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Foreword

Byron was a regular and talented writer who, in his letters to his mother, Frances Higginson, provided a

unique point of view as to the experience of Canadian Servicemen stationed in England and Northern

Europe during World War 2. After enrolling in in the 6th Duke of Connaught’s Royal Canadian Hussars in

early 1942, Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson, attended officer training in Canada, and was then sent

overseas. Like many other newly trained officers and non-commissioned officers, he was sent to the 3rd

Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit. The reinforcements units allowed newly trained soldiers

to be sent to the units most in need, regardless of the origins of a soldier. In spring of 1943, Byron was

transferred to the 6th, which was furnishing the Headquarters Squadron of the 5th Canadian Armoured

Division. In October 1943, just as the 5th Canadian Armoured Division was preparing to deploy to Italy,

Byron was transferred back to the Reinforcement unit. In early 1944, Byron was transferred to the 21st

Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards), which was one of the tank units in the

4th Canadian Armoured Division. He generally served as a member of this unit until the end of the war.

Upon returning home to Montreal, Byron rejoined the 6th Duke of Connaught’s Royal Canadian Hussars,

where he served until 1956.

After the War, the collection of letters was preserved by Frances Higginson, by Byron, and then by Greig,

Byron’s younger brother. Upon Greig’s death the letters were legged to Peggy Higginson, daughter of

Neal Higginson, with a request that she have them preserved. Peggy found the stories to be fascinating,

unique and very informative. 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 Higginson 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 a

book entitled ¨History of the Governor General’s Foot Guards¨ written by a committee of Guards officers

in or around 1948.

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 Peggy

Higginson by telephone at 519-942-8733 or by e-mail at garyandpeggy@rogers.com.
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1. INTRODUCTION

Byron Laurier Higginson came from a Westmount family with four boys who all served in
the Military during the Second World War. Byron served as a member of the 6th Duke of
Connaught’s Royal Canadian Hussars before and after the War. In 1942, holding the rank of
Lieutenant, he was sent to England, where he served the Canadian Army (Overseas). On
October 11th, 1944, he was injured in action while serving with the 21st Canadian Armoured
Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards) in Belgium. On October 28th, 1944, he returned to
duty with the 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment. On December 5th, 1945, he was promoted to
Captain.

The Higginson Family is pictured above just before the Second World War. Rear row, from left to right:

 Flight Sergeant John ¨Blake¨Higginson, RCAF, who was Killed in Action at Dusseldorf, Germany
on September 11, 1942

 Signalman Greig Darwin Higginson, Royal Canadian Navy who served on the Fennel

 Miss Mary Frances Higginson (a.k.a. Peggy)

 Pilot Officer Neal Alexander Higginson, RCAF who served in North Africa and during the Italian
Campaign

Front row, from left to right:

 Mrs. Frances Ann Higginson, widow of the late John Bright Higginson, and mother of the
family.

 Lieutennant Byron Laurier Higginson, who served with the 6th Duke of Connaught’s Royal
Canadian Husssars, the 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, and the 21st

Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards), and was wounded in action
during the campaign to liberate Belgium and Holland.
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Although many soldiers wrote letters home to their parents, this collection of letters is
probably unique due to the number of letters and the fact that they were preserved long after
the war. Being the eldest son of a widow whose sons had all signed up for military service,
Byron, in writing these letters, wrote using a style that was likely intended to provide emotional
support and a feeling of connection to his mother. This is clearly reflected in the way he let her
know that he cared for her and appreciated her existence. When reading the letters, it is also
apparent that Byron felt somewhat responsible for his siblings. He was the one that took the
initiative of seeking them out and visiting them in England, and when one of his brothers was
killed in an air raid, of recovering his effects.

Another theme in the letters is his appreciation for the parcels sent to him by his
mother 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, Byron
provided only a few sparse details of his military work – he concentrated more on his social
activities, his feelings and his requests for parcels and funds. He did on occasion, use veiled
speech to circumvent the censors and pass messages to his mother.

Most of the letters were written in cursive writing on two-sided blue airmail forms
provided by the military. An example is provided below.

Mail was generally either sent by air mail or ordinary mail. Ordinary mail travelled by
sea and took approximately two weeks to arrive in Canada. 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.

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
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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.

Regardless of the form of the letters used, the collection of letters traced the travels and
experiences of Byron Laurier Higginson through England and Northern Europe. The letters must
have been very precious to his mother as she preserved most of them.

The collection of letters has been
preserved in this beautiful box by
Byron’s niece, Peggy Higginson.
She transferred them from their
original decrepit vessel to this box
that she had kept for years thinking
it too nice to dispose of but not
knowing what to do with it.

Fate stepped in when she realized it
had once contained.............Belgian
Chocolates!!

The box was dutifully lined with
acid free tissue paper and the
letters deposited into their new,
much more dignified "home".
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Frances Higginson

During the period from 1942 to 1945, Frances Ann Higginson loyally supported her sons
by sending regular letters, parcels of food and, on occasion, funds. Throughout this period, she
was employed as a sales clerk at Morgan’s department store, first in the shoe department and
then in the fur department. Being a widow, she had a limited income. Despite this limitation,
and despite food rationing restrictions in Canada, she regularly prepared and sent parcels of
goods, mostly food and cigarettes that were always appreciated.

67B Prospect Street

The house on 67 Prospect Street in Westmount, where Frances Ann Higginson lived,
contained two large apartments, one upstairs and one on the main floor. The owner, who lived
next door, had built the house with multiple residences because he was very devoted to his two
daughters and couldn't stand the thought of them moving away. Originally, one daughter lived
upstairs and the other lived downstairs. The door on the right led to the upstairs ¨flat¨, and the
one on left led to the main floor residence and basement. Each apartment had a long corridor
that ran down the centre, opening onto five bedrooms. The two small rooms just next to the
kitchen were designed to be the "maid’s room" and the "cook’s room".

The house at 67 Prospect Street View fron inside 67B. Note the 12-foot ceilings.
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Frances Ann Higginson was the lessee of the bottom part of the house. During the war,
she erected a barrier between the front and back parts of the main floor apartment and sub-let
the back part to a friend. Later, she also sub-let the front part and moved into the basement.
The basement had several large rooms with exposed stone walls and a private entrance from
the back of the house.

The basement apartment at 67B Prospect Street in
Westmount.

After the war, Byron and his mother purchased the house and lived there for the rest of their
days.
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Frances Ann Higginson and two of her sons – John Blake (left) and Byron (right) - at the Train station, as Byron
departs for training in Canada

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, Byron.
This focus on Byron 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 - TRAINING IN ENGLAND - 1942

World War 2 started in 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 also declared war on Germany. The declaration of war
resulted in the mobilisation of several Canadian Armoured units and accelerated training,
but no other concrete actions to help Poland. In 1940, the situation in Europe deteriorated
when Germany invaded first Denmark and Norway, and then, Holland, Belgium and France.
The impressive 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. Shortly thereafter, the first Canadian Armoured Brigade was
formed, equipped with outdated tanks, and started training. In 1941, Great Britain
requested that Canada send an armoured division to England as soon as possible, and even
offered to equip it with tanks and help train it. In late November 1941, the 5th Canadian
Armoured Division 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. The 5th Canadian Armoured Division was comprised of two armoured
brigade groups, a support group and a divisional headquarters. The division’s headquarters
squadron, which was provided by the 6th Duke of Connaught Royal Canadian Hussars, was
located n Aldershot. Also, towards the end of 1941, the United States joined the war,
notably after a surprise attack on Pearl Harbour by the Japanese Air Force.

By early 1942, the Canadian Military started to create a second Armoured Division -
the 4th Canadian Armoured Division - by converting an existing infantry division. This
involved a massive training effort because none of the division’s members knew anything
about armoured tactics. One of the units that was converted from Infantry to Armoured
was the Governor General’s Foot Guards of Ottawa, which was eventually re designated as
the 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment. The bulk of the 4th Canadian Armoured Division
sailed for Great Britain in the summer of 1942 and was initially stationed near Aldershot. By
then, the industrial power of North America was starting to be harnessed to produce
increasingly large quantities of armoured vehicles. Large quantities of Ram Tanks,
manufactured in Canada, started to be delivered to Canadian Units in Great Britain. Also,
wireless radio sets started to be installed in the vehicles. In August 1942, the Canadian
Forces in England conducted a raid on Dieppe with disastrous results. At about the same
time, it became apparent that the massive logistical build up necessary to support an
invasion of France would take time and last well into 1944.

Also, starting in April 1942, three armoured Reinforcement units were created in
England to act as training and holding units for reinforcements for the units of the Armoured
Corps in Europe. Officers and men coming from the schools in Canada were systematically
posted to these units until they were needed as replacements in the units of the Corps.
Each of the reinforcement units was equipped similarly to the front-line armoured units, so
that they could carry out equivalent training. Before being sent overseas, Lieutenant Byron
Laurier Higginson served as a member of the 6th Duke of Connaught Royal Canadian
Hussars. When he volunteered for active service, he was sent to Camp Bordon for training
and then transferred overseas where he was posted to the 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps
Reinforcement Unit (3 CACRU).

*******
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3. SICK IN BORDEN, ONTARIO BEFORE DEPARTURE FOR THE UK - MAY 1942

May Day, 1942

Dear Mum: I'm still in the goddam hospital – with a terrible headache from reading
three detective stories a day and going crazy from the seductive attentions of a big, homely,
repulsive creepy nursing sister, ugh!

I am not sick and I'll be out quite soon I hope. It may mean that I will have to repeat a
two-and-a-half-week course but I should worry, eh? It would just mean I would see you once
more.

We may all get two weeks furlough later this summer plus four days embarkation leave.
Wouldn't that be grand?

I hate being sick away from you – if I ever get sick I miss you terribly and always will – if I
could only always have you to look after me when I'm sick. It is just twilight now and I can see
fine woods all around – it really is beautiful up here at times.

I feel a little lonely and would like to sit quietly with you this evening – why don't I feel
like that when I am in Montreal? Do you understand me at all, dear? I can't understand myself
well, but I know you so well – I know all the little things I've done to hurt you, and you're so
sensitive and unsure of yourself, just like me. Never mind Dear – things are destined to turn
out, so try and be patient and you will have happier hours again.

Well, I must get to bed. I feel tired and hot. Please let me know at once when you hear
from Blake.

Love Byron.

*******
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Byron was able to identify himself in one of Canadian Pacific Railways advertisements
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4. SAFE ARRIVAL IN THE UK - JUNE 1942

June 27th, 1942

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Dear Mom: It is hard to write when I don't know how long it will take you to get the
letter, but here goes anyhow. We arrived safely, the trip was very interesting and pleasant and
the food was good. I met many interesting people on the ship and spent many an hour in
conversation with them.

I like it very much here so far, although it is a little different. The little toy trains, the
rich green countryside and millions of flowers everywhere – especially roses. We have to do a
lot of walking and some of the walks are wonderful, just like a movie. Last night, I took a bus to
a nearby town, had a few drinks at a lovely country inn, went for a swim in the pool, then ate a
wonderful tea. The last bus for camp left at 9:15 and I missed it so I had to walk. The towns are
so close together here, it is like one big city.

Don't believe that the people here are starving. It is a lot of pure hooey. The food is as
good as home, with a few exceptions. There is no butter, but margarine is used and it is an
excellent substitute. The only things we haven't got here are fruit juices, nuts, etc. Cigarettes
are very expensive – 1 shilling for ten.

I am getting on to the money now. It was very difficult at first. I am always carrying
around a huge pocket of coins as the smallest paper money is 10, i.e. 10 shillings or about $2.50.
We are all very short of money as we don't get paid until August 1st.

I wish we could save up so that you could come over here for a visit after the war. You'd
love it and it wouldn't cost much after the war. We could have a family reunion.

I haven't seen brother Blake yet. I haven't his address so I just wrote him by his number
and there has been no answer. I have an idea he is quite close to where I am. We have
excellent quarters here. We have a room in the upstairs of a nice house. It is in a sort of village
and has a nice garden and lovely hedges. I eat in a mess that looks like a large hotel. Well, I'll
write again shortly. I am trying to get another job, but in the meantime, I am happier than I
thought I would be. Don't worry dear, I feel close to home and to you. You will see when you
come here that it is not as far as you think. So, give everyone my love, be good and keep your
chin up. I have so much to tell you when I see you again. Good-bye for now, dearest.

B

*******
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5. GETTING ACCLIMATIZED TO THE UK – JULY 1942

July 2, 1942

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Dear Mom:

Well another week has gone by and I am getting acclimatized slowly but surely. Frankly,
I am not crazy about it over here at all, but I haven't see much yet, and so maybe I'm not in a
position to know. It seems so damp and hot – I'd give a lot for a few breaths of fresh air – could
you send me some? The food is better than you think but still not as good as home. I still
haven't seen Blake but am expecting to hear from him any day now. I am anxious to see him.

Gordie and I wrote a joint letter to Lloyd and then Gordie received a letter from Doris
saying that he was missing. It is awful news and I don't know what to do with his parcels. I
expect to go to London next week and so I'll enquire after Lloyd there somehow.

I am quite lonesome and wish I could run home this week-end. I feel quite depressed,
but I guess I'll feel better soon. I don't feel isolated at all and somehow I don't feel too far from
home. It doesn't seem as far from here to Canada as it feels from Canada to here. It is hard to
write at first, I don't know why. There just doesn't seem much to say except that I'm well and
healthy, and that I miss you.

I have been very quiet since I arrived and have not done much except talk to people of
different types and classes. I walk a great deal, as bus and train service stops early and if one
hasn't a bike, it is the only way of locomotion.

However, the country is so picturesque and lovely that walking is a great pleasure for
me. There are little inns and hotels all over and one town is very close to the next one. There
are quite a lot of swimming pools and I went swimming last Sunday.

Yesterday was Dominion Day and we celebrated by a large sporting event. I saw a few
Canadians I know. It seems funny, that last year, I was at North Hatley for Dominion Day. How
time flies, eh?

Well, sweet, write often as you can. Did you know that you can get forms called “Armed
Forces Air Letter” and post them for 10 cents? They get here very fast if you have any special
news. I am worrying about you and want to know how you are. Don't worry about me.

How is Peggy? Neal and Greig? I'd love to see them. But I'll see Blake soon.

Well, good night dear – I'll write you soon.

Love Byron

*******
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6. I DREAM OF YOU – JULY 1942

16 July 1942, England

Dear Mom: Well, darling, how is everything at 67B these days? Do you miss me? I
received your letter dated 16th June just the other day. I'm sorry I didn't see you that Friday
night, but I just couldn't make it – you understand.

I dream about home every night, and about you – they are the most vivid dreams I have
had in my whole life, I can see every detail about you. The same about the house, I seem to be
right there with you, maybe I am, because when I go to bed here at midnight, it is early in the
evening at home and I get up when you go to bed. So, I have the whole night with your evening.
I am so glad that I dream like that – it is a great gift and even if I forget about you during the day
while I am working, I think about you and home all night. It is a dull, dark morning here and I am
orderly officer today, so I haven't much to do. I am sitting at a large table in front of a big
window that looks over a lovely countryside. It is in the second story of what was once a lovely
English cottage. I am listening to my radio, which is working fine. I am learning lots of
symphony music. Harry is my room-mate – he just came back from seven days leave and is very
tired so he's sleeping and snoring away behind me.

I was to London two weeks ago for a short weekend and had a wonderful time. I stayed
at a very grand and famous hotel called “Grosvenor House.” London is a grand city; I saw it and
walked all over. I met a young medical student from Cambridge and we have become great
friends. He showed me all over and took me to some parties on Saturday night and Sunday
where I met many well-known people, diplomats, officers of all the United Nations, theatre
people and peers. I was invited to a lot of parties and made a great friend of a very wealthy
young Dutch official in the embassy of her Majesty the Queen of the Netherlands. His name is
Kees van Karnebeek and he phoned a friend of his, Lord Willingdon who lives near here. So, on
Tuesday night, Lord W. invited me over to his house and I had a nice dinner, nice drinks and a
pleasant but rather dull evening of bridge with him, his “girlfriend” and another lady. His father
was once Governor General of Canada and Viceroy of India.

London is a great place, can you imagine me walking down Piccadilly, the Strand, Oxford
Street, the Haymarket, Piccadilly Circus, Trafalgar Square, etc. I had drinks at the Ritz, the
Berkeley, Grosvenor House and the Dorchester. It is unbelievably expensive and a Canada
badge on one's uniform is just a sign of a sucker to the London hotel men, etc. I had lunch at
Lyon's Corner House – it is a wonderful institution, they have restaurants all over, but the Corner
House is famous. It is a building five stories high with about twenty restaurants in it – from
cafeterias to great dining rooms and grills. I ate in one room where they had a symphony
orchestra playing. The conductor was called Philipowski and I remembered hearing him play
when I went to the Montreal Symphony with Michael. During intermission, he came and sat
with us and I told him my name – to make a long story short, he knew Aunt Zoe and said he had
been to her house when she was arranging something for a women's club. He was sorry to hear
about her. I am hoping to get a 48-hour leave this week-end and I want to go up to Cambridge,
as I haven't enough money to go to London although I'll pass through it. I also expect to see
Blake; he writes me but as yet we haven't been able to see each other. Tell Ned, if he wants
some very good advice to stay in Canada as long as he can for reasons which I can't go into here.
But emphasise the point “Don't come over here unless he has to.”

Well darling, I must get to work. Don't worry about me. Whatever happens to me, I feel
that I have got enough out of life, especially by having such a wonderful mother as you. As I told
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you before, you are the only one on this earth that I really trust. After the war, if I survive, I may
stay over here if I can get a job, and if so, I want you to come here too. I think you would like it,
it must be grand in peace-time.

Don't bother to send me cigarettes as I have received some from other people. I want
some 10-cent cigars “Pandora’s”, razor blades, chocolate bars, fruit juice, and most of all liquor
– but I don't think you can send the last-mentioned item legally.

I also have a bill with Eaton's Toronto which I wish you would pay – I think it is between
$8.00 and $11.00. Will you write them and see how much it is and pay it at the month-end?

I'm sorry about Peggy. I feel like writing her firm but don't know its name or anything.
It was a mean trick. I do wish Greig would stay out of the Services. After all, three is enough in
the family. How I should love to be his age and at home, going to school. I feel well and have
lost a little weight, I go swimming a lot. My hair is a little grey on top. I couldn't believe it, but
there it is, it makes me look distinguished.

Byron standing by a pond where he went swimming (he is the small
individual on far shore)

Byron in swimming trunks

You can tell Uncle Darwin that I had a glimpse of the ancestral home town and from
what I could see, I think the family was very smart to move to America. The Higginson family of
Boston, Massachusetts seems to be quite well known over here. I still have Lloyd's parcels – I
don't know what to do with them. If I get away this week, I'll go to RCAF Headquarters and see
if I can find out anything. Tell Madge that I'll keep the parcels here until either Lloyd or Billy turn
up. I hope Billy stays in Canada, Neal too.

I am getting used to life over here slowly but surely. I have mastered the money system
now although I still find it a bit confusing. The weather is also a little hard to get used to, the air
doesn't seem fresh and I think that sometimes I'd give anything for a breath of good Canadian
fresh air. On the whole, though, the weather has been good, although for the last few days the
weather has been awful.

Another thing over here that is very confusing is the funny way they pronounce and
name places, it makes me laugh, for instance how in the hell would anyone know that Hants is
pronounced Haunts in a county called Hampshire. Some of the other pronunciation is quite
unbelievable.
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Well darling, I must leave and this time I am going, and no fooling or I'll get hell.

Love to all. Byron.

*******

7. LETTER TO PEGGY – AUGUST 1942

27 August 1942

Dear Peggy:

Well how are you doing these days, dear? I'm sure you don't know how lucky you are to
be in Canada away from all this. Although in many ways I like it here I think I should rather be
home than any place else. I often think of you and wonder what you are doing. I guess
Montreal must be fairly dull with all the boys away. Someone was telling me that there are
hardly any young men at all in Montreal. Do you go out much? Where do you go? Are there
any new places or just the same old ones?

London is a wonderful city. I go there a lot. It is quite amazing, full of uniforms of
almost every country on earth. The streets are jammed with people and you have to stand in a
queue (kew) (line) to go to a film any time of the day. I have seen some very good plays and
only 2 films since I've been here that I didn't already see at home. We have films at camp twice
a week but I have seen every one of them once or twice already. I saw “Mrs. Minever” and
“One of our aircraft is missing.” Both were excellent especially “Mrs. M.” It is a very true
picture of English life, homes, trains, air raids and everything. I think you would like it here. I
hope you will have an opportunity to come to England after the war. I want you to write me
and tell me all the news. I am getting Mother's mail every week but I would like to hear from
you and Greig and Neal. I was up in Blake's plane for two or three hours last Sunday. It wasn't
very exciting but it was nice to see Blake. He looks very well but is getting very RAFish (rafish).
He talks all the RAF slang and I can hardly understand him sometimes. His favorite word is
'wizard.” He says he has a “wizard” time, a “wizard” meal, a “wizard” smashing do in London,
etc.

I guess mother told you that I met and talked to Vivien Leigh, Jessie Mathiews, Noel
Coward, Beverly Nichols, etc. Vivien Leigh is very lovely and is in a play here in London. So is
Jessie Mathiews.

Well, I must get back to work. Please write as soon as you can and tell me all the news.
Give Greig my love and be good. I'm sure you must be a great help to Mom. You must stay with
her a lot as it is pretty hard for her.

*******
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8. VISIT WITH BLAKE – AUGUST/SEPTEMBER 1942

28th August 1942

Dear Mother:

I received your letter via Hudson on August 26th and the last letter in it was dated
August 16th, i.e. Ten days. I was very glad to get it as I haven't heard from you for so long and it
is a rather unpleasant feeling not to hear from home – you feel sort of isolated. Your letters are
wonderful and I read them over and over again. I am writing to Peggy today and sending it
ordinary mail, she probably won't get it until Xmas. Life goes on and on here in the same old
way. I always look forward to going to London and get there very often. I want you to write
down the name of the very best friend I ever had in my life and the address where I usually stay
when I am in London. This is Kees' name and the address where anyone can get in touch with
me:

Jonkheer A.P.C. Van Karnebeek, 28 Yeoman's Row, London SW3, England
Phone is Kensington 0835

Jonkheer is a Dutch title and he is called “Kees” pronounced “Case”. If anyone wants to
get in touch with me, they can call Kees there or at the Netherlands Embassy telephone
WELBECK 375. He is a wonderful fellow and has been a swell friend to Blake and me. Don't
write me there as it would probably take longer than to 3 CACRU.

I am looking forward to getting your parcel – the last one was nice.

One week later 5 September 1942

Hello Dear:

I received your parcel last night. It was wonderful to get all that stuff, it is so welcome
to supplement the scanty food we get. I was away for a week in Kent. It is a lovely country, the
most beautiful in England. That is where the hops and fruit grow. I stayed at a beautiful country
house and had a wonderful time. The food there was marvelous, all sorts of luxuries like iceberg
lettuce, cantaloupe, etc. I am sending a picture of the house. It was built in 1546. Blake and I
are going to spend a week there together.

I was with Blake two-and-a-half weeks ago and expect to see him again tomorrow. I was
up with him a whole Sunday afternoon in a bomber. He is with very nice fellows in his crew. It
isn't very exciting and I went to sleep while we were up. Blake and I bicycled around and I had
dinner with him in the Sergeant’s mess. We took two snaps together and I haven't seen them
yet. Films are terrible over here. But if the snaps are good, we'll send them to you for your
birthday. I also have some lovely Scotch heather purple and white which I am sending. It grows
all over Scotland and parts of England.



Collection of letters written home by Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson
during the period from 1942 to 1945

Byron Higginson Letters Home 20180717.docx Page 20 of 197

Picture of Byron Laurier Higginson in Blake’s training airplane Flight Sergeant John Blake Higginson and
Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson in England in
1942

I met a distant relative here, a Doctor Geoffrey Simpsons, an extremely well known
surgeon in London. I have not been to their house yet, but they are very wealthy and have a
beautiful home in Portland Place. He said his grandmother was a Higginson. They invited me to
dinner but I haven't been there yet. They come from Montreal. It is funny to find relatives in
London. I am being transferred to another part of England on a sort of temporary job. I am
slowly getting the type of job I want and expect to be settled in one way or another in a month.

7 September 1942

Well dear, there doesn't seem to be much more to say now. I enjoy your letters so
much; they seem to have so much news in them. I find it quite difficult to write as there is little I
can say. So, I think of you often and get quite lonely at times. The parcel was grand. I was in
London yesterday and had those sausages for breakfast, they were wonderful. Gordon Henry
suggests that you gently and discretely hint to Doris Montgomery that he is very fond of that
brand of sausages and also cashews.

I would like you to send me some nice air mail stationary and envelopes. Shaving cream
is scarce and I would like a few tubes of Williams “Glyder” or Palmolive Brushless, if you can get
it. Well, good-bye for now, dear.

Love, Byron – September 7th

*******
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9. I LOOK OUT THE WINDOW AND SEE LOVELY DOWNS – SEPTEMBER 1942

16 September 1942

Dear Mums: It does seem long since I've written last, but there is really not much to
say. All goes much as usual here. I have been transferred temporarily to a new job – a very
interesting one and one that keeps me travelling all over the south of England, so I am seeing a
lot of country. I have been in many towns and counties. Right now, I am in Sussex, it is very
beautiful. I am living in a lovely old house and as I write I can look out the window and see
lovely country all around – rolling hills they call “Downs.” I do wish I had a camera and could
send you some snaps of the place.

I have had a bad attack of hives and haven't been feeling so hot, but I'll be OK when you
get this a month from now.

They say it is a crime to write on only one side of the paper so I guess I better obey the
law and do what they ask. I think of you every day and how I wish those lovely days of long ago
could come back. I always feel rather lonely even if I am surrounded by people and I always say
to myself “If mother could only see this, or do this.” I have seen many new beautiful things,
things I didn't believe existed except in books and pictures. I was in a town the other day that
was built in Norman times i.e. 1100 – 1200 A.D. An ancient city full of tiny narrow streets and
little unbelievable medieval houses. The streets were very crooked and hilly, and in the centre,
on a high hill, there was a great ruined castle with yards, gates, towers, etc. It was like a dream.
Do you remember the book we read about the fire of London? Well that book was written
about three hundred years after this town was built.

I will soon have to go to supper. We eat in a lovely modern house, really more like a
palace about two miles away, so I have to walk across the downs to get there. It is a lovely walk
and I know you would appreciate it to the full. I wonder if you will ever see England. I hope you
do because you would love it here. It is so restful, I mean in peacetime, and so quiet and the
scenery is so nice.

I was in London last week and had a fairly quiet time. I haven't seen Blake for almost a
month now and don't know where he is. I am moving around so much I hardly ever get any
letters but will be able to get them all one of these days. Next week, I am going to stay at a
lovely estate in the country, but am going to London on Sunday to hear a recital by the famous
pianist Myra Hess at Albert Hall. The place in the country where I am going is in Kent near
Tunbridge Wells a famous Victorian resort, full of old ladies who go there, then forget why they
went.

I am wondering whether Wing Commander Ander Conn phoned you. I had dinner with
him twice while he was in London. I just met him by accident in the Strand. Those sausages you
sent were grand. I need a few things. Could you get me some good after-shave lotion? You
can't buy it here. You can't buy any brilliantine at all but I have enough for the time being. I
wouldn't mind having some good airmail paper though. I am getting along pretty well. You can
buy almost all necessities, but sometimes the quality is poor. I am getting the odd apple, as they
grow in the south, but that is all the fruit there is. I have had one orange since I've been here
and that was an unheard-of miracle. I have had four eggs in the Army and about six at friends’
houses.

St-Antoine market must be full of stuff now. How I'd like to go down with you and
getting laden down with vegetables. I hope Peggy is well. Did she get my letter? It is too bad
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that you didn't get away to the country this summer. What kind of trouble are we having? I
wish you could come over here. I wonder if it is possible for you to come and work here. They
say we will be having a bad blitz this winter and everyone is building shelters, etc.

Why don't you take a trip down to New York some weekend? It would do you a lot of
good to see New York and a few good shows. Try and see “Life with Father” if you get a chance.

Well, dear, I must go and eat. I’ll write more regularly from now on. Love. Byron.

*******
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10. YESTERDAY WAS YOUR BIRTHDAY – OCTOBER 1942

5th October 1942

Dear Mother:

Yesterday was your birthday and I thought of you all day. I sent you a cable and hope
you got it OK. I wanted to send you some sort of a present, but wasn't able to. I'll try and send
you something this Christmas. I have a new job. It is temporary, but just perfect for me. I like it
a lot. The only thing is that I travel around a great deal and so I never get any mail from Canada
for months at a time. I haven't had a letter from you since those you wrote around August 16th.
I have them still in my pocket and read them from time to time pretending that I just got them.
There is absolutely nothing about Blake yet. It was impossible to question any of his friends as
they have all been dispersed. The last time I saw Blake, he was at what they call O.T.U. i.e.
Operational Training Unit and he was just finishing his course. Then he left there for a squadron
and all his other friends went to other squadrons. It is quite far from here where he last flew
from and I haven't been able to go there yet, but I am going up there at the first opportunity to
see his commanding officer and his adjutant.

6th October 1942

It is a dull dark morning rather cold. It will be miserable here this fall as there is such a
shortage of fuel. No fuel is being issued to the Army until November 5th, and it gets awfully
unpleasant and cold.

I was at a beautiful country place last weekend. It was in Kent and I had a nice quiet
time. The gardens are very lovely and the food was wonderful. I wore civies and almost forget
there is a war on. I was in London last week and saw a G.B. Shaw play ' The Doctor's Dilemma”
with Vivien Leigh. You would like it. It is a satire on doctors and very cutting and funny. I went
to a matinee and between acts, they serve tea to the audience. I also saw Noel Coward's new
film “In which we serve.” It just opened and is the talk of England. It is really good, but I liked
“Cavalcade” better. Maybe because I saw it with you. Do you remember seeing “Cavalcade?”

I have been feeling rotten and depressed and find it hard to get interested in
amusements. I think you must be feeling terrible, darling. If you have stopped working, I will
apply again for an allowance for you. Maybe if you haven't already stopped, it would be a good
thing to rest this winter. Don't worry about me – I'll be OK. I might even be working right in
London for a while. I think the war may be over sooner than most of us expect.

How is Peggy getting along at the business school? Has she finished her course yet? I
hope she does well.

Poor Greig in the Navy. I hope it won't be too hard for him. I am in contact a lot with
naval people here and I guess it’s a good life. That film “In which we serve” is about the navy.
Be sure and tell Greig to see it. I know Noel Coward and have talked to him several times. How
is Hope? I guess it must be hard on you to have her around these days but I still don't think she
is half as bad as you think she is. I was in Selfridge's the other day. It is another tremendous
English department store. It is a lot like Eaton's but I think that Eaton's is a lot nicer.

I have had a cold now for about a month and can't seem to shake it. It is so damp and
chilly here. I am now attached temporarily to the old Royal 22nd Regt which is 100% French.
They are a pretty good bunch and came here in 1939. I lived in a tent for two weeks and I never
suffered so much from the cold. It is better now as we are now billeted in an old private school.
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We move from place to place and once, we stayed in a tremendous palace for a while. It was a
terrible place, gloomy, dark and cold. I'm glad we got out of there. I travel a great deal in the
south of England and so I am getting pretty used to England. I feel sometimes like I have always
lived here.

My best friend here, Kees van Karnebeek, has a twin brother who is leaving England this
month for Canada. He is in the Dutch Embassy and is going to work at the Netherlands
delegation in Ottawa. He is flying from Lisbon, Portugal to New York. Before he goes, I'll have
lunch with him and he will phone you, or see you, when he gets to Canada in November. He is
staying in New York for a while. He is very wealthy and has a title and comes from the best
families in Europe. He is good-looking, about 36 and very popular in English society. He is a nice
fellow and his name is Dick van Karnebeek (pronounced van Karn-uh-bake). So be nice to him as
everything will come back over here. His twin brother Kees (Case) has been very nice to Blake
and me.

I am getting along OK and generally speaking I'm contented except that I miss you and
the family terribly. Do you know what will happen to Neal? If I had his address, I'd write him.
Well, darling, I must leave you for today. I'll send a lot of letters this week via ordinary mail as I
can't afford to send them all via air mail. Try and be brave and hold onto yourself so that after
the war you can come here and settle down to a nice life in this beautiful country. I may stay
here after the war. I am sorry things are getting so short in Canada. Have you been down to the
market often this fall? Write about it and tell me who you went with and what you bought. I
get some fruit through friends of mine in Kent, their peaches are wonderful but the apples taste
like our raw potatoes. You know how rotten November is at home, cloudy, dark, cold, rain and
snow, well that is how it is here all winter. I sometimes wonder if I'll be able to stand it.

Well, darling, I leave you now. Try and go out and see shows or go to read in your nice
little bed. I'll write to everyone this week if I have time. Don't forget, I haven't heard from you
since August 16th except for that one cable.

Lots of love – B

Everyone tells me that there is still lots of hope about Blake. So, keep praying.

*******
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11. REACTION TO THE LOSS OF BLAKE – OCTOBER 1942

27 October 1942
Dear Sweetheart

Now dear, this is going to be a terribly long letter, I can just feel one coming on. We'll
just sit here, you and I (I'm putting your lovely picture before me, propping it against that vase
with the dead flowers in it), and we'll be together again just like we used to. We'll talk and talk
and talk won't we, dear?

First of all, I'll tell you I'm feeling very unhappy, I feel all dead inside, a heavy weight in
my chest and I find it hard to be gay and to laugh freely. I don't know the reason – partly Blake
but that is not all, I feel that you must be very sick or very unhappy and you know how close we
were, you and I, and how your moods affected me. I feel that that is the reason I feel so
depressed. Outwardly, I try to be happy and superficial, that is what everyone is doing over
here, where all their loved ones are being hurt and killed every day. I know the minute that you
laugh and are happy again, I'll be happy. I'll even tell you the day. I felt indescribably depressed
the very weekend when Blake was lost. I couldn't tell why or give any reason but I felt quite sick
and couldn't even talk to people at all. They must have thought me mad. I didn't know about
Blake until ten days afterwards. I received a note from Blake's roommate. He was a wonderful
boy, younger than Blake. He was very straight and very religious and believe it or not (it sounds
like a religious novel) but this boy, Larry, used to read to Blake from the Bible every night before
they went to sleep. They were great pals and were unbelievably kind and good to each other –
you must see that when two boys live together knowing (and they knew) that they would surely
die, they achieve something very rare, absolute friendship. I was very fond of Larry and I'm
going to write his mother, if I can get her address in New Zealand. Well darling, on October 6th,
I received a letter from Larry which I would love to send you but I am frightened it will be lost, so
I'll send a copy. Don't forget, I received this on October 6th and it is dated September 12th Here
it is:

From: Sgt-Pilot Steeter, C/o N.Z. Army Base P.O., Agar Street, London

12 September 1942

Dear Byron

I find it hard to write this letter so if you find it a little hard and crude please excuse
me. As perhaps you know, we have been here at “-----” for over a week now standing by for
operations and waiting leave and posting to a squadron.

It so happened that we were called to fly over Germany, and as yet, Jack (Blake) and
his crew are not back. He is of course posted as missing and all his kit has been collected but I
myself have the utmost confidence he is safe wherever he may be.

You may be sure that as soon as I get any news I will let you know and I also shall
write your mother, though she probably has been informed.

I have kept some of Jack's things, his bicycle, radio and civilian clothes – all of which
you can get from me at any time. I may be here for some time yet but my movements are
doubtful, so I have given you my permanent address.

Trusting you have faith in his return and sincerely hoping to give you good news soon.
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Lawrence

P.S. Enclosed are the three photos he intended to send you and also the letter of
yours from which I obtained the address.

The End.

Darling, when I got this letter on October 5th, I dashed to London to the above address
and found that little Larry Steeter was posted as missing on September 23rd. God bless him. I
only hope that I will someday have a friend as he was to Blake – it is almost worth death. Now
dear, don't be unhappy, do try and smile because it will come to me and I will smile too. One
boy in Blake's crew was saved and only slightly injured so someday if you wish to know what
really happened, you will find out from: Sgt L. Hedley – RAF 1019206 – His home was a place
called Northfield, Birmingham, England.

It is just barely possible that this boy, Hedley, left the plane as he was injured and told
the Germans that the others were dead. It is just barely possible that he said that to save them
from capture – however, I am almost certain that this is impossible as surely the Germans would
check carefully. Someday, we'll know the whole story. It is not really such a terrible end,
because I have been with Blake and his crew on bombing exercises. They are all together and it
is very sudden. Don't feel that God has been unjust to you, try and smile and be proud that you
had Blake. He was wonderful when I last saw him – healthy, almost supernaturally sparkling
with cleanliness and manly strength. He went to his death like a Viking and knew what was in
store for him. We were together for a few days and never an unpleasant or indecent word or
thought from him. So, try and be proud and hold up your head and smile and make others
happy. You have had a wonderful son in Blake. If I survive this war, we will write a story about
him, won't we?

I have sent one snap (picture) with Dick van Karnebeek. It will be a while until you get it.
The other two I am keeping until I can have more copies made and then I'll send them to you. I
am so frightened of losing them.

I have just come back from ten days leave in London. I did everything, saw everything
that I could have hoped to do and see. I should have been very happy but I was very sad. I saw
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every aspect of London live, Parliament, diplomatic, theatre, everything. I was taken to
Parliament while it was in session by a M.P. to who I had a letter from a fellow in Montreal. He
is a famous columnist in Lord Beaverbrook’s paper, the Daily Express, and writes under the
name William Hickey, although his name is Tom Driberg M.P. I went down to Fleet Street and
he invited me to dinner at the Savoy and the next day to the House of Commons. The Commons
meet in the House of Lords now as the original house has been bombed. I saw Churchill and
Gried Smutts and many other famous people. I went to tea with old Lady Willingdon, who is a
very important old busy-body. I took a lovely girl to a few good shows. I saw Jack Hulbert and
his wife, Cicely Courtneidge in a grand musical called “Full Swing.” Do you remember seeing
them in a film called “Jack's the boy” at the Strand with Mrs. Fraser? I went to a giant cocktail
party given by Kees for his twin brother Dick van Karnebeek, who is now going to Ottawa with
the snap. Dick never saw Blake and I don't know him well at all. He is slightly out of our class as
he will be staying with Princess Juliana and Prince Bernard in Ottawa. Oh, I have so much to tell
you when I see you. It makes me dizzy sometimes to think of all the people I have met. I am
going to a party next week for Carmen Miranda given by a friend of hers and mine called
Pasquale Magna of the Brazilian Delegation here. I'll tell you about it later.

