
that is swell, but don’t send stuff that can’t be used right away – I have no room on my motor-cycle to pack stuff.
I’m carrying too much now.

I have seen Hal Hendery and Ross and they were both well and fine. Hal was just going in, and Ross, well, he’s
further back, so he should be o.k. I am in the middle, but occasionally, I go up to the front and its mighty “hot” up
there. It is too bad I can’t tell you where we are but the newspapers will give you more. The other day I was down
in a town and believe it or not I had to speak French and I was understood too.

By the way, those snaps are beautiful and do I mean it. Say are those twins our cousins? How about a summary on
their activities for the past ten years? Are they still in Montreal? Find out what they are doing in 1945! Now don’t
let me down and tell me that they are engaged! Also, you two look mighty fine. But listen Connie, keep an eye on
that wolf Freddie!

This little note is being written from the bottom of a four feet deep foxhole which has been my home for the past
few nights – its also raining outside which accounts for the splashes. A couple of nights ago, I saw a bunch of
German prisoners coming through town – quite filthy with clothes in rags.

Had some wonderful letters from Grandma, Vera, Les and Dot, our own Les and a few others. Can’t say when these
will be answered but I’m hoping to go in for a resting period one of these days and then everyone will be writing, so
that’s all for now, and all my love, Alan.

*******



Collection of letters written home by Alan Stanley Canavan
during the period from 1941 to 1945

Alan Canavan Letters Home 20180630.docx Page 130 of 216

97. SO FAR, I HAVE MANAGED TO DUCK IN TIME – JULY 1944

July 31, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars),
Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie & Fred,

Hello again, this is the first for some time now. Sorry, I couldn’t write sooner but you should know why. I
asked Ross to tell you that I was all right. Well, we have been busy and it doesn’t take long to run yourself ragged.
As you can see, I still have an eye for that bed of mine. So far, I’ve managed to duck in time, but you never know
these days. I think its about time I answered some of your questions which you have asked during the past month.
I’ll bet 53 looks darn nice right now, you two have done a fine job.

We have been having it hot too, only in another sense. Fred was telling in one of his letters that the
Russians were only 470 miles away from Berlin and in Italy 610. That must put me at 633 then, and I’m not kidding.
I was sorry to hear about Bob Hendery. Hal knows by this time and its pretty hard to believe. I hope he turns up
alive and well.

You know those snaps of our cousins and all the rest, eh! Well, boy oh boy! I look at those snaps at least
once a day – great morale boosters. I asked you for some more information on them. They are certainly easy on
the eyes.

Glad to hear that you enjoyed those pictures. They weren’t too bad, were they? Say, if Les ever does get
the chance to get over, tell him not to, and take it from me, this is no picnic, and the game doesn’t stop even for
darkness or rain. Three years ago, today, I was at home – remember! Am I ever looking forward to coming home
again.

I had a fine chat with Ross, the day before yesterday. He is extremely well and he’s looking more like me
every day. How’s that for a pat on the back? We are taking care of ourselves as well as we can. This thing can’t
last a great deal longer. How is brother Stan doing? How is Canavan E.V.S. doing – that the important question
right now? After this war, if you and the three of us combine our talents, we should make that place hum and
that’s no pipedream. I will try and keep you posted but it’s a tough job. Regards to all at Marcil and to all the
others. Ross has written quite a few letters lately so watch the old mail box. That’s the story for today and more
later. All my love, Alan.

*******
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98. BACKGROUND – THE BREAKOUT AFTER THE INVASION – AUGUST 1944

By the end of July 1944, the US and British Forces in Normandy had broken through the German defences.
The US streamed out of the Cherbourg Peninsula and passed Avranches. The Second British Army pushed towards
Vire. To stem this tide, the German command moved several armoured units further west. With these
developments, the First Canadian Army was ordered to advance to the south-east, with a view to cutting off the
German lines of retreat. From then on, the battle for Normandy evolved very quickly.

OPERATION TOTALIZE, conducted from August 7th to 11th, 1944 was devised by the First Canadian Army
to breach the defences along the Verrières Ridge, south of Caen. With British formations on both flanks leaving
very little room to maneuver, the 2nd Canadian Corps organised a frontal night-time attack to be conducted by the
2nd Canadian Infantry Division and the 2nd Canadian Armoured Brigade, followed by an air bombardment and a
proposed break-out by the 4th Canadian Armoured Division. Once the Canadian Army started advancing, the
troops were constantly urged forward by their commanders. When their advance was blocked by the Germans at
Quesnay Woods, the Canadians paused, regrouped and advanced on a different axis that allowed them to bypass
the heavily defended position.

OPERATION TRACTABLE, conducted from August 14th to 16th, 1944 was devised to resume the advance
and breach the new German defensive line that was being established along the general line of the Laison River.
After crossing the Laison River, the divisions were to veer south-east and capture the high ground overlooking the
town of Falaise. The plan called for a daytime attack preceded by an aerial bombardment. To outflank Quesnay
Wood, the line of advance was moved several kilometers to the east. The 3rd Canadian Infantry Division advanced
on the right flank and the 4th Canadian Armoured Division advanced on the left flank. At around 1200 hours of
August 14th, the advance began. It involved nearly 280 Sherman Tanks spread over a front of approximately 4
kilometers. After an aerial bombardment, the tanks dashed forward through the smoke and dust. As expected, the
German defenders made good use of their anti-tank weapons, knocking out many tanks. When the attacking
forces arrived at the Laison River, they found that many of the bridges were blown and that the steep banks made
it difficult to cross. The first troops across were the recce troops from the 7th Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s
Royal Canadian Hussars). They were following the advance behind the leading tank units. In the general confusion
of searching for crossings, they got the better part of squadron across at two widely separated positions, where
they dug in and held in the face of furious enemy fire.

“While this was going on, both Regimental Headquarters and the “A” Echelon were having their difficulties
too. There had been a heavy bombing program laid on for the operation between 1400 and 1600 hours, but due to
an error, a great weight of bombs was dropped behind our lines. Regimental Headquarters and “A” Echelon were
severely hit. The headquarters lost eight vehicles, including the three wireless vans. The “A” echelon lost twenty-
seven vehicles. Only one man was hurt. This disrupted communication for about one hour during the heat of the
battle, but Regimental Headquarters was soon functioning again.” – The Regimental War History of the 7th

Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars during the World War 1939-1945, W. Pavey.)

Starting at around 1600 hours, the tanks started to cross and continued the advance towards the high
ground. All through the advance, they encountered intense resistance and anti-tank fire. The advance was
suspended at dusk and the units held their position until Falaise was captured by another Canadian Division that
had been advancing along an axis further west, where it had encountered very little resistance. The Canadians
were now well-positioned for the next operation, but the day had not been easy and many vehicles were lost.

The OPERATION TO CLOSE THE FALAISE GAP, conducted from August 17th to 21st, 1944 was devised to
take advantage of a tactical situation whereby the American forces advancing from the south-west had all but
encircled what was left of the German Fifth and Seventh Armies in Normandy. The Americans had advanced to
Argentan, approximately 16 kilometers to the south of Falaise and were moving North-east. The 4th Canadian
Armoured Brigade and the 1st Polish Armoured Division were ordered to move in a south-easterly direction to close
the gap, seize the high ground, and block the German withdrawal. By that time, the Falaise Gap was approximately
5 kilometers wide, and more than a hundred thousand German soldiers and their equipment were streaming
through it. The concentration of German forces soon became the target of the Allied Artillery and Air Forces,
resulting in thousands of deaths and the destruction of countless vehicles. Canadian units from the 10th Brigade
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were sent forward to try and block crossings along the Dives River. While they succeeded in entering the towns
along the river, they were not able to control or block the crossings. They did however, accept the surrender, of
thousands of German soldiers.

Extract from the “Memoirs of Major John M. Thom, M.B.E 1939-1945”

The Allied Forces had control of the skies and this gave them control of the roads and railways. The
Germans could not get supplies or reinforcements, so they were gradually pushed back into the Falaise Gap. With
the Americans on their flank, a river behind them and the British, Canadians and Polish in front, with constant night
and day bombing from the air and artillery shelling, it became known as the “killing ground.” It had taken from the
14th of July to the 22nd of August to do this. This killing ground was littered with dead men, bloated dead horses
and cattle, broken-down wagons and vehicles, bicycles and stunted trees cut down by bombs, shells and shrapnel.
The Germans had used anything to move their troops and equipment as they ran out of petrol. One hundred
thousand German soldiers had been either killed, wounded or taken prisoner and the way was cleared for the
Division to move forward and capture the channel ports.

*******
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99. DRIVING ON THE RIGHT AND DODGING SHELL HOLES – AUGUST 1944

August 10, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars),
Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie & Fred,

Many thanks for your letters of July 30th. They arrived here today and that’s excellent service. I also received a
nice letter from Mansie. At present, I haven’t the time to sit down and write, so if it wouldn’t be too much trouble,
would you thank Mansie, for the splendid letter. Oh, by the way, your parcel arrived yesterday, grand one at that
and please thank Mrs. Strachan for those chocolate bars.

I have written a couple of letters to you from this country and you should have them by now. Up to now, things are
going as scheduled and we are all under the impression that it can’t last very much longer. Too bad you people
have had so much rain. We, on the other hand, have had some beautiful hot days, must fortunate for us. How
about a little more information on those two cousins of ours! Glad to hear (switch to pencil – no ink on hand) that
Marcie is feeling and looking so well, it’s a pleasure to hear that.

Say, that Canavan Venting Systems envelope looks mighty fine. Give my best to Stan. That description of Matthew
Halton (CBC War Correspondent) was quite true. We are now advancing past that point – I think. You were also
right about Hartley being in that town, so were we.

Fred’s version of the present situation is 100% correct and the Americans are pushing on further. Your views on
the political situation were very interesting. Ross, Hal and I are all well and glad to hear that you are too! Those
snaps were taken on Dominion Day in Chichester, England, deep in the heart of Sussex. They cost 5 shillings, but
now, its francs for us. The majority save their money as there isn’t any spot where you can spend it. I am still
hoping to receive a day off one of these months and then I will get a few letters away. Am I ever behind in letter
writing! So, the squirrels have said “nuts to you again.” Oh, yeah, better luck on the next crop. I never knew that a
country could be so dusty. This place has Quebec all beaten when it comes to roads. Yes, its just like “home”.
Driving on the right-hand side, and dodging shell holes. That’s all for now and more later. All my love, Al.

*******
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100.BACKGROUND – THE PURSUIT THROUGH FRANCE – AUGUST/SEPTEMBER 1944

The run though France started on 22nd August and lasted until the 4th of September when the Division
reached Boulogne and Calais. During this phase of the war the Regiment advanced to the front of the Third
Division and pursued the Germans as they withdrew. The plan was to capture bridges before they could be blown,
and to cut off the Germans who garrisoned the small channel ports as well as Dieppe, Boulogne and Calais.

“The enemy was in full flight, and in many respects the pursuit was more in the nature of a triumphal
march. It was not entirely peaceful, however, for the leading troops constantly bumped into enemy rearguards
who extracted their toll of casualties in short, bitter clashes before they were either wiped out or surrendered. It
was not unusual to be greeted by cheering civilians on entering a village and by heavy fire on leaving it. The pursuit
was maintained relentlessly, however, and the crews had little sleep and few meals during the following weeks.” -
Page 130 – The Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948

7th Recce (17th Hussar) Humber Mark IV armoured car and carrier passing through a French village during the
pursuit (RCH Museum)

Extract from a report on a visit to France in 2014, written by Major W.S. Funk, Deputy Commanding Officer, The
Royal Canadian Hussars.

Heading northeast towards Calais on August 31, 1944, on phase II of a reconnaissance and clearance operation,
Master Warrant Officer C.C. White with Troopers T.C. Pettibone and R.E Andrews were scouting along the ridge
south of Neufchatel. Off to one side, White observed a local man waving, mistaking the sign for a greeting rather
than a warning. The regiment had met only light resistance since leaving Rouen and was leading the advance
north, but remained under pressure to keep moving. The Germans were in retreat, being disrupted by the French
Resistance while the Allies pressed forward. The lone man on the ridge had attempted to halt the advance and
pass information about an enemy position only 150 metres ahead. White waved back to the man and only
moments later, two rounds from an entrenched 88 anti-tank gun hit their vehicle. Pettibone and Andrews were
killed immediately while White died on route to a field hospital. The Germans, having successfully engaged the
lead elements of the Allies, immediately withdrew. The engagement was over, and the town was liberated. The
Hussars barely did more for the people of Neufchatel than travel through the town on their way to the next
objective, yet their presence and passage through the town drove out the last of the enemy.
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Extract from the “Memoirs of Major John M. Thom, M.B.E 1939-1945”

During the static period of fighting, “B” Echelon, under command of Major Duncan MacKenzie was in the
Divisional area and was moved from place to place by the Divisional “B” Echelon Area Commander. It became
apparent, however, that during a breakout, it would be impossible to operate the fighting Squadrons with B
echelons so far behind.

It was decided to form an “A” echelon consisting of vehicles, equipment and personnel necessary to
maintain the Regiment on a rapid advance. It drew equipment to do this and then stuck to the tails of the
Squadrons delivering petrol, ammunition, food, mail, etc. to them whenever they stopped. This nearly always
happened at night. Having trailing them all day long, the “A” echelon was forced to keep working most of the
night, finding the Squadrons, supplying them and then returning to the rear to replenish supplies. This work was
tiring and hazardous. The drivers ate and slept whenever they could. The “A” echelon was made up of about 30
vehicles, most of the large 60-hw trucks, several jeeps and 30-hw trucks. At Montreuil, the Germans had blown all
the bridges and decided to make a stand on the far bank of the river. The Recce Squadrons spread out to find a
crossing. Meanwhile, the rest of the Division, mounted in trucks, stayed on the road. The Germans started shelling
the area. Eventually a temporary bridge was constructed over the river. A Bailey bridge would later be constructed
for the larger vehicles. Further up the river, one of the Squadrons found a stone bridge that was intact. Dispatch
Riders were used extensively to pass messages. The RHQ followed the main Montreuil-Samer Road

By the 5th of September the Regiment had taken hundreds of prisoners and sealed the enemy off in his
fortresses of Boulogne, Cap Gris Nez and Calais. “A” Squadron was at Guines and Ardres containing the Calais
Garrison, “B” Squadron was near Marquise cutting the main Boulogne-Calais road and “C” Squadron on their far
right cutting the coast road from Calais to Dunkerque. Every time a German vehicle appeared on any road, they
opened fire and either captured or knocked them out. By the end of September 1944, both Calais and Boulogne as
well as Cap Gris Nez, where the long-range guns had been firing across the Channel at Dover, had been cleared of
all Germans and both the 2nd and 3rd Divisions headed for the Scheldt Pocket, which controlled the channels into
Antwerp.

All personnel and supplies were still coming in over the Normandy beaches and all roads were one way
only. “MAPLE LEAF UP” to the front, and “MAPLE LEAF DOWN” to the beaches; traffic was never ending. The roads
had not been built for this kind of traffic and everything was always covered in dust. The Provost Corps directed
traffic, just like the traffic cops in Montreal, except sometimes there was shelling.

Approximate axis of advance
of the 7th Recce Regiment –
from Caen to the Falaise
gap, then through Rouen
and then North-east to cut
off the enemy forces in
Boulogne, Cap Gris Nez and
Calais

*******
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101.PEOPLE CRY FOR JOY AS WE LIBERATE THEIR TOWNS – SEPTEMBER 1944

September 3, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars),
Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Les,

Five years down and one to go (September 3, 1939 – 1944). Many thanks for your swell, informal short
letters. I look forward just as much as you do for letters but its mighty hard trying to find time to write. I have
plenty to talk about but at present it will just have to wait.

Hal Hendery is now a Corporal and I had a short chat with him this morning. He received your letters o.k.
Ross is very well too. I managed to see him a week ago Saturday and we spent three hours together.

This little note is being written upon my knees. At present, I am sitting in an old French farm wagon and I
will admit that it is not the best place to compose a letter. The weather has turned with the month and we have
had a fair amount of rain. Now its clear again but quite chilly, sort of feels like a good day to don the old football
boots and kick a pigskin about.

We have really moved around France in the last couple of weeks, eh what! By golly, Les, I have seen some
wonderful sights all right. I saw a young French girl last week just after the Maquis (French Resistance) had cut off
her hair. I have seen old people crying with joy as we drove through and liberated their town. Just a few nights
ago, I had a little girl come up to me and I didn’t know what she wanted so I bent down and then I found out. Yes,
old boy, she kissed me. Too bad, she was only 4 or 5.

Of course, you can always have two sides to a story. The other side is grim and not very pleasant to talk
about; however, I saw these things and it was really quite a sight. Picture a convoy going along the roads and then
quite suddenly swing to one side of the road to avoid running over a dead body that has been lying there for a few
days, one of his legs has been blown off and the other is a blasted twisted thing with bones all broken and his face a
greyish sight in death. Or when going up towards the front, while travelling along dodging this hole and that one,
you happen to pass a ditch and in it lies an enemy soldier, dead of course, the blood on his face still looks fresh.
Then, brother, you know you are up at the front.

Another picture showing how the enemy has retreated goes something like this: Along the roads and on
both sides, you see wrecked German vehicles mostly knocked out by the R.A.F. Then you come across horses
stolen from the French lying alongside the road, their legs broken and insides practically outside, and the smell –
WOW – certainly not like the last rose of summer.

During the last week, we have had nothing on Hollywood. Why, I’ve driven through towns and the whole
population was standing out on the road to welcome us. If you stop, you’ll be kept there until they’ve all shaken
hands with you. Sometimes you will see a chap run out with pears or plums or apples or even flowers and
sometimes a shot of cider, wine or cognac.

A couple of weeks ago, we pulled into a town and I decided to go down to a store (Boulanger) and pick up
a couple of loaves of this long dark bread. Well, I was almost hijacked by an old man. It was a hot day, and this old
chap whipped me into his house, sat me down, grabbed a loaf of bread, some butter and cheese and a good bottle
of wine. Say partner, the hospitality is fine in some parts!

Just a couple of nights ago, we liberated a few more towns and as our convoy turned a corner, a snappy
looking young woman rushed out and ran about 10 yards down the road to my motorcycle and deposited a lovely
bouquet of flowers on it. Later, I went back to pick up and direct a few more vehicles and I stopped by her home,
went in and had a couple of drinks of cider and she gave me a couple of eggs. I then drove away to our harbour
and went to bed and slept like a log. My French is picking up slowly and I get along well now.

That current favorite “I’ll be Seeing You” is very popular too just now. We have that number at home by T.
Dorsey and Frank “Superman” Sinatra on the vocal. “Sweet Lorraine” is also very popular. I see that Captain Glen
Miller is now a Major. Dinah Shore is over here, and so is Bing “Crooner” Crosby. So far, I haven’t seen these
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people, but I’ve heard them. I have heard that piece “How Blue the Night” – odd, but not too bad. Haven’t heard
“Time Waits for No One” yet.

Time flies by. I thought yesterday was Thursday, until someone said it was Saturday. Working and being
paid in French Francs is something new – 2 and ½ francs equals 5¢. I think it’s 200 francs to the £ ($4.85 to you!). I
still have 100 francs which we all had to take in England.

You might pass this letter around to the folks and friends if you wish. At least, it will hold them for a few
minutes.

I hear that you will be going home on leave in another couple of weeks. I guess you are looking forward to
it, eh? When you get home, give the old machine upstairs a good workout because I intend to be home before
your next leave (I hope). Boy, I wouldn’t mind going home on leave with you, Les. Remember we must have a
standing date in that little tavern in Snowdon Junction (Antonin’s).

That’s all I have for you just now, Les and if I get time soon, I’ll be writing your way again. Have fun on
your leave and all the best. As always, Al.

*******
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102.HAL HENDERY IS NOW A CORPORAL – SEPTEMBER 1944

September 3, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars),
Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

About a month ago I sent you an airmail and that was the last time I wrote to you. Great things have
happened since that letter. No doubt, the “Star” and “Gazette” keep you up to date on our movements plus the
radio of course. You can understand why I have been unable to write. As much as I would like to keep you both
informed it is very difficult to find time to sit down and write. Ross, I believe, has kept you both informed and I
have asked him to tell you just why, etc.

You will be pleased to hear that Hal Hendery is now a corporal. I saw him receive his rank in the field. I
had a very short chat with him this morning and he showed me a letter he received from brother Les. From reports
received up to last night, Ross is very well indeed. I was with him for three hours a week ago Saturday and we had
quite a chat.

I have quite many letters to write, but of course you people came first. Have you had any more beautiful
cousins around 53 lately?

Last night I happened to come across West Hill High School’s annual year book for 1944. While glancing
through it I saw a picture of Chris Doscher’s (of Dufferin Road) younger sister. I could hardly believe it. Why, when
I left, she was just a little slip. Must have been all of 10 years old then. But, by golly, a few years does make a big
difference.

Well by the time we get back we should have quite a bit to tell. I know plenty of little stories but time also
does not permit me to tell them.

There is one thing we will admit and that is as follows: As we go forward into the sixth year of war, we
know that this is the last year. By all rights, the European campaign should end quite soon. I doubt that the
Germans can stand another winter even now and armies are crashing forward on all fronts and the day is coming
fast when we start down the road for Berlin. It was General McNaughton who said of the Canadian Army “A dagger
pointed at the heart of Berlin.” That dagger has started its descent and soon it will strike the very hub of Hitler’s
Nazi gang where it hurts most. I have seen our men and the great quantities of equipment rolling up to the front
and it’s a wonderful sight too. Your contributions in the War Loan and Victory drives have borne fruit, fruit that
cannot be eaten, but can be used to exterminate the common enemy, and so on we go.

Well, that’s the story for now and more later so pardon me while we make history. All my love, Alan.

This is just a P.S. as I just found a couple of airgraphs kicking around that haven’t been answered. Fred’s
description of those twins of ours was fine. That Peggy looks all right from this distance. Of course, there is
nothing wrong with Nina, except that she’s engaged.

By the way, I passed a few of those robot-bomb-launching platforms a few days ago – quite something to look at.

Questions and answers department: No leave for us at present, rumours are high, authorities very quiet. Haven’t
heard from Mrs. Waldie or Mrs. Rixham or Frank since before D-Day, but if I should hear, I’ll let you know. Those
socks, grey, for the use of, are o.k. And that brings us up to date – Alan.

*******
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103.BACKGROUND – WORK IN THE INTELLEGENCE SECTION – SEPTEMBER 1944

Extract from an article, entitled “D+39” which appeared in the History-World War II section of the Royal Canadian
Hussar Association website, written by Alan Stanley Canavan.

Our duties in the Intelligence (“I”) Section included several 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 or decode
any messages. Codes were changed officially at 02:00 hours each day. In the early morning, you and
representatives from other units, took down the latest situation report from the front lines of battle. Most of the
other unit members were Captains and Majors. We always found it interesting as to why a couple of Lance
Corporals 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 Divisional 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 chore-horses (electrical generators)
they used to recharge all the batteries. The sound of these was noisy. Like 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.

Another 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-hw trucks. It’s 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 Regimental Headquarters (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.

*******
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104.FRENCH HOSPITALITY AFTER A FLAT TIRE – SEPTEMBER 1944

September 12, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars),
Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

I haven’t written to either of you for over a week but your incoming mail has been excellent. This week, I
have received two parcels of smokes and your parcel containing smokes, razor blades, candy, gum, cigarettes, fruit
juice and beans. About four of your letters also rolled in to even off the score. Kindly thank Mr. Greening for his
lovely gift, very decent of him and kindly accept my thanks for your morale booster uppers. So far, everything is
going along as planned and from all reports people seem to have taken on an air of optimism. Well, I don’t think it
will last long, anyway.

Ross is very well, I hear, although I haven’t seen him for a few weeks. One of my friends was back there
and he had quite a chat with him and he says he is doing fine. Old Labour Day came and went on its merry way, eh.
We were on our way too. The following day – i.e. Tuesday, I was thinking of all the little kids that would be starting
school again. The kids must have been thinking too.

At present, I have a few of your letters on hand which I will now answer, so let’s go. Glad to hear that the
proper authorities have started to build again in Hampstead. At least, it will be different to see some more new
houses and faces. We have seen (and had) plenty of apples since we arrived in France, some apples are swell,
some are not so good.

I enjoyed your letters. They were interesting and there’s plenty of truth in what you say about our politics.
Evidently, New Brunswick is in favour of the Gods. Old King should start ducking soon, eh!

At present, we are situated in one of the nicest spots, I’ve been in so far. The surrounding countryside is
beautiful and this scenery reminds me of Seaford or Newhaven in England. The weather is beginning to change and
I am beginning to wonder if this country has ever known an Indian summer.

Here are a couple of tips for future parcels – a good can of coffee, ground of course would be appreciated.
We hardly see the stuff. Dried fruit is very nice, if you can get it. Shelled nuts, etc.

Here’s an interesting item for all to hear and this happened just over a week ago. Our convoy had been
moving up fast and we had started out early in the morning; the time was 0430 hours. The orders had been given
out and we were awaked around 0330 hours (it felt like 0100). Breakfast was served and away we went into the
early morning. It couldn’t have been called a dawn patrol because we started before the dawn. The moon was
shining brightly and it was chilly riding after the recent rain. Still, we had an important job to do and so we went
forth. Our starting point was passed at first light and soon the civilians were waving to us which meant that we
were first into that town and an eerie feeling kind of creeps into you. We didn’t stop for lunch this day – we just
kept right on and up to about three in the afternoon, we had covered a good forty miles.

