MEMOIRS/DIARY OF HOWARD LEOPOLD MORRY

July 12, 1957
EDITORIAL NOTE:

The following pages are a transcript of one of Howard Leopold Morry’s many diaries or memoirs. That notebook is presently in the care of his grandson, Howie Morry, who kindly loaned it to me (Chris Morry) in 2011 to transcribe and make a digital copy for others to share.

This diary in particular is of interest because it focuses largely on his experiences overseas as a private in the Royal Newfoundland Regiment in WWI. However, like many of his diaries or memoirs, he departs from his chosen topic at times and talks about the present times or the history of his village, Ferryland, Newfoundland.

This book is also curious because it replicates in very close, but not exact, detail his account of his war experiences in another notebook which I am currently preserving. That notebook was transcribed by my brother Glen and I some years ago before we were aware of the existence of this copy. I decided to transcribe the copy held by Howie to be better able to make comparisons between these two accounts and to piece together a more complete story of Dad Morry’s WWI experiences from the bits and pieces contained in these notebooks and other remembrances that still exist.
Of note in that regard, there is a third, almost identical, version which exists, in as far as is known, only as an old typewritten transcript. The original has disappeared. Apparently it was made in the 1950s or 1960s by person or persons unknown, possibly the staff of the Queen Elizabeth Library in St. John’s. Dad Morry is known to have loaned some of his diaries to them for a while hoping that they would transcribe them for him.
At first it may seem curious that Dad Morry took the time to meticulously record his wartime memories in at least these three complete versions. But it must be remembered that he had suffered the loss of several of his diaries over the years due to carelessness or possibly malicious destruction, and he was obviously not going to take a chance on this happening again. So he distributed these and his other remaining diaries among trusted children to preserve for future generations.

This transcript is as exact as possible except for punctuation and correction of a few place names.
CM, Ottawa, July 5, 2011

Just a book to jot down all the memories as they come to me.

How the ordinary folks dressed in the early 90s

The women on the flakes wore long skirts to the ground. Little jackets buttoned in tight and only came to the waist, called “Hug-me-tights”. White aprons with wide white straps tied behind and white sun bonnets. Lovely to see. In the winter, long skirts and many of them heavy woolen stockings and pegged leather boots with low heels and, for the snow, heavy blanketing white stockings that came well above the knees. These were worn over the boots. Heavy woolen underwear and curious shaped hats of their own design mostly. Boys and girls, a great many of them, went barefoot for the summer months. But when it got cold they wore heavy leather boots with copper toe caps and iron plates on the soles, called protectors. Kept well greased with pork fat for Sundays and tar and oil ordinary days to keep out the snow water. Not many people had dry feet those days. Men mostly wore moleskin pants and a coat of moleskin with a cloth front and sleeves of moleskin called sleeve weskits (vests) or (waistcoats) leather boots, half boots they were called, or Wellingtons they came have way to the knee and had a red or blue band across the front of them. Some fished with them as not everyone could afford leather knee boots or duck boots. On Sundays the more prosperous fishermen had a suit of black cloth with braid around it and high silk hats and swallow tail coats but these were only for Sunday or special occasions and lasted for years and years. For the woods, canvas or duck with woollen home knit sweater and short boots just above the ankle, with the rough side out. These were called Bluchers. Over them they wore canvas leggings that fitted down over the top and were tied under the shoe to keep the snow out. They were tight and comfortable and warm and were called (Busgins) no such thing as rubber boots or shoes then and only the Swankers wore overcoats. I knew some of the all fellows who even in the 20s were ashamed to wear overcoats, afraid their neighbours would laugh at them.

Some old sayings

Slow and steady goes further in the day.

Speaking of anyone bustling around and not doing much they'd say he was all curry and no wool.

Never change horses in the middle of the stream.

Anyone leaving home for a long time they'd say he gave her a long main sheet.

And you'll kill more flies with a lick of molasses than with a spoonful of vinegar.

Hard words butter no parsnips.

A short hill on a road was called a pinch. Like Spolet pinch, Kelly's pinch etc.

A hill with wood growing on the top was called a nap.

A small lot of woods was called a cop or tuck.

A bunch of small tangled wood growing mostly in a valley and along river banks and beat down and twisted with the snow and impossible to walk through was called a drang.

A strip of water between two islands or the island and the mainland was called a gut.

A few sticks of wood carried on the shoulder is a burn.

A bundle of small sticks tied together and brought in the arms was called a breastney.

If a person was disobliging to a neighbour maybe left him stuck on a patch of ground or caught in a pinch without helping him the person would say when talking of it afterwards I'll see him when his dog won't haul. A lot of firewood was hauled with dogs and sleds in the old days.

Two more old sayings:

The Devils children have the Devils look. Or the devil always takes care of his own.
Twas an unwritten law for a man to wait for anyone who was inside him in the woods not to leave him alone; many is the life was saved that way. And always on stormy days in the woods if there was a sudden snowstorm folks always waited for one another. On leaving a tilt or a hunting cabin, you were always supposed to leave kindling and matches lest a person coming there in a storm would perish before they got the fire going.

Fishermen's superstitions
Not to begin the voyage on the 13th or Friday.

Twas bad luck to bring coloured mitts on board the boat only white ones.

Always turn the lights off with the sun.

Unlucky to whistle.

Also to turn the boat against the sun.

A knot in a towline was very bad. One of the crew would die before the year was out.

If you are going on a journey or shooting, twas bad luck to meet a redheaded woman, a black cat or a white horse. I knew fellows who were on the way duck shooting to go home if anyone asked them where they were going and not go shooting at all that day.

It was bad luck to buy a broom in May. She who buys a broom in May will sweep one of the family away.

This is a copy of the petition sent in 1709 from the residents of Isle au Bois in Ferryland, Newfoundland.

To his Excellency Joseph Dudley Esq. Governor and Capt General in and over her Majesty's colonies of New Hampshire and New England.

The humble address of the masters of families and the inhabitants of the Island of Buoys in Ferryland, Newfoundland
Humbly Showeth



That we her Majesty's most dutiful and loyal subjects, the masters of families and the inhabitants of the island of Buoys in Newfoundland, being deeply sensible to your Excellency's great goodness and clemency towards us in commiserating our condition by sending us in the Brigantine Hope, Capt William Pickering Cmdr with power to demand us if in the hands of our enemies, and support to transport us to your Excellency's government. Which we in all humility we acknowledge to be infinite favour and with all submission acknowledge our gratitude and thankfulness. But as it hath pleased God in his infinite mercy to protect and defend us against our enemies in two different assaults, we hope that by the same Providence to defend ourselves against all their assaults, being fully resolved to defend this our island to the last extremity, for her Majesty's honour and our nation's interest and shall be ready at all times if called upon to act offensively against our enemies to the end. That they may be totally rooted out of this country. We do therefore request your Excellency to accept of our poor but sincere and unfeigned thanks for your great goodness and clemency towards us and as in duty bound we sincerely and unfeignedly subscribe our selves.


Your Excellency's most dutiful and most obliged


humble servants
	Richard Hamlin 
	Arch Brown

	John Lovine
	Thomas Pass

	Edward   }
	Lowin Webber

	Henry      }
	William Ponpeaser

	Richard   }
	John Fletcher

	Robert Decker
	Griffith Russell

	John       }
	John Wyatt

	Robert   }
	William Cooper

	James Benger
	Henry Rix

	Arch Cummings
	Nathan Lucum

	John Lucken
	Thomas Canning

	Richard Roberts
	

	Arthur White
	

	Thomas Dibble
	

	John Thomas
	

	John Hodge
	

	John Saunders
	

	Able     }
	

	John Glenville
	

	Andrew Palmer
	

	Richard     }
	

	William Clogg
	

	Lawrence Rich
	

	Edward Cane
	

	John Searle
	


The only names I remember being here are Bengers: Bengers Pond, Bengers Grove, and Bengers Marsh was called after one of the Bengers who had been astray in the woods for days and they found him in an what was afterwards called Bengers Marsh. I remember the last of the Cummins, James and Catherine. The latter taught school here when I was a boy. I remember the last of the Saunders. They went to Boston about 40 years ago. Lucum I heard of and there is a ledge here called Lucum's Ledge. Also remember hearing of Fletcher and Wyatt and Palmer and Saunders. The last of the Bengers, Sam, lived with Michael Condon in Admiral's Cove, Cape Broyle for some years. He died about 45 years ago. When the French attacked Cape Broyle and Robert Carter went to attack and drive them away with boats and crews from Ferryland there were four French warships there; they cut and ran in such a hurry that they left a whole lot of their men on shore who hid in the woods but eventually came out and gave themselves up and lived among the folk. Among the names still there are Ronayne, Lahey, Lenine, Becums, Breoff, Viguers. There were 17 in all. There were Carews from a very prominent family in Devon who settled in Shores Cove, Cape Broyle, and whose descendants still live there. They had coats of arms in their homes but they have long since disappeared. The Suttons, and Curtis in Trepassey, also come from good families, and had arms I think. That too is gone. The Americans collected and bought practically all the old antiques on the island. The Jennings lived in Aquaforte. They were a branch of the Jennings family in England who later had a great fortune in Chancing in England. The Jennings intermarried with the Windsors in Aquaforte and at the present time they still have some of the Jennings family silver with the initials on it. But they could not prove their connection as there was not any registration of births and deaths in Newfoundland for years and years. Our own family, the Morrys, came over from Devon early in the seventeens and settled as far as I could gather at Calvert in 1740. Afterwards some of them moved to Ferryland. Matthew had three brigs and two shallops carrying on the fishery there in 1789. The first of them were privateers. They too had two ships in the Armada. I forget their names now but I did know them. They had some wealthy relatives over there too. Carters, Oxenhams, Sir Hans Sloane and Lord Wiley who was a North of Ireland man. My great-grandfather's wife was Mary Graham, direct descendant of Mary Graham of Claverhouse. Too bad so much of our history was lost. In Ferryland around 150 years ago, the church at Ferryland was destroyed by fire, with hundreds of valuable records burned. Then when the new courthouse in Ferryland was built, it was left to the policeman, Constable Flaherty, to remove the records from the old to the new. He either burned or threw over the cliff all the old records. Now they would be priceless. Carters in Ferryland had a huge cut glass punchbowl that must have held at least 3 gallons of punch. I remember seeing it quite a few times at parties. The last time about 40 years ago. It was in the possession of Kate Carter, daughter of William Carter. She married a cousin of mine, Michael White. A son of his lives in the old homestead now. I expect it has been broken ere this. When they were digging the foundation for a church in Ferryland, between the convent and Gerald Costello's house, they came across a skeleton. The one of the Carters said it was an Indian that Bob had shot. I don't know if any of the present Carters heard of it. In the old days they shot the Indians on sight. This Indian was supposed to be lying down on the top of the gaze looking out at the boats and Bob was up partridge shooting and stole up behind him and shot him. That is how the story went. I don't know how true it is.

Edinburgh March 22, '64.

 Howard Morry No. 726

August 3, '57. Royal Newfoundland Regiment

Today I read a book on Gallipoli by Alan Morehead. I've often thought of trying to remember some of my experiences and the boys of our own 11 platoon, C company, especially. There in the trenches we could not move anywhere as we had only a couple of miles strip on the coast and were continually under shellfire and rifle fire as well. So we could not tell much of what the other buddies did.

We had a nice trip down from Liverpool on the troopship, the Majestic I think was her name. We could not see it as anything the name was on was removed or covered up for security reasons. There was a battalion of English troops on her as well as us, the Warwicks, going down for a garrison duty at Khartoum. They were all middle-aged men, most of them having served 21 years in the Army. We all slept on deck going down the Mediterranean and when the crew began washing the decks in the morning we had to wake up and get out of the way. But we sure got a good sleep, not like the guys who slept below. The heat down there was stifling. We went into Malta, but only a few were allowed on shore. The rest of us just stayed on board and looked and wished.

When I came to Alexandria, I had an aunt there living, Mrs Capt Richard Power, of the P&O line. When I asked for a pass to go on shore and see my aunt I was brought to the Colonel to make my request. He laughed and said it's surprising what a number of your chaps have relatives here in the Suez. So I had to go and get Capt George Carty, who knew our family well, and a great friend of my mother's, to tell the Colonel that I had an aunt there. So my cousin Mont Windsor and I got a 24-hour pass and away to go. We wandered around for hours before we found where she lived in the European quarter. She was delighted to see us. Daughter Mary was married to the head censor of Egypt, Quintana was his name. And it so happened that they had a big party that night. And Mont and I were ushered in to a big room with about 80 guests all in evening clothes, and you can imagine our feelings. We sure felt uncomfortable, for neither one of us was used to mixing in high society. Especially when we saw the array of knives and forks and spoons each of us had, all kinds of liquor that we had never even heard of. But they had lots of whiskey and we did very well after a few drinks. When we were leaving in the morning, they gave us 10,000 cigarettes, which were very welcome to all the boys, as we gave them away right and left, as neither of us smoked very much.

When we got to the ship they were entraining for Cairo. What a ride that was. We sure suffered with the heat and thirst. I used to go out and sit between the cars till I'd get sleepy, then go back in the car and stick it out for another while. One of our fellows, Hanniford from St John's, fell asleep while sitting between the cars and fell off the train. Luckily he was not hurt and he joined us afterward on the Peninsula.

We arrived at Cairo in the morning and were marched to barracks. Abbasieh twas called. We were dismissed. I remember lying on the stone floor in the hallway with some more chaps with our mouths to the gratings where the air circulated. After a while, none of the officers coming around, we wandered off. First to a restaurant. Then to get some Egyptian beer (camel's piss the Aussies called it, and I don't think they were far out, awful stuff). After a while we met a few Aussies who took us under their wing, or rather seeing we were colonials, brought us around and showed us all the tricks, such as riding the street cars without paying etc. One chap brought us out to the pyramids. He got a half dozen of his chums, and about 50 of us on the car. Among the bunch were Willis White, Harry Mifflin, Lewis Head, Davey Carew, Watty Thomas, and a lot more I forget. They kicked off the conductor, so that saved us paying fares. They left the car at the end of the line and off we went to the pyramids. We had to take off our boots to climb up the steps. They were worn right down in the middle from millions of pilgrims climbing up there. Even the sides of the steps where you put your hands when you were crawling up were worn quite a bit. The room at the top is quite big and roofed over with six big polished slabs of stone put together so close that is hard to see the seams.
When we came down, instead of paying one Gyppo for minding our boots, there were about 50 of them with a boot each and they all yelling Buckshee. So we had to pay each of them. They are awful beggars. Whenever you went out they were there holding out their hands for Buckshee. When we all got our boots our Aussie friends broke up the crowd with a few kicks in the right place.

Then they took us to, above all places, Shepheard's Hotel, to the horror of our own and the English officers, as twas out of bounds to privates. Anyway, in we went and had a few drinks of real beer before some R P's came to arrest us. But they did not interfere with the Aussies. They did not stand for any different treatment between officers and privates. But at that time over 40 years ago it was sure carried out in the British Army. Privates could not be seen walking even with Non-coms who were friends and neighbours back home. We did not bother about keeping away from our Non-coms. We had some wonderful sergeants, among them Joe McKinley, Charlie Watson, Ed Higgins, in fact they were all pretty good. 
When we went down to Port Tawfik to the other end of the canal, I remember a bunch of Aussies meeting us, and taking us off to have a few drinks. They liked us as we were about the same extraction as they were, English, Irish and Scottish. The first bar we came to was reserved for sergeants and you should see the amazed looks on the faces of those Regular Army sergeants when they saw a bunch of privates sitting around the tables and drinking at the bar. They soon tried to drive us out, which created a kind of Donny Brook Fair. Before we went out, one of the Aussies drew back a couple of folding doors, and there was a big room with two tables laid out with all kinds of food. The sergeants were having some kind of a do. Four of the Aussies led by a big fellow called Fagan, got up and deliberately walked the full length of them with their big army boots on, and were not a bit particular of what they kicked over. When they got to the far end, one of them jumped on the top of the big grand piano and did a breakdown while his chum played for him. Then the four of them linked arms and went off singing Australia will be there, which always made the British troops pretty mad. They'd say “Australia will be there”, which always made the British troops mad. They’d say “Australia will be there, they will my f---ing ass”.