When I was in London, I stayed at Kees (Case) van Karnebeek's. He has been so good to
Blake and me. I had a nice room of my own and they babied me like a child. Eggs and bacon,
butter and all kinds of luxuries. A man, who is very wealthy and entertains Dominion officers
every week at his lovely home through the Hospitality Bureau, met me by accident in London. I
had been to their house when I first came here. He took me by the arm into his club, the St-
James' Club in Piccadilly, very swanky. He gave me a grand lunch, drinks and then said Good-
bye. Later, I put my hand into my side pocket and found £15 i.e. 75$. I phoned and tried to
have him take it back, but he won't. So, I had a nice place to live, lots of money, good food,
hosts of friends in the biggest city in the world. Still, I was very depressed and lonely and sad.
Why is that, darling?

Well sweet, I must get to bed. I still have not heard from you for over two months.
Your letters must have been lost. I am going to CACRU tomorrow and maybe there will be
something there. It is horrible not to have heard from you since Blake's loss. I keep thinking
horrible things are happening. I can't understand why you haven't even sent those blue letters.
They are so easy. Please dear, please write often.

Give my love to Peggy, to Benny, to Weat. How and where are they all? Please let me
know as it is agonizing for me not to know. Please.

Tons of love to you, my only darling mother. Be brave and be happy. We'll be together
again soon.

Love, Byron.

P.S. I feel so close to you now, that if you walked through the door, I wouldn't hardly be
surprised. Oh, if I could only hold you for a second.
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Historical Note: Flight Sergeant John Blake Higginson was killed in action on September 11,
1942, during operation Dusseldorf. The plane was on its maiden flight when it was shot
down. The Australian pilot, Sergeant Creighton Carlyle Ogilvie, refused to bail out and glided
the burning plane to a crash landing in a farmer’s field near Overhetfeld, Germany. Only one
member of the crew, Sergeant L. Hedley, survived the crash, and he spent the rest of the war
as a prisoner-of-war. Blake’s remains were originally interred at the Munchen-Gladbach
Cemetery, located approximately fifteen miles west of Dusseldorf, Germany. After the war,
Blake’s remains were moved to the Rheinberg War Cemetery, Germany.

Original grave marker at the Rheinberg War Cemetary Final grave stone at the Rheinberg War Cemetery

*******
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12. AIR MAIL SERVICE NOW AVAILABLE TO CANADA – OCTOBER 1942

30 October 1942

Dear Mum:

They have started this Air Service to Canada now so I will be using it all the time. We are
only allowed to use one a week so I'll always send one every week even if it only has two words
on it. I'll have to write very small. I just received all your letters tonight, the snaps and one air-
mail letter and about five of those blue letters. I have been moving around so much that they
didn't catch up to me. I'll be getting your mail OK from now on. I felt so relieved to hear from
you. You have no idea how much I have worried and how depressing it is not to get mail, but all
is well now. I think the photos are quite good. I am putting all my photos of the family in a
folding frame – it holds about ten of them. I was wondering if they will keep Neal and Billy
Higginson (fighter pilot in the RCAF) home because they both had brothers lost. Do you think
they will? I do wish Neal could stay in Canada, I don't think he would like it over here. The
weather (I really mean the weather this time) is terrible here now. It is so cold, damp and
gloomy. It rains almost all day every day and you just can't get warm. There is no fuel so we just
sit around and shiver and drink tea.

I have run out of cigarettes, I wish you would send me some Winchesters and some
cigars. I smoke a lot now. I cannot get Blake's things until you write me a formal letter saying
that you release all the possessions of your son John Blake H to your son Lt. Byron Laurier H. If
you will send such a letter at once air mail, enclose it on a separate piece of paper and address it
“To whom it may concern R.C.A.F. London” and mail it to me, I can look after Blake's things.
Otherwise they will be returned to Canada or destroyed. I would like to have his photos,
records, etc. to take back to you. Don't worry about me, for the time being, I'm OK.

I loved the letter from Greig and Peggy. I wrote Peggy an Air Gram. Did she get it
alright?

I heard about Russell McConnell. It is too bad. You should go and see his mother. She
is a nice woman. I'm glad that Betty H and party came to see you. They are sweet kids. Give
them my love. I'm sure Aileen must feel terrible. I haven't heard from Major Fisk yet but will try
and see him. If ever anyone want to reach me, tell them to phone Kensington 0835 in London
and they will be told where I am and how to get in touch with me. I am often there on
weekends. I have tried to see Buddy Hall but he is doing some terribly “hush-hush” job and is
hard to reach. I'll write him tonight. If you could send me some shaving lotion, in your next
parcel and some shaving talcum powder, I would like them very much. I am going to be with the
Sherbrooke Fusiliers, an Armoured Regiment in the 4th Division for a while I think. It will be nice
to be with Quebec people.

I feel so much closer now that I have got those letters. Be sure and let me know if you
get the long depressing letter about Larry Streeter – dated October 27th. If not, I want to repeat
it as I want you to know about Larry and Sgt. Hedley who was saved from Blake's crew. Well
sweat heart, God bless you. Good-night. Love to Peggy, Greig, Ned, Hope, etc. I'll write to
Hope.

*******
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13. ISN’T NOVEMBER DEPRESSING? – NOVEMBER 1942

3rd November 1942

Hello Mother.

How are you feeling today? Isn't November a depressing month? It is bad enough in
Canada but twice as bad here. I received your wonderful parcel. It was grand. I like the soup
cubes a lot – they are delicious and easy to make on damp cold mornings. I put a spoonful of
that “Klim” in every drink I make. The maple butter is delicious especially since we don't get
many sweets here. I haven't had a real glass of milk since I left Canada. I also received 300 cigs
which were very welcome as I am out of them. I wish Bernice (Frances Ann's sister, who lived in
Rochester, New York) would send me some more Chesterfields (American cigarettes).

I was in London on Saturday. I went to a Halloween party. The English don't have
Halloween at all. It's new to them. On Sunday, I had a nice breakfast at Kees and then went to a
special All-saints service in an Anglican Church. It was a lovely service and wonderful music.
Had lunch at the Allies' Club at Hyde Park Corner. It is an interesting place as all the foreign
officers, diplomats and officials go there. You see every uniform imaginable. I went to bed on
Sunday afternoon and listened to a symphony concert.

I am going to a big party on Friday night for the two daughters of the Argentine
ambassador. Carmen Miranda will be there so I will see her. Many South American people and
lots of Americans will be around so it should be interesting. I don't feel very well these days – I
don't know what is wrong with me. I seem to have headaches and feel unambitious and lazy.
Maybe it’s the weather. I don't know. I am taking those Frosst's NFC Capsules every day.

I am going over today to get some copies I had made of those two photos of Blake and
me. I hope they are good. The photos themselves are not very clear. I'll send the copies to you
and try and have some better ones made in London by a first-class photographer. I'll send the
snaps air mail. I hope you receive them OK. It was so nice to hear that Greig is getting along
well. I'm sure he'll get a commission soon. It is nice that Mrs. Oliver looks after him a bit. I'll
never forget seeing you and her when I was passing in the train on my last trip to Borden. Do
you remember? I can still see you standing there. I think those snaps you sent are swell. I like
the one showing old 67B. I hope you go on living there as I don't see how you could do any
better. Well dear, I'll write again this afternoon or tomorrow to enclose those snaps. I am
wondering how fast these Air Mail letters go. I'm mailing it on Nov 3rd at noon.

Lots of love, good-bye for now.

*******
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14. WHAT’S NEW AT 67B PROSPECT? – NOVEMBER 1942

10 November 1942

Hello Dear:

What's new at 67B these days? I have all your letters from September 12th to October
3rd which makes quite a pile of them. I read them over several times and I feel so relieved to
know that things are going more or less OK. I also had a letter from Pierre Hudon which I have
not as of yet answered but will do so in a day or so via Air Graph. I find it quite hard to write
letters – I don't know why – it also seems like an effort to sit down and get at it.

Isn't the news cheerful? Everyone over here is quite excited over the two North African
Campaigns. All goes as usual here. I have been to several diplomatic parties in London, one
given for the two daughters of the Argentinian ambassador. I went with the two girls and
another argentine man to dinner after the party at a famous London restaurant in Mayfair called
“Mirabelle.” The girls were very pretty and smart and were called Baby and Chiquita Carcano.

Nothing new about Blake. Please let me know when you get that long air mail letter I
sent. I am still trying to get copies and enlargements of those snaps. Have you received the one
from Ottawa yet? Please let me know when you do. I saw a film, a very good one called
“Holiday Iron” the other day. It had a nice song called “White Christmas.” As I sat watching it,
the town I was in was being bombed. I could hear the bombs thumping all around. It is a funny
feeling, but not dangerous. I am going to the country again for the week-end – a lovely place in
Kent where I have been before. They are always so good to me there and the food is wonderful.
I loved the last parcel, the butter, those soup cubes, the Maple Butter, the jam are grand. You
can't imagine what luxuries those things are and how useful they are. A hot cup of soup those
wet cold nights is a life-saver. I haven't had any colds yet although I was very sick for a week
with some sort of colitis or dysentery. I felt so sick and depressed. My temperature was about
94 degrees. Is Hope still working or is she back again? I had a letter from Bern saying she was
going to Montreal. Did she? I wish she’d send me more cigarettes.

Well, dear, I guess this is all for now. Good-night my dear darling Mother. Take care of
yourself for me. Goodnight.

*******
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15. I SAW OUR PICTURES IN THE MONTREAL STAR – DECEMBER 1942

13 December 1942

Hello Darling:

I was thrilled today to get your long letter and air-mail and three parcels (one from
Bern) all at once, it seems too good to be true. I just opened up the parcels and took each thing
and put them in a pile and gloated over them. Oh, you can't imagine how it is to see so many
luxury items and all the wrapping paper and bags which are not used over here. I was
overcome.

I am going to London tomorrow to look after Blake's things. I saw the pictures from the
Star. Teddy Poston who is a trooper in the regiment I am attached to gave it to me. I thought
the pictures were nice but the legend underneath disgusting. I could see Darwin's touch – It
seems rather bad form on his part I think, to try and boost his family through us. I should have
been horribly ashamed if I had been home, of such publicity. I suppose it could have been
worse.

So, glad that Peggy is well and that Neal is still home. I do hope he stays in Canada. I
ran into Don Weir in Piccadilly a few weeks ago. Everyone seems to be over. Poor Russel McL,
dying by enemy action right at his doorstep so to speak. Do you remember Hashion saying he
had a dangerous job as sports officer? What is Hashion doing I wonder?

It was nice of Bern to come. She sent the nicest parcel and I'm writing to her tonight. I
am keeping Billy's picture.
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Well, dear, this will be my first Xmas away from home. I will have a nice time, but oh,
how lonesome I shall be. Thank God, I have a few good friends. One of my best friends here, an
Australian RAAF officer is getting the Distinguished Flying Cross (D.F.C.) at Buckingham Palace on
Monday and I am greatly honoured by being asked to attend. I'll see the palace and the King so I
am quite thrilled.

I do remember October 22nd, 1935 when we went to Hawkesbury. Your life goes by and
what changes occur and yet we accept them. If we could know the future, life would be
impossible.

I'll write to your friends as you suggest. It is so wonderful that people have been good
to you, it is of great comfort to me. I want you to be sure and cable me if you ever stop working,
so I can get an allowance for you from the government. I hope you are getting my $50
allowance OK. You would be surprised how hard it is to manage on $100 here. It just goes like
water and I am always borrowing money.

I am glad that Blake sent those photos, he also sent two of them to me which I am
having enlarged and copied. I can't get the negatives as the boy who took them is dead. He
only took two of Blake and me. Sorry that Greig is having a hard time in the Navy. I know it
must be tough sailing.

Greig (Boy) on a naval vessel in Halifax Harbour, possibly the Fennel

I have seen some good plays here “Du Barry was a Lady” and “The Importance of being
Ernest.” London theatre is wonderful – better than New York by far. I had a letter from Sims. It
was nice of him to write you.

Well, dear, I am going to take those sausages to London and have them for breakfast on
Sunday. All the sausages over here are two-thirds flour. Don't worry about me – I'm well and
sort of happy. Life is hard but much better than you might think. People are kind and home life
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goes on here. So many English homes have all their sons away 'overseas” and we are “overseas”
here, safe and sound. I walk through the big department stores here, Harrods’s and Selfridge’s
and watch the shopping crowds and think of all the past Christmas' with a lump in my throat.

Love to all, darling. See you soon.

*******
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16. CHRISTMAS VISITS TO LONDON – DECEMBER 1942

18 December 1942
Dear Darling Mum:

You must be busy in the store now, it all seems so nostalgic to me now – the Christmas
crowds, stores, lights. I got quite excited and filled with Christmas spirit over here. I have had
to buy a few presents for people who have been kind to me and believe it or not I had to send a
dozen cards to people in England. I had a very exciting time recently, that is socially. My best
friend here, John Sears, of the Royal Australian Air Force got his Distinguished Flying Cross
(D.F.C.) at Buckingham Palace and asked me to the investiture. It was very thrilling to go into
the palace and see the King so close and for so long. It is a memory I won't forget.

Photo taken in the 1960’s when Byron returned to England – he
is seen at top left in the dark suit and glasses standing by the
lamp post

Photo snapped for John in 1942 of Royal Family
arriving for the medal ceremony

After the investiture, a friend of John's took us to the Savoy Hotel for lunch, and Beverly
Baxter M.P., who we met, gave us tickets to his play “It happened in September.” I wrote a long
letter to John's mother in Australia telling her about the investiture.

Byron in London, beside the Victoria Monument in
front of Buckingham Palace –- 1942

John Sears in London in front of Buckingham Palace -
1942
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Tomorrow, I am going to a big party in London. A Russian party, a Prince Gallitzin is
marrying a Miss Constance Higginson of N. Ireland. It will be a very big party with a Russian
Galushka orchestra. I know Prince Gallitzin, he is an officer in the RAF, but I have never met his
fiancée. I'll send you a clipping.

Wedding party at the wedding of Prince Gallitzin and Constance Higginson

On Sunday, I have been invited by the Baroness Texama, the wife of the Dutch Minister,
to a small party at her (summer) home in Ascot, in honour of Prince Bernard of the Netherlands.
He is the Prince Consort and husband of Princess Juliana, the heir of the throne of the
Netherlands. Such class, eh? I'll tell you about it later. I'm going to spend the Xmas holidays
quietly in the country in Kent at the most beautiful estate, good food, luxury and rest. I will be
thinking of you all the time and wishing you were here. This will be my first Christmas away
from home. I hope it will be the last.

I wrote to Mrs. Oliver. Will you pay Eaton's for me? I have been getting notices from
them.

I wish you would send me some Buckingham cigarettes. I have to pay £2 for twenty
here and they're no good. I loved your parcels, the orange juice, cheese, butter, soup. It is cold
and wet here, a hot drink is a godsend. However, the drink must be easy to prepare with sugar
in it. The soup cubes are perfect. Also, fruit juice with sugar in it already.

Well that's all the news for now. I'll write you soon. I tried to get Blake's things when I
got your release, but wasn't able to get it yet. I miss Blake so much. I wish we could spend this
Christmas together. I get lonely at times.

I haven't heard from Dr. Fish yet. I hope he shows up soon. I hope you have had a nice
Christmas. I am sending you a present after Christmas as the mails are too unreliable now. Well
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dear, that is all. Goodnight – I'll dream of Morgan’s book department with you at Simpson's and
lunches at the Northeastern. Oh, what happy days those were.

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

In 1943, the Canadian Army in Great Britain focused on 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.

For much of 1943, the 4th and 5th Canadian Armoured Divisions (CAD) conducted
training in different parts of England. The units of the 4th CAD continued their conversion
from infantry to armour by conducting individual, gunnery and collective training. At first,
this was done using the Ram tanks issued in late 1942. In late 1943, the Ram tanks were
replaced by Sherman tanks with 76 millimetre guns.

Throughout this period, Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson participated in the
training conducted by the 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit (3 CACRU). He
was also sent, on occasion, to train with the first-line units of the 4th and 5th Canadian
Armoured Divisions, notably to help establish closer relations with the units that the 3
CACRU might be called upon to reinforce.

*******
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18. AIR GRAPH - HAPPY NEW YEAR – JANUARY 1943

To: Mrs. Frances Higginson, 67 Prospect Street, Westmount, P.Q., Canada

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

4 January 1943

Dear – I haven't written for a while so I made a New Year's resolution to write more
often, at least once or twice a week. All goes as usual here except I am sick of London and am
not going there so much now. I am trying to settle down and work harder. There is no doubt
about it that I always feel better when I am working hard.

I was in London for a few days over New Years and I went to see “Arsenic and Old Lace.”
It was very good. I usually stick around with an Australian Air Force pilot. His name is John
Sears and is a flying officer and he has a D.F.C. He is a very fine fellow and we have a swell time
together. He is very clean-living, simple and unaffected. He said he would write you. He is very
much like Blake.

I haven't got Blake's things yet but will soon have them. In my mind, I keep seeing him
and talking to him and thinking about him. I sometimes think he was too fine for the world
anyhow.

*******

19. AIR GRAPH – STILL COLD AND RAINY – JANUARY 1943

To: Mrs. Frances Higginson, 67 Prospect Street, Westmount, P.Q., Canada

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

12 January 1943

Dear: Still cold, rainy and gloomy here. It has only snowed once so far and then the
snow disappeared in a few hours. I am writing you a long letter via ordinary mail. The air
graphs are the only ones that get through quickly.

I received a lovely Moroccan photo case for Christmas and have your picture on one
side and snaps of the family on the other. It is very, very nice.

I am well and haven't had a cold yet though I get terribly depressed occasionally. I
didn't receive any parcel of soap, etc. yet, but I received the food and Bern's OK.

Love darling, am writing today.

*******
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20. AIR GRAPH – JUST RECEIVED 4 AIR AND ONE ORDINARY LETTER – JANUARY 1943

To: Mrs. Frances Higginson, 67 Prospect Street, Westmount, P.Q., Canada

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

14 January 1943

Dear: I just received four air mail letters and one very long ordinary letter. I have only
read it once but it was lovely. I was in the process of writing you a long letter, but as you know,
there is no air mail from here to America now, only these air graphs. I am sorry you are laid up,
dear, and hope you will soon be well. Thank god for the accident policy.

I am much happier and things look a lot brighter than they have for a long time in some
ways. I loved your letter, it was exactly like one of our old talks and told me how things were
going. I also heard from Murray. Dick van K is one of the famous European playboys and all the
women are crazy about him here. Done writing today. B.

*******

21. AIR GRAPH – I HAVE READ YOUR LETTER SIX TIMES – JANUARY 1943

To: Mrs. Frances Higginson, 67 Prospect Street, Westmount, P.Q., Canada

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

21 January 1943

Dear: I hate these things but they are about all we can use these days. Do you get them fast?

I have read your letter about six times, it is almost worn out now, so please write
another. It was just like a long talk with you. I wrote to Patsy, Peggy, Murray and a lot of other
people today. I wish I had Greig's address but I guess home is good enough. It is a lovely spring
day today and the sun is shining for a change. I am getting another seven days leave soon. I
think I'll go to Scotland for a change. Well, dear, I'm still writing your long letter. My home here
is still 27 Yeoman’s Row.

*******
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22. I HAVE BEEN LIVING IN GRIM CIRCUMSTANCES – JANUARY 1943

22 January 1943

Hello Darling: I sent you a telegram yesterday because I haven't written to you for
about three weeks. So, this is the first. I have been living under unbelievably grim conditions
and have been busier than I have ever been since I joined the Army. I was sleeping outside for
two weeks without any facilities whatsoever. I certainly was a dirty-looking haggard specimen
when I returned. Last week, I was on a motorcycle all week and if you think driving around this
country's crooked roads in blackout is easy, well.

I got your letter yesterday, dated January 9th. Is Hope back with you again? How come
you were listening to the Aspirin program and not Mr. Bowes? I saw Kees yesterday and he will
be up soon. He is going up to a convalescent home in Cheshire for a few months, so I won't see
him. I love those heel-less socks, I think they wear better than the ordinary ones. They are
much admired by my English friends. The news is very good and I am listening to the news
anxiously these days to see what happened in Italy with this new landing just south of Rome.

I think of you every day. I am anxious to see Neal but I haven't found his present
address. I may go to London this afternoon as I haven't heard from him for some time. I am
hoping to get a nine-day leave in early February. I haven't made up my mind what to do or
where to go. I always want to go to Scotland, but travelling is so difficult these days and it is so
far. So thus, dear, life goes on and I am getting old and going nowhere. I am hoping so much to
get out of this war and to get some money so that we can live somewhere and be happy and
secure. I have begun to realize the value and power of money and I won't really be happy
without it. Of course – money shouldn't be overestimated, but the lack of it is pretty grim.
There was a very big air raid here Friday night and the noise was terrific – it woke me up which is
something. Those that just came over get rather panicky, but it becomes like a thunder storm or
a natural phenomenon and it doesn't bother me a bit now. I am getting so sick of the blackout –
you have no idea how awful it is.

*******



Collection of letters written home by Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson
during the period from 1942 to 1945

Byron Higginson Letters Home 20180717.docx Page 42 of 197

23. AIR GRAPH – A COLD DARK SATURDAY – JANUARY 1943

To: Mrs. Frances Higginson, 67 Prospect Street, Westmount, P.Q., Canada

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

23 January 1943

Hello Dear! It is a cold dark Saturday morning. I'll work until noon then go into the
nearest town to spend the afternoon. It is an ancient English town and very interesting and
beautiful. Last weekend, I was in London at Yeoman’s Row.

My friend John Sears was in the Berlin raid last week and I am looking forward to seeing
him next week and getting the low down. Would you send him some Buckingham cigarettes?
Address: F/O John Sears, D.F.C., 402676, RAAF, Seven Derby, LINCS. Send them right away as he
may be missing any day. I had a marvellous parcel from his people in Australia. I will take some
snaps soon. Well, Goodbye, dear. Do send John the Cigs, eh? Hope you are well. Love, Byron.

*******

24. AIR GRAPH – I HAVE READ YOUR LETTER SIX TIMES – JANUARY 1943

To: Mrs. Frances Higginson, 67 Prospect Street, Westmount, P.Q., Canada

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

5th February 1943

Hello Dear: I am going unexpectedly on a seven-day leave and I am so isolated here, I
cannot get any money, so I cabled you yesterday for some. I know you need every cent these
days but I'll pay you back as soon as possible. All goes as usual, am working pretty hard. I'll
keep a diary of my seven days leave and I'll send it to you so that you will know what I do. I am
pretty poor, so I guess I won't do much. I hope your money comes before my leave is over. I
always think every leave will be the last one. The weather is very mild, no snow. I saw “Puss”
Gordon Shepard in Piccadilly Tube Station last weekend. I see Don Weir quite a lot. Am still
writing. Love.

*******
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25. I THINK OF YOU AT LEAST A HUNDRED TIMES A DAY – FEBRUARY 1943

5 February 1943

Hello my dear darling mom: I haven't written to you for a while, dear, but not because
I've forgotten, but because it is sometimes a little difficult to write. I think of you at least a
hundred times every day and I love you more than I ever did, because as I mix with the world, I
can see no one who can even touch you for unselfishness and heroism. You are sweet. I
received your letter dated January 25th telling about being fed up, etc. I am glad you can stay
home, dear, without worrying about where the rent will come from. I am working pretty hard
and am also getting “fed up” - I'm an old soldier now and feel that way. I've even got a “gong” -
a silly little ribbon with a maple leaf in it – it doesn't mean much though!

On weekends, I go up to London and my social life is quite and increasingly incredible. I
was to an absolutely magnificent party in the most gorgeous house in Park Lane given by a
fabulously wealthy woman also young and beautiful called Viscountess Scarsdale – I was dancing
with Frances Day, the most popular and beautiful star in London, also with Lady Louis
Mountbatten, whose husband is the King’s cousin. Many famous people, millionaires, movie
actresses, famous writers, famous air marshals – quite incredible. The only other person of my
rank there with whom I talked a lot without knowing who he was and thinking he was about my
equal, turned out to be Prince Philip of Greece, the Duchess of Kent's brother – it is all too
fantastic. I can't tell anyone here about it because they would think I was lying and one hell of a
snob – but it is interesting to meet the people who run things, it might pay me some day. I am
popular with Englishwomen of a certain set and get along fine with them – maybe I'll marry a
rich one, eh? I can't possibly tell you because you don't know who's who over here. A friend of
mine ran and won the Brighton constituency – maybe you read it in the papers as he had two
letters from Churchill and it was a widely publicized election. I know 3 M.P.'s quite well, two
Tories and one socialist. I am lucky to get a nine-day leave starting February 15th. I don't know
what I'll do yet.

I don't know where Neal is – I write him but get no answer. He never writes and he has
my telephone number, but I'll track him down on my leave. I would love to spend a day or two
with him. Well dear, I have lots more to say but I'll wait until next time. I love you. B.

*******
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26. AIR GRAPH – I WENT THROUGH BLAKE’S THINGS – FEBRUARY 1943

To: Mrs. Frances Higginson, 67 Prospect Street, Westmount, P.Q., Canada

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

16th February 1943

Hello Dear: I received your two letters and clippings when I returned from leave. I had a
lovely time and am writing you a letter all about it. I visited some people near where Blake's
things are and I went through them, although I wasn't allowed to keep them. However, I took
some snaps out of that old cigar box with the picture of the highlander on the lid. I am sending
them to you. I took a few snaps in London and I'll send them also. Everything is fine, don't
worry about me as I am OK in every way. I am missing you a lot, dear, and pray that we will be
together soon. Goodnight.

*******

27. LETTER FROM THE PRIORY IN LANGLEY BUCKS – FEBRUARY 1943

11 February 1943

Hello Dear: I am on leave now in a lovely place and having a nice quiet time. I am
writing for no reason as you will have had letters from me dated later than this. I miss you a lot
these days. I am getting awfully used to English ways now and when I get home again, I'll have
different ideas altogether on how to do things.

16 February 1943

Hello dear: I have just come back from my leave and I want to tell you all about it. It
always used to be half the fun of a holiday when I got back to tell you of my experiences. How I
wish I had been home when you were laid up, darling. It would have been so wonderful to talk,
and talk and talk. I always remember how glad you were when you were at home, even if you
were sick. It was always so nice to have you there to come home to. And it always seemed that
no matter how sick you were, you would always have a good meal for us even if it was Thursday
and no money around. Oh, darling! I wonder if those days will ever come back. Such a home to
come from, a home of love where troubles always turned into something to laugh at. All the
little things you did come back to me all the time. You tried so hard to make us happy and
contented and yet I was usually restless and pretty thoughtless. I am glad you have this Mrs.
Bryce and Peggy around you to keep your mind occupied. I must say it sounds awful going to
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work in an iron boot. I wish I could get you an allowance and then even if I was hurt or
something, you could have a little.

Well, I'll tell you about my leave. I left on Saturday, February 6th, went to London, met
John Sears and we took a room at the Cardigan Hotel on Sloan Street in Knightsbridge. It is an
old hotel, very nice and full of old ladies. Neither of us had much money, so we went down to
Soho to eat in a little restaurant in Firth Street where they have pretty good food – cheap, that is
– you can get a full meal, soup, meat and 2 vegetables and a sweat for around four shillings.
That is very cheap for London. We went to Kees for tea before dinner. Then we went to a film
called “The road to Morocco.” The price at the cinema is terrific. In London West End, the
average price is 5/5, i.e., five shillings’ sixpence and it is almost impossible to get in without
queuing for hours. Sunday, we wandered around and ate at an Officers' club in Piccadilly –
spam, potatoes, Brussel sprouts and cheese and coffee for 3/6 which was cheap.

On Monday, we decided that we should get out of London so we went to the hospitality
bureau at Australia House. John is an Australian. The hospitality bureau is a place where
civilians hand in their names when they wish to entertain Dominion officers at their homes. So,
we were told to go to Mrs. Gilbey's near Slough, close to London about 18 miles. Well as all the
world knows, Slough is a big industrial district and I feared the worst. However, off we went.
We arrived at the house, it was out in the country a bit, in a place called Langley in
Buckinghamshire (Bucks). A lovely old Georgian house. We were met by a sweet old lady and
she told us that Mrs. Gilbey was her daughter and had driven to the station to meet us. Soon,
she arrived, a woman of about 45 and her name was Mercy. She was Swedish and spoke broken
English. They made us very welcome and were so sweet and understanding. We had to wait on
each other at the table and wash the dishes. They had a cook and two maids but class
distinction in England works both ways and the cook would no sooner think of washing a dish
than she would of sitting down at the dining room table.

The Gilbey’s house, the Priory at Langley Bucks, built 1625. Byron at the
door

John Sears and Byron at the front
door.

Mercy took us for a drive and we went into the woods and picked shrubs and pussy-
willows for the house. We had a lovely tea at five o`clock. Then we cleaned up and, at seven,
Mr. Gilbey (¨Puggie¨) came home from work. His office was in London. Then we all had
cocktails at 7:30 and a good supper at eight. Bed at ten.
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The next day we had an egg each for breakfast – a great treat and then over to Stoke
Poges Church where we read ¨Grey’s Elegy¨, written in a country churchyard in exactly the spot
where Grey wrote it. We visited Windsor, Ascot, Eton and a big factory. Mercy breeds race
horses in peace time and they are very rich in the liquor business (Gilbey’s Gin). Very innocent,
vivacious and sweet. I never met such thoroughly nice, kind people. Of course, they made a
great fuss over John as he is a great hero, all decorated, etc. We came back to London on
Saturday. She sent us some Gin and white wine, both of which are the very most precious
things to have.

The church at Stoke Poges, where Thomas Gray wrote the poem – Elegy written in a Country Churchyard, which
was published in 1751. His tomb is at the foot of the extension on the left.

On Saturday, I found that the place where Blake’s things were stored was very close by.
So, I went over, at least Mercy drove me over. I separated Blake’s things from Larry’s, but I
wasn’t allowed to take them away. The most valuable thing was that old cigar box with the
highlander inside the cover. It was full of photographs and letters from you and Boy-Boy
(Greig). I stole some of the snaps. I think I will buy an album and stick them in. No, on second
thought, I won`t. I’ll send them in small bunches as if I sent them all at one, they may all be lost.

I wish you would write a letter on your best note-paper to ¨Mrs. Alban Gilbey, The
Priory, Langley, Bucks, England¨ and thank her for her hospitality to me. She was really lovely.
She looked a little like you.

The way you are dashing around to the Piccadilly, etc., sounds as though you have
become a ¨glamor girl.¨ I am so glad if you do go out a little. You are so interested in people
that it makes you forget your own troubles.

Well, dear, I feel like writing all day. I`ll write the next in a day or two. In the meantime,
I’ll get this off.

Good night my darling sweet darling sweet mother.

*******
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29. AIR GRAPH – A QUIET SUNDAY IN CAMP – FEBRUARY 1943

To: Mrs. Frances Higginson, 67 Prospect Street, Westmount, P.Q., Canada

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

21 February 1943

Hello Dear: A quiet Sunday in camp. Got up this morning, put on my old tweed suit and
the Jaeger sweater and went for a long walk alone. Wish you could have been along, I have so
much to say. We have been on a lot of walks together, you and I, haven't we? Along old Saint
Catherine Street, over the fields at Dorval, along the lakeshore road. It seems like only
yesterday. How I wish you were here to walk with me here, not only to have you to talk to, but
you would love the countryside, so peaceful and green, even in February. Do you remember
how depressed we would get in February and March? Yet things always seemed to brighten up
in April? Well dear, I just got started and I must sign off. Love to everyone and take care of
yourself.

*******

30. AIR GRAPH – I RECEIVED TWO PARCELS BOTH ON THE SAME DAY – MARCH 1943

To: Mrs. Frances Higginson, 67 Prospect Street, Westmount, P.Q., Canada

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

4 March 1943

Hello Dear! I just received two parcels from you, both on the same day. What lovely
things, oranges, grapefruit, cheese, nuts, cake and two pounds of SUGAR! I am sure you must
have deprived yourself to send it. It will do me for months and months. I usually carry a little tin
box of sugar around in my pocket, so that when I eat out, or have tea, I always get a little sugar.
Milk is very short here and although I have drunk champagne and rare liquors and wines, I had
my first glass of milk last Saturday. So, I am glad to have the Klim (Milk Powder) as I put it in tea,
etc. I am writing to you by ordinary mail today. I often wonder how these letters get there. I
had a letter from you on February 24th which you had written February 17th which I thought
was wonderful service. It almost seemed like talking to you on the phone. I am hoping to have
some pictures taken soon. I received the cigarettes and sent them to John Sears. Love.

*******
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31. FUNNY TO HEAR ABOUT THE COLD IN CANADA – MARCH 1943

4 March 1943

Hello again Dear! This is sort of a post-script to an air graph that I have just finished.
Although they are written at the same time, I suppose there will be weeks of difference in their
arrival. We are advised to write air graphs so they are supposed to be the only letters that are
guaranteed to travel all the way by air. As a sort of experiment, I'll write three types of letters
today March fourth and see what happens and which gets there first. I'll send this letter
ordinary mail, an air graph and one of those blue airmail letters all at once. Be sure and let me
know which you got first. This one should be the last.

It is so funny to read of the terrible cold weather in Canada. It only snowed once here
so far and then the snow melted in a few hours. It is quite spring-like now, though a little raw,
and the shrubs and fruit trees are in blossom. The crocuses came up a few weeks ago and are
very pretty, little yellow and blue blossoms that grow right in the grass. The other day, I picked
some very pretty blossoms and put them on my table but in a few days, they smelled like some
putrescent fish. What a stink!

I am feeling quite well and in good spirits now although I felt really awful since Blake left
us until recently. I never told anyone but I thought I would have a nervous breakdown or
something. I felt unbelievably depressed and despondent and weak. But I am fine now, I feel
well and think I look well. I am glad I inherited your sense of humour as otherwise I guess I
should have been an awful mess. I hope my letters didn't show it because I know you would
worry. I have settled down now and am working fairly hard. When I came here, I thought that
life would be over and that all would be miserable and grim. However, I was so surprised to see
life more gay and much more lively than in Canada, so I determined to have a 'good time” by
drinking and running around too much saying “Oh well, I may as well have a “good time” while I
can. So, I found out later that what some people call a good time is not really my idea. I ran
around London West End and Mayfair, met a lot of the gay, foolish, society people. Kees really
helped me keep my feet on the ground. However, as I say, I have settled down and although I
often go to London, I can now see the sordidness and false glitter behind all its feverish and
forced gaiety. I am quite content to sit quietly in the background and watch the dance and it
certainly is a hectic one these days.

I am glad that Peggy is still working. In England, they draft all women up to 42 or 44 for
war work or the services and only girls who are low health category can work in shops. The
women here are wonderful and work very hard from the top of society to the lowest ranks.
England is really a wonderful country and everyone has a sense of responsibility and duty. If I go
back to Canada again, I'll miss England. I'd love you to come over here. I know you'd love it. It
would suit you fine, especially English country life. And the countryside is so lovely and rich in
scenery, old houses, inns, pubs, etc. People never try to “put on” like they do at home and
never try to act or pretend what they are not. It has done me a lot of good to have lived here
and has broadened me out a lot. I have a lot of friends, mostly all foreigners. I went out with
two Columbian girls last weekend, with an Irish Guards officer from New York. Sometimes I go
to Kees' and he has a party with Argentinians, Brazilians, Columbians, Greeks, French, Germans,
Czechs, Poles, Dutch, Chinese, everything. I talk French a lot so that helps me mix better with
foreigners. Many of the Canadians are intolerant and narrow. I usually go to church called
Brompton Oratory, a big catholic church on Brompton Road. I went to the Xmas day service at
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Westminster Cathedral and was blessed by Cardinal Hinsley, who is now so ill. There are a lot of
Catholics in England. Many of the upper classes especially are R.C.

I wish Greig would write to me. I hope he will be alright at sea.

I had a long letter from Harriet in her distinctive handwriting. She says Alec was
supposed to look me up but I haven't heard from him so far. Neither have I heard from a fellow
Parker whom you mention in your letter.

Be sure and let me know if you have received those snaps alright. They are very fussy
about sending snaps and I hope they arrive OK.

I guess I received all your letters and parcels. I have been quite lucky as many fellows
lose theirs. I think I have had about ten parcels from you excluding the two cartons of
cigarettes.

I have your picture in front of me in that lovely Moroccan case that I got for Xmas. It is a
beauty. On the other side, I have snaps of the family. I also have our family group on a glass
frame on my table. Well dear, I must go and give a lecture to a lot of fellows who are not the
least interested. So, although I could write indefinitely, I'll sign off and get this one away.

I miss you terribly. But I'll see you soon. Love to all.

*******
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32. I AM SITTING ALONE AND THOUGHT I WOULD CHAT WITH YOU – MARCH 1943

11 March 1943

I'm just sitting here alone and thought I might as well have a chat with you as I have
nothing else to do right now. I don't know what to say but I'll just amble on and on as I usually
do and jump from one thing to another and back again. Received another parcel from you
yesterday, the one with the Kleenex, cigars, and razor blades. Etc. I had one the day before with
the facecloths, candy and shaving lotion. All very welcome. I am surprised how much these
parcels cost you. The stamps alone seem very expensive. But I do appreciate those things so
much. I ate that tinned chicken Sunday night as I was too late for dinner. The maple butter is
awfully good but very rich. That Cheshire cheese is very good too. You see, it is very hard, if not
impossible to buy a meal around camp, and if you go out to a show and miss dinner, you're out
of luck. There are all kinds of inconveniences and little hardships that are too numerous to
mention.

I shall be very glad to hear when you receive those snaps. I hope there won't be any
hitch and that you get them OK. I have some more here and I'll send them along shortly. The
weather is sunny and bright and pretty mild. Everyone is waiting for the spring but it is so
uncertain and may bring so much with it. Whatever happens, don't worry about me. Don't
forget that no news is always good news. They have very speedy and efficient methods of
letting next of kin have news accurately and quickly. My health is good. I haven't had one cold
since I've been here and aside from the odd case of depression and melancholia, I am fine. I
think I look alright and I am fairly fit and well, although my weight is a bit low.

I am glad that everything is Ok at home in spite of all the trouble you've had this winter.
Burns, falls and flu! I hope you are getting along financially as that is my main worry. I feel that
you should be alright. I have a pretty hard time with finances believe it or not. Everything is so
expensive and most of the time I am quite penniless. However, I always have a place to sleep
and lots to eat.

I often wonder what they intend to do with Neal. And so, our little boy (Greig) is off to
sea. That seems strange and unreal. We are grown up now, eh? I hope he writes me.

I received Peggy's letter, and was so glad to hear from her. I'll write her soon. Don't
forget to send me: 1) soap 2) shaving cream, and 3) Klim (I have enough for a while).

I can get better soap and shaving cream here but it is sometimes hard to get coupons
for the soap. I still have 12 bars that I brought with me. We get 2 coupons per month, that
allows two small bars of soap, but I must give one to my batman (soldier assigned to an officer
as a personal servant) for the laundry. I have lots of clothes but could do with one good pair of
pyjamas. A pair of half decent pyjamas here costs between £2 and £3:0:0, that is around $10,
and that is too much.

I also need dress socks to wear with my serge. I have lots of heavy ones to wear with
my battledress.

I received your four-leaf clover OK and have kept it in my pocket book. Must go. Love to
all.