At 7:45, we had covered 71 miles and one of our lads discovered that his back tire on his bike was flat. He
had to drop out and I asked to also. My question was answered so we both started to repair his tire. At 8:45, we
had one fixed only to discover that we had pinched the tube while replacing it in the wheel. We fixed the two holes
and pumped her up again, but she still went down, so – it was dark, too dark to see what we were doing. What do
you think we did?

Our convoy had pushed on and so we taxed our brains. We stopped three French people and asked if they
knew of any spot where we could sleep – Yes was the answer and so off we went to their house. Supper was swell.
It consisted of three courses. The first was tomatoes, sliced with a dash of onions, which sort of gave them a tarty
taste and brown bread and butter. The second stage was an omelette of eggs and lamb then the homemade jam,
coffee, wine and a liquor. We supplied the smokes.
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The people moved to another house for the night, and the two of us had the bed – what a sleep! The
alarm clock, which was set for 8, woke us up, and lo and behold, we were served breakfast. A couple of fried eggs,
bread and butter, jam and a bowl of coffee.

So, we fixed the tire, thanks the people and sped off on our way. That’s the story for tonight and more
later. All my love, Al.

*******
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105.BACKGROUND – BATTLE OF THE SCHELDT – OCTOBER 1944

Extract from the “Memoirs of Major John M. Thom, M.B.E 1939-1945”

By the end of September 1944, both Calais and Boulogne, as well as Cap Gris Nez, had been cleared of all Germans,
and both the Second and the Third Divisions headed for the Scheldt Pocket, which controlled the sea-channels
leading into Antwerp.

All supplies had to come in over the beaches until the allies could capture a seaport, which did not happen until
November 1944, when the Scheldt estuary, which controlled the entrance to Antwerp, was cleared of all German
troops by the 2nd and 3rd Divisions of the Canadian Army. The Scheldt lies along the borders of Belgium and
Holland. In clearing the Scheldt, the 3rd Division won a new name “the water rats – as all the fighting was done
though Polders – an area of reclaimed land, flat, marshy or flooded, surrounded by dikes with roads on top of
them.

The 2nd and 3rd Divisions drove north, out of France to the Belgian/Dutch border and the Leopold Canal. The
Hussars tried to cross the canal, but it was too well defended by the Germans, and turned the job over to the
Infantry. RHQ and the Squadrons moved up the coast, leaving “A” Echelon a few miles behind them near the canal.

*******
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106.SORRY, I FORGOT YOUR BIRTHDAY AGAIN, CONNIE – OCTOBER 1944

October 1, 1944 - Sunday

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

Just another short note to bring you up to date. I received your past parcel a couple of weeks ago and
thoroughly enjoyed the contents. I realized that I had made a slight error in one of my letters to you people when I
spelt Henry Gunning as Greenwing. I guess you passed it off all right.

Yes, Ross has certainly done a fine job as far as writing is concerned. As a matter of interest, I was down to
see Ross last Wednesday and I saw Hal Hendery on Tuesday. Both are fine and naturally, we had an interesting
chat on each occasion. Haven’t seen Bruce B. for quite some time although I imagine that he is busy. Thank you
very much for your swell letters and to Mansie. I will try to answer them all as soon as possible. Oh, yes, Ross told
me that he had sent flowers to Connie for her birthday. I confess that I had completely forgotten AGAIN! You
know what its like. By the way Connie, those two snaps were very nice and that’s not a bad one of you at all. I
think its fine. Quite a chubby little rascal, eh!

Ross told me that you had bought him a new watch and he is certainly looking forward to it. Watches
must be kind of scarce these days, and I’ll bet they’re also expensive.

I can’t say what I want for Christmas, except a discharge would please most of us now. I’ll just have to
leave it up to you. That gum drop cake was perfect – I have the words of 8 men and they all enjoyed it. Since we
landed in Europe, we have had more eggs in a week than all the time we were in England; more apples and stuff.
We are doing quite nicely, although we can draw pay if we wish. I haven’t since I arrived.

At the end of this month (October), I will have paid off my last Victory bond $50, but I don’t think that I’ll
be sucked into another one for a long time.

It’s hard to believe that Christmas is just around the corner but I can’t help you in any way. Surely, you
know that old saying “The way to a man’s heart is through his stomach.” That, by the way, is true, so anything at all
will suit us. When your letters arrived the other day, I was amazed to find that one of Fred’s had been opened by
examiner 7237. I don’t know the full story on this one, but the damn thing was postmarked August 15th. I guess
they are sending some of these across in empty bottles again. I won’t tell you how long that one took to get across.

That letter dealt with Outbush and I enjoyed it very much. You weren’t wrong, and neither was he, when
you said there was too much politics in this Army. One of these days, I’ll give you my point of view on the above
subject and it would be up my alley if I were only a correspondent, no fooling. Boy, I’d love to blast things wide
open and let the public know how the Canadian Army is being run.

Glad to hear that you purchased a “clothes mangler.” I guess its about time we had one, that should be
good news for our Connie. Say, what do you people do with all that nice weather that you’ve been having. We
could use some of those sunny warm days. Not so busy just now, but expect to be busy again before you receive
this.

Did Les get his leave yet? I’ll bet he’ll be glad to walk over the threshold of “53” again. I wouldn’t mind
doing the same just now. I’ve had a couple of letters from Margaret Saunders. She used to live in the house
opposite us. Well, she is staying in Toronto at her grandmother’s house and the family have sold their house and
are all living in California, just outside Hollywood. Margaret is back working with the Bank of Montreal and she will
remain in Toronto until her husband arrives back from Germany. This brings us up to date, I think and there will be
more in my next edition. Belated birthday greetings Connie and so-long for now. All my love, Al.

*******
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107.I AM USING A GERMAN TYPEWRITER – OCTOBER 1944

October 7, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

Here we are again and about time, too, eh! I haven’t a great deal to say but I imagine that almost anything
is something. Your boys are all right and Ross dropped in to see me a couple of nights ago and we managed a short
chat. Everything at his end is all right and that also goes for my position. At present, I have one of my early winter
colds and there isn’t a great deal I can do for it, but I should be all right in a few days – I hope. We had some real
miserable weather this past week and its not easy to keep warm and dry, but I have seen our Medical Officer and
he has given me the usual dose of pills. I am feeling much better today.

That meeting which Mrs. Blandford attended must have been quite a meeting. That colonel’s wife was a
few days ahead of herself because we only arrived here a few days ago and we have yet to see that land of bulbs.

The welcomes we have had in France will always be remembered. In most of our moves across that
country, we had flowers and fruit given to us. Hollywood had nothing on us and we felt happy to see these people
that way too. Even those chaps like myself that drove motor cycles had flowers on them and some of the
armoured stuff looked as though they were in the St-Jean Baptiste parade. Yes, we certainly are seeing plenty,
some good and some bad.

That was too bad about Bob Ellis. I knew of course some time ago, but I didn’t want to say anything about
it at the time. Bob had been riding a motor cycle for a long time, and I guess he was tired of doing the same old
thing, so he decided to have a little action and he got it all the wrong way. Ted Pottocary on the other hand, knew
exactly what he was doing, and I wouldn’t have wanted to be in his shoes. I think he will remember his part of the
campaign only too well. He will probably make the long trek to Canada one of these days.

That was nice of Eleanor Dornbush to phone you and let you know the story. How is the girl anyway?
Engaged, eh! Enough said.

I was pleased to hear that you finally got a washing machine. As a matter of fact, I had been thinking
about a machine some time ago, and look what has happened. That should be a real asset to the homestead.
What do you mean by bragging about your old age? Why, that snapshot was perfect and you haven’t changed a
bit, and I am not fooling either.

I sure hope that Les enjoyed his leave and that he hasn’t been posted out yet. Let us know how he got
along in the big city after being away off on the farms, what did he do, etc. This time next year, we should certainly
see us all together again.

Mrs. Rixham evidently received your airgraph, because she wrote us a letter and I received it a few days
ago, although I haven’t had a chance to answer her yet. I haven’t heard from Mrs. Waldie or Frank since before D-
Day, and I haven’t had a chance to write either. Mrs. Rixham is doing all right, and she is as busy as ever. She was
very pleased to receive your letter. Say, Connie, which twin was going to write and never got around to it? You tell
her that that is no way for a cousin to act, and if she doesn’t write, I won’t recommend those pills that she’s
manufacturing. Talking about manufacturing, how is old Canavan Vents doing this season?

One other thing, were you able to get rid of the old Packard because when I get back I might want to make
a few changes around 53 and I’ll be wanting a car. I am saving for it now. I happened to look at my pay book
yesterday, and was amazed to see that I have 101 dollars and a few extra cents, which I consider darn fine.

For your information, this is a German typewriter that I am using and perhaps this will give you some idea

of what its like: You will notice that there is no
dollar of cent figures and the key are practically the same as our own except the letter Y is down where the letter Z
is and vice-versa.
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I received my September Readers Digest a couple of days ago and I am finding it quite interesting. Great
little book. I noticed it is printed in Canada now, good for them.

That’s about all I can think of just now and another thing I must go out in a couple of minutes and get
some information for our bigshots, but there will be more of this piffle in the next edition. Kindly give my best
regards to Marcil Avenue and tell them that I haven’t forgotten them even though I haven’t written for months.
That’s the story and all my love, Alan.

*******
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108.WE READ ABOUT THE ZOMBIES IN CANADA – OCTOBER 1944

October 9, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars),
Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

This isn’t a surprise, so don’t get excited. I just thought that I would drop you a line and thank you for your
swell parcel that arrived tonight. That is what I call a darn fine one, and I appreciated your thoughtfulness. You
will remember that in one of my recent letters, I asked you to enclose some coffee and what could be finer: mellow
“all-purpose grind” Chase & Sanborn coffee, or as some people think, “chicory?” We usually pool all our food and if
a day is cold, we like to have a nice hot drink in the morning as well as the afternoon, so out comes the tea or
coffee and we all make a brew. As long as it is hot and dark, we enjoy it fully. When we left England, our section
brought over about ten pounds of coffee and we usually had this stuff blacker than the old coal bin and will still
enjoyed it. Now we are sort of short on supplies, most of us are writing home a little bit more than usual.

We live mostly outdoors and, now that winter is drawing nearer, it gets darn cool at nights and in the
morning. It’s pitch dark at seven o’clock at night and the sun doesn’t come through until nine or ten in the
morning, that is, if it comes up. We are not in any swanky hotel by any means; this present location is kind of
dreary and I can think of many better spots to be in. Still, we can talk, but we just must plod along with the rest of
the Canadian Army. Possibly, my answering this letter will give you a few hints on what to put into that Christmas
box, eh!

Well, my cold isn’t a hell of a lot better, but it should either run itself out or else I’ll be running out on it.
Better get in touch with that certain pill-making cousin of ours. You know my old trouble, the inflammation of the
bronchial mucous membrane. I just get a little sniffle in the old tête and “Ka pow”, its down in the old chest and I
go around wheezing, coughing and sneezing. I don’t think its worth worrying about or else I wouldn’t be sitting up
typing this note tonight. Damn nuisance though with a war on and all that.

We must have had all of FOUR rum rations since we landed on European soil. Just think of it, FOUR, and its
been really cold some of these nights. Ah yes, we know there is something fishy in this Army and it starts right in
Canada. Only this afternoon, I was looking through an old Standard and I noticed those advertisements about
joining Canada’s fighting forces, what piffle! We know that there are 80,000 Zombies in Canada, doing absolutely
nothing at all. We get quite a laugh out of the whole thing and I am only sorry that some of our views couldn’t be
published. Throughout this whole campaign, most of us have seen some real eye-openers and if the public could
only hear and read the true store, there would be an awful mix-up in Ottawa.

The other day, I read a fine account of Mr. Ralston’s visit to the Canadian troops in Italy. The fellows asked
questions and he was supposed to supply the answers. The account gave a list of the questions and the answers
and what a complete farce it turned out to be. There wasn’t one single question that he answered properly. Most
of the time, he evaded the question as much as possible. Why, it was childish the way he tried to answer. Sure,
Canada will play her full part in cleaning up Japan; just ask any Canadian soldier what he thinks about that question.
It would be fair to ask those Zombies in Canada what they are going to do about that situation? When this
European campaign is finished and the Canadian government decides to send a force from the Canadian Army out
to the Far East, they had better choose their men from the ones left in Canada, because I am sure that no one from
this side will want to participate.

There was a fine little article in the Standard picture section sometime in August and it showed some fine
little pictures of the 7th Canadian (Reserve) RECCE Regiment (17 DYRCH) in camp for their two weeks training. A
fine body of men. It showed these birds cleaning their huts, etc. disinfecting this and that. Little pictures of how
they keep the kitchens, etc. so clean; how they put the garbage in neat little cans with signs on them so that they
can’t possibly go wrong. How they wash their mess tins first in disinfectant and then soft boiling water. Just a lot
of propaganda. Its too bad that we can’t take pictures and let you know how the fighting men live and eat, and
what they eat. Ah, that would be too much of an eye-opener!
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The other pile of piffle goes like this “See that soldier over there, well he volunteered to serve his country
anywhere in the world because he wears that General Service (G.S.) badge.” Well that is the way our chaps look at
the situation and it’s a pretty grim view, eh. I could go on like this for a long time, but it won’t do me any good, so
let’s swing over to a more pleasant subject.

I was reading in life magazine the other day and I found something interesting. They are saying how
people in the United States were thinking that this war was just about all over. Where these people get these
ideas, I couldn’t say, but they had a full page telling about the plans some people have made for the day of Victory.
Its amazing to read such stuff. Why and where, you wonder, do they get these wonderful ideas.

While I am writing, the noise of our bombers going out to do battle is something to hear. At least, I think
that they are ours – you can’t tell when its dark out. I guess that they must be ours because there are quite a few
and old Adolf hasn’t got that many to play around with. It’s a funny thing though, I haven’t told you much about
the air war in my letters and I have intended to do so for a long time. Tonight, its getting too late to tell you what I
would like to, but I will in one of my future letters, it is quite interesting.

Well, its just about “storm-window time” back there in Hampstead, isn’t it? Too bad we are not around,
but maybe next year will be different. It had better be!

When we were coming up this way a short time ago, I noticed several World War 1 cemeteries, which
were in fine shape. I also saw a few old pill-boxes that have been left as monuments and it was all very interesting.

Ross was up here again with one of his officers so we had another little chat. Everything on his end is o.k.
and he is quite happy, which is more than some people can say. I heard that Bruce B. got nicked again, so I think
he’ll be out of business for a few months. Don’t think its very serious, but bad enough.

Haven’t seen Hal lately, but I think he is all right. Saw Lt. Hunt Turley today and he’s fine and well. You
might tell Les that Jim Parker was with us for a couple of days, but he had an accident and he’ll be out for some
time. That’s all for tonight and more later. All my love and thanks again for the parcel. Alan.

Historical Note: In 1944, there was a political crisis, when some of the conscripts forced into military
service in Canada, starting in 1940, were ordered to serve overseas. The National Resources
Mobilisation Act of 1940 had allowed them to be registered by the government and moved to jobs
necessary for wartime production or the defence of Canada. The Act did not provide for them to be
sent overseas. The conscripts that refused to volunteer for active service were referred to as
"zombies." They were hated by the soldiers who had volunteered for overseas service. In 1944, the
Canadian troops in Europe were exhausted and had suffered many casualties and needed to be
reinforced, but the volunteer pool in Canada was dwindling. Consequently, some cabinet ministers
threatened to resign if the government did not send the zombies overseas. After much posturing, the
government finally agreed. On hearing this news, some of the zombies deserted, revolted or went on
strike. A non-confidence vote was held in parliament to stop this mobilization, but it was unsuccessful,
putting an end to the political crisis.

On the ground, the troops in the Netherlands got to rest during a three-month lull in the war. Further,
they were reinforced by the 1st Canadian Corps that deployed to the Netherlands from Italy. Finally, in
or around February 1945, approximately 13,000 conscripts were deployed to Europe, of whom only
about 2,500 reached the front lines and less than 70 lost their lives.

References: Chartrand, René (2001). Canadian Forces in World War II. London: Osprey. p. 15 ,
Granatstein, Jack & Morton, Desmond Canada and the Two World Wars, Toronto: KeyPorter, 2003
pages 203–204

*******



Collection of letters written home by Alan Stanley Canavan
during the period from 1941 to 1945

Alan Canavan Letters Home 20180630.docx Page 148 of 216

109.WE PURCHASED SOME VICTORY BONDS – OCTOBER 1944

October 16, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

Your last two letters arrived here on the 14th, and I enjoyed them immensely. I also got one from
Westmount. You wouldn’t be interested in the party – anyway there are still a few wolves around and I don’t want
to take chances. And there was a nice big parcel from the people at Marcil. I think I hit the old jack-pot, and of
course it all helps to boost one’s morale. Now comes the hard part and that’s answering all these people, but
someone must do it and that little guy happens to be me.

One of the boys gave me a verbal report on Ross yesterday. It all boiled down to this: Ross is fine and
happy and he mustered up enough courage and money to buy a bond in this Seventh Victory Loan which opened
last Thursday. I believe he ran up the bill to the tune of 100 smackeroos, which is MONEY to anyone these days.
What with three percent interest and all that goes with it, I think that it’s a pretty safe investment.

On my side of the ledger, I went one step further and purchased $150 worth of paper, so in about four or
five months, you should receive these bonds. These bonds are Bearer, so take good care of them. They will be
delivered to a Mrs. A.M. Canavan. I purchased a hundred-dollar bond outright and a 50-dollar bond on the
installment plan, same as last time. You should have for me by now a 50-dollar bond which I bought outright in the
Sixth Victory loan drive and you will be receiving my other 50-dollar one, which I got on the investment plan, in
about three months or so.

Don’t get all tied up on that above paragraph. I think its easy enough to decipher. In about a year, you
should have a total sum of $250 from the Sixth and Seventh Victory Loans. Let’s hope that this drive will turn out
better than the last one. I think it should go over the top and it probably will. If you should have any of my money
kicking around by all means, invest it if you wish, it looks like a rosy investment.

Things are going well on this side, but it’s a tough battle. This sector can truthfully be summed up by
saying “its no picnic”.

Your letters are vey entertaining and I thoroughly enjoyed them. The newspaper clippings were very
interesting indeed. Say, Ross is going to town on his correspondence, eh! Well, he’s had a little more time than
me, but I am holding my own. I was pleased to hear the good news about his letters though and I hope he keeps it
up. I was also pleased to hear about those flowers, they must have been nice all right. The news about Les was
very interesting too. Did you have Vera and Nina over as you planned? What were the reactions of the old
maestro when he laid eyes on our fair cousins?

In one of the enclosed papers of yours, the Gazette I believe, the football scores are something. I didn’t
know that these high schools were using American rules. It must certainly speed up the game a lot – the scores
prove that. 44 to 0 is quite a drubbing for old Westmount any day.

The weather hasn’t been too bad these past few days, but the nights are still chilly. It has been raining on
and off since yesterday afternoon but from all appearances, it looks as though the sun was going to come out.

These new landings on Greece should be an awful blast for Adolph. And the news that Hungary is on the
verge of folding up, and that Rommel has died, should be feathers in our caps. Rommel was injured in July by
Typhoons and you can imagine what he must have gone through. Yes, indeed, on all the Allied fronts, we are
pushing forward united for Victory.

You will be interested to hear that my cold is just about cleared up but I still must be careful, once a cold
leaves the head and sinks down in the chest, anything can happen and I prefer having my lungs intact and not all
over the ground. There is very little for us to do after six o’clock so for the past few nights we have been going to
bed around nine or so and getting a good night’s sleep. Slowly, but surely, we go ahead and the noose is getting
tighter and tighter on Hitler’s neck. I think there will be some changes made soon and let’s hope so.
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I wrote a short note to Mrs. Rixham yesterday and another to Mansie, Vera and Jim so if you people get
together you might get something out of my efforts. There isn’t much more for me to say at present except that
we are now in the land where sabots are fashionable and I will tell you more about that in another letter. That’s
the story for now and of course, there will be more coming your way soon. As always, with all my love. Alan.

*******
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110.DUE TO THJE MUD, I FELL OFF MY MOTORBIKE TWICE – OCTOBER 1944

October 23, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

Your last two letters arrived last week and I was pleased to receive them and they were most interesting. I
haven’t got too much information for you this time but I will try and stretch it out as much as possible. I haven’t
seen Ross for the past two weeks but I sent him a note about five days ago and that should bring him up to date as
far as I am concerned. The last time I saw him, he was very well and quite happy and that’s the main thing. The
news about Les was very interesting indeed and I’m sure he must have enjoyed his leave immensely. It’s nice to
know that he likes to be around the house a bit more, after all, that’s what it’s for. You were right when you said
that all the boys come to see you – all ages. Those maple leaves were very nice too, Connie. Mrs. Rother must
have a nice spot all right. That reminds me that the leaves on this side are beginning for fall now. Of course, it’s
getting on and this Thursday will be Halloween. I think, but it doesn’t make much difference to us what day it is.

By golly, I don’t know what its going to be like this winter but its mighty chilly and wet right now. We find
that the only place you can keep warm is in our beds, but the nights go so quickly. Oh, that “domestic economy”
finally upped and left me after being with me for a week and a half. Bad stuff, when you are kept on the move like
that. My cold has also cleared now, but at the rate this weather won’t help us along – cold, raw, wet and damp and
its pretty hard to keep the old feet warm.

So “storm windows Les” was on the job, eh? I can see the pieces of glass falling! After all, two isn’t too
bad even though they weren’t little ones. The main thing is that they have been painted and put up. I agree with
Les on the gong sounding the end of the last round: any time would suit us and the sooner the better. If that old
“bird” Les says that the house looked fine, that proves that you people must have made some fine changes. I can
remember when he came home from work and he wouldn’t notice anything and I would – remember? Well,
maybe he has been away too long. Perhaps, he will appreciate the old home much more when we all get back, eh?
I know that Ross and I will.

Everything is going quite well and there is little to report. On a recent move, I managed to fall off my bike
twice, due to the roads being covered with mud. And, cobblestones aren’t the best things to travel on, but no
damage done to either bike or Al, so everything is ok. Tonight is as black as the ace of spades, and its pouring
outside but as I am on duty, I must stay up a few more hours and see that things are going all right. We are
situated in a big farm and I have my bed right over eight horses and, of course, the place has the smell of the barn.
Mice have also made their homes here so we have quaint company and believe it or not, the mosquitos are still
around much to our discomfort. A few minutes ago, I heard a few porkers sniffing around outside; the other night,
I was on my way to bed and I almost stepped on two pigs while they were asleep – I beat a hasty retreat, freighted
around to the right and by-passed the porkers.

I read in one of the papers the other day that while old “Swoonatra” was singing in the Paramount in New
York, some Yank soldier threw three eggs at him and two hit. The poor Yank had to have a police guard just to get
him out before the girls tore him to pieces. Sinatra just walked off the stage in disgust. While on the subject, I also
heard a story about Crosby and Judy Garland. She was talking about Frankie and saying what a great guy he was,
when Crosby stepped up and said that nothing would replace the old pipe cleaner! Another one went like this:
Garland said that she had a piece of Sinatra. Crosby just said that there wasn’t anything that small. I guess old
Frank just had to grin and bear it. Still, its great publicity for him.

The guns are going into action again and I can hear them firing off a few dollars. I guess your Victory Loan
campaign will be over by the time you receive this. On this side the Canadians made a fine showing but let’s hope
that this will be the last one. Well its just about time I toddled off to bed and tonight, I’m sort of tired. Sorry, I
haven’t anything more for you, but I thought that this would be better that nothing and anyway, at least you know
that we are still alright. Until next time, then I’ll just say goodnight and be dropping in again soon. As always and
with all my love. Alan.
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111.WE WATCHED AN AMERICAN MOVIE IN A BARN – OCTOBER 1944

October 27, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

Here is another short one to follow up on the last letter. Not a very nice day here, grey skies and plenty of
rain. The sun has been out three times in the past three weeks, and I’m not kidding either.

I had a very nice surprise this morning just as we were about to leave for another spot. I happened to be
chatting with one of my buddies when this person cast himself upon me. His name was Canavan R.M. It was the
first time we had met in three weeks. The boy is fine and dandy, and full of pep. It was only natural that we had a
long chat and I found it most interesting to say the least. While we were talking our Regimental Sergeant-Major
(RSM) came over to us and had a couple of things to say. I remember one and it went like this: While Ross was
coming into our headquarters, one of the officers said to the RSM “You know, I can’t tell the difference between
those two, I’m always getting them mixed up.” The RSM replied “O, I can tell the difference, all right. One of them
is good looking!” He didn’t say WHICH one! There you have the story, take it for what its worth.

During the past week, I received one letter from Connie and one from you, “wolf eyes.” Also, one from
Vera, and one from the Manson’s in Toronto. On the whole, a good show, eh! So, the Hampstead Park is now
water-borne, eh? I enjoyed the clipping from the Star and gave it to Ross this morning. Everything at Ross’s end is
going all right and it was nice to see him again. I had planned to go down and see him, but I never got around to it.
He is back on his motorcycle and he manages to get out a little more. I told him before he left that I would keep
him posted, if we didn’t meet. I haven’t seen Hal Hendery for some time now and I think he’s kept busy these days.
If I do hear or see him, I will pass on any information to you.

Your parcel hasn’t arrived yet but its still early. I am sure we will both enjoy Ross’s birthday. I’ll let you
know when they do arrive. By the way, last night we had a movie in camp and it was “Going My Way” with Bing
Crosby and Rise Stevens and Barry Fitzgerald. Not a bad picture, but I have seen Crosby in better ones. It was nice
to see a new picture for a change. Its funny when you think of it, we are sitting in a barn watching an American film
in a foreign country, and on a farm at that – not a bad combination.

