According to my records I joined the army on January 28, 1943. Johnny Charbonneau and I had gone to Pembroke and then on to Ottawa about the middle of January '43 where Johnny was admitted almost immediately but I was held up for a period of time because of some medical concerns.

After a short stay in Ottawa our group was sent to Cornwall for basic training from where we would be sent to certain training centres depending on whether you would be infantry, artillery, engineers, etc. Had a good training period and enjoyed Cornwall but we were limited to time off. While in Cornwall, as a matter of fact the morning our group were to be shipped out (I was going to Halifax for artillery training) the chap sleeping in our lower bunk got the mumps so he went to the hospital and the rest of us around him were put into quarantine where most of us eventually took the mumps. Some were routine cases but mine went down to the testicles and became badly swollen and very sore and I was a long time recovering, however I got a bit of pension for that.

Different doctors said we were lucky to have a family - a lot of people who are affected this way do not have families.

After recovering I was shipped to Camp Borden, Ontario where I joined an infantry training group. In that short period of time three or four months unless you were a special class, you were designated to go to whatever branch the army decided to send you. I guess this was decided on expected casualties while in action. I enjoyed the training which was rigorous and demanding.

One officer we had, we called him the galloping ghost, as he never let us walk always on the run but we got into that habit and rarely walked. We had long route marches, leave camp early at night and return the next afternoon, breakfast and sometimes lunch when we were out. The marches did not affect me too much but a lot of our guys found it difficult, not used to this type of exercise, plus blistered feet.

We also carried heavy packs of equipment. I was lucky, I guess, happened to be in the right place at the right time. We had four scouts, two ahead and two behind and I was usually chosen for one of those guys. You could pretty well set your own pace, not have to keep up an even distance between the long line of guys.

You had to be so far ahead or behind to warn of any traffic which may be on the road. We must have carried some kind of flag to attract attention to traffic. When we would come to within a certain distance of camp we would be met by a piper or band and they would lead us the rest of the way, you'd be surprised how much of a lift this would give you.

While on the route we would be in single file spread out on both sides of the road, but for the last distance we would form up in a regular platoon or platoons three abreast.

Stayed in Borden for several months where at first the conditions were not the best, as the spring was cold and wet or the wind blew filling our equipment, mess tins the most notable, with sand which wasn't easy to clean out under the conditions.

We lived in tents five guys to a tent, most of them had never seen a tent before, even though we were warned to loosen our tent ropes at night, many the tent was down in the morning especially after a rain.

Food wasn't always appetizing but I always seemed to have some money to supplement the meals at the canteen. Didn't spend as much on beer then. If you were sick the next day from drinking you still had to march or whatever, no excuse.
While in Borden a couple of events I want to mention. One was an election was called. I don't know whether it was federal or provincial however most of us had never been involved as we were too young to vote. It was an open ballot affair I can remember guys wondering about who was who, what their constituency was and I don't know what all. The only thing I knew was that I should vote liberal and probably did.

There were some pretty good ballplayers in our group and the competition was tough. One day an important game was scheduled but

some of our good players were not available, so another younger bench warmer and I were pressed into action with good results. The game progressed to the late innings and still no score when my buddy who was playing second base got on base with a walk and I was the next batter. We were most likely the last two in the line-up, however I got a wrong field double down the first base line, probably off the end of the bat and scored my buddy from first base to win the game. I don't think he and I played too often after that even though we won that game.

Just before we were to leave Borden for Aldershot, Nova Scotia I had a chance to take a small motors course, but I turned it down as I wanted to stay with the group. We were scheduled to go overseas from Aldershot.

One day a bunch of our guys were playing dice and even though I didn't know anything about dice I thought I'd like to take a chance. It was a lucky chance. Most of us didn't have much money to lose but you could always get by without as we were fed and clothed. A dollar and thirty cents a day at that time. No income tax or other deductions unless you were killed in action, rolled in your blanket to be buried. You would be charged $1.00 for the blanket.

The first few rolls I made a bit of money but then I seemed to take off and I couldn't do anything wrong. I eventually quit when I had my big pocket on my army pants pretty full. Had I known what I was doing and how to bet I could have done really well.

While in Borden there were some girls in the army doing various office jobs. One of these girls worked in the pay office and helped our paymaster on payday. Believe it or not when Mom and I were on a trip to Ireland we met Joyce and her husband Harry and became real close friends. We played bridge with them a lot plus a few drinks and laughs. Had a card from them Christmas '97 and talked to them on the phone around Christmas.

We left Borden for Aldershot early fall, September I think. Believing that we would have a very short stay in Aldershot I sent my mother my overseas address which we had been given. As you will see this changed my expected routine. While being readied to embark for overseas, one day I was called into the C.O.'s office for questioning on my age. When I joined the army I put my age as being 18 instead of 17.1 was still too young to go overseas. My mother had sent a telegram  informing my C.O. to that effect so I was taken off the draft and lounged around for a week or so after the rest of my crew sailed for England.

After being taken off the draft I assumed the name the Big Kid. This bothered me a bit at times, especially if we were at a dance. The guys would tap me on the shoulder and ask how the Big Kid was tonight plenty loud so my partner could hear it. It was all in fun really. I believe we used to go to Wolfville to dance and roller skate which I did not do.

I was transferred to Kingston after a short leave at home where I was at loose ends for a short time as my records were lost somewhere along the way, then on to Ottawa for a couple months or so.

While in Ottawa I was doing kitchen duty in the Sargent's Mess one day and I met a corporal corporal named Soucie from the Chapeau area who was one of the cooks and a really good hockey player. He took me under his wing so to speak and I became his helper in the Sargent’s mess where we worked one week the early shift (breakfast and lunch), the next week lunch to after supper. With this schedule we were allowed late passes at night and I also got to see a lot of good hockey. Quite a number of NHL-ers and American, Quebec leaguer players. I forgot to mention that Punch Imlach was one of my officers in Cornwall where he played for the army team. The Sargent in charge

of the Sargent's Mess would have liked to keep me to work with Cpl. Soucie but being what was called A-l I could not stay and was shipped out to Val Cartier. I don't know why because all I had going for me as far as French was concerned was my name. Spent part of the winter in Val Carrier doing escort duty (not the kind you are thinking) taking chaps who were in detention for medicals, dentals, interviews whatever, six or eight of us doing this, sometimes working alone, sometimes in pairs. We could get a lot of weekend passes to Quebec City while on this job, our work was usually finished shortly after noon on Friday so we were free from then till Sunday night.