*******
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33. I RECEIVED FIVE PARCELS IN TWO WEEKS – MARCH 1943

13 March 1943

Hello Dear! I just received another parcel today. The fifth one in about two weeks. I
guess I'll open up a grocery shop. The last one arrived last night with the two orange juices, the
ham, cashews, etc.

I am sending the labels of the parcels I have received recently, except one which I lost. I
think I'll do this in the future. As soon as I get a parcel, I'll send the labels so you know I got the
parcels, OK.

This is Saturday and I am off for the weekend, but I must stay in camp, “confined to
barracks.” I'll write you a long letter tomorrow. Love.

*******
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34. AIR GRAPH – I RECEIVED A PARCEL AND MONEY – MARCH 1943

To: Mrs. Frances Higginson, 67 Prospect Street, Westmount, P.Q., Canada

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3 Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

17 March 1943

Just received another big parcel from you, with two orange juices, jam, cake, etc. Also,
have just got that $35.00 that I borrowed from John and will now pay back. It came to £8:0:0.
Thanks a million dear. I took some snaps on my last leave and they turned out very well. I have
twelve of them and will send them to you in three different envelopes. Be sure and let me know
if you get them OK. If you send me some 620 verichrome films, I could take some more. It is
impossible to get films here. It is a lovely spring, sunny and warm. I am feeling very well and
hope everything is well with you. I am writing you via ordinary mail. How are you making out
financially these days? Do you need more?

*******

35. I RECEIVED A PARCEL AND MONEY – MARCH 1943

19 March 1943

Hello Dear: Here are a few of those snaps that I took. They are the only ones I have
taken since I have been here. If you will send me some 620 film, I'll take some more. I have
twelve altogether, but will only send four this mail in case they get lost. Let me know if you get
them OK. These were taken around 10th February 1943. I think they are fairly good considering
that the day was rainy and dark. Well I am writing you on Air Graph to send the news faster.
Hope everything is going alright these days. I am feeling well and have quite a good tan already
due to being outdoors a lot recently and it has been bright and sunny. Will write more later.
Bye darling.

*******



Collection of letters written home by Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson
during the period from 1942 to 1945

Byron Higginson Letters Home 20180717.docx Page 53 of 197

36. AIR GRAPH – I HAVE A COLD AND NEED PYJAMAS – MARCH 1943

To: Mrs. Frances Higginson, 67 Prospect Street, Westmount, P.Q., Canada

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Can Army
(Overseas)

23 March 1943

Hello Dear! I sent a few snaps of me and John on our last leave. I sent them via
ordinary mail so you should have them soon. I think they are fairly good and I will send the rest
next week. I have a cold, the first one I've had since I've been here and am going around
sniffling and there is a big box of Kleenex (which you sent) under my bed. Have you had any
colds this winter in addition to your other troubles? I have about everything I need although I
need a pair of pyjamas. Don't send me any more of those soup cubes for a while as I have lots
of them for the time being. John is getting a leave starting 28 March and the Gilbey's are taking
us to a show and dinner in London. They are swell people. I am going there for the weekend
and so is John. I am sending you a picture of them and their house in Buckinghamshire. I intend
to write you a very long letter. I saw your letter to John. Love.

*******
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37. JOHN HAS A ROOM AT THE SAVOY – MARCH 1943

26 March 1943

Hello Darling – I've been thinking of you all day today and wondering why you are in my
mind so much. I suppose you have received some of those snaps by now. I mean the ones of
me. I hope you like them.

It is Friday night and we have a swell dinner in the mess, crabs, soup, pot roast,
potatoes, cabbage, pudding and coffee. Gosh, I'm always talking about food. Most of the boys
have gone to the show, etc., but I am staying in. Sort of broke at month-end, I guess. I am
confined to camp this weekend, but am getting a 48-hour leave from noon Monday until noon
Wednesday. John Sears is on another seven-day leave (he is on ops again and gets lots of leave)
so I'll meet him in London. We may do a show. I want to see the Ivor Novello show called the
“Dancing Years.” It is supposed to be very good and has been on since the war started. John
has lots of money this leave and is staying at the Savoy. Some class, eh? If I go there, I'll write
you a letter on the Savoy note paper so you can casually show it to someone as if I always
stayed there. Claridge’s, the Savoy, the Ritz and the Dorchester are the best hotels in London. I
was in last weekend and went to a party at a very swanky flat owned by some Jewish distillers. I
stayed there all night, too much of the distilled products, I guess! It was a beautiful flat at 60
Park Lane and overlooked Hyde Park much as Park Avenue overlooks Central Park in New York.
All big hotels and modern blocks of flats (apartments to you) along Park Lane.

John Sears and Byron walking in Hyde Park, London

I was very gloomy yesterday – one of those bad “browned off” days, but feel OK today.
How I'd love to go back to Canada and see you. It seems so very far away. The last letter I
received from you was March 2nd. Mrs. McLennan sounds like a nice lady, if slightly
patronizing. I am glad you are reading more. It is the best escape of all. I went to the cinema
last night and saw a film called “Flying Fortress.” It was all about some fellows who came over
from the U.S.A to England. It was very amusing to us and showed quite realistic scenes of life
here.

I am air defense officer this week (that is why I am confined to camp), but we haven't
had an alert so far this week. It is rotten when the dam sirens start at about three in the
morning and I must get up and dress and go out to my post and shiver. I hear a lot of planes
flying tonight. They must be going to do a dirty on Jerry tonight. I hope so, anyhow.
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It is funny when I first came here, it seemed I was right in the front lines with France
only a comparatively few miles away. Now, however, I feel that Europe is further than Canada.
The continent is so isolated. I was on the coast on a visit during the summer. The weather was
clear and I could actually see the French coast. So near and yet so far away. The English
Channel is very narrow in places.

We are having a big dance here tomorrow night. I guess I might as well go as it is free. I
am going to Lord Willingdon's for tea on Sunday. He is quite a nice man, lives with a girlfriend
and a very nice girl called Nina Glenn. I like Nina a lot. She is married and has a little boy,
Adrian, three years old. She is dark and very petite and very cute. Her husband is in the Foreign
Service and lives with another woman. It sounds too awful but really they are very nice people
and not the fast set or anything like that. I have known them a long time now and they have
been very hospitable and kind.

Well darling, I must go and phone. The lines are so busy, you have to “book a call” three
hours in advance. I wanted to call John so I booked a call at six o'clock and I can't get the line
until nine. The telephone is quite funny. Long distance is “trunk” and a short distance call is
called “toll” and then the local “nickel” calls cost two pence.

In peacetime, you could call anywhere in the British Isles after six in the evening for a
shilling. That's cheap, eh?

Well dear, life is going on and on and I am getting older and going nowhere. I suppose I
was not cut out to be a military genius, but I guess I am better off in the Army these days than
anywhere else. I don't think I should have the courage to be called “a draft dodger”, even if I
was doing more constructive work at home.

Good night darling mother. Hope you are well and sleep well.

*******
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38. WE STAYED AT THE SAVOY HOTEL – MARCH 1943

Received your letter dated 19th March only one week after you sent it. I am glad you
received Blake's snaps and am sorry that they upset you. I felt they would, but wanted to send
them anyhow. I have quite a few more, but they are not so important. You will have received
my snaps by now. What do you think of them? Mercy Gilbey thinks they are not so hot, as they
make both John and I look fatter than we are. I am just back from a 48-hour leave. I left on
Monday noon, met John, and the Gilbey's took us out. First, to the Guard's club for cocktails,
then to the Palladium Club to see “Best Bib and Tucker.” Afterwards, to a very smart and well-
known restaurant “Eau de France” for supper. A very nice evening. Stayed at the Savoy and it
was fun to stay at one of the great hotels of the world. On Tuesday, John took me to a sort of
tea to celebrate the first anniversary of the Boomerang club in Australia House. The Duchess of
Kent was the guest of honour, very smart-looking dame. Then, we had tickets to the “Merry
Widow” at “His Majesty's” given to us. It was very elaborate and a very gay, bright colourful
show, with all the lovely music and dancing and costumes. It was very well-acted by a first-class
outfit. I am going to send home all my theatre programmes for you to keep for me. I sort of
treasure them and they bring all kinds of memories to me. So, look after them for me, eh?

I was shocked to hear about Art Piers although I didn't know him very well. I feel sorry
for poor Mrs. Piers and the family. If I see anything definite in the papers, I'll write to her. I
hope he may be safe, a prisoner of war or something. It is too bad that Boy (Greig) had to go so
soon. Where will he go? To sea? Whereabouts? Have you any idea? It must have been hard
to see him leave and I wish I could have been there.

I am back in camp early, but may go to Somerset next weekend. I have never been to
the west of England and they tell me that Devon, Cornwall and Somerset are very beautiful.
Gordie Henry has gone to Torquay in Devon for his leave.

Last night, after John and I had been to see “The Merry Widow,” we were looking for a
restaurant to have supper and we stumbled into one called the Comedy Restaurant in the
blackout. We had kid (goat) and it was fairly good. I suppose I'll be getting horse any day now. I
cooked some of that soup you sent in the envelopes and it was nice. The orange juice is swell.

You certainly are having some winter in Canada this year, eh? I think I'd like to see some
snow again. I haven't seen any since I've been here. I received 300 cigarettes from some club in
Montreal North so I am sending them a card to thank them. John received his parcel from you
OK, and was very pleased.
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Well darling, this seems a shallow, rather silly letter, but I feel sort of blah today. All
continues to go well and I am taking some courses here. Au revoir darling.

Write as often as you can. Love, B.

*******
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39. IN LONDON WITH VERY LITTLE MONEY – APRIL 1943

13 April 1943

This letter I started when I was at Gilbey’s on my last leave but I don't seem to have got
very far with it. So, I'll continue on this paper as paper is rather short today. Well dear, I got an
air letter from you dated April 3rd on Sunday April 10th. You said you were going to the
Chateau for dinner on Thursday and then I got your letter on Sunday. That is very good. I guess
I'll write you ordinary mail for a while only I hate to have them take so long. Have you got my
“Savoy” letter yet? You seem to be meeting lots of interesting people these days dear. I am so
glad that you can interest yourself in others, especially people that have intelligence and taste.
You keep marvellously young and have the most wonderful powers of adjustment to
circumstances I have ever seen. Things go on and change so much but if you can submerge
yourself in other people's troubles and lives and try and forget your own, you can still be happy.

I am getting rather fed up with the Army and want a home so badly. It is a strain to
always be a guest, to always have to be wondering whether you are really welcome or not. If I
ever get back to 67B again, I imagine you will see me slightly more matured and more
appreciative of quiet home life. I hope we can stay on at 67B and decorate the house and have
a quiet haven to rest and live in out of the post war world. I was in London on the weekend. I
stayed at Kees and I only had one pound so I was pretty quiet. I went through the Victoria &
Albert museum which is very near Kees'. I had tea at Kees' but no supper. I went down to
Piccadilly into a few bars and clubs, met a few friends and back to Yeoman’s row again. Sunday,
I had an egg and bacon for breakfast and went to 12 o'clock mass at Brompton Oratory. Met a
friend there, a Columbian named Charlie Ribon then to the little pub on the corner of Yeoman's
Row and Brompton Road called the Bunch of Grapes. It was packed with people from the
Oratory. Had lunch a few doors away at an Italian Restaurant called La Esperanza. Went to visit
some people I know in Yeoman's row – an artist and his wife who are 100% bohemians, but
most amusing and pleasant. Had tea there and went to a little cocktail party at Kees', supper at
a cheap restaurant called Café Basque and then to Waterloo Station. Incidentally, Waterloo is a
huge station. It has two cinemas in it, about six restaurants and is huge. There are so many
railway stations in London. I have travelled from Waterloo, Victoria, Paddington, Euston, King's
Cross, Charing Cross, etc.

So, you feel that you are getting interested in religion? Of course, it is the most
interesting of all subjects if you keep a sense of proportion and don't get narrow and fanatical. I
am nominally a Catholic now but not a very good one although I do go to church.

You will see by the papers how terribly the taxes have gone up here on the new budget.
Imagine paying the 2/4 or 55 cents for 20 cigarettes 8/ & 10/ to go to the movies. I am glad I
don't have to buy cigs – yes I did get some Pall Malls sent from you by Murray.

I loved the last parcel – the socks, nuts, orange juice, cheese, shortbread, etc. Toilet
goods are nice to get. I am going up to Nina Glenn's tonight for dinner and bridge with her and
the Marquis of Willingdon (ahem!) & his girlfriend Daphne. I am taking the lobster and we will
have it as a “savory” after dinner as the last course. That is a very English custom. The last
course is Welsh rarebit, or fish or omelet, as a “savoury.” Canned lobster is a terrific luxury.

Well darling, I am on a wireless course and must get back to my dit-da-dits.

I love you and I miss you. I'll write again shortly. Love to all.
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You don't need to send me Ovaltine shaving cream or soap. The Vaseline hair tonic is
grand. It will do.

*******
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40. I HAD A NICE EVENING AT NINA GLENN’S – APRIL 1943

Sunday, April 18th

Hello Darling: It is a beautiful spring day and I am in camp for the week-end for a
change. The day is perfect, hot sun, fresh and bright. I felt rather sickish yesterday so I decided
to stay in for the weekend and rest. I'll go for a long walk this afternoon. I am on a wireless
course here and it is pretty hard however it will be over on Tuesday. I was out in a tank all
weekend and although I was just sitting in it acting as wireless operator, it is very tiring. I had a
very nice evening on Tuesday at Nina Glenn's. I went up at 7:30, had cocktails, a nice home,
cooked supper and then bridge until 11:30. She is very sweet and very intelligent. She has a
little boy called Adrian who is a little brat but the cutest kid I've ever seen. He is about three.
She is terribly fond of him. If you want to send something to a little boy, such as candy, etc.,
send it to him. I played bridge very well and Nina and I won four shillings each from Lord
Willingdon and his partner and fiancé Daphne. I was over to get a haircut yesterday and
dropped in for tea on the way back to camp on my bicycle. Adrian's birthday is on the 24th of
April. I promised to try and get some sugar for his cake. He calls me “Uncle Byron.” I'll try and
buy him a little present but toys, etc., are so scarce. Lord W. is very kind and lent me some
books.

I bought some Ovaltine and I mix it with Klim and two lumps of that sugar and make a
hot drink on my spirit stove at night.

I am worried about John Sears. He is on operations all the time and I am sure he will be
killed or shot down soon. He has been on about forty operations over enemy territory so far
and that is phenomenal. He got your cigarettes and was very pleased as he smokes about three
packs a day and they are so expensive these days.

We have a Canadian Press newspaper with all the Canadian News so I keep up with
things at home and there is always a little Canadian news in the newspapers here, especially the
Times. I am sending you some books on England. I think they are nice to keep on the table in
the living room to glance at. I think the illustrations are nice.

I received your letter with the clipping. Imagine Boy (Greig) being an usher at Patsy's
wedding. I wrote her a letter, but I forgot to put the street number, so it was returned. Very
stupid, eh?

Well dear, I'll go out for my walk and imagine that you are beside me. How you would
love it along the old tow-canal and then the shady lanes – the birds singing and the cows grazing
on the hillside and the church clock striking away the hours. Very peaceful and serene and safe.
Good-bye dear.

P.S. I am sending you an address book, a nice one.

Nina's address is: Mrs. Nina Glen, Threapwood, The Maultway, Camberley, SURREY

*******
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41. HAPPY EASTER – APRIL 1943

25 April 1943 – Easter

Hello Darling – Happy Easter!

I guess this is a little late to wish you happy Easter, but today is the day and that's that. I
am orderly officer and can't leave camp, not even to go to church. Isn't that lousy? We have a
cinema in camp, so maybe I’ll go there this afternoon. I can't remember much about last Easter
somehow; I know I was in Montreal but I don't know what I did. It is a lovely day here, lots of
blossoms and flowers and green and sun but there are no new clothes or hats as everyone's
coupons are just about finished. I hope to get some more soon. I was very surprised yesterday
to get £ 4:9:6. I really don't need it very badly although it comes in wonderful for me now as I
was broke until the month end. I presume that is my birthday present and thank you a million. I
wanted to get you a nice address book but, as I can’t go out of camp for a week, I won't be able
to get to stores for a while. Tomorrow is Adrian's birthday. I bought him a little wooden tank
which is rather a makeshift toy and filled it with candies which I have managed to accumulate.
Toys are just about non-existent now, so he will probably be very thrilled. I am going to try and
sneak out to Nina's for a minute today and take it to him.

I was in London on Good Friday. I went to a beautiful flat to have a drink. The famous
comedian, Beatrice Lillie (Lady Peel) was there. She is a scream and is going out to Gibraltar and
the Middle East to entertain the troops. A man and his wife that were there took me to the
Savoy for dinner. It was a wonderful meal, two helpings of fresh salmon, etc. I saw a man in a
naval uniform and he is an actor from Hollywood called Ian Hunter. Ask Peggy if she ever heard
of him.

Yes, dear, I did get that clover leaf ages ago. I keep it in my wallet and it is very cute and
brings me good luck. Did you find it yourself? Isn't this terrible paper?

*******
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42. BACKGROUND – MAY TO OCTOBER 1943 – WORKING WITH THE 5TH CANADIAN
ARMOURED DIVISION HEADQUARTERS SQUADRON

After defeating the Germans in North Africa, the Allies agreed to open a third front in
Europe by invading Italy through Sicily. The Canadian Government asked that a Canadian
Division be included in this campaign due to political pressure in Canada, the reduced threat of
an invasion of England, and the lack of challenges for the Canadian troops in southwest England.
The Allies accepted this plan and included the 1st Canadian Infantry Division and the 1st Canadian
Tank Brigade in the Army that invaded Sicily in July 1943.

In the autumn of 1943, after the invasion had progressed, pressure mounted to add a
second Canadian Division to the invasion force. In late 1943, a decision was taken to send the
5th Canadian Armoured Division to Italy to replace a British Armoured Division. The 5th Canadian
Armoured Division deployed to Italy in December 1943 and then waited two months to be
equipped with new Sherman Tanks before joining the battle.

Starting in or around May 1943, Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson, was attached to
the Headquarters of the 5th Canadian Armoured Division, where he worked with many of the 6th

Hussars from his home unit in Montreal. When he was first attached to the headquarters, it was
most likely stationed in East Sussex, just east of Brighton. In early July 1943, the Division moved
north to Norfolk to use a training area big enough to accommodate full-scale division exercises.
Here, the troops were accommodated in Nissen huts along the perimeter of the training area.
The Division trained there for two months progressing from simple small-unit training to full
divisional exercises.

In mid-September 1943, the 5th Canadian Armoured Division moved south to Barton
Stacey, north of Southampton, to take place in Exercise Harlequin. That exercise was designed
to move a large force through a series of staging areas to ports where the embarkation for an
invasion would eventually take place. Although the exercise was conducted in relative secrecy,
the movement was also intended to be a deception aimed at convincing the enemy that an
invasion was imminent around Pas de Calais. After Exercise Harlequin, the 5th Canadian
Armoured Division conducted a second divisional exercise on the Lambourne Downs near
Oxford. On the 12 October 1943, the Division returned to its former quarters on the south coast
and was told to prepare for a move to Northern Ireland. The latter destination was a deception,
as the Division was really going to Italy.

Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson worked at the Headquarters until mid-October,
when he returned to the 3rd Canadian Armoured Division Reinforcement Unit.

*******
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43. TELL ME MORE ABOUT THE COTTAGE IN ST-ANNE-DE-BELLEVUE – MAY 1943

10 May 1943

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, Headquarters Squadron, 5th Canadian Armoured Division, Canadian
Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I'll try one of these Air Mail Letters again, I haven't been sending them all
winter, but they may be going air mail now. I received one from you today dated May 2nd or
3rd exactly one week. You wrote on Monday morning, and I received it exactly one week later,
on Monday morning. You talk of a cottage, etc., in St-Anne-de-Bellevue and then you say there
is nothing new. I guess you told me all about it in one of the ordinary mail letters, which I
haven't received yet.

I went to London on Friday noon, stayed at Grosvenor House on Park Lane. It is the
biggest hotel in London. John came in too. He is going to Algiers. I am getting Blake's things,
checking them and then sending them to you. I'll keep his civy clothes. There is very little of his
things.

I saw a good film called “The Light in Heart” with Marty Wooley and enjoyed it a lot. I
went to a great estate owned by Mrs. Soames called Sheffield Park on Sunday for luncheon. It is
by far the most spectacular place I have ever seen. A great castle and the most gorgeous
gardens I have ever seen. There are three lakes in the garden on terraces with swans and
surrounded by thousands of rose shrubs all in full blossom, rhododendrons, magnolias, etc., rare
trees, and flowers a mass of gorgeous colours. A complete paradise. Mrs. Soames is a multi-
millionaire widow of 73, but she looks about 45. One of the guests was an amusing charming
old lady called Mrs. Keppell, who was King Edward VII's mistress, and ruled England's court life.
Also, many other well-known people. The food was absolutely unbelievable with butlers and
maids all over the place. It is hard to believe, but it’s true.

Tell me about your cottage at St-Anne-de-Bellevue. I am so glad you will be able to
enjoy the summer. I certainly shall if I can. I am not depressed now and am quite happy and
contented. I received your parcel Thursday, May 6th. Very welcome and thanks. I bought you
an address book and will mail it this week. I hope you get it OK. I am living in a lovely place,
with nice people and good food. I have no complaints and have lots to laugh at, lots of jokes
and fun. I was unhappy during the winter, but there were reasons I guess. Someday, I'll be able
to tell you all about it. Love to all. Be happy and have a nice summer.

P.S. Are you still working? Will you commute from St-Anne-de-Bellevue?

*******
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44. RECEIVED THE PYJAMAS AT THE 6TH HUSSARS– MAY 1943

19 May 1943

From Lieut. BL Higginson, HQ Squadron (6th Hussars), 5th Canadian Armoured Division, Canadian
Army (Overseas)

A lovely day, sunny, warm and full of beauty – what a lovely country this is. I received
another parcel from you yesterday, 18th May. It contained the pyjamas, orange juice, and all
the other things intact. Also, the fine Irish hankies. The birthday card was very nice, a
cornflower and it arrived one day after my birthday. I was to a house called Wych Cross Place
owned by Mr. & Mrs. Hart. He is a multi-millionaire in pounds (£) and it is by far the most
wonderful and impressive place I have ever seen. The house is huge and the gardens stretch for
miles, as far as you can see. You can't imagine how wonderful it is. I was there for dinner.

Byron wearing his new pyjamas at the Hart
residence

View of greenery from the rear of the house

On Saturday, I was to a small country house decorated in Victorian style called Toat
Farm owned by some Jewish people who are fantastically rich. I had the best dinner there I
have ever had in my life – a sweet (dessert) made with eleven eggs. These people, who live in
the country and have their own farms, live very well indeed. I can even buy a pint of good rich
milk a day here, so I suppose I'll get very fat. Now that summer is here, we get lots of
vegetables, salads, etc. During the winter, it was pretty bad though.

I am still waiting for your letters about your cottage at St-Anne-de-Bellevue and
wondering whether you are working and commuting, when your holidays are, what the house is
like, whether it is furnished, how many rooms, etc. Is it near a beach? I took some snaps on my
birthday but haven't had them developed yet. I hope they are good. I am feeling fine and
happier than I have since I arrived. I haven't a very interesting job, but it has lots of advantages.
I saw a very fine film last night “The Moon and Sixpence.” We drove into town in the station
wagon to see it in a very modern smart cinema in the lively town nearby. I am getting very
English in my ideas and very pro-English in every way. I see the extremes of life here and, on the
other day, I had some business in a squalid, industrial suburb of London. I also have to go to
Croydon occasionally which is a big suburban city. I am hoping to get a seven-day leave in June
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and I might try and get up to Scotland or else go to some nice beach in Cornwall. I'd like to lie
around a beach, if they haven't been closed up. I have quite a good tan already and I think you'd
say I look well.

I am wondering how Peggy is getting along. Is she still in Morgan's? Is there any steady
boyfriend yet? There is some talk of making us pay income tax over here. Wouldn't that be
lousy? I don't think it fair at all, do you? However, it may never come through.

Well dear, don't worry about me. For the time being, I am living quite well and am very
happy. All the best, dear. Enjoy your summer as best as you can – I am. Did you get the
address book yet? Love B.

Peggy (on right) and two of her friends,
one of who eventually married Greig.

*******
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45. I AM WITH THE 6TH HUSSARS – MAY 1943

31 May 1943

Hello Dear! I feel these days that every letter counts and I received four of yours the
other day, clippings and snaps and enclosed Parson letter, etc. It was so good to hear from you
although the little blue letters are better as they come within a week or ten days. Keep on
writing them as I shall be wanting lots of mail. I am not depressed or unhappy any more, it was
only a phase that was caused by a lot of things which I'll tell you about some day – nothing
wrong with me or my personal life, but it was caused by external things. So now I am content
and living in the loveliest county in the British Iles in comparative luxury (although I sleep in a
tent) in a beautiful ancient home surrounded by miles and miles of gorgeous gardens and
unbelievably serene beauty that you must see before you die. I have milk, eggs and good food
and have had some of the finest meals I've ever had in my life at some of the great houses in the
neighbourhood. I enclose, as an example, two views of the house of Mr. and Mrs. Geoffrey
Hart, where I go occasionally for dinner and also a view of their garden taken from an upstairs
window. The top floor of the house is taken over. I'll send you a few snaps – be sure and let me
know if you get them. I'll call them the “wych pictures” so tell me when they arrive as
otherwise, I'll send other copies. If anything happens to me, you'll find all the negatives in a
cigar box in my trunk.

Byron in front of Wych Cross Place owned by Mr. &
Mrs. Geoffrey Hart.

Byron in the Garden. The big rhododendron bushes are
full of scarlet blossoms. See the rare umbrella tree.

I was in London on Sunday and saw a lovely but bloody propaganda film called “The
Heart of Darkness.”

It is hot here and the gardens are in full bloom, the roses and rhododendrons at their
best. I go swimming quite a lot. As you know, I am with the old 6th Hussars and will be posted 1
July I hope. So, I will be wearing 6th Hussar badges again. They are the Headquarters Squadron
of the 5th Division. In July or later, it might be a good idea to go down to the Armouries on St-
Mathew Street and join the Women’s auxiliary being as charming and prosperous as possible to
the wives and mothers of the other officers. There are some wives of very high ranking officers
that belong, and I suppose lots of very humble women with sons and husbands here with us.
They are a very nice bunch and I like them a lot. It is nice to be at a divisional headquarters too
because we meet all the big shots of the division and know what is going on to some extent.
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I am hoping to get some leave soon and will try and get my picture done. I have a
chance to be done by the very famous photographer, Cecil Beaton, who does the King and
Queen, Roosevelt, Churchill, etc. He normally charges fifty guineas ($250) but because I look a
lot like a friend of his, who is a great celebrity, and because his great friend and secretary, a very
charming woman, likes me, he will do it for almost nothing. It is a great honour to be
photographed by Cecil Beaton, he is very well known in New York and even by lots of people in
Montreal. So, if all this materializes, be sure and treasure it and tell people “Cecil Beaton did it”
as it will be a work of art. Well, I guess I'll leave you dear. It is getting dark now as it is 11:30 so
I'm going to bed. I have so much to tell you, but I’m too sleepy now. I’ll send you another snap
later – Good night.

After reading this letter over, it sounds terribly snobbish and uppity for a little caddie,
eh? I met a corporal in this regiment who recognized me as a caddie at Dixie. I couldn't care
less! Isn't that a good motto? I couldn't care less! No darling, I'll never forget my childhood and
the happiness I had then with you. I really haven't changed much except superficially recently.

P.S. I don't drink much – Reason? There isn't much to drink in England.

The cottage at St-Anne-de Bellevue sounds grand. I don't think I'll be able to visit you
there this summer, maybe next summer, eh? We can sit on the “gallery” and I'll tell you about
my experiences in Limeyland.

Mary Frances (Peggy) outside cottage in St-Anne-de-Bellevue

*******
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46. I RECEIVED YOUR LONG LOVELY LETTER – JUNE 1943

10 June 1943

Hello Dear: Received your long, long lovely letter, the clippings, the snaps, etc. Also,
the “Mother clipping from the S.E.P. Very appropriate, eh? I think we have been very lucky in
mail because, so far as I know, I think all your mail has reached me, and vice versa. I received a
letter from Boy (Greig) and I am answering him tonight. He wrote a very amusing letter. I think
some of it is amusing unconsciously due to the wretched spelling.

All goes as usual here, I am still in the lovely part of England. It is so utterly beautiful
you would hardly believe it could be true. I hope you and Peggy can come over after the war.
So, Peggy is working for Lloyd's, eh? They are a wonderful firm, I've heard. What does she do?
Filing, typing or what? And Neal thinks he may go to the Aleutians, eh? That must be a grim,
bleak place from all I've heard. I'd certainly rather be here than anywhere else – this is the real
war, and I think it all will be decided pretty soon, don't you? Or do you think it will last for ages?
The minister who officiated at Lloyd's memorial service has a son called Don Ross in the
Grenadiers, who I know very well. I'll send him a card.

Note: Lloyd was Byron’s cousin. He was a bomber pilot who died in June, 1942 and was buried near
John Blake at the Reinberg Cemetery in Germany

I am hoping to get a nine-day leave in July and am trying to get permission to go to Eire
(Republic of Ireland). It would be strange to go to a neutral country where there are no
blackouts and no uniforms. They don't let you go there except in civies. I think Ireland is pretty
quiet and I've always wanted to see Dublin. So, in the next month or so, if you get a letter with a
strange-looking stamp on it, you'll know that I've been to Eire. They have their own money and
everything. I still want to see Scotland, but haven't so far. The great majority of Canadians go
there on leave – maybe that's why I don't go. John Sears came down the other weekend and
stayed here. He is on an operation now. He received your letter and sent it on to me. His
mother wrote to me.
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All letters were read by a censor Picture of uniform that Byron purchased second hand

A fellow I met called Gillespie is going to Montreal, where he originally comes from, and
I told him to phone you and let you know I'm OK. I don't know him well at all. He is very rich
and lived in England since 1932, he joined the British Army but has just been discharged due to a
nervous breakdown. I just met him at a party at Kees'. I bought his uniform as mine is just
about finished. His is beautifully made and fits much better than the old one you bought me in
Morgan's. My greatcoat is still in perfect shape although I don't wear it much. I had my trench
coat cleaned in London. It takes a month to get anything cleaned. I'll write an ordinary letter
tomorrow.

*******
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47. I HAD TO SHOOT MY GREAT DANE AFTER HE BIT SOMEONE – JUNE 1943

15 June 1943

From Lieut. BL Higginson, HQ Squadron 5 Canadian Armoured Division, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Hello Dear: received your short air letter dated 8 June yesterday – the good service
continues, eh? I am glad you got the address book – things like that are so hard to buy over
here. You are on your holidays now and I hope you are having a nice time. I want to know if
you received the “Wych” snaps yet. If so, I'll send you some more as I have some good ones.
How do you like Riddle, my Great Dane? He was so sweet and gentle and followed my around
day and night. He bit a man, so they made me shoot him (the dog) and I miss poor old Riddle a
lot. He was a huge beast.

The weather today is very uncertain and although I know it will be dark and gloomy
pretty soon, it is hard to know just how it will break. The weather is so uncertain here these
days. Things look good in Italy, don't they? I wonder when the invasion will start.

It makes me laugh to hear you say that potatoes are scarce at home. Over here
everywhere you see plastered with “Eat more potatoes”, “Eat potatoes instead of bread,” etc.,
etc. They even make bread out of potatoes and everyone eats stacks of them as a patriotic
gesture. I was out on Wednesday and had some grand food. The people I visited have a sort of
farm estate and the food there is glorious. The Chilean ambassador and his daughter were
there. I am getting my picture very soon by the photographer Cecil Beaton of whom I told you.

Later – Just received a parcel containing two orange juice, soda biscuits, cheese, etc.
Very welcome indeed.



Collection of letters written home by Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson
during the period from 1942 to 1945

Byron Higginson Letters Home 20180717.docx Page 71 of 197

Just returned from town after seeing a film called “Squadron Leader X”: I met the star
Eric Portnoy several times. The scenes of London life are absolutely true to life, amazingly so –
the trains, stations, etc. I hope you have a good rest dear and that you enjoy your holiday. I'm
hoping for one soon and I want to go to Eire or Scotland. Which do you think is better? I am
going to a tea on Sunday in the village at a big house in honour of Lady Tweedsmuir whose
husband was Governor General. I'm afraid it will be very boring but it is compulsory sort of – I
got a pile of Montreal Gazette newspapers today dated as late as May 11th. Funny to read of
MP's not wanting to send supplies to England – Oh, those crazy French Canadians! Papers here
are so tiny due to paper shortage, but very compact and no wasted space. Well dear, good
night and god bless. Cheerio, I will see you soon.

*******

48. MENU FROM A RESTAURANT – JUNE 1943

17 June 1943

Just enclosing this menu from a middle-class restaurant in London much like Murray's –
it is very misleading, as everything sounds good but cream is not cream, butter is not butter,
sausage is not sausage, etc., etc., etc.

I thought you'd find it interesting.

*******
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49. I RECEIVED TWO PAIRS OF SOCKS – JUNE 1943

Hello Dear: Received your letter from St. Anne de Bellevue yesterday. I am glad that
the cottage is so nice and that you are enjoying yourself. I received two nice pairs of socks.
They are grand. What I shall be able to use as it gets colder is two good flannel shirts. I may be
able to get them here, but would rather have them from Canada. I got a new book of coupons
yesterday, seventy of them and I have 19 left from last year, so I am one of the very few people
over here who are cloths-coupon rich.

I am enclosing a few more snaps and hope you like them. I have no more film left as I
gave one of the three to John. There are so many snaps I can take if I had film. I have always
wanted to take one under Byron's monument. I shall mail this letter air mail; it will be the first
that I have sent this way this year. I want you to get the snaps as soon as possible. I see you
haven't received the ones from Wych Cross yet.

It's a dazzling beautiful day today, St. Jean-Baptiste, and I am on my lunch hour. I'm
going to the bank in an hour, through the lovely countryside into the ancient town. It is a grand
life these days, if uncertain.

I wrote Neal and Boy (Greig) yesterday. Forward Neal's letters to him, as I don't know
his address. I'll write Peggy again one of these days. So, the cat didn't like the indignity of being
carried in a basket, eh?

Where is Hope? I should write her, I guess. I am hoping to go to London this weekend.
I have to buy a sleeping bag and they cost half of a month's pay, between eight and ten guineas.
What with mess bills, a wedding present to a fellow officer, etc., I'll be fairly poor in June.
However, I eat well and regularly which is the main thing these days, I guess.

*******
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50. I RECEIVED A NOTE OF FUNDS TRANSFER FROM THE BANK – JUNE 1943

30 June 1943

Hello Dear: Received another letter from you today dated the 23rd, and a notice from
the bank that £5.10.00 has been credited. I was very surprised and terribly pleased as I am
exceptionally short this month and £5 makes a very big difference. I had a letter from Bern, she
is sending me some Fanny Farmers. Also, a very nice letter from Mr. Peirs in response to a letter
I sent him when I heard about Art. Received two pairs of lovely socks, one pair home knit, I can
always use socks --- and if all that isn't good enough, I got two big boxes of precious chocolate.

Bank transfer document with note of thanks

You will be pleased to hear that I am arranging to have my photo done next Monday if
all goes well by no less than the famous Cecil Beaton of whom I told you in the last letter.
Imagine he charges you fifty guineas and then is doing you a favour. I haven't met him yet but
will tell you all when it is done. I dread going almost as if he is the dentist.

I went to London on Saturday noon and returned Sunday midnight, went to a few
parties and had a nice time.

It seems like a funny place to go for a holiday but it certainly sounds nice. Will you keep
the place and commute for a while? It would have been grand to have had a place like that in
'35 -'41 all right. I am sorry you were without mail for so long, I try to write you regularly.
Whatever you do, there is no necessity to worry about me. Remember what I told you - - you
will hear very quickly if anything happens to me and as long as you hear nothing you may be
sure that all is well. I sent you a few more snaps and if you could send me another few rolls of
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film (620), I'll send you some more. I'm terribly busy these days and don't seem to get much
spare time and it is going to get harder.

Later...

As if all the receipts weren't enough tonight, I get a box of true orange juice, cheese,
biscuits, lobster, etc., which is wonderful. If these things are rationed, please don't send it to me
as I really can go without as much as I like to receive them. In England, all these things are on
“points” and everyone just gets enough and no more and it is so nice to take something along
when invited for a meal.

One of Frances Higginson’s ration books that she used in Montreal

Yes, dear, it is just over a year since I left, and whether I am better or worse after a year
in the army is hard to say. Somehow, I feel that I am losing that great sympathy and love of
people and things I once had. So many people bore me and annoy me, and things that were
once fascinating and alluring don't look so good now. I am changed in a subtle way that maybe
only you would notice. I am more selfish and self-centered and haven't the self-confidence and
ambition I used to have. Well, I suppose we all change sometimes. I wish the war would end
quickly, but what then? I'd go home and see you and poke around and feel sort of useless.

*******
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51. I HAVE MY OWN JEEP AT IMPERIAL ARMOURED CORPS HQ – JULY 1943

7 July 1943

From BL Higginson, Headquarters Squadron, 5 Canadian Armoured Division, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Hello Dear – I've been very busy these last few days, I haven't had a change to breath
hardly. I got up at 4:45 on Sunday morning and worked all day and then drove over to Toat
Farm for the evening by Jeep. Incidentally, I have a jeep now. I had a wonderful diner, drinks,
etc. A girl who was once married to a Canadian called Sir James Dunn was there and she talked
about Canada and knew lots of people I know around Montreal. Have you ever heard of a Lady
Dunn? I never had. She is now married to a Major O'Brien and they invited me for drinks at
their flat in London. It may interest you to know that I am now with the Imperial Armoured
Divisional Headquarters for a few days. I am the only Canadian here and it is rather strange.
However, I am leaving today for my own unit again. It is confusing in the British Army; they eat
meals at such peculiar hours and the men and batmen especially are so servile and subservient
and wait on you hand and foot as if you were the Pope or something. However, it is very
comfortable and I'll be spoiled when I go back to the 6th Hussars again.

There isn't much to say today so I'll let this letter go on without saying anything. It is
lovely here, the weather grand and fine. The summer is certainly passing very quickly now I
guess we wait until the “leaves of autumn fall.” However, England is a swell place to wait in and
we could do much worse.

*******
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52. I AM NOT IN SICILIY – JULY 1943

12 July 1943

Hello Mom: We've been so busy recently, I haven't had a chance to write. I was
frightened that you might have thought that we were the ones who landed in Sicily – but our
turn has not yet come. We are all very excited about it – I just heard on a Canadian radio
programme that Eddie O'Toole was one of the ones who landed. Needless to say, I know lots of
them but it is no use to tell you because you wouldn't know them.