This Jack of yours certainly gets around, eh? I think its pretty good, here it takes days to move a few yards
and he just hops in and covers thousands of miles in a short period. Not bad, that, not bad at all! Too bad, he’s not
around our part of the country. I was pleased to hear about the chat you had with Jim Armitage. I guess it must be
tough when the Army won’t let a fellow come over – maybe he’ll get his chance with the Japanese. Have either of
you seen one of those “Maple Leafs?” We get them every couple of days and they are quite good. I’ll put an old
one in this letter and in my next one, I’ll send you a new one.

The Japanese navy took another pasting from the Americans I hear. Great stuff that; it almost looks as
though that campaign might be over before this one, but there is a lot of territory the Americans must take before
they bring down the curtain.

Well here it is hockey time again in Canada and this Saturday opens the season in Montreal. This fall has
certainly gone fast and the thoughts of fighting through a long winter stares us smack in the old face. I can think of
nicer things to do and a better climate too. Let’s hope that the Germans decide to call it quits before the ground
freezes. One thing is certain, if the Germans try to hold out through the winter, the civilians will take quite a heavy
beating by the weather alone, and I don’t think the prospects are very healthy for them anyway. As soon as the
Russians break through again and hem the Germans in, it will give our air force the time of their lives, and our guys
play for keeps.

The roads are still very bad in this sector and I have seen plenty of damage done to towns and villages
recently. After our artillery and air force is through with a certain section, there is just a pile of rubble left and what
a mess. I watched a few civilians yesterday putting new shingles on their roof. I don’t know why they were doing
it, because one side of the house just wasn’t there. That’s all for now and more next time. All my love, Alan.



Collection of letters written home by Alan Stanley Canavan
during the period from 1941 to 1945

Alan Canavan Letters Home 20180630.docx Page 152 of 216

112.BACKGROUND – PREPARING FOR WINTER – OCTOBER 1944

Extract from the “Memoirs of Major John M. Thom, M.B.E 1939-1945”

By the 3rd of November, the Second and Third Divisions had cleared the Scheldt of all German Troops and
the Third Division was invited by the citizens of Ghent to spend four days as their guests. The Police had gone door-
to-door, asking how many Canadians they could take. As Regiment after Regiment reached the city, the Police met
them and escorted them to their billets. All the division had been fighting in mud and water for a month, and
everything was filthy – men and vehicles. Now they could have showers and baths, clothes washed and sleep on
clean white sheets. There was only one parade a day at 0900 hours. The rest of the day, they could do whatever
they wanted.

On the 10th of November, 1944, the British Paratroops dropped at Arnhem, trying to secure the bridge
over the Neder Rhine and the 101st American Paratroops dropped at Nijmegen to secure the bridge over the River
Waal. The British were not successful, but the Americans were. The Canadians and the British Guards Armoured
Divisions were rushed north to relive them. The 17th Hussars reached Nijmegen on the 18th November and took
over from the 101st American Airborne Division, who were withdrawn and the 3rd Canadian Division took over the
protection of the bridge at Nijmegen. The Hussars lined up all their armoured cars and guns on the bank of the
river. The Germans were trying to blow up the bridge by floating explosives down the river, so the Hussars shot at
anything that came floating down. All night, searchlights covered the river and twenty-four hours a day, the
Hussars fired at anything on the river.

After several weeks, the Hussars were relieved and moved about twenty miles west from Nijmegen along
the Waal River, with the Germans on the other side. The Regiment took over an area previously covered by three
regiments. Each Squadron was established in a different village along the river. RHQ and HQ Squadron were in
Horrsen, a small village a mile or so from the river. It was winter, and all troops lived in houses, or rooms in houses,
with local people.

*******
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113.WE ARE OUT OF THE LINE, RESTING IN BELGIUM – NOVEMBER 1944

November 6, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

Another in the short series of letters which I have been sending out recently. Everything is going very
nicely and I have no complaints. At present, we are out of the front lines and back for a short rest. The authorities
have split us all up and put two into each civilian house in this section. I can’t tell you the name of the city, but its
somewhere in Belgium. The only difficult thing of course is the fact that we don’t speak the same language, but we
get around that very easily. The house where I am staying is quite nice. In front of me, there is this Belgian lady
and her son, very nice people and they have done their best to make us feel at home. I have the front door key in
my pocket.

Sleeping in civilian beds again is a nice change, but we don’t eat here. The regiment eats in one central
spot and to avoid congestion, the meal hours are staggered. We have one parade in the morning at 0930 hours
and after that we are free all day but we must be off the streets by 10 P.M. due to a curfew being in effect. This is
quite a large city, street cars, trams and plenty of civilian cars which are mostly American. We can travel on the
street cars for nothing, and that appeals to the boys. There are plenty of cafés, but the prices are high – that’s only
natural, eh.

I have seen Ross and Hal and both are very well. Ross saw quite a bit of me last week because I spent
three days down at his place seeing our dentist. In all, I travelled 240 miles in 3 days over nice smooth
cobblestones just to see a dentist. I am glad I went because he made a nice job on my old molars. So many filings,
no extractions and no errors! They should last for a while. Naturally, I spent quite a bit of time with Ross and we
had some good old chats. He is very well and is quite the big fellow just now.

Today has been a wonderful fall day, with plenty of sun and a cool breeze which brought the leaves a
tumbling down more or less letting you know that winter is on the way. Several females had their fur coats on
yesterday so you can see what its like over here.

I haven’t seen Nina’s letter either, but it should be here soon. Your letter arrived here very quickly,
probably flown over. Maybe hers will come by ordinary mail. I’ll let you know later. It was very decent and kind of
her parents to think of us. We sure get around, don’t we – our fame spreads across Canada.

I read about that fire in the ship at Montreal and the postal authorities are going to act against the people
who send inflammable things in parcels. Its about time somebody looks into these things. I hope they catch one
and set them up as examples.

It was also very nice of Helen Battley to think of us. She sent us cigarettes a short time ago, but I haven’t
been able to get around to answering her right yet. Yes, I have a new sweater and I have been wearing my chamois
vest for sometime now. Ross is also wearing his; great little things.

I received Mrs. Carson’s letter the same time as yours and I hope you two can get together soon and have
a good chat. She certainly has been very kind to me and she still sends cigarettes. My cold is now all better, thank
you. I am now just waiting for the next one.

So, the twin that did write was Nina; pronounced Ninna, eh! All right then, don’t tell her that I threatened
not to recommend the pills she manufactures. I enjoyed Fred’s description of the Truth or Consequence program.
I have heard these shows off and on and usually they are quite amusing to say the least. Haven’t received those
Alphamittes yet Connie, but they should catch up soon. It was nice of Nina to get those for you and I’ll keep an eye
opened for them. Les wrote me an airgraph and I will try to answer him tomorrow. It was good to hear from the
boy again and he certainly enjoyed his leave which pleased me. He evidently enjoyed your company and that’s a
good sign, isn’t it? Perhaps we’ll set him out early in the mornings in the future and just think of that lawn he could
cut before breakfast. Well, that’s all I have for you this time and or course, more in my next one. All my love, Alan.



Collection of letters written home by Alan Stanley Canavan
during the period from 1941 to 1945

Alan Canavan Letters Home 20180630.docx Page 154 of 216

114.I AM IN THE HOSPITAL WITH JAUNDICE– NOVEMBER & DECEMBER 1944

November 27, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

Birthday greetings to Fred. This letter might shock you for a minute or two but you’ll get over it the same
way as I will. If you hear anything from your friends about me being in the hospital, don’t get excited because it’s
the truth. Yes, my fine people, your little Al is coming along very nicely in the 6th Canadian General Hospital. His
case is Jaundice and I’ll probably be here for a couple of weeks. I haven’t been very well since November 11th and
a few days ago, my appetite dropped off completely. All this time, I was under the Medical Officer’s instructions.
Finally, last Saturday, I got up, only to be whipped off to this hospital. I am feeling much better now and I have
started to eat again which is a good sign.

December 3, 1944

Feeling 100% better now, but I am being kept here for another few days or weeks. I wrote a note to Ross
and he’s holding my mail until I return to the unit. I also wished Ross a happy birthday. By the way, we received
your “Birthday” boxes some time ago and thoroughly enjoyed the contents. Those Alphamittes arrived in that
parcel and I have started in on them. I can’t say whether Nina’s letter arrived or not because I haven’t sent my
address along to the unit. Once you do that, your mail gets completely lost and the mail fellows must be busy just
now too, so I think I’ll let Ross hold it for me until I arrive back.

As you can see, I have put this letter off, but seeing that I feel better, I have continued some. You may as
well use my old address until I inform you of any change and I hope there won’t be any. There isn’t a great deal to
write about and you know why? There isn’t a great deal of inspiration in one of these establishments. For
amusement, I have kept my mind on reading and I must admit that time has passed rapidly. Already, one week has
sped by and here it is the last month of the year again – how quickly the years speed on.

With time on my hands, I should be able to catch up on my correspondence and I have many letters to
write, too. It is only natural to answer your last four letters which I enjoy very much and I think I have a few
questions for you to answer this time. Now in Connie’s letter of November 12th (the one where you were telling
me that you had a cold, remember?), who’s handwriting was on the back of the envelope – your return address?
Have those colds left you two yet? If not, send me a note and I’ll give you an Alphamitte or two.

So, you finally met Miss Carson, eh! She was first hurdle in Standard Brands, and I was told shortly after,
by one of the “senior” girls, that I had passed perfectly – from then on my popularity rose.

Regarding, Ross’s lower tooth, the answer is NO. That Pacific affair is out of our minds, so don’t worry.
Yes, indeed, we have been following the news about the “zombies” with great interest. It looks as though old King
will be out of a job soon, eh? What’s that we hear about Houde running for mayor again – he’s got a nerve or two.

“After 75 days return to Canavan E.V.S. Ltd.”, eh? Not bad Willie, not bad. As a rule, your letters arrive
here in fine time. Still, I enjoyed your letterhead. By the way, I saw that cartoon by John Collins in the Gazette and
it’s very good too. We all got quite a laugh out of it. I have heard of Duffy’s Tavern, but haven’t heard the program
very often – darn good too! So, the “Voice” got 10,000 little iron men for a one-night stand – the robber. As
Crosby once said, “Sinatra, that could only happen once in a lifetime. But why does he pick on mine?” Yes, I knew I
had him on a record by T. Dorsey “I’ll be Seeing You” purchased in 1940-1941 and very popular just now. I think
that you will find him on a couple of other records upstairs. Do you ever play any records? How do they sound?
That’s it for tonight, but more very soon. All my love, Alan.

*******
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115.WE WERE BOMBED BY MISTAKE A WHILE BACK – DECEMBER 1944

December 11, 1944 – Air Mail

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars),
Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Greetings Les, how is the Air Marshal today?

On hand now is your airgraph of November 6th. Sorry because I’ve been so slow in answering you, but my
story will speak for itself. The last letter which mother and dad sent was very interesting and they said that you
and your gang were now operating in Moncton, N.B. As I haven’t your full address, I am sending this letter via 53
Thurlow. By this time, you might have heard that I was in a hospital. Well, its true old boy, but nothing serious.
Just a case of Jaundice and not much fun either. I haven’t been feeling very well since November 11th, so naturally
something happened, but now, I am feeling a lot better. I am still in hospital but should be leaving here in a day or
so. Then, I go to a convalescent hospital for a week or two and then finally work my way through all the red tape
before getting to my unit. In the meantime, Ross is looking after my mail, so I haven’t received any since I went to
hospital on November 25th. But I have a funny feeling that when I get back, I will be busy. Its better for Ross to
look after my stuff instead of having my mail chase me all over Europe.

Now about those air operations, this could easily turn out to be a bigger thing than I think but I’ll just tell
you a few of the stories. While we were in England, we used to watch the planes going across the channel; flocks of
them and indeed quite a sight. But we never saw them drop their bombs or anything like that, not until we arrive
on European soil.

Well Les, I’ve watched Typhoons diving and firing their rockets and machine gunning enemy positions.
Even though the enemy ack-ack (anti-aircraft) fire was terrific, these “Typhies” carried on with the job and made a
grand job of it too!

In the “heavy” section, you might not believe this but take it from me old boy, it’s the truth. A few months
back, we were told one afternoon that there was going to be a two-hour raid on enemy positions. It was supposed
to be a close-air-support attack, and we were ready for it. At two o’clock on the bright sunny afternoon, the first
wave of Lancasters were over their targets. I watched with binoculars, and saw the bomb doors open and I could
have counted the bombs as they came out on their deadly way. The noise of crashing bombs was something to
hear and later, up the smoke came; quite a sight. By this time, the next wave was on the way, but something was
wrong. Perhaps I had better explain. At the time, I was riding in a half-track truck and I was keeping the battle
board up to date. I had just finished marking a trace of the bombing targets for the afternoon’s raid. Anyway, the
second wave started dropping their loads all around our vicinity. I looked at my map and saw that they were right
on our own territory. The next wave was on its way by this time, with bomb doors already opened. I distinctly
heard the unmistakeable whistle as a stick of bombs crashed a few hundred yards away. The crash forced a few
Jerrycans of petrol and water to fall on me plus my map board. The wireless operator that was with me turned and
said “Let’s get out of here, Al.” I agreed, and we both hopped out and into a small slit trench. There was a
Churchill tank 25 yards away and, when these bombs landed closely by the tank, they decided that it was too hot
around there so they moved, but fast. Two minutes after I hopped into the slit trench another stick landed, and
shrapnel swished right through the spot where I had been sitting in the half track. One piece went through one of
the gas tanks, but fortunately it didn’t catch fire, although by this time gas was running out. Another half-track 10
yards away was burning merrily and a few more were in the same state. For some unknown reason the bombs
were still coming down even though we used all our signals for recognition. While sitting in this trench, I was
smoking and chewing a piece of gum. Seconds later, I heard the whistling again as another stick came down on us
and the “crump, crump, crump” as the bombs came right up to us. The concussion was so bad that it blew my
cigarette and piece of gum right out of my mouth and we couldn’t even see daylight because of the dust. One
hundred yards away, I watched about ten to twelve bombs fall right in a beautiful line. Where our group was
parked, there was a terrific difference between the before and after pictures. Shortly afterwards, we got out and
drove a couple of miles until the raid was over. For miles, all you could see was black smoke, the smoke of
destruction brought on by the heavy bombers. The thing that saved the day was a little artillery spotter plane –
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one of those Austers or Piper Clubs. We call them “Flying O pips.” This chap flew right up to the bombers and
drove them off – thanks goodness. That guy deserved a Victoria Cross (V.C.). Ever since then we haven’t trusted
any planes and you can’t blame us either.

Another time we were harboured in an apple orchard and we were mighty busy this morning too. All of a
sudden, we saw a few planes and one of our guys looked up and said they were Typhoons. These babies turned
out to be ME 109’s and RPFN 190’s and they were out searching for tanks, etc. They strafed us with a few shots
and one plane dropped an “egg” near us, but the ack-ack drove them off. Without breaching any security, I think
its safe to say that when we were sitting outside a well known French port in September (the port bothering
Dover!), we saw quite several raids.

I remember one night, or early evening, when a good-sized raid took place on this certain port. The
weather was poor with low visibility and a very low ceiling. These Lancasters came over, circled the target area,
and then made their bombing run. It was a wonderful sight, Les, but unfortunately the bombers had to go in vey
low which made them perfect targets for enemy ack-ack. I watched one plane as she came in on her run. “Bombs
away” and evasive action was the keynote of the day. She dodged all right but then, I noticed a small black streak
just like exhaust coming out of her. I watched more closely and then a small ball of fire appeared about mid-wing,
the flames increased and then the men decided to hop out and they wasted no time either because, seconds later
the plane went into a dive and crashed in a valley a mile away from us.

As you can see, I’ve skipped over this stuff because of the lack of space. Anyway, I’ll be sending more stuff
along in my next note. Here’s hoping that you had a nice Christmas and wishing you the best of New Year’s.
Perhaps, and we certainly hope so, that we will be “Home and alive in 1945!” Send along your questions, Les and
I’ll try and fix you up. In the meantime, take care of yourself and best of luck, old sock! As always, Alan.

*******
116.I SHOULD MOVE TO A CONVALSCENT HOSPITAL SOON – DECEMBER 1944

December 12, 1944 – Air Mail

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars),
Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

I have Jaundice in case you haven’t heard. Just another short one to keep you informed on my progress.
At present, I am still in the 12 Canadian General Hospital and I should be leaving here in a day or so. Then off to a
convalescent hospital for a week or two and after that, I must pass through the various “holding” units until I finally
arrive back at the unit. Feeling much better today and getting bored by the inactivity around here.

This is a big day, Willie! How does it feel to be 37? Lucky dog. Hope we can all celebrate your next one at
home. The way things are going just now it looks as though we’ll have to stick it out for a few more months. Some
people are under the impression that Germany will fold up before March. I hope those people are right.

Things seem to be going well and I’ve noticed that our air force have taken full advantage of the better
weather we have been getting in the last couple of days. Last week, it snowed once but only stayed a couple of
hours. We heard that Montreal had a good snowstorm a week or so ago. How are your colds? I hope that you are
both back to normal again. Some of the up-patients have been decorating the wards today and they have done a
fine job, too. I don’t look forward to spending Christmas in one of these joints, but that remains to be seen, eh
what! Say, please thank Henry Gunning for the 50 Sweet Caps and Mary Ritchie for the socks – I’m wearing them
now. These things arrived in those birthday boxes – remember Connie?

Sorry, I won’t be home for Christmas this year, but put me down for 1945! That’s it for now, but I’ll be
around soon. All my love, Al.
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*******
117.IT’S CHRISTMAS AND I’M STILL IN HOSPITAL – DECEMBER 1944

December 19, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars),
Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

Here is another short one just to keep you in the picture. Not much going on here now, no doubt because
I’m still in hospital. Feeling fine, but evidently this Jaundice takes quite a bit of time before it completely leaves the
old system. So far, I haven’t heard from Ross, but yesterday, I sent him another letter, so he should be writing my
way in a few days. I think I’ll send him another one tomorrow and ask him to send my mail on. When I first got this
Jaundice, I was told that it lasted for three of four weeks but already, I’ve been in hospital for twenty-five days and I
still have some with me. Today, I had two blood tests and I believe my liver is still enlarged a bit, but there is no
need to worry. When I first arrived here, the doctors raised my fluid intake to 3000 cubic centimeters a day, about
30 centimeters to the ounce. For two whole days, I just drank various fluids, fruit juice, coca, coffee, tea and
Ovaltine – not bad either! My appetite is back with me again, but it will take a little time before I regain my lost
weight. Anyone interested in my recipe for losing weight?

Christmas Day, December 25th, 1944

As you can see I had to put this off until today. I am still in the hospital, but tomorrow, I leave for the
convalescent hospital and I will be there for four weeks – a bit longer than I anticipated. Now it looks as though it
will be around the first of February before I get back. I am feeling fine now so its just a matter of time, now that my
Jaundice is behind me, the worst is past. This has been an odd Christmas this year but our thoughts are with you in
Canada. The weather today is sharp but clear and there is frost on the ground and the sun is shining too.

This morning a large fleet of planes from England passed over on the way to give Adolph and his fanatical
strongmen a little present; just to let them know that the Allies are still carrying on – business as usual!

Our reveille was overlooked this morning but we had an orange juice along with our normal breakfast.
Dinner was very nice considering the circumstances. The nursing sisters usually wear the Army issue when working
in the wards, but today they got all dressed up in their blue and white dress uniforms, and I must say that they
looked lovely. The nurses served us, and it was a very nice meal which consisted of: Hot rolls with butter, coffee
chicken, green peas, mashed potatoes, applesauce and dressing and of course, we had Christmas pudding for
desert – Not bad!

One other thing that happened this morning which gave me a laugh. About 10:30, one of the nurses
appeared in our ward followed by a lovely tall blond nurse. When “she” came up to me and whipped out a long
black cigar and asked for a light, all of us had a good laugh. This fellow put on a good act and he was dressed up in
the regulation nurse’s uniform and it was good too.

I was sorry to hear last night on the radio that my favorite band leader is missing. Yes, Major Glen Miller,
leader of the American band of the A.E.F, has been posted as missing. Evidently, he went to France two weeks ago
and somehow got lost or something. Too bad, because he was doing a grand job and he deserves a lot of credit.

This afternoon, His Majesty, the King speaks on the radio at three o’clock. I heard Field Marshal
Montgomery speak this morning – good too!

So far, I haven’t heard from Ross but I should in a few days. Owing to the large amount of mail coming
over, letters and parcels take a little longer to arrive, but I told Ross to hang onto my mail and things until I arrive
back. Now that I know its going to be another month before I get back, I may decide to have my letters sent on.



Collection of letters written home by Alan Stanley Canavan
during the period from 1941 to 1945

Alan Canavan Letters Home 20180630.docx Page 158 of 216

By golly, I’m already looking forward to spending next Christmas in Hampstead. After this war is over, it
will be real pleasant to stay around Canada and see it first before going elsewhere.

I was just interrupted by a couple of Christmas Commando’s. Two fellows just came into our ward, one
dressed as Santa Claus and the other as a scraggly blond who went around and kissed all the boys leaving a large
smear of lipstick on the poor guys’ faces. Then a couple of Canadian Red Cross girls gave each of us a pair of socks,
like a Christmas stocking with all kinds of stuff inside – cigarettes, candy, etc. These Red Cross girls are doing a fine
job and they certainly look after the boys. Two of these girls are from Montreal. I was speaking to one the other
day and she knew a few of the girls from Hampstead, so we got along very nicely.

All the nurses came into our ward this morning along with the padre and we all sang a few Christmas
Carols. Indeed, it has been a very different Christmas this year, but you can’t beat the ones we spent at home.
Here’s hoping that you had a nice one and that you are all well too. I’ll be around again in a few days with another
letter, so be on the lookout. Had a letter from Mrs. Rixham and one from Mrs. Waldie a few days ago, so I’ll have
to answer them shortly. All for now and all my love. Alan.

*******
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118.LETTER TO GUYS AT CANAVAN SYSTEMS – DECEMBER 1944

December 19, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars),
Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Gentlemen at Canavan Systems Ltd, 2140 Belgrave Ave, Montreal,

Don’t let this little note surprise you too much and don’t let it interfere with the grinding wheels of
industry! The term “grinding” in this sense is used with the understanding that the old firm is turning stuff out and
not coming to a standstill. As I have not been in touch with your company for over three years, I was wondering
how the last three fiscal years turned out? Did you come through? Are you in the red or are you still behind the
old “8 ball?” These questions without a doubt are most important and that is why I have written to you people.

When the air marshal (Canavan, L.F.) was home on furlough, I believe he paid you one of his frequent
informal visits, so far I haven’t heard anything more. No doubt, this is due to the shortage of ink in Canada or else
due to the size of the ordinary airgraph form. Knowing Les’ handwriting from past experiences, I can understand,
to some extent, why he did not go into detail. Nevertheless, I am still interested in the company and I would
appreciate it very much if you two birds got your heads together and gave me the lowdown.

So far, I’m still in the 12th Canadian General Hospital, in the convalescent stage now, so it shouldn’t be
long before I rejoin my outfit. Jaundice, it seems to me is a rather beastly sort of thing to catch and git rid of.
When we arrived in the first hospital, I asked one of the doctors how long it takes to get rid of this disease and he
just said anywhere between three and six weeks. My total days spent in hospital to date reads 25, and I’m still
here! “Hospital” – that’s a nice term. To me, it’s a new kind of concentration camp. As this is my first trip to one of
these establishments. I hurriedly add and hope that it will be my last!

During the past week, the weather on this side wasn’t too bad and when the sun did come out, so did the
air force. The engines of these bombers throbbed out the sweetest music I’ve ever heard for some time. Today,
there was music in the air as another force of bombers streaked across the sky, leaving their long white vapour
trails as evidence that these fellows weren’t out for a mere routine flight.

Yesterday, I sent a letter off to Ross so I should be hearing from him in a couple of days. By the way, how
do you like this new type of wallpaper or do they call this stuff writing paper? Heard you people had a real
snowstorm last week, just like any other year, eh!

After being in one of these places for any length of time, one begins to go nuts and I’m not kidding. As I
said in a recent letter to someone, “I’m so far back from the front line that I’m beginning to feel like a German
prisoner of war!”

This is going to be another odd Christmas for us, but we are all hoping and looking forward to spending the
next one in Canada. Every year, we say the same thing.

Well, I hope that you enjoyed Christmas and I certainly wish you all the best in 1945. Let us hope that it
will be the brightest yet, and I want to hear the tingle in the till as little or big iron men tumble in. Kindest regards
to both families and remember to keep in good health. As always, Alan.

*******
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119.LAST DAY OF THE YEAR – DECEMBER 1944

December 31, 1944

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

Here ah is again! The last day of a great year, that has been filled with many sudden changes, some good
and some bad, but all in all, I think for the better. Here in Europe, the soldiers of the United Nations are poised on
the brink of a new year, which will probably be full of sudden changes. Perhaps the every-day, common-soldier’s
dream will become a reality. We pray that “Peace on earth, goodwill to all men” returns sometime during 1945. As
I sit in this lounge of number 2 Canadian Convalescent Depot (in Knocke-sur-Mer, Belgium) writing this letter, I
pause to look out the window at the white-caps topping the giant waves as they come rolling into the beach. The
haunting refrain of “Holiday for Strings” fills the room and I look west to far-off Canada. My thoughts are with you
again and I can feel victory ringing throughout my bones. Boy, that’s some feeling. You know this is the greatest
bit of piffle I’ve written for some time!

Outside, it is windy, very windy indeed and it has been blowing and snowing with the odd bit of hail and
rain although the sun is shining brightly right now. Through the window, I wee quite a bit of rubble lying on the
sidewalk entangled with the remnants of German barbed wire, which lines the beach, a grim reminder that war
passed this way.