A wild bunch they were. But good fighters. They had some queer cuss words – “God strike me pink”; or “God strike me f---ing well dumb”, and so on. They say “square dinkum” for “honour bright”. We met them on the Peninsula and again in France. I read a poem an Australian wrote when leaving the Peninsula. They hated to leave their dead behind. Twas called “The shake of a dead man's hand”. It seems some guy's brother was killed, and during the shelling, his hand was uncovered, and the brother shook it as he was passing out of the trench at the evacuation. They called us the little Newfoundlanders.

I forgot to say that on the way down the Med we all got the diarrhoea, almost everyone of thousands of the men on her, and you can imagine the mess, the latrines were crowded all the time, and everywhere you looked men had their pants down. The hoses were kept slushing down the decks all the time. I got it pretty bad. I never experienced such pain. I lay on the hatch and rolled and moaned for hours. Then a couple of my friends Frank LeMessurier, and Bill Viguers found me and got Capt. Donnelly. He gave me a tumbler full of brandy, while they were looking for the doctor. It did not seem to do me a bit of good. Sometimes through the night I'd fall asleep. But I was sure busy three or four days, and felt quite weak when we landed. The Warwicks, who are older men, suffered a lot, and lost quite a few men. The doctor blamed it on poisoned food and we did not get any more bologna after that.

We came back to our barracks in Cairo after our visit to the pyramids. We peeped in through the gates, where we were joined by Fred Janes, Dan Costello, Harold Andrews. Capt. Rowsell was reading the riot act (Kings Regs) to about a dozen men or so that had reported back to barracks. We sneaked off again, and did not report till late at night. Guess we were glad to be on the loose for a little while. We expected punishment in the morning. Not a word was said. Seems a lot of our officers were bad boys too.

We camped in the desert outside Cairo, and every evening at nightfall the Gyppos would come in to hire their donkeys for us to ride out to Cairo. Fellows my size could hook their toes in the sand on each side of the donkey and, like one of our boys said, only for the name of the thing I'd just as soon walk. But the short chaps could make them old donkeys go, and lots of times outstripped their owners, who were running behind, and when they came to Cairo, gave the donks a real hard slap and let them go about their business. Twas fun to see a score of Gyppos pulling out their hair in handfuls when they got neither donkeys nor money.

After a while in Cairo, Mont Windsor, his brothers Stan and I went down to the red light district to see all the sights. There were rows and rows of nice buildings there three or four stories high with lovely wide balconies on them, and there the girls were parading or lounging around, with very light, you might say transparent, clothes on them (veils). They sure were a great temptation. But we, not used to seeing that kind of thing at home, and being warned of the dangers of Syph and leprosy, kept away from them. We also had heard that 3000 Australians had been sent home incurable with Syph. There was no cure for it then. But these houses were sure busy with the Aussies and some of our boys as well. We were standing on a corner, watching and talking to a couple of Aussies went a Padre came along and said “boys, think of your mothers and wives and sisters at home”. One of them took out his pocketbook and said, “I'll stand you a go Parson”. We felt awful ashamed. The poor Padre walked away. A few minutes after that, what was called the Battle of the Wazit started. First thing we heard were girls screaming, then we saw piano after piano coming out the upstairs windows. Then the fire started and burned whole blocks. The Australians burned it down in retaliation for so many of their buddies getting diseases there.

About 9 PM that night, I was again taken with violent pains in the stomach and fell on the street. Mont was trying to get me back to barracks when an Aussie came along in his car and took me back to barracks. I don't remember much else of our stay in Cairo. Next I remember, one morning, I was in hospital. Then an officer came along and said, “we are off to the Dardanelles, who's coming?” We all stepped forward except two. I often think what a foolish thing I did, for I was real bad with dysentery, and had it all while we were on the Peninsula, till after the storm, and never had a day off sick.

After a month or two the pain was gone, but how I suffered! I don't remember dates, only certain things stay in my mind. I know I visited the doctor every day on sick parade got a needle and a cup full of Castor oil each day and told not to eat bully beef or jam, and that was all we had to eat, except for three army biscuits a day. I was 213 pounds when we left Aldershot for the front and 124 when I left the Peninsula. But I still was on duty. Twas pure hell, the weakness and trying to keep going. I was sent out to the beach for a rest. We had to bring the rations in to the troops every night after dark. In the day we lay low. My stomach used to rattle like a keg of water every step I took. There were hundreds of us in the same fix, no reinforcements to relieve us. Though some of the doctors at home were giving fellows exemption for $25. If they only knew the wrong they were doing on the poor sick and wounded devils in the line they would not feel too happy. We all got so thin that you'd hardly know your best friend, lips drawn back, hollow cheeks and receding foreheads. Dysentery, flies and lice, and never out of range of shell and rifle and machine gun fire, and the constant crack of rifles. In the trenches at night, there was always continued rifle fire. When on sentry, we'd stand on the fire step, watch for the flash of a Turkish rifle, fire at it, and then move away to another spot to fire again.

I remember one night on patrol without our rifles. One of our chaps shot and killed an English officer the night before. So we were not allowed to bring our rifles. The Turks got between us and our own line. First thing we knew, I saw a rifle flash behind us and a chap, Brown, fall. I don't know what his first name was. Gravy we used to call him. He belonged Placentia way. Mike Downey from St John's was between me and Brown, threw him across his shoulders and was making for our line with him, when I saw another flash, right under my nose. Brown got it again. I don't know what kept the Turks from wiping out the whole patrol unless twas the darkness. We ran for our lines. We had six or seven casualties amongst us. Captain Cyril Carter was in command of the platoon. He was a plucky man for, though badly wounded, he stayed in the trench till all his men were accounted for. Mike Downey was one of the biggest and strongest men I ever saw, a quiet, nice chap. The officers had quite a time with him trying to get him to salute them, and stand at attention while talking to them.
I remember once in Stobbs Camp in Scotland Capt. Donnelly was drilling us; when he dismissed us he hurried after the Captain and putting his hand on the Captain’s shoulder he said “Hey Jim, what about a couple of shillings off you for a couple of beer.” We all got a great kick out of it. Donnelly read all the King’s Regs and threw the book at us next parade.

I remember another night I was amongst a bunch picked to go out between the lines and dig a new trench and firing line. I remember only three of the other chaps that were there in that patrol, myself, Jackie Davis, Harold Andrews, Dave Carew and the others I forget. Corp Harold Mitchell was in charge of us. Twas a cloudy night, but when the clouds passed the moon shone brightly. While we were waiting to go out, I whispered to Harold this looks like “A dirty Night on the Crossroads” (one of Capt. Bairnsfather’s sketches). We had a Scot between each two to steady us; they were old soldiers, good steady men. We had not been digging more than five minutes when the Turks opened fire on us and one of the Scots was hit bad. I heard him say “Oh my bloody back” when they were bringing him in. We kept on digging when they gave us rapid fire. We’d be down for a while till twas over.

We dug till the trench was about four feet deep and pretty good shelter. Just before day we were relieved, and another lot took over, and they hadn’t been working long when poor little Davy Carew of St. John’s straightened up to take the kink out of his back, he got shot through the head. He was only eighteen, and until the night before he shared his blanket with me. When he was detailed for duty that morning, I was just going to lie down on the firestep, where we always lay together. He said “I’m finished now, they are taking me away from you”. I laughed at him, but he looked awful sad. Four or five of the younger kids always hung around me. I was ten to twelve years older than them and they seemed to think I’d keep them safe. They were Dave Carew, Billy Short, Chan Freebairn & Harold Andrews. The latter became a real good pal of mine through the years. Chan died of some kind of fever on the Peninsula. Just lived one day after being taken out of the trenches. 
Another chap, Soper, went out with us digging this firing line one night. He was awful bad with dysentery, and I saw how weak he was & told him to lie down in shelter. I’d call him when we were going in. When we were relieved I went for Soper, but he was quite dead. 
We were beginning to think we were quite forgotten, more than half down with dysentery and fever, no relief, no reinforcements coming. No matter how sick you were, medicine and duty was all you got. Shortly after we dug the new firing line, Capt. Donnelly and a patrol went out and captured a little hill between the lines. We called it Caribou Hill. I remember only two of the men who were with him. Joachim Murphy was killed, and Bill Snow.

The days were awful hot and the nights cold. We’d lay in the bottom of the trench in the middle of the day so the sun could not shine on us. The heat and flies were something awful. The flies would pile up in bunches wherever there was moisture -  in the corners of your mouth, your nostrils, eyes and ears would be full with them. You could not keep them away at all. When you opened a can of beef, twas black with them before you could get it to your mouth. No wonder we had dysentery. That anyone that had a hairy body (I was one of these unfortunates) would spend most of their time scratching. When you’d loosen your puttees to take them off, your legs would be covered as thick as they could stow. We were issued with knitted body belts to keep off cholera. We had to discard them or be eat off in the middle. When the sun would get up a bit, everyone with the exception of the man on the periscope would strip, and anyone who had a bit of a candle was lucky. Turn your pants inside out, turn back the seam, and run a lighted candle or match up and down the seam a few times. Then give them a good beating and put them on again. After 10 or 12 hours you were as lousy as ever again. The eggs would be as thick as they could stow, maybe a dozen eggs on every hair. It wasn’t the fighting we minded, Twas the heat and flies and lice.

After six weeks there we got our ration of butter; 2 oz per man per week; figure that out. Very seldom got any cigarettes and there was no place to buy them. When the weather got a bit cooler, I was back in the trenches again after two weeks at the beach. We were glad when we were detailed to go out to the beach after dark for seawater for the officers and men to wash in. We brought it in four gallon oil tins. We also brought the mail when it came. And one lucky night there was about twenty of us sent out for the mail. We had to make two trips. There were about forty bags. We got caught by shellfire on the crossroads; we dropped them and ran for shelter. Jim Gladney (Mount Cashel) was one of the first back. The boys were scattered a bit and he whispered to me “do you smell anything?” I said “yes., whiskey”. We found the bag. Twas in a mess. It opened our eyes. We now knew why the officers were standing up so well. Just a few we could trust. Took notice of the markings on that particular bag. We got another one and hid it unknown to the rest of the crowd. Just let six fellows in on it. The next night we were not detailed. But the next again we were. And you can imagine our feelings when we stole away down in a ravine and opened the bag. Four bottles of whisky, cans of ham, potted meats, chicken, Huntley and Palmers Biscuits. What a feed and what a drink! We decided to let the rest of the fellows in on it. And when we got the right sergeant and corporal in charge of us. We were sure to be shelled on the crossroads. I often think that those mail bags saved a lot of our lives.

We did not get any parcels from home until we got down to Port Tawfik after we evacuated the peninsula, but more about that later. One night going in with the mail and rations daylight caught us before we reached our lines and we lost five or six men. The Turks caught us in the open. That is where Fitzgerald (the Valley of Kilbride), the Red Cross man, was killed out trying to haul the wounded to shelter and bandage them. His deed is told in the song “The Valley of Kilbride”. A real nice chap. His death and the other deaths put a kind of crimp in our adventures with the mail bags for a while.

One night we were waiting at the crossroad for the shelling and machine gun fire to cease when one of the chaps, Lewis Head from Comfort Cove, a real nice chap meant for the ministry -- did not drink, smoke, cuss or tell yarns like the most of the rest of us did and always knelt and said his prayers -- he was wondering if we’d have to pay for stealing the mailbags in the hereafter. He never had any part of it but could not tell on the rest of us. Anyway we kicked it around for a while and decided that there were a lot of things to be looked at and did not see how God could be hard on anyone who was only trying to live. Dan Moore (Avondale) said God made wine out of water at a wedding and he didn’t think there was much difference in that than getting whisky out of mailbags. Dan sure liked his liquor! When we were in training he was always up for being drunk and disorderly. I remember one night after we had been on the peninsula for months we were all sitting on the firestep in our bay, hardly a word then spoken just the crack of bullets overhead. Dan looked up and said “Boys I’ve just been wondering what a crime sheet looks like”. We all had a good laugh. Dan always said he wanted to die with his boots on like a man. He lost a leg in France.

The nights began to get colder and longer and still the days were warm. And the lice and flies just as bad as ever. We just lived from one mail day to another. Mail day was a great event. We opened our mail, swapped the news and talked a lot about home, got the papers and read the war news of course. We did not know anything about the war, only the little piece directly in front of us. We read with much amusement the stories of two of our boys who had arrived home for discharge after only a few days in the trenches. The nights were long and lonely. One hour on sentry, one lying down on the firestep, go to sleep with the shells bursting and the noise of rifle fire and wake with them still hard at it. Often winter nights at home sitting by the fire listening to the cracking of the firewood always reminded me of the intermittent rifle fire on the peninsula. How long the nights were in November and December -- got dark before five and was dark for about fourteen hours -- and how hungry were we! In fact hunger and food were one of the chief topics of conversation -- bully beef, army biscuits and dried vegetables, a handful of prunes now and then, apricot jam once in a while, made chiefly of turnips, two ounces of cheese and two of butter once a week. I often wonder since I came home why we eat so much. I often felt stuffy after a big meal and thinking back to the army meals you’d have eaten a quarter as much, always hungry, still strong and fit and able to stand all kinds of hardship.

We were thirty five days in the front line on a stretch in the Dardanelles. General Cayley would come in and ask our officers if we could stick it another few days. He liked us and we him, and our old Colonel Burton, and we him too. We were quite a handful too. Whenever we had a mixup with the Regulars in our brigade, he always took our part. Once he objected to the High Command that we were getting too much digging to do. He said “those boys came over to fight, not to do all the dirty work”. He went off sick, then we had Colonel Drew. I’m not sure, for at that time I still had dysentery pretty bad, no pain just the constant drop, drop and uncomfortable sitting or walking and my bowels got weak and came out . I was in a kind of haze, just holding on and doing what had to be done. We got used to Colonel Drew after a while too and liked him. Captain Bernard, C Company’s captain, went off sick. He asked all the boys to go and see him in his dugout before he left. A good officer, well liked.

Sometime early in the fall, we finished our new firing line and went out one night and put up barbed wire in front of it. A few days after, the Worcester Regiment took over and, while they were in, the Turks stole all the wire. The Worcesters said we lost it and after that every time we met on the beaches there was a free for all. The 5th Royal Scots were good pals of ours. They even shared their rum ration with us until we got our own a few days after joining the Brigade. As the weather got colder, we had spells out to the beach a few days at a time and we began work on four dugouts to sleep in. I don’t know how many men they would hold. About a hundred each I expect. We dug down about seven feet, then we put a ridgepole through it, then we put poles from side to side for beams and let them run in about six feet over the edge and covered them with three tiers of sandbags filled with earth. They were good and comfortable and warm. We could not hear the sound of shells and we lay as close as we could. Dan Moore remarked the first morning that there would be nothing left but bones because when we were packed in there you hadn’t room to turn or scratch and as soon as you got warm the lice had a great time. Our sergeant said “eat plenty, stow thick and be lousy!”