I used to talk about going into town, a lovely beautiful English town, part of it is very
lovely and old, and part of it is very modern and up to date. I went to a dance hall there on the
weekends when I wasn’t in London, and sometimes several times a week – well we left that
neighbourhood and county, and on Friday, the town was bombed and 184 people in the cinema
were killed. Exactly the place where I spent many a happy evening at the movies, in the bar and
at the dance. I knew lots of people who must have “had” it. It is very strange and very tragic.

I've been in two bombings since I've been here, but they were fairly minor – one was in
London. The ack-ack fire is more frightening than the bombs. It is certainly a spectacular affair.

I received cartons of Winchesters – thanks. Don't send me any razor blades as I was
terribly lucky and bought several hundred Gillette at 5/ a hundred. They cost 6 cents each in
Canada. I could sell a hundred blades for three quid and I only paid five bob (a quid is a pound
$4.50) and a bob is a shilling (a quarter).

Well dear, I was thinking tonight of the time when Daddy was sick and how we all pulled
together and how wonderful you were, working, nursing and housekeeping. What lovely
memories we have and how tender and sweet they are. When things go all wrong and life is
very hard and grim, I always seem to have an imaginary conversation with you. I tell you all my
troubles and you always say “Well, dear, it will all come out for the best, you had better have a
bath and go to bed and it will look different in the morning.” And then I kiss you good night and
sure enough in the morning all is bright and I feel happy and cheerful.

We are doing very intensive training now up at 5:45 a.m. Up for physical training (PT),
etc., and out on schemes all night, sleeping on the ground, but it isn't bad.

Well darling, this minute thinking of you is precious, it is the only link that binds me to
this earth at all. If it weren't for you, I just wouldn't care what happened to me. But I'll be O.K. I
feel I'll get through to see you and look after you as you get older. Goodnight Maw.

*******
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53. I JUST RECEIVED A SECOND BOX OF LAURA SECORDS – JULY 1943

15 July 1943

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, Headquarters Squadron, 5th Canadian Armoured Division, Canadian
Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: Just received the box of Laura Secord’s and on the same day a small parcel
from Bern. I am keeping the chocolates for my next leave, if I get one. They are just about
priceless over here. We are still on heavy training and it is pretty hard and long hours so I really
feel like I am earning my five bucks a day. We are all watching events in Sicily and wondering
what will happen to the 5th Division – don't forget, I am at the headquarters of the 5th, with is
an armoured division with heavy tanks.

I was just thinking today of how you and I used to sneak off Friday nights when Daddy
was cutting the lawn, down the road past Bern's and across the field, and over the fence and the
tracks, and down Milroy avenue to the Valois Country Club to see the shows. That was fun, eh?
And intermissions to go and buy ice cream cones and those terrifically exciting serials (short
movies in a series). And Daddy used to think you were dragging me down the downward path to
perdition and degradation.

Family portrait with ¨Daddy.¨ Back row from left: Byron, Blake, John Bright, Frances Ann and Neal Higginson.
Front Row: Mary Frances (Peggy) Higginson. To come: Greig (Boy) Higginson.

Sometimes when I am exhausted and there is no place to go and nothing to do, I just lie
down, and all those pictures and scenes of you and I growing together and walking together
through hot sunny fields and through great sub-zero blizzards flash in front of me like a movie.
It seems so long ago, such a happy wholesome world it was though. And how things have
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changed. I pray that I can be a simple, unaffected lad again so that I can be worthy of you.
Another thing I was seeing today, was the time you bought those books – eleven volumes in
Morocco - $83.63 and how thrilling it was for me to read them. I can still smell the exciting
smell of each new volume as I opened it – a new world. Taking the money orders for six dollars
eleven cents to the post office and dropping in at Bachand's on the way home for a pound and a
half of pork sausages and a dime's worth of carrots and liver for the cat.

¨Our Wonder World¨ books of knowledge referred to above by Byron – each volume was dedicated to a specific
subject.

This is a funny letter, dear, but these and hundreds of other things go through my mind
– I could write these reminiscences for days. I am mailing this letter to St-Anne-de-Bellevue
although I don't know how long you are living there. I wrote you two days ago in Westmount.
Love to all. Tell Peggy I do lots of business with Lloyd’s over here, i.e., regimental business and
will send her a calendar of London.

*******
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54. DON’T SEND ANY MORE BIG PARCELS – JULY 1943

20 July 1943

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, Headquarters Squadron, 5th Canadian Armoured Division CA (O)

How are you today dear? I don't know where you live, so I decided to write you at the
store – I feel if I write to you at St-Anne-de-Bellevue, you will be living in Westmount, so I hope
you get this OK. I wrote one letter to Westmount and another to St-Anne-de-Bellevue last
week.

I just had a letter from Kees van K. He tells me that his twin brother Dick, whom you
have met, is in a sanatorium, his left lung affected with T.B. Isn't that a shame? Dick is such an
active man too, a great skier, etc., But Kees is glad he is in Canada where he can get good food
and fresh air. You could write him care of Netherlands Delegation, Ottawa.

Please don't sent me any more large parcels as I cannot carry them around with me. I
love to get them and they are lovely and have been a godsend, but we all decided here to have
no more sent as it is impossible to move around with them. You could send small parcels to us
such as chocolates, but no big ones. I have four jars of orange juice so I'll take that along and
use it up. If I ever move, I am leaving all my things at “The Netherlands Embassy, c/o Johnkeer
A.P.C. Van Karnebeek, Portman Square, London. S.W.I.”

I'll mark them all plainly and leave the key with Kees so that he can open them and send
me soap and things I want. I have accumulated quite a lot of junk. When we go into action, we
can only carry what we can take on our backs. However, none of this is very significant as
fellows are still betting we have our Xmas dinner in England. I hope to have privilege leave soon
– I haven't had any long leave since February, when I was at the Gilbey's. Did you get the
second and third lot of snaps yet? The mail will be in in a few minutes and I have a feeling that
there will be a letter from you, so I'll wait a few minutes before I seal this up – No, not a thing in
the mail so good bye. As ever and ever. B.

*******
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55. BOATING ON THE CAM RIVER IN GRANTCHESTER – JULY 1943

Monday, 26 July 1943

From: BL Higginson, Headquarters Squadron, 5 Canadian Armoured Division, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

It is terribly hot and impressive here and yet we must wear heavy battle dress – no summer drill
like in Canada. I've been without any leaves for about two months now and I am almost going
batty as we are quite isolated and have not much to do for relaxation. I went to a dance at a
dismal coastal town the other night which wasn't bad. I seem to be doing a lot of dancing this
year and I'm getting pretty fair at it. Yesterday, Sunday, I went AWOL for the day to Cambridge.
I was there about a year ago. It is really a heavenly sort of town, full of the most beautiful
buildings and churches. I met a fellow by coincidence that I knew in London. He is an undergrad
at Clare College. So, he took me and two girls in a punt about four miles up the Cam River to
Grantchester. It was wonderful just lying back in the sun watching the people. The river was
filled with punts and canoes and people picnicking and swimming - all nationalities and forces
represented. It was sweltering hot and we had tea in a garden of the Red Lion made famous by
a poet called Robert Brooke whose poetry I have in the bookcase. Byron also lived at
Grantchester – I mean Lord Byron – I wish I did. Then, I bicycled back to town, the rest of the
party stayed. I went up to the rooms of a very wealthy lad called Van Raalte, who had rooms in
Trinity College that Edward VII used to have. It was strange to be with these university boys –
they seem so young and I feel so old in comparison. Had dinner at a famous Cambridge
restaurant called Tony's with a girl and an officer in our unit. Incidentally, I had lunch yesterday
at an old Dickensy place (a Charles Dickens-like place) called Rutland Arms at Newmarket, the
town where the Derby is run.

I received a small parcel today, dear, thank-you. But don't bother to send me more because I
just don't seem to be able to use the stuff. I have no water near my room, and nowhere to
prepare any food and I just can't keep it as we are moving around all the time. I do wish I could
get some more films – 620's. Maybe you could get them through the Associated Screen News
(where Neal worked). Mussolini is on the unemployment line today. I wish Hitler and Hirohito
were too, and then I could go home. I got the cigarettes and can use them, especially
Buckingham’s. I am working very hard and I am just beginning to think that I may go home in
the not too distant future. Gosh, I wish the war would hurry and be over.

Well, dear, good-night. I don't see how I can sleep if it stays so hot – but it is not nearly as hot as
it gets in Canada. Write as often as you can. I adore your letters; they always seem to cheer me
up and make me feel like myself. I try to write as often as possible. Love to all.

*******
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56. I HELPED A GREEK PRINCESS AND MET FRED ASTAIR`S SISTER – AUGUST 1943

4th August 1943

I can't find any ink so I'll try and write with this lousy pencil. At last, I am going on leave
starting tomorrow morning for nine days. I really need a leave badly as I am getting very fed up,
browned off and gloomy again.

8th August 1943, just back from mass at Brompton Oratory

On leave in London, dear, London again and I have been so busy, I haven't had much
time to write, dear, but I have had such a good time and have so much to tell you. So, you'll just
have to be patient and wait for a day or two and wait until I get back, then I'll be able to tell you
all about it. I brought that sugar you sent me, marmalade, cheese, etc., into Kees and had it for
breakfast. I've had wonderful breakfasts, real eggs, and Windsor bacon twice, egg powder and
bacon today, fried tomatoes and mushrooms and Windsor bacon. As you can see, I’m not doing
too badly. I haven't had a letter from you for some time, but I expect there are several waiting
for me when I get back. I went to a very grand party at the Dorchester the other evening and
talked the whole time to royalty without knowing at first. King Peter of Yugoslavia, a young kid,
but quite nice and his little fiancé, a girl called Princess Alexandria of Greece. She is very smart
and very pretty and simple, yet very much a princess. In fact, I got mixed up in a sort of intrigue
with them. I'll tell you all about it in a long letter. But it seemed so funny for a Canadian soldier
to be helping out a real princess in distress. It sounds quite fantastic, doesn't it? I also have
made friends with Fred Astaire’s famous sister. She is lots of fun and introduced me to a
beautiful American girl who I go out with once or twice. Much more later - Love.

*******
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57. VISIT TO OXFORD – AUGUST 1943

Friday, August 13th, 1943

Hello Sweet! I just returned from my leave today and I'm writing you an air letter which
you will get long before this. I don't know what to say in this letter. Should I write the air letter
first and say what's left, or what?

I know! Of the nine days leave I had, I spend two days in Oxford, so I'll just isolate this
letter and tell you all about Oxford, OK?

Well last Monday morning, I left Kees with a small suitcase I borrowed (my big one is
grand but too big for a two-day visit). I took a taxi over across Hyde Park over to Paddington
Station. The station was absolutely the maddest place I ever saw, packed with people going on
holiday. Going on holiday or to the sea in August is a great English institution but the railways
don't make any provision for it and it is terrific. I had a third-class ticket and I stood all the way
to Oxford, two and a half hours – boy, was it hot! I finally got out at the station (my first visit)
and tried to get a room. Everyone just laughed at me at the two main hotels, the Mitre and the
Randolph were booked completely until October. However, I finally found a sort of Allied Aid
Centre or something and, after persuading the woman that I really was a Canadian officer (I was
in my old grey suit), she got me a tiny room in a YMCA officers' club. It was clean and just had a
small single bed, a dresser and a chair. In fact, if it didn’t have a bright flowery bedcover, you'd
have thought it was a jail. The woman wanted me to go and stay with a Mr. & Mrs. Low. He is
Dean of Christchurch Cottage and a Canadian. But I just didn't feel like being a guest or having
to be charming and polite. I wanted to see Oxford in my own way.

Well, then I went to have a very good tea at the Mitre. It was full of interesting people
and officers on leave. How I wish you could have sat there with me and we could have talked
for hours. However, I was alone and I thought of you. Well, it's five o'clock now and hot as hell
so I walked up to the River Cherwell and went swimming there. It is lovely there, so quiet and
peaceful and clean cold water. After my swim, I wandered around alone, walked through the
famous Bodleian Library, Oriel College, Christ Church College, Brasenose College, Magdalen
(pronounced Maudlin). Oxford is by far the loveliest place I have ever seen. It is gorgeous, rich
and exquisite. The buildings, gardens, shops, museums and libraries all seem to blend. Lovely
shady streets, beautiful lawns and parks, full of graceful spires and domes of dozens of churches.
Very romantic and strange atmosphere of drowsiness and isolation from the world of war. How
I would love to send my children here. Then later, I went to some old pubs and drank beer, and
unusual for me, I didn't talk to anyone but just sat there and listened and watched and dreamed
and was a little homesick. The pubs closed at 10:30 so I went to the American Red Cross Hostel
with an American sergeant who invited me. Then back to Oriel Street and to bed. The next day
was about the same. I had lunch at the Randolph and poked around churches, etc. I met a
young fellow whose father is organist at the Anglican Cathedral at Quebec. I asked him for
morning coffee with me at 11 o'clock and the waitress left a big tray of cakes on the floor, so I
stepped onto them. What a mess! I stayed over Wednesday night and left early in the morning
for London and reached Paddington at 10 o'clock and had a seat all the way.

Well darling, that is my trip to Oxford. Someday, you and I will go to Oxford together
and have tea at the Mitre on High Street. I just have that feeling. I am getting a little bit more
serious about myself. I have been offered a job after the war, travelling all over the world.
Gosh, I wish you were here to talk these things over with me. I don't know whether to go back
to Canada, or to make London the centre of my life. I'll have to make a decision eventually.
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Is there anything you want me to send you? There isn't an awful lot, but you'd be
surprised by the stuff there still is here. Practically every woman in the tubes and third class
carriages has beautiful rings and heavy valuable jewelry that you only see really wealthy women
with in Canada.

Well sweet, I've got to do the blackouts and then I'll go to bed. It seems as the summer
of 1943 is drawing to a close and still dawdling about in the Army. Many people think the war
will be over in the spring. I hope so. There is still an awful lot to do yet.

Love to all goodnight – come and tuck me in and kiss me goodnight.

Be an angel and send these cards for me. They are nice, aren't they? Some of them
aren't addressed properly. Will you fix them up, stamp them, etc.

*******
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58. THIS IS JUST A THANK-YOU NOTE FOR BEING AN ANGEL – AUGUST 1943

14 August 1943

From: BL Higginson, Headquarters Squadron, 5th Canadian Armoured Division, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Hello Darling: I wrote you last night via ordinary mail and told you about my two days in
Oxford and enclosed postcards for you to forward on. I returned here yesterday and found a
notice say that £7.16.9 had been deposited to my account. Well dear, that is a marvellous thing
to have greet you on return from leave as one is usually pretty broke. Also, I received that
wonderful sweater. It is a beauty and one of the nicest I have ever seen. It is the kind I have
always wanted and will be invaluable for the winter. I have three lovely sweaters now, the
Jacquard sleeveless, the new one and an Australian purple-blue one that John gave me for that
old fawn one that I had. Sometimes, I feel as lonely and homesick and feel that I am just
nobody, and then, when I get all these lovely things, it makes me happy to feel that I am not
forgotten. I also received two cartons of cigarettes, one from my dear Mom and one from that
club in Montreal North. It was nice of Mrs. S. to have them send the cigarettes. John is always
delighted to get his. You couldn't send them to anyone better. He is poor, he smokes an awful
lot, he hates English cigarettes and he is on “ops.” Also, he is very grateful. Tomorrow is Sunday
and I hope to go down to Toat Farm for the day to visit my Jewish friends there. They live in
luxury and eat better that we ever did at home. I am glad you are having a nice summer at St-
Anne-de-Bellevue. But dear, it sounds very hard lugging all those groceries out and working all
day. You must try and take things easier. Don't forget that we have lots of life in front of us yet
and I want you to be healthy to enjoy it.

Things are getting clearer to me and I'll be OK. I wrote you a long letter last night and
will write you another tomorrow. This is just a thank-you note for being an angel. I still have
lots to tell you about my leave. Love B.

*******
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59. ONLY THE CLOSEST FAMILY CAN SHARE YOUR TROUBLES – AUGUST 1943

Tuesday night, 24 August 1943

From: BL Higginson, Headquarters Squadron, 5th Canadian Armoured Division, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Hello Dear: It is some time since I have written. I haven't been able to write due to
“circumstances beyond my control,” I don't feel much like writing tonight, so I am just going on
for a bit and then I'll go to bed and continue tomorrow. I'll just talk a little more to my darling
sweet Mom and tell her how much I love her and how much I miss her. I am trying to attain
some sort of security for you, dear. I want to buy a beautiful little cottage, maybe over here in
the south of England, or maybe in Canada, where you could live. You could keep house and I
would be travelling around and I would visit during my leaves and holidays and that would be
my heaven.

I was at the place where Blake and I were together. I passed through it the other day
and it seemed so vivid. I went into a little pub where we had a beer, Larry, Blake and I. I started
to blub. I just couldn't help it. But then Blake seemed right beside me quiet and serene and
humming “Pennies from Heaven” and I really felt him there and he seemed bubbling over with
happiness and in good spirits so I felt better. Someday, maybe you and I could go to that pub in
Buckinghamshire (Bucks) and visit. I miss Blake so much.

Pennies from Heaven was a popular American song introduced by Bing Crosby in 1936. The
music and Lyrics were written respectively by Arthur Johnston and Johnny Burke.

A long time ago, a million years BC

The best things in life, were absolutely free

But no one appreciated, a sky that was always blue

And no one congratulated, a moon that was always new

So it was planned that they would vanish now and then

And you must pay before you get them back again

That's what storms were made for

And you shouldn't be afraid for, every time it rains it rains, Pennies from heaven

Don't you know each cloud contains, Pennies from heaven

You'll find your fortune falling, all over town

Be sure that your umbrella is upside down

Trade them for a package of sunshine and flowers

If you want the things you love, you must have showers

So when you hear it thunder, don’t run under a tree

There'll be pennies from heaven for you and me

I get depressed some times and no matter what friends you have or how good they are,
they only want to see you when you are smiling and happy. When you are sad and lonely, you
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must face it alone, alone, so alone and only the closest family can share your troubles. Do you
agree? I suppose it is best that way. After all, you can't expect soldiers to cry on each other's
shoulders.

That sweater is grand. I received a box of Laura Secord’s from Bern today. I'll write her
shortly. The weather is getting closer and closer and I am honestly glad. Don't worry about me,
as I'm OK, and I think that maybe due to your prayers more than anything else, I'll get through
this war. Isn't this a cheery letter, if everyone wrote letters like this to their families, I think the
home front moral would go to hell. And if you wrote such a gloomy letter, you'd be charged
with spreading despondency and despair. My address is now “Headquarters Squadron, 5th
Canadian Armoured Division” again. Don't worry about these two addresses. I get your mail
within a few days later, that's all. I'll cable you when I am sure my address will stay the same for
a while. Well, goodnight angel. Pretty good for a “no-letter”, eh? Regards to Peggy and all. I
sending some leather and lavender. What is hope's address? Night. XXX

P.S. I get your letters very very quickly (4 – 6 days)

*******
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60. I AM GETTING TERRIBLY FED UP OF THE ARMY – AUGUST 1943

15 September 1943

From: BL Higginson, Headquarters Squadron, 5th Canadian Armoured Division, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Hello Dear: I'm afraid I've been neglecting you because I haven't written for almost two
weeks, although I've received two or three letters from you, plus clippings, etc. Sometimes, I
get into a mood when I just can't seem to write and I think it is better not to force a letter.
Besides, we have been frightfully busy. In fact, I'm working harder now than I have for ages and I
have a lot of responsibility which involves a lot of real worries and headaches. I am waiting and
watching for word from Neal but nothing so far. I wish he would hurry and get in touch with me
as I am most anxious to see him. I haven't had any leave at all since August but hope to get a
weekend very soon. So, you are staying at St-Anne-de-Bellevue until October 15th. I'm glad to
know that so I'll know when to stop sending mail there. It must be grand, so quiet and peaceful
and home-like. I am getting terribly fed up with the army – I guess I was never made for army
life, anyway. However, I'm not the only one. I want so much to get back to some normal way of
life, with some kind of definite future ahead. If this war goes on, I'll be too old to try and re-
establish myself in Canada. I guess the only thing will be to stay over here, where I have a few
connections. However, all that is yet to come. I imagine everyone has the same thoughts
although a lot have a definite niche to go back to. I have you to go back to anyhow and not
many have such a wonderful person as you are behind them. I haven't seen John for ages. He is
on leave now but I can't get away to see him. I'd love to though, because he is such a fine
fellow. He will be getting a bar to his D.F.C soon which makes him a super hero. I hope that you
will meet him someday. I am trying to get a definite offer of a job over here for after the war. If
I do get the one I'm seeking, it will be a good one – maybe as good as £1000 a year. If so, start
packing on Armistice Day.

*******
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61. I VISITED STONHENGE – SEPTEMBER 1943

19 September 1943, Sunday night

From: BL Higginson, Headquarters Squadron, 5th Canadian Armoured Division, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Hello Dear: Just a few words before I go to bed. I am orderly officer and have to make
my rounds at midnight, so it is no use going to bed yet. It is getting very cold and we are living in
very primitive quarters and I freeze at night. I am wearing that lovely sweater now. It is very
warm and comfortin'.

I sent a wire to RCAF headquarters on Friday pre-paying an answer asking for Neal's
address but so far no answer or word from him. I am wondering if they have sent him to Africa
or Italy. I am still so anxious to see him.

I went over to see an American friend in the American Red Cross in Salisbury today. He
has a car and we drove around. I saw Stonehenge, the most famous of all monuments in all of
England. Those are great stones on a hill and have been there for three or four thousand years.
No one knows how they got there or who erected them or what they are – but they are most
impressive. Salisbury Cathedral is very lovely, but not nearly as wonderful as Winchester.
Salisbury is quite a nice town. I had a swell lunch – fried plaice, which is a nice fish. I love fried
sole as much as anything I have ever eaten. Have you ever tried it? Also, a nice tea at an
American Red Cross Hostel – chicken sandwiches and cakes. Tea is the custom here at around
four or five and I never thought we'd get into the habit, but we do, and I must have my tea.

I received your letter dated 9 September and the $25, i.e. the £5.11.0 and it is very
welcome. I will keep it for my next leave. You have no idea how expensive it is here – i.e. for
luxuries. That must have been a surprise getting that money from Vancouver (an unexpected
inheritance), and a welcome one too, eh? I am OK financially, dear, and I appreciate the money
you send so much. You are the sweetest, darlingest maw. I don't know why I get depressed –
maybe it’s the weather. It is mostly because I am so ultra-sensitive (oh poor me!) and I hate to
make mistakes and hate to be criticized. The Army is sort of tough and I'm not very. But
nobody knows that. They all think I'm a tough, hard, bad man - but I fool them! It is hard to
pretend to be what you're not. I go out in tanks a lot and feel perfectly at home in them. They
aren't so bad you know!

Well, nighty-night dear and be awfully good to yourself so that you will be able to catch
up with good times when I get back. Love as ever and always. XXX.

*******
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62. TOMORROW IS YOUR BIRTHDAY – OCTOBER 1943

Sunday, 3 October, 1943

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, Headquarters Squadron (6th Hussars), 5th Canadian Armoured
Division, Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I am receiving your letters regularly and quickly, dear, and hope you are
receiving mine likewise. Tomorrow is your birthday. Gee, I wish I was there. I'd buy an orange,
a tin of pineapple and a whole egg in a shell and give them to you, and for a real present, a small
bottle of petrol perfume and a pair of red rubber earnings. Also, a ripe old banana. No fooling,
though, I'd fix up a fine dinner and buy a cake at the bakery (Select) and candles and a bottle of
wine. I sent you some flowers – I hope you get them OK. I sent them to the store because you
can't send them through the General Post Office. I still haven't heard a word from Neal. I sent a
telegraph to RCAF Headquarters but they say he isn't in England. Maybe he's gone to Africa. It's
at least warm there.

Yesterday, I was in town for a few hours and I spent £10.0.0 on a safari bed, a portable
mattress – bedroll and a fleece-lined sleeping bag. I am going to try and get a pair of flannelette
sheets. It is bloody cold here now. I guess if I'm going to be here all winter, I may as well be
warm and comfortable. I am on schemes all the time, sleeping in hedges, and trucks and tents
so this bed ensemble of mine is very handy, warm and easily packed and carried. I have had a
terrible cold but it is OK now. Now, I have an awful attack of hives and they are driving me
crazy, and the doctor can't do a thing for me. I wish you'd send me some of your good vitamin
pills – air mail, if you can. I guess I could really get them here, but I think they may be better at
home. I don't need a thing dear otherwise.

The other day, I saw Ernie White from Valois. He is a lance-corporal in the Headquarters
in the Signals. He has married an English girl. He was telling me about everybody from Valois. I
don't very often run into people I used to know. John O’Gara, a friend of mine from N.F.N.Y is
near here, he is a Lieutenant in the US Navy.

I haven't had a bit of leave since August but hope for a nine-day one in November, when
I'll try once more to get to Dublin for a day or two. I feel terrible about Bob Lorrimer, will you be
sure about it, and if he is definitely posted as dead, I'll write his mother if you give me the
address. Bob and his brothers were really wonderful good, clean lads, but they went through a
tough time in their youth. Each of them was potentially the finest of citizens and the cream of
the country. I'll write in a day or two, dear. Love to all. I have some more post cards.

P.S. Kees van Karnebeek is in the sanatorium with T.B.

*******
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63. QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS – OCTOBER 1943

5 October, 1943

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, Headquarters Squadron (6th Hussars), 5th Canadian Armoured
Division, Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello again: Just received your letter dated 27 September – the one where you ask all
the questions. I guess I'll answer them all. - OK here goes.

 Q: What do you want for Xmas?
o A: Darling, I want you for Xmas, but if I can't have you I don't want

nuttin! I'm going to buy a pair of shoes next week, because mine are
falling to pieces and I need a new pair right away.

 Q2: Blake's things?
o A: I haven't anything of his except his empty pocket book and some

snaps. The rest of his things are in New Zealand, I guess. They were
with Larry's things. I'm checking into it at the depository at Colnbrook –
it's near Mercy Gilbey's.

 Q3: Photo?
o A: I haven't had a minute to get it done, but will do it very soon.

 Q4: Heather?
o A: I am still waiting to get some and send it. Just be patient.

Sorry fruit is so short, dear, it is over here too. I'm going to the hospital tomorrow, to a
dermatologist. I have a bad rash and hives all over me and I can't sleep at night with the itch. I
hope he can cure me. I'm mailing this letter to the store, but the next one will be for 67B. I
thought maybe you'd still be out in the country over the weekend if the weather is good. I had a
letter from John yesterday. He is a Flight-lieutenant now. I am still hoping to see Neal soon. I
expect a letter any day now I think. I am going back to the 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps
Reinforcement Unit after the hospital but I'll cable you. Well dear, I hope this war will soon be
over. Do you think we'll be together next fall? There seem to be two schools of thought 1- That
Germany will crack up like Italy, or 2 – that a long bloody war is yet to be fought. After all,
Germany conquered the whole of Europe except England by a sort of psychological warfare.
Maybe, we'll be able to defeat them that way but I doubt if Germany will crumble until we are
actually on German soil and that may be a long time, eh? It is depressing. Well, I must be back
to work. I'm dreading this long dreary winter ahead of me, but I suppose I'll survive it. Love to
all. B.

*******
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64. I AM GOING TO THE HOSPITAL TOMORROW – OCTOBER 1943

6 October, 1943

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, Headquarters Squadron (6th Hussars), 5th Canadian Armoured
Division, Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I have written you three days in succession now – this is the third. I was to
see a friend – a Mr. Leonard Hanna, who is a big shot in the American Red Cross. He is an
American. He says there is a new edition of Life & Times printed completely for overseas
mailing. He is writing a friend of his in New York who will order the magazine for me and I gave
him your name so you can arrange to pay this person in New York. So, dear, could you make
that my Christmas present? If you aren't allowed to pay, maybe Bern (Frances Ann’s sister in
Rochester, New York) could pay, and you could pay her in Canadian money. I'd love to have a
good American magazine that I could read this winter. It will be so dreary if we continue to stay
in England.

It is cold and rainy today and I am going to the hospital tomorrow. I guess just for a few
hours although they may keep me for a few days. I have to get to work. I would like to write for
hours, but not this time. I'll check your letter and post cards this weekend as I'll have a lot more
time to do these things. As I told you, Kees van Karnebeek is in the sanatorium with T.B, just
like Dick his twin brother. I will be able to go see him quite a lot. His address is A.P.G. Van
Karnebeek, Prior Place, Heatherside, Camberley, Surrey, England. So, if you want to write him,
there you are. He is much nicer than Dick, and you would like him. Well, goodbye for now dear.

*******
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65. BACKGROUND – OCTOBER 1943 – RETURN TO THE 3RD CANADIAN ARMOURED CORPS
REPLACEMENT UNIT

In early October 1943, the 5th Canadian Armoured Division was advised that it was being
deployed to Italy. It immediately started returning the equipment that it had been issued and
started organising advance parties which departed at the end of the month.

In mid-October 1943, Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson, was transferred from the
Headquarters Squadron of the 5th Canadian Armoured Division back to the 3rd Canadian
Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit. No reason for this transfer was outlined in his letters – he
may not have been needed, or he may have been excluded for medical reasons – he visited the
hospital on or about October 7th, where he was being treated for a bad rash and hives all over
his body,

Regardless of the reasons for this transfer, it was one that greatly affected Lieutenant Byron
Laurier Higginson’s destiny. After he was returned to the reinforcement unit, he was eventually
assigned to an armoured unit that fought on the front lines in Northern Europe.

*******
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66. I DO THINK THAT WHATEVER HAPPENS, IT WILL BE GOD’S WILL – OCTOBER 1943

23 October, 1943

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Hello Darling: It is a very long time since I have written you, dear, but I'm going to make
up for it and try to write a hell of a lot for the next while. I keep getting your letters frequently
and it is so nice to hear from you all the time. They take a few days longer than they used to but
in future until I cable, it is the old 3 CACRU again.

I have been going out a lot – I was to a party at Beatrice Lillie's flat in London. She is
terribly nice and not at all aloof. She had a young son – only 20 – killed in the Navy recently.
She only looks about thirty herself and she is such a scream. I was down to the country for the
weekend and stuffed on black market foods, wines, champagnes, etc., but I had such a bad cold
I couldn’t taste anything. I finally got a letter from Neal after I looked him up at RCAF HQ and
sent him a wine. I am hoping to see him in early November and that is the only time we can
make it. We'll cable you together, and try and get some snaps. When I was in the country,
there was a man called the Earl of Middleton, also a guest there. He thinks the war will be over
very soon, almost in weeks. I doubt it. He was there with a girlfriend and he drove me to
London afterwards, where I stayed a few hours, then home again. Also, there was a girl called
Irenée O'Brien, who amongst others was married once to Sir James Dunn, a very rich Canadian.
But she is nice and she invited me to dinner when I go on leave. I am expecting to go on leave
around November 4-6 for about nine days. I'll go up Liverpool way to see Neal, then down to
Somerset in the south-west to visit John and the people he will be staying with down there.

I have not been feeling too well and am going to try and take it easy. I feel sluggish and
have colds all the time and that damn rash has not cleared up despite all the injections and pills.
I guess I'm just falling to pieces. I'm going to try and send you a nice photo for Xmas. I hope I
look well in it. Also, I'll try and send you a few other little things but it is quite hard to get
anything. There is such an enormous tax on everything that what you would like and what you
could get and send cost fabulous prices. Kees is still in the sanatorium at Camberley and I see
him very often. He is going to have a series of operations. I'll write Peggy again, and Boy
(Greig). I was so pleased to get Peggy's letter. Well, Darling, I hope you have a nice winter at
67B. I can't tell you how I'd love to be there, warm, and secure with family. I feel all gooey
when I think of those beautiful past days. Will they come again? I do think that whatever
happens will be God’s will. Love.

*******
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67. THERE HAVE BEEN AIR RAIDS FOR THE LAST TEN NIGHTS – OCTOBER 1943

25 October, 1943

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Hello again Mums: I wrote you a letter this afternoon and do you know what I did? I
forgot to thank you for that super parcel that I received ten days ago. Those flannel shirts are
absolutely lovely, and the most practical things you could imagine. They are so warm and they
are much more serviceable for wearing with battle dress and doing heavy work because they
don't show the dirt. I'll look after them well, dear, and after the war, have them bleached out or
dyed to wear as sport shirts. They're lovely. Also, the socks were most welcome and the
chicklets, cigars, life savers, etc. You're a sweet darling.

There have been air raids here every night for the last ten days. When I was in London a
week ago Thursday, I was invited to the Savoy for supper before I went to Beatrice Lillie's. There
was a terrific raid, the worst since 18 months the papers said. But they didn't compare with the
Blitz. The ack-ack guns are very noisy and the shrapnel is dangerous if you are on the streets.

How is Boy (Greig)? You hardly ever mention him. I think I have his address so I'll write
him. Do you ever see Donald Watson? What is he doing? Where is Hope?

These blue letters are getting scarce again. I hope I'll be able to get some more. They
are very good, aren't they? I sent you some post cards a few weeks ago. I'm going to buy my
Xmas cards and start sending them out. I hope I'll be able to get addresses. Will you give me
Uncle Darwin's address, and any others you think I should send cards to? Well darling, this
room is freezing cold as I think I'll get into bed. Has the fall been nice this year? Nice and crisp
and clear? All it does here is rain every dam day. I feel rather sorry for Neal up north, as it is a
lousy place, however, he is coming down south soon. Have you a map of England? You should
pin one up so you could see what it's like. I'll tell you where I go on my leave.

Well, goodnight my darling mom. I miss you more than you could imagine. I am so
anxious to see you and home again. I think I may be better off to work over here though after
the war as I have made such good connections and that means a lot over here. I am trying to
worm my way into the publishing business and so far, have met some very famous writers, etc.
But I am going home first for a visit as fast as I can. Love to all. Goodnight.

*******
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68. IT WAS WONDERFUL IN THE OLD DAYS – OCTOBER 1943

27 October, 1943 – Thursday evening before supper

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Hello darling, how are you this morning? I presume you will get this letter in the
morning, as you wander down Prospect Street, or do you catch the postman on Clandeboye
Avenue? Do you walk to work these days or do you go by street car from Green Avenue? Do
you and Peggy go down together and do you have a good hot breakfast before you go? I'll bet
you don't have eggs anyway. There is so much I don't know about you these days. Who exactly
lives at 67B? Do you still rent bits and pieces of it? Or what? Do you have a maid? Where do
you buy the groceries? Gosh, it was wonderful in the old days when you got paid and we
whooped over to Steinberg's and loaded up on goodies. Carrying big bags of food over that
windy square and along Dorchester and down to the cellar – Gosh, I'm getting all homesicky
now and it’s all your fault.

Well dear, I applied for leave today and got it approved, so I start on the 4th of
November to the 13th of November. First, I'll go into London on Thursday and stay there until
Saturday a.m. Then, down to Somerset for a weekend with John and then up to Liverpool to
meet Neal on Monday. Monday is his only day off and I'm looking forward so much to seeing
him. We'll talk all day. I think I'll go ritzy and stay at the Adelphi hotel in Liverpool. They say
that it is a terrible city. I have never been there but the Adelphi hotel is OK. We'll cable you and
take some snaps if I can get some film. I think I'll keep a sort of diary for you and write in it
every day of my leave and say what I've done, paste in snaps, programmes, theatre ticket stubs,
newspapers, bus tickets, autographs, everything. Shall I? I am a wee bit short of cash so I'll have
to do a bit of sponging off friends, but they don't seem to mind. I have some rich friends
anyway. I may stop off for a day in Birmingham. It is also supposed to be a terrible city, but very
important industrially. It is the second city in England and Glasgow is the second city in the
British Isles. I just received a parcel of cigarettes just in time for my leave. Thank-you, Momsie!
I hope I get over this cold before I go. I'm all snotty and sniffy. Have you had any colds so far
this year? I hope you have sent some vitamin pills. I'm sure we need them, as we get so little
fruit or vegetables or milk or eggs. I am using that Klim you sent. I mix it with Ovaltine and have
a hot cup every afternoon for my tea. It hits the right spot. Ovaltine is easy to get here. Maybe
if you could send another tin of that milk, it would be handy. I gave a bottle of that orange juice
to Kees. It was my last one. Well Sweet, the bottom of this letter is pretty close so I guess I'll
shut up for a bit. We'll be happy soon. Loves and kisses.

*******
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69. MY TRAVEL DIARY IS AT THE CENSOR – NOVEMBER 1943

20 November 1943 Saturday noon

Hello Dear! I haven't written since I returned from my leave, but I kept a special diary of
my leave for you so you'll know all about it (the diary is at the Censor's office and I don't know
whether they'll let me send it or not. Nevertheless, I had a very lovely time and saw four shows,
and saw everyone. I went up to Liverpool to see Neal but didn't see him there as he had just left
as I arrived. So, I went all the way to Liverpool for nothing. However, it was interesting to see a
northern city – I'd never been north before. However, last Sunday, Neal came out to Gilbey's
and I went down to Slough Station to meet the noon train from London. He arrived and looked
wonderful. We walked over to Gilbey's and he said it was the best meal he had since he arrived
in England. John Sears was there too and Mercy and Puggy Gilbey and Mercy's mother and five
dogs and three cats so we were quite a family gathering in front of the fire last Sunday
afternoon.

Puggy Gilbey and Mercy’s mother with some of her pets

We had a fine tea and Puggy and John drove John and me to Camberley and then Neal
back to London from there. He looks better than I've ever seen him and he was very nice and
charming. I am hoping to see him next week – if I have any money. I am terribly broke and I
wired you for money last night. I hate like hell asking for money and I don't think I'll need to do
it again. I have an eight-pound overdraft and owe John two pounds ten. Money is so easy to
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get rid of and things are so fantastically expensive. However, I am starting on a big economy
push and will be OK after this month end. But December will be very hard indeed if I don't
receive money from you in reply to that wire. Just a bit will put me on my feet for good. I’m
staying in camp this weekend but am going out to tea this afternoon to visit Lord and Lady
Greville, who live nearby. Kees gave me an introduction to them, and they are very nice. I had a
wonderful meal there Thursday night. Well dear, I have nothing to do tomorrow and will write
you a long letter. I just wrote to Neal and I'll write to Peggy tomorrow and maybe Boy (Greig).

Sorry, I had to ask for money, I'm a bitch! But, I'll be OK from now on. Incidentally, I
have had my picture taken by Cecil Beaton, but haven't seen the proofs yet. I want them for a
Xmas present for you.

*******
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70. IT IS VERY COLD AND DAMP AND THERE IS HARDLY ANY FUEL – NOVEMBER 1943

23 November 1943

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Dear Mom: It is so cold and damp and I've never suffered so from the cold as I have the
last few days. There is hardly any fuel, so fires are only allowed for a few hours in the evening.
All is going well and life goes on day by day. I have the usual worries and troubles, and also the
pleasures and recreation.

I think of you every day and go over in my mind, some days more than others, all the
past and all sorts of little things flash into my mind and hunks of the past become vivid and clear
as if life in some strange way was repeating itself. Last night, I dreamt about home and it was
just like distance and time had disappeared and we were all together again.