I just wrote a short letter to brother Ross to bring him up to date on my progress. Yes, I’m well on my way
now and in a few short weeks, I expect to be on my way back to the regiment. Feeling fine again and just starting
my convalescent workouts. Our days are filled with route marching, physical training and other things to keep us
busy. This morning, we had a church parade and communion in our mess hall, a fine service indeed.

Say, I received a couple of swell parcels from you people and another from Nina Young. Due to conditions
beyond my control, I had to shrink them down to one which made it easier to carry. Naturally, I’ve forgotten which
goods came in which parcel, but I want to thank you for the nice pair of kid gloves. One of the parcels was Ross’s
birthday choice of October 16th, the shortcake was perfect too. Now, regarding our cousin, Miss Nina Young, I can
see that I’ll have to write her a note. In her Christmas card, which was inside her parcel, she mentioned something
about one of my letters. Do you mean to tell me that those little trivial letters of mine were laid aside for general
inspection? Well, I never! It’s a good thing I don’t swear much in these letters. Anyways, I have asked Ross to send
me my letters, so as I haven’t received Nina’s letter yet, it may be at the unit. I may send her one shortly just to
buck her morale.

These Westerners are a tough bunch, Willie. Just take another look at Connie, your little wife.

Last Christmas night on the radio, I heard a fine musical programme from the CBC studios in Montreal.
Harry Higgins and his orchestra and songs by Russ Titeo and Alice something or other. Truly a fine bit and coming
from Montreal, at that. I thoroughly enjoyed every minute of it and at the end, I imagined that I left the studio and
nabbed the 65 bus and went home.

How is everything and everybody at “53” these days. Any more colds? So, you had a white Christmas
again, eh? Lucky people.

Well, its time to turn our heads to 1945 and as we have serious business to attend to, I shall welcome the
New Year cold sober. That’s all for today and for this year, but more later, as always. All my love, Alan.

*******
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Example of a letter that was rerouted several times
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120.THE STORES ARE EMPTY AND GOODS ARE EXPENSIVE – JANUARY 1945

January 1, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

Hey, hey, what do you say? Here it is, another New Year’s Day! Yes, indeed, nice and bright here and
quiet, just now. Five minutes ago, about twenty Germans planes flew right over our camp and swooped out to sea.
A fine way to start the New Year off. Thank goodness, they didn’t drop anything. Just the same, it gave my nerves
a workout.

New Year’s Eve passed very quietly here for me. About seven o’clock last night, I decided to go out and
see a show in town. The picture was “Here comes Mr. Jordan” and good at that. The price of a seat cost me five
francs. These cinemas have no heat at all in them, so they are a little on the cold side. If the picture is American or
British they have French and Flemish headings at the bottom of the screen. The newsreels are all in French or
Flemish, so no headings are used. One of the newsreels shown last night was about the Canadians in the Scheldt
pocket. After the show, a couple of us came back to our room and decided to call it a night; the time was ten-thirty
and things were quiet. We could have gone to a dance, but we went to bed instead.

This little town must have been quite a spot in peacetime, most of the houses were quite modern. Most
of them had broken windows or shrapnel damage. Several have been turned into miniature fortresses. When the
Germans were here, they took over some of the houses and bricked up the windows and doors expecting to defend
them to the last man. Wherever you go, you can see signs which say “Minen”. In English, that means Mines.
Whole rows of houses have the skull and crossbones pointed on them with the word “Minen”; it will be some time
before they can be cleared.

The streetcars are running again, but I haven’t been on one yet. They don’t use a bell like ours do to warn
people and traffic. Instead they use a two-tone horn which happens to be darn loud but serves the purpose.

The people are still short of food, but in a few months, they should be back on their feet. The merchandise
in the stores is expensive no doubt because when the Germans were here, they bought up as much clothing and
food as they could, which practically made the stores empty, and that’s the way they have remained. I was in a
tailor’s shop on Saturday afternoon to have a couple of things sewn on my blouse and I was treated royally. First, I
was taken upstairs to the dining room because it was warmer and then these people gave me about three cups of
good tea plus some home-made cookies which were excellent. So, I was made to feel right at home – a nice
change at any time. Also, on Saturday afternoon, I stepped inside an ice cream shop and had a very nice dish of ice
cream, not bad eh?

So far, I haven’t written to Nina, but I may drop her a line this afternoon. It’s too bad, I haven’t received
her letter, because it makes it difficult with nothing to go on. However, I’ll overcome that one way or another!

There is one thing we all notice here in North West Europe. The great shortage of young people, most of
the young men and woman have been taken to Germany to work. Some have returned by escaping, but the
majority are still in Germany.

That is about all I can tell you just now but of course more in the next issue. In the meantime, latch on to
my good wishes to all of you for 1945. Well, keep the old joint jumping, we are all aiming to be back home sooner
or later and that’s the story morning glories! All my love as usual, Alan.

*******
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121.MY MAIL IS FINALLY COMING TO THE CONVALSCENT HOME – JANUARY 1945

January 13, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

At last, I am ready to leave this convalescent depot, so possibly I’ll be pulling out on Monday. Anyway, I
hope so. My mail is starting to roll in, and how. Last Tuesday night there were five parcels for me including a
dandy one from you; the kid gloves were perfect. Many thanks for the parcel and your lovely Christmas card and
the subscription to the Reader’s Digest. They are swell gifts and I appreciate your thoughtfulness. Naturally
enough, most of my mail has been delayed, but considering the circumstances, the mail authorities have done a
wonderful job. The mail received last week was posted around November 26th, so it looks as though I will have a
big writing contest for the next few weeks.

Received parcels from you, the McKee’s, Mrs. Manson, Les Glenolden, Helen Battley and Mr. & Mrs. R.R.
Hendery. In the letter section, there were cards and letters from you, Florence Simpson, Miss Norton of Standard
Brands, and Mr. Marple, president of Standard Brands along with a cheque for £1 sterling. Perhaps, I will catch up
with all this letter writing sometime in March! Say Fred, old sock, I enjoyed your letter of November 26th very
much. That newspaper clipping was very interesting indeed.

We’ll come home one of these years to fight in Canada – how’s that? Looks as though our “good”
Canadian government has been pulling the wool over our eyes. I see that you have your Pro-Nazi mayor back for
three years instead of the usual two.

Glad to hear that you are both back on your feet. Let’s hope that’s your last cold for this winter. Have you
sold the old Packard, yet? Better get the old thing sold for scrap or we’ll have to give it to some museum. I’m all in
favour of going home to slap paint around that Buenos Aires project; sounds as though you’ll be kept out of
mischief for a while. Les seems to be doing all right, eh? Being handy to the U.S. must please him. So, Ed Vetter is
home. That was a surprise to me, how is he? He’ll tell you plenty, I guess, did you say that he thinks Les will be out
in no time? Yes, old Ike has done a wonderful job all right, but Field Marshal Montgomery is cracking the whip now
so anything can happen. The war with Germany isn’t over yet, not by a long shot, but the pincers are closing all the
time and that’s something.

We have snow in the ground, had it for a week now and the wind is quite chilly. I’ll be glad to get back in
harness and the sooner, I get out, the happier I’ll be. Personally, I think Monday will be the day of exit. From there,
it will be a jaunt to the regiment and work. My camera should be up with Ross right now. I left it with some of his
friends in England and recently had it sent over. One of these days, I should be getting a short spot of leave,
probably after I get back to my unit. I’ll let you know about that, too!

I happened to see a darn good show in the mess-hall Thursday night. Eddie Brachie and Ella Raines in “Hail
the Conquering Hero.” There are plenty of laughs in this picture. That’s about all for this afternoon and keep an
eye out for my next edition. My thanks, once again for you swell gifts so latch on to a nice hunk of my love. Yes,
indeed, all my love, Alan.

*******
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122.WE HEARD YOU HAD A FINE CHRISTMAS – JANUARY 1945

January 14, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred,

Since my last letter to you which was written yesterday, I have received two or three more letters all from
you. Connie’s airgraph of December 17th and Fred’s of the same date and his of December 24th. Evidently, you
had a very nice Christmas. Too bad we weren’t home to assist you, but perhaps the scene will be different next
Christmas. Last night, I received swell letters from Les Manson, and Vera – a wonderful 12-page affair which I
found extremely interesting. That girl has a great future in the writing class! Connie, you asked whether I had ever
written to the Hy-Larks club? The answer is yes. I wrote to them in September from France. Now that I think of it,
there are some cigarettes for me at the unit from them. They arrived just as I left for hospital and therefore, I
haven’t thanked them yet. I will as soon as I arrive back with the outfit.

So, the marriages are continuing, eh? Ruth de la Plante and the blond bombshell Eleanor Dornbush. Oh
well, the boys will be put in their own places, no doubt. Listen Fred, me old cock sparrow, don’t spread it around
that I was yellow! Yes sir, jaundice isn’t a very nice thing to get but most of the better men are put out of action at
one time or another, and I guess I was no exception.

That’s great news about Les, but I hope he isn’t being discharged just so that he has to join the Army. I
certainly would like to see him get a good position in civilian life, and who knows, perhaps settle down and enjoy
life. The news about the snow removal “touched” me deeply. Hold on until I arrive and we’ll watch together. That
municipal association needs a good shaking up. I can even remember when those fellows used to do so much for
all the young people. The whole setup smells a bit on the Ottawa side, eh what! It must be nice to have such nice
quiet neighbours around that “big” town! Glad you people “scored” on the Christmas cards including ours. That
card, by the way, was purchased in Holland, but I had to mail it in Belgium. It was the best I could do under the
circumstances.

The flowers arrived all right, eh? How and what are they? Unfortunately, Ross and I had to dig deep into
our payroll and, due to the Seventh Victory Loan, we didn’t have enough for Marcil Avenue, or Toronto. I jest when
I say “enough”. The truth was that we were both FLAT and that’s not something to be proud of. Nevertheless, we
shall make it up later, and how.

That must have been quite a Wednesday evening service at St. Matthew’s. What a congregation; with an
all male choir, it must have been something. So, the “pipes” are still in good shape. Glad to hear this, Willie,
because after the little “shindig” is over, we must get together. After all, we tenors must stick together. We can’t
be out-sung by these baritones and basso-profundo’s! I can hear the notes a-flying on Thurlow already, with
Connie at the controls and the augmented choir consisting of two fine tenors and a couple of pip-squeaks! Not
forgetting of course, the solos which Connie will tackle – ah, what diversion without too much exertion, what sport.

Hampstead was carrying the Christmas torch, eh? Everyone trying to outdo their neighbour, must have
been quite a sight! That hoar frost is usually a beautiful sight all right. It reminded you of a Christmas in England,
eh? Well sir, it reminded me of a Christmas in Hampstead around the year 1937, I think. I know we had it one
Christmas out there, do you remember?

Keep up the splendid show Fred. Boy, I am pleased to hear that you feel like 37. Truly the best of news of
this or any other war. Of course, that skinny little wife of yours is all right too.

Man, oh man, I’ve a powerful amount of writing to do so would it be possible to capture a couple of pads
like this. I don’t need any envelopes just now. But the writing paper is dwindling rapidly.

Well, I’m all set again and ready to leave this place anytime. Alaska would be warmer than here. If you
ever hear me mention a trip to Europe, just bat me hard on the head because I have seen and felt enough. The
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Germans didn’t lose much when they cleared out of here! That’s it for now and more soon, Thanks for the swell
letters and all my love, Alan.

123.RETURN TO THE UNIT FROM HOSPITAL – FEBRUARY 1945

February 11, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Attention all ranks, including Canavan’s, Manson’s, McKee’s and anyone else that happens to be around!

“The long way back”

This little note is being written from Regimental Headquarters of the 7th Canadian Reconnaissance
Regiment in the field where your own reporter rejoined his unit a few days ago. The title is quite true and not a bit
fictitious. To all of you, my sincere regrets for not writing to you sooner. Still, I know you will understand when I
start going through some of my recent experiences behind the line.

To you veterans of the 1914-1918 campaign, this might sound the same, but the distances covered in this
little “party” have changed quite a bit. Most of you know that a few weeks ago, I was in a Canadian Convalescent
Depot somewhere in Belgium. I spent one month there and I can’t say that I thoroughly enjoyed it either. On
January 26th, I was on draft and had a very cold truck-ride to the holding unit. The roads were covered with snow
and it was quite nippy in the air. This little trip took us 3½ hours and we arrived at said holding unit at seven
o’clock Friday night. Supper of a sort was given to us and then a blanket parade and finally, we went upstairs to our
room. This room was the nearest thing to an icebox I’ve seen yet. We had orders that no fires were allowed so
that made us feel just dandy. But I did notice that there were very few wooden things around the whole building.
Evidently, the boys had burnt all the chairs, cupboards and boxes in a futile attempt to keep warm. My instinct was
to go somewhere where there was some heat. Consequently, I went into town and managed to see a good show.
By the way, I was in this town on a four-day rest with the regiment back at the beginning of November – now you
know. I spent about a week and a half in this holding unit before coming back up the line. On Saturday, I had to go
through all the red tape the army can think up, including the Medical Officer and Dental Officer, clothing parades
and the reception parade. These little things took up all of Saturday and Sunday I managed to get out and look
around a bit. For the rest of that week, I was nailed as guard commander a couple of times, and one day, I was in
charge of a group of swill diggers! Swell fun – oh, no! Another day, I had to give a lecture on a rifle, even though I
use another type of weapon! Finally, on Friday morning, we had to go to the ranges and fire off a few hand-
grenades and anti-tank weapons. Ranges are usually rotten spots and this one was not exception, away off at one
end of town. To get there, we used our flat feet and a couple of streetcars – no charge for Allied Troops.

Then, on Tuesday, February 6th, I was warned for draft so we started those phony parades again. Reveille
was at 0600 hours and breakfast at 0700 and on parade in full marching order at 0730 hours. We had to walk half a
mile in the darkness over to another battalion headquarters where we stood around until 0915. There, one officer
whipped up to us with a smile on his face and said in his best tone “Good morning, are you chaps just coming in?”
The answer we gave him practically set him back on his heels. One of our fellows said “No sir, just going out!” The
officer muttered something under his breath and stumbled off saying that he knew nothing of all this! That was the
last we saw of that bird. Again, we had the usual parades and in the afternoon, a large Q2 parade was held. After
standing in line for an hour and a half, I managed to get one oil bottle. That night, we were issued with three
blankets and we slept on steel springs. Reveille was at 0500 hours and breakfast at 0600 and we finally got into
trucks at twenty minutes to nine.

February 15, 1945

I could give you numerous example but it is difficult sticking to just the English language. The crest of this
holding unit should have been a pair of bull horns encircled by red tape. Well, our convoy started off on the first
lap of a long trip. Picture about twenty men in the back of a truck with full equipment. On the way to the front, a
few “Buzz-bombs” sailed by on their deadly missions. One of them sounded as though it was rushing along
underground, it was so low. We stopped for lunch around one, and that consisted of hardtack and straight pea
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soup – no water or anything else added. After this delicious repast, I was all in favour of getting to the front as fast
as possible.

On we went and about three-thirty, we reached our destination. I knew that we were back in Holland,
because it was raining. Fortunately, this other chap and myself were very close to our echelon, where Ross was, so
it was just a matter of a few minutes’ walk before I was with friends again. It was swell to see Ross and we had
many things to tell each other. He’s fine and dandy and I saw him again today. Everything at his end is running
smoothly. What could be finer than that? I arrived here one week ago tonight, and it was a pleasure to get back
amidst the roar of guns and ack-ack! You can see what happened when I arrived back – see your newspaper of a
week ago. Things are beginning to happen, me thinks.

So far, I’m feeling fine but my writing has slipped off again. I’ll be answering my Christmas mail sometime
around the end of April or even later. I must have about twenty different people to write to and that’s plenty. By
the way, I received your recent “after Christmas parcel” while I was in the holding unit. This parcel was thoroughly
enjoyed and as I couldn’t carry it with me, it was eaten on the spot. Also, your Export cigarettes arrived, and I’ll
hang on to them for the present. Most of your letters arrived in good time too, but I will answer them later.
Maybe, I had better answer a few of your letters now just to keep the books straight. Connie’s cheque was
received this week. Very good of you to remember us that way. But none of us know when our leaves are due.
There is a possibility that we might get ours after the war is over.

Your valentine arrived a couple of days ago – well-timed, I must admit. I enjoyed all your good wishes and
the card was very attractive indeed. That was a swell little picture of you, Connie, which Mr. McLean took and
coloured – when are you going to start “fading,” 130 lbs. tsk, tsk! What is the story about Les C.? I can’t make out
the score on this deal. Is he out or what? Let us know, eh? Whatever he does, tell him to steer clear of the Army
racket.

I haven’t received my camera yet. Ross is going to write for it shortly. Evidently, he thought I was kidding.
The films? I can buy them in Belgium for twenty francs apiece! As soon as I find more time, I’ll drop notes to Les
and Willie so just take it easy, you guys. Ladies first, you know and that little Connie of ours is queen of them all
and first on my list.

In one of your recent letters, you asked whether we listened in to the radio. The answer is yes and no.
The Germans try to compromise all the programmes and the stuff they send out is pretty rotten. Often, you can
hear the Allied Expeditionary Force (A.E.F.) radio programme, but it’s not always clear from England so you hear it
being transmitted through a German station. The Germans pick the A.E.F. show up and send it out much louder but
when news time comes around, the Huns cut in and broadcast the German news in English. Just one of their best
tricks, but we know the score. That’s it for now and more your way soon, and here’s hoping that you are all in the
best of health. All my love, Alan.

*******
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124.BACKGROUND – THE WINTER AND THE MOVE INTO GERMANY AND HOLLAND – 1945

Early in the winter of 1945, the British and Canadian Armies had planned to advance east across the
Netherlands and clear any German defensive positions on the west bank of the Rhine River. The initiative was
delayed for a month, however, when the German Armed Forces launched a major counter attack in the Ardennes.
Once the German counter attack had been defeated, and the threat of being cut off eliminated, the advance in the
north resumed.

In February and March, the Canadian and British Forces launched a series of operations bringing them to
the Rhine River. During each of these operations they faced fierce opposition from the Germans, the weather and
the mud. After much hard fighting, the Canadian Forces crossed the Rhine at Rees on March 28th, 1945. From
there, they were asked to swing north and liberate Holland.

Extract from the “Memoirs of Major John M. Thom, M.B.E 1939-1945”

The 1st Infantry, the 5th Armoured Divisions and the 1st Armoured Brigade were brought back from Italy.
The Canadian Army, under Canadian command, then consisted of three Infantry and two Armoured Divisions, as
well as two Armoured Brigades for the final assault on Germany. Their job was to drive the Germans out of
Holland.

All through the winter never-ending convoys had rolled up to Nijmegen, bringing supplies, equipment and
reinforcements from the port of Antwerp. Every inch of space was a dump of some kind. Pastures, back gardens,
church yards, and the sides of roads were covered with supplies of ammunition, petrol, food, bridging equipment,
amphibious vehicles and artillery guns. The trucks drove in all night and tore up the roads. In the morning,
engineers and the labour battalions moved in and rebuilt the roads.

On the 8th of February, 1945, 1,000 heavy guns opened up and fired all night at the Siegfried Line. The 3rd

Canadian Infantry Division attacked south and west of Nijmegen, across the flooded land using amphibious
vehicles, buffaloes and weasels. Then into the Hoch Wald Forest.

The Canadians moved further into Holland, up the banks of the Ijssel River, liberating towns and villages on
both sides of the river. Somewhere along the way, the Canadians told the Germans that they wanted to stop
fighting and bring in food for the people of Holland, who were starving. Trucks loaded with food, and air drops
brought in tons of food. When the fighting resumed, the division went north, then west to Sneak, Leeuwarden,
then east to Groningen and across the border to Aurich, Germany, where the Regiment’s war ended.

The 7th Recce (17th Hussars) moved
with the 3rd Canadian Infantry
Division, which entered Germany,
then swung north to Liberate
Holland. The 17th helped in the
liberation of Leeuwarden, then
“swung west to seal off the
causeway that linked eastern and
western Holland at the north end of
the Ijsselmeer. With the causeway
blocked, on 18 April, the German
forces in Western Holland were
trapped.” – Page 324 The Royal
Canadian Armoured Corps – an
illustrated history

*******
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125.I’M NOW 24 YEARS OLD AND I HEAR TANKS MOVING FORWARD – FEBRUARY 1945

February 17, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred, Les too!

Well, I just had to write this and congratulate you on your fine timing. That swell parcel arrived here today
and the contents were greatly appreciated. This is supposed to be my big day but to me it just felt like any other
one. Still, I know in a few weeks it will hit me and then I’ll realize exactly what it’s all about. So far, everything is
fine and dandy on my end. From Ross’s end, things are as smooth as ever. I’ve seen him quite often this past
week, so that should make you feel better.

Today, it wasn’t very nice here, the weather that is. It was very foggy and chilly, but the war went on as
usual. Amidst the roaring and booming of guns, I could hear armoured columns moving up. Where, I can’t say, but
the whole place vibrated to the tune of tank treads beating out a song on the road. Even now as I write, at 10:20
P.M., I hear tanks moving.

Talking about things moving reminds me of a trip I had a couple of days ago. Two of us had to take
another chap about fifty miles behind the line to a new position. We started off about nine in the morning and
finally arrived at our destination around eleven fifteen. The road was good, but there was a good amount of traffic,
which made things a bit harder. On the return trip, we managed to pull in behind an ammunition convoy and these
guys weren’t wasting any time either. Sometimes we hit fifty just passing the birds so that will give you some idea
of what we are up against.

No doubt you people must be just as happy as we are to hear about that American task force, and the
pasting they’ve been handing out to the Japanese. Germany, on the other hand is getting a little of their own
medicine, not only from the Russians, but from the Royal Air Force and the United States Air Force. The Western
front has the Germans thinking too. Slowly but surely the noose is getting smaller and tighter ever day. Yes, the
party is just starting and we are sending out the invitation.

Ross was showing me some snaps that you had sent him some time ago. One was a sweet shot of the old
homestead, taken last summer, I think, and the other was a good one of Connie and Alison Strachan. Looks as
though the young lady has grown up, eh. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Let’s hope that we haven’t changed too much
by the time we arrive back. So far, I am still as far behind in my letter writing as ever, but I have at least started and
that’s something.

Our snow has all gone. In fact, its been gone for a couple of weeks and yesterday turned out to be a
beautiful sunny day. One of the few and far between ones.

How’s Les getting along? I’ll be writing to him soon. Haven’t heard anything more about leaves. It looks
as though we might get ours after the war is over. Our names are in the list, but there’s a bottle-neck somewhere.
Well, as you can see, I have just about run out of news so I had better call it a night and turn in. I’ll be around again
soon with more dope so hang on, eh! All my love to you, Alan.

P.S. Wow, I’m 24, and catching up to Willie.

February 18, 1945

This afternoon, your nifty birthday card arrived and I thoroughly enjoyed each little message. I might say
that the first part of this letter was already in the envelope, but this afternoon, two letters arrived from you,
Connie, and two from Willie. On top of that, in comes that birthday card, and a very nice parcel from Marcil
Avenue, so I decided to answer right away.

Hey Les! Watch those cracks about television, but I’ll let it pass this time. I’ll be writing to you soon. Say
Connie, I’m on the lookout for a pair of wooden shoes for you – not full size mind you! No, I don’t need any
sweaters or gloves, not just now, thanks. The news about Willie and Les and Stan was most interesting. Les hasn’t
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lost that old fire engine zip, then? I must go into more detail, but not just at present. Your reports on our various
attempts at letter writing pleased me very much. I have told Ross a few times to keep writing, and I think the little
blighter is doing an A-1 job. You should notice quite a change in him by the time this shin-dig is over. He has
changed all right and for the better too. Yup, he turned out to be a damn fine guy, one to be proud of. If Ross
should read this, I should charge him plenty.

I believe I did mention in my last letter that I received that swell coloured picture of Connie, very smart
too. So, Peg Muir got married, eh? Well, he’s not bad looking, but I bet his hands are full now. Now, just about all
my old girl friends are taken care of, all except Eleanor Forbes. She hasn’t fallen yet, but I wouldn’t be surprised to
hear that she’s fallen for some bird. Oh well, it’s cheaper this way. Anyway, that $50 looks safe for a while. Plenty
of time for females later.

I am glad to hear that you two are keeping your voices in shape. Keep on with it and when we arrive back,
we will all latch on to that Halleluiah Chorus, bud.

Once again I’ve run the race and finally run out of news, so I’ll just close the old shop and call it a night.
Thanks once again all of you and I sure wouldn’t mind spending the rest of the year right at 53, ok? See you all in
1945 – I hope. All my love, Alan.

*******
February 17, 1945

Corporal Bridson A, Perimeter Transport, R.A.F. Tanqueray, The Chilchester, Sussex, England.

Dear Mr. & Mrs. Canavan,

I hope you don’t mind my writing to you but Ross insists that I do, and so I’m making a bold attempt. I’ve heard
all about you from him and I think he has told you about me, at least I hope so. I had a letter from Ross this
morning to say you have sent me some things from Canada. Well, I have not received them yet, but I want to
thank you. It’s awfully kind of you, I am excited waiting for it. As you will know, we don’t get very much in
England these days, what with everything being on points and coupons. Still, we can’t grumble as there are lots
of people worse off than we are. I’m afraid, I’m not very good at letter writing and I don’t know what to write
about, I can’t tell you anything about what’s going on here as our letters are censored.

I don’t know if Ross told you, but I am a driver in the R.A.F. We are called W.A.A.F’s. We are sometimes called
other things too but that is the official name.