We just finished them and had one night in them when up comes the big rain storm and we were ordered to the trenches and did some grumbling and swearing. We did not know how lucky we were. We went in the line the day before the big storm. It was awful hot. We lay down in the bottom of the trenches to get a breath of cool air. About four or five in the afternoon on the 27th of November the rain began the like I never saw and the thunder and lightning we never saw or heard before either. It blew hard from the north east and we had heavy freezing rain and snow for two days and nights. You could see miles and miles when a flash of lightning came and when twas over you could not see your hand before your eyes. We had to take hold of each other by the coattail to keep contact with one another. It came dark awful quick.

I was sent out to the beach to get the gharries to bring in the rations. When I got out Sergeant Hector McNeil had them all ready. One mule to each gharry and an east Indian driving. The road was already in spots a raging river. I nearly committed murder than night the driver of the leading gharry kicked off his shoes and refused to drive till he found his shoes. The mule stopped right in the middle of the river and here we were a couple of us spoking the wheels but chummy would not try to drive, so I got mad. I reached up and hauled him down and pounded hell out of him. I used to bang his head against the lorry. I believe only for one of the lads spoke to me I might have seriously injured him. Anyway I threw him ashore and got up in his place, took out my bayonet and gave the mule a jab. He sure got on the job pretty quick and, incidentally, our Regiment was the only one in our brigade got rations that night.
When we were waiting to go around a little hill, where they always gave a few minutes of machine gun fire every few minutes, we heard someone moaning and went to have a look and found a chap of the London Regt. that had only been a few weeks with us. He was lying down crying and moaning, only a young man too. We stood him up and walked him around till he got warm, put him on the road to the beach and told him to go a mile or two, and he’d come to the dressing station. Then we went in with the rations. We copped it on the turn coming out and lost five of our seven mules and one driver, and in our hurry we forgot all about chummy. Next night when we were bringing in the rations we stopped as usual to wait for the fire to slacken. I said to the boys let’s go see if chummy went out to the beach. There he was lying down dead. Anyway he had not guts enough to live.

When I got back with the gharries that night, instead of going back to the line, I was sent to guard the rum. It was stacked in a ravine. But the flood coming down the valley from the salt lake struck the pile of boxes and drove them all over the valley. Well here I was up on the hillside all alone walking back and forth to see that no stragglers came along and got at it. It was raining and blowing and thunder and lightening like hell and as black as the inside of a cow. When suddenly I tripped over something. I stooped down and felt it. A box of rum! I took out my bayonet and ripped the cover off and took out two gallon jars, went down and threw the box in the flood, came back, took one jar and brought it up and hid it under a rock a way up the hillside, then took the cork out of the other one and, my what a drink! I must have drunk a pint, for I was right thirsty and twas the first cold drink I had had for months. I filled my water bottle, took another swig out of it and went and hid it. By that time, the world was beginning to look a lovely place. No rain or thirst or lice or anything. Quartermaster McNeil heard me singing, went in to the dugout and said to the fellows “Morry must be gone nuts. He’s singing like a lark over there.” He sent over Tom Harvey and Paddy Green from Pt. Verde to relieve me, but twas I relieved them when I produced the jar. They filled their water bottles, so I left them and went back to the dugout to sleep and dry my clothes. McNeil was a good trump and never turned me in, tho he knew we’d got at the rum.

Strange to say, whether twas the rum or the cold weather, my dysentery began to improve right away and disappeared completely in a short while. I began to get my strength back again. We were sent out to the beach in squads during the day to help clean up rifles that were abandoned or turned in by soldiers being invalided home. We cleaned thousands. Of all the troops there we came out of the storm good, only lost a few men. But the London Regt. that was with us only a few weeks all went sick and were taken off. The morning after the storm we had to lie on top of the wet frozen ground behind piles of earth thrown up by the shell bursts, and behind bushes. Everything was in an awful mess. We had to hold practically all the line. A lot of our fellows were from the out harbours and bays and were used to hardship. The others lit small fires with coal sent in from the warships and they sat right in over them and got smoke blinded and colds. We kept away from the fires.

The Turks were coming over in droves. We kept firing at them and waving them back. We could have killed hundreds of them. But we really did not fire at them. We would fire fifteen rounds rapid, and then run our hands up and down the barrels to warm them. Ralph Goff and I were aback of a bush with some discarded great coats and things under us on the frozen ground. Ralph was cramped and was continually moving around, and Dave had said to him more than once, they are going to see you and you’ll get hit. But poor Ralph could not keep still and finally got one in the backside right in the soft part, never hit a bone. We hauled down his pants and we had quite a time of it to get him bandaged, which we finally did, and he hauled himself back to the dressing station on the beach.

Things quietened down after a day or so. The trenches dried out, our clothes dried, the weather turned a bit warm again, and we got back in our trenches again and back to the old routine. Except we had to hold about twice as much of the line as formerly. There were so many from the other Regiments gone sick. Every day General Cayley would come in the trenches and go through the line with a friendly word to everyone. He asked our officers if we could hold on a few more days and of course they said yes and we began to feel quite proud of ourselves, as well we might. I often think of those plucky kids, a lot of them between 18 or 20. I was only thirty-one and one of the oldest in the Regiment.

We began to think at this time that there was something on the move. There were certain hours of the night we were not allowed to fire a shot and the men that went away sick did not come back. We were also sent out between the lines night after night setting trip bombs for any Turk that would try to get to our trenches. About this time every morning at dawn, there would always be a few Turks coming over to surrender. They were dressed in rags and some of them had sand bags tied around their feet.

The nights were awful long and lonely now. In spite of night patrols, etc. time began to hang. We were losing men with snipers and shell fire. We had to give up the peep hole we used to have at ground level through the parapets and had to use periscopes to look over, and they were always getting shot up. One sniper in particular was doing a lot of damage, but we could not find where he was hidden till one day after rain we saw him hanging out a bunch of washing on the bushes. That day it wasn’t any trouble to get a chap to take your turn at the periscope. Everyone was watching to get a shot at him when he went to take in his wash. But just before dark we saw it disappear. He had a line around a bush and hauled it in and out that way. We went out that night and bombed him out of it. He was in a dugout covered all over with sods. He could not get out without help. We would not have found him, only he fired right in front of us. I don’t know how he missed us. We threw some bombs in through the peep holes and killed him, Next night a few of us went out and tore up the dugout and got his sniper’s rifle and two hundred rounds of ammunition. It was a dandy telescope sight and wind gauge. Made in America by our good friends the Yanks who were sucking the life blood out of Britain at that time and for another year or more till the Jerrys wiped their noses in the mud, and then they had to get in. I carried that rifle for miles and miles. Thought I’d get it home. I did pack and send it from the peninsula but it never did get home.

About this time we were losing a good many men by snipers. One Sunday, just before stand to (dusk) we were just about finished eating and a chap, Dunphy from St. John’s or Placentia, was sitting right at the end of the traverse telling a yarn, when all of a sudden he stopped talking. One of the chaps said “what is wrong with Dunphy?” We looked and there he was dead with a biscuit in his hand. There was a big oak tree out front and the Turks kept firing at it and the glancing bullets came in the line. Once in a while they killed or wounded somebody. That night a few of us were detailed to go out and cut it down. Not a nice job, but no one got hit, and we did not get any more glancing bullets.

The names of us that were on patrol with Capt. Carter without rifles the night he got wounded: Ned Edgar, Jimmy Lang, Willis White, Mike Downey, Gravy Brown and I.

Time passed and the nights were long and cold, but it got warm in the middle of the day. Many of our chums were gone. Once we could stand on the fire step shoulder to shoulder. Now we were from twenty to fifty feet apart. Get up on the fire step, fire a shot, walk nine or ten steps, fire another. We passed the time at night watching for a flash from the Turkish lines, snap a shot at it, then get down and change position for another shot. At that time there were only about ten men for every thousand Turks.

I was feeling stranger and stranger; had letters from home telling me I was soon to be a daddy. A little more worry about Fredris my wife, who had just gone home from Edinburgh about five months. I was worried about how she’d make out.

All kinds of rumours going the rounds we were going to be taken off and brought back to England for a refit. We were going to Mesopotamia, and we were going to Cape Helles, which was true. More and more of us were taken out every day and no replacements. Certain hours of the night not to fire a shot and spent a lot of time out in no man’s land setting booby traps and trip bombs and rigging rifles in the line so they would go off at different times. We were beginning to feel the strain too. The line was very thinly held, and twas only a matter of some Turk coming over and getting in the trenches. Once they saw how thinly the line was held, twould be all over for we had no reserves to bring up. The last night came. At nightfall a lot of the fellows were taken back. Only fifty left, me among them. At midnight, Sunday, December 20th, twenty five of us were taken back. That left just 25 in the line. I can’t remember now what officers we had or anything but I do know that night when I got on board of the ship I got up in one of the boats and had a real sleep.

Woke at broad daylight and we were landing at Mudros Island. We stayed there for two days wandering around. It rained and we did not have shelter of any kind. Dan Moore, Harry Mifflin and I wandered off in the hills and made a shelter in a pile of rocks we built up, put our rifles and bayonets across it for a roof, then tied our rubber sheets over it and huddled together back to back all night. We dozed off in spite of the rain and cold. Dawn came pouring rain and cold. We looked down and saw our bunch milling around a fire so we waited till we thought twas time to eat. We got a cup of coffee and a biscuit standing in the rain.

We fell in then and were marched off to a wharf where we went on board a tug called the Red Breast from Glasgow. We were crowded like sardines; sit as long as you could and then stand for a while. I fell asleep up forward in a coil of rope and gear. First thing I heard a shell bursting in the water right close to us. “Cape Helles” I groaned as I woke. All our dreams of going back for a refit were finished.

We landed at Cape Helles on Xmas Eve or the day before, I do not remember clearly. But I do know we went into open dugouts and twas raining like hell and cold. We sure suffered. Everyone was cold and miserable. After about a week of wet weather, and we had no shelter day or night, we put our rubber sheets under us and our wet blankets over us and cramped up some way and did manage to get some sleep.

Xmas Eve I was one of a party to go on a digging party on the front line. That night we were on short rations as there had not been any arrangement for food sent ahead of us and our transport had not yet arrived. We were as hungry as wolves. Corp. Harold Barret was in charge of us and he marched us out to Brigade Headquarters to draw picks and shovels. Twas a very dark night and he gave us stand easy right beside a ration dump. While he went looking for the officer in charge, someone soon discovered where we were and twas not long before there were canned puddings, dates, Huntley and Palmer biscuits, prunes and even some bread, which we hadn’t seen for months. Barret came back and fell us in two deep ; when he gave us a right turn he noticed something bulky on one of the men’s backs, Jellico Walsh (now Doctor Walsh). He had found a sand bag and filled it with good things (officers’ stores) unfortunately for us. When we were halted and reformed two deep, you’d hear thud, thud, in the grass behind us. I got clear of my loaf and two packs of biscuits but kept the full of my pockets of prunes and was quite innocent when they came searching us. Anyway, instead of digging, we were all arrested and marched back to our lines under guard. Christmas morning, case dismissed. General Cayley laughed when we were brought up on charge. He said twas against human nature to fall out a bunch of starving men on a ration dump and not to raid it. He was always our friend. He like us and called us his boys.

We were in dugouts (open) about two miles from the coast on Cape Helles and suffered with cold, frost and jaundice was raging among us. I did not get it, but practically everyone did. We were still on short rations, but we found a means of fixing that. The British Regiments had big ovens a mile or so away and every evening after nightfall a few of us would steal out. They were sending out truck loads of this bread to the troops each night and always as they came near the top of the hill the Turks opened fire on them. The drivers always stopped and ran for shelter till the shelling was over, but we were on the top of the trucks even before they stopped. We boarded them as they slowed down climbing the hill. They carried boxes of prunes too, and many a time I brought the full of the legs of my pants of prunes to Sgt. Harold Mitchell and Walter Greene who were real bad with jaundice. They had sent off before the evacuation all of our Sgts. and some of the officers knew we were stealing the stores, but they played the game and kept silent.
Before I go any further I must tell you of the treatment we got for dysentery and jaundice. For dysentery, I’d fall in on sick parade, get a needle in the arm and an egg cup full of castor oil. Ugh! Which I was taking for weeks, and it only made me worse. After a while I’d keep it in my mouth until I got outside the hospital, till one day the doctor saw me getting rid of it and called me back and gave me another egg cup full. Always after that he asked me a question after he gave me the oil and I had to swallow it before I could answer him. Then he’d say no bully beef, no stew, no bacon, which was all we got. We were supposed to get bread, milk, oatmeal and other food but whoever got it, we did not. The same applied to the jaundice patients. They looked horrible; their eyes were as yellow as saffron and so was their skin.

I forgot to mention how bad our men were with dysentery, jaundice and fever, and still on active duty. While at least one of our doctors at home were turning conscripts down as physically unfit for from $25 up. Chan Freebairn and Soper, two of my chums, were very sick one night. I was sent out to the hospital on the beach with Chan. We walked out. I delivered him at the hospital. It took two hours to go two miles and the last of it I had to carry him. He died next day.

One night we were sent digging and Soper was detailed to come with us. When we got out there he looked so had, the Sgt. and some of the fellows made a comfortable place for him to lie down. When we were coming in I went to get him. I shook him, thought he was asleep, but he was gone. We brought him in. First we thought he had been shot, but no, he just pegged out poor fellow.

To get back to the story again, after a while in the trenches in supports, we were watching an attack on our troops one afternoon by the Turks away up among the hills, but twas soon beaten back. At last one morning we were ordered to fall in and get ready to go out to the beach to load stores, so we left about 10 at a time in extended order, six paces apart. We had two miles to go over exposed ground, before we got over the hill out of sight. While we were waiting for our turn, we watched those who went before us. We’d see shells burst around them everywhere, then you would not see them with dust and smoke for a while. The shrapnel was also bursting over head. Then it came to our turn and away we went. There were lots of shells bursting all around us but we did not have one casualty. When we were leaving, Capt. Rowsell gave me a bag with 48 tins of Maconochie rations to bring along, with all my own gear. He must have thought I was a mule to give me that extra weight, especially as I was just getting over the dysentery. Anyway our Sergeant gave us an order to double, to get out of shellfire, and I managed to lose the rations in the bustle. I never was asked about them afterwards. Rowsell must have forgotten about them.

When we got out to the beach we were put in dugouts formerly occupied by Greek labourers and they were actually alive with fleas. The cold weather seemed to have put an end to the lice but the fleas were worse. The dugouts were in the face of the cliff and were exposed to the guns from Anzac where the Aussies had evacuated. They were in trees one above the other. The roof of the lowest made a walk in front of the others. There were three tiers of them. We worked regular shifts then loading ammo and stuff on board the steamers laying alongside the River Clyde, which ship along with several others were sunk to make a harbour. The Turks had a big gun, Asiatic Annie, right across the straits from us, which was firing intermittently day and night right across at us. We had a man on watch and when he saw the flash or smoke you had while you could count 27 to make shelter. There were holes dug all along the front of the cliff for that purpose.

There were other gangs loading the officers’ stores and when we were detailed for that purpose we were delighted and lived like kings for a week or so. There were oil stores there and tons of oil. We managed to sneak a few of them to our dugouts. They were not being taken off anyway and there was flour and raisins, baking powder etc. We managed to get quite a supply of it and had many a meal of pancakes. There were lots of canned meats, hams etc. biscuits and hundreds of cases of whisky. It was hard to steal but we had some good fellows for hiding it away. And through the night a bunch would go off in the dark and bring back what they had hidden through the day, but some of our fellows turned up to work drunk. Then there was a closer watch and a guard was put on through the night, but after a night or two we got our fellows who were picked for guard to sneak out a few cases. After a few days there was a leak again and then they decided to smash what was left. Even then we got an occasional one unless they watched very closely. We’d have a bottle or two among the broken ones in each case and pick them up at night.