I told you I saw Neal and hope to see him again very soon and we'll try and get some
snaps. He is looking extremely well and you'd be pleased with him. It is so nice to know that he
is not very far away because sometimes I get rather lonely and feel rather cut off from home.

I suppose it will almost be Christmas when you get this letter, dear. Well, I have a
feeling it will be our last one apart – next Christmas, I'll be with you if I have to cross the world.
It would be so wonderful to go Christmas shopping with you. To see shops lit up and snow,
neither of which I've seen over here. To feel snow crunching under the overshoes and the
wonderful clear sparkling air. I shall go out to some great house for dinner Christmas Day, but
my heart will be with you, and past Christmases will go through my mind – Christmas on
Dorchester, at Valois, at Dorval, on Prospect all made vivid and beautiful by you and your love
for us. Sometimes we were so poor, dear, but that didn't seem to matter, did it? I have met
some very nice people very nearby called Lord and Lady Greville. I go there quite often for
dinner. They have a lovely house and good food and are really very nice but these people can't
conceive of how poverty can make lives warm and colourful. I go there and they are so nice, but
it is not like home.

One thing I have been thinking of is this. Since I've been in England, I've made a lot of
influential friends and in this country, influence means a lot more than at home. Also, I don't
know anyone who would give me a job in Canada and I'd be shoved into something or other that
I'd have to accept at once because I wouldn't have the capital to wait and get what I want. So,
Dear, I'm trying to get leads here in the publishing business and then maybe be transferred to
Canada or the US as a representative of an English publishing company. After all, England will
be the centre of the publishing business, and, I have a friend or two who will keep me until I get
a job – friends who are very rich and don't mind. It is no use going home “looking for a job.” I
don't think I could do that again. “I've had it” as they say. And if I could earn enough it would
give you a chance to come over here and see the place. It would be a nice change and I know
you'd love it. It would be so strange if it all ended up by us having a flat in London, wouldn't it?
Well it is something I've been thinking about. However, there is always the question when will
the war end and when will we be demobilized – maybe not for years yet, although the opinion
here is that Germany will go down very soon indeed. Gosh, I hope so.

I get all your letters OK and love to read about everything. You never mention Hope.
Where and how is she? I feel she is OK and really did a lot for us. I know you don't agree but
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things look a little different from a distance. I'll send her a Xmas letter so be sure and forward it
to her. I'll also write Xmas letters to Darwin, etc., since I have their addresses now. Tell me
what you do on Xmas day – What you eat and who calls and if you go to mass and where. I'll tell
you all about mine. The weather is quite changeable so I’m not positive where I'll be, but be
sure that if I'm in England, I'll be more than well looked after. I feel that England is my second
home and have come to love it in every way. So, I'm very British now and I'll stay that way.
What's more, I'd love to show it to you because it is so lovely (not today) in so many ways. But I
miss fresh air, fuel and snow.

I am enclosing two theatre programmes. One, “The Arc de Triomphe” I saw the first
night and went back stage and talked to the actors, especially Elizabeth Welsh, who is a swell
singer. She's wonderful and so nice. Also, “Love for love.” I guess it’s the best play I've ever
seen. It was so gorgeous and the old Haymarket Theatre is beautiful. There was an alert both
nights I saw these plays,

Well dear, this is quite a long letter for me, isn't it? Do keep your chin up – I know you
will – you've had so much practice. I think you are the most wonderful person that ever was or
ever will be, and you will be rewarded. Do look after yourself and take it easy and don't worry
because God will bring us together soon. I go to church and say my prayers, etc., and am not
really so bad.

John was on that big Berlin raid and he has only two more operations to finish for to
complete his second tour. Then he can go back to Aussie if he wants to. He wants me to thank
you for the cigarettes. I received the proofs of the pictures by Cecil Beaton. They are lousy, but
I suppose they can be touched up – so I warn you, my Xmas present will be a bit late.

Love to all and Merry Christmas. Byron.

*******
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71. THANKS FOR THE MONEY – NOVEMBER 1943

30 November 1943

Hello Darling: I just received two letters from you now, one dated October 24th
(addressed to the squadron) and the other 21st November. So, it is very much a happier person
I am this evening because I hadn’t heard from you for some time. Also, the notification from the
Bank of receipt of eight quid which helps tremendously right now. I have been having some
extraordinary expenses and have to buy a few small presents so I'll be OK now. Things are so
incredibly expensive here. Who did you sell the mink coat to? What a wonderful sale. I was
over at Greville's on Sunday night for supper and she showed me a chinchilla cape which she
said she paid 18,000 for – do you believe that, over $75,000 for a cape? Lady Greville is very
sick. She gets her money from the Grace Steamship Lines. I am going there for Christmas
dinner. They are having twelve guests so it should be nice.

It sounds as if Alex really had a nice ship and it must have been nice to see it. I'm sure
no one else would be interested in my three dirty old tanks. I hope I see Alec because I think he
is really worthwhile. I had a tremendous letter from Harriet and she tells me all the news.

Note: Frances Ann’s cousin or uncle Alex Higginson was the Captain of a destroyer. After the war, he managed the
Stetson Hat Factory in Brockville.

The basement sounds very fascinating and I hope you enjoy it. We'll have our reunion
dinner there – O.K? I'm glad I have Pierre's letter – I'll send him an air letter. Kees is not very
well. I told you that by coincidence, he is only two miles from here, so I see him as often as I
can. He is depressed. Sick with T.B, another brother in the hands of the Japs, and his mother is
starving to death in Holland. He also has his youngest brother in Holland. Kees has had two
operations and he is quite low. I feel much better and cheerful again, but I have had a bad
cough for some time although no sore throat. I had a letter today from Mercy Gilbey and she
thought Neal was a “splendid lad.” He is not on ops yet. I plan to see him next weekend. I
wasn't able to get away last weekend. I wrote him twice last week, but of course, he doesn't
answer. I hope that Peggy is OK and that she is enjoying life. I'd love to buy here a present but
can't think what to get. Well dear, I must go and do stuff, and then go out on a night scheme
and it is cold as hell. I wish this bloody war was over.

*******
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72. I VISITED NEAL – DECEMBER 1943

Monday 13 December 1943

Hello Dear! Received your letter on Saturday just before I left to see Neal. He phoned
on Thursday and told me he thought he would be going overseas. So, I got a special leave on
Saturday and arranged to meet him in a godawful dump in Northern Wiltshire called Swindon.
He arrived there around five-thirty so we had a few drinks and then supper in a rather grim
hotel. He had another friend of his along named Fraser who seemed to be a nice kid. He
doesn't know when he will be going but thinks it will be soon. Of course, dear, anywhere is safer
for bombers than the home posts, i.e. here in Great Britain. If he goes to the Mediterranean, I
think he will be much better off. He looks very well and is the same as ever. He is getting some
kind of embarkation leave, so I'll try and see him as often as I can. I had to leave him at nine
o'clock to go to London as I couldn't find a place to sleep in Swindon. He carried my bag over to
the station and we talked of you. I arrived in London at twelve-thirty and was lucky enough to
get a room at the officers' club in Piccadilly. I had a sore throat and a bad cough. I came back to
camp on Sunday and then went over to Greville's for supper. Lady Greville's son by a former
marriage was there. He is a conservative Member of Parliament (M.P.) by the name of Hamilton
Carr. He had just arrived from Ottawa and was telling me about home. I am going there for
Christmas. My cough was worse this morning and I felt rotten so I am in bed. There is lots of flu
around and I don't want any, thanks! I put that maple syrup in my pudding and drank it in a
glass. It is good for the throat. It is cold and miserable here but I've been sleeping and reading
all day. I hope you don't get sick, dear, there is so much sickness around. I don't really need any
more money, sweet, as I am living fairly quietly.

I have to get something for Kees for Xmas. I don't know what it will be. I wish those
pictures would hurry. I expect them any day now. I am getting a dozen as there is no difference
in price. Ask some photographer how much twelve pictures by Cecil Beaton cost? They say he
charges twice as much in New York as in London. He is a famous man, a well-known writer as
well as photographer. The day that I was there, he was taking pictures of his mother for
“Vogue.” Try and get a copy in the store and you'll see her with her little dog. He was very aloof
and cold but I know his secretary well and she is a dear and worked the whole thing. Well, dear,
there isn't much more to say. I have a splitting headache, snots and cough so I guess I'll just say
good-bye for now. I have no idea what the future holds for me but I am getting used to being
pushed around by the army. I suppose I'll be shifting soon. I hope so anyhow. Had a letter
today from John. He is getting a seven-day leave over Xmas. Love to you all. How I'd love to sit
in your basement with all the Mexican pottery. It certainly sounds inviting, dear. Maybe, I'll
drop in some day and see it, may I? So ever Love.
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Letter from Neal (to his mother after meeting Byron in London

11 January 1944

Dear Mom: Sorry I have not written for so long but I have been on leave and not had
very much time.

Well, I got back from leave on Sunday and what a pleasant surprise I received at the
post office and boy, it certainly was swell to see all the Xmas wrappings. It was the only thing
that looked like Christmas over here. The slippers and fine and fit me OK. So do the pyjamas
and shirt. Thanks a lot, it was darn swell of you. I also received 500 cigarettes and were they
ever welcome.

I spent a very quiet Christmas in London at the Canadian Y.M.C.A. As I was broke, and
met Vincent Massey and his wife. I tried to get in touch with Byron, but could not. I must
have phoned him about twenty times while I was on leave, however, I did see him one night
in a place called Swindon and we had a few quick ones and dinner together. I will try and see
him again before I leave here. I think I told you before that I am leaving England for the
Middle East, but as yet, I don't know where I will be going.

Well that's all for now, mom. Hope to hear from you soon.

Your loving son – Neal.

P.S. I was sorry to hear that Boy-Boy (Greig) could not get home for Christmas. It
must have been very lonely for you. Perhaps we can get together next Christmas, I sure hope
so. It's a funny thing that a fellow has to come all the way over here to appreciate over there.

Picture of Neal and other aviators before leaving Canada Neal before leaving Canada

*******
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73. CARD RECEIVED FROM THE ROYAL CANADIAN AIR FORCE IN MEMORY OF BLAKE –
DECEMBER 1943

23 December 1943

*******
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74. HOW I SPENT CHRISTMAS – DECEMBER 1943

27 December 1943

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Hello Dear: I just received the second Xmas parcel and I am quite overwhelmed. It was
so unexpected and so beautiful and so much love and work. You are the sweetest, most
thoughtful person in the world. And not only all that but also a notice from Barclay's re another
credit for £8.0.0 which I really don't need. You are spending too much money on me, my mom.
Also, your letter of 16 December with its message of hope and prayers. So, this day has been a
big and happy one thanks to you.

I had a nice Christmas, went with the Grevilles and some relatives to the Brook Club for
Xmas lunch. It is a lovely little place and the food and decorations were lovely. I had fresh cold
salmon and a creamy chocolate truffle. Then, we returned by train and stayed at the Grevilles'
all day, and walked over to see Kees before tea. Had a most wonderful Xmas dinner, a huge
turkey, salad, sprouts, potatoes, Xmas pudding with brandy butter, mince pie, brandied cherries,
cider, and claret and crème de menthe. It was magnificent – 15 guests. On my right, I had a
young boy of 18 called Lord Cardin, who has been called up to work in the coal mines, so he is
joining the Guards as a private. He is fantastically rich and the only child of a widow, and his
mother lives only for him. On my left was a very charming and bejeweled young married
woman whose husband is a diplomat who thinks she is wonderful because she does all her own
housework and looks after their two children, when she never did a stroke of work before the
war. She proudly displayed her dishpan hands. The food was really wonderful because it is
scarce and they cook it with such care and save up for it for months by eating out. Everyone
contributes some delicacy. After dinner, we played games then I got a ride home and had a
drink at Lady Cardin's (mother) on the way.

I went into London on Sunday – had tea at a flat of two Canadian Girls who married
English officers now overseas. Then to a little party at the Savoy and a wonderful buffet supper
of cold turkey at a rich Jewish house.

So, you see, life is not so grim at this particular time, although it has been and will be.
Of course, there is no place like home and all this would be traded in a flash for a tin of beans in
our basement with you. I read that there was a big fire along the canal – I suppose it was quite a
blaze and could be seen from the house. Well dear, I am sleepy and will get into bed now in
preparation for a hard day tomorrow. We have long hours and it is hard and boring work. I'll
put myself, as you suggest, in God's hands and everything will come out as he sees fit. I want
you to be happy among all things. You have worked so hard and have had so few of the
material benefits and joys of the world. I want you to have security and happiness above all
else. Well, good night and good morning. Love to Boy (Greig) and Peg.

*******
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75. AIR GRAPH – PSYCHOLOGICAL EFFECTS FAMILY LIFE HAS ON CHILDREN – DECEMBER
1943

29 December 1943

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Hello Dear: I have been writing you letters frequently and hope you are receiving them.
I told you of my leave, my Xmas, about my lovely parcels, etc. How is my mail coming for time?
I saw a very good film last night, and I hope you see it, called “Now, Voyageur.” Let me know
what you think of it. The problems made me think of all the psychological effects family life has
on children. I think probably some people we know are somewhat like that. Can you analyse
them quite dispassionately or do you think you could help them? Peggy may have turned out
very badly, we just missed that by a hair's breadth, eh?

Well that is a funny letter, isn't it dear? I don't know what I'll do on New Year’s –
probably go to London. I don't see anything to celebrate as it looks like 1944 may be quite grim.
I'll pray at midnight for you and us, that we may see each other in ’44. That is my greatest hope.

*******

76. AIR GRAPH – I WENT TO A BIG PARTY ON NEW YEAR’S NIGHT – JANUARY 1944

4 January 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Reinforcement Unit, Canadian Army
(Overseas)

Happy New Year, Darling. I'm going to be unable to write you for two weeks, so don't
worry about me, because I'll be well. We are working fairly hard and under rather strenuous
conditions, and I am finding it rather tough. I received the vitamin pills and have started taking
them. They may do me a lot of good just when I need a little extra oomph. I haven't seen or
heard from Neal for several weeks and won't be able to see him until later this month. I had a
nice New Year’s and was in London on New Year’s Eve and New Year’s Day. I went to a very big
party on New Year's night, given by the Marchioness of Queensbury. It was the biggest party
I've seen over here, they had all sorts of celebrities there and an orchestra. I had my shaving kit
stolen, out of my pocket in my coat when I checked it with the butler. Well dear, I am
completely exhausted and can't write another word. Love, B.

*******
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77. BACKGROUND – PREPARATION FOR THE INVASION – EARLY 1944

During the winter and spring of 1944, the training of Canadian soldiers in England
intensified. It included numerous collective training exercises, many administrative moves and
lots of range practice. At first, the exercises were focused on the defense of the south coast, but
as time moved on, they focused on armoured-led advances. Some were clearly rehearsals for
the embarkation leading to an eventual invasion of Normandy.

In early 1944, Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson was transferred or attached to the
21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards), one of the units in the 4th

Canadian Armoured Division. The Governor General’s Foot Guards was an infantry regiment
based in Ottawa before and after the war, but, like the other Infantry units in the 4th Division, it
had been converted to an armoured unit for the duration of the war. Byron’s transfer to an
armoured regiment was not surprising given that the 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps
Reinforcement Unit’s role was to provide reinforcements to armoured regiments rather than to
reconnaissance, scout car, or army tank units. In fact, a squadron at the Reinforcement Unit
was tasked with providing replacements to the 21st, and officers were often exchanged between
the two units.

In the spring of 1944, there were many indications and an invasion was pending. They
included the massing of units in Southern England, and the acceleration of equipment deliveries,
training exercises, inspections and visits from high-ranking officers.

His Majesty the King, Colonel-in-Chief of the 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards)
inspecting a Guard of Honour at Maresfield, England on 9 March 1944 - Photo copied from – The Regimental
History of the GGFG – 1948

To hamper espionage activities, civilian and military travel in the area became restricted.
The Germans were no doubt concerned so they increased the number of strafing and bombing
runs over the area. They even started using the new Buzz-bombs, that were easily recognised
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by their buzzing sound. However, when the motor noise stopped, it meant that the bomb was
about to dive and strike close by. Many were shot down by the British Spitfires, but some got
through.

In the spring of 1944, the units of the 4th Canadian Armoured Division also received
Sherman tanks equipped with the larger 17-pounder guns. Experience in Italy showed that this
additional firepower was needed when the allied troops came face-to-face with the more
powerful German tanks. The arrival of these tanks resulted in a change in the structure of the
tanks troops. Rather than being concentrated in distinct troops, one 17-pounder was allocated
to each troop resulting in an increase in the number of tanks per troop, from three to four.

In May 1944, the 4th Canadian Armoured Division was instructed to waterproof its
vehicles in preparation for an impending invasion. Once this was done, the vehicles could no
longer be used for training.

*******



Collection of letters written home by Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson
during the period from 1942 to 1945

Byron Higginson Letters Home 20180717.docx Page 109 of 197

78. I AM WITH THE 21ST CANADIAN ARMOURED REGIMENT (GGFG)– FEBRUARY 1944

18 February 1944

Hello Darling:

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

I received your letter of 5th February and also two wonderful parcels of food, a small
one dated 20 September, which had been to Italy, and a large one sent in January. What a
lovely lot of stuff, precious sugar, olives, chocolate, Swiss and Canadian cheese, and all sorts of
wonderful things. I shall try and use the film to the best advantage. I had expected to get leave
but was sent here to the Governor General's Foot Guards and am working pretty hard under
difficult conditions. The food and living conditions are pretty grim and I haven't been out of
camp for the last ten days. I was stationed around here last summer so I know a few people, the
Hart's and Mrs. Soames, but I can't get out to see them. It is terribly cold these days and it has
snowed all day, for the fourth time since I've been in England. I am going out in tanks next
week, so I will be sleeping on the ground, etc. - however, I am getting used to all that.

Well, I am still the same Byron, dear, and I am feeling pretty well and people tell me I
look well and much better. I did not send those pictures yet but am sending one along
tomorrow as I post this letter. Several difficulties arose – no one thinks they are good and I
think they are lousy – everyone says “they make your face look fat” but here they are – they
didn't cost anything and they were taken by the greatest photographer in the world. I'll get
some better ones later.

I am glad that Peg is doing well and is happy and is at home. Tell me about Greig's leave
– did he enjoy it? And what did he do? I did write to Pierre. I saw what'shisname Poirier, the
friend of Frank Murphy in London when I was there a few weeks ago. I don't like him. I called
Neal several times but haven't found him yet – I guess he must be overseas. I am writing this
letter in a very noisy office and can't concentrate with all the noise and conversations going on
around me. Well, dear, you are still the only one that means very much to me, and I want you
to look after yourself, and I will too, so that we can enjoy this bigger world that I have found
because I don't know whether we will be able to go back to that lovely small one that is the
sweetest and most tender thought on my mind and that really moulded me into what I am.
That influences my dreams and all my subconscious – but I am glad because I would rather be
me with all my childhood memories of “us” than anyone else. All those long walks through the
snow and storms and flowery fields, those talks that I miss so much are always in the back of my
mind – maybe too much for me to be very successful in life – nut who cares? We'll be OK after
the war. I miss you. Goodnight.

*******
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79. I AM ON DUTY ALONE AFTER A BAD ACCIDENT – FEBRUARY 1944

20 February 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: Sunday night around nine o'clock – I'm on duty and alone in the orderly room with a
nice fire burning and I feel it is terribly raw and cold out tonight. I read all about the cold snap at
home and about the streetcar strike – I guess that you were glad that you didn't have to walk up
to N.D.G., eh? I wonder what the people in Montreal West did. I escaped from camp today for
a few hours and went up to Hart's – they don't live far from here. It is the house called Wych
Cross Place that I sent you the picture of. It is a fabulous place and Geoffrey Hart, a man of
about 40, is a multi-millionaire in £, not dollars. His wife is sweet, she is called Dorothy, and is a
Russian and is deaf but very charming. He made a sensation last summer when he was kicked
out of the London Stock Exchange for some misdeed. However, it was nice to go into a house
and get warm and have a nice drink. They invite me for meals, but I can never get away.

There was a most severe raid on London on Friday – I wasn't up but I was told it was pretty bad.
Two very large departmental stores that I have been in were “had.” I'm glad I wasn't in town.
Those parcels were lovely dear and I've been munching away on things all day. I was on duty
and came in very late for dinner feeling hungry and tired – the cook cooked me a wonderful
steak in butter – it was simply marvellous – steak is my favorite dish and are they rare. By the
way, I had four oranges issued to me a few weeks ago – the first since I've been in England.
They are delicious, you can't imagine how one craves for fruit – these were Spanish oranges, the
ones the Nazis tried to bomb. I read in the paper where two million lemons are on the way, oh
boy. That sugar you sent me will do for ages, dear, and I know how hard it is for you to get it
and how you must have done without. The weather is still as bewildering as ever and you know
as much as I do – don't worry about me too much, I'll be OK.

I was in a most spectacular accident this evening and four officers were hurt, but I am OK,
although I was as exposed as anyone1. Well, goodnight my dear Mom – take it easy and be good
to yourself for me, won't you? 67B sounds very cozy and nice by your descriptions – and houses
are so hard to get now. I'd love a cup of good coffee in the basement now. Goodnight, I love
you.

P.S. I sent photo yesterday. I carry a four-leaf clover in my pocket book.

1 Historical note: On the evening of Sunday, 20th February, the solemnity of the officers' mess was suddenly
shattered by an explosion and flying shrapnel from one of the new types of incendiary bombs brought into the mess
for training purposes. Captain K.B. West, Captain Ross Drummond, Captain A.B. French, Lieutenant J.C. Reid and
Lieutenant W.W. Hyde sustained wounds. - Page 86, History of the Governor General's Foot Guards.

*******
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80. I DON’T BELIEVE WHAT LADY DUNN SAYS ABOUT IRENE O’BRIEN – MARCH 1944

2 March 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I wrote you the day before yesterday but have a few moments now so I
thought I'd drop you a line. I got a letter from Bern just now and one from Mrs. Sears – imagine
only two weeks for an air graph from Australia. It amused me to hear you write of “your” Lady
Dunn. I don't believe what she says of Irene O'Brien – Irene was the Marchioness of
Queensbury and she married Sir James Dunn for one thing – money and she has plenty and she
got it from him. So now she's married to a very nice man younger than her called Murrough
O'Brien, a major in the Irish Guards who I know well. He is brother to Lord Inchiquin. Irene is
sweet and I like her a lot. She has one of the most beautiful flats I've ever seen and a daughter
about twelve, I think the kid’s father is the Marquis of Queensbury. Incidentally I went to a big
party at the present Lady Queensbury's on New Year's night. What a mix-up of marriages, eh?
Sir James Dunn is the owner of one of the big mines, Noranda or Lakeshore or something and is
fantastically rich, but a real crude tough backwoods man type. He is famous for his generosity
and frankness. I've never met him.

Peter Jarret, a friend of mine in this regiment, and I went down to ____ (censored) last
night and had a wonderful time. Peter is a Jamaican and very rich, about my age and a
Lieutenant. We had a swell dinner in a sea-front hotel, music and all. He bought a bottle of
Burgundy for 50 shillings i.e., about $12.50 to $15.00, and we had Jamaican cigars and brandy
after dinner – the brandy was 6/6 a glass (about $1.50) so I had a swell time and he spent the
money. The town is full of Jewish people enjoying themselves to the full –they remind me of
Montreal. I wrote Neal again but no answer as yet – I'm sure I'll hear from him in a day or two if
he is still in England. Well, dear, I'm working on the real thing these days and I look very well –
I'm outside in the sun and air all day, every day – sticking out of a tank turret. It is very hard
dirty work, but you get used to it. It is so frightfully cold these days and the discomforts and
miseries we have to go through at times are almost unendurable. I do get out of camp about
two evenings a week, the rest of the time is work from 6 a.m. to bedtime. So, you see dear, I'm
really earning my $5.00 per day. I'd love to go home but I don't think there's much chance now
– I'll have to stick it out like everyone else. I saw a party of the Canadian Army Show in camp
and it was excellent. The boss of the group is the man called Sanborn who used to conduct the
orchestra at Loew's. I talked to a little French Canadian CWAC from the show. She was a cute
little thing from Verdun. Well, dear, I'm going over to the mess and have a drink before I turn in.
I sleep in a Nissen hut (prefabricated half-cylindrical structure made of corrugated steel) and it is
plenty cold. I had two more oranges and I heard that a shipment of lemons is on the way. I
think you could easily get a couple of hundred dollars for a few bananas or a pineapple. I think
the pills help a lot. You will have that photo soon. I sent one three weeks ago and will send
another tomorrow. They are very poor and I look much better than that now. Well dear, my
fingers are too cold to write anymore. Goodnight, dear.

*******
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81. I’VE BEEN OUT ON SCHEME WITH THE 21ST CANADIAN ARMOURED REGIMENT
(GOVERNOR GENERAL’S FOOT GUARDS) – MARCH 1944

16 March 1944

Hello Dear: I haven't been able to write for a week now because we've been out on a
“scheme” again – out in the wilds living hand to mouth in dirt and discomfort. Sleeping on the
ground, eating out of mess tins, it is grim. However, I came back to camp tonight, had a bath,
got dressed up and I feel swell. I had been sleeping in my clothes all week. It was terribly cold
and damp. I received a parcel while I was out and it was a welcome addition to rations. I shared
it with my crew, four tough rough men who are in my tank, whom I shall depend upon for my
life in action.

Well dear, I also got your letter dated March 6th and am very sorry it is such a hard time
for you to get your shopping done. I'd love to do it for you, but I guess I wouldn't know how
now, what with coupons and all. Do you think Boy (Greig) is thinking of marrying? It would be
strange if your youngest married first, eh? I hope you'll be able to get the St-Anne-de-Bellevue
place – wire me a change of address. I am going on a seven-day leave the 22nd to the 29th of
March. I am quite excited and looking forward to it tremendously. It will be so wonderful to be
in a warm room and a bed with sheets and hot baths. I think I'll stay in London most of the time.
It's too far and takes too much time to go to Scotland and I don't know anyone up there. I am
more at home in London than in Montreal, I think now. I want to see some good shows – Hunt
and Fontaine in “There shall be no night” and also about four other ones. I'll send you the
programmes. I saw a film “Phantom of the Opera,” the first one I've seen for a month. It was
only fair.

Well dear, I'll take snaps on my leave, and later of my tanks and troop, and send them to
you. I have the three films. I'll borrow John's camera. Incidentally, he is now a squadron leader
and is finished his operations and is stationed in London, so I'll see him. Still no word from Neal
– I wonder where he is! I'd love to go home now and wish this war would hurry and end – it
may all be over very soon. I think this summer will see big changes within the continent. I am
going to a place tomorrow during the day where I can see France and am within the range of
German artillery. Isn't that strange? The (air) raids are very bad and have never been worse. If
they keep up, I'll stay away from London as there is no pleasure in being bombed at night. The
ack-ack (anti-aircraft) defense guns are terrific and the noise is enough to scare you out of your
wits. The shrapnel falls like rain and is very dangerous. Have you ever heard an air-raid siren? I
hear them every night, they are very weird and the “all clear” is a relief.

Well I must stop about here – look after yourself and be calm and serene and hopeful.
Things will come.

*******
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82. WE WERE INSPECTED BY THE KING AND GENERAL MONTGOMERY – MARCH 1944

20 March 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I just received Murray's letter dated September 21st 1943. It had been to
Italy so it came a rather roundabout way. I going on leave on Wednesday, 23rd March and am
looking forward to it a great deal. If there are many raids in London, I have no intention of
staying there, otherwise, I shall. I have been checking on my stuff and am rather short again of
ties, socks and underwear. Could you send me?

 2 or 3 pairs of dress socks (I get the heavy ones for 39 cents from the stores)

 3 pair broadcloth shorts in a plain colour, or white, but not striped ones.

 2 ties for dress wear – quite dark ones, not a light colour.

These things are obtainable here, but I haven't got the coupons. The shorts are terribly
expensive and they are three coupons each. I also will get this pen fixed – it is in terrible
condition. Another thing I’d like to get in parcels is cream cheeses and chocolates. This is
getting to be a “gimmie” letter, isn't it? If you could get me a few tubes of Barbasol or Mollé
brushless shaving cream, it would be welcome.

The other day, we were inspected by the King and it was quite a thrill to see the little
fellow walk by. We were also inspected by General Montgomery. He is quite a short little
fellow, very informal and a wonderful speaker. He spoke to us as we crowded around his jeep.

I'm up rather early this a.m., although I stayed up reading a novel until after midnight. It
was called “Within a Cup” by Phyllis Bottome and quite good. I'll try and send it over. I'm going
on leave tomorrow – I don't know where I'll stay. I can't seem to book a room in London – the
place is jammed, but I'll be OK somehow. I’ll take some snaps with those three rolls of film and
try and find out where Neal is. I want to go out to Camberley and see Kees, he will be leaving
there soon to go to Cheshire so I won’t be able to see him there. The spring is late this year.
Love Byron.

*******
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83. I AM NOW IN SCOTLAND ON A COURSE– MARCH 1944

4 April 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: Well, I had my leave and arrived back in camp a week ago. I had a nice
leave, stayed in a hotel in Knightsbridge on Brompton Road called “The Rembrandt” on
Wednesday, Thursday and Friday, then went to the country, Sussex, about 25 miles south of
London for the weekend. The weather was grand and I mowed the lawns and ate rich food,
then went back to London for the remainder of the week. It was a fairly quiet week, but I
needed a rest as I was tired. I saw two shows i.e. plays and had a meal at the Claridge, the Ritz,
the Berkeley and the Savoy and the food was fair. There was one very bad air raid on Friday
night and I was trapped in a tube station for two hours and the bombs fell very close. When I
returned from leave, I was extremely busy and we had a big regimental dance on Saturday
evening. I am now in Scotland, came here Sunday on a course, i.e. yesterday. We travelled all
night. As I write this, I am looking out a window on the Irish Sea. Two weeks ago, I was five
hundred miles from here on the English Channel looking at “La Belle France.” Some travelling,
eh? I was in Glasgow last night and it is a huge city about the size of Detroit. As you know, I've
never been in Scotland before, so it is all new to me. The people are extremely friendly, so
different from the English. I feel like an Englishman here. The Scots adore the Canadians and
will do anything for us. Everyone is so polite and friendly, the telephone girls, the waitresses.
The people come up on the streets and ask if they can help you. If you ask the way anywhere,
they go miles out of their way to accompany you. I hope to spend Easter in Edinburgh. I'll send
you some pictures as they say it is the most beautiful city in Northern Europe. I'd love to visit
the highlands, etc., but I don't think I'll have time as I'm on this combined operations course and
it doesn't give me a whole lot of time to sightsee.

I received your letters when I got home and read the wrong one first – I couldn't figure
out who Jack was until I read the earlier letter. It sounded like quite a party. I'll write often this
week and tell you about this country. You can't imagine how friendly the people are – after the
shy, cold, sophisticated English. I like the English but was forgetting about them as I felt just like
them and was getting very accustomed to their ways. I guess I am acquiring what they call the
“English insularity” and it does me a lot of good to get out for a while, although this is an English
camp I'm in. Well dear, I have lots to tell you but I'll save it for the next letter. I have about 12
letters to write. Thank-you letters for meals and entertainments whilst on leave, etc. The main
street of Glasgow is called Sauchiehall Street! It is quite modern and up to date, i.e., the central
port. Unlike London, it has street cars. They are very modern two deck streamlined ones. Love.

*******
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84. I AM IN SCOTLAND FOR EASTER – APRIL 1944

6 April 1944, Holy Thursday

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I am in Scotland and it is sunny today for the first time since I arrived. I am
looking forward to my Easter in Edinburgh but there are a few complications and I may be
unable to go. I was in Glasgow again last evening and had a very good meal, much better than
can be had in the most expensive restaurants in London. There is a lot of trouble up here with
strikes, but the fire is still burning away in the grate – so the coal is holding out here anyhow.

This is an English camp and there are only a few Canadians here. We live as an English
officers’ mess, i.e. tea in the afternoon, etc. It is a fairly leisurely life compared with life in the
Regiment. I had a letter from Harriet – nothing new except that Alec is hoping to come over
here shortly.

I read a rather good novel the other day called “Within a Cup” by Phillis Bottome
(Mortal Storm, etc.) I think you would like it. It deals a lot with family relationships and war
psychology. Have you received my second photo yet? I'm glad you liked the first one. I thought
they were poor. I am very near to the place where planes land from Dorval here – how I wish I
could drop over for Easter – even if I could only phone from Newfoundland or something.
Imagine staying home all day on Easter and having a good meal – it is so fantastic but possible, I
suppose. I would go without leave for the rest of the war for one day at home. Oh, well, why
think of it, eh?

How is Mrs. Hackett? You don't mention her at all – or Hope? Do you think Boy (Greig)
will ever come over to this side? I'd love to see him. When I was in London on leave, I went to
the RCAF Records at Harrod’s and they told me that Neal was at a station in Cornwall which is
hundreds of miles from London. But they said it was a “dispatching station” and that he would
very likely be on his way overseas. I will be going through London in ten days from now, so I'll
try and find out just where he has gone to. I should think to India or the Near East, Egypt,
Persia, etc. I think he would be much better off in those places – better food and not so
dangerous. The losses on these raids to the continent have been extremely large. I think of
Blake a lot. I can still hear him singing “Pennies from Heaven” and all those songs. You must
hold on to his records. Well dear, I'll go to church on Easter and pray for our reunion. It may
not be long, eh? Until then, au revoir and god bless. As ever, B.……

*******
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85. I WENT TO EDINBURGH ON THE WEEKEND – APRIL 1944

12 April 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear! I wrote you two letters last week and mailed them at the same time – I
hope you get them OK. I am still in Scotland and love it. I stayed in Glasgow on Saturday eve
and went on the morning train to Edinburgh. It is a gorgeous city – at least Princes Street is. I
think that Princess Street, Edinburgh is the most beautiful and spectacular street in the world. I
couldn't get any cards as it was Easter Sunday. I don't know a soul in Edinburgh so I wandered
around – went to a Pontifical High Mass at St-Mary's Cathedral – couldn't understand a word of
the sermon due to the Scots accent. I went into the Caledonia hotel to try and lunch and who
should I meet but my old friend from Cambridge – Gordon Chater, now an officer in the Royal
Navy. He is just 21, but a very nice lad. I went to lunch with him and his commanding officer.
Then we went sightseeing to Edinburgh castle and the Scottish War Memorial – absolutely
magnificent and grand beyond words. As we three were coming out, a voice said 'Hello Byron”
and I see, in a paratrooper uniform, that friend of Blake's and Bardyson's called Eric (I think). He
looked very different than when he worked in the Sun Life building at H.Q. Then Gordon took
me down to his ship in the Firth of Forth. We drank whiskey which is practically unobtainable
now and I had a wonderful dinner. Then back to Glasgow and to an officers' club for the night (1
bed for 2/6 i.e., 50 cents) and then back to camp the next a.m.

I have been several times to Glasgow but this afternoon I have free time so I may take
the boat to the Isle of Arran, a famous island near here – look at your map. I'll sail from a place
called Ardrossan. The train runs right outside the mess so it is most convenient. I was coming
up from Glasgow the other evening and a RCAF airman called Gage (I think) said he was flying to
Canada soon. So, I gave him half a crown and asked him to call you. He said he would. It was
blacked-out in the train so I don't know just what he looked like but he spoke like quite a decent
lad. He is often in Montreal.

The food in this camp is wonderful – breakfast at 8:30 – morning coffee at 10:30 – lunch
and coffee at 1:00 – tea at 04:30 and dinner at 07:00 – and the food is grand. The food in
restaurants is much better than in the south of England and everything is cheaper. I leave here
Saturday so I'll be sorry to leave. I shall try and get some snaps before I leave – maybe of the
isolated and god-forsaken isle of Arran. Do you remember the film “Men of Arran?” Well dear,
it is time to lunch now. I'll write you again soon and send some souvenirs of Scotland – If I could
pack heather some way, I'll send some of that. We`ll visit Scotland together soon, eh? As ever,
B.

*******
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86. JOHN SEARS IS COMING TO CANADA SOON – APRIL 1944

16 April 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: Back in England again after a pleasant and useful visit up north. I received
on my return two air letters from you, one re Balkan Shipping and the other about your
Tuesdays, etc. Also, the letter with the snaps – very good. I received two cartons of your
cigarettes – two cartons of Chesterfields from New York, a nice Xmas parcel and letter from
Bern, and a lovely Xmas cake from New York. All these Xmas things came via Italy and Bern's
was beautifully packed and contained useful small things. My life is very confused right now, i.e.
My Army life, but not unpleasantly, just muddled up. I shall be able to tell you more soon. I am
fairly happy, but uncertainty is the key word of my life these days. I am wearing the uniform
and am now a member of the Governor General's Foot Guards, i.e. the 21st Canadian Armoured
Regiment. It is a good regiment and I like the fellows. In England, to belong to a Guard's
regiment is to be top dog socially. This is an Ottawa unit. Well dear, I shall probably fit in
somewhere soon and in the post-war world. So long as I have your love and respect, I'll manage
OK. I still haven't heard a word from Neal – but I am certain he is safe, on his way to some very
far off place. There is so much to say dear, but I can't seem to get it out. It must be and is the
weather, I guess. Life is tremendously complicated for everyone these days. Someday the story
will be told. There was a beautiful concert on the radio but someone switched it off, and now it
is blaring away some jazz. I feel very much like listening to some good music tonight.

John Sears is going to Canada shortly and will go and see you. You will like him. He is
rather moody and introspective, but he is a real hero. He likes quietness and home life, really,
although he may run around a lot. I know him very well and he is about my best friend here. He
is very much like me; we think alike and act alike. He is much tougher physically.

Royal Australian Air Force Pilot John Sears (who was twice awarded the Distinguished Flying Cross) takes his leave
in Montreal and visits Byron’s mother Frances Higginson at 67B Prospect Street in Westmount.
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I sent you and Peg a spring of heather from Scotland today. Hope you get it OK. Well
dear, am terribly tired and must go to bed. Night. Byron.

*******
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87. I BOUGHT YOU A VICTORY BOND – APRIL 1944

21 April 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: Just finished work, had a bath and am now in my Nissen hut in my black
dressing gown (the same!) waiting for dinner. I have been censoring letters the last few days of
our men and it is rather hard to write after reading other people's mail all day. They are almost
all the same. I received a lovely parcel from you yesterday, the one that contained the banana
flakes, the tongue, etc., it is most welcome. I am afraid you spend too much. One of my room
mates here gets stacks of parcels – I help myself and I don't really need any except just small
ones. I bought a $100 bond the other day – I was more or less forced to – I made it out in your
name, you'll get it around next Christmas. They will take $16 to $17 out of my pay each month.
The response to the Victory Loan here has been tremendous. I'll mail you the slip ordinary mail.
Incidentally, my letters are now all carefully censored so if bits and pieces are missing, you'll
know why. I wield the razor blade myself from time to time.