I hope you will write to me and if there is anything you naturally want to know about me, please don’t hesitate
to ask, but I don’t want my first letter to be all about myself. At present, I’m sitting in a lorry, waiting for some
airmen to load up, so I thought it a good chance to write letters. Today the weather is about the best we have
had this year. Its weird – the sun is shining. It’s a change from snow and rain. Well it looks like I’ve got to start
work again, so I will close. Hope to hear from you soon. With love, from Audrey.

*******
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126.ROSS HAS BEEN DELIVERING MESSAGES BY MOTORBIKE – FEBRUARY 1945

February 19, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie and Fred, and Les,

I was astonished today when two letters from Willie and an airgraph from our little Connie blew in. This
mail happened to be a little late in catching me because it sure had been around. As a point of interest, I will
enclose one of the envelopes just to give you some idea of what happens to your letters when you are not around.
Old as this mail was, it still held a lot of interest for this party. My thanks to you, my friends.

Ross dropped in last night, quite late too, but fortunately, I was just in the middle of a wash and shave, so
we managed a short chat. Yes, indeed, I have seen quite a bit of our Ross. Last night his first words were “Hi Al,
many happy returns of the day.” Although a day late, it didn’t make any difference to him, nor to me. Evidently,
someone had forgotten a message and this little note had to be at a certain spot by 6 this morning so our Ross had
to hop on his iron steed and dash through the fog, like a true Hussar, and bring the afore-mentioned scrap of paper
up here. The fog being slightly on the thick side, our rose-bud (Ross) took about two and a half hours to reach our
abode. Upon interrogation, this morning – yes, he was in again this A.M. – the lad said that he was back to his
quarters by twelve last night. The lance-corporal said that after he departed last night, he managed to get in
behind a jeep that was going in the same direction. Now this little jeep had two powerful fog lights slung under the
front bumper. The boy used his brain and before you could say “Someone’s in the kitchen with Dinah,” he was
back where he started from. Ah, it’s a gay life we lead, eh what, eh what! Don’t fall for that line either!

Shall we answer your mail? Let’s start with Connie’s airgraph of January 7th. Tell me, what are you and
Les doing? Are you trying to outdo each other? Take it from me, you are both squirts and have no legal claim to
letting yourselves go, whereas Willie, Ross and I should. If we arrive back and find no improvement, well, lookout
so help me, I’ll clip you, I’ll mow you down. Ross will mow the lawn while this is going on. Why the last time I got
weighed about two and a half weeks ago, I managed to touch 154 lbs. and I had only been out of hospital a short
while. Maybe those Alpha & Omega-mites are doing me some good, but we’ll go into that later. Connie – baked
beans or spaghetti? It makes no difference. Either food is enjoyed by us wolves so don’t let the choice bother you.

So Ninna (notice the spelling) arrived back, eh? Good show. Say, is her name pronounced like “Winnah”
or “Lena?” I think Willie said it was like the former. I’m afraid that her letter was aboard that plane that crashed,
darn it. She should have a letter from me by the time she gets back. I don’t know how well she’ll take it, but if you
should hear tears, you better explain my dry humour to her. Then again, I may be wrong. I’m expecting a blast
from our dear western cousin, but I’ll let you know later. And you say the twins are pets, eh, Connie? Well, put me
down for one of the pets. If Ninna’s half hitched, then I’ll latch on to Peggy – how’s that? How about having the
twins in Hampstead when the victorious Canavan brothers stagger in? We could have quite a celebration. The
change would do Peggy a lot of good, but could she stand for a couple of bedraggled wolves ogling at her? I know
out west, they have coyotes, but they don’t very often run into city bred and raised wolves.

“Never have so many had their fate left to the intercession of so few.” Why, Willie, you old so and so! You
please me very much and I’m mighty proud of you. I can remember the day when it would take a stick of dynamite
to get you started on a Sunday morning. Indeed, you have changed and I’m beginning to think that you enjoy these
informal Wednesday eve sessions. The singing would do you some good.

I think I told you that in January I was in communion in the convalescent depot one Sunday. The Padre
was the Church of England and I must say that that was my first Church of England communion. It reminded me of
the old crusader days. There were different protestant denominations, all kneeling on the floor and I couldn’t help
thinking of the old days. Your query on “You belong to some Church?” and the answer is “Oh, yes!”. I enjoyed a
good chuckle. Well, Fred, you have a darn fine score there – not missing a service since D-Day. If the government
ever strikes a D-Day medal, I’ll put you down for one.
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Those R.C.A.F. flyers must be a bunch of night flyers, eh what. About 02:30. What a story! Six-thirty is the
truth, all right. Very good though.

Say what are those P.S.’s and P.P.S’s all about Willie? If its marriage your talking about, I’m not in the
running for a few years. As I said in one of my recent booklets, that $50 looks good to me! If on the other hand,
you are speaking about the Rat, well, I see the point. Remember me to Jack, if he’s around. If I know him, he most
certainly gets around.

Matthew Halton was quite right about Monty not having enough men for the K.O. punch. The drive was
split in 3 directions – absolutely, I say. And I agree with you, that it should have been centered and used as a K.O.
battering ram, at the spot where I am. It most certainly would have changed the whole situation.

So, that brings us up to date. Good show. I have thoroughly enjoyed this little session and let’s have
another shortly. All my love, Alan.

Rough map drawn by Lieutenant Huntley Turley for trip Alan made back to Ross who was in the B Echelon
somewhere in the Reich Wald Forest in March 1945 – “From RHQ, turn right at Materborn crossroads and its 1
mile up – you can’t miss it!” Ross was there, digging a slit trench.

*******
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127.LETTER FROM GERMANY – FEBRUARY 1945

February 28, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Fred and Stan,

Just a short answer to Fred’s note of January 30th, and Stan’s of January 28th, which I enjoyed very much.
Both letters were excellent and I only hope that in a few short months, we can lay down our pens and speak to
each other in the flesh. Now that the land with the wooden shoes and windmills is behind us, we are forced to
write during the daylight, if one can find the time. While I pen this note, the sound of heavy enemy shells crashing
to earth can easily be heard. Our own guns retaliating on a heavier scale.

March 7, 1945 “Somewhere in Germany”

The sun is shining just for a change this afternoon. Its quiet at present and I have a few minutes to myself.
Every once in a while, a few “Long Toms” open up and the noise is really something.

Stan, I will admit that these addresses are big, but that’s the way we must work it. Have you and Fred got
your breath back yet? I have an idea that Les hasn’t changed too much. Let’s hope that the Army doesn’t get him.
If they do, then Les should go into a radar affair with the artillery. This little affair can hardly be classed as a picnic.
Sleeping outside under the stars and on the wet ground can certainly be miserable and Les wouldn’t stand that. He
should know by now where he stands and I hope he stays in Canada. Ross agrees with me too. You mentioned
that Les still likes to watch the trains roll by. Well, tell him that I’ve seen a few on this side. Some were Belgian
and others Dutch and the majority are “lend-lease” from the United States. The U.S. Transportation Corps is a big
thing and it doesn’t take them long to get rolling with the supplies. These fellows have their own freight cars, quite
like the British design, but they also use French, Belgian, Dutch and any other type.

Confidentially, I’m all set to slap the red oxide all over the shop, not forgetting the jig and perhaps even
the window. The sooner the better for all of us.

Say that Bear isn’t very far away from Berlin. Just a matter of a few more months, I think. The final phase
is just about ready to start and the Germans know it. It hasn’t been any pushover so far and we don’t expect one
either in the future. If you could only see what we have seen, maybe it would be easier to understand. When we
came down this way a short time ago, we saw plenty. Every town was damaged and Hitler’s “Scorched earth”
policy had back-fired. Hardly a house stood untouched. The majority have been smashed beyond recognition.
Along the roadsides and in the fields, lie cows, horses and sheep. Their bodies on the ground with legs pointing
high to the sky, others with legs twisted at odd angles – not a pretty sight. So far, we haven’t seen many civilians.
When we do, we just look and that’s as far as it goes. Personally, I have very little pity for these people and the
fewer I see the happier I am. Only when this country is completely flat, down and out, will I feel perfectly satisfied.
For once, they are learning the other side of war. This time the battle is being brought right to their doorsteps.
Just give us some good weather, and the air force will give them hell.

Neither you nor Fred have watched Typhoons attack a strongpoint, eh. Well, it is a sight that chills the
blood. These planes fly around until they have the target all lined up. Then the lead plane dives down, closely
followed by the others, in file, and when the rockets let go, you should hear the noise. Something fierce. Often,
after firing their rockets, they fly in and strafe the living daylights out of the position with their machine guns – a
fine concert, music to my ears.

I guess you birds must be looking forward to spring. For one thing, it won’t be so cold in “2140.” Are the
contracts rolling in yet? How about that little gadget that goes on windows and leaves the building intact when a
tornado passes by? Anything new on that little plan? Make it foolproof and we’ll make a million! Well, my thanks
to you both for your swell letters. Anytime you have a pen in hand, - you have the address! Take care of
yourselves and let’s go to town. As always, Alan.

P.S. Received a swell parcel a couple of weeks ago from Hilda C. Very nice of her to remember.
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128.JUST BACK FROM A COURSE AND LEAVE IN ENGLAND – APRIL 1945

April 23, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Dear Connie, Fred and Les,

Once again it’s a pleasure to inform you that everything is going all right. I returned from nine days leave
on Saturday April 21st at 12:00 hours. One of the best, yet, only it went so fast. Mrs. Rixham will be writing to you
shortly with the details. There is a small conspiracy afoot which we must keep on the hush side. I couldn’t get to
Bishop Auckland because I had my full equipment, and before things were fully organised, my leave was over. It
was a pity, but maybe one of us will be getting another leave soon and everything will be all ok. Mrs. Rixham and I
talked it over, and we decided not to say anything about it. Naturally Mrs. Waldie would feel badly about it, so I
think if we don’t say a word about my leave, things will turn out for the best. I arrived in England on March 28th
and proceeded on a two-week course. This course was quite interesting; we had quite a few outside schemes
including one at night. To top off the affair, one afternoon we went up for a plane trip. The scenery at this school
was beautiful – ask Mrs. Rixham for the location. Now this leave turned out swell. The weather was perfect, with
hot sunny days and lovely clear nights.

Believe it or not, I managed a few things on this leave. Imagine playing a couple of sets of tennis or lying
on a long sandy beach down by the sea. No, I wasn’t alone either! I had some very young, but charming company!
Mrs. Rixham was grand and so were all her friends. You’d be amazed at all the kindness shown me while I was in
town. People would do things for me or ask me here and there. We did darn well, but I’m weakening. Yup! One
night, Mrs. Rixham and Miss Lonsdale (you might have heard Mrs. R. mention her) and I went to the Theatre Royal
to watch the stage presentation of “Arsenic and Old Lace. I thoroughly enjoyed it too, so you guys had better
watch out when I blow into town.

Last Friday night, we went to South Shields, met a Mr. Yule who took Mrs. R. and me to supper and then to
Marsden Rock and then back to his place where Mrs. R. delivered a very interesting lecture and at nine we were on
our way back to Central station. We then took a bus from there out to Heaton. I had to leave at 10:10 to get down
to the station again and collect my junk before the joint closed. I just made it. Hopped on the London train which
was at platform seven and then the 10:51 pulled out for a night journey to Kings Cross station. You want to ask
Mrs. R. about that Marsden Rock and Hotel with all the grotto’s.

No doubt you are all ears as to whom the little leave trinket is. I said she was very young – well I don’t
retract that statement, but if I told you her exact age, would you call me names such as cradles snatcher, wolf, etc.
To make things worse, she was home on holidays – yes, school holidays. I arrived at Mrs. R’s house on a Friday
night and she was out so I went over to Anne MacPartling’s place, had supper and then we both came back and
gave a nice surprise to Mrs. R. On Saturday morning, we had to collect some rations. Before going down town,
Mrs. R. said she wanted to go across the road and see Mrs. McKie. Mrs. McKie makes some lovely home made
things – scones, etc. Nice stuff. Well, we called and it must have been her two daughters that answered the door.
One was Sheila, aged about two, and the other was Jean. Jean, being quite embarrassed, took Mrs. R’s order and
then vanished. We went down town and finished our shopping and came back for supper at home. While we were
finishing our meal, the front door bell rang, and in walked a very smartly dressed young lady – yes, Jean. Must have
been her idea of modern retaliation. Any way, she brought some of her mother’s fine cooking, so we let her in.
This very modern young lady invited me to go out dancing with her. Sorry to relate, but I refused. I had something
else on the menu, I guess. The change must have been too much for me. She went off to her dance without this
little guy.

Sunday morning, Mrs. R. and I walked through Jesmond Dene and in the afternoon, we went out by tram
to Gosforth Park. It was a beautiful warm day and I enjoyed it very much. Monday was the day I played tennis. In
the afternoon, after the game, I was walking back and who should call me from the other side of the road – none
other than Mrs. McKie. Evidently, she thought that I was just out for a stroll by myself and that I was just a “lonely
Canadian soldier.” Of course, I told her that I had just finished a couple of sets of tennis and that I was hurrying
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home because I was going out that night to see “Arsenic.” Naturally, I had to turn down her invitation to go
walking. Mrs. McKie told me that Jean had been over five times to call on me, but she was kidding of course. I told
Jean that I was sorry I wasn’t in and then asked her out the next day. I had some shopping to do. She accepted.

Well on Tuesday, we set forth, did our shopping, had lunch downtown and took in a show – “The Woman
in the Window,” with Joan Bennet, Ed G. Robinson. We returned home and I’ve slightly forgotten what happened
next – I don’t know whether that was the night I did some gardening or whether – oh now, I remember. Yes, Mrs.
Rixham had an Esperanto class at the International club, so Jean and I walked down to meet her around eight
o’clock. On the way down Jesmond Road, I saw an R.C.A.F. officer crossing the street about 150 yards away. I
thought, as he drew closer on the opposite side of the street, that he looked familiar. Then I don’t know what
happened, but I started to cross the road. Half way across, I stopped and said to the officer “Hey, come here!” The
air force Johnny practically stopped in his tracks, then gained composure and crossed the street towards me. It was
Pilot Officer Walter Clapperton. I hadn’t see him for four years. Hasn’t changed a bit. We chatted for ten minutes.
Don’t be surprised if he drops in on you in a couple of months. His tour of operations is just about over and I asked
him to look you up when he gets back. He’s a nice lad and not unlike his late old man.

While on the subject of old friends, keep an eye out for Squadron Quarter Master Art Pascal who should
be home by now. Also, Corporal Bruce Drysdale of the R.C.Ds. This lad used to play hockey with me for the
Montreal Curb Market. Met him yesterday (Sunday, April 22nd). He had Jaundice for 6½ months in Italy and is now
going home. Give him my address. He is a very nice boy – you might have met him before. I saw him in Brighton
two years ago. Les should remember him. I also met Sergeant Ross Paterson a couple of days ago, Fred. Says he
met you on Sherbrooke Street near Wilson before Christmas and spoke with you for about 20 minutes. Very
pleased to hear this, Willie.

To get back to that glorious leave, knowing that our young lady friend Jean was to return to school on
Thursday, I decided to give her another cheap thrill on Wednesday. So, on Wednesday, the two of us went down
by bus to the Tynemouth. We walked along the water front through the old fishing village of Cullercoats and along
to Whitley Bay (see your local wall map for distance covered). We had lunch too in a nice restaurant and then
strolled on to the beach. Many people were down there and the scene took on a holiday atmosphere. It was lovely
lying in the fine white sand and my face got quite tanned. Later, we walked back to Tynemouth, hopped on our bus
and went home. That night, I did some gardening.

Thursday, I got up early and had breakfast with Mrs. R. before she left for school. In the afternoon, I went
down to see Mrs. McKie. She is an engineer on the swing bridge which crosses the Tyne. This was most
interesting, and I saw how it all worked. Its one of the longest swing bridges in the British Empire. That night, I was
the rose between two thorns. I took my two girlfriends out to see “Mrs. Parkington” with Greer Garson and Walter
Pidgeon. It was an excellent show and had nothing to do with the war. The two girlfriends were Jean and Mrs.
Rixham. That’s roughly the story, but after all, I can’t give you all the details.

There was another girl I met one night, by introduction of course, Gwen something or other. Nice girl –
took her home one night. Don’t get excited you people, I’m still single, so take it easy. Relax about Ross, also. the
romance has gone cold. Before I left for “Blighty”, Ross told me that the girl was getting sort of serious and Ross
had got other ideas so I wouldn’t worry about him. I’ll let you know but don’t say anything to Ross. No doubt there
is a fair amount of mail waiting for me at the unit. I am only about six months behind in my writing tasks. How’s
about passing around my kind regards to everyone? A kiss for all the ladies. A handshake for all the men.

Yes, indeed, I’ll remember April, and I’ll smile. Ah, to be in England, now that April’s here. What a picture.
The whole country looks beautiful and my camera was over in Europe. What a pity. The weather was perfect but I
didn’t have my camera. That’s one of the musts on my list next time. One of the first things I noticed when I
landed was the street lights and lights in the houses. It gave that homey atmosphere we have missed for so long.
Mind you, these lights were not on full power, but it was grand to see them in London. Soon the lights will be on
full strength and that day is coming fast.

No Connie, I didn’t have my photograph taken on this leave, but I intend to round up Hal, Ross and myself
and we’ll send the negatives on. Before I left Europe, I gave Ross a couple of films so he might have taken some
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snaps, if the camera arrived over there, before I get back. I am terribly sorry that I didn’t write sooner, but I think
you know the reason why.

The news is good and it shouldn’t be too long now before this party is finished. But, don’t be surprised if
we are not home until 1946. It will take time, but we still have smiles on our faces. The recent death of President
Roosevelt shook the whole United Nations. We lost a very fine man right in the hour of victory. It was tough all
right but his power will live on as one of the greatest men of our modern times. A man who did much for his own
country as well as the world in general. I am going to miss his fireside chats and the familiar words “My Friends”
will be missed by everyone. A great man who passed on in full harness. Let us hope that the Americans carry out
FDR’s wishes to the end, to final victory and finally peace. Memorial services were held all over Britain and all flags
were flown at half mast for a week in memory of a fine man who has left us to carry on in another world.

Well folks, I think that is just about all I have for you just now and of course, there will be more soon. Any
question on this recent leave will be answered fully by me, so let’s have your questions. Take care of yourselves
and keep the old firm humming. All my love, Alan.

*******
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129.BACKGROUND – THE END OF THE WAR – MAY 1945

On May 5th, 1945, the following message was passed to all units: Cancel all operations, ceasefire at 0800
hours on 5 May 1945. The news was received with great enthusiasm by the troops.

Immediately after this announcement, the Canadian Forces started preparing for repatriation to Canada.
While waiting to be returned to Canada, the Armoured Regiments were garrisoned around Holland. During this
time, they gradually turned over their vehicles to the Dutch and Belgian Armed Forces. The 7th Recce Regiment
turned its vehicles over to the 2nd 7th Recce, which was deployed for occupation duty in Germany. Then, the units
sent home any soldiers who volunteered to serve with a Canadian Force that was going to join the war in the
Pacific. The remaining soldiers were returned to Britain, where they were granted generous periods of block leave.
Finally, they were boarded on troop transport ships that sailed to Halifax or New York. After a sea voyage lasting
approximately one and a half weeks, they were transported to their home communities by train. Upon arrival, they
were typically met by the members of the home battalion and dismissed.

The campaign in North-west Europe was only one of several where Canadian soldiers helped the Allied Forces win
the Second World War, and Canada was only one of several countries that made a significant contribution to the
war effort. The Canadian soldiers in all roles and locations, and their families, made significant sacrifices during this
time. They fought tenaciously and overcame many obstacles. Many of them lost their lives and many of them
were injured. For those who served in North-West Europe, their contribution was greatly appreciated by the
peoples who they liberated and defended along the way.

Extract from the “Memoirs of Major John M. Thom, M.B.E 1939-1945”

A week later, the Regiment moved to Bilthoven in Holland, a wealthy suburb of Utrecht. Our job was to escort the
German Army out of western Holland, east across Holland to the German border. They had very few vehicles, and
walked all the way, escorted by our armoured cars, jeeps and Bren gun carriers as far as the German border.

*******
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130.WE ARE BACK IN HOLLAND – MAY 1945

May 21, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas, B.W.E.F.

Hello everyone!

Received a couple of parcels from you, and swell they were. Also a few letters from you have rolled in.
You better clean up those rooms, you birds, because Ross and I should be home this year, possibly around
September or even earlier. No, we did not volunteer for Burma. Rest in peace.

Who should we vote for in this coming election?

Haven’t heard from Hal Hendery but it was his shoulder again so don’t worry on that score. I checked up
on it. Ross is fine and just double peachy. I’m not too bad myself either. There are a million and one things I want
to tell you but I haven’t the time. Once more we are in Holland and so far, I haven’t seen any of those Dutch shoes,
Connie, but I’m keeping my eyes open. The weather has turned a lot warmer recently and today we had some rain
– usual stuff.

Well, I’ll be around with more news later. Right now, I must get moving, so be good, and take the best of
care. Thanks again. All my love, Alan.

*******
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131.SETTING UP IN HOLLAND – MAY 1945

May 21, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas. (no more B.W.E.F.)

Dear Connie, Fred & Les,

Just a short note to bring my “score” up a bit! Evidently, my “record” is nothing to be proud of. I will
admit that it wasn’t an easy task to keep everyone informed and recently my writing talents have been floored by
an element known as “time.” When I left Canada in 1941, I was writing on and off, of course to just a few people,
time passed by my writing increased until it almost got out of control. Sad to relate but it did and now I find myself
behind that old “8” ball. I have tried to go over it but no chance, I have tried to go around it, but no chance, so now
I’m going under it. Of course, you people must realize by now the strain, etc. that I was under during the war of
1939-1945, therefore it would not be too unjust to consider yourselves fortunate in knowing that I tried but didn’t
go over the top in my correspondence. But, enough of this prattle, you can kid me along in a few months, face to
face.

Today, the twenty-fourth of May, the Queen’s birthday, but its no holiday here. Just another day, but off
to a good start. This morning I dropped in on Ross at his headquarters and had a very enjoyable time with him. He
is taking his leave on this side and intends to hit Brussels and Paris. Ross doesn’t know when his leave starts, but it
should be very shortly. We discussed many things this morning and don’t be surprised when we get home if we
hold a few “O” groups and get our post-war plans ironed out. So far, we don’t know for sure exactly when we will
be back in Canada, but it will be before Christmas, you can bet on that. Probably around September. Whether we
will go home in groups or as a unit remains to be seen also but we are keeping our fingers crossed.

Unfortunately, I haven’t been to Brussels or Paris yet but I may get there one of these days. Ross has my
camera just now and I have three films, so the next time the sun is out I’ll whip the camera into action and see
what happens.

Still haven’t heard from Hal Hendery, but he is probably doing very nicely. It was his shoulder and nothing
else. I was told that he was working on his reconnaissance car and slipped off and must have put his arm out to
break the fall, thereby throwing his arm out of joint. If I hear of anything, I’ll pass the news on to you.

550 Super Fortresses bombed the daylights out of Tokyo, eh! Firebombs and incendiaries! As we have
said before, Ross and I and thousands of others have had enough of the Army and we intend to go home. No
Burma or occupation force for us. We have done more than our share for God, King and Country and Mayor
Houde! Have you any more taxes in Montreal these days?

I heard that a 76-mile-an-hour gale hit Montreal a few days ago. Was much damage caused? Today, I
remembered that I had forgotten completely about Mother’s Day and Father’s Day, and Mansie’s birthday as well
as Vera’s and Les’s. Accept my humble apologies. No fooling though, I feel rotten about these important dates, but
I know you will understand and anyway, things will be different when we arrive home, I hope!

Say, Les, you wanted to know what we are doing now. Well, son, not very much. Ross is busy in his
transport troop and I have been drafted on and off to the Regimental Orderly Room. Every couple of days, I do
some work for them, and it takes one or two days to recover! Otherwise, there is the odd bit of work here and
there. Our work as far as the intelligence section is concerned is almost finished, so we get work from other
departments. During the past week, I’ve been down to our Light Aid Detachment (L.A.D.) for repairs to my “iron
steed.” When I was on my “tour of operations” in April, one of the boys borrowed my crate and ended up spread
out on the road. No damage was done to him, but the old motorcycle took a terrible beating. Upon my return to
the regiment, I naturally had a big job on my hands and therefore, I’ve spent quite some number of days in the
L.A.D.

May 31, 1945
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Between the 24th and now, several things happened which should explain why I haven’t written sooner. In
the afternoon of the 24th, Eric Robinson and I decided to take a little ride and so we left for Amsterdam and arrived
around 14:30 hours. Eric has been in the section since last August. He was a corporal with “C” squadron, when we
arrived overseas from Canada. He is married and lives in Westmount and used to work in the Sun Life; a lad of
twenty-nine or thirty and is just a trooper. In Amsterdam, the people were all over the place. Amsterdam is quite a
large modern city with large apartment buildings. The people are short of food but every day convoys of food can
be seen rolling along the highway. The two of us stopped only once in Amsterdam and while we were talking over
our next move, about six Dutch people crowded around asking for food and cigarettes. One bird was trying to sell
us an ordinary box camera, but we didn’t accept. That was Amsterdam and they can keep it.

On the twenty-fifth I had to prepare for a move. I was being sent on an advance party to do some work
and in the morning, I was on my way. The place we took over is a famous town. A town that has gone down in
history and one many won’t forget for a long time. It was a ghost town when we moved in, but now the people are
drifting back in to the skeletons of what used to be their homes. There is no electric light and not much water, but
all types of damage, mostly blast. In almost every house, you find holes in the floors where someone has chopped
it away with an axe. Also, in the sideboard and on the panels joining one room to another. The Germans were
looking for one thing and one thing only.