We began to pick up and get strong, lots of good food and shelter. We lost a few men from shellfire from the Anzac side where the Turks had moved some big guns. One afternoon I was cookhouse orderly for the day and was speaking to Bob Morris the Company’s cook. He was in a cook house only about ten feet away from ours. We were swapping the latest “latrine official”, going back to England to refit etc., when we heard the big one coming. I threw myself down, but Bob never ducked and he lost his head as a result of a direct hit with a big shell. He was killed instantly.

About a half hour afterward we were told to get ready to leave at nightfall. In the meantime I, with a half dozen others, were told off to bury poor Bob. I thought then what hard luck he had to be killed just before we left. I had reason to change my mind lots of times afterwards. We went off to bury him. There was a large open pit there. Three privates were buried together. The pit was filled from one end in a kind of a slope and the privates were buried one above the other. One sergeant was buried. There was clay between each and lime chucked in. There must have been hundreds buried in that pit. By the time we had Bob buried we hurried back to our dugouts and found our men fell in and ready to march on board.

I was sent to headquarters with a message. It was quite dark then and I had to go around a corner of the cliff we called Hell’s Corner, as it was nearly always under shellfire. We’d wait just around it till the fire died down and then rush around it. There were two large water tanks about 200 ft. from each other right at the crossroads. I was just around when I met a regiment of Scottish soldiers marching down it to the wharf. They were in close formation and I thought to myself what a mess if they started shelling, and just then I heard the first one. I rushed over and crawled in under the nearest tank. The troops scattered and there was an awful three or four minutes till the shelling stopped. Twas a very dark night, not a soul in sight. I heard groans and rushed out in the road and grabbed a man and hauled him in shelter. He was a sub-lieutenant hit in the shoulder. I was just starting to bandage him when I heard other groans and I heard a voice saying “Oh my poor wife and children”. I saw at once he was badly hit because when I put my hands under him to lift him I got all covered with blood. And in lifting him I tread on a small rock and twisted my ankle. I was scared as hell while I was bringing him in lest they start shelling again, but I made it just in time. The little Scot was yelling like hell for me to bandage him. He told me to get his knapsack, there was a flask of brandy and a flashlight in it. I found them. I was shaking like a leaf, for the shells were coming over thicker than the lawyers in hell. However I gave him a drink and went to the other chap with the flashlight, but he was gone. His troubles were all over. The little officer guy was still feeling like hell when I went to try and bandage him. I took a good swig out of his flask to steady me. He asked me where the flask was. I said I’d dropped it, and so I did, but there wasn’t any wasted. Then he wanted me to bring him out to the beach. I said “no sir, you can walk. Just go about 50 feet around the corner and you’ll be safe”. He told me he’d report me. I told him to go ahead as I had to go where I was sent. Just then, back came two stretcher bearers and they took him, and I limped along with my message.

When I got back to the wharf I found all our fellows had gone on board. I tried to get on board but the MLO ordered me back. It was getting to 11 p.m. then and beginning to blow pretty hard and I was beginning to get the wind up too, so I tried again and almost made it when a Tommy sergeant balled “What mob do you belong to?” I told him and he said to go back and wait for them. I told him they were gone long before, but he would not listen to me, so back I went again, and it was about ten minutes more before I got away. It was getting pretty rough and the wharves were smashing up, and me being quite lame now, I decided to dump my pack and equipment or I’d never make it. So I took it off and pitched it in the sea and had all I could do to board the ship. I don’t know what ship it was. There were a lot of French and British troops on her. I went below and got in a bunk and a RAMC fellow tied up my foot and gave me a couple of pills and I tell you I slept!

I think it was the 8th or 9th of January we left Cape Helles. These two evacuations were hard on the nerves. I never woke for hours and hours. We landed on Imbros or Mudros Island. I don’t know which. I stayed with a French battalion that night and next two days I spent with Highland regiments till I found out where our boys were camped. I was told where to find them on the third morning and set off quite light, as my pack was gone with blanket and rubber sheet etc, just had my web equipment and rifle. Got to the battalion about 2 p.m. and found a bit of mail for me.

After we boarded a ship we went right down through the Suez Canal to Port Tawfik on the Indian Ocean end of the canal. We camped about four or five miles in on the desert. We would go out to Port Tawfik once every two or three days. Most of us did not bother, as there was not much to see and we did not have much energy anyway. Our parcel mail arrived while we were there and we got lots of nice things; chocolate bars, butter, cakes, homemade jam, all kind of eatables and smokes. Our own parcels were gone after a week or so, but our chums who were dead or gone back discharged or to hospitals all over all had parcels, and we knew they’d want us to have them, as there was no earthly chance of them being sent to them, so it was Suvla all over again. Each camp had a fellow go out to the big dump where the parcels were all piled. The Sentry would conveniently turn his back. We’d take the stuff out and divide it among the fellows in the camp and bury the wrappings in the sand.

The Ghurka troops were camped near us and we and the Aussies got very friendly with them, so friendly that when the Egyptians who ran the canteen there charged us too much they raided them and got in trouble for our sake. Some of them were tied to gun wheels and left in the sun with their hands tied behind them. Pretty cruel we thought because the flies were thick all over them. Some of our fellas slunk down and cut them clear and were caught doing it and four of our boys were tied with them next day. We protested to the officers but twas no use. Kings Regs. So a bunch started taking photographs of them and that turned the trick.

Our Colonel now was Hadow, a son of a bitch who was over troops in India all his life and thought privates were dogs or something, but we taught him different. We composed a song about him we sang when we got march easy on a route march, went like this:

I’m Hadow, some laddo

I just came off the staff

I’m in charge of the first Newfoundlands
They know it not half

I’ll march them, I’ll drill them

I’ll make the beggars sweat

I’m Hadow some laddo, I’ll be a general yet.

We’d sing this always on a route march and he hated our guts, but there was not a thing he could do about it. He gave us long marches over the desert in the heat and we, being worn out from Gallipoli, could not take it. He was very unpopular. He was not liked like old Colonel Burton or General Cayley, who was our idol. We were a close knit bunch, back one another up in everything when we were on patrol or any kind of do. You could depend on your chums on your right and left not to let you down or to fall back and leave you in the lurch. I’ll bet there never was a bunch of soldiers since the world began, so united. It was share and share alike. Some of our boys with a bunch of Aussies got into some kind of scrape one Sunday afternoon in Port Tawfik. I remember a bunch of us were lying around reading and writing etc. when one of our boys rushed in and said “scatter boys, there’s a helluva a do on in Port Tawfik between our boys and the Aussies and the British troops and they are sending in for help”. This chap was from the orderly room when the order came and he beat it to spread the news right away and we made ourselves scarce in a hurry. Twas an awful racket while it lasted and we were lucky to be out of it as there were lots of broken limbs and lengthy punishment out of it.

After a few weeks here we boarded ship for France. I don’t know her name. While we were waiting to board her, we were much interested in watching the loading of camels for the Mesopotamia campaign. So off we go, and we thought of the rest we were going to have on shipboard. Sez you! First thing after the roll call, many of us were detailed to fall in with full marching order and we were made march and march around and around the deck for a full hour until our feel ached something awful. Many were the curses bestowed on Hadow and lots of men got flat and blistered feet. So after a few days, much to his disgust, the doctor advised him to discontinue the march.

Next stop Marseilles. What a place and what girls. They looked real good to us after Egypt and the Dardanelles. There were big high gates at the end of the wharf with long iron bars and the girls on one side and our boys on the other got in a lot of kissing etc. through the bars before the officers got wise. I was one of four detailed to go with the sergeant to the prison there to bring in four deserters from the Dublin fusiliers to our train. The girls in hundreds just out of the factories mobbed us. “Souvenir, souvenir” is all you could hear, or maybe a pair of bare arms and breast against you when a girl got a chance to get a real hug and kiss at you. Needless to say we did not get far, and the sergeant decided to try and get back to the wharf again minus our cap badges, shoulder badges, buttons and anything moveable we had on us. We were lucky to be able to hold on to our bayonets and rifles as one of the boys had his braces and belt and all his trenching tools taken and had to use one of his hands to hold up his trousers. We finally got back and Donnelly read the riot act to us. We said nothing. We were glad to be back behind the gates again away from those lovelies and we had the pleasure of seeing Capt. Donnelly going out with a detail of six and he waving his stick. Somehow it seemed to frighten them for a bit and he made good headway till a lovely girl, her arms around him and doing a good job of kissing him while the others cleaned him of his cap badge, equipment and all. His men no doubt profiting from our experience did not turn up for three days and were the envy of us all for weeks to come, and did their punishment with perpetual grins on their faces. Donnelly – well I don’t know; sometimes the privates have the best of things.

We travelled in cattle cars from Marseilles to the Somme. Stand as long as you could and then sit down and doze; no room to lie down and sleep. They put us off the train in billets – old barns without door or windows and leaky roofs, no fires, and we in khaki drill shorts, and snow everywhere. The billet I was in, there was straw in the loft and we got it down and lit a fire on the concrete floor, spread some under us and we had a grand night’s sleep. 
In the morning we started off for the front line. We marched as far as Louvencourt and our billets were there for a few days. Then we moved to Louvencourt. Then to Beaumont Hamel, Mailly-Maillet, Englebelmer and Acheux. We began to bring in shells at night, drilled and got acquainted with gas and used to our gas masks, and fire from Stokes guns, liquid fire, etc and all the other horrors of modern war so we would not get scared when we were up against the real thing.
I'll always remember the first night we went in the trenches in France. It was night, snowing a little and freezing and to make it worse about 18 inches of water in the trenches with the scum of ice at the top. By the time we slugged in to our part of the line, we were chilled to the bone, no one can imagine the sufferings in the trenches, wet to the knees and cold, standing in freezing water up to our knees, then get up on the fire step for awhile. Your feet would warm up a bit. We stood on the fire step looking over, two together, one changed each half hour to make sure none of the sentries would fall asleep. The routine there, an hour on the firing step and an hour filling sandbags and an hour lying down. Lovely! Personally, I got on all the patrols I could wangle. Listening patrol, reconnoitring patrol and bombing patrols. You could sleep down in the dugouts most of the day, and besides you had a chance of getting wounded at night and get back for a while.

The weather was wet, the ground soggy for a month or so. We were kept pretty busy. But when we got out for a rest about once a fortnight for two or three days we could get wine, beer and champagne to drink. And many a time, in Acheux especially, I remember once about 50 of us in a big estaminet having a good time. It was well covered with sandbags and every now and then, between the songs and arguments etc, one could hear the thud of a shell down the street. But most of us were quite relaxed over a bottle and a game of cards, or some fellow rattling up an old come all ye.

About this time I got trench fever and was pretty miserable. All you got was medicine and duty. It was pure hell. Stumbling around sick in the cold and wet. I went out a lot on reconnoitring patrols at the time and listening patrols out in the ends of the saps (bombing posts). The saps were a straight trench extending from our lines towards the Germans lines formed like a T. The end held four or five men with bombs and rifles to be able to put up a fight and give the line time to get ready in case of an enemy attack. And for reconnoitring, we go out through the sap at dusk and extend five or six paces from each other to the right or left, advance a bit and lie down and listen and watch anything you saw or heard. Sometimes we'd go right over to the enemy wire and feel to see if there were any gaps cut for an advance. These saps sometimes extended out almost 200 yards and in case of an attack you'd fight as long as you could to give them time to prepare in the line. On bombing patrols we’d go near the German lines and throw a few bombs, and then dropped to the ground and keep still. This was a very nervy job, for as soon as your bombs went off the whole sky was lit with flares and star shells and the shelling of no man's land. All you could do was get into a deep shell hole and stay there and keep perfectly still in whatever position you were in. If you moved at all the star shells or bombs would show you up and you'd had it. A guy, while he was lying out there, could think of a lot of places he'd sooner be. On these patrols you were so keyed up if you kicked a can it sounded like a bell to you. Or if you got tangled in a bit of loose wire or disturbed a bunch of rats feasting on some guy’s iron rations you'd be so keyed up you'd think the noise could be heard for miles. Surely a hard time on the nerves.

I remember one foggy night on the Somme going out as a guide with an English Captain who wanted to explore about a mile of the German wire. Twas as dark as the grave and we were walking slowly side by side for a while. Then he decided we should crawl. Lovely! Especially if you put your hand on a can or a bit of barbed wire, or worse, on a dead man, and then you'd smell your hand for about a week afterward. Anyway, when we were a little more than half way he asked me if we were astray. I said no we still have a long way to go. But he was a bit doubtful and wanted to go in a different direction. But I told him we were right. At last we came to the wire and after feeling along it for five minutes he said “this is our wire, let's stand up and hail them”. I whispered “wait sir, there is a light ahead, let us crawl there”. Sure enough here were three or four Germans talking away. He got a good fright. We stole away and after awhile got back to our own lines through the fog and mud. 
The trenches had about a foot of wet mud in them still and the duck boards would float up quite often when it came to rain. Twas lovely walking through the trenches, especially if the fellow ahead of you stood on the far end of the duck board and you struck your shin off the far end when it floated up. Our feet and legs got chilled with the cold and wet and a lot of fellows got trench feet and were sent back. The cold of the water kept the blood from circulating in the feet and legs. We were issued with seal oil to rub our feet and legs to make them watertight. What a stink! Another thing to make us more miserable and uncomfortable, if that were possible.

All this time I was in a kind of haze with trench fever. I can not remember distinctly what took place lots of times. Just able to do the patrols at night and sleep and do sentry during the day. When in the supports, we would be bringing ammo and rations etc to the front line, digging sunken roads etc. Some days I was not able to go. So I lay under a sheet of corrugated iron which covered a hole in the side of the trench my buddy and I had dug. He, Harold Andrews, would leave me his water bottle and go off digging. When he came back, I'd have drank his and mine. A half gallon I guess. That is the way it went on for a week or so. I was reported sick but no Red Cross man or doctor came near me till one day Harold reported me to Lieut Cliff Rendell, who quickly got me to a field hospital. A good trump he was. He was killed a short time afterwards.

After a few days I was back in the line again, a little better, back to the usual routine. Our fellows were now mining under the German line and we had to bring up all the clay in the night in sandbags, a heck of a job. It was wet chalk. We had to bring it along the tunnel, then up 22 steps to the trench, and dump it. Go back again. Where we dumped it in no man's land and it dried and turned white it was called the White City. We had acres of it, and the Germans must have known where it came from, as there was no way to hide it. Certain intervals during the day all work in the tunnel stopped and R E's went in with sound detectors to find if the Germans were mining under us, which they were in some places.

We did a lot of drilling now and training when we went out for a rest; advancing in different formations, word passing, going through a gas chamber with our gas masks on, and drilling with them. After a half hour with your masks on you'd sell your soul for a breath of fresh air. Word passing game gave the officers much trouble, and us much amusement. We were in the open drilling, learning to advance, extended six paces from each other. We'd run so far and lie down, still keep your formation. If the officer passed an order from the right to the left, you'd roll over and pass it to the next man. You can imagine what the order was like after passing it through maybe 200 men! One I still can remember. I was on the left and the officer on the right sent this order: “Open rapid fire at the house on the left, prepare to advance”. You can easily understand why the advance was a failure. When the order got over to the left it was “can you lend me three and four pence, I'm going to a dance”. He tried to find out where the twist began but could not pin it down to anyone in particular. That evening we had to listen to a long talk about the seriousness of changing an order. After that they came along pretty near what they were intended to be.