Stayed at the Salvation Army in Quebec. 25 cents for a bed and 25 cents for a meal. A lot of interesting things to see and do in the Quebec area. Dances, ice shows, carnival, not the big one. Even though English speaking people were very few we managed. Beer was 18 cents per quart in canteens around the city and you got a five cent return on your empty but still we did not drink much with all the other things to do.

Did not spend a lot of time at Val Cartier and then on to Farnham, Quebec for a short stint where I volunteered for the paratroops. I volunteered for a lot of things. Some known, some unknown. Some of the unknown provided a lot of enjoyment. Once in Farnham a bunch of us volunteered for a work party which turned out to be a small house party where we were entertained, danced, played cards and other games. We were even well fed and invited back a few times.

When we were invited in the first time and being introduced, the chap ahead of me named St. Jean met one of the girls and I guess he misunderstood her as she said "We are just a homey group of girls" He answered "We are not all that good looking either" at which point I gave him a good poke. My hearing was good then.

After a short stay at Farnham I headed to Winnipeg as several of us had volunteered for the paratroops but I was the only one that passed the medical at Farnham.

Quite an experience for me to travel by train to Winnipeg by myself. Lucky to be provided with a sleeping berth which was rare for the army. Passed right through Mackey by CPR in the middle of the night and rolled on west through country I had never seen. I never was further than North Bay or Pembroke before army time. I did enjoy the ride but kept to myself as I was not very outgoing. Was supplied with meal tickets but did not understand the fancy CPR menus. I ate omelettes every morning but forget what I had for other meals.

Arrived in cold and snowy Winnipeg in March. Four feet of snow. We were ushered off to Fort Osborne barracks where I met about 15 or 20 other hopefuls and there we went through a strict discipline routine with an older Sargent who was in top physical condition as we soon found out. Our barracks was to be kept neat as a pin and you hopped to attention at the Sargent's command, didn't do us any harm though. Our group were allowed a lot of late passes and weekends off which we enjoyed to the fullest. The medical we had to pass was strict also and I did not pass it. I found out I still had an enlarged heart from my younger days and still have today.

Other chaps also failed the medical and were disappointed. Maybe we were lucky because our paratroops were dropped into some pretty bad spots behind enemy lines to hold bridges and other important objectives until infantry and tanks could break through and help them. The paratroops had a lot of casualties.

From Winnipeg after a short stay we were sent to camp Shilo probably late April '44. Our infantry training continued there in the dust and dirt and windy times. Long route marches as in Camp Borden but different in a sense as we never seemed to be far from camp no matter how long we marched, because you could see the high tower that the paratroops jumped from. When you would be returning home from a march and being tired it seemed as though you never got close to that tower. While in Camp Shilo Alfie and Alphonsine got married late June '44 and that time coincided with my embarkation leave (before I was shipped overseas) 10 to 14 days. Don't remember what all I did during my leave but I guess I enjoyed myself. A lot of my old buddies had already gone overseas.

While in Shilo we had a very enjoyable weekend in Winnipeg as we met some air force chaps who had just graduated and were celebrating. They asked us to join them, very nice of them I thought.

After my return to Shilo and a very few short days for equipment and clothing inspection and replacement we headed for Halifax and overseas. The western chaps could not get over the hills and rocks as we travelled across the country. I felt the same, I guess, about the prairies.

As we travelled east our train would stop regularly beside a lake or body of water and everybody had to take a bath. Could not accommodate all the guys on the train. It was a big project just to feed us.
When I came home from Shilo on leave there were also three other guys and one of the guys could play the ukelele very well. He entertained a lot of the passengers including the train crew which turned out great for us as the sleeping car porter was one of the crew whereby he found us bunks to sleep in otherwise we would have had to sit up all night which was not too restful.

On arrival in Halifax we were ushered aboard the ship Niiw Amsterdam and the next morning headed for a rough seven day voyage to England. The waves were rolling and splashing and our big boat rolled with them.

We were crammed into every nook and corner like sardines. I think there were 10,000 or so troops on board. Slept in hammocks and if you didn't get into yours early you had a heck of a time to get in because you overlapped each other.

Again I believe I hit it lucky as we were designated as a work crew to deliver supplies from the ship hold to the kitchen area every morning. After each work exercise we could share a crate of oranges which provided us with a little supplement or snack at opportune times. If you felt a bit of seasickness coming on you could eat an orange and that seemed to help.

With the number of troops on ship we could only be fed twice in 24 hours around the clock. If I remember the hours were nine a.m. and four or five p.m. for our group. No incidents took place on our way over except one practice alarm which startled some of us.

War story. Britain to return home. Landed in Scotland late July 1944, travelled to south of England by train, where we spent about 10 days before sailing to France where we landed on the Cherbourg Peninsula. On landing in France I was assigned to the Third Division North Shore Regiment, 8th Brigade, B. Company. Within a couple of days we were pressed into action due to the shortage of manpower because of the number of casualties caused by the heavy fighting to make any progress. Quite an experience to introduce a new replacement(s) as just at dark the Gerry’s would drop flares to light up the area and then the whining and whistling bombs would come hurtling down unto our positions on the ground. The first night especially I was sort of shell-shocked and my partner did double duty mostly all night. Luckily we did not have to move until the next day. That same partner had quite a difficult time later during heavy action and hopefully I returned the favour. You created very strong and reliable friendships during the course of action and you really needed that to be able to survive a lot of dangerous situations of which there were many.