I received your letter, the last one re the opal ring. By all means, buy it, dear. I have
looked around here for one but it is impossible – 100% tax on jewellery plus a huge price – it is
out of the question. I'm glad you like the second photo – I have some others but they are
packed away where I can't get them for the time being. I took some snaps today and will finish
the roll tonight – It’s light until 10 o'clock now. I am wondering how a copy of a postcard will
look – Funny how Marion saw her two neighbours, eh? I must stop now and dress for dinner – I
wonder what we'll have.

Hello again – it was two mouthfuls of mutton chop, potatoes, beets, dehydrated
applesauce and a cinnamon bun – not bad at all. I had some cheese and soda biscuits of yours
thrown in just now.

No dear, I am not with or near the 6th Hussars now – I am in the Governor General's
Food Guards, an Ottawa regiment.

Tomorrow is Saturday, just another long dull day. Last Saturday, I was in Glasgow and
do you know what I did? I had to wait for a train, so I went into Lewis', that is the big
department store in Glasgow, something like Eaton's in Montreal, and wandered around. I
didn't know a soul. I went up to the fur department to see what was what, but they had no fur
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department, just ladies' coats. I looked for you, but didn't see you anywhere. I had had a few
drinks before (Scots beer is strong!) And I almost made myself think I was home – silly, eh?

It is hard to write thinking each word will be read over and so hard to think of anything
to say that means anything. I hope to see John soon and give him some snaps to take over for
me. He is a Squadron leader now, which is a pretty high rank. The Gilbey's will be sorry to see
him leave – they were very fond of him. Well dear, I guess I'll say goodnight. I feel very sleepy
and will get in early. I'll write a few letters first. Hope to see you soon. As ever, B.

*******
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88. NEAL IS IN NORTH AFRICA – APRIL 1944

28 April 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I haven't much time to write today but I did want to tell you that I received
my first letter from Neal yesterday – It was dated April 19th. I am sending it to you under
separate cover. He is apparently in North Africa and expects to be in a squadron in Italy
eventually. He has already been in Sicily and the Italian mainland. He sure seems to be doing a
lot of travelling, but as for me, I'm just as happy to be in England, “now that April's here.” This
country is absolutely lovely now – full of greens and lovely flowers and blossoms. I was up to
Hart's last Saturday eve. That is the place I once sent you a picture of. Their gardens are
magnificent beyond belief – even Hollywood couldn't portray their grandeur and beauty. I had a
wonderful dinner – fish with bouillabaisse sauce, roast pork and potatoes, preserved pears –
wonderful German hock (white wine), brandy, cocktails and a wonderful Havana cigar. I played
bridge after dinner and did quite well. I was in London on Tuesday and returned on Wednesday.
Went to a club and met two Montreal girls – one a lieutenant in the CWACs and the other,
Sheila Birks. I saw Bill (Lord) Shaughnessy last night – he just got married – he is a lieutenant in
the Grenadier Guards, the sister regiment of the one I'm in.

We are working hard these days and don't have much leisure. I receive all your parcels
and cigarettes – I don't think I can have missed any – I get so many. The food is good or better
now and as I told you before, my roommate's parcels are always at my disposal and he gets tons
of stuff. His people must run a grocery store.

Neal seems to wish he was back in England – he will get lots of fruit and wine anyhow. I
am having my little radio fixed so that will be pleasant to have again.

John Sears has left England so you will probably be seeing him soon. I have his camera
and meant to return it to him, but he left before I had a chance. I was looking for him in London
the day after he left.

Well dear, that's all for now. I am hoping to see you soon – that meeting will be the
greatest day of my life. Love, as ever. Byron.

*******
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89. WE WILL BE INSPECTED BY A DISTINGUISHED VISITOR – MAY 1944

8 May 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: This is my eighth letter tonight and I'm getting rather tired. I sent you some
snaps and a letter from Neal amongst them. I received John's letter today – I'm glad you got
along. I may not be able to write you for a few days due to living under field conditions, but
don't worry there'll be lots of letters to follow. I was more or less forced to buy $200 worth of
bonds so that will account for about $33.00 to $35.00 off my pay each month. I made the bonds
to you. It is wonderful how the boys here have bought the bonds. I'm afraid that if we stay on
in England much longer, we'll all be poor. Food is much better now and we can buy Canadian
chocolate bars, etc., so therefore I don't need any parcels for the time being.

I was to the Harts” again for dinner on Saturday eve. Beverly Nicholls, the author, was
there, as well as some other important men and women. We had salmon, trout (fresh), little
roast birds, and preserved fruit as well as German hock, port and brandy. Swell dinner, eh?

Kees is undergoing an attack of pleurisy, poor man. He is up in the North and writes
occasionally. I wrote him tonight, also Neal. There is no Mother’s Day in England and no one
here knows exactly when it is. I can't afford flowers this month, dear, but I love you just the
same. Besides, I'd hate the flowers to be late. I'll send some for the next occasion, eh? Well,
dear, I guess I'll go to bed. I'm dead tired and will be up very early tomorrow morning. I'm very
sick of the army at this point. We are getting inspected this week by a “Distinguished Visitor”
who I presume will be no other than William Lyon Mackenzie, etc. We all read the Canadian
news in the papers here as soon as you do – there are always a few Canadian items in the
newspapers. My little radio is fixed and it is a godsend. Love B.

*******
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90. WE WERE INSPECTED BY MACKENZIE KING – MAY 1944

11 May 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear! I thought I shouldn't be able to write here but I am managing. I'm sitting on
the ground with a box on my crossed knees and the smoke from the fire blowing in my face.
The men are playing ball and whining and complaining because we have to get up tomorrow at
3 a.m. It is sort of tough though, especially since we will be working until almost midnight
tomorrow. It is a very strange life for me – I never thought I'd end up in a job like this, but God
only knows what will happen next. The food has been rotten today. – 99.99 % starch, but I
wasn't very hungry – I hear the Knights of Columbus wagon is down by the stream selling
Canadian chocolate bars – wait a second while I go down and get one, eh?

Well I got two bars and two packages of gum which is very good considering the civy
ration is only one bar per week. I left camp with a friend and am now in a very nice pub drinking
a pint of bitters and writing this letter comfortably on a table. I can't think of anything more to
say for now due to the noise here – I'll continue later.

19 May 1944

Long time to continue, eh dear? I've carried this letter around in my coveralls, so excuse
the dirt. I got up at 0600 hours on my birthday and we were inspected by Mackenzie King. It
was an extremely raw cold day and I didn't enjoy it one bit. First of all, we lined the roads and
he walked up between, then we got into our tanks and had a “march past” eight tanks abreast,
turning and dipping the guns in salute. There were lots of photographers around as you'll
probably see “Mackenzie King inspects the Fourth Armoured Division” or something. It was very
spectacular and a thrilling site to be in one of those hundreds of tanks, in the turret where I
could see everything. We came back and had a supper, standing in a line with mess tins. After
supper, I sneaked out over to the very nice pub about a mile away and had another dinner alone
in great luxury, white tablecloth, flowers, in a beautiful atmosphere. You'd love this pub and
we'll visit it someday, stay there for the weekend after the war.

No more ink, so here goes in pencil. I was over to the Hart's, who live very close to here,
and had a good bath – what a contrast from life in the open with filthy tanks to the luxury of a
multi-millionaire home. It is unbelievable – Geoffrey and Dorothy Hart are both under forty and
have been very kind to me, but I don't feel at home there – they are rather formal and not
“easy” people.

I was in charge of some ----- trucks (-----censored---) last night. I can't say hardly
anything of what I do or think these days so I guess I'll close, talking of the old subject of the
weather. It is getting quite warm again now and I'm rather glad. I feel that by the time you
receive this letter, we should be having real hot summer weather. I shall try and write you a
nice long letter when I get settled down next week. You are the only one who really cares what
happens to me. I think of you every day, dear, and talk to you. Au revoir. B.

*******
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91. I HAVE PUT MY KIT IN A STORAGE DEPOT – MAY 1944

21 May 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Dear Mom: I received your last letter about John's gift, etc. I am a little worried about
you being ill for a week. You know that if you stop working and cable me that I can apply for an
allowance to be paid to you which would give you $35 per month extra without affecting my pay
in any way. You must not force yourself to work as you once had to, it is not necessary. Alas, I'd
feel a lot better if you would stop work and accept the allowance because if I were killed, you
would be looked after for the rest of your life. Those are my thoughts and feelings in the
matter. I want you to stay well and healthy because I feel that after the war, life will be good to
you. It would be a shame if you went without all your life and then, when you were able to have
what you wanted at last, that you were unable to enjoy them.

I shall try and get into the diplomatic service after the war or maybe into a big English
company such as Yardley's or the film business. I study French and German and they will be
useful to me. I am still good in five languages.

Well dear, I am well and not worrying. You must know as much as I do by the papers.
I'll try and write often. I think that maybe I have lost a parcel at last. A lot of mail posted from
Canada between 3-10 April was lost through enemy action. Incidentally, I need one thing really
badly – a fountain pen – a good strong one. I brought over an old one, but have broken it
beyond repair. So, if you see one about, will you send it via registered and insured mail? I make
an awful nuisance of myself borrowing pens. I had an inoculation today and am feeling very
grim, hot one minute and cold the next. I wish I were at 67B. I'd love to just lie back on the
chesterfield and listen to the radio. It is still rather cool here but the weather will be really hot
very, very soon.

I have put my kit in a kit storage depot, and the rest of it with a friend called Maurice
Barron, 86 Portland Place, London. This man has a very big flat there and is the only person who
has the room in London. I’ll give him your address. Good night, darling ---- as ever.

*******
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92. I SHALL NOT BE IN THE FIRST PART OF THE INVASION – MAY 1944

31 May 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I haven't written for over a week and I should have because I know you
want letters these days. I received the lovely birthday parcel and the lovely birthday letter. The
parcel was grand and I must say now that I have everything I need. The underwear is exactly
what I wanted and quite impossible to buy over here. The ties are lovely and I like them, only if
you ever send any more, send dark ones, as in the Guards (ahem!), they only wear dark shirts
and ties. It was a grand birthday present. I also received another 300 cigs from you. I don't
need any for a while now as I have quite a lot of American ones on hand now. I was to London
on Sunday and returned Monday night. It was Whitsuntide which means everything, stores,
etc., were all closed on Monday. I was terribly hot – way over 96 degrees. I had a nice time but
didn't do anything. Irenée O'Brien sat next to Mackenzie King at a dinner and I wanted to hear
from her what he said and what he is like, but I haven't seen her yet. She used to be in the
Gaiety, but in London, not in Montreal and what a difference! I shall not be in the first part of
the invasion so don't worry about me at all when things begin to pop – I'll be OK, and will wire
you if I ever feel that I shall be in it soon, so just go on and be happy.

My roommate has had a brother missing in the RCAF for over six months and he just
received a wire from his mother saying that the brother is OK. He is very happy about it.

We had a dance in the mess on Saturday night and invited some Canadian nurses. I was
dancing with one and she said “Do you live on Prospect Street?” I said a very surprised “Yes.”
She knew all our family and even my first name – she was called Marks and used to live near us
on the street. She knew Peggy. Also, another nurse from VanKleek Hill called Burwash said she
had lots of relatives in Hawkesbury called Higginson – small world, eh? Well dear, I must go to
bed, I was up this morning at a quarter to five and it has been so hot, I'm terribly tired. So,
goodnight dear mom, and look after yourself, I'll take care of me. Love.

P.S. I read in London papers of riots between West Mount (the fashionable English suburb) and
St-Henri – What's it all about?

*******
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93. BACKGROUND – THE MOVE TO NORMANDY – JUNE AND JULY 1944

The Allied invasion of France began on June 6th, 1944. The massive operation was a
success and within a few days, the Allied Armies, including the 3rd Canadian Infantry Division,
captured the Normandy beaches and pushed several kilometers inland. However, the advance
stalled when formidable German defences were encountered in the general area of Caen and
the Verrières Ridge, and inclement weather delayed the buildup of the beachhead.

In early July, the 2nd Canadian Infantry Division started to land in Normandy, and on
July 11th, the II Canadian Corps became operational, taking over an eight-kilometer sector of the
front. Several weeks later, it was joined by the 4th Canadian Armoured Division, who landed on
the Beaches at Courseulles and Bernières. The first unit to arrive was the 21st Canadian
Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards), who landed on July 24th, 1944. It had
travelled aboard five naval vessels from the Port of London. As the units disembarked, they
were moved into reserve positions near Caen, setting the stage for a more serious and
deliberate attempt to break out of the beachhead.

Approximate route of Governor General’s Foot Guards on arrival in Normandy.

Starting in February 1944, Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson indicated that his return
address was the 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment which s indicates that he was transferred to
or working with the Regiment before the invasion. However, in the Regimental History of the
Governor General’s Foot Guards, his name does not appear on the list of officers that
accompanied the 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment to France. This is because, on 15 June, he
was transferred to the 2nd Canadian Base Reinforcement Group and only brought forward to
rejoin the 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment later after it suffered losses.

*******
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94. D DAY – JUNE 1944

6th June 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I went to see John yesterday, got the money £5.10.00, the socks (swell) and
the snaps. They are very good. I can see your new ring and your old one, also the old GAC
(Gaelic Athletic Club) badge and your nice spotty dress and gay chapeau. Peggy looks very
“fashionable” in her jodhpurs and jacket. John is well – I stayed at his flat all night in Ebury
Street and then came home to this camp in the woods to find out that the “second front” had
begun. The radio is full of news. I've had my little radio fixed and it is very useful. Don't worry
about me, dear, it may be months or ages until I go in. I feel that the war will soon be over with
a bit of luck. Everyone is very excited and a general sigh of relief is evident - “at last” and that is
all the difference.

Frances Higginson in her ¨nice spotty dress.¨ Earlier picture of Peggy with her two
brothers, John Blake (on left) and Neal.

As I write this from my “bivy” made out of the tank tarpaulin, I can see and hear the
planes go roaring over my head – in a few minutes, they will be over Caen and into it. I heard
Churchill's speech, Alexander's, Eisenhower's, and the King's, etc. It is very exciting. It is cold
today and there is a drizzling rain, but I guess I have to get about.

This is a very isolated spot, far from anywhere and very hard to get into or out of, so I
just stay in. I wish I had something to read – must get into a bookshop soon. So, I am glad you
were able to get to the St-Anne-de-Bellevue place again – it will be so nice to think of you and
Peg there in the peace and quiet of a Canadian summer. I am glad Peggy is OK, as John says.
Well, in order to catch the mail which leaves at eight a.m., I think I'll have to close. If I miss it, I'll
continue. Love my dear mom – B.

*******
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95. THE INVASION IS VERY CLOSE BUT SEEMS SO FAR AWAY – JUNE 1944

11 June 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I betcha any money yer worryin’ about me these days, eh? But you
shouldn't because I'm well and quite OK. I was even in London yesterday. It is deserted or
comparatively so. Although the invasion is very close, it seems far away and distant from this
peaceful quiet English countryside. I shall hate to leave England in a way, and yet, I will be glad
to see more of the world. I know England so well now – it is like home. I feel that I'll be leaving
more or less two years after my arrival. I've been lucky in a way – not too much responsibility
and lots of leaves and a lot of experiences. So, I know when I leave here, (and it may be months
yet) that one big and interesting chapter of my life is over.

I keep looking at these photos that John brought me. They are very good. You look
wonderful and so young that people won't believe you are my mother (and I'm no chicken now).
I like your coat, it is very smart, and the dress. I saw John for a few minutes in London on
Saturday eve. He has a wonderful place to live, a three-room flat in the central part of London
near Victoria Station. He has done his job, he is seeing the world, he has no obligations, no
responsibilities, but he gets so depressed and fed up. Last week, he told me he was going to
North Africa for a while and yesterday, he told me he was going to France. I wish I had the
position, etc., that he has now. However, maybe I should be any happier. I have found out only
one thing but something very important, it is that I am only really happy when I am working
hard and that I am only really unhappy when I have nothing to do. I guess we are all like that,
eh? I am going to try for the Canadian Diplomatic corps after the war and will try somehow with
an interview with Hon. Vincent Massey and see what he thinks. Everyone says he is very
pleasant and nice. He is, of course, Canadian High Commissioner in London, and the top man in
Canadian Diplomacy. I haven't done much in the Army and I'm not very ambitious. One can get
a promotion by getting a staff job, but that is not for me yet. It seems unfair to sit around in an
upholstered vehicle or office when people are getting slaughtered all around. Well, dear, good
night – you seem very close tonight. My only ambition is really to have you proud of me and to
give you security for the rest of your life – as ever, Byron.

*******
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96. THIS IS THE LULL BEFORE THE STORM – JUNE 1944

15 June 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 2nd Canadian Base Reinforcement Group, Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I am lying in the bright sun listening to that precious little radio which
suddenly came to life on “D” Day, and has been behaving extraordinarily well since. This is a
little lull and a holiday before the storm, so I am enjoying it to the full. No more gadding about
so there is nothing to do now but relax and enjoy this rest and lack of responsibility. I have very
little kit left and it is very hard to cut it down, but I have. I'm taking your picture and some snaps
and I have that prayer of yours stuck into the case that Kees gave me. I also have the four-leaf
clover and I know you will be praying for me. This is a badly written letter because I am writing
it lying down.

There is nothing I really need, dear, anything else is just something more to carry. I'd
like a few tubes of Barbasol or Mollé occasionally and some tooth paste, but not in large
quantities, as I'm literally carrying everything on my back these days. I have all those nice snaps
in my military note book. I can get issue socks. Etc., from the QM stores as I need them, but I
have about ten pairs now. We do not wear any dress cloths now. You will notice that I have a
new address, but there will probably be a mix-up and delay in the mail. The last letters I got
from you were an air mail dated June 6th and the snaps dated June 4th, and I expect the next
ones will be delayed.

Well, dear, I have a cramp in my left elbow as I must sign off. I'll write to Neal and Peg
and Boy (Greig) tonight. Love, Byron.

*******
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97. MY KIT IS AT SEVERAL LOCATIONS – JUNE 1944

26 June 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 2nd Canadian Base Reinforcement Group, Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I'm sorry I haven't been able to write for a few days but I am getting your
letters OK. I received the last one dated 11 June a few days ago, but I feel there will be delays. I
am still in England and that is all I can say. You will have seen by the papers that the Governor
General's Foot Guards were not in the initial landing. I shall probably be going in with them, but
am not sure. I have disposed of all my kit now but am afraid it is pretty widely scattered.

My wardrobe trunk with a lot of stuff in it is in: 1st Canadian Kit Storage Depot,
Aldershot, England.

My birthday Gladstone bag with a uniform, dressing gown and some dirty cloths is: c/o
Lady Greville (or Lord Greville), Belton, Camberley, Surrey.

A very nice suitcase, with civilian cloths and suits as well as my army greatcoat is at: c/o
Maurice Barron, Esq., 86 Portland Place, London, W.I., or Maurice Barron, Esq., Cameras Ltd.
London.

These latter two are living in wartime quarters, but any mail will be forwarded, I guess. I
was in London the other day. It is a bit of a mess again with these new “P-flares.” The alert was
on almost all the time I was there but there is no Anti-Aircraft fire so that things are quiet.

I am lonesome and homesick and wish I were home. It is raining and I am in a tent and
it’s beating on the roof. I am glad you've been able to go out to St-Anne-de-Bellevue. It is the
only house for 28 years that you've lived in that I've never seen and that makes it my only home
in the world. I was lucky this morning to buy a pound of nice sweet cherries, cheep too for 1/9,
they were delicious. They say there is some wonderful food to be had in Normandy, wonderful,
cheese, butter and wines. Would you like me to send you some English or French money, for a
souvenir? If anyone around has any Francs, they will be most welcome. Some people were left
with a lot of them, and they're not much use in Canada.

Well, dear, I must get to lunch, although my stomach is rather wobbly due to the
cherries. If you do any bottling of fruit this summer, I'll eat it next winter and make up for all the
time without fruit. (I had a nice letter from Neal – he's just outside Naples).

Love B.

P.S. 100 Francs = 10 shillings = $2.25

*******
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98. I AM IN THE HOSPITAL WITH A HIGH FEVER – JULY 1944

1 July 1944, Dominion Day

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 2nd Canadian Base Reinforcement Group, Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I am in the hospital, I arrived here yesterday – no one seems to know what
is wrong with me except that I have had a fever of 101-102 for about a week now. They seem to
suspect everything from bad teeth to V.D. I don't know what it is, but I feel awful. There are a
lot of battle casualties here, and they naturally have priority, so I just lie in bed feeling
miserable. I should be in France now but for this fever. I know you will be relieved to know I am
in the hospital and not in France, but I hated to be separated from my friends. However, as you
say, it all comes in God's good time. I could tell you all about my aches and pains and I'm sure
you could help a lot if you were here, but as you are not here, I may as well skip it. I have a sore
throat, swollen glands in the neck, sore gums, can't pee and also constipation and a fever and a
bad headache – so altogether, I'm a bit of a mess and in a bad way. I'll be OK in a day or two,
though. I'll write each day and then you'll see how I am. They are even going to X-ray my chest
for T.B., which is rather silly. All day we have radios blaring, nurses and attendants arguing, and
several radios on various stations – also, several alerts per day with flying bombs buzzing around
– At night, all the battle casualties seem to go delirious at once and I wake up to yells of “Pull the
trigger, Mike” or “Let the bastards have it, Jock.”

A nice Franciscan priest from our church on Dorchester Street came by today and gave
me a medal and a rosary. Also, a woman from the Canadian Red Cross came in today and said
she knew Higginson’s at Hawkesbury.

I forgot to tell you in my last letter that I was in a restaurant near here and it was
crowded. I had to sit with a Canadian private from the Ordinance Corps. I thought he looked
familiar so I asked him his name. He replied Brian Wright and said that Blake had introduced
him to his wife. He brought out the usual snap shots of his wife, formerly Jean Holt, and Joan
Fletcher. It is a small world – Well dear, I feel so lousy, I'll close – I know I'm lucky not to be all
shot up like so many others around here, but I wish I felt better. All they do is take my
temperature about six times a day and bring my food which I can't eat.

If I have to stay in England till July, I'm going to be terribly broke as I have had several
“last flings.” But one thing, if I stay in the hospital, I won’t spend much. Love B.

*******
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99. I AM STILL IN THE HOSPITAL – JULY 1944

3 July 1944, Monday

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 2nd Canadian Base Reinforcement Group, Canadian Army (Overseas)

In the hospital! I wrote to you on Saturday but I felt so rotten yesterday, I didn't write at
all. My fever is still high and they won't let me out of bed, not even to pee. They don't know
what is wrong with me, first they thought it was TB, then kidney trouble – the dentist thinks its
all due to my teeth. However, whatever it is, I think you'd be able to help more than all these
doctors. About the only sensible thing so far is to make me drink gallons of water. I haven’t
heard from you for some time, but I guess your letters will catch up with me eventually.

It is about seven o'clock and if I were home you would be just getting in. From my bed
in the big room, I would hear the door shut and the rustle of parcels from the grocer's and the
bake shop. Then, you'd stick your head in the door with your face all red from the wind in
Atwater Square and say 'How are you, dear?” Then you'd give me a pound or two of grapes.
(They cost about $10/lb here.)

Gosh, I wish I was in my bed in the big room now. I have lost touch with everyone as I
haven't been writing and I guess they all think I'm overseas – but no – here I lie – I can't imagine
what Monty must be thinking of to carry on without me around. These damn flying bombs are
very nasty these days and there are alerts many times a day. The civilians generally go into
shelters, but its not done in the army – I've never been in a shelter yet, except once in London. I
got caught in a tube station and had to stay there to due to flying shrapnel.

I wonder how Neal is getting along. I had a letter from him not long ago, and he seemed
quite happy as he had lots to grumble at. Neal is never quite happy unless he grumbles, is he?

There are some awful looking sights in this hospital from overseas. But with injuries and
wounds the doctors are at their best. It is diagnosis that throws them, but they will never admit
they don't know and usually, rather than do nothing, they treat you for something you haven't
got at all. This is all I can write for now. Goodnight.

P.S. I mailed you on Saturday, but mailed it to 67B by mistake.

*******
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100. STILL IN THIS DAMN HOSPITAL – JULY 1944

8 July 1944, Saturday

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 2nd Canadian Base Reinforcement Group, Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear! Yes, I'm still in this damn hospital and I'm still in bed and I still have a fever.
Not much change since last Saturday, eh? Really tough. The fever is pretty low and I feel very
unhappy and restless and want desperately to get up but they won't let me. I was down in the
operating room the other day and one of the doctors was a young fellow I knew at McGill. He
comes from Hawkesbury and his name is Alan Higginson Moyle. I was telling an American fellow
across the ward and he said he used to go around with a girl called Evelyn Higginson in
Montreal. Another Canadian officer here had quite a story. He came over here with his father
and mother just before the war. His father and mother retired in Scotland. Then, this fellow,
Jack, only 23 years old, joined up and went overseas with the Canadians to Italy – was wounded
and came back. He had married a London girl and about two weeks ago she was expecting her
first baby. She was living with her own mother in London. Then Jack's mother and father came
down from Scotland to stay with their son's wife and mother-in-law. About ten days ago, their
house was hit by a flying bomb and Jack lost his unborn baby, his wife, his father and mother,
and his mother-in-law. That is quite a blow for a fellow of 23, eh?

I am bored stiff lying here and wish I could get up. I had some new kind of anesthetic
administered by a hypodermic – it acts immediately and I didn't know a thing until I woke up a
few hours later in my own bed.

I got up just now against orders and wandered outside and through some of the wards.
These nurses are surely working hard and have their hands full these days. When I get back to
the 3rd Canadian Armoured Corps Replacement Unit again I may have to wire you for some
more money as I think I am broke. I want to buy some vitamin pills, etc., and they are even
more expensive here than at home. Well dear, there isn't much else to say today. I wish I was
laying on the veranda at St-Anne-de-Bellevue now. I wouldn't have a wrong in the world. But
you get so fed up just being one of the thousands. I have read a few good books since I have
been in the hospital, but that is all I have accomplished. I still have my little radio and it is
working alright, so that it is a handy thing to have beside one.

Have a nice easy lazy summer. I'm sure we'll get together next summer. I don't see how
the war in Europe can drag on much after the winter, do you? Best wishes and lots of love.
Byron.

*******
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101. I THINK WE SHOULD TRY AND BUY 67B AFTER THE WAR – JULY 1944

9 July 1944, Sunday

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 4 Canadian General Military Hospital, Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear! It is Sunday and it is cold and miserable outside. It's been raining all day
and I don't feel quite so sorry for myself being in bed today. My temperature is going down and
I hope to be out of here and in France very soon. I still haven't had any letters from Home, but
neither has anyone else. I suppose I'll get them all in a stack. I had a letter from Kees and it
took 12 days to get here so you can imagine what the postal situation is. I am hoping the doctor
will let me get up tomorrow for a while. If I get out of here shortly, I shall have a lot better
chance of getting to France. It seems so close – I can go over the ward and talk to dozens of
fellows who were in France last night. There is a lot of optimism in some peoples' heads. They
say Germany will pack up by Xmas. I say we shall have Paris by Xmas – but the Russians are
going ahead as fast – just over a hundred miles from the German soil of East Prussia.

How I'd love to drop into 67B next Xmas eve and see all the family together again. If I
get settled soon after the war, I think we had better try and buy 67B, don't you? Of course,
property values will fall to a new low, and we may be able to get it very cheep, as after all, it is
not a really stylish district. The first thing I'd do would be to remodel the front and pull down all
those verandas and balconies and try and make it look distinguished and decent from the front.
We'd have to see an architect. I have lots of ideas from London house fronts. I think it would be
a wonderful investment and something to work for. So far, I have or will have by December
$200. That's not much though, is it? But if I can get a good steady government job, I could
afford to invest in some property – it would make us feel secure to have a home of our very
own, even if we had to rent it and live in London or Washington, or somewhere else. I will be a
lot steadier and less restless when I get back as don't forget, I am getting old and have done a
lot of running around. Don't forget to tell me about your holidays. I hope that it isn't raining as
much as it is here or you'll be fairly miserable.

Do you remember the time when we went out to St-Anne-de-Bellevue to Lorraine's
graduation? I remember a quarrel between you and Daddy on the train about shoes and
everybody seemed to be changing shoes. I also remember eating vast quantities of raisin bread
– I must have been an awful little pig. The girls got themselves up in daisies or something and
did a ¨ooopsa-daisy¨ on the lawn – very gay! Well dear, I must write to some people I haven't
written to for ages. I'll write to Hope so be sure that she gets her letter and to Bern and to
Darwin and to Murray and to ---- what am I saying! What do you think I am, a teletype
machine? Be a good girl and take your vitamin pills – put eggs on your face and RELAX! RELAX!
You will be beautiful and, if you want to become a figure in an INTERNATIONAL ROMANCE, use
Pond's. Lady Pysspotte used Pond’s and look at her – she had to fight the men off. Love from B.

*******
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102. I ACTED AS INTERPRETER FOR GERMAN WOUNDED – JULY 1944

18 July 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 2nd Canadian Base Reinforcement Group, Canadian Army (Overseas)

I haven't written for a while, but I am out of the hospital now. I came out yesterday and
am back at camp “excused duty for 48 hours.” So, I am lying in the sun and feeling better.
Everyone says I look very thin which suits me fine. I didn't eat much in the hospital so that is the
answer. For the last four days in the hospital, I was acting as interpreter for the nurses, doctors
and orderlies for German wounded right from France. I was with the Germans days and night
and talked to them. It was about the most interesting experience I've had. After they knew me,
they seemed to talk quite freely. They were panzer grenadiers and all the ordinary soldiers were
18 and 19 years old. The officers were older. They are very good looking and clean-cut in spite
of their injuries. They seem resigned to the fact that they will not win the war but they won't
admit it right out. They are well informed of the Russian advances, etc. They were amazed at
the treatment they got from us. The medical treatment, the food, etc. the same as us, except
we get priority naturally. The are a lot of Yugoslavs Hungarians, Romanians, and French, etc. in
their army. One of them, a very handsome lad, was very Nazi – I told him to go to hell, etc.,
when he demanded attention and complained about the injections, etc. I told him if I was the
boss, I'd shoot him, as he was no use to himself or anyone else. He finally became very friendly
with me, gave me his picture and the address of his father, an officer in the Army in Germany.
He said, if I was taken prisoner, his father would help me. They are all charming and polite and
nice, much as criminals in a jail here. They are not responsible for their crimes any more than
criminals – They are the results of a bad environment, bad training and bad company, and I feel
sorry for them as I would for criminals or murderers. But they must be punished severely and
be prevented from committing further crimes.

I talked to a lot of Canadian and English officers back from France and altogether from a
journalistic point of view, it was an interesting experience.

Maybe I told you this one – When I was in the operating room, a doctor with a white
mask and gown came up and said “Is your name Higginson?” I said yes and he said his was too!
He is Allen Higginson Moyle, whom I knew a little at McGill. He is very nice and comes from
Hawkesbury. He was very kind to me and we became pretty good friends. He is a captain and
the nurses think he is very good looking. He said his wife knew Blake quite well. Her name was
Dubois.

Well Dear, this is a lot of Blah! I have not had a letter from you for four weeks, but
neither have the others here. I am terribly poor and may have wired for money by the time this
reaches you. I had expected to be in France by now where money is not as much needed. I hate
to overspend, but you have no idea how fantastic the prices are here.

Well, this is the end for now. My German is quite good as I've been studying it and the
practice at the hospital helped a lot. The new medicines are wonderful. I had the new
marvellous anesthetic called Pentathol, which is used almost exclusively – I'll tell you about it
tomorrow. B.

*******
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103. I AM PRACTICING MY FRENCH – JULY 1944

21 July 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 2nd Canadian Base Reinforcement Group, Canadian Army (Overseas)

Dear Mom: This is a new kind of letter, it goes by surface mail, so notice how long it
takes and let me know. I am still in England but I am feeling much better and not eating any
potatoes or bread. It is probably good training as they have no bread in Normandy yet.

Yesterday, the news of the attempted assassination of Hitler came out. It is all very
astonishing and confusing. If a separate peace between Germany and Russia is not the basis of
it all, it is very good for us and maybe the war will be over soon. However, I am sure that I shall
at least have been to France. The weather is very dark and cold for July, but by the time you
receive this, it will have changed for certain, comprends-tu? (Do you understand?) I am looking
forward to a change and am getting terribly “browned off” with this hanging around.

I am terribly broke and I wired you the day before yesterday. I have been warned about
six times that “this is your last day in England,” so naturally, I spent more than I should have. So,
when I came out of the hospital, I found myself quite broke. I hope I have some money in the
bank because I wrote a cheque for £3.00 today.

Well dear, we are in a bit of confusion here and it is pretty hard to write, so maybe I'd
better sign off. I'll write to you via air mail or try and wire – si possible bientôt, puisque tu
saurais que je suis en bonne santé et que toute va bien avec moi. Je crois que peut-être je serais
avec toi bientôt et tu n'as raison de gêner. (soon, if possible, since you will know that I am in
good health and that all is well with me. I think maybe I'll be home soon and you will not be
ashamed)

Bye dear, until tomorrow.

P.S. I still have had no mail and am beginning to worry.

*******
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104. FIRST LETTER FROM FRANCE – JULY 1944

26 July 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 2nd Canadian Base Reinforcement Group, Canadian Army (Overseas),
BLA (British Liberation Army)

Hello Dear: I am in France at last and it is a big change from England. I have always
wanted to see France and here I am – one of the richest nations in the world in civilization and
culture. Alas, I don't see or think much of those things. The main preoccupations of life are to
avoid being killed, to get enough to eat, to get enough water to drink and make tea, and to keep
one's bedding dry. All other things are secondary now. We are dug into holes in the ground and
the Jerries make life fairly unpleasant at times. I have no idea when or where I'll go to the front,
but it will be fairly soon – but don't worry, I'll be alright. I never think or worry about tomorrow
now, but just live for the moment.

I have talked to some of the Norman country people. They are very fine, friendly people
and the land is very rich. Almost everything is smashed to smithereens, but they seem to get
along somehow. I understand them as easily as English and I can talk French to them without
the slightest difficulty. So, I am glad of that.

Coming over from England, I talked to a soldier and he showed me some snaps of –
guess what – the “eleven hundred dollars” establishment on Tupper Street. It made me laugh to
think of seeing a picture of that house as we were bouncing over the channel. Those were the
happy days, dear, and we must think of them. Of all the hardships and troubles and the great
pleasure we had from little things – looking at houses, looking for bargains, building castles in
the air, if SISCOE (Gold Mines stock) would only go to $3.00. It is still so much a part of me that I
can never forget the wonderful comradeship and intuitive understanding that you and I have
always had between us. How I always instinctively knew how you felt and what you thought. I
wish you and I could walk across these Norman fields and talk and talk. That is, if we didn't get
blown to Hades by mines. So, life goes on and on. I don't know when I’ll be over in England
again. It is like a second home to me. I know England and the English very well, their virtues
and their faults, but I shall always love England and what it stands for. There is not so much
bigotry and hypocrisy as in Canada – it is so noticeable in Canadians over here – if someone is
not like they are, if one speaks a different language or accent, if one worships God a different
way, or thinks different thoughts, they want the dissenters to become just like them.

Well dear, this is my first letter from France – I am worried about you as I still have not
heard from you since your letter of 6 June. I hope you are well and happy. Good night, dear.
God bless you and love you like you loved and guided me. Au revoir. Byron.

*******
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105. A FEW SOUVENIRS – AUGUST 1944

6 August 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 2nd Canadian Base Reinforcement Group, Canadian Army (Overseas),
BLA (British Liberation Army)

Here are a few souvenirs – The wings are off a German soldier's letter. The paper is
from the city of Caen, which is the world's heaviest ruin. It is absolutely flat to the ground.

Here is a 5 franc note worth 6 pence or a dime.

*******
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106. MESS SECRETARY IN NORMANDY – AUGUST 1944

Normandie
7 August 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 2nd Canadian Base Reinforcement Group, Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear:

I am feeling a lot better now that I received nine letters from you in the past two days.
The latest one was dated 17 July so that brings me comparatively up to date. I also received 300
Sweet Caps and 200 Chesterfields and a nice parcel from you – shortbread, wonderful fruit juice
(nice and sweet) and other things. Don't send any cheese as this is the land of the world's best
cheese, and it is the only thing we have lots of. I also received a lot of old mail from England
dated June and early July. I am not doing much work, so I volunteered to take the job as mess
secretary for a small officers' mess of forty members. I am about the only one who speaks
French. I'll do this as long as we are in this camp until we go up to the front. It gives me a
wonderful chance to see the country and talk to lots of French people. I have made several
friends - Micheline is a little 18-year-old refugee. She is a pianist and we go to the church and
she plays the organ. She is pretty and witty and we have lots of fun. Also, I met an old man who
is called M. Emile Masson – he saves stamps and every time I bring him some, he gives me some
good wine. I get into the pubs and cafés where soldiers aren't allowed and consequently get
drinks more than the others. Yesterday after church, I went to a nice clean establishment and
had five glasses of the fiery Norman drink called “Calvados” - it is very good. Also, I have had
cider, cognac and wine – so that is not so bad, is it? I am wondering if Neal will be coming to
France. If so, cable me and tell me his squadron number as I'd love to see him. I am glad I am
here and not in Italy. Well, I must go and do my shopping. We are doing very well – I got some
steaks on the black market yesterday and lots of vegetables, etc.

I am not in financial difficulty; I don't think so but I haven't had a bank statement for
ages so I don't know quite how I stand. I don't know where you are living so I'll use the old
address.

Love BL Higginson

P.S. I need brushless shaving cream

*******
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107. FRANCE IS NOT SO BAD, I WENT SWIMMING TODAY – AUGUST 1944

7 August 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 2nd Canadian Base Reinforcement Group, Canadian Army Overseas,
British Liberation Army

Dear Mom: I wrote to you this morning but thought I'd drop you another line tonight.
This afternoon, I went swimming and the sun was grand. I went in a river where the water is
very cool, clean and fresh. This evening, they had an army show i.e. soldiers in an
entertainment troupe, but it was rather poor whereas most shows are quite good.

I have been reading a very simple book called “Cranford” by Mrs. Gaskell – it is an old
classic and is so easy and old fashioned that it makes very good escape literature. Try and get it
and read it, you may like it. I forgot to tell you that I sent my watch home when I was in England
– I couldn't get it fixed over here, so if possible, get it fixed for me and either send it along or
keep it for me when I get back.

The weather here is grand, dry and sunny but I hear that in England, it has been cold and
rainy. I hope Neal will come somewhere this way. I saw in the paper that an RAF Balkan Unit is
being formed – I was wondering whether that is where Neal is. I forwarded an application to
the government for a job as third secretary or learner in the department of external affairs – I
gave my Colonel, Kees and Willingdon as references. It means I may take an exam and maybe
someday get such a job. I am so heartily sick of the army and I want so badly to get out and yet I
have a fear of the insecurity of the post-war world. Sometimes, I think I'd rather not go back to
Canada, but stay over here, and then I feel I just must get home. I suppose it depends on the
job I get, and all will turn out alright somehow.