Outside our building down by the front gate, there stands a sentry box. It is painted black and white in
inverted “V’s” on another side of this box, there is a white circle three-quarters way up with two black flashes
painted on something like this

:

It is the sign of the hated German SS troops – but the box still stands as mute evidence, and the Germans
have gone for now. We have been kept busy trying to fix up the place before the unit arrives. On our roof about
seven shells have passed through and every time it rains, water flows through every room in the joint, and we must
sweep it all out. So far, we must have swept out about 2,000 gallons! It rained every day here for a week and no
wonder Holland is famous for her canals – they certainly have enough water. We also had to clean out two or
three homes, go on and fetch chairs and tables and many other things besides. Yesterday afternoon, one of our
carpenters came down to mend our roof. The carpenter is a trooper and guess who was helping him? Yes, one
sergeant and myself. We were pouring out tar and handling it up on the roof!

Since the cessation of hostilities, our time has been taken up with some real odd things. I know I haven’t
written but we just can’t sit down any time we like and run off a letter. I hope you people realize that we still have
a few months to go before we come home. When the surroundings are not nice, I certainly don’t want to feel as
though I could pen off a masterpiece and usually turns out that – no feeling, no masterpiece. When we go for our
meals, we have a ten-minute ride and that takes up some of our time. Last night, I was out for a stroll and there
wasn’t much to report, streets of deserted houses, some of them just burnt out shells. Others have been targets
for bombs. Wires are all over the place and the sound of water escaping from broken pipes can easily be heard.
Glass lies all over the sidewalks and curtains, tattered and worn, can be seen flapping in the light evening breeze as
if saying to everyone “Goodbye to all that; tomorrow the dawn will break and the world will smile in peace.”

As I compose this note, I look out through the empty window frames of our room, to the grey sky beyond
and watch a few Lancaster’s fly around, the propellers cutting their way through the air and the noise of the
gigantic engines fill the room from corner to corner. We still look up whenever an aircraft passes overhead. We
learned the hard way and even now we don’t trust any plane flying around us.

During the past few days, more of your letters and a parcel have arrived. The parcel was mailed on March
25th to Corporal Hendery, H.E., and for some reason arrived here. It had been re-directed to Hal then crossed out
and mailed back to me. Anyways, I opened it and shared the contents with the other boys. This one arrived at a
critical stage and we sure knew what to do with it. The cake was getting a bit stale so we polished it off with the
coffee.
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Ross may be on leave now but that is only my guess. I haven’t seen him in over a week. Haven’t heard
from Hal either.

Glad to hear about Ted Pattisary, he certainly did his share all right. That must have been a very nice get
together at “53”. The whole gang, eh. Good work, Connie.

If you haven’t heard already how we celebrated VE Day, then I’ll tell you – Nothing, we didn’t do one damn
thing. VE Day evidently wasn’t for the poor so and so’s who did the fighting. To us, it seemed it was for the
civilians and zombies. A couple of days after we had to attend two large parades which started and 08:00 hours in
the morning and finished at 12:30, two days in a row.

When we do go home, we should go via England and we’ll be home before Christmas. Yes, Hal has a girl in
Westmount. Her name is Margaret Timm, I think. Evidently both crazy about each other, eh!

Say Fred, you are right when you said your stuff is made to stand up for years and years, so I am sure that
when Ross and I arrive home, you will call the board together for some post-war pow-wows. We both have ideas
and it might make a difference. Hang in there, it looks as though we will arrive just in time to put those storm
windows back up. Les, congratulations on cutting the lawn and fixing up the old garden in general. Keep up the
good work and you might let me help you a bit when I get back. You birds, just make sure that Les doesn’t have to
go on November 15th. Any man who served in the Air Force for three and a half years deserves to be released for
good. Les was on active service in Nova Scotia, so I’m all for keeping him out of the Army. Ross and I know this
racket only too well and in my mind, they have harmed themselves instead of us. The Army would have had
numerous fellows from this theatre of operations if they had worked it properly. Instead, they shoved us around
until we were sick and tired of it all. The authorities have cut their own throats once more and it will serve them
right if they need to draft some of the home defence troops for the Far east.

Terribly sorry about that paint job re: Buenos Aires, but if you get hold of another one of those contacts, a
bigger and better one, I’ll do my share. Yes, it will be a real great day when we do come home. Just remember not
to fire too many questions at us the first day. We have been through a lot and seen a lot and many things will take
a long while to rid themselves from our minds, so if you notice a cold attitude towards some things, just remember
that deep down inside, we are still the same old persons. Once again, my love to you all, Alan.

*******
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132.I GAVE UP MY MOTORCYCLE TODAY AFTER RIDING IT FOR TWO YEARS – JUNE 1945

June 5, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas.

My dear Connie, Fred & Les,

This little note should bring us all up to date, so let’s go! Today I learned from one of the boys that Hal
Hendery is back in England with a very low category. His Army days are just about over I guess and I don’t think
that he will come back here. You might see him before we get back! Ross, I am told, changed his mind and went to
England on leave, London and Brighton. He has been away almost a week now and should be back soon.

The other day, I received 13 lovely letters. Unfortunately, they were old. When I went back to England in
the latter part of March, my mail was all redirected and most of it just caught up with me last Saturday. To give you
an idea of what happens to letters I am sending a few of the envelopes back for your collection and for posterity –
it shouldn’t happen to a dog! Eight of these letters were from you three, one was from Nina Young and others
were from Lt. Bill Rutherford. Dot Manson and one of my old pals from Standard Brands and another chap who
just made the last OCTU made up the rest of the letters.

I’ll warn you now; keep one eye on any of my things if Ninna shows up at 53. I answered her letter all
right, so she might be hopping mad if she sees anything belonging to me. Ninna can certainly write a very nice
letter and its still a pity that one of hers went down last August. As she said, “We have wasted a lot of time in
getting to know each other.” Its true, we have, but it won’t be long before we will be busting in on you guys.

We have quite a rehabilitation programme lined up for us; when we hit England again, we’ll get 10 days
leave, so I’ll be able to get up and see Mrs. Waldie and Mrs. Rixham before coming home.

Tomorrow is another big day, but I am not taking part in anything. Yes, it was just a year ago when all hell
broke loose on the Normandy beachheads and Canadian, American and British troops started to pave the long road
leading to Berlin. The Canadian spearhead, pointed at the heart of Berlin, turned out to be a pitchfork pointed in
every other direction except Berlin. With the cessation of hostilities on this side, it now leaves us with even less to
say. In short, all I can say is that at present, we are just cooling our heels, which might last three or four months.

Last Friday night, I drove to Regimental Headquarters for the men’s dance. We borrowed a gramophone
from our YMCA, and we had coffee and sandwiches around 10:30, and Dutch girls for partners. This “Shindig”
turned out to be very good and I enjoyed it very much. First time I had danced since a year ago. All I need to do
now is to learn how to dance! The music might be a waltz, but I’ll be shunting around with a rough fox-trot, or even
a “wolf-trot.” Take a tango for instance, that is one dance I just listen to. Enough is enough. We can attend to
these small things later, what say?

NOTE PLEASE – My last letter to you last week was written on some old Dutch schoolbook. This letter that
I’m writing now won’t last much longer, because I am now on the second to last page. My ultimatum: Send over
two pads of writing paper, not the usual letter type, but sheets, like this piece of paper. OK? No paper, no letters.
See?

Say, Connie, if you would like a nice number to listen to, try “Our Waltz”, a nice bit of music. I spent the
last ten or eleven days on an advance party but now I am back with the outfit. Once again, I am a dismounted
Hussar! Yup, they took my motorbike away yesterday afternoon and for good this time. Old number 12 served me
well during the past two years. Yes, it had seen most of Southern England, France, Belgium, Holland and Germany.
She is carrying on still, but under the direction of someone else. When I turned it over to this trooper yesterday,
she was hot and I couldn’t help looking back on the scenes, she had gone through. Shrapnel marks are still on her
in four or five places, shrapnel holes through the exhaust pipe and front fork and front fender. Of course, the tires
were shot through a few times from anti-personnel bombs, otherwise she is quite normal.

One of these weeks, I intend to go to Paris for a couple of days just to see the joint but will let you know
more about that later. Your last letters were all thoroughly enjoyed on this end. I only hope that this little note
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finds you all well and busy. I’ll bet the old mansion looks smart these days, eh. Say Connie this should interest you.
Last week one of the boys placed an order for a couple of pairs of those little wooden Dutch shoes.

If I can get down to this place, I’ll pick them up for you. Remember that they will be plain hand carved
shoes so just hang on for awhile and I’ll try to get them. Will let you know about them later. The drawback, of
course, is the lack of transport, but I’ll see what I can do. Well, that’s about all for now and there will be more I
assure you, very soon. Keep, the old joint jumping, all my love, Alan.

*******
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133.I AM BACK IN THE HOSPITAL WITH MORE JAUNDICE – JUNE 1945

June 8, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas.

Dear Connie, Fred & Les,

This little hunk of stuff is being written from Holland again but this time it is from a hospital. Yes, people, I
am under the supervision of the 39th British General Hospital (in Utrecht, Holland), as my worst enemy has caught
up with me once more. Jaundice or Infectious Hepatitis has nailed me, but this time it is just a very mild attack.
There is no need for you to worry about me. I feel fine and I haven’t lost my appetite. Its just that my eyes are a bit
yellow and my liver has gone on the rocks. I first noticed this about two weeks ago and finally thought I had better
check up. So today, I was shipped off to this hospital. I didn’t want to come, but I’m the boy that suffers, if I let it
go on. This gives me a perfect alibi for not going to the Far East. I wouldn’t last a week there. This trip gives me a
rest, and the change should do me some good. For the life of me, I can’t possibly say what caused my rapid
deterioration, but, somehow, somewhere, my internal system failed to click. In this case, I lack all the symptoms of
my previous November-December one, therefore to me this attack is very mild. To give further proof, my skin is
still white, with hardly a streak of yellow anywhere. My morale is still high and mentally, I feel tip-top. Physically, I
am so-so. Some days are rotten, others in the groove.

You should all be able to understand the few lines above so for heaven’s sake, don’t worry. I’m telling you
the bare, bold truth and if I hear anyone worrying, look out! This trek will probably scatter my mail to the far
winds, but at least you know that I am being looked after. Ross had not returned yet from leave when I pulled out
this morning, but he should be rolling in soon. We started yesterday morning on a series of rehabilitation lectures
which will go on for some weeks – I’ll have to pick these up later.

How do you like my notepaper? Had to tear an old Dutch book apart to get this paper. As usual, in a place
like this, boredom reeks in every corner. The sun is playing beautiful rays all over the outside of this room and a
few cumulus clouds, like whipped cream, roll on eastward. There, do I sound like a sick man? A gentle summer
breeze blows the branches of the trees back as if they were pointing to some object in the sky!

It seems to me that I can’t stay put in one place very long. Just look back six months ago. I went to the
hospital on November 25th, to the Convalescent depot on December 27th, back to my unit on February 8th. I left
my unit in March and went back to England and came back at the beginning of May. Around May 25th, I went on
an advance party and came back last Monday. Here it is Friday and you know where I am. Such a gay life you
know! Why work? Boy, what a tramp, I’d make! Anyway, there is one consolation. Every day wasted over here
just brings us that much closer to the day when we will start our long trip back home.

Yesterday afternoon, all the Squadrons had their pictures taken and I was in with Regimental
Headquarters, so if they turn out, I’ll try and get one.

Haven’t heard anything else about those little wooden shoes, but I haven’t forgotten. 300 cigarettes rolled
in a few days ago from you Connie; much obliged. On the afternoon of June 6th, I watched our Division pass by in a
large parade and they looked smart, too. Vehicles all painted up, etc. You’ll probably read about it in the papers.

Upon glancing around my small world, I see two or three other Jaundice victims and I look normal
compared to them. Two of these birds look as though they have been dipped in iodine – they are yellow.

Do you remember one of Ross’s friends by the name of Malcolm McDonald? He was down at the house a
couple of times in 1940. He is now back at regimental Headquarters and I see him quite often. He hasn’t changed
a bit and he is a fine little worker. Yes, there are still a few old faces left in the joint.

I mailed a Maple Leaf and the Radio Times to Les last night, and this should be interesting to all of you.
The Radio Times is the British paper, but of course we follow the A.E.F. more than anything else. That is all we can
choose from. All the German stations are now controlled by the Allies and that takes care of that. Back in 1941-
1942, we got better music from the occupied stations of Calais, Galois & Brennen, Friesland and radio Luxemburg!
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Then, along came D-Day and the A.E.F. program started on D+1. Yesterday marked their first year of broadcasting.
As the Allies advanced though Normandy and France, the Germans began to lose their occupied radio stations.
Last November, we had whittled them down to just Brenan, Hamburg and Arnhem and a few other minor ones.
Radio Arnhem was just a bluff. The Germans used the term “Arnhem” but the station was a few miles off in
another town. I don’t know whether you ever heard of William Joyce (Lord Haw Haw), but we heard him many
times. He tried to talk like Churchill but his sarcasm didn’t take. Anyway, he is now in the hands of the Allies and
should be on trial very soon.

Received Fred’s fine letter of May 28th a couple of nights ago. I wont make any remarks about sarcasm.
Sgt Blandford is a sergeant and no doubt has certain privileges whereas the junior members haven’t any privileges
whatsoever! I trust that your cold has left you for good and I did hear from Les that Mrs. Valda Dalton was living on
Cote St-Luc. It must be quite a little section over there on Cote-St-Luc.

Where did you get that “Walchermen” stuff from? I saw the island, but was never on it. Mrs. R. must have
got her islands crossed. Regarding the “Cocktails for two,” see Miss Ninna Young of the “Omegamittes!” I have
heard the number all right by Spike Jones, very good too! “Chloe” is another excellent number by the same band.

It looks as though my Paris trip is off for a while. Well, I hope to see the old place before going home. We
get 10 days leave when we go back to England prior to going back home so I will have a chance to see Mrs. Waldie
and Mrs. Rixham. Can’t say when we will be in England though. There isn’t much more I can say tonight. The sun
is going down and the time is 20:45 hour. I’ll be dropping on you very soon again and I hope that I am all better by
the time you receive this letter. Just remember that every thing is ok, and don’t worry. All my love, Alan.

*******
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134.I AM BEING EVACUATED TO THE UK FOR CONVALSCENCE - JUNE 1945

June 19, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Regimental Headquarters Intelligence Section, 7th Canadian Recce Regiment (17th
Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars), Canadian Army Overseas.

Dear Connie, Fred & Les,

Another little note in my series, another for the book of posterity or the wastepaper basket. Just to keep
the record straight, I am still confined to bed. I’ve been in bed for over a week now. My progress is slow but this
time the cure is going to be complete. Yesterday, the Medical Officer was around to see us and he asked each of us
how we felt. When he got around to me, I told him my case history. He wrote all of it down and then told me that I
was going to be evacuated to the U.K. for convalescence. He also prescribed a couple of things for me to help build
up my appetite, weight and full strength. I am not sick now, my eyes have just a moderate jaundice about them.
The Medical Officer said that I would be going back to the U.K. because I have had trouble with it before. I am slow
to get full convalescence and therapy per my hospital chart. I can’t tell you when I am due to leave or how long I’ll
be in the hospital.

Don’t be surprised to see my address changed to “Trooper” again. I can wear one stripe for thirty days
after I leave the unit. After that, I revert to the rank of trooper. The term lance-corporal isn’t a rank, its just an
appointment therefore, you cannot be confirmed. I am not worrying though. It will not bother my gratuities
because they are worked out to your last held rank, or appointment, and that was Lance-corporal. Believe it or not,
but I reverted last December when I was in hospital but the Army never caught up with me. As soon as I arrived
back at the unit, I was made a lance-corporal again.

Since I have made my debut here a little over a week ago, I have managed to catch up on some of my
lagging correspondence. There is nothing like a good rest occasionally and, man, I’m resting. I have written two
letters to Ross so far but I received no answer yet. It takes time for mail to be redirected. I managed to get letters
to the Manson’s in Toronto, Marcil Avenue, Helen Battley, Florence Simpson, Hilda Collembolan, Doug Kerr of
Standard Brands, Guy Morissette of the same company and a 16-page affair to the office. One or so to you and
another one to Les. That’s not too bad you know, even though I have no real news; not fresh stuff anyway. Most
of these letters contained a brief rehash of my escapades during the last six months. It should hold them for a few
minutes at Least! There are still a few outstanding ones which must be answered but I’ll get around to them
shortly.

Well, I’ll bet “53” looks smart these days, eh! Too bad we can’t get home this month and then gradually
get acclimatized to the Canadian way of living. Although we are not at home in body, you can bet your old boots
that we are there in spirit. On this ward alone, three of us are from Montreal, and we keep travelling over quite a
bit of the old place. This has been a beautiful day. Bright sun with just a slight breeze. This is the type of day to be
standing out on the back porch watching the Trans-Canadian Airlines wing their way across Canada.

My camera is now with Ross and I have given him three more films.

It looks as though the Canadian Army is taking a back seat as far as transportation home is concerned.
Good old “Louse” King and his liberal hijackers. So, they are going to fill their pockets for another four years. The
Progressive Conservatives should give the Liberals some real opposition this time! There now, you have my story
for this trip. More later, of course.

Keep well now all of you and pardon me while I lay down my pen and indulge in some sort of repast. All
my love, gang, Alan.

*******
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135.I WAS EVACUATED TO THE UK IN A DAKOTA - JUNE 1945

June 22, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Ward 8, 17 Canadian General Hospital, Canadian Army, England.

My dear Connie, Fred & Les,

Greeting my friends and a great big good morning to you all. My last letter to you was written June 19th,
so let me bring you up to date on my activities. On June 20th, at 0530 hours a gentle tap awoke me from a deep
sleep. I arose, washed and got dressed in my uniform, had a quick breakfast and was all set for 06:30. At that time,
I gathered what little junk I brought with me, and walked outside. Three ambulances were waiting and I climbed
aboard. The drivers were females, two were English and the other was a lance-corporal from Australia. Very nice?
We thought so too!

At 0645, we left number 10 Canadian General Hospital and travelled to the Royal Air Force (R.A.F.)
evacuation camp. We arrived about 09:30 and just waited. There were a few other jaundice cases and we were
stretcher cases. Dinner was served around 12:30 and still, we just waited. There was a small radio in this room
which helped to break the monotony. Finally, at 15:30 hours, two big R.A.F. ambulances drove up and we hopped
in. After a short ride, we arrived at an airfield and drove right up beside our plane. Naturally, when they opened
the back doors of the ambulance we just got out and were all set to hop aboard our plane. Ah, but three W.A.A.F.’s
from the plane wanted to know where the stretcher cases had gone? So, we got back into the ambulance by
request, and we were carried into the plane on a stretcher. Two airmen hoisted my stretcher up high on the
starboard side well forward. I felt like I was swinging on a star. And talk about heat, wow, it was boiling in this
ship. For your information, it was a Dakota. You’ve probably seen hundreds of them. Very nice planes, too! After
we were loaded, the crew came aboard and when the doors at the rear of the plane were closed, we were all set
for our ride. Our three W.A.A.F.’s were with us as well as some British Army, R.A.F. and Canadian Army patients.

No time was wasted and soon the engines were warming up. A few minutes later, our plane taxied down
the strip, turned into the wind, received the take off signal and with a great roar, we were soon picking up speed.
As we picked up speed, the pilot gave her the gun and we were airborne. These planes are all air-conditioned and
soon it was just right inside the plane. We each had a cup of tea which a little W.A.A.F. gave to us, otherwise we
had nothing. We could smoke if we wanted, so we did. Our altitude varied and the journey wasn’t very bumpy.
Once we went down from 6,000 feet to 1,000 to have a look at something floating on the water; it turned out to be
some debris from an old ship. Quickly, we left Holland, slipped by Belgium and then, when I looked down again, I
could see a few vehicles travelling on the left-hand side of the road in England.

Around 18:30, we touched down, where I couldn’t say. A couple of Canadian Air Force Medical Officers
got aboard and took our tickets, and then, we were put aboard a Canadian ambulance. Another short ride brought
us to number 17 Canadian General Hospital. That’s where I’m living right now. One reason for bringing us back
here is because the food is better and of course there are other reasons too. Too bad we couldn’t have carried
right on with our flight and arrived in Canada, eh? We wanted to, but evidently not this time.

I still don’t know how long I’ll have to remain bedridden, but, I don’t think it will be for long. This morning
the nurse swiped some more of my best blood and if my percent has dropped below 1, I’ll be up on my flat feet!
After I get out of the hospital, no doubt, I’ll have to go to a convalescent camp. From there, I suppose I’ll end up in
a holding unit. If Hal Hendery is still there, I won’t mind. I saw my chart when I was in number 10, but you don’t
see it in this place. It said that I was to have some sort of drink and extra feedings until my full strength returned.
Also, full convalescence was recommended. So far, I have felt fine. The odd touch of indigestion after my meals
but otherwise, no complaints. My eyes are still a little bit yellow, but that shouldn’t last long. I can honestly say
that I am now an expert on Infectious Hepatitis. This case must be my last though. I don’t care if it takes six weeks
or six months this time, I am going to get cleared up once and for all.

Whether I’ll go back to the continent or not remains to be seen. I might have to stay here until the unit
arrives on this side, if they do? Well, I am not worrying. The war is over and its just a matter of waiting for
transport before we arrive home.
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Last Tuesday, I was looking through a “Canada Weekly” magazine, and I noticed that Mr. Charles E. Moyle
had passed away at the age of 63. That’s very strange. You remember me telling you that I had written to Mr. Kerr,
Mr. Morissette and the office staff. For some unknown reason, I did not write to Mr. Moyle. I wrote a letter to him
last January thanking him for his Christmas card and cheque for £1 and I said that I would write to him again once I
got back to my unit. I never got around to writing, but I almost did last week. Something told me that perhaps all
was not right. Too bad that. He was a very nice chap and I got along with him well. Whether I go back to Standard
Brands or not depends upon the Government ruling. The old firm must take you back for at least six months at
your old salary, etc. We’ll talk about that later.

My mail is already tied up somewhere. I haven’t received one letter since I came to the hospital. Kindly
remember that please. I don’t like receiving blasts for not corresponding. I will admit that the postal redirection of
mail takes a little time – can you see what I mean? Over here, the big thing is the election. The radio is full of talks
and slogans, etc.

Say Connie, have you heard Bing Crosby sing the piece called “Hello Mum?” Very good this one. I think
you’d like it. Not much else I can tell you today. It is difficult when I can’t get out and see things. Still, I know that
you know that. If we see eye to eye, then, we can’t go wrong. Forget about the yellow in my eyes.

Beautiful day here, sun very hot and its no place to be in bed. But under the circumstances, I must remain.
How does the garden look just now? And is that old red-oxide still sticking to the tin roof? I’ll have to have a go at
that next summer – what say? As usual, all my love, and I mean it too. Alan,

*******
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136.ROSS WAS DOING A FINE JOB WHEN I LEFT HOLLAND - JUNE 1945

June 24, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Ward 8, 17 Canadian General Hospital, Canadian Army, England.

Dear Connie, Fred & Les,

Another short note to keep you up to date. As I stated before in my last letter, I haven’t a great deal to tell
you. Has Ross written to you since his return from leave? He was busy just before he went of leave, running the
transport troop and doing a fine lot of work too. I told you quite a while back that you would notice a change in
Ross. That still goes on. He is better in all ways. When he was at home he was a young ringleader, remember? As
far as I can see, he hasn’t changed in that respect. When I use the term “ringleader”, I don’t mean that he gets into
mischief, I mean that he had a certain power over his friends, what he says goes. Whenever I’ve gone to see Ross,
all I have had to do is ask anyone where is. Normally, they can tell me all right. Back in March, I was talking to a
Sergeant-major and he was building Ross up to a new level. It was a treat to hear a man talk this way about him.
Physically, he hasn’t changed much. I would say off hand that he must weigh about 145. I’m still a couple of inches
taller. You will notice a change in his face. Yes, his beard for one thing and that fizzy thing on his upper lip! And we
still get taken for each other!

Around May 20th, I was down at our L.A.D. having my (ex) motorcycle repaired and I carried on a very
interesting conversation with some fellow I had never seen before. Of course, when I told him that Ross was my
brother, he didn’t believe me. Even Ross’ growth has turned out to be the same type as mine. Out of the horrors
of war, eh?

I feel like a real stranger in this country. Believe it or not, but I don’t even know what part of the country,
I’m in. Yes, I have a rough idea. This has been a beautiful day all right, hot and sunny; the type of day to be walking
down Queen Mary Road, one eye looking north west towards the Laurentians. Both eyes, if you wish. Naturally,
beating a true course for “53!” That day will come and not in the too distant future, either.

Boy, I’m getting bored with lying in bed. It’s so hot too. Well, I’m going to have an X-Ray of my chest
taken one of these days. Not my idea, but it’s a good thing to have anyway. A nurse asked us yesterday if we had
had an X-Ray within the last six months. My last one was taken July 14th, 1941.

This time last year, things were happening, but look at me now. Before I bore you too much, I think I had
better close the old press for today. How is the lawn, Les? Looks all right from here! You wouldn’t have an up-to-
date scrap of “53,” eh? All my love, Al.

*******
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137.THE RADIO IS BREAKING THE MONOTONY IN THE HOSPITAL - JUNE 1945

June 26, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Ward 8, 17 Canadian General Hospital, Canadian Army, England.