As we moved through France and up the coast toward Germany through Belgium and Holland we were in pairs, mainly I guess to do guard duty on a rotating basis as there would be half on guard and the other half would try to get a bit of rest (one hour on, one hour off) The other reason being the equipment we had to carry to dig our slit trenches for protection from both small arms and mortar fire and cover from rain or a bit of snow. One person carried a shovel and the other a pick to use in a lot of the area we covered as the rock shale was close to the surface.

One other reason for the pair was the Bren Gunner and his helper who carried extra ammunition for the Bren Gun and also be prepared to take over if something happened to the main gunner. I started as a helper and then took over when my Bren gunner was taken away to be a Bren gunner on a Bren carrier because he was an older chap and his new position would be easier as he would not have to walk as much. I stayed on as a Bren Gunner for about three months or so until after we cleared the Scheldt Estuary. Any one of our section was quite capable of filling any position as required. (Ten persons if up to strength which was a rare situation)

I think most of our guys preferred the rock shale in France and Belgium than the mud and water along the dikes in Holland. Our division stayed close to the English Channel and any other area that required water craft of any kind.

An odd night I remember very well was our passing through Carpiquit, France where a building was almost completely demolished but up on the third floor was a cut-away wall showing a complete bathroom set, tub, sink and toilet all in tact.

In trying to capture a small town in France, Wimereaux I think, our initial battalion was pinned down by mortar, artillery and rifle fire so our battalion was designated to cross a mine field to come in behind the Gerries but we also got in a partial pin down but I was lucky enough to be in a sheltered spot whereby I could keep an anti-aircraft battery away from their gun (which they often used to cover flat areas) and some of our group were able to secure the town by the back way.

As we continued up along the coast our division passed by Dieppe so as to allow the second division who had been in on the official attack on Dieppe to capture the town.

A very hard fought area the Falaise Gap was another story. The heat and stench was bad. The Gerries had used every means of transportation to move their troops out of this area as our typhoons attacked recklessly. A lot of horse drawn wagons and carts. Many animals killed and lying there to create stench and filth which we had to pass through. A lot of Gerry soldiers also as there was no way they could pick them up (swollen to unbelievable proportions). We were some happy crew when the Gerries who could not escape the trap surrendered.

During all the above there were some breaks but you were never sure of the length of time you had. One great boost we had was a Fr. Hickey who seemed to be around in a lot of very tough situations. He was surely a great guy. I don't believe anyone can say they were not afraid but you carried on. A short break would allow us to clean up a bit. Clothes and body when water was available. You could write letters but you couldn't say a whole lot as the letters were censored. I carried a deck of cards and a crib board which was cut in half to make it more convenient to carry.

We had a lot of cribbage players, some good some of us not. During all the action we did not miss our meals even though not a regular schedule and not always in the most appetizing spot. I carried 1 or 2 cans of bully beef which could become quite heavy with the rest of your equipment.

The morning that I got hurt Feb. 26, '45, I did miss my breakfast which was probably good for me. We would often borrow, beg or pay for a few eggs or a chicken or if we were stopped for a few days the company would buy a pig or part of a beef which was a real treat.

There were a lot of black berries along the hedges which I would pick and eat. 99% of the time we walked and therefore could not carry much more than our regular equipment, ie. Bren gun or rifles, trenching tools, bullets, mortar and shells.

I did not find the French citizens too friendly for the first while after we landed but that may have been because we could be driven out of the country and they wondered what might happen to anyone who had acted friendly to the invading troops. Also the Gerries had occupied the area for a number of years and I'm sure there would be some friendships established over that period of time.

As we progressed up along the coast we seemed to be well received. Even had several young chaps join us and carried on the same as we did but once we got to the Belgium or Dutch border they could no longer stay with us. (I don't know why) Those chaps were of great help as they knew a lot of the country.

I mentioned earlier about my partner joining the Bren Carrier crew which supported the infantry as they were quite mobile and could resist

quite a bit of rifle fire. As we progressed across the country we were also supported by a Polish tank regiment. The chaps in the Polish regiment had somehow escaped back to Britain and I guess took some training there and then returned to France. They were a very rough and competent group, no holds barred but quite noisy.

Very often our infantry could gain a lot of ground without much heavy support as we could approach some positions quietly and gain our objectives without too much opposition. I cannot remember names of villages, farm house groups that we captured but not always without some casualties. Most of our crew were pretty close and it was hard when we lost a buddy. Some of those guys I can remember as if it were yesterday and it could happen in so many seemingly innocent or safe situations.

It wasn't all blood and gore. We had some fun and good times as we progressed across the country. The majority of our infantry were mostly late teens or early twenties with no ties back home except parents and family which made our life a lot easier. For some of the older married men with small children back here it must have been real hell, they would have so many things to worry about. There was no way in the world of even trying to guess what our life would be like when we returned home. Should we get a short break in a town even for a few days when we knew we would not likely be called out on short notice, we could relax a bit, see a show if one was available, sit in a pub and have a beer and shoot the breeze, but those times were few and far between.

When we were in action or a close reserve I can remember several times being called out on a moments notice in the pitch black of night, maybe pouring rain, to go on patrol just to see what Gerry was up to, where they were, how many and any info we could get (not a real pleasant task). Some of our patrols were quiet but others were what we referred to as fighting patrols. This was to draw fire from whomever or whatever in order to find out how many Gerries were around and thereby find out what our line of attack should be. Fighting patrols were more dangerous so we had to try and have a good route back to our own lines.

One thing I found and I think most of our guys agreed that we felt more safe when we were immediately behind the attacking platoon or regiment or 2nd in line as the Gerries would not shell that close to their own lines. Not real safe any place. It is amazing how many bullets can be flying around you and you will not get hit. The Gerries used a lot of tracer bullets so if it was not real bright you could see them as they went by, especially at night.

The ground forces (infantry and tanks) worked very closely with the artillery and air force typhoons (as the planes were called) when we were advancing to our objective. The artillery would lay down what was called a creeping barrage (basically just raising the distance the shells would fall ahead of us as we advanced. This plan had to be timed quite accurately because if every thing was going real well our troops would come under fire from our own artillery and sometimes this happened or the odd shell would fall short and some casualties occurred.