Well dear, France is not so bad and life is dragging down to the same old routine – the
change was grand at first, but now it is all the same old stuff.

I think of you often and talk to you and listen to your words of advice. I would give
everything to be home tonight, as I feel homesick and lonesome. I suppose we all feel that way
and things just go on. Love to all, goodnight, dear. B.

*******
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108. BACKGROUND – THE START OF THE BREAKOUT – AUGUST 1945

By the end of July 1944, the US and British Forces on the Allied Western Front 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. With British Formations
on both flanks leaving very little room to maneuver, the Canadian Corps organised a frontal
night-time attack to be conducted by the 2nd Canadian Infantry Division and the 2nd Canadian
Armoured Division, followed by an air bombardment and a proposed break-out by the 4th
Canadian Armoured Division, including the 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor
General’s Food Guards). Phase 1 of the operation involved an advance over the Verrières Ridge
to about 8 kilometers. Despite the dark, dust, and enemy opposition, this phase generally
achieved its goals. The following morning, the units involved in phase 1 halted their advance
and waited for an aerial bombardment scheduled for 1300 hours. The Germans took advantage
of this delay to reposition their troops and block any further attempts to advance. The aerial
bombardment was carried out as planned, but without much effect on the defenders. Finally, in
the late afternoon, phase 2 got underway, with the 22nd Canadian Armoured Regiment
(Canadian Grenadier Guards) (CGG) leading the 4th Canadian Armoured Division. By night time,
the Division had only managed to advance approximately two kilometers to Cinthaux. To
resume the advance, a plan was hastily devised to launch another night-time attack. The 28th

Canadian Armoured Regiment (British Columbia Regiment) (BCR) along with the Algonquin
Regiment (ALQ R) were given the main task of advancing to capture Hill 195. To do this, they
were to travel on the west side of the Caen-Falaise Highway past several villages, including
Bretteville-le-Rabet, and then turn right and cross the road, dash across the open ground, and
capture Hill 195. Concurrently, the CGG and the Lake Superior Regiment were to move forward
and capture Bretteville-le-Rabet during a dawn attack. The 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment
(Governor General’s Foot Guards) (GGFG) was held in reserve. During its advance, the BCR was
engaged by enemy fire as it passed Bretteville-le-Rabet, so it veered north-east to perform a
wider arc around the town and became disoriented. In the dark, it advanced to Hill 111, which
was mistaken for Hill 195, but in reality, was 6 kilometers to the north-east, outside of the
Canadian sector of operations. The BCRs incorrectly assumed that they had captured Hill 195,
formed an all-round defense and reported their success. With the dawn of August 9th, they
experienced some very intense counterattacks and called for reinforcements. Hill 111 was close
to the Quesnay Wood and Hill 140, which were key locations in the German line of defense. The
German units at these locations were very well armed, and primed to fight. Their relentless
counter attacks lasted all day and depleted the BCRs until they were virtually destroyed. The
error in their location contributed greatly to the BCR’s demise. When the GGFG was sent
forward to help, it headed for Hill 195, not Hill 111.

At around 1400 hours, the GGFG joined up with an infantry company and moved off
from Gaumesnil, taking roughly the same route as was intended for the BCR. By that time, the
Germans had moved their forces forward and were waiting in the Quesnay Wood. The Germans
had many anti-tank guns, and twenty-six tanks, including six Tigers. As the GGFG No. 1
Squadron passed through the gap between Bretteville-le-Rabet and Langannerie, four of its
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Sherman tanks were immediately destroyed. As No. 2 Squadron came forward to help, more of
its tanks were destroyed in the flat open fields. After unsuccessfully trying to continue the
advance and loosing 22 tanks in the process, the GGFG was forced to abandon its mission and
withdraw.

Map outlining GGFG involvement in Phase 2 of Operation Totalize south of Caen – GGFG was in reserve until it was
called forward to help the BCR who reported it was under attack at Hill 195 but was off course. Many GGFG tanks
were destroyed by anti-tank fire from Quesnay Wood.

Point 0 – Start Line for Phase 2 of Operation Totalize

Point 1 – The BCR strays off course and gets destroyed at Hill 111

Point 2 –The CGG moves forward to capture Bretteville-le-Rabat

Point 3 – The GGFG is called forward to Hill 195 to help the BCR, but gets stopped by anti-tank fire from the
Quesnay Woods. Many tanks are destroyed.

Point 4 – Hill 195 is eventually captured by Infantry – the remaining GGFG tanks are called forward with CGG to
reinforce the position.

Point 5 – On August 11, the GGFG is ordered to withdraw and regroup and get ready for new operation, follows red
dotted line.

Base map copied from – The Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948 – Marking and comments added subsequently.
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Later that evening, the Infantry moved forward using dismounted infiltration tactics and
captured Hill 195. In the morning of August 10th, tank squadrons from the CGG and the GGFG
were moved forward to consolidate the Division’s control of Hill 195. After getting into position,
they were submitted to several counterattacks and continuous shelling. Early in the afternoon
of the August 11th, they were then ordered to pull back and prepare for a new operation. For
the GGFG, this operation was its baptism to real combat. When it was finally called forward to
mount a rescue mission of the BCR, it ran headfirst into the very effective German defense and
its deadly 88mm anti-tank guns. In the end, the GGFG’s effort was in vain since the BCR was not
at Hill 195.

GGFG Sherman Tank destroyed during the attempted advance to Hill 195 on 9 August 1944. Quesnay Wood, the
location of very strong German Anti-tank defences, is seen in the background (Canadian Forces Photo Unit PMR82-
387)

When the GGFG and other units of the 4th Canadian Armoured Division withdrew, they
were met by the rear echelons, who replenished their supplies, helped repair their equipment,
and provided them with replacement tanks and crews. During this pause, Lieutenant
WestHeuser, the tank troop leader for 2 Troop of 1 Squadron of the 21st Canadian Armoured
Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards), was transferred to Command and Support
Squadron to replace the Regiment’s technical adjutant, who had been killed by mortar fire. At
that time, Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson arrived with a new tank and crew and became
troop leader for 2 Troop of 1 Squadron.

*******
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109. I AM ON THE MOVE AND MUCH CLOSER TO THE FRONT – AUGUST 1944

11 August 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards))
Canadian Army Overseas, British Liberation Army (BLA)

Hello again Dear! You will notice the new address and by it you will know that I am on
the move again and very much closer to old Jerry. I suppose it will mean another delay in
receiving my mail – I hope not as bad as last time. Well, dear, I am really in it now and no
fooling. There is so much I want to say “just in case.” - but it seems so morbid and depressing.
All I worry about is you – only you. I want you to be happy and secure. I want you to grow older
gracefully – to stay sweet and tender and understanding. So many people when they suffer get
hard and want subconsciously to see others suffer. So, darling mother, stay like you have always
been. If anything happens, just keep on that road that has been so hard for you and yet which
you made so easy and lovely for your children. Others will want and need desperately the
understanding and love you can give.

So far, I am concerned I am happy and carefree. I have a wonderful crew of four
youngsters to look after and worry about. I have no worries except you and what you will do if
anything happens to me. I don't think anything will – I'll be alright and I'll be back soon. The
Canadians are having a very tough time and many a mother and wife will have had the bad
news. But I think Jerry will crack soon and then we'll be together again. So, just go quietly on
your way and carry on just a wee bit longer. I know what a terrible life you must be leading
these days – it must be very hard to bear. I feel so close to you that it is a great comfort for me.
I can always hear you say “Never mind dear, it will soon be over” and I feel better.

I wish I could tell you of the devastations, horrors and misery I see, but I can't and
maybe it is as well.

I'll write you later dear and get this one going. I got your clippings re the elections and
Alec. Love, Byron.

*******
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110. THE NEXT FEW DAYS WILL BE THE MOST CRUCIAL IN MY LIFE – AUGUST 1944

13 August 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards)
Canadian Army (Overseas), British Liberation Army (BLA)

Hello Dear: I wrote you a rather morbid letter yesterday and I hope I didn't depress you.
There is also the consolation in the fact that I write these letters long before you receive them. I
know that the next few days will be the most crucial in my life as well as for the war in general.
So, if, by the time you receive this letter, you have heard no bad news of me, you will know that
the crisis is more or less over. Starting tonight, I will need every bit of courage and sense that I
have and then some. It seems so unreal that in a few hours, I will be exposed to death.

I am sitting in a hole in the ground as I write this, and we ran the tank over the hole so it
is quite snug and fairly safe from all the shrapnel, etc., which is flying around. It is a lovely
summer day, warm and sunny with lots of dust to give one's position away. My crew are all
hard at work getting ready and so is the troop, getting their tanks stowed and ready for action.

I can't seem to think of much to say. I am glad I have formed no close ties except with
you and it is a comfort to know that you will be brave and serene if anything happens to me –
which it won't, eh? I can never be grateful enough for all you have done for me and all the love
and good times you have given me. I'd love to write a novel of it all. You must wonder how
come I have allowed myself to get up to the front and not accepted one of those cushy staff jobs
in the rear where it is nice and safe. Well, dear, I don't know myself, but here I am and here I'll
stay, and I'll be proud to have taken an active part in this war.

I am not writing any more letters just now and I haven’t time. Will you phone Mrs.
Madelaine Guegnier at the Canadian Red Cross and tell her that a few days ago, I was in her
house in Normandy. Tell her that it is one of the only two houses around that is still standing. It
had a bomb through the back part facing the sea, but as it is used as an American’s office, they
fixed it up. I'll write her as soon as I get time, but I just haven't time today or for a while.

Take it easy dear and look after yourself. I'll be home soon and I want you to be well.

So, God bless you my dear, darling Mom. I love you and I wish I had done more to show
it. I came up here to the front on an actual toss of a coin – I'll show you the coin. Make me
some grape juice and some nice preserved fruit if you have the time. What an Xmas dinner we'll
have this year! Byron.

*******
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111. BACKGROUND – THE MOVE TO THE FALAISE GAP – AUGUST 1945

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. When the advance resumed on August 14th, Lieutenant Byron
Laurier Higginson and his crew of reinforcements were an integral part of it.

OPERATION TRACTABLE, conducted from August 14th to 16th, 1944 was devised to
resume the advance and breach the new German defensive line that had been established along
the general line of the Liason River. After crossing the Liason 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 a two-kilometer front 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.

4th Armoured Brigade tanks at the beginning of the attack on 14 August, 1944 (NAC PA 114064)

After an aerial bombardment, the tanks dashed forward through the covering smoke
and dust. As expected, the German defenders made good use of their anti-tank weapons,
immediately knocking out six GGFG tanks, all the tanks in the Brigade Headquarters, and many
other tanks. When the attacking forces arrived at the Liason River, they found that many of the
bridges were blown and that the steep banks made it difficult to cross. The first troops across
where the recce troops from the 7th Recce Regiment (17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian
Hussars), who established two beach heads. At around 1600 hours, the first tanks got across at
the town of Rouvres using a fascine bridge constructed by the engineers.
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GGFG Sherman bogged down in the crossing of the Liason River at Rovers (NAC PA 131270)

The crossing was slow and only two GGFG tanks made it across before a third one
slipped part way off and blocked the bridge until it was towed out of the way. GGFG No. 1
squadron found a ford just south of the town that allowed it to cross. In the next few hours,
additional crossing points were discovered, allowing all units to cross, advance up the slope, and
clear the enemy off the ridge overlooking the river.

At around 1730 hours on August 14th, the three regiments in the 4th Armoured Brigade -
the CGG, the GGFG and a reconstituted BCR - regrouped and resumed their advance. Inter-unit
co-ordination was lacking, however, since the brigade headquarters had been destroyed, and its
commanding general killed. Around 1900 hours, Lieutenant-colonel Scott of the GGFG was
asked to act as brigade commander for the remainder of the operation, which he did despite a
very serious foot injury. The advance continued, but the going was difficult because the German
anti-tank guns had been positioned in depth. At around 2000 hours, in the face of heavy
opposition and many casualties, Scott called a halt to the advance and ordered the units to hold
for the night. By that time, the GGFG only had nine operating tanks.

¨Although the enemy resisted fiercely, everywhere were signs of his destruction.
Infantry were surrendering freely, and Lieut. Higginson of No. 1 Squadron, between spasms of
shelling, was kept busy employing his knowledge of German to interrogate prisoners.¨ - Page
116 – The Regimental History of the Governor General’s Foot Guard – 1948
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Map outlining GGFG involvement in Operation Tractable – Unit advanced roughly along the red dotted line,
encountering heavy enemy resistance and anti-tank fire all along the way. The advance took the high ground
overlooking the town of Falaise.

Point 0 – Start line for new operation

Point 1 – Massed tanks of the 4th Canadian Armoured Division, including the GGFG, advance on the left flank, under
heavy enemy fire.

Point 2 – River blocks advance. No. 1 Squadron finds a ford and crosses south of Rouvres

Point 3 – GGFG stops for night, Lieut. Higginson interrogates prisoners

Point 4 – GGFG holds on high ground overlooking town of Falaise before turning north for next operation.

Base map copied from – The Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948 – Marking and comments added subsequently.

The advance, which resumed on the morning of August 15th, again faced heavy anti-tank
fire and became chaotic as the units from both divisions converged on the high ground
overlooking the town of Falaise. Eventually, the units of the 4th Armoured Brigade stopped
about 3 kilometers short of the objective while the 2nd Canadian Division attacked the objective.
That attack was called off 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
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encountered very little resistance. The Canadians were now well-positioned for the next
operation, but the operation had not been easy and many tanks 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.

¨At 0900 hours (of August 17th), the Regiment moved off, with Lieut. Higginson’s No. 2
troop of No. 1 Squadron in the lead. The route lay via Olendon, Perrieres and Les Monts
D’Erames. While passing through a steep defile at the latter place, No. 1 Squadron was strafed
by a flight of Focke-Wolfes, one of which was shot down by a 3rd Division mobile ack-ack gun.
On the high ground beyond the defile, occasional firing was encountered, but it was not until
the Regiment crossed the River Dives at Morteaux-Coulibeoeuf that opposition was
encountered. The town was under heavy shell fire, but the advance was continued across
country and southeast along the River Dives, with the Squadrons deployed in wide formation.¨ -
Page 118 – The Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948

During this advance, the acting commanding officer’s tank was knocked out, so
command was assumed by Major Baylay. Out of communications with Brigade and with night
approaching, Major Baylay ordered the Regiment to establish a harbour in the woods just west
of Moutiers-en-Auge. A high state of alert was maintained, as the enemy was close by.

¨In the meantime, Lieut. Higginson, advancing on the extreme right flank, had become
isolated. He managed to contact the one remaining R.H.Q. (Regimental Headquarters) tank,
commanded by Sgt. Coles, and through him was able to pass the Regiment’s position to brigade
headquarters. He was ordered to remain in his position to maintain the one wireless link with
brigade.¨ - Page 118 – The Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948

On the 18th of August, the Regiment was ordered to occupy point 118 near Louvieres-
en-Auge. On arrival, the Regiment found that this point was already occupied by a Polish
Motored Infantry Battalion, so it established a position a short distance away. On the 19th, it
moved to establish a defensive position on Hill 258 and the Polish Armoured Division
established a defensive position on Hill 262, several kilometers further south.

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 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.
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Map showing movement of the GGFG during the operation to close the Falaise Cap. Route is shown using a red
dotted line.

 Point 1 – No. 1 Squadron strafed by German aircraft as it passes through a defile (off-map to left)

 Point 2 – On 15 August, GGFG establishes harbour overnight - Higginson is isolated on flank but stays in
positon to maintain communications with Headquarters

 Point 3 – On 16 August, GGFG moves here when it finds that its objective is occupied by a Polish Battalion

 Point 4 - On 19 August, GGFG moves to Hill 258

 Point 5 – On 20 August, after moving north to a new position, GGFG is ordered back to Hill 239. The next
morning a German column tries to withdraw through its position.

Base map copied from – The Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948 – Marking and comments added subsequently.

On August 19th, the GGFG was given orders to move to Les Champeaux and prepare to
attack in the northerly direction of Vimoutiers. The next day, however, in reaction to a surge in
the number of Germans streaming through the Gap, it was ordered to return south and take a
position on Hill 239, to provide more depth to the Canadian blocking positions. There, it spent a
tense night in a defensive position at Hill 239, with much enemy activity all around. On the
morning of August 21st, it was attacked by a German armoured column that tried to escape right
through its position.

¨The fire power of the defensive formation was very high, and a brisk fight developed as
all guns opened up. Sgt. McLean’s tank destroyed a Mark IV, and No. 2 Troop of No. 1
Squadron, under Lieut. Higginson and Sgt. McCorkell caught a solid company formation of
German infantry before it could disperse. The situation was a hopeless one for the enemy, and
the fighting ceased as suddenly as it had begun.¨ - Page 125 – The Regimental History of the
GGFG – 1948

Fortunately, the Germans were more interested in fleeing than fighting. However, in a
similar position further south, the Polish Division came under heavy attack and had to be
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reinforced. In the end, although immense damage was inflicted on the withdrawing German
Armies, it was just not possible to completely close the gap and stem the tide.

The Pursuit from the Falaise Gap to the River Seine, a distance of approximately 120
kilometers, occurred between August 23rd and August 28th, 1944.

¨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

As the Regiment approached Rouen and the River Seine, the pursuit slowed as the roads
became congested with Allied troops moving towards a limited number of crossings. On August
25th, a harbour (lightly-defended position in a woods) was formed near Crasville and for the first
time in several weeks, the Regiment stood down until 0830 hours the next morning. On the
26th, the Regiment moved forward to yet another harbour at the edge of the woods near the
anticipated crossing place. Here the quartermaster distributed new socks, and the men were
able to change for the first time in weeks. Shortly after 0730 hours on the 28th, the Regiment
crossed the River Seine without incident on a pontoon bridge at Elboeuf, just south of Rouen.

Map copied from – The
Regimental History of
the GGFG – 1948 –
showing GGFG across
the Seine River. Route
is shown using a red
dotted line.

It was then asked to support an operation aimed at capturing Boos, approximately 20 kilometers
to the north-west, and then to move ahead itself and capture Point 164.
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GGFG tank moving across a pontoon bridge across the Seine River - copied from – The Regimental History of the
GGFG – 1948

¨At Point 164, the Regiment moved into an open laager (temporary camp protected by a circle of
armoured vehicles) in a large field and the tanks were immediately camouflaged under wheat
stocks. Enemy activity was soon observed on one flank, and a scout platoon of the Lake
Superior Regiment, sent to investigate, returned with over 100 prisoners. Further enemy were
reported in a wood on the right flank, which was thoroughly flushed by a troop under Lieut.
Higginson.¨ - Page 130 – The Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948

*******
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112. I HAVE LOOKED DEATH IN THE FACE AND HAD SOME MIRACULOUS ESCAPES –
AUGUST 1944

26 August 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas), British Liberation Army

Hello Dear – I am in a harbour with my four tanks in a pine forest just above the banks
of the river ______. I am tired and dirty. I couldn’t eat any supper as my stomach is all upset by
the terrible tinned stews, etc. I have no appetite at all. We have only enough water to drink
and none to wash. We were the first Allied troops to pass through some quite large towns and
what a reception we got. The Germans had left only in the morning and by the time we got
there, the streets were lined with cheering people, waving, shouting – they ran and on the
streets, they gave us cider, brandy, etc., so that it was a miracle that we didn’t all get raving
drunk. They jumped up on the tanks and kissed us and I was almost frantic. However, it wasn’t
all fine. We had some very close shaves. I have looked death in the face several times and have
had some really miraculous escapes. I only hope it continues. I have been in action for two
weeks now without rest, clean clothes or time to do any washing. I work very hard all the time.
We seem to be so far ahead of the supplies that we get very little except absolute necessities,
and sometimes, not even those.

Well dear, I have been praying and I know you have. Many all around me have been
killed but somehow I have just missed the deadly 88’s by inches each time. I think there will be
some big battles yet, however, the future can take care of itself. I have enough to worry about
as it is. I hate fighting and I hate almost everything about this way of living desperately. But I
guess someone has to do it, and by God’s will it is me. I certainly never wanted to kill my fellow
man, but I have had to do it.

Well dear, I haven’t had a letter from you since I’ve been in action, but I expect one
soon. Love BL Higginson

*******
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113. BACKGROUND – BELGIUM AND THE LEOPOLD CANAL – SEPTEMBER 1944

During the PURSUIT INTO BELGIUM, which lasted most of the month of September,
1944, the Allied Forces pushed the Germans during their withdrawal and tried to prevent them
from establishing a new defensive line. The American Armies continued their advance in the
south and liberated Paris. The British and Canadian Armies continued their advance in the north
and liberated many towns along the French and Belgian coasts.

After crossing the River Seine on August 28th, the 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment
(Governor General’s Foot Guards), and its support units, advanced on three parallel routes in a
north-eastern direction toward the next logical defensive line for the enemy, which was the
River Somme, approximately 120 kilometers away. Throughout this advance they encountered
and cleared pockets of enemy resistance. On the second day of the advance, they approached
the town of Buchy.

¨Without opposition, the Regiment formed up at Point 233 northwest of the town.
Civilians reported that the enemy had withdrawn a matter of minutes before the tanks arrived
and all about was ample evidence of a hasty retreat. Two prisoners claiming to be Italians were
routed from a haystack by Lieut. Lidell and Lieut. Finlayson. These and some slave labourers at a
nearby farm provided interesting interrogation for Lieut. Higginson, who multilingual abilities
were a great asset in obtaining information. Page 138 – The Regimental History of the GGFG –
1948

After that, the advance was so rapid that the Regiment, and the numerous other units
conducting the pursuit, ran off the maps that had been issued to them, and started using high-
level road maps. On September 3rd, the Regiment crossed the River Somme using a bridge
constructed by the 10th Brigade. It then proceeded to Abbeville, reported it clear of enemy and
was then given a pause of two days for rest and maintenance.

The enemy was pulling back and, on September 5th, the Division was ordered to push
forward, through Belgium to the Dutch border. The immediate objective was Bruges in Belgium.
The Regiment was led by a vanguard comprised of No. 1 Squadron, a recce troop and a company
of Infantry. When the vanguard approached Bergues, the last significant town in France, it came
up against some heavy opposition – some effective anti-tank guns and a naval artillery barrage.
After hearing that the town was held by some SS soldiers who were planning a fanatical
defense, the vanguard was directed to bypass the town and continue towards Belgium.

¨At five o`clock, the vanguard moved off again, led by Lieut. Higginson and No. 2 Troop,
proceeding to the east of Bergues through Quaedypre and Houdshoote. Nearing the Belgian
border, Lieut. Higginson was met by a French gendarme who escorted the tanks to the border
where they were met by a Belgian policeman and the wildly cheering civilians of Leysele.
Shortly beyond, the two forces harboured for the night. The advance continued the following
morning and, passing through Dixmude, the force harboured southwest of Bruges. Recce
patrols from the vanguard were sent out and established that there was no enemy south of
Bruges, but that all bridges were blown over the Ghent Canal to the east. Civilian reports,
however, were that Bruges was held by 2,000 troops and the Regiment was visited by civilian
deputies begging that their ancient and beautiful city be spared.¨ Page 142 – The Regimental
History of the GGFG – 1948.

The Regiment was not well-equipped to clear a city the size of Bruges, so it left this task
to the infantry who would soon be arriving. Instead, it started probing around to the south and
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the east of Bruges to see if a bypass was possible. There it became apparent that the enemy
was making a stand along the Leopold Canal, to allow its troops to conduct an orderly
withdrawal across the Scheldt and into Holland. The terrain in this area was humid and low-
lying, and interlaced with marshes, canals and irrigation ditches. It was not well-suited for
armoured tactics as the tanks would quickly get bogged down if they ventured off the roads.
Advances could only be made slowly on a very narrow front. Despite this, patrols were
organised over the next few days to see if a crossing of the canal could be found.

Map copied from – The Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948 – Area along the Leopold Cana - dotted red line
traces movement of GGFG

¨The following day (September 13th), No. 1 Squadron despatched troops under Lieut.
Higginson and Sgt. Garton to Strooiburg and Balgerhoek. Here Sgt. Garton’s troop surprised
enemy digging in on the far bank and shot them up, receiving lively retaliation of mortar fire. In
his position, Lieut. Higginson decided to rest his feet by removing his shoes. Shortly after,
enemy were observed and engaged with 75 fire, while Lieut. Higginson issued fire orders to the
accompaniment of a lively dance as the hot shell casings fell on his unshod feet.¨ Page 145 – The
Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948.

On September 16th, the Regiment was able to cross the southern branch of the Leopold
canal and advance to the northern branch. It then proceeded to patrol and clear the area
between the two branches of the canal.
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¨North of the Leopold Canal, the enemy had substantial numbers of infantry. These
troops both threatened the west flank of Antwerp, rendering the port useless, and were the
foremost defences of the German line being established in Holland. To root this infantry out of
the marshy ground north of the Canal would require our own infantry, but the Canadian
Divisions were committed to the task of clearing the west coast and the channel ports. Until an
infantry division was available to do the job, it was the Brigade’s task to patrol the Leopold in
strength and contain the enemy north of the canal. It was a task for which the armour was not
designed, but was accomplished with singular success. The troops were necessarily spread very
thin over a wide front and operations were conducted at isolated troop outposts commanded
by troop leaders and sergeants and success depended on their aggressiveness and initiative.
The engagements were small but bitter and for the crews it was a grueling period during which
they passed long days and nights in their tanks keeping the canal bank under observation.
Harassing fire, mortar and shell was constant while enemy patrols persistently infiltrated across
the canal, making the nights tense with expectation and the days nerve-wracking from hidden
snipers.¨ Page 146 – The Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948.

*******
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114. STILL KICKING, BUT FEEBLY DUE TO WANT OF REST – SEPTEMBER 1944

2 September 1944

Hello Dear: Well, I'm still kicking, if a little feebly from want of rest and nervous strain.
We are still in France but expect to be out of it very shortly into Belgium or the Fatherland. I
received your first letter addressed in France in a short time. It was dark when I got it and I read
it over quickly and put it in my pocket to read in the morning as well as the part by Donald.
However, I lost it and never read the part by Donald unfortunately. I also received a letter from
Peggy at the same time.

A man I knew in London has since gone back to the U.S. He lives in Cleveland. He sent
me a present of the Overseas Edition of the New Yorker. It is grand and it comes very quickly
every week. I read it in the tank turret when we stop. We are going ahead very fast and maybe
the war will be over soon. I am right at the extreme front line and have been up for three weeks
now. I hate it. I always hated guns, machinery, hunting, killing, and dirt and discomfort and now
it is all my life consists of. It is strange how I always seem to do things that I don't want. After
the war, I will try and do what I like to do and see how it goes. The news is very good today.

*******
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115. SITTING IN A TANK ON WIRELESS WATCH – SEPTEMBER 1944

3 September 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I am sitting in a tank on wireless watch, it is about four-thirty a.m., and it is
cold and rainy and blowing outside. It has been cold and wet and life is even more
uncomfortable. The other night, I slept in a ditch soaking wet – everything I had on was dripping
wet and I shivered for hours. I don't seem to be having any ill effects except that I am dead tired
and nervous from the lack of sleep. The way Jerry keeps going makes it very hard at times to
keep up with him. If we only would stop for a while so I could get a good night's sleep, I'd be
OK.

It will be grand to get a little comfort – all the bedding I have is a ground sheet and a
blanket – I haven't had my clothes off for weeks. Never time to wash, or if there is time, there is
no water. If I could see a show or do anything. I brought some books up with me, but of course,
they burnt up like everything else when my first tank was hit, so I have nothing to read for a few
days yet.

The other day, a drunk soldier gave me 2,000 Francs. He insisted I take it. He had about
75,000 Francs in 500 Franc notes. 200 Francs are about the equivalent of 1 pound so that he
gave me the equivalent of £10 or approximately $45 – 50. I also received a note from the bank
saying £7 had been deposited to my account. Thank-you, dear. I'll just leave it there as there is
nothing to spend it on here. Incidentally, the above-mentioned soldier got the money from
dead Germans. Some of the infantry soldiers are very rich from this source of income and as
there is nothing to spend it on, they just give it away.

I have had a little wine, cider, and a very common Norman spirit called Calvados. It is
very fiery and not particularly nice. Well, I see it is beginning to get a little light. I slept in the
tank last night. It was not particularly comfortable or dry, but drier than outside. I hope it will
be sunny today so I can dry out. I haven't had a chance to write to Neal recently, I hope he is
OK. I seem to have a guardian angel over me as I seem to get thru some pretty narrow escapes.

There is some mail in. I hope I have a letter from you. Your mail is coming quite fast
now, but I suppose just as it starts coming well, I'll go somewhere else and the delay will start all
over again.

I must close now as I am too sleepy to think of anything else to say. I have another
letter to you half finished. I am desperately wanting to get to Paris, but I won't for a long time
now. London would be a welcome sight now too – but most of all, I'd like to see you in 67B with
all the family and this war over.

*******
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116. IN BELGIUM, WE HAD THE MOST AMAZING RECEPTION – SEPTEMBER 1944

10 September 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: Time has gone very fast and this is the first opportunity I've had to write
since a week. We are now in Belgium and we have had the most amazing reception. The
people are poor but they give us everything. I was the first Canadian tank to enter Belgium and
we went into some little towns, the first Allies to enter. We got Champaign, grapes, liqueurs,
eggs and every day the tank was covered with flowers. The people in this part of Belgium speak
only Flemish and the better classes speak French also. I asked a jolly looking woman if she
spoke English. She replied “a leetle.” So, I said “Go ahead and speak English.” So, she rhymed
off, not knowing what she was saying: “Yes, No, Good Morning, Good Night, The Toilet ees
oopstairs.” I thought it was very funny. Belgium is up-to-date and has many modern houses,
and is very clean. The Flemish are blond, and sort of flat-looking, and stodgy. They are very
dour and certain, but they are hysterical with happiness and relief to be rid of the Jerries who
bled the country almost to death. There seems to be another tie-up in the mail, but I guess it
will be here soon. We have moved so far so quickly. Kees has given me a lot of addresses in his
country. I hope I can use them as we are very close. Well, dear, I am sitting on the ground with
my four tanks around – a very dirty and tired troop leader – Love, Byron.

*******
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117. SITTING BY MY TANK, CALLED THE ¨FLYING FOOLS¨ – SEPTEMBER 1944

12 September 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear – Sitting down cross-legged beside my tank, which incidentally is called
“Flying Fools” - the rest of the crew are washing and sleeping. We had our usual supper of beef
stew in tins, pudding, biscuits and tea. We call eating and preparing a meal “brewing up.” Also,
when a tank is hit by an “88” and bursts up into huge flames, we say she is “brewed up.” Funny
talk, eh? I haven't heard the news today, but I believe that it is very good – that the Americans
are fighting on German soil. We are still in Belgium as you can see in the papers but getting
closer. It is getting colder now so I put on my winter underwear. It is very cold at night – we
always sleep with all our clothes on. I forget what it is like to have them off.

I am feeling very well and am becoming as adjusted to this life as much as I ever shall be.
I received the vitamin pills a few days ago and I think they do me good as I do not seem to be as
“nervous” or as irritable. I have a good crew and a good troop of four tanks and things go along
pretty smoothly and we laugh and act silly and look forward desperately to the end of this
horrible war. We were fighting mostly against the SS, the toughest soldiers there are. I doubt
we shall have as hard a battle as that again.

Well dear, I suppose I'll bore everyone stiff telling them about “that time when I did
such and such.” I'll try awfully hard not to talk about it when I get back. Well Dear, I must go
and get a little sleep. Don't worry about me – I think I'll be OK now as I believe this war will be
over very soon.

I have not heard from Neal at all – I cannot imagine him going to South Africa – there is no war
there. Are you sure? I hope I can get a job in the Foreign Service after the war. I shall try very
hard to do so in London before I go home. It will be such a shock to taste the ordinary luxuries
of life – to have a roof over my head and enough to eat. Well, goodnight dear.

*******



Collection of letters written home by Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson
during the period from 1942 to 1945

Byron Higginson Letters Home 20180717.docx Page 161 of 197

118. THE JERRIES ARE 300 YARDS AWAY, BUT QUIET – SEPTEMBER 1944

19 September 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear Mom: I am sitting on wireless watch in the turret of my tank – the Jerries are
about 300 yards away, but they are quiet this morning and so are we. I could hear them talking
and moving around last night. They are fighting very hard around here although they haven't
much to fight with. I received your letter from Rochester very quickly and also a blue letter
dated 6 September. I like to hear from you as often as possible. I am getting very good food for
the past few days, lots of fruit, pears, apples, tomatoes, etc., and fresh eggs and butter that we
get from the farmers. I have no money here and no way of getting any unless I rob someone
apparently. My money is in England and I can't seem to get any. However, you can't help me
unless you can get some Belgium or Dutch bank notes and mail them air mail. I don't think you
can get them at all. If you could send even a few American dollar bills, it would be a help. I have
no cheque book or cash demand vouchers as they were all burnt when my tank was hit.

I have been in action longer than any other officer in this regiment and should be due
for a rest very soon. I am feeling quite well and getting fat again as I lost a lot of weight when I
first came in. My hair is going grey on the sides. Things don't seem to bother me anymore. I
see people I know get killed and somehow my feelings don't seem to be touched and I can't feel
upset or even concerned. It is hard to explain, but one seems to form a shell which no horror or
brutality can affect and one is able to carry on normally.

I have a wonderful crew and a first-class troop. We are five in a crew – My driver is
called George Allen and he is a fine lad. Jimmie Albright is the gunner and cooks all the meals
and comes from Hawkesbury, the other two are fine lads too, and we have been through so
much together that we all think the same. My first crew was knocked out the first day, the
second crew I didn’t like, but this one is tops. I have three other tanks under two sergeants and
a corporal and I get along well with them and we don't have much trouble. We have been
together in some tough spots.

Well dear, I don't know whether I'm still me or not. I feel different this last while, but all
will be for the best.

I shall try and write to Neal as soon as I can. If I can get back for a rest, I'll write a lot of
letters. I don't think I will take a rest unless my troop gets one too, as I would hate to leave
them. I think the war will be over very soon and it can't come too soon for me. Give my love to
all and look after yourself, dear.

*******
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119. MY BOYS ARE SO TIRED THEY DON’T WANT TO EAT – SEPTEMBER 1944

20 September 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello again dear! I wrote to you yesterday and today I received your parcel containing
the bottle of orange juice, etc. It is a nice parcel and very welcome. I can do with food parcels
now as there is lots of room on my tank to carry them. My troop will be L.O.B. (Left out of
Battle) for a few days’ rest and to get our tanks into shape again. We had a rough time and we
are all tired and in need of a rest. I have had every weapon the German have fired at me and a
few of our own beside as I consider that I have had just about enough of this stuff.

I had a shower today for the first time in weeks. I surely felt a great deal better
afterwards. I am writing Neal. I wonder if he is in France. I am sure the war will end soon and
that the climax is around the corner. We have had a tough time of it, dear, and you have done
most of the suffering. All I have is to put up with a few discomforts and it really isn't so bad
when you get used to it – ain't I the veteran!

I would appreciate it if you could send me five one dollar bills if you can get them, or if
not, a five. The money situation here is much too confusing so I won't even try to explain. I
never had more money in the bank and less in my pocket. I just can't get any and it is
“verboten” to ask the bank to send English currency and I have no way of getting any.

Well, dear, I must “brew-up” the dinner tonight. My boys are so tired, they don't want
to eat, they just want to lie around doing nothing.

I expect to be taking the taxi from Windsor Station to 67B very soon. I wonder if the
Taxi man will take Dutch Guilders or Belgian Francs. Bye-Bye – Byron.

*******
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120. I AM SO TIRED I COULD CRY AND GO HYSTERICAL – SEPTEMBER 1944

25 September 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: Received your letter of the 15th September today and was glad to hear the
news. I am still at the front and have not had any rest yet and I have been in action. I am
getting spells of extreme fatigue and nervousness. However, I am still hoping for a rest. I had a
great treat last night. We usually sleep in the tank or in holes in the ground, but last night I slept
in a bed in a house for the first time since I left England. It was glorious between the sheets and
I kept thinking I was home. We were harboured in woods around a farm and I talked to the
family in a new language I picked up and they let me sleep in their guest room. But I never have
a good night's sleep, always guards and moving off at first light, etc. I am really so tired tonight
that I honestly could cry and go hysterical at the drop of a hat, however no one knows and I
keep it to myself and talk and laugh and carry on although inside I feel I must do something. I
will rest tonight and tomorrow and then everything will look better.

I would like you to send my watch as I think we'll be here for some time yet. I wish I
could say “Keep it, and I'll be home for it soon.” But I don't feel that way anymore. Gee, am I
ever in a bad way, eh? It seems a shame to take it out on you, dear, but who else can I talk to?
The men feel the same way, so I can't let them see me moping around. I'm sure everything will
look different in the morning. No one will ever be able to say I didn't do my part anyhow. I have
seen more fighting and more days of action than any other officer in this regiment and I am still
OK. That is due to my good luck in not having been wounded. Well, I must close up. I had a
nice parcel from Bern, cigarettes and a letter from Murray. I did get Peggy's letter and I did get
the vitamin pills. They are very good and will help me a lot. I think I will go to bed. Tonight, it is
on straw beside the tank as we are out of enemy mortar range and don't have to dig.

I wish I could tell you how you have given me strength to carry on through this black
period. When I think of you in those hard years fighting the world to keep us together, it gives
me the courage to go on. I'll try and do some writing tomorrow if we don't have to kill Germans.
Goodnight and God bless you. Give Frank M. my regards. Love B.

*******
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121. BACKGROUND – REST, INJURY AND REDEPLOYMENT TO THE SCHEDLT–

OCTOBER 1944

From September 25th to the 29th, the Regiment was pulled away from the Leopold Canal
and given some rest. During this pause, the troops were issued with new insulated tank suits
that were greatly appreciated because the weather was turning damp and cold.

From October 5th to October 11th, the Regiment was moved to Edvelde, a former
German airport, for more rest. While there, it received news that the 3rd Canadian Infantry
Division had arrived nearby to clear the area north of the Leopold Canal. After the rest, the
Regiment was ordered to move to an area east of Antwerp, Belgium. Antwerp was a significant
port that had been captured by the British Forces in early September. Even though it had been
captured largely intact, it could not be used to shorten the supply lines of the Allied Armies until
the German Army was cleared from the maritime approaches to the port – the Scheldt
Estuaries.

Officers of the 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment
(GGFG) posing for a picture in their new crew suits –
Byron is second from the right.

Byron letting civilians examine a jeep at the Chateau la
Bruyère St-André, West Flanders, Belgium

On or around October 11th, the Regiment performed a 70-kilometer road move from the
Edvelde Airport to a new location north-east of Antwerp. In its new location, it joined a force
that was clearing the northern-eastern banks of the Scheldt Estuaries.