Dear Connie, Fred & Les,

Another short note to keep you up to scratch. Everything is going very nicely, thank you and I am coming
along fast! At present, I feel fine. My skin is white once more and the yellow tinge has just about gone from my
eyes. The next blood test should clear things up completely. That test will probably take place this week. I only
wish the authorities of this place would tell me what is going to happen when I leave this place. I’ll either stay in
the country until I am due to go home or possibly I might go back to the continent, but I doubt that. Of course, if
they told me that I was going home, I wouldn’t mind. I think my days in the Army are numbered. Having jaundice
twice within six months is hard to take, but I took it. Naturally, I have lost quite a bit of weight. Off hand, I doubt
whether I hit 135, so, a lot depends on my appetite. That appetite of mine isn’t up to level either. Thereby hangs
the whole tale, I think.

Yes, I expect to be back on my feet this week and about time too. Although I have only been in bed three
weeks, there is a fellow beside me with jaundice who has been in for six weeks and he’s still yellow!

I have been listening to the A.E.F. programme this afternoon and “On the record” featured a very nice
recording of “There, I’ve Said it Again” by Vaughn Munroe, assisted by the Norton Sisters and his orchestra. This
fellow Munroe has a very nice baritone voice and is getting very popular. Les should know the band and I think
he’ll agree with me that he has a good one. The popular tunes of the moment over here seem to be these ones:

 I’m Beginning to See the light

 Candy

 Dreams

 I Walked in With My Eyes Wide Open

 Don’t Fence Me In

 More and More

 Accentuate the Positive, and others of course

This little radio certainly broke the monotony around here. We would all go crazy without it. I’ll be quite
pleased to get out of this place for good. I have written Ross a couple of short notes recently, but so far, I haven’t
had any mail. It does take time before the postal-tracking section gets on your trail. There should be some in this
week though. That’s about everything for today. As soon as I hear of anything definite, I’ll drop you a line. That’s it
and all my love, Alan.

*******
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138.TOMORROW, I WILL BE AN UP-PATIENT AFTER THREE WEEKS IN BED - JUNE 1945

June 27, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Ward 8, 17 Canadian General Hospital, Canadian Army, England.

Dear Connie, Fred & Les,

Again, I bring you a short note to keep you informed of my progress. Good news I bring, too. Tomorrow, I
will be an up patient after lying in bed for almost three weeks. Three weeks all but a day.

Today, I have been reading all about the signing of the United Nations Peace Charter. The English papers
have quite a lot of news about it. Also, on the radio, they are broadcasting part of President Truman’s speech. I
don’t know whether you have heard him on any broadcasts? Personally, I think he is doing a very fine bit of work.
He sounds like a very determined man and although his task has not been an easy one, he’s carrying it out
remarkably well.

I have made a rapid recovery from my illness. All I must do now is to gain some weight. Why? If I went
outside, a guest of wind would probably blow me off my feet! Yesterday, I told you roughly how much I weighed. I
still need to remain on a diet and those diets are not very filling. For my average breakfast during the last three
weeks, I have managed to subsist on a dish of hot cereal and half a piece of toast or bread and some jam. There is
no butter on the toast, naturally. To top the meal off, a cup of java, “demi-tasse” size. That’s it, there isn’t no
more! At ten in the morning, a cup of milk or malted milk is served. This stuff is usually worth staying awake for.
Dinner as a rule consists of either mashed or baked potatoes, steak and carrots, half a piece of dried bread and a
cup of tea. Dessert is mainly fruit, canned, for the use of. Fruit cocktail or peaches or pears. Quite often the fruit
will have a shot of honey poured over it. Again, at three, we have our tea. No comment. Supper at five – lettuce,
potatoes and cold meat, dry bread and tea. Coca at eight-thirty and the lights go out at ten-fifteen. Reveille is at
six.

Still no mail, but I’m not worrying. At least I haven’t forgotten about you this time. My only regret is the
complete lack of news from my end.

When I get up tomorrow, don’t get the idea that I will have time on my hands. Far from it. Around this
place, the patients that are up serve all the meals, wash the dishes, sweep the floor and polish it to, scrub the
tables, etc. Why they employ nursing sisters at $5 per day is beyond me. And why they have two orderlies on duty
during the day is also beyond me. That’s the Army once again. Mind you, I didn’t feel this way all the time. “Give
credit where credit is due!” That’s the story and more very shortly. As usual, all my love. Alan.

*******
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139.WE HEARD ABOUT CANADIANS RIOTING IN ALDERSHOT - JULY 1945

July 8, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Ward 8, 17 Canadian General Hospital, Canadian Army, England.

Dear Connie, Fred & Les,

Connie’s fine letter of June 30th and Les’s airmail of July 2nd arrived this afternoon. They came directly
here and saved a lot of time. I thank you for your quick response. By the way, your parcel arrived yesterday
afternoon. That was the one with the “Gazette” and the big headline “Germany Surrenders.” It was very
interesting. The parcel also contained a lovely pair of brown socks plus cans of this and that. The cake was very
nice and a few of us thoroughly enjoyed polishing it off last night.

Due to the circumstances which I am now under, it would be better if you stopped all parcels until further
notice. Although we all love receiving them, anything can happen in the next few months. It would be a great pity
to have them stray, and so please “cease-fire” for now. I will inform you when I want anything and when I find out
what is going to happen to me.

You may have heard by now that Ross is on a draft to Canada. He wrote me early this week and I
thoroughly enjoyed his letter. That boy is certainly doing well on his correspondence. His letters are most
interesting. He said that if everything runs to schedule, he should be leaving the continent in a couple of weeks.
Then he will probably stay in this country for about three weeks, in which time he should have a leave. After that,
he should start his long trip back home. If everything turns out, then he should be back sometime in August. So,
keep those fingers crossed. The old unit is breaking up rapidly. Lt. Hunt Turley is on the way home before heading
for the pacific theatre of operations. Three of the lads from my section have left the unit on their way back home.
That leaves about three men in the “Intelligence” section.

Had a swell letter from Hal Hendery yesterday. He told me that his cousin Bob is now in this country. Bob
is now a Flying Officer and I imagine he’s happy to be back. I suppose that he will be returning to Canada very
soon. Bob must have spent almost a year in a prisoner of war camp. His parents will be very pleased to know that
he is safe and well. Hal is also in this country, and not very far from me either. I have extended an invitation to him
to come up and see me soon. Hal’s shoulder is still kicking up, on and off. He is at present in #2 G.L.R.U. and does
not know what is going to happen either.

Did you hear about the “riots” in Aldershot caused by Canadian troops? Damage estimated at $10,000.
The English newspapers carried the largest headlines for some time. It was the biggest notice I have ever seen
dealing with “Canucks.” All through last night, Canadian troops were moving out of Aldershot. Those riots lasted
for two nights in a row, but only for a few hours each night. Windows were smashed and furniture destroyed.
Goods were thrown out on the streets, all because a few silly dopes wanted to get back to Canada. Canadian
Forces Headquarters is a busy little spot just now. I guess the Canadians are tired of Aldershot. In many ways, you
can’t blame the soldiers, but they didn’t have to kick a lot of little English stores for no good reason. The radio
(A.E.F.) reported yesterday that 100 soldiers were taken into custody, and if found guilty, will be court-martialled.
Bang will go their gratuities, if they are guilty.

Hospital note: This afternoon, I was over to the canteen and a fellow came up to me and said “You’re in
the 7th Recce, aren’t you?” I nodded and this chap continued at a merry pace. He seemed so happy in meeting
one of his own crew that I just let him talk away. A couple of minutes later, I let my hair down and told him that
Ross was my brother. This surprised the fellow to no end, and of course, I had a smile on my face from ear to ear.

Yes, it is a great feeling to be an “up” patient again. I can be seen in the neatest little faded blue monkey
suit you’ve ever seen. I should be out of this place in a couple of weeks. My blood is normal, pulse normal and
temperature also normal. Colour is returning to my skin and my appetite is coming along very nicely. Yup, I feel
like a million bucks. I may end up with Hal yet in #2 G.L.R.U, but as I said before, I will notify you of any changes.

I received about 24 letters this week. Some of them are almost three months old, but it was grand to
receive them. A couple of days ago, I received a very nice note from the Reverend Mr. Wilkie of Stanley Church.
From what I can gather, it looks as though Willie put him on the spot. This chap sounds like a nice fellow and it was
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good to hear that you like him. I returned “fire” to him yesterday afternoon. Also, I sent letters this week to Vera,
Jim, Mansie, one of the lads I used to work with in Standard Brands, by the name of Cliff Liddell, and a few others.
A couple went to lads on the continent, etc.

Sergeant Jim Armitage, of Ellerdale Road, dropped in to see Ross last week. I was sorry that I couldn’t have
been there. Ross told me that he looks very well and expects to be going home one of these days. Jim is now with
the Governor General’s Foot Guard and is stationed somewhere in Holland.

I was sorry to hear that Lieutenant Bill Rutherford is going the way of the R.G.2 via the Pacific. Still that
may be better than sweeping mines over on this side. I am glad he dropped in to see you people and he can
certainly write a nice letter. He is a grand lad and I like him a lot.

By the way, Hal managed to take 16 days leave. He spent it in Bishop Auckland and had a wonderful time.
Sub-lieutenant Frank Waldie of the Fleet air arm, was home on eight days leave at the same time. This will possibly
be his last leave before he leaves to the Pacific too.

Well, my kit has all gone haywire. Some of it was lost and what was left was turned in by Ross. I did have
a few things that I wanted to bring back but they have gone to the four winds. All I have with me is a small pack
and my shaving stuff, that is enough too!

In answer to one of your questions “have we seen the Princesses?” No, but I have seen their old man a
couple of times. Two of us were travelling from Nijmegen to Shertigebbosch away back in February. Suddenly a
jeep came towards our office truck with a red light flashing on and off. Two British “Red Caps” (provosts) ordered
us to keep to one side. We did! Following the jeep was a big civilian car with flags flying, etc. The guy in the back
seat of the car looked over at us and saluted. His name? Field Marshal Montgomery!

That story about the Starlings was very amusing, Willie. I hope you have no more trouble with them

I didn’t break any hearts when I was on leave last April, so don’t worry about this, little joker! Your
election chats were most entertaining, Fred and you are quite right too. Bob Hope and J. Calonna are now on the
continent. I heard him broadcast from London last week. Regarding Fred’s question regarding Spike Jones and his
City Slickers, see Les about what I have heard! Jones’s recording of “Chloe” is excellent. But have you heard him
take “Black Magic” apart? Heard an excellent programme last night. It was one of those “Command Performance
shows. This one had Frank Sinatra as M.C. and as guests: Frances Longford, Roddy McDowell and Peggy Anne
Garner, Margaret O’Brien and Crosby’s four sons. Did they ever take Sinatra apart! It was a scream to hear the
younger set thinning Frankie down. Frankie took it well and it was a swell programme.

That golf game is a deal. What a swell foursome. The sooner the better. The two pounds of Jamaican
coffee must have been a real treat. Very nice of Les’s friend. I have forgotten about the sibling re-writing. I was
joking too.

That was Arnhem where I wrote from. The “ghost” town with holey roofs. I think the enemy launched V-
1’s from that area. Finished crating the export stuff yet? Keep up the fine work and more power to you and your
crew. End of the line folks, all off for now and more later. All my love to you as usual, Alan.

*******
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140.I AM INTERESTED IN HELPING WITH THE BUSINESS WHEN I RETURN - JULY 1945

July 8, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Ward 8, 17 Canadian General Hospital, Canadian Army, England.

Hello again Connie, Fred & Les,

Another short follow-up note. Fred’s two letters of June 25th and July 1st arrived today along with a
parcel from all of you, with mechanics illustrated and cake, coffee, etc. Also, received 300 cigarettes from Les. Not
a bad haul, for a Sunday afternoon. As I told you in yesterday’s letter, that as the circumstances which I am now
under are not suitable, I have decided to send many of the articles from your parcel to Mrs. Rixham. You
understand of course. She can use some of these things better than I. If I was over on the continent, then
everything would come in handy. So, please don’t feel badly if I send a few things on to Newcastle.

I also told you about those Canadian riots in Aldershot. I have mailed you one of the daily newspapers
under separate envelope, so you should receive this about the same time. Today has been a rather dull day, in
more ways that one. I felt that I didn’t accomplish much, although I did write Mrs. Rixham a short note. Yes, I
intend to see both Mrs. Waldie and Mrs. Rixham before I come home. If I can get a leave after leaving the hospital,
then I’ll head up that way.

That little meal you guys had on the side porch tasted delicious. Those tomatoes and cucumbers melted in
my mouth, the mayonnaise wasn’t bad either. Man, I’m looking forward to some of those meals. Yes, indeed, the
way I feel right now, I could polish off a meal like that and come back for more.

Haven’t seen Bob Holmes but I will keep my eyes open. As a matter of interest, Fred, I have been thinking
of your fiend Mr. Paul Leclaire. I thought of him a few weeks ago for no apparent reason. Sorry to hear of the loss
of his 2nd son.

Very pleased to hear all about the garden. I’ll bet it looks fine. Les is evidently doing a fine bit of mowing.
The flowers and vegetables must be coming right along. Perhaps Ross will see the joint in its full glory – I hope so
anyway.

From what I have written during the past few months, you will gather that I am indeed interested in your
work, not necessarily as a full-time job. But I want your outfit running stuff out and I am willing to pitch in and do
as much as I can. The sooner we start, the better. We will need to have some “O” groups when we get back (“O”
group – Army term meaning operation). I want to see it go places, once we get back on our feet. What with
restrictions of all types, it is not easy to purchase this and that. But, after the restrictions are removed, we can
make a go of this thing. I firmly believe in the A1 and Tornado products. Didn’t you have an individual window unit
a few years back before the war? Off hand, it looks as though the aluminium would have the greater outlet of the
two items. The money comes from an expensive product like that, too! Just as you say, “Its continuous operation.”
For now, as long as you keep busy, that’s the important thing. It’s a pity that we can’t do something in the line of
plastics or even something in the way of manufacturing storage vaults for frozen foods. Both these lines are in the
big money class and their future is certain. The aluminium and tornado experiments should be carried on with. Of
course, things are not easy with a war still going. Forgive me for bringing in business in this “social” call, but I want
you to know how I feel towards your firm.

Got weighed this afternoon and I tipped the scales at 140 pounds. Not too bad considering that I was in
bed almost four weeks. Yes, folks, that’s the story. Not much news this time, but eight pages is eight pages.
Considering my letter of yesterday, this should bring you up to scratch. Thanks again for your letters, parcel and
smokes. Very kind of you and please remember to STOP all parcels until further notice. All my love, Al.

*******
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141.I VISITED AN INJURED SOLDIER FROM THE 7TH RECCE TODAY - JULY 1945

July 9, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Ward 8, 17 Canadian General Hospital, Canadian Army, England.

My dear Connie, Fred and Les, etc.,

Connie’s blue airmail of July 4th blew in this afternoon, making fine time. Very pleased to receive it too.
As a matter of fact, Connie, I don’t mind the blue forms at all. Reading in the paper this morning that Canada is
stopping the old “Airgraph.” They say that it has served its purpose.

This afternoon, I watched part of the eclipse. It was at its peak at four o’clock and not too bad from this
side, although it was only a partial eclipse here. Quite cloudy and the odd shower.

By the time you receive this, you should have my other letters. I told you about Ross and that by all rights,
he should be home this August. He was first into the Army, and now it looks as though he will be out first. The
regiment is evidently still sending out drafts so I guess there won’t be a global return as a unit.

In answer to some of your questions about installing twin beds in my room. Personally, I am all for it as
long as it blends in with the room. It’s a splendid idea Connie and I think Ross would like it too. Yes, another
wardrobe would do the trick and it should work out fine. You just go ahead with any of your plans. Anything you
undertake is usually for the best and I agree with you on that score, but don’t throw out my radio. By the time you
get that kitchen painted it will look like a brand-new place. Fred told me about painting the cupboards and that
must have been a pretty dirty job. Also, pleased to hear about Les taking an interest in the house, tell him to keep
up the excellent work. I won’t say anything just now about late hours. Once we get out of the Army, I’m afraid that
Ross and I will both want to stay out late for a while. Its not easy to stick to the old Army yoke by being in by ten
thirty, etc. You won’t mind, will you? It will make us feel free and that’s what we want. We are tired of being told
when to get up, what to work at, where, etcetera, etcetera. So, it looks as though there will be three night hawks
for a short period, once we arrive back.

This morning I dropped into Ward 5. One of sergeants from “C” squadron is in there. This lad is a French
Canadian and a very nice lad, too. I’ve known him for four years now. He has had some tough luck. A few days
after VE day, a few carriers from the regiment had to go out and clear some mines. This was in Germany where the
accident took place. These fellows went out and did their job but, but one of the carriers went over a mine and up
they went. Three men were killed, one badly burned and this sergeant had one of his legs blown off just below the
knee. The lad who was burnt is going home very shortly and the sergeant is going this week. He was very pleased
to see me so we shot the breeze for half an hour. I’ll be going in again tomorrow to see him. There have been
numerous accidents since VE Day. You’d be surprised at the number. Another sergeant from “A” Squadron was
killed on a motorcycle just a couple of days after the cessation of hostilities. A darn shame after what these boys
have come through.

I sent the parcel I mentioned in yesterday’s letter to Mrs. Rixham, cost me 1 shilling and a penny – not bad.
I’m sure Mrs. R. will appreciate it.

Also, this afternoon, I received 300 smokes from Helen Battley. Will try and answer her tomorrow. You
can see that I am doing very nicely. Plenty of smokes, plenty of letters and a couple of parcels! I should be quite
busy answering these people for some time. Still getting along fine and feeling better every day. I can hardly wait
to get out of here. Time for me to step out and have my nightly shave – it is very crowded in the morning here; I
just have time to wash, so I shave at night. That’s the story for tonight. All my love and see you later. Love, Al.

*******
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142.A POINT SYSTEM DETERMINES OUR PRIOTY FOR TRAVEL HOME - JULY 1945

July 12, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Ward 8, 17 Canadian General Hospital, Canadian Army, England.

Hello again, Al speaking,

As you can see, I am still here. I am all better, and just waiting to get out of here. It should be next week, I
think. The last couple of days, I have been washing dishes for 40 odd patients. Not one dish has been broken
either. That shows how well I am.

I thought you might like to know where I am on the map. It is not far from Aldershot. A couple of miles
outside a town called Wokingham.

By the way, Connie, 300 cigarettes from you arrived here today and my thanks to you for them.

There is a chap beside me in the ward who has struck it most fortunate. He travelled across to this county
on the same plane and we have been together since. I don’t know what his trouble was, but evidently it has paid
off. His name is Bill Brasell and comes from Princeton, B.C. He joined the Army last year and arrived in England last
April. Volunteered for army of occupation and landed in Belgium. He spent around three weeks in Holland and
then went into hospital. His points total roughly 24! Today, he signed some sort of paper and this afternoon, he
collected a full brand-new kit. Tomorrow, he leaves us and heads for a repatriation depot. After a short stay, he
will then board a ship and sail for Canada. An odd case, eh? This sort of thing happens every day. This ward has a
flock of men with plenty of points, enough to go home, but some of them will be lucky if they see Canada this year.
Two beds away from me, another chap, that came across in the same plane, has a different story. This fellow has
over 200 points and yet they told him that this Saturday, he must go back to a holding unit. He was due to go home
on June 12th. Its enough to break a man’s heart once and for all.

I still don’t know where I’ll be going from here. I hope its not a convalescent depot. I’ve had enough of
those places. If they tell me I’m going to a holding unit, then I’ll try to get back to the regiment- if there is still a
regiment! But more about that when I find out something definite. Beautiful day here and the sun has been lovely
and warm. That’s all the dope I have this time. More as soon as I get any. All my love, you lovely people! Alan.

P.S. Have you heard the up and coming piece called “Laura” from the picture of the same name? Beautiful little

tune, #6 on the hit parade.

*******
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143.WE WALKED INTO TOWN - JULY 1945

July 15, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Ward 8, 17 Canadian General Hospital, Canadian Army, England.

Dear Connie, Fred and Les, and any others that happen to be around,

Every thing is going very nicely on this side. There is nothing new, but I am feeling fine and that’s the main thing.
Yesterday was a swell day and in the afternoon, three of us walked into the market town two miles away.
Workingham on the main road to Reading. We went in for a haircut. Mine hasn’t been touched since the middle
of May. But, because it happened to be a Saturday, all the shops were busy so we returned with all our hair intact.

When we started out from the hospital at two o’clock, we must have walked about a mile when a major in a station
wagon came along and drove us right into town. It was a very welcome lift and we all appreciated this kind
gesture. Town had nothing of interest to offer, so after a short stroll around, we headed back. A short slow walk
for a quarter of a mile and then, an English couple stopped their large open touring car and drove us right back to
the door of the hospital. Not bad, eh? Maybe these hospital “blues” command respect. They sure are funny-
looking uniforms. Being Canadians, we didn’t worry much about our looks.

Last night, this country had one of its worst electrical storms on record. All night long, the lightning flashed across
the darkened skies. Like flashes from a heavy artillery barrage. It brought back memories all night. The rain was
heavy and the thunder noisy. In the morning, the skies had cleared and the sun shone forth with gusto. But, as I
write, the rain has started and the sound of thunder can be heard again.

Well, to relieve the monotony, I decided to make something for you. It is not finished yet, but I am sending it for
you to finish. You will understand when you receive it.

I think I told you that my X-Ray turned out negative and something to feel pleased about. That’s great news about
Lieutenant Eddie Leroux being back. Ted Percy must consider himself lucky to be alive. Very sorry though to hear
about Marnie Curran. Darn tough luck that. Curran was a nice-looking boy, too. Strictly a lady-killer type. This will
shatter his hopes and probably be a lesson to others. What is Fred Turner doing these days? Is he back on the
Police Force? Remember me to him the next time you see him.

Ninna in my estimation is a pretty fine girl. If she can laugh at some of the tripe that I’ve poured into my letters,
she’s got to be good. Mansie’s letter of July 6th was very interesting and I appreciate her letters very much. She
has always written an interesting letter and I hope that we can all be together soon and speak instead of write.

Saw a very funny cartoon in today’s Sunday Express so I’m sending it along. That Montreal Herald of July 7th was
quite interesting. Some interesting stuff in there, but its Winchell’s column that keeps the paper together.

Well I guess that that is the story for tonight. Will keep you posted for any changes. Keep up the excellent work
around the house and 2140. From what I have read in your letters, the place must look snappy. I’ll paint next year,
if I am home. Take care of yourselves and all my love, Alan.

*******
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144.WE ATTENDED A TRAVELLING SHOW FOR THE TROOPS - JULY 1945

July 20, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Ward 8, 17 Canadian General Hospital, Canadian Army, England.

Hello there, men at the shop,

How are we today? Received your fine little airgraph of July 11th yesterday afternoon. Very pleased to
hear from all of you again. Although I never used many airgraphs, they did serve a purpose. The little blue air mail
forms were much better, but I didn’t use many of them either. When it comes to correspondence, I act like a hard
core of rock – got to be blasted, you know. Strictly off the record though, at this moment, I’m like a load of small
pebbles – too much blasting.

Last night, I saw one of the best stage shows I’ve seen in the Army. It was sponsored by the Massey-Harris
Company of Canada and included eleven attractive Canadian girls, a band of four and about six or seven men. This
unit is called the “Combines “and they only arrived recently in the country. That means that their programme is
still fresh. They all wear battledress when travelling and wear a little patch on their arms bearing this title “Civilian
Concert Party Canada”. The show lasted two hours and everyone enjoyed it. It was full of personality and talent
and just the right thing for all of us. As usual, these shows are all too late. They should have been over here a few
months ago. When this group, like the others arrives to play on the continent, most of the fighting men will be on
their way home. Instead, these parties will probably play for a bunch of occupational boobs who only arrived on
the continent a couple of months ago. It was the same with that “Meet the Navy” show of the Royal Canadian
Navy. When I was in #1 Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit in April awaiting a draft to the continent,
“Meet the Navy” was in Aldershot and had been there several weeks. Five of us who were on this draft asked if we
could go. The answer was yes, if you can get the tickets. We applied but they did not reserve the tickets. The
reason being that these jerks were too damn lazy to trouble themselves, and we were going back to Germany to
fight. Sometimes we wonder just what in hell’s name we fought for. You look back on all the hard battles and
wonder if it was worth it. That was the way they treated us over here. You understand that this is only one of my
many gripes. There are numerous incidents I could tell you about. We argue about the rotten government of
Canada, the Quebec influence in Federal politics, about pro-German sympathizers in Montreal, the roiling tactics of
the provincial government, the taxes of all types, from motor licenses to toll bridges, and many others. The soldiers
over here feel as though they have been forgotten. They ask: what are we? Just a bunch of expendables? Does
Canada want us back? Etcetera.

Ah, yes. Tough life all right but the hardest battle of all will be on the home front. When all these fellows
arrive home then the fun will begin. Most will try and slip back into their old ways. They have forgotten that times
have changed and that now they must acclimatize themselves, which will be no easy task. I have tried to look
ahead, tried to let myself in and it is not so easy either. A lot of chaps had outdoor jobs before the war, and many
will change for inside positions, if they can get them. Farmers have decided to go the city way, but how many city
boys want to go farming. Enough of that stuff for now.

This morning I was presented with another bottle, to fill up for lab tests. Also, received a shot in the arm
from a nice blunt pneumatic drill. Hope that this one will be my last. The colour of my blood was quite dark, a lot
of blue running through those veins of mine. If that is my last test, then I should be thrown out of this place next
week. I am hoping.

I don’t know when I’ll be home, but I hope that it is in 1945 not 1946. I’ll keep my fingers crossed. Listen
you birds, I’m A-1, so forget about the waxing & polishing, etc. Well, at least wait until I appear. That’s the lesson
for this morning. I’ll be around though for the next period. Don’t save any soup for me. I’ll be in again, that you
can bet on. Have fun and let’s go to town on a few big juicy contracts, or have you forgotten about such a term?
Thanks once again for your fine letter. All the best and as always. Alan.