The weather was bad, rain, wet snow, frost and in the line twould break your heart. Standing hour after hour in that cold mud and water. I still kept on night patrol every night I could to keep out of the trench duty at night. For after night patrol you'd get from 6 to 8 hours in the dugout to sleep or rest. They were about 30 feet underground. Twas damp and the pump was continually working up top trying to keep the water pumped out and fresh air in, but twas safe. You could hear or feel the continuous war of the guns overhead and the pound of bursting shells, but they were muffled by the earth and, once you got asleep, fellows crawling over you with muddy boots did not faze you a bit, you were so used to the misery and dirt. We were more like animals than humans. There were two things that kept us going, hunger – we were always hungry -- and the will to live in spite of it all. Rats gave us a bit of trouble down there too, but they also helped us out in the food line. We’d eat all the biscuits in our emergency ration kit and bring in a badly eaten up kit to prove that the rats ate it. Twas said that the rats were a lot fonder of Newfy rations than they were of those of the Regulars. “I wonder why”, one officer wanted to know, “the rations are all the same yet the Newfies have to have theirs renewed every second day”.

One lovely Sunday afternoon, we were sitting in our bay in the trench. Paul Drucken was looking out through the periscope. Leo DeLacey, Harry Mifflin, Harold Andrews, Willis White, Lewis Head and I were enjoying the sun and fanning off when Lieut Grant came along to pick out a bunch for listening patrols and reconnoitring patrols for the night. Abe Myers (Pigshit he was always called, I never knew his real name until I read it in the casualty list) he was a nice chap, but as I was saying he was coming along the trench with a message for the lieutenant, when the lieutenant asked if he was a good man DeLacey said “I don’t know how good he is, but I know he is the devil to jump”, he was about ten steps down the dugout in a second, he had heard the shell coming before any of us, the lieutenant took a few steps to see where he had gone when the shell burst and a piece hit him, he lived long enough to tell Mifflin who to write to and he took off his ring and told him where to send that, and he said there are a few pounds in my pocketbook, take it and drink to my memory when you go out. He was a grand young fellow and only lived a few minutes.

About an hour after that we were all sitting on the firestep eating our evening meal when a big shell hit and burst about ten or fifteen yards in front of our trench and blew the body of a sergeant of the Monmouth in on top of us. We had buried him there about a week before that. He was too decayed to remove when we found him. We were all covered with scraps of human flesh and everyone of us began to vomit and kept at it the whole night, in fact until we got new uniforms, as we could smell it for days afterwards. We had to get on our gas masks to re-inter him. We buried him in the shell hole.

They gave our front lines an awful dusting with HE for days. And it kept us busy filling sandbags and building up again. We were withdrawn to the 2nd line and stayed in dugouts there and a few at a time did duty in the front line. Next afternoon we were in the dugout and Joe Crane was entertaining us with some come-all-ye’s. He was singing Gary’s Rocks, a song about a logger called Young Munroe when a call came for stretcher bearers. A machine gun crew in the front line had got a direct hit. I remember one of the crew, Joe Shaheen, a Maronite, he could speak and read Turkish, he was wounded in the leg and lost it. Joe Crane was killed bringing him out. We had an Eskimo with us, Johnny Shiwak, he was a sniper and a good one. He was very shy and lonely, but I got to be quite friendly with him by talking of seal and duck hunting etc. We would talk for hours and often he would say will it ever be over. He was a great shot and had a lot of notches on his rifle. He said sniping was like swatching seals.

We sometimes had brigade concerts behind the lines when we were in France where Tommy Morrissey’s singing of Paddy McGuinty’s goat and Darby’s Ram were always good for an encore. We did pretty good as regards drinks when we went out for a rest. There was beer a lot better than Egyptian beer, vin blanc and vin rouge and champagne, which was only five francs a bottle, so sometimes we could get to forget our miseries and loosen up our nerves again. I never was much for drinking, but over there I found it good; it relaxed you after being so tense always in the line and on patrols, etc. and I pitied fellows who would not take it.

We often stayed at Louvencourt and the people of that village looked after the graves of our dead there. I remember the 27th June, 1916 when we, at least the Catholic members of our regiment, received Holy Communion there. There were over 300 of us in the churchyard there. There were quite a number of graves of young men from eighteen to twenty-one who were killed in August 1914, and the women and girls cried right openly in the church. I expect we reminded them of their own sons and brothers who had been killed. When we marched off to the front line they lined the streets and waved to us. Only four days after there were only very few of that bunch left.

It’s strange how some chaps seemed to know they were not coming back from the drive. We knew what we were in for. I’ll give you three instances I know. Mike Flynn, a lovely kid from central Newfoundland, wrote about a dozen letters that night, and I asked him what he was writing so many for, and he said these were the last he’d write. He seemed like a damned man. I tried to jolly him along but he could not seem to throw off the depression that was on him. The second, laughing, carefree Jimmy Howard, who said the bullet that kills one, kills two. Strange to say his mother died after she heard the news of his death. Then there was Joe Penny, from Carbonear. He was engaged to my sister, and that evening he came to me with a letter and ring and said give this to Trixie when you get home. I said why not you keep them, you’ll see her as soon as me, but he said no I’m not going back. He also was killed. A fine chap. He could have had his discharge, but would not take it.

About this time we made a raid on the German lines to take prisoners and get information. Those taking part in it were well fed and drilled for weeks so they knew just what to do. The raid was a success in one way. They killed a lot of men and took the uniforms off them and found out what regiments they belonged to. Fred Neil got the military medal for throwing back a live bomb into the trench. He lost most of his hand but he saved a lot of our men. One of our chaps, Phillips, jumped into a whole trench full of Germans and all our fellows could hear were screeches and groans from the trench. They had to leave him there, but he turned up next evening all rags and blood and wounds. Seems he must have cleaned the whole trench out of Germans and got out and hid in shell holes until next evening.

The weather was still wet and cold. We did a lot of drilling when we were out for a rest; manoeuvres and bombing and so on, between which we got an hour or two in the estaminets and got a few bottles of wine or champagne or beer and forgot about our troubles for a while. At night we brought shells and other gear into the front line. It was hard work and dangerous. One night a bunch of us going in with shells went astray under the fog and went out right under our own big guns. Before we realized where we were they fired just as we were in front of them and one of my buddies, Paddy Greene of Point Verde (Placentia), was made stone deaf. We got back out of it in a hurry. We got back and found we had turned and gone to the rear instead of where the smaller guns were, nearer the front line.

The weather was always wet and cold and we were sure miserable lying and creeping along on the wet ground on patrols and up to your knees in mud in the trenches. I often think of the lines in Robert Service’s poem “We’d hunger and thirst and die, but first we’d live, by the God’s we’d live!” for it was a great experience to be able to look back at and say I was there.

After all the preparations for the big advance were ready we were expecting every day to get the order to go. On the night of the 29th of June or 30th, I’m not sure, as I think we were a day in the trenches before we went over the top, we marched in at night anyway and I remember the songs we sang when we got march easy. They were: My Little Grey Home in the West, The Long, Long Trail A-winding, When the Great Red Dawn is Shining, When You Wore a Tulip and I Wore a Big Red Rose, Back Home on the Farm, Goodbye Rachel and On a Moonlight Promenade and a few others I forget. 

On the afternoon of the 30th of June we were all briefed to our part in the next day’s advance. I was one picked for bringing up rations as the troops advanced. Had to be right behind them with the food, but there was no advance, so we never left the trench except to go back to Headquarters with messages and feed the very few that got back to the line. Only 68, to be exact, answered roll call that evening, and the ration parties were counted in with them. Sixteen in our C Company. Neither officer and only one non-com. Me being senior private, I was heading patrols and doing sergeant’s work for a couple of weeks. I would not take stripes. Too much trouble. Some of the older chaps wanted me to and the officers too. They said I’d be sorry when the new bunch and I had to take orders from the new NCOs just from home and they’d have their own friends and would give the old fellows the dirty end of the stick. I was just about taking them when I got sick. Captain Donnelly and Rowsell both told me many times that I’d be a sergeant in a month, they’d see to it. Time I got out of the hospital both these men were dead.

The morning of the 1st of July was lovely once the ground fog cleared away, but the advance that was scheduled for 7 was postponed till 9 a.m. The officers all synchronized their watches and then began counting -- 9 minutes to go… 8 minutes to go, and so on. Each minute seemed an eternity. By and by the officers said “This is it boys, over we go”. Then there were only the ration party and very few others left in the line. The very minute they went over the top all hell broke loose. The Germans sure were ready and waiting. you could see nothing but shell bursts and men and sods going up in the air. The machine guns were mowing them down. You could see nothing but dust and flame. My cousin Victor Carew from Cape Broyle and I got together and started out – you could hear the bullets from machine guns swishing by at our feet. We, with the others, were told to come back, as there was no rations needed. The officers knew that the advance was a failure and that our regiment was wiped out.
We had thought hard of being detailed for the ration party. That day we were sure glad to get back in the line again. The first of the ration party to be killed was Quigley from St. Johns. He did not get ten feet. We brought him in at nightfall. Our front line and Communications trenches and the Reserves were all smashed level and we made shelter in the deepest part of the trenches we could find. There were very few places not blown down. The ground in front was all smoking and all shell holes and the groans and cries of the wounded were awful to hear. 

The wounded began crawling and dragging themselves in now at noontime. The front line was like a butcher shop in hell. All the wounded that could crawl were coming in watching their chance. When a shell would explode and throw up dust and dirt they’d crawl a few yards. The shell fire died down before noon but the rattle of machine gun and rifle fire continued as the Germans sniped any wounded soldiers they saw moving. I saw some of my buddies crawling in and there were some awful looking wounds. 

At about 2 p.m. Martin Kent and I were sent out to Headquarters to bring in a draft of 13 men who had just arrived and what a sight it was for them kids fresh from home. When we came to the first dead lying around and then the Field Hospital with hundreds and hundreds lying around and the doctors and orderlies with their white suits blood all over, some of them got sick, more began to sweat and one chap turned back and ran like a deer. We let him go. He turned up three days afterwards and turned out to be a grand kid. Well the sub in charge of them was a dilly. I won’t mention his name. He kept ignoring our advice about taking shelter now and then, and lying down when we wanted him, and worst of all some of his men followed him. Of course we could do nothing, but we knew from experience, but chummy knew it all. Result -- six out of 13, the officer amongst them, killed going in. I could not give a damn for him. In fact Martin and I laughed when we hauled what was left out of him out of the shell hole. We were glad to get clear of him and got the other seven in alright.

After that I was sent out with dispatches and to bring in Sgt. Quartermaster Somers and CQMS Cleary. We were going down a Communication trench which was right open to the enemy rifle and machine gun fire. I was leading and would run from shelter to shelter but they walked as if going down Princes Street. Needless to say neither of them arrived. Both were killed unnecessarily. I reported to Colonel Hadow. He was sorry to hear of their death. They were both good men.

The cries and groans of the wounded died down and things were so quiet, it was almost unearthly coming on nightfall, the quiet after the noise and horrors of the day. We got field glasses from the officers about an hour before night to have a look if we could see the wounded where we heard them calling. We could hear the wounded in the shell holes crying for help and set down the direction we thought they were in. At nightfall we were sent out to bring in the wounded. The gaps we had cut in our wire cut for the advance were piled high with dead in all shapes and forms, an awful sight to see. We had to climb over them to go for the wounded. My buddy at this job for the first part of the night was Leo DeLacey, a little fellow from St. John’s, but tough and saucy and brave. We brought in three or four, but it was hard to find them. As soon as night fell, they kept quiet. One of them told us that as soon as it got dark the Germans came out and bayoneted any wounded they saw. 
Charlie Parsons and I brought in a lot of wounded later in the night. The bravest and luckiest man I knew. It was an awful job crawling into a shell hole and feel around among the dead to see if any of them were alive, and the awful chill when you’d lay your hand on any exposed part of a dead man. We went almost over to the German lines and twas nerve wracking watching the star shells and flares go up from the German lines and keeping still until they died out. Jumping into and lying down in shell holes when there would be a burst of machine gun and rifle fire, which would generally last for two or three minutes, When twas over we would start out again.

After the wounded, we began to bring in the dead, but we were pretty exhausted and stunned by what had happened to us and we were called in and told to go down in the dugouts and get some sleep. If the Germans had to try and advance that night they could have gone right through as the 29th Division lines were held by a very few exhausted men. 
We stayed in the lines for five days and got reinforcements of 50 or 60 men. We left to go for a rest on the morning of the 5th. What a day that was! Memories of the lads you had lived with in heat and cold and wet in the trenches on patrols and raids, all gone. You knew not how many were killed. We were not marching, just dragging along, when someone got hold of a few cheap accordions and put one in the front and one towards the rear and when they struck up The Banks of Newfoundland what a change! We all woke up and marched like conquerors. Only 16 in our company of over 200 who had marched in singing a few days before.

Next night we were in billets again. We got a night’s sleep, a wash and a shave, clean clothes and, best of all, we went to a de-lousing plant. We were nearly all skinned from scratching, and the thought of a bath and clean clothes was something to look forward to. Also to get our mail and write a few lines home. We were not allowed to tell anything, just “I am well” and a few personal things. We were marched to the plant about 50 men at a time and marched into the yard where we stopped, tied our clothes in a bundle, put our names on them, and passed them in through a wicket where they were taken and put in a dryer or something. Then we were all crowded into a room as thick as we could stow. The floor above was all holes and water sprayed down over us for a minute or two. We were supposed to wash ourselves. There was an inch or two of muddy water on the floor. You might call it mud after all the dirt and lice that had collected on us for months was washed into it. After a few minutes more we were herded out in the open to dry ourselves and a new bunch went in.

In the meantime the windows were packed with laughing girls seeing what they could see. It’s not often a gal gets to see 100 naked men standing in a line. Some of us were shy and some were not. I guess some of the girls were uneasy for a while.

We got our clothes after a long time and sorted them out. We put them in one bundle but anyone who had not his clothes marked was out of luck as they must have mixed them up deliberately so they could watch the fun. Personally I got my own tunic but a trousers that could not fit a boy of twelve. Eventually we got straightened out and were marched off to our billets feeling quite fresh again. But that feeling did not last long unless you had blue ointment to rub on your hairy parts to kill the lice as fast as the eggs come to life.

We got paid and there was lots of beer and wine etc, chocolate bars and nice things in the restaurants in the village and we spent a few lovely days there getting re-fitted and drilled a few hours each day and a few hours to hear the songs etc. After an hour or so one would be quite relaxed and happy again. I often wondered how the chaps that did not drink at all got by. I never was real fond of liquor but over there I liked it, for it helped me relax and get out of myself.

We were at Louvencourt this time the mail came and we had letters from home. The mail was always looked forward to eagerly and read over and over and talked about and then you’d wonder if you’d still be alive when the next mail came.

I forgot to mention that the mail came on the 28th June before we went in the line for the July drive. A buddy of mine, Edmond Edgar got a P.O. order for 25 pounds at Acheux. Twas in the post office. Twould do us all for a night anyway, so I went to see the Sarge with Edgar (I won’t mention his name) and said “Sergeant what would you do for a couple of bottles of champagne?” He knew that the officer had refused Ed permission to go. Well he said “I’d be as blind as the sphinx for two hours”. Well that was all we wanted. Edgar and I went and inside two hours were back again with the money and a couple of bottles of champagne for the Sergeant. He is alive yet, a real man he was, a born leader. He’d get men to follow him to the gates of hell. Edgar divided the money in our Platoon. We had a nice time that night and on the first of July Edgar was killed. A very likeable chap. His cousin Charlie Edgar was killed a month or two afterwards.