I think the typhoons were a great moral booster for the ground troops but they could not always support us because of bad weather and we had a lot of cloudy days. The pilots could identify our troops and positions making the action more controlled. The Gerries would stay down and under cover and we could advance to their positions easily and a lot of them were ready to surrender.

Our ground troops were often burned with the empty shell casings from the typhoon machine guns. They also carried rockets for tanks and heavily fortified positions or sniper positions in church steeples or high vantage points. One or two snipers could hold up an advancing platoon or company for quite some time if they could not be located. Snipers caused a lot of casualties, so did mine fields if we had to go through them. Not an easy experience to have a buddy become a casualty whether just hurt or fatally wounded. More so I thought it was much more unnerving if a child, teenager or older woman was killed during the action even though they were not taking part.

The morning I got hurt two teenage girls had been killed and were lying not far from the side of the road as we went by and I have not nor will I ever forget how that upset me.

Even to this day I do not think women should be in the front lines with men. There are lots of jobs for them in the army but not front line. Women may be capable in every way but until someone was killed you cannot believe the feeling and if you have never seen it you would never know (God bless you for that).

I think I mentioned previously about being afraid or scared and I must say I carried a set of prayer beads and I used them a lot when I was doing guard duty at night peering out into the rain or dark and listening for the least sound out there. (Stupid goats crawling up on the fence hedges to find something to eat). They would scare the wits out of you.

Also mentioned earlier about my partner looking after me the first night in real live action and I said hopefully I did return the help. It came to mind that after several months when I became a stretcher bearer and after some hectic experiences this particular chap and a couple of other guys became shell shocked or battle fatigued and I took them back from the front to head quarters and first aid station. Two of them returned to us later but could do duty around headquarters only, never could return to the real action.

Speaking of headquarters any time we were stopped for a few days we would try to scrounge any goodies we could from where ever we could. Our Sergeant Payne and myself would somehow find reason to be around the supply tent and pick up something that we could use and we didn't want it to be wasted. To make a long story short the above Sergeant replaced the quarter master Sergeant when he became ill and therefore things changed. From then on I was not really welcome in his tent, he would try to keep an eye on me but I found someone else to accompany me so the end result didn't change too much.

One odd situation that arose quite frequently was that should we be advancing in a tough situation, doing patrol or whatever it always seemed to be the biggest guy in the group that would get hurt and that made things quite difficult to get him in a safe position without someone else being hurt.

It was especially very difficult for the back person when carrying someone on a stretcher and more so at night which often happened. We could not always get a stretcher to where a chap got hurt and so had to get him out however we could. I am sure some guys must have been in great pain as they were being moved. All our stretcher bearers carried morphine so we could inject a shot to ease the pain. I remember one chap that was close to a grenade or small mortar when it exploded. I don't think he was hurt too badly but the fragments seemed to be just under his skin, literally hundreds of them. You could not bandage him so I just rolled him in his blanket put him on a stretcher on the jeep and sent him back to the first aid station.

We all had our own sleeping gear (ground sheet and blanket) (no pajamas, pillow or white sheets). Never had any sheets in the army, just gray blankets.

Looking back I remember as we proceeded up the French coast by Dieppe and Dunkirk and all other towns and villages we could see the white cliffs of Dover across the channel and myself and a lot of other guys were wishing we were there and not in France. Some of our regiment had spent quite some time in England but I guess that the majority at that time were like myself and had not spent a lot of time there.

A person in the infantry usually was not in action for too long a time because we had a lot of casualties. I was in action for just under six months early in August until the end of February and very few of the guys that landed with our group were still there.

I believe it was sometime in September 1944 as the Allies were preparing for hopefully one of the last big assaults of the war when on a bright day you could watch the squadrons of bombers and their escorts darting in among the big planes as they headed for the industrial sites in Germany.

Those flights gave us a lift in spirits as our task would become easier and smaller. A lot of opposition and discussion has taken place about the bombings but had some of those people been in our shoes they may feel differently. I do not agree with a lot of these lobby and opposition groups (as you can probably tell). Had the bombings not taken place I'm sure the allied troops would have had a lot more casualties because munitions factories and other war supplies were the main targets.

Early in October after a short break our regiment supported two other regiments in crossing the Leopold Canal in an attempt to clear the Scheldt Estuary and the entrance to Antwerp for access to the harbour. The supply line was quite long from the ports in France to the front lines.

The clearing of Scheldt was a formidable task, especially as this was a low lying area and lots of water and muddy ground. Tanks and that kind of equipment were not of much support to the infantry as they would become stuck in the mud. The first troops across the canal could not make much progress so our regiment was designated to approach from the opposite side of the entrance to the Scheldt in boats, ducks, vehicles, whatever water vehicles were available.

After much slow progress crawling along dykes and in the ditches beside them where the Gerries had a good view of our every move we completed our mission but not without casualties. Over the action up to this time we did not have many chaps taken prisoner but sometimes it was a nip and tuck situation.

I remember one chap who was the first in his section when he approached a barricade and he was captured but we got him back a few days later. One other time on a wet dreary day as we advanced along a dyke and became pinned down most of our guys took cover in the water filled ditch but I thought I would stay up on the dyke hoping to get enough cover behind a stump where I may be able to operate the Bren gun more efficiently. The Gerries did not want to cooperate and they took a chip off both sides of my stump so I joined the rest of my crew in the water.

I don't know how many of us did not get sick with whatever but I guess the needles we got kept us well. Very few guys with colds or anything. It was pretty chilly some nights and there was no place to dry clothes or keep warm and we still had to get up every second hour for guard duty.

During our trek across France a number of us got the back door trots which lasted a couple days and there was very little if anything we could do except keep going as we were moving steadily at that time. You would have to fall out and do a little job and then you would have a hell of a time to catch up as you were a bit weak, however we survived.