*******
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145.I HEARD THE VAN-DOOS WILL BE HOME BY THE END OF AUGUST - JULY 1945

July 23, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Ward 8, 17 Canadian General Hospital, Canadian Army, England.

Dear Connie, Fred and Les,

If I stay here much longer, I won’t have a single thing to tell you. Everything is going nicely, thank-you and
I can truthfully say that I am better. I had another blood test on Friday.

Say Connie, ask Vera if she has ever run into Mrs. Jean M.B. Lamb, who is a dietician at the St. Anne’s
Military Hospital. Her brother Jack is in the same ward here and we get along very well. He was in the 4th
Canadian Division and was born in Montreal but moved with the family to Saint-John New Brunswick when he was
six or seven. He is a nice lad, about the same age as Ross, well educated and intends to go to college when he is
discharged from the Army.

On Sunday afternoon, I was speaking to one of the nursing sisters, and this girl has seen quite a bit. In
1941, she left with a group of nursing sisters from New York. She travelled to Trinidad and then on to South Africa,
where she stayed for a couple of years. She returned to this country late last year but hasn’t been on the continent
yet. In all her journeys, she carried her camera. Some of the pictures from South Africa are beautiful. All her snaps
are put into a big album and it certainly is a wonderful collection. Yesterday afternoon, I went out for another
short walk in the blazing sun.

Very pleased to hear that Bob Hendery is finally back home. I guess he has quite a story to tell. I have
spoken to a few lads in this ward who have been prisoners of war. A couple of them were captured at Dieppe in
1942.

On the Canadian News last night, they announced that the “Van-doos” and the Regiment de la Chaudière
would be home by the end of August. The “Van-doos” are from the first Division while the Chauds are from the 3rd
Division. I guess, I’ll be stuck in a holding unit until my outfit comes across. If they send the units back via divisions
then I should be on my way home in October or November. That’s my short story for now and more soon. All my
love, Alan.

*******
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146.I AM GOING ON LEAVE AND THEN TO A HOLDING UNIT - JULY 1945

July 24, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Ward 8, 17 Canadian General Hospital, Canadian Army, England.

Hello there all of you,

This morning, the Medical Officer appeared and, after giving me the once-over, declared that I was all
better. So, I am taking a leave from this hospital and when that is done, I will be returning to a holding unit. I’ll
send you my new address, when I find out what it is.

This leave will be a fast one. I intend to strike like greased lightning. My plans call for short stops in
London, Bishop Auckland, Newcastle, Aberdeen and Thurso. Go ahead and laugh you birds but I’m serious. I am
going to Aberdeen to meet Jack Carson, who will go with me to Thurso for a day or two. My leave starts this
Thursday, July 26th. Tomorrow, I must draw all new equipment -darn it. That means, I’ll have to leave all that stuff
in London.

The Medical Officer told me that I wouldn’t be going back to the continent, so that means I’ll be here for
some time. Well, I’m thinking of you. All my love, Alan.

*******
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147.AFTER MY LEAVE, I WAS POSTED TO A JOB A KHAKI UNIVERSITY - AUGUST 1945

August 19, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Khaki University of Canada, Canadian Army Overseas

Dear Connie, Fred, Les and, I hope, Ross,

Greetings one and all, it is good to be back in the harness again. Feeling tip-top and coming back to life on
the down-beat!

If Rose-bud is around, give him my hearty congratulations because he at least made it home. I know that I
might be jumping out of line by thinking that Ross is at home. From what I could gather, he was at the repatriation
camp, when I was in London on July 26th – the day I left hospital. I met numerous lads from the outfit and all asked
me when I was going home. Sergeant Ross Martin met me in the Ontario Club and told me that Ross was on his
draft. Too bad we missed each other.

I have not received any mail since I left hospital, so I have sent a postal redirection card to the postal
tracing section.

I managed to snag 16 days leave, which I thoroughly enjoyed. Sorry to relate, but Jack Carson and I were
unable to travel to Thurso. We forgot about the August bank holiday and so that put us right off.

On July 26th, seven jaundice cases were discharged from hospital. We went to London for a start. We
stayed overnight at the Canadian Legion Cartwright Gardens Club, outside and not too far from Kings Cross and the
St-Pancras Stations. Hopped aboard the 9:15 train and stood up all the way to Darlington. There I left Jack and
travelled to Bishop Auckland to see Mrs. Waldie. Fortunately, she was in and I spent a very quiet week there. No
doubt, Mrs. Waldie will be writing so I won’t go into details. I was only out once all the time I was there, but I had a
very nice time. On the following Thursday, I travelled to Newcastle to visit Mrs. Rixham. There my plans went
haywire, as she was leaving for her holidays the next day. My luck was in because the McKie’s volunteered to
provide the meals while I used Mrs. Rixham’s place to sleep in. Not a bad set-up at all. On Friday, I saw Mrs.
Rixham off at the central station and then returned to rule Mrs. Rixham’s place with an iron fist. The McKie’s
treated me just like one of the family and naturally, I felt right at home. It was a peach of a leave and I only had
two wet days all the time I was there. I saw some shows, had a few walks, etc. One night, Mr. & Mrs. Wilkinson
took Jean McKie and me out for a lovely long ride, using his rationed petrol. Down to Tynemouth Cullercoats,
Whitley Bay and right up as far as Blyth and then came back on the inland route. It was a grand trip which I
thoroughly enjoyed. After the ride, we returned to the Wilkinson’s home and had a very nice meal and then sat
around and smoked and chatted until about eleven-thirty. All the stores were closed on the August Bank Holiday
and most of them took the Tuesday off for a VE-2 day, and then Wednesday was early closing day, so the week was
shot before it even started. One day, Jean took me through Newcastle cathedral and through the Black Gate and
the castle. I bought a little pamphlet which I will send to you. By the way, there is a little article in yesterday’s
Maple Leaf which I will also send (nothing to do with my leave).

August 22, 1945

Everything is still going well.

Could you send a money order to the USA for $3 for Jean McKie? She needs to reimburse a friend there
who sent her a pair of silk stockings. She forced me to take the money when I was on leave. You will notice that I
am not beating around the bush. If I strike you as being too straight or forward, then you can tell me off in your
next letter. Can you also send me an alarm clock, half a dozen towels and some cigarette tobacco? All these items
are hard or costly to get here.

The last week of news was quite eventful. The atomic bomb, the Russians declaring war on Japan, The
phoney surrender of Japan, the Port Arthur explosion and D-Day +417, the end of the Allied Expeditionary Forces
program.
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This university should be opening very soon, and I have a nice little job here. The school is in a peach of a
location, just outside Watford which is 45 minutes by tube from London. After, I returned from leave, I ended up at
#1 Canadian Reception Camp in Aldershot. I stayed over the weekend and then went to 2 Canadian General
Reinforcement Unit at Camp Borden. I met Hal Hendery there and he is still there. He is very well and has a job in
the Military Transport section, running a bus service for the lads into nearby towns. I only stayed two and a half
days and was drafted to this place. So far, there has been a lot of work to be done around here. One day I took six
men out into a potato patch and weeded half of it. Another day, five of us scrubbed six rooms. Then, a major from
the 7th Canadian Recce Regiment spotted me (Major Aris, ex intelligence officer) and before I knew it, I was
working for Captain Seaborn, who is the protestant padre. He served with the Canadian Scottish Regiment on the
continent. My job is to be overlord in the students’ snack bar. I have a couple of men with me and we’ll look after
Lansdown House, make sure it’s clean and provide sandwiches and coffee at night. I’m my own boss and I don’t
have to attend any parades. So far, we have done very little because the Engineers have been in to paint the place.
Tomorrow, the joint, will be cleaned up and then we must move the furniture in

Can’t say whether I’ll be home this year or not. If my points come up, I’ll go, but its all still up in the air. I
can’t go back to the continent, so I am stuck on this side. Don’t worry though, because my category is still A-1.

Hal was saying that he and I should spend our thirty days leave in California. Not a bad suggestion if we
should arrive home during the winter months. Time to rest the old man so I’ll just say so long for now. All the best
to all of you, and all my love. Alan.

*******
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148.MY FINGERS ARE CROSSED THAT I HAVE ENOUGH POINTS TO COME HOME - SEPTEMBER 1945

September 2, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Khaki University of Canada, Canadian Army Overseas

Dear Connie, Fred, Les and Ross,

The leaves here have started to fall to the ground again. How fast the summer has flown. I forgot that I
spent most of it in the hospital. Anyway, the summers are too short in this country. Today is not too bad, the sun
is shining but there is a cool wind blowing and so the trees have begun to shed their summer coats. Every thing at
this end is going nicely. No complaints and the seas look good.

From what I gather all 140 point men should leave for repatriation depots this month. By the end of the
month, this score should be down to 130. If that is the case, I should, by all rights, kick off from this country
sometime in October or November. My fingers are crossed and with luck, I should make the long trip before
Christmas. Of course, I am not worrying about all this because too often something unforeseen crops up and all
thoughts, ideas and plans are dashed and left by the wayside. However, it is good to know that something is being
done.

This Wednesday, the students arrive and this place gets underway. For the past few weeks, we have been
busy and there are still many little things to be done. Last week three of us worked in our student union. The name
of the union is “Lansdowne House”, all so proper. The three of us scrubbed floors, scraped paint off floors and
windows. Then we applied floor wax and managed to bring up a dull glow. Finally, we ended up by washing the
windows and painting strips which will hold pictures from current war artists. The house looks very nice. The
furniture should arrive this week and we must set that up. We also have the kitchen crockery coming in. Sort of
like post-war training to fix up a house for civilian comfort. The house contains a lounge, writing room, glass room,
music room with a piano and electric combination gramophone and radio, and a snack bar with another radio. The
kitchen is all right too with a fair-sized gas stove, three upright burners and one for toast and one down below to
keep things warm in the oven. There are two bathrooms, one upstairs and one down and each room has been
painted in different colours, nice and light, but not too bright. The best part of the whole place is the location. It is
away at one end of the camp and far removed from the eyes of the camp sergeant-majors. So, sometime this
week, we go into production and will do our best to fill the “tummies” of our dear little students.

To date, my mail has been rotten. Haven’t received a letter for two weeks now, but they should catch up.
Did you ever receive that tapestry I mailed from hospital in July? What did you think of it? At least in years to
come, if any young sprout asks me what I did in the last war, I can point with pride and say “that’s what I did!”

By the way, I am sending a few odd things in two separate envelopes at the same time I send this note.
Naturally, there is a story attached to each little article, but I will explain it to you all later. If you wish to look
through the stuff, do so. There is some interesting stuff in there. I lost all the stuff I had in my kit bag, which was
left on the continent, unless Ross managed to salvage it. Gone but not forgotten.

Tomorrow we have a big muster parade at 1:30 and another on Tuesday at 6:30 P.M. Pep talk, no doubt.

How does or did the boy look with all his jewelry up? I have filled out a form for mine and now I must wait
for my records to arrive from the Continent before I get mine.

Better prime a couple of rakes or snow shovels for me because I intend to be home before Christmas! All
the best to all of you and my love to all of you. Alan.

*******
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149.NICE TO HEAR THAT ROSS IS HOME - SEPTEMBER 1945

September 8, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Khaki University of Canada, Canadian Army Overseas

Dear Connie, Fred, Les and Ross,

Received five letters this week all tied in a bundle. The best news concerned Ross and his arrival home.
What a time to arrive. I was in 2 CGRU and VJ-1 night with Hal and our strongest drinks consisted of Navy, Army
and Air Force Institutes (NAAFI) tea and a Pepsi-Cola. Ask Ross about that tea- he’ll tell you.

A couple of days ago, I was asked if I wanted to go home. Although I only have 132 points, they are
already putting names down on the repatriation list, from as low as 130. Hal was saying that he expects to be
leaving at the end of the month. If that is the case, I should be going about the same time. However, if I am still
here at the end of September, there is a good possibility of raising my rank by one stripe. I am covering off a full
corporal’s position and so it may work out ok. Don’t worry, I am not under any obligation to remain once my points
come up.

That tapestry I sent to you was made in England in the 17th Canadian General Hospital. It will look very
smart as a fire screen in the living room, Connie. Glad it arrived.

I am glad that you people like our little brother. He may not have changed much physically, but mentally –
yes indeed, and for the better, too. He must have had a nice reception when he arrived home. Very kind of the
neighbours to kick in with the odd shot of “hooch”. So, Rose-bud brought some wooden shoes for you, eh? Sorry
my order fell through, but that’s the way things go.

Where is my camera? I haven’t got it. In fact, I have not got anything. I thought Ross took care of that. I
gave him three films before I left for hospital June 24th 1945 in Bilthoven, Holland just 8 kilometers from Utrecht.
What sort of equipment did Ross manage to salvage? What happened to my kit bag and large pack? Perhaps, Ross
can make me see the light. Right now, I am strictly in the dark.

The snack bar is now open in Lansdown House, but we haven’t any snacks yet. So far, we have been
confined to just selling matches, razor blades, shoe polish, combs, lighter fluid, etc. Today, I was checking over the
accounts and already we are sixpence in the hole. Can’t find out where the error is and even after we threw in
extra halfpennies and pennies into the cash box. Oh well, what’s sixpence among friends, eh? I am not satisfied
with that type of system. I want to come out even or on top, never below.

Later

Now, we have it all straightened out and doing a snails-pace business. The establishment looks very nice
and while on the subject, let me describe the snack bar. The walls are painted in a light yellow while the door and
baseboards are a dark green. Window sills are dark green, about the colour of a one-dollar bill. The fire place is
dark red and the six tables are in the same colour with the tops painted cream. The chairs are also red and the
rings on the back are cream. There are six easy chairs around the sides of the room. It is our own work and even
the Brigadier was very pleased with it when he visited yesterday.

We have had our share of washing, scrubbing and waxing the floors. The dull glow is refreshing.
Yesterday, we helped some engineers lay some linoleum in one of the upstairs rooms. Then the window repairmen
visited and we had to clean up after them. Last night I was on the canteen counter from seven to eight and made
no sales.

All my love to you and that’s for all of you. Alan.

*******
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150.I NEED AN ALARM CLOCK, NOT A TOASTER - SEPTEMBER 1945

September 11, 1945

Lance-Corporal Canavan A.S., Khaki University of Canada, Canadian Army Overseas

Dear Connie, Fred, Les and Ross,

This is just a short rush letter because I wanted to straighten you out on one detail. The order I placed
with you last month was for an alarm clock, not a toaster. Also, some towels. You had better get that stuff off to
me as soon as possible because rumours are flying thick and fast. Second Division have recalled all their men on
leave, and that can only mean that repatriation is ahead of schedule. Hal expects to go at the end of this month. I
would like to meet him there, but my documents have not arrived yet from the continent. If they stay there, I’ll
stay here. They might come in any day, and that would mean that I would leave with the next draft.

Thanks very much for sending that money order to Ohio. I’ll drop Jean McKie a note and let her know that
it has been taken care of.

I hope these two birds (Les and Ross) are enjoying the hospitality of my room. Is the old joint jumping?

The Greening’s have certainly moved around, eh? About as much as the Canavan’s. That was news about
Jack Greening. I didn’t know that he was in the R.C.A.F., an instructor at that. Must be quite a big fellow by now.

Like you, my correspondence is also in a tight squeeze. My hours are not too wonderful, but still we can
carry on. With only three of us on the job, we had to keep this place open from 10 a.m. until 10 p.m. Tea is served
between the hours of 4 and 5 and 9 to 10. After that, I must balance the books and write up the inventory. The
following day, two sheets must go in to the unit accountant and he takes the money and the bills. If this canteen
was dealing in dollars and cents, it would be a dream working. Pounds, shillings and pence is not the easiest system
going. However, we are doing all right and so far, we are not in the red. During the mornings, we clean the house
and make sure everything is in its proper place. Around ten, we have a half-hour break during which we brew tea
and chew the fat. We have a little radio in the snack bar and that helps break up the monotony.

On Sunday afternoon, I had a nice visit from Jack Carson. He is coming here tomorrow with a group of
students and so I should see quite a bit of him.

Last night was our official opening of the snack bar. The tea, milk and sugar was given to us by the
Canadian Y.M.C.A., so we gave it away too. Between 9 and 10, there must have been about forty students in for
tea. We dished the stuff out and had no complaints from any of the students. I checked with one officer (Captain
Owens, the protestant padre) and he said it was excellent.

This letter is being written right from the kitchen table in Lansdowne House and canteen. The radio is
tuned into the American Forces network and my two henchmen are sprawled out in a couple of easy chairs in front
of the small fire place, and yes, there is a fire on too.

I’m feeling fine and dandy these days. The food here is very good and that makes a big difference.

I started a letter to Les on Sunday, but didn’t finish it. Kindly tell him – oh never mind, there he is now. Hi
Boy! Your letter will be finished sometime this week, ok? Hello Rossie, you lucky little rascal. As soon as I have
time, I’ll be around your way with a few words. Where were you between July 26th and August 5th? London or
Brighton? Too bad I missed you, old man. See you later. And how’s my old pal Willie. I am still waiting for an
explanation on that Port Arthur incident!

Did my parcel arrive yet? It was addressed to me and I sent it. Shake it and see if it rattles. If it rattles –
too bad. If it doesn’t - ok. It contains a couple of new records I wanted-not all scratched. You heard that, Les and
Ross? Have fun and fatten that old “T” bone steak, cause I’m a coming. Love to you all, Alan.

*******
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151.LIFE IN MONTREAL AFTER THE WAR

The last letter in the collection recovered from Alan Canavan’s personal effects after his death is dated
September 11, 1945. He returned to Canada shortly after that letter was written.

Alan in his Battledress uniform, possibly in Europe Alan Canavan and Irene Brown on the day of their
wedding in Montreal.

After Alan returned to Canada and was released from active service, he went back to his old job in the
accounting department of Standard Brands Limited. Standard Brands produced such items as Tender Leaf Tea,
Chase & Sanborn's coffee and Fleischmann's Yeast, Magic Baking Powder as well as Gillette's Lye etc. It was
eventually bought out by and merged into Nabisco. Later, he was employed by the sales department of the Miner
Rubber Company Ltd. of Granby, Quebec and then by several chemical importers and distributors until his
retirement in 1986.

He followed up on his promises to join his father as a tenor in the choir of Stanley Presbyterian Church,
situated in Westmount, at the corner of Victoria Ave and Westmount Ave. It was at the church that he met his
wife, Irene Brown. She was a member of the church and very involved in the women's auxiliary. She also worked
for Consolidated Bathurst in downtown Montreal, as an executive secretary, and later as a buyer. After they
married, they occupied a duplex in NDG, near the Loyola campus of Concordia University.

His parents continued to live at their house on 53 Thurlow Ave in Hampstead. His father had purchased
the house in 1929 and was the first owner. His mother, Allena Conklin Manson Canavan (Connie) died in 1966,
followed by his father William Frederic (Fred), in 1971. Upon his father’s death, Alan inherited the family home in
Hampstead, so he and Irene moved there. While Alan and Irene had no children of their own, they delighted in
entertaining their siblings, nephews and nieces at their cottage on Lake Mazinaw in Ontario. One of his favorite
tricks was to catch a frog and release it on the dock amongst his visitors. They also spent a fair amount of time at
Irene’s family cottage north of Montreal on Curran lake in an area called Dunany, north of Lachute.
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Alan was president of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association for twenty-three years. In this capacity, he
organized association meetings and reunions, represented the association at parades, dinners and other events,
and organized visits to the Veterans’ Hospital at St-Anne-de-Bellevue. Alan was a former student of Lower Canada
College and he often returned to the college for reunions and for Remembrance Day, where he regaled the
students with his exploits in Europe. His presence was very much appreciated.

Betty and Ross Canavan on their wedding day, then
later in life

After the war, Ross returned to Montreal and Loyola College to finish high school. Upon graduation, he
was employed at Montreal Shipping in the Finance Department. He also joined the choir at St-Andrews Church in
Westmount. One night, after choir practice, the choir members were invited to the North family’s home for
refreshments. That is where he met their daughter, Betty Martha North, who he married in 1948. In 1949, when
Ross’ employer transferred him to Toronto for a year, the couple stayed with Dorothy Manson, the sister-in-law of
Ross’ aunt Vera. The couple returned to Montreal, and Ross joined the sales organization of Texaco, where he
worked until 1963, in Montreal and the Maritime provinces. In 1963, he helped Fred with the family business and
then became a sales manager first at Perkins Papers and then at Debleen Plastics, Inc. With the latter firm, he
moved to Burlington Ontario. Ross and Betty had four children – Joan, Glen, Janet and David. Ross passed away in
2002. Throughout his life he maintained his interest in music and in volunteering. He sang in the choirs of each of
the churches they attended, and even took singing lessons later in life to help him perfect his singing. He
frequently volunteered to be the local hockey coach, and he served several years as the president of the Royal
Canadian Hussars Association.
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ROSS CANAVAN’S FAMILY – SUBSEQUENT LIFE

Top Row : Ross & Betty Canavan at
different times in their life.

Middle Row: Ross & Betty Canavan’s
four children – Joan, Glen, Janet & David

Bottom left: Ross and Betty with two of
their grandchildren: Jennifer & Bryan

Bottom right: Ross with his two oldest
children: Joan & Glen
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RCH ASSOCIATION ACTIVITIES

Alan presenting his report at the 2005 Annual General Meeting of the Royal Canadian Hussars Association

Three members of the RCH association visit St-Anne’s
Veterans’ Hospital – Standing in rear from Left to right –
Stan Highway, Karl Kramell, and Alan Canavan.

Alan (front left) at the Monthly RCH Association
Breakfast at PJ’s Pub on St-Jacques Street West.
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Alan attending a mess dinner with 2 other members of the
Association: Steve Barrette and Karl Kramell

Alan sharing his stories with Lower Canada College
Grade 6 students

Representing the RCH Association at the 2012 Regimental
Spring Smoker held in the parking lot of the armoury.

With Stan Highway at the RCH Association
breakfast at PJ’s Pub.

Alan was also active in veteran’s activities and travelled on several occasions to participate in Remembrance
ceremonies in Northwest Europe. One of those occasions was in 2005.
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2005 COMMEMORATIVE VISIT TO FRANCE

Alan Canavan and Karl Kramell during an organized
visit of veterans to France in 2005. On left is Laureen
Harper, spouse of the then Prime Minister of Canada,
Stephen Harper.

Breakfast in France before a big day.

Picture taken after the remembrance ceremony at Neufchatel, France where the city erected a monument to
the 17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars. From left: RCH Honorary Lieutenant-Colonel Karl Kramell,
Captain (Retired) Doug Jamieson, Corporal (Retired) Alan Canavan, and Colonel Georges Rousseau, the Canadian
Military Attaché in Paris.
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In 2014, he returned to France twice, one to attend the commemoration ceremonies regarding the 70th

Anniversary, and a second to help celebrate the liberation of the town of Neufchatel, France.

2014 D-DAY CELEBRATIONS – 70th ANNIVERSARY

Alan being interviewed by a journalist. Alan receiving the Legion of Honour Medal from the
French Government

Alan (on right) during a visit to a war cemetary in
France in 2014

Alan with Leslie Jamieson, grand daughter of Doug
Jamieson. Leslie had a summer job at the Canadian
Juno Beach Centre in Normandy, France

For his World War II efforts, Alan was awarded the following medals:

 The 1939-1945 Star;

 The France Germany Star;

 The Defence Medal of Great Britain;

 The Canadian Volunteer Service Medal and Bar;

 The Victory Medial

 The Queen’s Jubilee Medal;

 The Queen’s Diamond Jubilee Medal; and

 In June 2014, he was awarded the Legion of Honour Medal from France
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In 2014, a small detachment of Royal Canadian Hussars (Montreal) participated in the 70th anniversary event for
the Liberation of France in the town of Neufchatel, Normandy, France. During the visit, Cpl (Ret) Canavan, then in
his nineties, acted as their guide. The residents of Neufchatel received the party as if they were the original
liberators and there were no limits to the hospitality or gratitude. The picturesque town was draped in a multitude
of Canadian flags with the occasional French and Norman standards peeking through. From the church service in
the morning, the ceremony at the monument, the event at city hall and the reception and meal that followed, the
whole day was dedicated to Canadians. The Hussars attending the event were truly honoured and humbled.

2014 – 70th ANNIVERSARY OF THE LIBERATION OF NEUFCHATEL, FRANCE

Alan with the visiting group’s host – Nelly Quillien
daughter of the liaison officer from the French
resistance who maintained contact with the regiment.

Alan at the Canadian War Cemetery near Benny-sur-
mer

Pictures of the Hussar group at the ceremony, the parade and the subsequent reception
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Alan Stanley Canavan passed away peacefully on Saturday, March 25, 2017 at the Chateau Westmount,
where he and Irene had moved in the later years of their lives. His death was preceded by that of his wife, Irene as
well as those of his brothers, Leslie and Ross. Alan and Irene were buried at the Urgel Bourgie/Athos Montreal
Memorial Garden and Funeral Complex on 3955 Cote de Liesse, St-Laurent, in proximity to his parents, Allena
Conklin Manson Canavan (Connie) and William Frederic Canavan.

Throughout this period, he and his brother Ross maintained their connections to the 17th Duke of York’s
Royal Canadian Hussars by becoming members of the association and attending annual reunions. Both he and his
brother Ross served for several years as President of the association.

*******
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“The three musketeers” – Alan, Ross and Leslie in
front of the Canavan family home in 1940.

Leslie Canavan at home in 1942

Picture of Alan and Leslie in front of their
parent’s home on 53 Thurlow Avenue in
Hampstead

Allena and Fred Canavan in their garden at 53 Thurlow
Road in Hampstead, Quebec
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