We went back in the line again on the 15th of July and our first job was bringing in our dead, as many of them were still lying around. You can’t imagine, or no tongue can tell, the smell of the bodies. We had to take the equipment off them, search their pockets for money, letters, etc., and their identification discs. They were just awful to look at. We just dug a hole near them, put on our gas masks, put our picks over the far side of them and rolled them into the hole. The worst was taking off the equipment. When you opened their belts the gas would whistle out. Lucky for us there were not many left. We could smell them, or imagine we could smell them, for weeks afterwards.
We went out again on the 20th of July to rest and get a refit. We had got some reinforcements in the meantime. We were billeted in a place called Abbeville for two or three weeks and had a real rest. We were getting new drafts now and then and lectures and training every day. We veterans of the old regiment were especially urged to get the new men trained on the skeleton of the old bunch. Again I was asked to take stripes, just did not want the bother. Non-coms were always on the run going here and there after the officers and we, the privates, chief pastime was to keep clear of the digging parties, fatigues etc. and getting away with it O.K. With our old sergeants twas all right until they all got wounded or sick, then I saw my mistake, and some of my buddies, especially Andrews and Leo DeLacey, were quite peeved with me for not taking them. However at this time I was senior private doing non-com’s work, head of patrols, working parties etc. But soon as the new sergeant took over I was back with the boys again.

Six of us were billeted in one end of an estaminet with seven Australians in the other end. Jacky Davis and DeLacey were amongst us. I forget the other three names. I remember the 24th of July I was writing a letter home and when I went to date it I said to an Aussie this is my birthday, we must celebrate. Then and there he went out and brought in two dixies of champagne, about four gallons and a lot of wine and the thirteen of us sat down and made whoopee. Boy what songs and dances!
About 2 in the afternoon we heard yells and swearing from an orchard up on the hill back of us. By and by we heard “Newfoundland, Newfoundland!” and I knew our fellows were in a row again and wanted help, and I said “come on boys, let’s go” and out we went and up over the hill. I just had a nice happy jag and as I was going up the hill a big Tommy sergeant ran down to meet me. It didn’t seem to me that we were fighting. I was feeling at peace with the whole world. He gave me a wallop in the face and before I knew it I was lying back of the estaminet and one of the Australians giving me hell for letting a Tommy knock me out. What a scrap that was. Seems some of our fellows were eating fruit in the orchard and the English soldiers tried to stop them because whatever damage was done by the Regiment the Division or Brigade had to pay for it. Generally twas our fellows to blame. They were a wild mob anyway and it really was too bad, for the most of the British soldiers had only 10 cents a day to spend and we had $1.10 at this time. The brigade was assessed £200 for the orchard and it seems there were two horses bayoneted as well. We did not mind our share of it but the rest of the Brigade must have felt it bad.

That is the chief reason they disliked us so much. and besides we laughed at them for saluting their officers at every turn and twist and being scared of their NCOs. We saluted when we could not help doing otherwise and did not bother too much about our NCOs, only doing what they wanted us to do and lots of times covering up for them to keep them from being demoted and coming out of the trenches.

This time we had a big long march and came to Louvencourt again. I remember we had not marched four miles when four of the new draft fell out. Captain Rowsell went back and read the riot act to them. He said “nobody in the Newfoundland Regiment fell out on a route march. That’s our record in this 88th brigade. Let us keep it that way”. He said “look around you and see what some of the chaps who have had years of it are doing and feel ashamed of yourselves”. Some of the fellows were marching in their bare feet with their boots hung over their shoulders. Their feet were either too sore or too swollen with trench feet to wear boots. Our fellows, mostly kids were just great, they had a record to keep up and they kept it.

On that march one of my old buddies returned to us after being wounded on the 1st of July (Mark Guy). A ruddy faced, blue eyed happy kid and he sure had grit. He had two bullet wounds in the left breast just above the heart. They went right through him, and here he was after just three weeks he was back with us again. That is one of the things that a shortage of reserves did. Lots of guys that are dead should be still alive. For want of reinforcements they were sent back before they had sufficiently recovered from their wounds. There was one doctor in Newfoundland who made quite a pile turning down fellows as physically unfit for $25 each when conscription came up. He was caught up with after a while though.

Back to Mark Guy again, after a half hour or so marching I noticed him bumping off me now and then as we were marching. He was in the same four I was in. I said to him “are you tired Mark?” The perspiration was rolling off him in a river and you could see he was out on his feet but pure determination and grit kept him going. We had a rest of five or ten minutes every hour. The first rest we took, Mark opened his collars and showed us the wounds. They were red and chafed from his pack strap. I wanted him to let me tell the Captain but he would not let me. He said “No by G-d, they sent me back fit and I’m not going to give in”, and we fell in again and after about a quarter of an hour he just could walk. I took his rifle and Jack Davis from Bell Island took his pack. When Capt. Rowsell on horseback fell back to see how we were marching in his C Company the first thing he saw the two rifles on my shoulder. He said “what are you doing with two rifles?” I said “Mark Guy is sick and could not carry it”, so he made him fall out and put him in one of the wagons. When we went to see him next morning he was marked for hospital and looked pretty sick, but he smiled and shook hands with us and wished us luck, and that was the last of Mark. He died a short while after of lung trouble I believe. Another good kid gone.

We marched 150 miles in six days in full marching order and never lost a man. Not one fell out. Being the last regiment to join the brigade we were last in line. When we came to Ypres, before we came to the reviewing stand, our band struck up The Banks of Newfoundland and we marched in with our heads in the air, swinging along like if we just came on parade instead of coming right out of the trenches on the Somme, and marching 150 miles non stop to Belgium. General Cayley complimented us and again called us his boys. He held us in high regard. I believe it was one of the longest forced marches in the history of the British Army.

I was feeling pretty miserable again with the trench fever and gradually got worse and worse. A raging fever, then cold, and then all right for a little while, but my mind was in a kind of a haze. Can just remember going into the Ypres salient and building up with sandbags. If we dug down any more than 2 feet the water came in the trenches so we just had to build up. They were mostly connected shell holes. It was chilly and damp, and in the evenings the fog from the north sea rolled in, and we had to keep our eyes open to see that the Germans did not send gas in with the fog. At night in the line when the flares and star shells went up from both sides you could hardly tell where you were, as the salient went out to a point about two or three miles into the German lines and was only two or three miles in the widest part, and was held just for sentiment sake, as the British made a stand there and were determined not to retreat another foot.

It went like this:


[image: image1]
So you can see, or imagine, what it looked like. They say the British lost 350 thousand men holding this place and I quite believe it from what I saw while we were there.

With the star shells and flares going up from each line, and the shell bursts as well all over no man’s land made it a pretty lively looking triangle. On account of getting water after going down only two feet, it was a lovely place for trench foot and rheumatism. We were billeted in what used to be the basement of a university in the town of Ypres and, when not in the line, spent our night whacking up supplies for the front line. Oh twas a lovely war!
My old complaint, trench fever, came at me again and I was sent to a field hospital in Poperinge. We were near a convent and when we were able to take exercise I spent a lot of time watching and playing with the kids. About 300 refugee youngsters were there and being cared for by the Sisters. They were about between 2 and 6 or 7 years old and it was pitiful to think that only very few of them would ever find their parents again. Each of them had a tag on them and the Sisters had a record of the time and place they were picked up, any little words they could say, the kind of clothing they wore, in fact anything that would help to identify them.

After a week or so, I went back to the line again and then I was taken real bad with fever. I lay for a week in the basement. The iron cots belonging to the students were still there. I was in one of a row of about 12 in the middle of the basement. The sewage was all knocked out and out of commission by shellfire and there was about 2 ft. of water all over the floor. I could not stand or stir hand or foot and lost track of time. Down there it was dark, damp and cold and lonely, especially when all went out on fatigue at night. I was scared to death of the rats that were swimming around at night and climbing the bunks looking for scraps of food. I often thought I’d lose my mind. I was so nervous of them and not being able to move. All the fellows were good and left me plenty of candles lit around my bunk where I could look and see all the rats swimming around and yell at them when they came near. I often was in a daze and dozed off for a while.

One night I fell asleep and, when I awoke, everything was quite still and I thought I heard whispering. I called out “who is there” and a voice answered “me. It’s all right Sir, I came back from the line to pray for you”. Poor kid, he was a simple poor soul, not looked after too well I expect. I often took his part when some of the chaps were riding him and here he risked severe punishment by coming out of the line without permission. He must have had a wonderful faith in prayer that kid. He hung his beads on the head of my cot and said “the rats won’t hurt you” and then he left. 

I fell into a deep sleep when he left and when I woke there were two Red Cross fellows with a stretcher to take me up top. Twas just before day and twas cold and foggy and dark and I was a sick man and didn’t give a damn if I lived or died. I’d had it. They laid me beside a few more guys on stretchers, put our gas masks on and left us waiting there till the ambulance came to take us away. You folks who never had a gas mask on, especially the first issue ones we had, have no idea how uncomfortable one could be. They were just a small bag of heavy material with chemicals in it to neutralize the gas. There were glasses to see through but when the masks were buttoned under the neck of your tunic the only air you got it was sucked in through the cloth in the bag. There was a small tube with rubber on the end of it to breath out through but nothing to breathe in through. Tough, but was better than being gassed.

You can imagine how I felt lying there on the stretcher on the ground with rheumatic fever, gas shells bursting all around and not able to help yourself. I never felt so helpless in all my life. Guess some would pray. I never was much good at that, though I always admired men who could and did. The only real prayers I said was in the trenches. As a kid my mother taught me “Now I lay me down to sleep” etc. but it was kind of long. But after seeing fellows getting toted out now and then, killed in their sleep when it came with shells and guns going full blast, I’d make the sign of the cross, say “God protect me, keep me safe and forgive me my sins”, not much to say, but from the heart. Guess it’s not so much what you say as much as the way you say and feel about it.

After what seemed an age the ambulance came and took us all to the Canadian General Field Hospital at Boulogne. Was there for a while and began to feel real good again. I asked the Doctor, Bruce was his name, if I could get up, and he said for a little while tomorrow, so next day I got up in the afternoon, and the next day I got up in the morning. The doctor came along and said “I’ll have to mark you for duty again”. I said “that’s O.K. sir I’m feeling fine”. So I was next day detailed cookhouse orderly helping the Sisters dry the dishes etc. and we were having great fun pitching them to one another. Suddenly I woke up in bed again, a blighty (England) pinned on my pyjamas, so I was bound for old England, and I was delighted!

After a few days I was put on a Red Cross ship for England. I was a helpless case then. I was laid on the saloon deck on a stretcher with a lot of others. The ones that could help themselves were below decks. At that time, the Germans were sinking Red Cross boats whenever they got a chance. At last we arrived at an English port. All the stretcher cases were laid in rows on the wharf and the Red Cross orderlies began putting us on the train and in ambulances for London. I was there a long while for I heard the orderlies say to one another “that’s a big b---d, leave him for someone else”. There was an Australian called Foster on the next stretcher to me, he also was pretty big. And he made some pretty queer remarks about the orderlies. I fell asleep and after a while was awakened by the dropping of an empty stretcher on the wharf beside me. The sudden noise almost scared me to death. They put Foster and I on an ambulance. As soon as we got outside the gates there were women and girls pitching roses in the ambulances as they passed. It was good to see the lovely English faces again after years of only seeing only men and mud and sand etc.

We arrived at Wandsworth hospital in London given a bath by the orderlies and put in bed. I was now quite helpless with rheumatism but felt real happy when they put me in that nice clean bed and at once fell asleep. When I awoke and looked at the nice clean sheets, the windows and walls I realized I was under a roof again. It was a wonderful feeling. Every day now I was put in an electric oven. The heat was something awful. This went on for weeks. The ladies from London came and visited us, sat and talked with us, brought candy, flowers and smokes etc. After a while they changed me from the oven to a hot mud bath and after a few days I began to feel better. After each bath the orderlies walked me around, first for a few minutes and then for a half hour at each time after each bath. I gained every day and then after a while I got along on crutches finally with a cane.

Finally a lady, Mrs. Moffrey would come almost every afternoon and took my arm and walked me around the grounds. What great charitable folks they were. I wrote Mrs. Moffrey quite a few times after I left. I was about a month home when her husband wrote me she had died. Guess she wore herself out tending on soldiers and sick in the hospital.

After about a month, I was sent to a convalescent home in Esher, Surrey, and it was grand there. We got the best of food and out in the sun every day. I began to gain strength rapidly, but suffered a lot with a numb kind of feeling in my head. The VAD nurses there were nearly all titled ladies. They were real good and kind. Came a day when a chap, Conway, and I were sent off to Wandsworth for a few days under observation and then before a board of doctors. Then we were brought to 59 Victoria Street, got our back pay and a ten day pass.

I noticed in Alan Morehead’s book Gallipoli that he said that the troops that fought in Gallipoli did not fight in France, which is not true. The 29th Division, which we were in, went to France and fought in France and Belgium. Another thing, he never once mentioned the Newfoundland Regiment, and we were in both evacuations and were among the very last men off both Suvla and Cape Hellas. We came off Gallipoli 350 strong. I believe we had lost a lot of men with dysentery and jaundice and fever of different kinds, besides those killed and wounded.
I don’t remember if I’ve written the Australians farewell to Egypt:
Land of heat and sweaty socks

Gonorrhoea, syph and pox

The black man’s heaven

The white man’s hell

Bastard Egypt, fare you well

The Aussies, as well as the rest of us, hated the gyppos, as we called them. They were a dirty, slimy crowd, and events since have proved that over and over.

I reported at the base at Ayr when my leave was up, but went straight to Edinburgh from London, and spent eight days there, then a night in a village near Ayr, where a bunch of ammunition factory girls took me to a dance there. And I had a very nice night there, and I met some of our boys from the depot at Ayr. I say they took me off the train, well they did. They asked me to come with them, but I said I was sorry but I had to report. But they said you’ve been having a hard time at the front so we want to show you a good time. They took my equipment off the rack and my kit bag, so of course I had to follow it and it was sure worth it. Great kids these warm-hearted Scottish lads and lassies.

Spent ten days at Ayr, was examined by a board of doctors again, and marked for home. After another week, got orders and a train ticket to Liverpool, where there were 14 others for home. I forget most of them, but Mike Downey, Andy Coady, Tucker of Portugal Cove were three of them. We were in charge of Sergeant Steele. We had a very nice trip over to Quebec without incident.

Little incidents I think of now and then. In the afternoon of July 1st, it came to rain very heavy. We were all scattered from hell to breakfast. Charlie Parsons of St. Johns and Paddy McDonald of Salmonier got under two or three pieces of corrugated iron we stuck up against the side of the trench. We were sitting it out there saying very little. Guess we were kind of stunned after the day’s disaster and thinking of all our buddies who had gone over the hill, when whoosh came a shell and blew the whole business away and did not touch even one of us. We cleared out of it.

I don’t remember where I went or what I did. Guess I must have slept a little while somewhere as, first thing I remember, I was bringing in the wounded with Leo DeLacey and Charlie Parsons. Charlie was a lucky man, got an MM and Bar and came home without a scratch. McDonald was a very strong broad shouldered chap who had knocked around quite a bit before he enlisted, same as I did. Never saw him since that day, though he got home O.K. He was from Salmonier. We used to have many a yarn when we got a quiet time. What a great gift speech is.