If I remember rightly we got a rum ration before supper but I'm not sure if we got that all the time or it just started in the fall of the year. Dark brown rum you almost had to chew it.

When our task of clearing the Scheldt Estuary was completed we were given a few days of R&R in Brussels to explore the city. Very interesting time I must say. Quite an old city and even under the circumstances many things to see and do.

We were billeted at homes throughout the city which could be good or bad depending on our Company Commanders view or ours. Standing orders were posted at headquarters on a regular basis where we were supposed to and expected to eat and read the orders. A lot of our guys did not frequent headquarters on a regular basis for meals and whatnot as we often ate with the families where we stayed.

After a few days we were moved to a small village to regroup and have equipment and clothing replaced for colder weather and for whatever our next assignment or target might be. In our particular case it was to replace an American parachute and glider company just outside Nijmegen. A glider was just like a big plane without a motor which could carry men and equipment to a certain spot (being towed behind a plane) where a tow rope could be cut and released allowing the glider to land in an open space (hopefully without much damage to equipment and a few or no casualties), behind enemy lines therefore being able to establish control of a bridge or other important position and hold it until ground troops caught up to them.

When in Brussels my buddy Al Belbin and I slept on the third floor which made things a little awkward at night because the bathroom was on the ground floor and after doing guard duty every second hour at night you got into the habit of going to the bathroom quite often, sometimes in a hurry so we had to run up and down the stairs quite often at night.

In whatever little village (I can't remember the name) we were moved to after Brussels our company was billeted in a farm building but A1 and I found a very comfortable bed with a farm family just down the road from where the other guys stayed and we were allowed to stay there. To add to our good fortune the couple had three good looking daughters about our age to play cards, serve us some meals and on a limited basis, chat with. Parents kept a very close eye on everybody though. We would pick up our share of any goodies at the cookery and take them back to the house to be divided at meal time (i.e. bread, butter, jam, tea if we could get it in bulk, because food was rationed throughout the whole country).

While in Brussels a couple of our stretcher bearers decided they had seen enough action and did not return to our company. I don't know what became of them. Al and I decided maybe we would be capable stretcher bearers and told our Sergeant we would like to fill in. Everybody in our group had been trained for this particular role so it wasn't really a big thing. Instead of carrying a weapon you carried a stretcher and a first aid kit and wore a big red cross front and back and were not supposed to be shot at which did not help as you will see later. Maybe the enemy were not shooting at us in particular as there could have been a stray bullet among the many hundred fired on the day both A1 and I were wounded.

During the period of time after we relieved the Americans, as we were not too far from Nijmegen, if we had a full number of bodies in our group some of us could take our turn and spend some time in the town where there was a sort of rest or meeting place where we could lounge around and play cards and other games, read a limited number of magazines, hopefully in English.

I think the Red Cross or Salvation Army ran the centre and there were also dances held occasionally if you were there at the right time. We met lots of nice people, we were mostly interested in female companions (I don't remember any gays at that time but maybe there were some) Things and way of life have changed a lot since 1944 and 1945.

We spent Christmas in that area and on Christmas day I was a bit lonesome as I could remember my younger sister Jeanette singing a solo during midnight mass on previous occasions. My brother Gerry also sang in the choir and then there was me who couldn't carry a note. Over all there were many good memories and times with the very sincere chaps you met and spent time with but again there were some very tense and tragic experiences.

If memory serves me correctly the American airborne regiment who we replaced outside Nijmegen had captured an important bridge and that was our job to protect this bridge. I'm not sure what body of water it was over though. In protecting the bridge we were more or less in a static position but we had to do patrols. Some small and some big ones but we were supposed to stay under cover in the day time. But one day one of our chaps decided he might like a chicken dinner and took off after this certain bird around through streets and alleys where buildings had been shelled with whatever from both Gerries and ourselves and where the Gerries were suspected of being, right on our doorstep so to speak. But he got his chicken, but also got himself in trouble for his escapade.

During the Christmas period when another company was available to replace us we were taken out of the lines and treated to a real Christmas dinner with all the trimmings served to the regular troops by the officers and NCOs. We stayed in this area until early in February just doing patrols and being equipped for our next push, a bit monotonous but better than sloshing through the mud and water.

Leaving our static position early in February we proceeded along the dykes of Holland and on into Germany where we encountered a lot of stiff opposition and our progress was slow. We moved out of the low country and the tanks could give us more support.

I remember passing through the town of Cleve (fair sized town) which was badly wrecked by shelling and that night we heard on our signal man's radio as reported by Arnhem Annie that Cleve still stood its ground in Gerries possession. Arnhem Annie was a Gerry propagandist. Our progress was quite slow for a couple of weeks or so as this was sort of a last ditch effort for the Gerries.

On the evening of the 25th of February our 2 companies who were to advance early in the morning dug in around a guy's farm building. I guess some guys taking shelter in the building but most of us in our slit trenches. The farmers and families were German I do believe.

On the morning of February 26th which was to be my last day in action we headed out pretty early for our objective. I guess I was lucky that morning (in a sense) as both my chum and I missed breakfast and had very little to eat from our supplies. However we progressed along a road until we came to a large open area of ploughed ground and there we spread out to try and capture a group of farm buildings on the other side of this field. The Gerries let us advance pretty close to the building but then opened fire and we became pinned down in this open area and therefore we could not move forward or back and we had a lot of casualties including my stretcher-bearer chum and myself.

Al was not hurt too seriously but could not continue to help anyone. I was treating our wounded bandaging and giving shots of morphine, moving among the guys closest to me when I got hit. The force of the bullet turned me around to face a shell hole so I jumped into it where I gave myself the last shot of morphine that was in my first aid kit. This happened about nine o’clock in the morning and we could not be rescued until that evening after our artillery, mortars and typhoons silenced the Gerries around the farm buildings which we were supposed to capture.

Our reserve regiment passed through our lines and then we were picked up by whoever was available. While I lay in the shell hole I just kept bringing my knees up to sort of relieve the soreness and the stiffening effect. The bullet passed through my water bottle and mess tins through my hip, shattering the bullet into small pieces where a lot of them still are in my body, embedded in gristle or whatever.