Lieutenant Byron Laurier Higginson was injured on October 11th, 1944, the day of the
road move. In his letter of October 18th, he mentions that the injury was the result of an
accident in a jeep, and that the other passenger was injured more seriously than him. After the
accident, he spent a week at a military hospital in Ghent, before being allowed to recuperate at
a facility in Bruges. Due to his injuries, Byron was kept out of action from around October 10th

to around October 28th.
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Telegram received by Frances Higginson advising her that her son had been injured
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On October 24th, 1944, the above announcement of his
injury appeared in the Montreal Star Newspaper.

*******
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122. I AM OUT OF HOSPITAL BUT NOT BACK TO THE FRONT – OCTOBER 1944

18 October 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I am out of the hospital, but not back to the front yet. I am living in a lovely
house taken over by the Germans and then by us as officers’ quarters. It is in a large Belgian city
and is on the edge of a canal. It is wonderful to be in a town again, taking the street car down
town, going through the beautiful big department stores, going into cafés for an aperitif or ice
cream or tea and then to a movie. It is just like no war at all. I am alright and my face is healing
up nicely. It looked a terrible mess and I thought it was ruined, but it will be as good as ever. I
still hobble a bit as my knee is wobbly, and I look awful grinning through scabs and whiskers that
I can't shave off, with my front tooth knocked out.

This is a funning country – all the luxuries but few necessities – you can buy all the
perfume, cosmetics and eau de cologne of the best French makes, but you can't get a bar of
soap, can get fancy pastries and ice cream sundaes but no bread, beautiful lace hankies but not
just an ordinary white one, gorgeous Parisian women’s' clothing, sheer silk stockings but it is
impossible to buy an ordinary pair of men's woolen ones.

I was in a prisoner’s ward in the hospital and talked a lot with German officers and men
(my German is getting to be first class). They think the war will be over not before the summer.
A lot of them sincerely believe that they will win the war. It was very interesting talking to
them. There are no men between twenty and thirty in the German Army – they are practically
all dead or wounded. They are not too good as physical specimens, nothing like the SS troops I
saw in England.

I haven't received any mail for a while due to me shifting around, but will have it all
soon. The fellow that was with me in the Jeep – Captain Floyd Henry of my regiment was
seriously injured and had to go back to England and maybe Canada. He broke his arm, fractured
his back and, as he fell on his head, he seems to be a little crazy. So, you can imagine how lucky
I was. Well, dear, I must leave you now. I must change my money – I have French, Dutch, old
Belgian notes to change to the new Belgian currency.

Love darling Mom. B.

*******
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123. I AM PROUD THAT I HAVE NOT BROKEN DOWN IN ANY WAY – OCTOBER 1944

21 October 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I am still in the Belgian City living a life of ease, luxury and riotous living. We
live in what was a civilian house and compared with a hole in the mud with a tank over it, it is
like the Ritz. Life here is interesting and each day, I go down town, see the stores, visit the cafés
and altogether it is fairly pleasant.

I have an opportunity to work here in the rear lines out of all danger and yet although I
can hardly account for it, I don't want to. I don't want to go to the front again and yet I don't
want to stay here. There is such a wonderful sense of comradeship and sincerity and closeness
amongst the men at the front and such a tremendous lack of those things here. It is very
difficult to describe what I mean but it is just the fact of being with unselfish fine heroes at the
front and petty-minded, selfish, lazy cowards back here. However, circumstances will rule, as I
am not really physically fit yet and am a bit neurotic and my knee is still painful. I find it easy to
let any course that is easiest take me along and say - “Oh well, that is what God has for me.” I
am a little proud that I have not broken down in any way at the front as so many do. I have had
every bit as much time under fire as anyone I know around here, and my nerves are still OK. The
only thing is I lose my temper very easily, especially at the people back here who sit around in
comfort while the others are sweating blood. This is a crazy letter, eh?

I hope you received the lace and the glasses. They are nothing special, but they were
cheap and Belgian lace and glasses are the tops. You should see the gorgeous glasses, but they
are too fragile to mail and those I sent were the heaviest and most solid ones I could find. I have
a little loot to send. One, a very funny old sewing box. It may be very old and valuable or
otherwise. It was in a German soldier's pack and he stole it in France. It is pretty fragile but will
look nice in a case or on a table as it is made like two leather books.

Note: The glasses all arrived in Montreal broken

Well, my dear darling Mom, I love you as always, even though I am not getting your mail
these days. B.

*******
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124. BACKGROUND – CLEARING THE SCHELDT – OCTOBER, NOVEMBER 1944

The OPERATION TO CLEAR THE SCHELDT, carried out in October and early November
1944, was aimed at clearing the 15th German Army out of the low-lying land that dominated the
Scheldt Estuaries. Once the 3rd Infantry Division arrived to clear the south bank, the 4th

Canadian Armoured Division, including the 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor
General’s Foot Guards) was redeployed to an area north-east of Antwerp. Here, the 4th Division
advanced north towards Bergen-Op-Zoom. It was organised into two battle groups, one on each
side of the highway. The 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards)
was in the battle group that moved up the west side of the highway.

In this area, the enemy was very well organised. It made extensive use of mines, booby
traps, obstacles and anti-tank guns. Further, the soft ground and ever-present water,
significantly reduced the ability of the Canadian tanks to manoeuver, advance abreast, use their
firepower as a group, and outflank the enemy.

Near the beginning of the operation, orders were received for a widespread advance
starting from the sand dunes northeast of Putte. Progress was very slow with many tanks
getting bogged down in the soft ground. On October 22nd, the Regiment moved forward to cut
off the enemy’s withdrawal route between Bergen-Op-Zoom (Bergen) and Roosendaal. The first
stage of the plan called for No.1 Squadron and a company of the Lake Superior Regiment to
advance up the Maria Baan Road and capture Wouwse Plantage. This group came under heavy
fire from the German artillery and self-propelled anti-tank (S.P.) guns. All the Squadron’s tanks
were knocked out, one by one. By the time the squadron received the order to return to
Headquarters, only one disabled tank could make it back under its own power. ¨The squadron
had taken a terrible beating and left behind numerous dead and a dozen or so tanks in the open
meadows. No. 1 Squadron temporarily ceased to exist as a fighting force and its personnel
returned to the Tank Delivery Regiment for a rest and re-equipment. ¨ Page 160 – The
Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948. Three days later, after a very bitter fight, Wouwse
Plantage was finally captured by an infantry force and the remaining squadrons.

Because Lieut. Byron Laurier Higginson had been convalescing in Belgium, he was not
present when No. 1 Squadron took the beating at Wouwse Plantage on October 22nd. In his
letter dated October 27th, he mentioned that he was going back up to the front later that day.

On October 28th, the Regiment advanced to the north-west but found that all the roads
leading towards Bergen were blocked due to blown bridges and covering fire. The Regiment
was then ordered to veer north and try to break through at Herle. After finding a passable road,
one of the troops managed to enter the village. But, due to heavy shell and mortar fire, sniping
and a lack of infantry resources, it was unable to hold it during the night. Consequently, it
withdrew but the squadron maintained a position that prevented the enemy from using the
road between Bergen and Roosendaal. The enemy pulling out of the Scheldt pocket was thus
forced it to use a more northerly withdrawal route through Steenbergen. The next day, the
Regiment was ordered to move in a north-westerly direction and take up a position where it
could dominate the road between Bergen and Steenbergen. Stubborn resistance was expected
and, per air reconnaissance, the area north of Herle was impassable by tanks.
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Map copied from – The Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948 – dotted red line traces movement of GGFG

 Point 0 – On 11 October, GGFG Arrives and takes initial position near Putte

 Point 1 – On 22 October, No 1. Squadron leads the advance line ahead and gets destroyed one by one

 Point 2 – On 27 October, Higginson rejoined the unit as Intelligence officer after injury

 Point 3 – On 27 October, GGFG advances and cuts off road to Roosendaal

 Point 4 – On 29 October, GGFG Unit captures Moerstraten. Reconstituted No. 1 Squadron arrives.

 Point 5 – On 30 October, GGFG advances to west and cuts off route to Steenbergen

On October 30th, the Regiment moved to attack Moerstraten. With No. 2 Squadron in
the lead, the Regiment bypassed Harle and advanced quickly to Deifhoef, where it encountered
and overcame some resistance. Because the ground around Moerstraten was very soft, the lead
tank troop charged directly into the town and re-emerged on the other side, only to get bogged
there. While under heavy enemy fire, the remainder of the squadron and the infantry entered
and seized the town. Later during the day, No. 1 Squadron, including Lieut. Byron Laurier
Higginson, rejoined the Regiment after being reconstituted by the Tank Delivery Regiment. That
evening, No. 3 Squadron was ordered to advance to the west under cover of darkness and take
up positions where they could dominate the Bergen-Steenbergen road.
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¨Movement was across completely open ground, but all guns opened fire creating a
terrible curtain of destruction. The advance was finally halted by an impassable canal and the
tanks, deployed within 1,000 yards of the highway, dominated it by gun fire. This advance
seemed so impossible that the reported position was at first disbelieved by brigade.¨ Page 168 –
The Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948. The remainder of the Regiment moved forward to
join No. 3 Squadron, travelling along the limited roads and cross-country through the marshes.
¨At first light, No. 1 Squadron continued the difficult cross-country advance to the west and by
0830 hours was astride the Bergen-Steenbergen road, completing the encirclement of the
enemy.¨ Page 169 – The Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948.

No. 1 Squadron then received orders to turn North along the road and establish a
bridgehead on the canal just south of Steenbergen. The squadron travelled in file along a high
road until it reached the canal, where the bridge was partly demolished. Because of trees along
the road and mines on either side, the squadron had difficulty deploying abreast in positions to
support the infantry. Despite this, the infantry was successful in crossing the canal and
establishing a bridgehead. As if upon a signal, the enemy anti-tank guns opened up and knocked
out the first and last tanks in the column, trapping the squadron. A heavy mortar bombardment
ensued. Eventually, the Infantry cleared a way through one of the minefields allowing the
Squadron to withdraw and take up fire positions about 400 yards to the rear. At that point,
everything went quiet for about an hour, after which the squadron came under intense and
accurate fire, catching many people out of their vehicles. At that point, the squadron withdrew
even further, and No. 2 Squadron moved up on the flank to provide additional fire support. The
next two days were passed in a holding pattern, after which the Infantry arrived and took two
days to clear the town.

¨By November 5th, the battle of the Scheldt had ended. Antwerp had been freed from
Arnhem to the sea and the enemy had been driven north of the Maas.¨ Page 172 – The
Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948.

After that, the division’s units took up positions west bank of the Maas River where they
would pass the winter. The Regiment was first given a week of luxurious rest at Viefhoef until
November 7th. From there, it received orders to make a 70-mile road move to Hertogenbosch.
There it spent much of the cold, wet Dutch winter in a small farming community where its
members billeted in little barns and farmhouses along the highway. The local population, which
had suffered severe food shortages, received the Canadians with great hospitality.

At the new location, Lieut. Byron Laurier Higginson became the Regiment’s Intelligence
officer. As the Intelligence Officer, he travelled in a scout car and worked close to the
Regimental Headquarters and the commanding officer.

*******
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125. I AM GOING UP TO THE FRONT TODAY – OCTOBER 1944

27 October 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Maw – Just a few lines to let you know I am thinking of you now and wishing ever
so hard that I were home. I am so tired and sick of hearing how my friends have been killed, it is
all so sickening. I am going up to the front today, I think. I am OK now, but at this particular
point, feel very depressed. I shouldn't be, because if I hadn't been in the hospital, I should have
been in a very horrible fight. So, I'll try and be thankful I'm still alive and well instead of
mooning around. I'll write you a blue letter today and see how much faster you get it. I am
going up to into where Kees comes from so it might be a slight change.

Well dear, I wish I could go back to our old days of going to auction rooms on your lunch
hour and waiting at the door for you at six. Will it all come back again? I am terribly homesick
and lonesome for you.

I am living in what was a German concentration camp – one of the most famous and
horrible ones in Europe. I have some pictures of the horrible things here; you must have
pictures as no one would believe what they did to their prisoners. It is an extremely grim place.
Bye.

P.S. I haven't had any mail for three weeks.

*******
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126. WE HAD A VERY, VERY BAD TIME – NOVEMBER 1944

2 November 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I am out of the fighting again for a few days and am trying to enjoy a few
hours of rest and peace before going in again. We had a very, very bad time – I know nothing
worse can ever happen to me as far as battle goes, unless I get hit myself. It was horrible – I
can't tell you how grim it has been the last few days. Some men just go unconscious or can't
move – I think they used to call it shell shock – now they say “bomb-wacky.” I saw tanks and
vehicles go up all around me – I lost some in my own troop – Oh well, I guess I better shut up.

I am very tired of this life and will have to have a change. The men are wonderful, they
are the finest group I have ever seen, everyone helping everyone else, understanding, simple
and sincere. They are all as sick of it as I am but just keep on going. I have been in Holland for a
while now – the same old stuff – going through towns mad with joy at being liberated – this part
has taken a bad beating as it is badly knocked about. The Dutch are funny people – I don't know
what to make of them. I like Belgium a lot better.

I was a day in Antwerp, a week in Ghent, and a few weeks near Bruges, so I am seeing a
little. We are getting a 48-hour leave soon and I am going to Brussels. Antwerp is very nice, lots
to drink, lots of shows, and first-class hotels and night-life. Money is a little mad – I saw a
soldier in a pub and told him I didn't have any money so he gave me 200 Dutch Guilders which I
changed for 3,300 Belgian Francs, i.e. About $75. These countries are full of paper money made
by the Germans and we get it from German prisoners, and then sometimes are able to change it
for the new money. I am looking forward to seeing Brussels as it is supposed to be very gay,
very fast and lots of fun if you have the money, or something to sell for money.

I was in a pastry shop in Antwerp – quite a plushy place, eating eclairs and cream puffs –
I saw a young Canadian soldier who looked familiar – I finally found out that he was Paul
Mondor, or something like that – he knew our family well. I also saw Teddy Poston in Ghent, he
is going back home as he is “bomb-wacky”, as so many people are.

Well dear, I wish I could begin to get your mail. I received one which was a great
comfort to me, just before I went into battle. It was dated 16 October – I am expecting
cigarettes, etc., as soon as they catch up to me. Send me lots of cigarettes as they are worth a
lot to me and my men.

I am not too far from Blake now. I hope to see the place soon. I'll try and fix it up and
take some snaps. I think of him so often. Well dear, I have been through just as much as most
people now and I'm still OK, which is remarkable. I am terribly lucky to still be alive and well. So
many of my friends are gone now. I think the war will be over soon, so I'll see you soon. Love B.
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Pictures taken at the Munchen-Gladbach Cemetery where Blake was initially buried – the top picture is of German
graves. The allied airmen were buried off to the side. Bottom right: cross marking Blake’s grave. These pictures
were taken by Sergeant L. Hedley, the surviving crewmember, when he visited West Germany after the war with his
spouse.

*******
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127. I AM SITTING IN A LITTLE DUTCH HOUSE – NOVEMBER 1944

9 November 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Mom: Well, today is very cold and wet and miserable but I am sitting in the dining room of
a little Dutch house with a young married couple and their two babies. They are ordinary
working people, but everything in the house is new and modern and as spotlessly clean as they
can get it without soap. The tanks are outside and the Germans are not far away, but this
morning all is quiet and peaceful. If you could see me sitting in this nice little dining room with a
nice open fire burning and a little baby of five months called Gerda, cooing and giggling to
herself, you wouldn't think I am so badly off. However, it is too good to last long. This part of
Holland is very badly damaged and is in terrible shape as Normandy was. I was in Antwerp for a
day on a so-called “shopping tour.” I had a haircut and the “works” at the barber's for 50 Francs
and a wonderful hot bath. Then I had lunch for 25 Francs at the hotel that has been taken over
as an officers' hostel. It is very luxurious and as modern as any in Montreal. Then I went out
window shopping.

I bought some eau-de-cologne for Kees and a girl I know in England. Then I went to the bank to
change some Dutch money for Belgian. Went into a pastry shop and stuffed up on chocolate
eclairs, etc. Also, I bought some wonderful grapes. Then afternoon tea in the hotel and back to
camp again. I am hoping to get a 48 hour leave in Brussels soon. Everyone raves about it and
they say it is exactly like Montreal – everyone doing Xmas shopping and the streets and stores
packed. So now, I am looking forward to going.

I am now acting as Intelligence officer of the Regiment so it is a lot more comfortable
than and not quite as dangerous as a troop leader. It is also a lot more interesting. Well, dear,
this day reminds me of November on the Lakeshore, bleak and cold, with my dear darling
mother going off to work in an old leather coat and a big purse with lots of everything in it
except money. Have you still that coat?

*******
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128. GOING TO THE DENTIST TOMORROW – NOVEMBER 1944

12 November 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: It is a cold and miserable Sunday in November. I have been to a service this
morning in a civilian church for a change. I am still in Holland and we are not really in action
now, so life is not so bad as it could be. We are billeted in a school so it is at least dry.

I had your letter dated October 29th. I'm glad you received the mats. I'll try and get a
table cloth if I can. I am going to Brussels for a 48-hour leave and will try and get a few presents
for the family. I sent Xmas cards to a few people I know still in Canada and the US. I know
about twice as many in England. Funny, eh? I wrote a long letter to Neal this morning – I hope
he answers. I was very sorry to hear about Bernie Slattery – it must have been very hard on his
mother as she was very fond of him. I had a letter from John Sears – he is going back to
Australia in December. I wonder if I shall see him again! Kees seems to be a little better and
writes me long funny letters and sends lots of English and American magazines.

I am going to the dentist tomorrow to have my mouth fixed up – it is a terrible mess and
I want to look good for Brussels. Well, I can't think of much else to say. Holland, so far is a dull,
depressing country and the people are the same. Everyone likes Belgium as it is a much nicer
and friendlier country. Of course, Belgium wasn't ruined as Holland is. It is funny to see the
women in formal dress. Huge big headdresses of starched lace, long black dresses. Yes, and
they do wear wooden shoes in the country. The cities are very modern, with modernistic
architecture almost everywhere. As ever, Byron.

*******
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130. DO YOU THINK THE ZOMBIES WILL COME OVER HERE – NOVEMBER 1944

17 November 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I just had my breakfast and feel like writing for a change although I have
nothing at all to say. It is very dull and depressing this morning but not so penetratingly cold as
it has been. I spend most of the time in bed, as it is dark most of the day. Oh, boy! How I am
fed up with this dirty, lazy way of living – move, move, move all the time – carrying dirty cloths
and all sorts of junk like a bunch of gypsies. This is Saturday and if I was home, what a nice day I
would have.

My leave has been postponed and I may not be able to go to Brussels after all. I may
have to go to Ghent, which I don't like, or to Paris. Paris is too far to go in the back of a truck at
this time of year and besides it is terribly expensive and everyone says Brussels is much gayer
and cheaper although even Brussels is fantastically expensive. I went into the nearest Dutch city
yesterday. It was very badly bombed but things are slowly coming back to normal. I went to a
barber shop and had a haircut – it was a luxury place and charged 2 guilders i.e., about 80 cents
which is way too much, as in Belgium the charge is under 10 francs. He said if I brought him
some food he would exchange it for eau-de-cologne or perfume. Would you like some good
French perfume? What make – Chanel, Bourgeois, Guerlain, Worth or what?

Well, mom, I must get to work – I must make up my bed, sweep the floor and tidy this
place up a bit – it is a mess! I am sorry to hear that you must work so late. I hope that Xmas
won't be too much for you. I suppose that there is a tremendous amount of buying.

We hear a lot about the zombies – do you think that they will be forced to come over
here?

Love to all, Byron.

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 defense 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
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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

*******
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131. I AM THE REGIMENTAL INTELLIGENCE OFFICER – NOVEMBER 1944

22 November 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: Another cold miserable morning, pouring rain and almost too depressing to
get out of bed, but I'm out and trying to act as if I have something to do. We are just standing
around, and, although it is more or less safe, it is very boring. I am still Intelligence officer,
known as “the I.O.”, but so far, I haven't done a lot. I have a little scout car which is fun to run
around in but I'd feel a lot safer in a tank. I have been in a few Dutch cities but there is very little
to draw one to them. There is nothing at all to eat or drink so that all there is to do is roam
around the streets. There is nothing worth buying, and what there is, is terribly expensive. The
people are very well dressed and their pre-war standard of living must have been way better
than ours. Their towns are all after the style of Montreal West, only the houses are better built,
bigger and the architecture is much better and more pleasing. Yes, Holland is a very rich little
country, or was. The people are not overly friendly and look upon us as intruders, a sort of
lesser of two evils, compared with the Jerries. In this part of Holland, it was 100% Catholic and
some of the churches are very lovely, but mostly, they are very new and striking, built in the
modern way – all cubes and corners.

I still haven't had my leave but am looking forward very much to going to Paris or
Brussels. I'll try and get you a table cloth 54 x 54 when I get into Belgium again. I received your
very nice parcel – with the tin of chicken, etc. I may keep it for Xmas. I also received a
beautifully packed parcel from Bern with a tin of pineapple with Pegs & you name on it. I am
keeping it for a festive occasion. If I were in England, I'd give it to someone, but I don't have
much satisfaction giving things to the people here, so I’ll eat it with the boys. Well, bye for now
dear – how is the stock market getting along? -- BL Higginson.

*******
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132. I AM BILLETED WITH A DUTCH FAMILY- NOVEMBER 1944

28 November 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: It is still dark and gloomy but I am happy and comfortable. As you probably
know by the papers, we are out for a rest. We are billeted in a small old-fashioned Dutch town –
one of the few that were not bombed to pieces. I am billeted with a nice Dutch family called
van de Linden – 6 girls and 2 boys. They are vey old fashioned but nice and they do all my
washing and ironing, etc. - I gave them some rations so they are all happy. There is electric light
here and one stove in the whole house. I have a nice little room, spotlessly clean and a nice
comfortable bed with sheets. We have an officers mess in a hospital and I eat there.

I was very puzzled to receive a box with sixty cents worth of stamps on it containing
some tissue paper and an aspirin box with eight little white pills. I feel that it must have
contained my watch and a note, but it must have been stolen. I am quite upset as you cannot
ever buy a good watch again. Let me know if it really contained my watch and I will see if I can
get insurance on it. It was marked “found open and resealed.” It should have been registered. I
will try and get a watch in Germany but they are very hard to get in Belgium or Holland, except
unreliable ones. I will keep the pills until I hear from you as it is possible that they are very
precious if my watch was not in the parcel.
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I have not yet received the letter containing the American money and photos. Was it
registered? Did you mark that it contained money? It is illegal to send currency over here, you
know. I have enough money now, but I'd like to get a few American bills anyhow.

Well, dear, it is four o'clock and just about dark. I am getting all your mail well, except
that which was forwarded to the hospital. I had an Xmas card from Neal. Love, Byron.

*******
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133. XMAS WILL BE A BIG FLOP FOR US ALL AGAIN THIS YEAR- DECEMBER 1944

9 December 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Dear Mawm: I received your last letter and you seem depressed – it seems a funny time
of year to go to the Laurentians – I'd think it would be more depressing there than in the city. I
think if I were you, I'd get very glamourous and go to another city for a day or two – preferably
in the USA where people would make a fuss over you. It wouldn't cost so much. Or. Why don't
you try and develop interest in the theatre? Buy two seats and invite someone you like. There
is nothing as fascinating as a good play. I know it must be hard to persuade yourself to go out,
but you should. The biggest topic of conversation and interest among the people I've met so far
is the theatre and the actors and actresses. It might sound strange, but its true and I think to
see some plays is the best tonic in the world.

I received the picture of our “order group.” It was in an English magazine too! We had
just come out of a very tough action and the others in the picture are my very best friends. You
can see from the picture how my tooth is knocked out. I was to Antwerp yesterday and I bought
you the last Chanel (perfume) they have in Belgium. It is very good and goes a long way. The
package I bought cost 600 Belgian Francs which is approximately $15. It will be nice to wear but
don't save it for some occasion as I will get more when I get to Paris.

Kees gave me an introduction to the Burgomeister (Chair of a city council) and his wife
of a very large Dutch town. He told me that Madame was very gay and loved Paris and lots of
fun. So, I went to see them and an old-looking woman came in, in a long black dress. She was
Madame van de Mortel – one son shot by the Germans, one son a prisoner in Germany, her
daughter killed and she and her husband put in prison by the Gestapo. She wept as she talked
to me. They had a gorgeous palace of a house, but little to eat and an unbelievable hatred for
everything German. The people over here hate the Germans more than you would ever
imagine. They think we favour them and are not hard enough on them. They want us to kill all
the prisoners and not take any more. It must be inconceivable to you, all the hatred and
bloodthirstiness.

Well, dear, I am afraid that Xmas is a big flop for us all this year. I am getting a 9-day
leave in England in January or February, but I think I'd just as soon go to Paris. If we could only
get home for a while. Those who had five years’ service are getting a leave in Canada. Love to
all, Byron

*******
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134. I ORGANISED THE SQUADRON’S XMAS DINNER - DECEMBER 1944

26 December 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Dear Mum: Received you two letters and Peggy's and hope you had a nice Xmas. I
didn't – we were on the move on Xmas day and I had no supper – Xmas day, we stopped in a
Dutch town where I still am. I am billeted once more with a nice Dutch family with a lot of kids.
They have a baker shop so they are not so badly off for food. For some reason or another, I
don't feel like writing these days and I am finding it hard to think of something to say – you
know how it is. We had a rush and tumble Xmas dinner for the men and I organized it for my
squadron. We borrowed some plates and tablecloths from a café. The officers and sergeants
waited on the men and cleaned up afterwards. Three Canadian nurses arrived to help and the
men enjoyed it a lot – but it was just one big headache for me. However, it is over now.

Our Colonel – Lieutenant-colonel Smith was awarded the Distinguished Service Order
(D.S.O) and my squadron leader the Military Cross (M.C.) so that is nice for the Regiment. I am
not so anxious to get a decoration. So long as I get home, that is all that matters to me. Well
dear, the kids in the small room are making a hell of a racket so I can't write anymore. You can
send my watch so long as you register it and mark it “prayer beads” and pack it very well in a
sealed metal box. I am very glad I didn't loose it. Love Byron.

*******
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135. CANADIAN NURSES ARE INVITED TO THE DANCE TONIGHT - DECEMBER 1944

31 December 1944

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Dear Mom: Just a few lines before lunch – I have just come from church and I was
thinking of you and the past. Today is the last day of 1944 – one whole year of not seeing you or
Canada. It is just a sort of half life that goes on and on and doesn't look as if it will ever end. We
are still billeted in another little Dutch village and I am dry and warm and comfortable. So, that
is something to be thankful for. The weather is very cold but bright and sunny so that is better
than rain.

We are having a little dance in a café tonight – some Canadian nurses are coming, so it
will be nice to see some Canadian girls again. We drew lots for when we will go to England. I
wasn't very lucky – I probably won't go until March. I was just now interrupted by a most
tremendous explosion. I don't know what it was, but there you are. It shakes one up a lot, just
like an earthquake. I am hoping to get my 48-hour leave very soon. I am a little nervous and
irritable these days as I guess I need a leave to get away from it all.

I will drink some cognac tonight – we imported a little from Belgium. I received a
wonderful parcel from you yesterday – just exactly what I wanted, toilet stuff, lobster, olives,
etc. So, I am very glad to have them. I have contributed the olives to the New Year's feed, so
that will help a little.

I have a beautiful pair of pyjamas made of parachute silk and I am sending you a scarf
made of the same stuff. I hope you like it.

2 January 1945

New Years is over now and we are settled down to the rest of the winter. I wish you
would send me a few packages of one thousand cigarettes. I receive 300 every so often – they
are used as money over here so that is why I use so many.

Well it does seem strange to spend New Years in a small Dutch village. I would never
have believed it if you had told me five years ago. I met a Canadian nurse at the dance who
knows Morton's daughter Jean very well. Love Byron.

*******
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136. JUST BACK FROM LEAVE IN BRUSSELS – JANUARY 1945

8 January 1945

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: I just returned from a three day leave in Brussels, the capital of Belgium. I
had a very nice time, stayed in a luxurious hotel with a double room and a nice bathroom, etc.
The food was excellent and lots of good wine and drinks. It is a terribly, unbelievably expensive
place although the food and accommodation and drinks in the hotel cost practically nothing.
Brussels is much like Montreal but there are more beautiful old buildings. It is a very European
city and morals are very different to ours. To them, sex is like a cup of tea and is just accepted
as a natural function. The cafés are gorgeous but the prices are tremendous. It is full of smart
clubs, cabarets, and bars and the people are very well dressed – the women are the most chic
and best-dressed I have ever seen. It snowed all the time I was there, so that made it seem
even more like Montreal. When I returned, I received all the mail from when I was in the
hospital. As well as letters written by you since Xmas. The U.S money I have, and I would like
more if you can send me more. It is illegal, so don't mark anything on the envelope and do
register it.

Thank you very much dear. I am well and am doing a lot of travelling around, Brussels,
Antwerp and all over Holland so life is not so bad.

We suffer from the cold as we have no fuel, but we are lucky compared with the
civilians. Good-night.

*******
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137. I SPENT YESTERDAY WITH THE REGIMENTAL DENTIST – JANUARY 1945

14 January 1945

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: Saturday morning and the sun is shining and it is mild for a change. I was
told yesterday that I was going on a course to England plus a week's leave, but this morning I
was told I couldn't go. However, I will get some sort of a break soon as they seem to think I
deserve one. I am very much of a veteran as there are very few here who have been in action as
long as I have as a Lieutenant, and being a lieutenant in an armoured regiment is one of the
most dangerous jobs in the army. I am so terribly lucky to be still alive and well. I spent
yesterday with our Regimental dentist, called Ross Drummond. He is first-class and did a
wonderful job on my teeth, which were in very poor shape due to my “wound” and neglect. By
the way, I was actually wounded, and am entitled to wear a gold wound stripe on my left sleeve.
Isn't that something? How I wish I could get a course in Canada or in the US but it will probably
be in England with a slight possibility of the French Riviera near Italy or Spain.

I am going to see some people who live near here called van Lanshot, who are friends of
Kees.

I read all your letters which I received the other day, dated around October 20th. It
must have been a shock to hear that I was “wounded.'” It wasn't really much of anything, which
all goes to show you that you shouldn't worry. Also, if you could send me a few more US bills,
they are very welcome and it’s much better than sending it to the bank in England where I can't
get at it anyhow. Don't send large amounts at once and register the letters and fold it so that it
isn't obvious that currency is inside. US money is worth over five times more here than at
home, but don't say anything as it is highly illegal and black market.

Well, dear, you sounded as if you had a nice Xmas party and it was nice that Murray
came up. How come he is in an officer's uniform? Just what is he in and what does he do?

Well dear, I guess I'll close now as I have some work to do. Love, Byron.

*******
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138. IT IS VERY COLD WITH LOTS OF SNOW – JANUARY 1945

20 January 1945, Sunday

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear, I have just come from mass. It is very cold with lots of snow – a real
Canadian winter – much colder that it ever was in England. The lack of fuel is appalling and the
main preoccupation is to try and keep warm, which is not easy at all. So, life keeps dragging on
– I went to Ghent on Thursday, stayed overnight there and had lunch and a few hours in
Antwerp on the way back. Antwerp is by far the worst bombed city in the world – it is a terrible
sight to see so much damage and they still fall all the time – V1 and V2. I guess I'll have to tell
you when I see you next.

I reminded myself of Mr. Worseley last night – I went to bed with one of those little
coal-oil stoves going – so when I came to breakfast, everyone started to laugh as my face was all
black. Do you remember the time when Mr. W did that at Station Road? Do you ever go out to
the lakeshore or do you spend most of your spare time in your warm and cozy 67B?

We had a few good films here recently - “Song of Bernadette” and “Going by the Way.”
I don't do hardly any work at all these days so I get very depressed and sick of the whole thing.
The Russian offensive may hasten the end – I hope so.

I had a very long letter from Harriet in that very particular handwriting. I also hear
occasionally from Bern, but I don't seem to get many letters from Canada, besides yours. I get
parcels and letters from New York from people I met in England and lots of mail from England.
Case (Kees) writes me a good deal and his letters are always full of amusing stories and gossip.
He is still sending me addresses of people around here, so I have met some very nice people in
this neighbourhood. He seems to know people everywhere in the world. He is going back to
London shortly to take over his job at the Netherlands Embassy again. Well, bye for now, dear.
Love from Byron.

*******
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139. I AM VERY BORED THESE DAYS – JANUARY 1945

23 January 1945

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

Hello Dear: Oh my God, how bored I am these days. I feel so restless and there is so
little to do. It is bitterly cold, the kids are skating on the pond, and there is lots of snow. I have
not had a letter from you for some time, so that doesn't help any. I guess all the storms and
blizzards have held up the mail. All we do these days is watch the sensational advances of the
Russians – maybe the war will end sooner than we think – gosh how I hope so. I am going to try
and take some snaps of windmills, etc. I have a few old snaps which I think I should send you
one of these days.

What news do you get from Neal? I write him occasionally but he answers even less
occasionally.

I expect to get a trip to Antwerp and Ghent this week so that is a slight break. I was told
officially today that of all the officers in the Regiment, I have seen the most action, which is very
odd, as I haven't been affected in any way. I used to think I was a very nervous type but I guess
I'm not as bad as I think. The people around me get on my nerves a lot more than fighting the
Germans did. And there is no escape from these people – it is too cold to go off by oneself and I
can't seem to concentrate on reading or studying, it is really awful. Oh, well, maybe the future
will be worth waiting for. I am looking forward to a trip to England soon.

It is so noisy and cold here that I don't think I can write any more. I can't even
concentrate on writing a letter to you. I guess I'll go to bed and read by candlelight – I'll try and
get a good detective story or something. Well, goodnight, dear.

*******
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140. BACKGROUND – THE WINTER AND THE END OF THE WAR – 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.

On February 21st, orders were issued for operations Blockbuster. The 21st Canadian
Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards) was part of Smith Force that was to be
held in reserve until phase 4.

¨On the following day, the Regiment for the first time moved into Germany,
concentrating near Cleve. Here the crews dug in amidst terrible desolation resulting from the
Artillery and Air Force. The following three days passed in rest and maintenance, the tanks were
joined by the Lake Superior Regiment and Lieutenants Higginson and Orr left as liaison officers
to the flanking units. On the eve of battle, Padre Martin held a final service in a shell crater.¨
Page 172 – The Regimental History of the GGFG – 1948.

The advance to the Hochwald was very difficult. Many of the tanks got bogged down in
the soft wet ground. Then, they ran into the enemy’s anti-tank screen, resulting in many
casualties. Despite these difficulties, the Regiment battled to its first objective, and supported
the infantry to further objections, all the while suffering many casualties.

After much hard fighting, the Canadian Forces crossed the Rhine at Rees on Mach 28th,
1945. From there, they were asked to swing north and liberate Holland. To do this, one Polish
and four Canadian divisions moved north in line abreast, with the 4th Canadian Armoured
Division advancing on the extreme eastern flank, on the German side of the border. While the
other divisions encountered fanatical resistance from the Hitler Youth Battalions, the 4th

Canadian Armoured Division (and the Polish Armoured Division) encountered only light
resistance. Consequently, the latter two units advanced faster than the other Division, and cut
off any chance of a land withdrawal for the German Forces.

On May 5th, 1945, the following message was passed to all units: Cancel all operations,
ceasefire at 0800 hours 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. 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.
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The campaign in North-west Europe was only one of several where Canadian Soldiers helped the
Allied Forces win the Second World War, and the 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.

*******
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141. HAPPIER TIMES ARE NOW ON THE WAY – OCTOBER

From: Lieut. BL Higginson, 21st Canadian Armoured Regiment (Governor General’s Foot Guards),
Canadian Army (Overseas)

*******
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142. LIFE IN MONTREAL AFTER THE WAR – BETTER TIMES CERTAINLY DID COME

The last letter in the collection recovered from 67 Prospect Street after Byron’s
death is dated January 23rd, 1945, however Byron only returned to Canada later that year.
Other letters most certainly existed, as Byron wrote faithfully on a regular basis to his
mother. However, somewhere along the line, they were disposed of. By whom, or why, will
never be known, as there is no one left to ask. Sadly, some mysteries can never be solved.

After the War, Byron returned to Canada and was released from active service,
opting to transfer back to the reserves and his original unit, the 6th Duke of Connaught’s
Royal Canadian Hussars. The 6th Hussar armoury was located on St-Mathew Street just over
a kilometer from the family home. Byron was promoted to major, became the deputy
commanding officer, and then left the unit in or around 1956.

Having obtained a Bachelors of commerce from McGill University before the war, he
pursued a career in business at Redpath Sugar, where as a member of its national sales
force, he was responsible for a sales region that included the province of Quebec and the
Maritime Provinces.

In his private life, he moved back in with his mother, and starting helping her
manage family affairs. As the oldest son of a family that had lost its father in 1935, he fell
easily into this role. As he had promised in one of his wartime letters, he and his mother
bought the house at 67 Prospect Street in Lower Westmount.

Byron had many friends and led a very active social life. When he met a wonderful
woman, Mary Fowler, from a distinguished Montreal family, he sought to start a family of
his own. They were engaged to be married but once again fate stepped in. Mary died
before the marriage took place, devastating Byron. He never married and spent the rest of
his life living with his cherished mother, each taking care of the other.

For the balance of his life, Byron continued to look out for the brood of his extended
family. Never imposing, but always prodding for information, he had wonderful instincts and
was almost psychic. He organised many happy family reunions at the house, with nieces
and nephews running everywhere, peeling with laughter, ringing the dinner bells, exploring
the pantry full of wonderful smells of cinnamon, and pulling the chain on the old-style toilet.
He entertained them with stories of the family’s hard times, when they were so poor that
they had to use magazine pages for toilet paper, and make dessert sundaes from shaved ice
with syrup on top. Like his mother, he never once complained about the cards that were
dealt to him. He simply played them. Like his brothers, Byron had exemplary qualities:
Honour, dignity, caring about others and being true to himself. He was cherished and
respected by the members of his extended family.

*******
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Frances Ann Higginson passed away in 1967. Byron passed away in 2002. They, and many other Higginson’s,
are buried in proximity at the Cassburn Cemetery in Hawkesbury, Ontario. Hawkesbury, being the place where
the Canadian branch of the Higginson family first settled, is the unofficial clan headquarters for the Higginson
family in Canada.

Frances Ann Higginson and her four sons pose for a
picture in front of a tree at Young’s Point, Ontario
before the war
Clockwise from left: Byron, John Blake, Neal and Greig
(Boy).

John Bright with all his children. He is holding Greig
in his left arm and Peggy in his right. Byron is
standing to his left. Neal and Blake are seated.
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Frances Ann Higginson prior to marrying John Bright
Higginson

Cousin Lorraine Higginson at graduation

This photo taken by the famous Roy Studio in 1923 won
¨Best Baby Picture¨ at the CNE in or around 1923.

Byron as a schoolboy in Valois
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In 1956, John Sears came to Canada and visited Corner brook, Newfoundland with Byron
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