We had an Eskimo who was a sniper, a very lovely chap. Dr. Wakefield brought him up from the Labrador. Once in a while I sneaked out for a few minutes to his sniping post when it was near. He was continually watching, he must have killed a lot of Germans. He told me twas like swatching for seals. I talked to him of deer shooting and duck hunting. His eyes would light up. He often sighed and said “will it ever be over till I get home again?” He was killed, so I guess his spirit is back in his beloved Labrador.
Now and again I think of things that were said or happened. Once a patrol of us were going over to the German lines on a bombing raid, a very dangerous mission. We had to go within 20 or 30 yards of their line, throw our bombs, and make our way back through no man’s land, which was being all churned up by their shells and machinegun and rifle fire. While we were waiting for it to get dark and go over, we were there in the trench standing shoulder to shoulder. Not very pleasant thoughts, because it was pretty certain we were not all coming back. When the officer in charge said “it’s time to go, boys” in a low voice, “but cheer up, some of us will never be bothered with rheumatism!” Twas a grim joke, but somehow we got a laugh out of it. As it happened we got off lighter than expected, only three wounded, and they were walking cases, so they did not delay our getting back.

I was thinking of how some chaps who were wounded struggled to get back to our lines. Some of them made a good job of bandaging their wounds and stopping the bleeding and others just lay there and let themselves bleed to death. A few badly wounded, or with painful wounds, just cut an artery and died. Guess when they were not rescued the first night they could not take it, the poor fellows.

We brought in a young fellow the 2nd night who had not a mark on him except a bullet graze across his nose but he was stone blind. He thought it was still night. It must have been awful long to him.

One of my buddies from Ferryland, Jack Barnable, who was wounded at Monchy, had his foot blown nearly off, just above the ankle. He was crawling back with a bunch of our wounded and he fell behind owing to his foot dragging and getting caught in everything. They were all headed for an old barn and he told them to go on, he would join them later. When they were gone, he just sat up and cut off his foot with his pocket knife and that delay saved his life, as the barn where all his comrades were got a direct hit and they were all killed.
Another chap, Coombes I think his name was, from Lower Island Cove, got a bullet through both thighs and crawled into a deep shell hole and could not get out. We were passing him by day after day not seeing him down there. It came to rain on the seventh day and he floated and scrambled up on the top, where we found him and brought him in. He had lived for days on the emergency rations of his dead comrades who had crawled in the shell hole with him and died.

There are a couple of instances of the grit and endurance of our boys. Dan Moore lost a leg. I met him a few years after the war. I asked him how he was. “Fine”, says Dan. “But I will never be able to kick my own ass again!” He always said he'd like to die like a man with his boots on.

Well the war was a great experience. Now I often sit and think and go back to these days. And in my mind's eye I can see those that never came back like they were in life, laughing boys full of fun and devilment. And then, when I look at my buddies that did come back, I often wonder who had the best of it. Those that didn't come home or those that did.

Those are some of the things I remembered from France. I was nearly always sick there, though on active duty, always in a kind of trance or something, and can't remember clearly things that happened. On the whole we had good officers, both commissioned and non-commissioned officers. I liked them all and never had any complaints.
May 1. Edinburgh 1963.

A nice morning. Have been here two weeks and enjoying it very much, but so far I have not gone around are very much, as Chris is working and only gets Wednesday afternoon off, which is not much good to go any distance. One Sunday we were at Oban. Last Sunday we went to Hawick and had a nice time at each place. Well, Pat's holiday is drawing to a close. She'll soon be on the way home. Three weeks is not very long. Guess she'll be glad to be back again to pick up life where she left off. Guess I'll be a while yet before I go. But Newfoundland is calling and I cant stay too long, though I'm very happy over here. I am old and anything can happen and I don't want to give folks trouble. I want to lie beside Fredris on Scoggins Hill. Twould not be nice to leave her alone. And so, after a while, my time will come to go home. I know Chrissie will miss me. Hers has been a very hard life and I brought some pleasure into it in my visits over here. Took her around and treated her as a lady should be treated. She looks like she is going to have a hard time of it, as your legs are again getting bad with varicose veins and nothing ahead of her but to work while she is able. Too bad folks like her, good and kind and helping all their lives, oftentimes when it comes to the end are ignored and shoved aside, while folks who were selfish all their lives, come long without trouble or worry.

May 13, 1963.

Quite a while since I wrote in this book. The weather has been cold. Backward with rain almost every day. We went to Berwick yesterday, a lovely drive, and we had a nice meal there. But it came to rain and we had to go in and sit in shelter for a while. It was very cold and the result is I have a cold today, the first one in about two years I think. Had a letter from Howard today with some papers to sign. The news of the death of two more neighbours, John Hawkins and Jose Clowe. That is three old friends I'll never see again and I'm only three weeks left home. Not many of my old friends and neighbours left now. I'll be a stranger in my own home town. Only for the children and Fredris' grave being there, I'd never bothered to go home again. It would just be a place of memories of happy days and hard work and good friends departed.

Lots of old stories gone with skipper John. He was 89 years old and very smart; a man who knocked around a lot. That is the way all our old stories and songs are lost, never recorded and the old folks are passing out very quickly. He could remember the loss of the Huntsman in Brigus South when he was a boy. There was only the captain and a boy, Jim Green, survived out of the whole crew. The captain was I think Henry Carew of Shores Cove, Cape Broyle, coming home to outfit to go to the ice.

He could also remember when there were sealers out of Aquaforte, or at least knew men that sailed in them. They were the Pelter and the Aquaforte I think. Peter Winsor was captain of the Aquaforte and Henry Winsor of the Pelter and he came in to Aquaforte one time on the first of April with 4000 seals on board. He was my great uncle on my father's mother's side. She was a Winsor. He was in his 20th year and had been to sea for 11 years apprenticed to his uncle.

They grew great sea men in those days. Now what have we? Certainly not young boys to go to sea or to the fishing. We are one of the softest and most decadent people in the world. At least that can be said of the place where I come from, Ferryland, with the records of good men right up to the last two wars, but Confederation ruined our people by too much free public assistance.

My own and most of my neighbours' boys had grown up used to work. And work hard when there was not too much money. So they are good men, and it's a pity that good times and the chance to enjoy life has sapped the spirit of independence in the younger generation in a great many cases. Let's hope after a generation or so they'll come back again and have the pride for their country that their ancestors had. Poor and hard to make a living in as it was. But when to be a Newfoundlander meant something. Well enough of grousing for one day. I'm confined with a cold today and result, like a bear with a sore head.

November 4, 1963.

Well here I am back home again after six lovely months in Scotland. Can safely say that I never enjoyed a holiday so much, and Chris had some enjoyment too, as every Sunday I took her on a bus tour. Guess she'll remember her old uncle when he goes. It's a great pleasure to take her around, she enjoys herself so much, and never saw any of her country before. Nothing but work and saving to try to live independent, and it looks like that is the way it will be. Not a very pleasant outlook. Her legs ache each night after tending store all day. She has a good spirit and a good sense of humour and that will help her. I just hated to come home as I have made many friends over there, especially among the old pensioned soldiers. We met in Princes Street Gardens almost every morning and had a yarn and lots of times in the afternoons we sat till 6 PM.

November 9, 1963

A beautiful day. Went downtown and had a yarn, done some shopping -- birthday cards, Christmas cards etc. Met some old friends -- Phyl LeMessurier, Harvey Small, Don Costello, Charlie Parsons and a few others. Went in to GWVA headquarters and gave them some books etc that I had got overseas. Told them a few facts of both evacuations of Suvla and Cape Helles. We left Suvla on the 19th and went on to Cape Helles on the 22nd of December, 1915. There were only 170 came off in spite of drafts and all we got whilst there. Sickness took a heavy toll, especially around the time of the storm, and it was then, when the cold weather came, I began to get better of the dysentery. 1050 had left England. 933 officers and men arrived on the peninsula. Afterwards, further drafts arrived from England. Only 170 were left to answer the roll call after the final evacuation.

November 11, 1963

Was to the ceremony at the Cenotaph in the morning and met a few old friends in the evening or afternoon. Went to the funeral of an old vet, Walter Bursey. A memorable day to be buried on. It was cold and dark and dreary at the cemetery. After the funeral went to my lifetime friends home for an hour or so. In the evening, Bill, Pat, and some friends came in to Phyl's on the way to the Armistice dance at the old Colony. Troubled much with my neck last night. Seems to be getting worse and my toes were playing up too. Seems like another attack of gout coming on. Strange I did not have any in Scotland.

November 17, 1963

Windy and cold. Stayed in bed till 11 AM, then up to church. Last night was wet. We went out to Howard's and had a singsong. Came home at 1 AM. A very enjoyable evening. This is a lonely day. I don't like to be alone, especially now since I'm old. Seems I just have to go where there is company.

January 14, 1964
Here I am in Sudbury again. Came on Saturday. Saw Phyllis and Fredris and Stan and their children. The weather is frosty and fine. Left home on the 4th of  January, stayed three days and a half at Halifax with Trix. She does not look well at all and her feet are always cold. We'll be going down to Reg's about three weeks time with Howie who is bringing a car down to them. We'll stay there a couple of weeks too. Hadn't any letters since I came here or from anywhere for about a fortnight and I kind of lost track of things. Guess I'll soon get a batch now. They had a big storm home. Houses and everything snowed in. Howard got out through his back door after a little trouble and shovelled out his neighbours and as they were shovelled out they too joined the rescuers.

January 17, 1964

Lovely and mild today. Got a couple of letters. Was out for a walk. Temperature just one below. Will be a week here tomorrow. Elsie and Rene and the children real nice and kind. Rene takes me on his calls each afternoon and I go for a walk in the forenoon. I don't like staying in; the houses are all too warm for me. I like the cold, damp air of home and Scotland too. It's nice to see them all again and Phyl and Fredris, Howie and Viola.

 Those That Served from Ferryland in World War Two
	Navy
	Foresters

	Reg Morry
	Peter Kavanagh

	Frank Ryan
	Tom Costello

	Jim Walsh (Bonnet)
	Joe Costello

	Pat Bryan
	William Sesk

	Bert Keefe
	James Walsh (Stimit)

	Joe Costello
	Dan Clowe

	Aiden Keough
	Al Harvey

	Pat Curran
	Jack Kinsella

	Tom Hynes
	Pat Ryan

	Bill Hynes
	Tine Keefe

	Dick Walsh
	John Walsh

	Alan Walsh
	Tom Walsh

	Albert Devereaux
	Howard Hynes

	Joe Barnable
	Clarence Hynes (Home Defence as well)

	William Sweeney
	Matt Barnable

	William Morry of John
	Henry Barnable

	Vince Costello
	Bert Williams

	Geoff Power
	Fred Walsh

	John Power
	Tom Kehoe

	Mike Power
	Tom Moore

	William Antle (Air Force)
	Mike Ryan

	John Ryan Sr. (Army)
	Ronald Barnable

	Bill Morry (Army)
	

	Jose Clowe (Army)
	

	Vince Walsh (Army)
	

	Art Jordan (Army) Home Defence
	


	Rejected for Army or Navy
	Mercantile marine

	Jack Brien
	Stan Sullivan

	John LeMassney
	Bill Walsh (Swede)

	Joe Costello
	Leo Keefe

	Rupert Shanahan
	Rack Ryan

	Joachim Shanahan
	Bill Jordan

	Jose Clowe
	John Clowe

	Jack Shannon
	

	Angus Maher
	

	Cyril Hynes
	

	Matt Barnable
	

	Jack Furlong
	

	Wilfred Costello
	

	Phil Furlong
	

	Mike Cannon
	

	
	

	
	


Aug. 27, 2006. Kilbride.

After reading dad's list I remember four or five were not listed:

Tommy Walsh (Clowes ) Forestry

John Morry Forestry

Colin Hynes Navy

Henry Walsh (Freshwater) Navy

Danny Ryan (Pool) Navy?
(NB: This note inserted on a separate sheet of paper by Howard George Morry)

Historical Notes About Ferryland

In 1694, on August 31st, Capt William Holman, of the 16 gun galley William and Mary, was attacked at Ferryland by seven French warships. In a five hour running fight four French ships went to the bottom and the balance of three went fleeing to sea.

In 1812, American privateers plundered the outports. The British Navy captured so many American privateers that in one day 30 American ships were brought into St John's. One man walked from Bennett's to Alsop's wharf on the south side on the decks of the American ships. Later in the year, one could walk from Maggoty Cove, where the American dock now is, to the dock at the Riverhead.

In 1673, the Dutch bombarded Ferryland and burned Lord Baltimore's house then occupied by Sir David Kirke.

In 1611, Peter Easton had a fleet of 10 ships at Ferryland. They were the terror of the coast. He spent three years in Ferryland waiting for a pardon that never came.

There is the hull of an American privateer in Aquaforte up to the river nearly. They had her careened clearing her bottom of barnacles when a British warship came along. They set fire to her and took to the woods. I believe they got to Salmonier and took a vessel there and got clear away.

More about Peter Easton. In the early 1800s, a man from Ferryland (Williams) who was a sailor man was drinking in a seaman's bar up in Boston and he stood a few drinks for an old bar fly there and the old chap was very grateful for it. When he found where Williams was from, he said that name is familiar to me for there is a treasure buried there. It is by the side of a little brook under the main lookout in Ferryland. We hauled up our boat on a sandy beach and went up the side of the brook for about 200 yards and on the north side, or left hand side, of the river, we buried it. It's still there. None of us ever got back anymore. Now there are three high hills in Ferryland that could be called lookouts, one on the north side, one near the church (RC) and one just outside the harbour in Freshwater that is called the lookout. There is a stream running by each of them and I'm inclined to think twould be the one in Freshwater, for there was no one living there and that would be a likely place to bury it. But about 50 years ago, my boy Bill was playing on the beach under the priest's house where there is a stream running down. There had been a big flood in the river and he saw something shining and picked up this ring and brought it home. It had a red or pinkish stone with a diamond on each side. Alfred Maher took it to New York one time he was there and got it appraised. They said it was Queen Anne setting and was a valuable ring. Some day someone may come across the treasure. That river is not far from where Peter Easton lived in the two or three years he was in Ferryland.

The Wreck of the EVELYN

This day, I think it was 1912 or 13, the Evelyn, Capt Mark Burke of Carbonear, ran ashore on Isle Au Bois. I was just gone out after lunch when I heard Jim Barnable yelling to me that there was a vessel going ashore on Isle Au Bois and the crew would be all lost, as there was an awful sea running. We had a gale of south east wind and snow then rain the night before. The wind suddenly chopped to the north and blew a living gale with snow showers, heavy ones.

Jim saw her from his house and ran down to the bank and warned this boat for her to keep off. But his canvas was nearly all gone. He was driven off Bay Bulls when the storm struck and he had to run before it. He could not get to head her into Cape Broyle. Tried again to run her into Calvert. No use. So he had to run for the rocks at Ferryland as he did not want to go to sea with what the little canvas she had.

So I went at once with Jim and some more men came along and we hurriedly turned over a skiff and put a mast and sail in and a set of oars and a few pails to bail her out, as she had her bottom up for months. We shoved off, put up the sail and raced off before the gale. The spars had gone out of the Evelyn by this time and she was breaking up fast. The skiff was filling with water in spite of the bailing, but before we got out to the wreck the frost had frozen over the seams. It was a very frosty day. When we got out to the island, the skiff was not taking a drop.

We tried to get through Isle Au Bois Gap. We could see all the crew huddled on a little rock and the sea washing over their feet and legs. They had their arms around each other and there was no way for them to climb the cliff. So we had to do something quickly or they'd be washed off. Though the Gap was breaking with seas coming from the north and those from the south meeting in the middle and going away up, we had no time to waste, so we made for the Gap and the sea came and stood her right on an end and drove us in the harbour again. Only we had stuck to our oars we'd have been capsized and all drowned. The sea was going mountains high.