I never bled a drop outwardly which I guess was bad because I became badly infected. My tummy was perforated in many places as I found out the next morning when my doctor came in to see me. I remember being loaded on a stretcher and then onto the top of a jeep and being transported to a first aid station where a lot of my buddies were waiting to be treated, I was taken into a tent and checked out by a doctor.

That is the last I remember until the next morning when I woke up in a little three cornered room with two other patients. When I woke up I found my hands and feet tied snugly to my bed and a big bandage on my stomach with a lot of goodies being covered up. There were also several bottles with fluids going into my veins. Don't know what they were and I don't think I asked.

My first doctor that I remember was Dr. Toffe, an RCMP surgeon from Toronto. The doctor removed the bandage, took away my appendix which was ruptured and swollen a lot and I don't know what else he removed.

I spent two or three weeks in the first hospital, probably waiting for me to be strong enough to move. I could not eat anything for quite a few days, mostly being fed by intravenous, not even sure if I could drink water or juices. After several days I felt quite hungry and the nurse came in with a nice poached egg on toast and after just one bite I seemed to be

filled completely. I had no control over my bowels and my bed had to be changed very often.

Never had any idea when I needed to go to the bathroom and I am not sure how long this situation continued. I did eventually gain some strength and ate a bit and was then flown to Hayward’s Heath in the south of England. #13 Cdn. General Hospital.

My doctor there was Dr. Milligan who performed a couple more operations; including installing a colostomy so my bowels could move through my side into a diaper of sorts. I was dreadfully ill at this time and so sore which made things pretty rough. However as sick and sore as I may have been there were other chaps around me much worse, but some of those patients did not survive. I lost my voice and could not call for help but a young chap (17 years old) in the bed beside me looked after me in more ways than you could imagine and would see that I got help when I needed.

This young chap named Capadlo had been wounded when we crossed the (Winnipeg Rifle Regiment) Leopold Canal. He had his leg amputated several times as they tried to stop the infection and the last time was right at the hip. If you have a queasy stomach skip the next line. Maggots were put in his wound to eat the proud flesh and stop the infection.

When I knew Dr. Milligan was coming to check my wounds and I could hear him talk and see him put on rubber gloves I was so sore that I cried before he came close to my bed.

As sick as I was at the time I felt sorry for the badly wounded

older chaps who had families back home and were worried about them and if they would be able to look after them when they returned home and were eventually discharged from the army. A lot of us were young and did not have to worry and so we could recuperate easier and faster I think. Worry can make quite a difference.

I believe I arrived at #13 Cdn. General about the second week of March 1945 and stayed until early May when I was moved to #19 Cdn. General at Marsden Green near Birmingham. I only remember one small operation there and do not remember the doctor's name. The war in Europe ended while I was there. I left #19 General in early June as I think I arrived in Ottawa at the Canadian Military Hospital off Smyth Road near where the railroad station is now. That was the 19th of June 1945.

My mother and her brother, Uncle Willie met me at the hospital that evening. We sailed home on the hospital boat the Letitia to Halifax and then by train to Ottawa. Had a good trip all the way even though I was a bed patient. It was a tearful but very happy meeting to see my mother and uncle. Papa could not come down at that time due to the number of visitors you were allowed but he came soon after. It was not just a jump in the car and proceed to Ottawa situation.

I think Mama came by train as did Kenny Meilleur and Mary within a month or so also a couple of close girlfriends from Pembroke but I don't remember a lot of visitors from around home coming to see me. Travelling and accommodation were not easy. I'm not sure if any of my family visited me.

My stretcher bearer chum Al came to see me a couple of times. He had volunteered to go to Korea and had been sent home from Britain to have a medical and be outfitted for his new situation. He happened to be in Ottawa for a few days and he also visited an aunt of his who lived in Carp. Celestine Charbonneau who lived in Ottawa and her aunt and uncle the Breens I think was their name, visited me quite often also.

One other girl I guess I should say became very special to me and who was very kind to me visited often also. Ruth Ryan was her name. Ruth lived in the Billing's Bridge area. #14 Nordic Circle I think was her address. One day not long after I arrived at the hospital she came to visit someone who didn't have a lot of visitors and the nurse brought her to our room to meet me and we became very close friends and to this day I talk to her occasionally. Ruth married Jim Cull whose wife had passed away and who now lives in Pembroke. Ruth visited our home and got to know most of our family and she still asks for them when I talk to her.

In our little room at the Rideau Military Hospital there were three of us. Fulton, Frank Coulas and myself. Frank and I both had colostomies and you got quite an odour as you came through our door. Just recently after Mel Coulas' funeral and a visit with Frank and Art, all brothers who I met during wartime, when talking to Ruth about her visits to our room she reminded me that Frank and I were called The Stinkies.

During my stay at the Rideau Military my doctor was Colonel Holland from McGill University who performed three major operations on me to try and cure my problems. After the first and second operations my side was packed with cotton gauze through my hip and into my tummy. When the gauze was removed I could see out my tummy and through the hole in my hip. This whole incision was stitched but the stitches were not pulled tight for a couple days after the operation. When this was done I would again cry from the pain. I guess they did not want to give me more anaesthetic than they really had to. Probably the third operation was the turning point on my road to recovery. At least I was well enough that I could get out of bed and come home for a short leave before reporting to the vets pavilion at the Ottawa Civic.

Before I came home on leave sometime in October Col. Holland called me into his office for a chat. I think he told me some of the things he had done while operating. He did say I won't be here when you come back off leave as I am going back to McGill to teach. He told me he was pretty discouraged at times because he did not know just what to do to try and correct my problems and make me well again.

Leading up to the surgery and for long periods after I would not be able to eat anything. I was just fed by intravenous. As a result when I first got out of bed I weighed 117 pounds. On my arrival at the Rideau Military the farmer was planting his grain outside my window and I thought to myself I will be long gone from here when he cuts it. But not so. The field was all cleaned up before I left and his cows were grazing there.

