MEMORIAL
SERVICE FOR -
[AN JOHNSTQN

Rev. J. J. Black Preaxches at
Impressive Service in Cam-
bridge St. United Church.

—————

Between three and four hundred
citizens of town and district at-]
tended the memorial service held
in Cambridge St. United €hurch,
Sunday morning, in memory of
Lance Sergt. Ian Wallace Johnston,
son of Mr. and Mrs. H. S. Johnston,
Bond St.

The service, which was of a hxgn-
ly impressive nature, was conducted
by Rev. J.J. Black, assisted by Rev.
Dr. F. H. McIntosh. Friends in at-
tendance included church, civic and
fraternal representatives with whom
Mr. H. S. Johnston is associated, as
well as many young friends of the
young soldier who paid the sup-
reme sacrifice. Hymns used for the
service included a favorite of Ian
Johnstos's, namely “My Own Dear
Land.”

Rey. Mr. Black said in par-:

“Dear Friends—At this point in
our service we pause for a few mo-.
ments in proud and sorrowful
memory of another of our brave
lads, Lance Sergt. Ian  Wallace
Johnston, who has givet his life in
the service of his King and Country
in the Battle of Normandy. Ian
was killed on August 8th, ‘and it
was my sad duty along with a
friend, to take the sorrowful news
to the family.

“Ian enlisted in 1940, while a stu-
dent at Queen’s University, King:
ston, in the faculty of Engineering.
He was attached to the 1st Cana-
dion Survey Regiment, later being
transferred to the 2nd Canadian
Survey Regiment. He received his
military training in Peterboro,
Kingston, Montreal and Petawawa,
going overseas in the Fall of 1940,
where he received further training
and gained valuable experience in
ithe Intelligence Test Department.
- “Ian was one of a group of boys
around the Church, a- member of
Miss Flavelle’s class, —all of them




fine boys, and Ian was one of the!
‘best, I have received several let-
ters from "him since going overseas,
all of them beautifully written, be-
traying his interest in historic
places, his love of the beautiful in
poetry and architecture. Duung his
furloughs he visited many cathed-;
rals in the British Isles and collect-
ed books and materials abaut them,)
‘which he sent home, to be read at
‘leisure, when the struggle was over.
That he ‘cannot do now, yet I be-
ilieve God can make, out of the
wreck of such hopes and dreams,
something finev, richer and strong-
er than we can now percieve.

Perhaps the best tribute I can
pay to his memory this morming is
to quote you some excerpts of let-
ters. from his chums who knew h:m'
bést:

“As a man I have known no ﬁner;
if he had any faults they escapéed
me; when others would have weak-
ened I know Iah's behaviour, ald
ways to be one of real credit to a
fine and happy environment in
which he was brought up. .. . As
he worked hard, played harg, it
was natural that he should fight
hard for Canada. I have prayed
earnestly that he might be spared
a hero’s death, but such was not to
be.”

A .Queen's lady student wrote:—
“I knew Ian well, he really was
one of the finest boys whom I have

mot. and T felt groud to be one of
t his  friends; ers thought very

highly of lnm, too. . . “Of all the
boys I know overseas, it seemed the
least possible that Ian should die,
at any rate he never will in obur
hearts,” . . . “Two years ago now
I received g letter from John
Matheson, a Queen’s boy, then a
Lieut. in the R.C.A. in England.
| He sent me 3 snaps of Ian and said,
“These snaps I took recently of one
of the finest soldiers and most thor-
ough gentlemen I know over here.”

Another boy from our Church,
himself in the R.C.A.F., wrote:(—
“I have known Ian for over 20
years, a long time for boys who
are not a great deal older than
that themselves. 1 think of Ian as
one of the finest fcllows I knew
in Lindsay.”

I received a letter wom one of
his best friends, who said: “I think
I shall miss lan more than any
other of the boys. because to me he
was just about the best you could
ﬁnd |n the counnv I only hope




when it came it was quick and pain-
less, but we must resign ourselves
and prepare for more.'

“His Lieut. 'wrote Aug. 10th, two
days after his death, this beautiful
and comforting letter, which I read
and take the liberty to quote:

“l knew your son better than any
other officer. He was in my section.
I would like you to know that
throughout his trajning and during
our short period of fighting hc made
himself irreplacable. He was ad-
mired and liked by all who came in
contant with him and without ex-
ception he was considered by all
to be a man, a good soldier, and a,
gentleman. . . . Aithough it will be!
small comfort to you to have lost'
so much, I think that you would
‘1ike to know that your son died .on
the most decisive and important
battleficld in the world So that
‘all who survive this war may never
ibe subjected to conditions we have
seen in this country.. [ think also’
you would like to. know that he
died instantly without any pain.
His name will go on the hoaour
roll of the battle, which will go
down in history as one of the most
decisive of the war. His memory:
will remain in the hearts of all who
knew him.”

‘Most of us here -thls morning
knew Ian well and feel he is worthy
of the tributes of his friends. I
recall the day he went away: he
came to say good-bye—we knelt
ltogether and I commended him to
the care of the Heavenly Father.
He wrote me laler asking for the
words of the prayer, but the cxact
Iwords I could not remember. He
as one of a group of boys who!
Icame around the parsonage. Howr




often I listened to their talk and

ideas as they grew up, and one can

only think proudly of them all.
“Their love of life, conditioned by



by a sense of duty; their eagei-ncsg
to fulfil their personal resp nsi.
bility in the hour of their cour.ry’s
need; their willingness to face sctf™
sacrifice, even decath itself, is to me
too great for words, too splendid
for praise. 'This crisis revealed
people of this generation are: splen-
did in faithfulness, glorious in their
unselishness, magnificent In' their
cour~ge. With such qualities resi-
dent i our boys and girls, we arc
nol going to despair about the issucs
of tho struggle, or the building of
the ".clter world, when it is over.
“Wc commend the sorrowing loved
ones to God—in a sorrow that must
be mingled with pride, when they
think of *the quality of His life
the radiance of his spirit and the
sacrifice of his all, on the altar of
duty and servicer to his fellow men
He who lived valiantly has passed

Why should we grieve?
yWhy should we break our bearts

like this
If we believe?

Surely he lives more valiantly
Thdn ever before.

Freed as he is to move
Without the weight he bore

 Freed for the sweet adventuring
Of heavenly days,

'Lightened to go exploring
Down the glory ways.

He who lived valiantly has pussed
Why should we grieve?
Why should we break our ' earts
like this
If we believe?