We did not hesitate for a minute and made for Isle Au Bois Cove and Bill Barnable and I, being used to slippery icy rocks from landing duck shooting all our lives got on shore and they threw us a small rope (1 ½ inch). We looked at the cliff. The snow from the south-east had filled it up almost perpendicular. The snow had packed hard with the wind and then the rain and frost, but we had to make it. The others had to keep the skiff off the rocks. So Bill went ahead with his knife and cut hand and foot holes in the frozen snow and I followed with the rope coiled over my shoulders. When we were half way up Bill said “for C----t's sake don't look down” and I did not. He afterward told me that when he looked down and saw all the jagged rocks we'd fall on he nearly lost control of his nerves.

But we went on and when we came to the last 8 or 10 feet it was over hung with the snow drifting over the island. But on we went and I was sure happy to crawl over the top on to the level ground swept clear of snow with the gale of wind. 50 years or more ago, but my breath almost stops at the thought of that awful cliff. Anyway we hurried over the island to where the men were. There was a smooth slope for about 20 feet and then a sheer drop of about 40. I held on the rope for Bill to go down to have a peep and he came back and we decided that he'd sit back a bit and tie a rope around his waist and I go down with the other end of it and throw it down to the men and then I'd come back and we'd haul together. 

When I went down and threw the rope, it blew right straight up in the sky with the force of the wind, so I came back and took a scarf off my neck and scraped some gravel out of the ground on the edge of the cliff, tied up the scarf and then lowered it down. We could not see the men, for the cliff over hung, but we heard them yell “haul away” so we did, and what a haul! We were afraid the rope would cut against a rock, but luckily it did not, and soon a head appeared over the cliff and we had our first man. He lowered the rope and came up to haul with us. When we got four up, we noticed the rope was beginning to chafe, so we cut it off, or rather they cut it off, and then we hauled away again. After that, as each man came up, we cut the rope. The skipper came up last.

Their clothes were all frozen. When we came to the Cove, each man in turn took the end of the rope, tied it around his waist and went down. When it came to my turn and Bill's to go twas quite easy, as there was a deep path worn in the snow. But I had a good look at the rocks below. Well the hardest part of it was to come. To row in against that awful gale of wind, and to make it worse, when the sea took us in the Gap the skiff struck bottom and stove a plank and we had all we could do to keep her free, but we made it.

Jim Barnable got his hands frozen, as he did not have any mitts, and one of the ship's crew had his feet and legs slightly burned. But that was all. We saved them.

Next day's paper: “The ship Evelyn was wrecked at Ferryland in the gale of yesterday. The crew were taken off by a boat from the land”. That was all; there weren't any heroics in those days. Men did what they had to do without any thought of notice and reward.

Here today on a visit to my daughter in Sudbury I noticed the date and remarked it and then I thought I'd write it down. The names of the men from the shore were: Michael and William Devereaux, James, Bill and Jack Barnable, Michael White, William Furlong and myself, Howard Morry. They are all gone now with the exception of William Furlong and I and there you have an old man's thoughts.

Written here on a snowy day in Sudbury, thousands of miles away from home. Home, Newfoundland, the finest people on earth at that time; poor, hard working and proud of their race and country.

In Sudbury, 25th of January, 1964.

 A Few Gallipoli Notes I'm putting down before I forget them.

Lots of things I forgot, for I was very sick with dysentery for days and days, though on duty. I just lived in the kind of haze and didn't care if I lived or died. Lots of others just as bad as I was. But we had no reinforcements. While a few doctors in Newfoundland were making a fortune giving unfit slips to fellows for from $15-$25. I wonder how many of our fellows died for that reason. There were not many of that kind of doctor. Only a couple I know of. 
Well to get on with my notes, the big storm, November 28, 1915 to December 18, nearly half the men taken off. We went out to the beach in detachments during the day to clean up rifles and equipment given up by sick and wounded going off. We lost thousands during the storm: frost, smoke blind, sick with enteric and dysentery. A big part of the troops gone. Our Regiment still some men not gone. These last nights were very hard on the nerves, only one man to 2 or three bays. Those of us that were left would get up on the fire step and fire a shot, then walk about 15 or 20 yards and fire another, back and forth all night, very weary and lonely. One time we were shoulder to shoulder there. Then the Turks would fire back and we'd keep up the fire, rapid sometimes to make the Turks think our line was fully manned. And so it went over the last few days and each morning there would be Turks come over just at dawn (stand to) with their hands up. We’d keep firing at them to shoo them back, for we had no means of caring for them and the top brass were afraid they might get back to their own lines and tell how thinly ours were held.
It was 12 at night when I left. There was still about 25 of our fellows left in the line. Twas a lovely mild night, reminded me of home in my own little village Ferryland, where we would meet at the crossroads and talk for hours on nights such as this, starlight and moonlit with occasional clouds. We all got off without losing a man. When I got on board I got a corner under a boat and fell dead asleep at once. We did not have one casualty during the evacuation.

I was awakened by the fire of our guns when they opened on our ration dumps on the beach. Two of them especially made great bonfires, the bacon dump and the sugar. Twas a weird sight to look in at the beaches all ablaze and being torn by shell fire from both sides, and in the background the Turks swarming over our trenches in the early dawn. And so we were off from Suvla.

After the storm on the peninsula the Turks came over each morning just before dawn to give themselves up as I said before. We kept firing at them for we had too many sick and wounded of our own down to the beach. We set trip bombs between the lines to discourage them, but they still came. I remember well when I left the trenches for the beach Capt. Rex Rowsell gave me a box of ammunition, 75 lbs, to take along with all my equipment to bring out, but I was too weak. So the first big shell hole filled with water I accidentally tripped and lost it in it. He must have thought I was a horse, for when we were leaving the trenches in Cape Helles in broad daylight with two or three miles to go under shell fire he gave me 48 tins of Maconochie’s rations to bring out.

I was feeling better then and was getting back some of my strength and we were getting more food and lots of rum. I’ve often wondered if twas the rum or cold weather cured me of dysentery. We would steal bread from the regular army vans every night. They had a bakery away in a hollow somewhere back of our lines and each night the bread wagons would go out with bread just after night. The Turks would hear them and shell them and some of them would leave their wagons until the shelling was over. We got to find out this and also that the trucks would go so slow near the top of the hill you could easily board them, throw off a few loaves, and get down and get back to our lines quick as we could before we were missed. Of course being Newfoundlanders, most of our Sergeants were real men and very cooperative, and besides were in for a share. Soft bread was something to us then after being months and months without seeing any of it ever.

I remember the night we raided the ration dump. A bunch of us were detailed for digging in bush behind the front lines, Sergeant Harold Barret in charge. We had to march out a mile or two to get picks and shovels out to Headquarters and when he went in to get the gear from the officer in charge someone found out where we were. I filled the legs of my trousers with prunes and dates; not very clean, but they were good. Gave quite a lot of them to Sgt. Harold Mitchell. He was very sick with jaundice and could not eat meat.

There were less than 50 of the original C Company left then. The night we came off the Peninsula I was one of them detailed to bury Bob Morris of Ferryland. I turned my ankle. I had to sit down and bandage it. It was dark and when I got to the River Clyde that was part of our wharf, the loading officer would not let me go off there and told me our fellows were gone off at another beach about a mile away. I went as fast as I could. I had just started when the Turks began to shell. There were more troops coming around Hells Corner as we called it. There was intermittent shell fire there day and night. We had a big water tank just around it in shelter. When I heard the shelling I ducked under it, but two of the men who were marching along were hit, one of them badly, so I hauled them under the tank and bandaged them best I could. The little officer guy had a flask of brandy. I gave him a drink. The other chap was too far gone. He was hit in the back and kept on saying “O my bloody back, o my poor wife and children”. The officer wanted me to go for stretcher bearers. I told him I could not, I had to go to another beach, then I thought I’d stay, for there were bound to be stretcher bearers back for them, and soon enough there were.

By this time all the beach was lighting by the burning stores the shells had set fire and I went limping and hurrying across that beach and got caught in a great shower of rain, only to find no one there, so back again over that shell torn beach. I tried to get on board again among the other chaps but, no, that officer saw me and called me back each time, and at last he sent me back with a corporal to keep me back. When it came to my turn eventually, my ankle was aching and I could hardly walk, and the seas were breaking over the River Clyde. I thought I’d better unbutton my equipment and my equipment belt and shoulder straps, which I did, lucky for me, for with my bad ankle I slipped and fell, lost my pack, rifle and all overboard and they hauled me in.

I could not find our fellows, though I went looking for them as soon as I landed. I found them next afternoon just as they were posting me as missing. Came to rain awful hard that night. We had no shelter and twas awful cold. The officers told us to find shelter. Dan Moore, Harold Mifflin and I wandered up in the hills where we found a stone sheep corral. We tied our rifles together by using the bayonets and thus making them long enough to reach across the corner then we tied our rubber sheets on top and got our blankets spread over us and past the night not too badly. We were hungry and waited a long time to see the cookhouse fires started. When we thought everything was ready we went down, getting a few dirty looks. Most of the fellows were soaking wet and I don’t remember how or when we got off that island, for I was so weak with another attack of dysentery again.
Next think I remember we were in Port Tawfik in Egypt, the Red Sea end of the Canal. They were loading camels and troops and supplies for Mesopotamia and we thought we were for it. But no, we camped about 16 miles out in the desert in a place called Jijiga, back to the old routine. Got clothes and baths and felt human again, route marches and all the rest of it. 
From that we went to Marseilles. I think I’ve told all about that already. We had a nice trip up to Marseilles, slept on the deck each night, lovely. Lots of nice girls in Marseilles but we were based out on a wharf with big high gates. The gals from the factories came down to see us in their hundreds. Boy there were some dandies among them. They looked good to us after being months and months without seeing a gal of our own colour.

From Marseilles we went to the Somme. Twas cold, snow on the ground, about a foot and a half or more of water in the trenches, with about one quarter inch of ice on the top of it, but I’ve told of that. Trench foot galore. You’d warm the water about you while you stood still, but an officer or some guy came ploughing his way along and stirred it up. You’d hear the swearing a mile when the fresh ice water replaced the bit you had warmed around them. 
Poor devils suffered and now, after almost 50 years, if a poor veteran is down on his luck and has to get help there are men who begrudge them even their pension, and there are hundreds paying yet. Thank God for the Canadian Legion as they would indeed be the forgotten men.

One of the cruellest things, or the saddest I thought I ever saw, was the look on fellow’s faces when the mail came and they did not get any mail. I could not begin to explain that look. If their relatives at home who did not write could see their faces they would never forget it. Facing death every day and thinking of home and loved ones there who would not even take a few minutes off to write. I often wondered what their thoughts were when they’d see their buddies reading their letters over and over. And for my own self, I’d get a letter from home, read it over and remember every word of it, then burn it and wonder if I’d still be alive when the next letter came.
That is the reason I think when you met your buddies after the war was over, a handshake with them meant so much. You understood each other and had lived together from day to day. No thoughts of gain from one another, and I never could understand why when we came back and had reunions some fellows never came. Some even got so well off they wouldn’t even acknowledge their buddies when they would meet them. Different men, different minds. Yes, but I can’t understand it between wartime buddies. For myself I would not have missed the great adventure for anything. How small must those chaps feel who paid some of the doctors $25 for exemption from military service. They surely feel dirty all their lives, and the doctors. What a wrong they did. We did not have conscripts over in the front line, but we should have had. I knew men to die just in the line because we had not men to take their place. Two of my own buddies, in particular a chap Soper from Carbonear I think, and Chan Freebairn from Ferryland. Soper died on a digging party in the trenches . I was out with him the night he died. And Freebairn was just two days out when he died.

Notes on the Morry Ancestry

The Morrys manned a ship in the Armada.

Sir Hans Sloane and an Irishman named Lord Wylie (Aunt Alice’s name was Alice Wylie) were not related to the Winsors in Aquaforte. They are related to the Jennings family and still have some of the Jennings silverware in their possession.

Our great, great grandmother Winsor was Betsy Carter, Robert Carter’s daughter.

My great grandmother’s mother was Ann Carter, daughter of surrogate Carter, who was married to Capt. Hill and to Saunders.

My great grandmother Winsor lived with her uncle Dr. Brand. She was descended from Lord Wylie. She was sister of Sir Hans Sloane I think. He was founder of the British Museum.

Fredris, your grandmother, came to Newfoundland in about August 20 1915. Came as far as Quebec on the SS Athenia. We were married in Edinburgh on June 2 1915. She was daughter of James and Ellen Minty of 20 Ardmillan Terrace, Edinburgh. Sailing date of the Athenia, August 15, 1915.
This is a copy of a petition sent in 1709 to his Excellency Joseph Dudley Esq., Governor and Captain General in and over her Majesty’s colonies of New England and New Hampshire.
The humble address of the masters of families and inhabitants of the island of Isle of Buoys in Ferryland, Newfoundland
Humbly Showeth




That we, her Majesty’s most dutiful and loyal subjects, servants and masters of families and inhabitants of the island of Buoys in Newfoundland, being deeply sensible of your Excellency’s great goodness and clemency towards us in commiserating our condition by sending us and our neighbours relief in the Brigantine Hope, Capt. William Pickering Commander, with power to demand of us if in the hands of our enemies and support to transport us to your Excellency’s government, which in all humility we acknowledge to be an infinite favour, and with all submission acknowledge our gratitude and thankfulness, but as it hath pleased God in his infinite mercy to defend us against our enemies in two different assaults, being fully resolved to maintain this our island to the last extremity for her Majesty’s Honour and our nation’s interest, and shall be ready if required to act offensively to the end that they may be totally destroyed, or routed out of our country.

We do therefore humbly request your Excellency to accept our poor but sincere and unfeigned thanks for your so great goodness and clemency towards us and, as in duty bound, we sincerely and unfeignedly, with all submission subscribe our selves

Your Excellency’s most dutiful and most Obliged Humble servants

Rich Hamlin

John Lovine

(Edward

(Henry

(Richard

(Roger Decker

John Benger

Robert Benger 

James Benger

John Able

John Glanville

Andy Palmer

Rich Clogg

William Clogg

Lawrence Rich

Arch Cummings

John Tucker

Richard Roberts

Arthur White

Thomas Dibble

John Thomas

John Hodge

John Saunders

Irwin Webber

William Pompeazer
John Fletcher

Griffith Russell

John Wyatt

William Cooper

Henry Rix
Edward Crane

Arch Browne

John Searle

Thomas Pass

Nath Lucum

Antony Parsons

Thomas Caning

Concluding Remarks

I’m finishing this book here in Edinburgh. The weather has been bad this past four days, so I have most of the museums and things gone over. Reminds me of home when we get a drizzly northeaster. Met quite a few of the old boys yesterday. Am waiting for a fine day to see Mr. Young, who has been confined to his home, and we miss him a lot. Nine days here today, only four of them fine. Hope we soon get some fine weather so I can get around. It’s just as lonely as home when I can’t get out and there is only one old neighbour left near me there. Nick Johnstone. And it’s different times, different age, the young are so much different. They don’t seem to look at things as seriously as we did in our age. One thing I like about them, they are going for education in a big way and I expect will turn out very clever men and women in the course of time. In my time, a number of poor fellows never got a chance to learn to read and write and when I went, about the equivalent of the present grade 8 was as much as our teacher could give us, and indeed in the outports there was nothing to do only fish or go to sea or work at fish. Now the kids can go all over Canada and the States or anywhere they want to go and they may never know the hardships their ancestors went through to bring them up. Great folk those old folk were, happy and contented to work hard for their families; good, kindly, religious folk.
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