During my visit with Frank Coulas my old room mate at Mel Coulas' funeral he said to me that he did not expect to see someone at the vets pavilion at the civic. Never thought I would survive. But I was lucky to survive and be able to do all the things we did as a family and still enjoy life very much with its ups and downs. Our family has helped to create a lot of very enjoyable times.

When I returned to Ottawa from my leave in late October or early November I was sent to the Vets pavilion at the Civic Hospital for further treatment. This is where things started to change a bit. I was mobile and felt a lot better, therefore I could live a more normal life. Not to forget my dear friend Ruth Ryan who had helped me through a very rough summer. Her visits always gave me a special lift in life and she did so many things for me. Small things to her but very big to me.

I met a lot of new and interesting people at the Vets Pavilion. Patients, nurses, workers and whomever. My doctors were Dr. Young, a very down to earth person, he had been a great football player with the Toronto Argos. He was my regular doctor who looked after me on a day to day basis.

My surgeon was Dr. Herman who came from Montreal to perform any major surgery at the Vets Pavilion. He did not have the same personality as Dr. Young but he was a very competent doctor. I had all the faith in the world in him and all previous doctors and nursing staff. I must say I think my treatment through this whole procedure was first class (even from the time I gave myself the first shot of morphine in the big shell hole).

Dr Herman performed two major operations while I was at the Vets Pavilion. During one of these my colostomy was closed up and I returned to a normal mode of living again. I do not remember the times of surgery but sometime in the winter of 1946. Just as I would be going for surgery in the Civic, two of my cute nurses, Gloria Stetham and Lacritia Hearty, gave me a kiss to help cheer me up.

On my return their care was something else, anything they could do to make me comfortable. I was still not a very well person. Having spent many months in the Vets Pavilion I think helped because most of the patients were there for a short period of time and would not be known as well as I was.

I would help the nurses make beds and carry linens and towels for them so I would get special treats off food trays. Ice cream, puddings that I liked and they were not afraid to ask me questions that would help them in any way. I believe they trusted me because I do not remember any other patient who was invited to have coffee or refreshments with them. Not in the coffee room as there wasn't any, so the linen closet served as a coffee room.

For any or most of the long time patients at the Pavilion we would be allowed out around the grounds of the Civic area, dressed in hospital blues so we were quite noticeable. I had my own clothes most of the time because when I was well enough I could get out for short weekends where I stayed at Uncle Willie and Aunt Nellie's. 88 Albert St., Apt. 3. Therefore I could use my own clothes if I wished but when going out with other patients I would wear my blues.

There was a cute little pub not too far from the hospital where we could have a beer (in the kitchen or special room). Not more than one or two though. We did not want to get in trouble, or the pub owner either. It was nice to be able to wander around when the weather was nice. Lots of nice flowers, shrubs etc. in that area and not many people at that time. We were almost on the outskirts of town.

One day, one of our regular nurses, Lorna Mussill, introduced me to one of the operating room nurses, Helen Carss. We became close friends. I found all the staff very easy to know and get along with. (Maybe I was different then. Helen usually had a couple of hours for a break shortly after lunch so she and I would meet and go for a walk around the experimental farm and sit on the park benches and chat. Sometimes if she was tired after a hectic morning in the operating room she would have a little snooze lying on the grass and I would just sit there with her and make sure she was back in time for her work.

One of the highlights of our friendship was that she invited me to the 1946 graduation party at the Civic. Probably 150 nurses which was a big event for me. Helen graduated in 1945. I spoke to Helen two nights ago, Feb. 11, 1998 at her brother's home in Braeside. Helen lives in Don Mills, has three daughters all married and five grandchildren. Helen was home to attend the funeral of her older brother who had died suddenly. I saw the notice in the paper and called a brother's place to see if I had the right person. The brother gave Helen my name but she said I don't know any Ernie Boudreau. However the only name I got around the hospital was "Slim".

Lorna Mussell started calling me that. We had a great phone visit. She even remembered that I had quite a few brothers and sisters and wondered about my family. Lorna and Helen posed as sisters as she reminded me. She also remembered me tuning them up about that because when I went to the nurses' residence and asked the girl on deck to call Helen Mussell it was not Mussell it was Carss. Helen said the last time she remembered us out together I invited her to a party at the Health Centre. I don't know why we didn't continue seeing each other but it could have been that I felt Ruth was my closest friend.

Sometime in June or July 1946 I believe I was transferred to the Veteran's Health Centre at Billing's Bridge not far from where the hospital now is. I stayed there until June 1947 and then returned home.

My doctor at the health centre was Dr. Howard. The period I spent at the Health Centre was to build me up (health and strength) by exercises, physio and sports, volleyball, bowling and swimming but overall I could not gain any weight.

We were pretty far to come and go to town at the Health Centre but we had to be in by 10:30 or 11:00 which wasn't always that easy because transportation from the end of the street car line at the Sunnyside was limited.

Different groups of girls entertained the vets with dances, card parties, bus trips, shows and whatever. It was at one of the dances that I met Mary Ellen not too long before I came home in June 1947. I am not sure if she was with the Catholic Girls Club or the Red Cross that night as I think she belonged to both. We attended shows and dances, card parties, riding club parties and we often went horse back riding together. Mary Ellen's cousin owned a riding stable not far from the health centre and you could rent a horse for 75 cents an hour and they would often allow us a little extra time as we provided them with quite a lot of business.

John Crogie who slept in the same room as I did at the health centre, and I were the ring leaders for the riding group. We often would have ten or twelve people at the stables wanting to rent horses. Some of the riders, or supposed to be riders did not know much about horses but we had fun anyway. John Crogie married a friend of Mary Ellen's by the name of Mary Pegg about the same time as we were married. Mary now lives in Cobden where they both originated. John died 20 odd years ago.

One day while out riding Mom's horse stopped in the middle of the railroad track and would not move so I had to get off my horse and move him along. One other time while out riding I believe there was only John and I and a girl named Bea Yarazavitch. She later married another

one of our chums by the name of Hank Torontow who also died as a young person. Anyhow, the girl fell off her horse and ripped her slacks quite badly. So there were John and I trying to get her patched up and back on her horse so as no one would be embarrassed too much when we got back to the stables. Lots of fun and games.

While at the health centre usually at noon time I would play bridge with the girls who worked in physiotherapy or the craft shop or any other time when there were enough of them to make a foursome.

I was lucky or unlucky for being at the centre for so long, but I got a lot of tickets to hockey, football, any circus or big show that happened to be playing in the city. A chap by the name of Al Lindsay from Renfrew

was our recreation director and he provided me with the tickets. He would also ask me to be in charge of some group that would be going to some game, show or bus trip so it worked both ways.

At the health centre there was a lodge or hut representing every province and territory of Canada. Headquarters, doctor's office, cafeteria and store were in the province of Ontario. A large rec hall, pool, physio office and exercise room were contained in another building.

Don't remember what it was named but the remainder of the provinces housed sleeping quarters, several rooms from two to six beds and I believe a large living room, very well set up. Again I think we were all pretty well treated. Maybe sometimes things didn't go the way you hoped but even to this day I feel I have a good relationship with the Department of Veterans' Affairs staff.

Of course you can always be forceful but use common sense, know when to talk and when to shut up. Not always easy. For the rest of

my stay at the health centre I continued to see Ruth and Mom, but also was not tied down and my chums and I wandered a bit.

One time after a dance at the Health Centre I asked Mom if I could take her home as I had heard other chaps talk about going down town but did not get the whole story. They had planned to go and have a beer at the Ritz Hotel in one of our friend's car (a favourite watering hole on Bank Street) and then return home and I did not catch this. Anyway the bus was loading with all the girls about 11:00 as I think this was curfew time and I got on the bus but lo and behold I was the only male passenger so I sort of excused myself and got off to join the chaps in the parking lot. Most of you guys knowing Mom can imagine how great that went over. However, she got over it to a certain degree.

After I returned home in June 1947 I continued to write to both Ruth and Mom and they both visited up here but I finally had to make a decision, which was not easy. I thought a lot of both of them and with both being nice girls but different personalities. I must call Ruth soon as neither her or her husband are too well. One thing that bugged Mom was that I would say that she caught me in the hospital and I wasn't able to get away from her.

While in the hospital at Marsden Green, Auntie Jean and her sister Ishbel came to visit me. They must have found out from Uncle Ferdie where I was. I don't think they were married at that time though. Auntie Jean's mom sent me a bag of oranges, two dozen or more. Where she got them I had no idea because I hadn't seen anything like that the whole time I was over there. Everything was rationed. I ate as many as I could and treated the other patients with the rest.

The only guys from around here that I met in Holland were Jim Charbonneau and Cecil Norlander but there must have been a lot of others close by at times. I met Cecil outside Nimegan in December 1944 and Jim sometime just before I got hurt.

I have mentioned that a number of nurses I met during my stay in hospital and there are many more whose names I don't remember. I also had a lot of good times with chaps that I met. A few names; Mr. Daly, an older chap that we would visit that lived on Albert St. close to my aunt and uncle, Mr. McGovern, a great guy with a big white moustache, Orville Brissard from Chapeau area who visited at Mackey often worked for AECL, Bob Cheney and his sister, John Foster, The Coulas boys, Stan Ellis and his wife Irene Bouvier, enjoyed quite a few dances and parties with them and the Daley's. Stan's family, Dad, stepmother, brother and sister. I was the sisters' escort when Stan and Irene were married. The night of the reception in the church hall in Gatineau in 1946 Toronto beat Montreal to win the Stanley Cup. A1 Lindsay who I mentioned before as the recreation director at the health centre. John Crogie, Dave Scott who gave me a lot of lessons in bridge and many others.

I don't remember a lot of the names of the guys who we fought with but I have to say our relationship was very close as we depended on each other so much. It really hurt when we lost someone.

When in Holland in 1945 I met Cecil Norlander, a cousin of mine and Jim Chabonneau who later became my brother in law. I could have been close to a lot of guys that I knew but unless you actually saw each other you had no idea where they might be.

While on a short breather from direct action in Holland our platoon commander by the name of MacPherson (who had worked for Eaton's and Simpson's as a top person) decided maybe we should play a bit of basketball so he asked for volunteers. Turned out to be a disaster.

Most of the guys were like myself and had never seen a basketball or heard of the game. Anyway, we had some exercise, maybe that was the idea. Lt. McPherson was wounded shortly before I was. He was one of the senior lieutenants of our group and therefore if there was a bad spot to clear he was the one chosen to do that along with our section as followers. Some of those chaps were exceptional leaders and could guide us through pretty tricky spots without loss of life or injury. Canadian troops were always classed as being first class.

Just read last week in Ottawa Citizen the names of Canadians slaughtered shortly after D-Day. One of the names was Anderson. I believe this chap trained with us in Cornwall and Camp Borden, believe he was from Cornwall area. A nice young chap, married with two children. If we were at a party he would stay until near the end where everyone would be together and then if some of our group would be walking girls home he would go straight back to camp. I'll never forget him for that.

While in the Vets Pavilion we played a lot of poker and I was fairly lucky. If I went out on the weekend I would usually spend some of my winnings on clothes. Over all bought a whole outfit from the skin out to an overcoat.

When I went back from my leave in November 1945 I was discharged from the army but that was more or less just on paper because I went to the Vets Pavilion for more treatment and still received my $1.50/day pay.

I was discharged on Nov. 10, 1945 and I think Uncle Ferdie and Allan Charbonneau were also discharged that day. While in hospital I don't believe I could have had better doctors and 99%+ of the nurses were also kind and caring.

This gives you an idea of some of the things that happened from January 1943 until June 1947 during my army and hospital stay. I don't know if I've said this before but, even with the injury, I wouldn't want to have missed the whole army life.
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