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Will?

What?

Where?

How?

Will you prevail at the
Silent Auction?

This Albatros was captured after what action?

Where might we have
seen a scene like this?

See page 4

See page 17

See page 6

How did this US Soldier
come to be buried in a
lonely graveyard ?
See Page 14
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Message from the Chairman
Once again, I have to begin by expressing members’
appreciation for the efforts of editor Rob Forbes and
all the Listening Post contributors. You make this a really terrific Great War publication.
Now, for some breaking news:

We stretched the capacity of the Currie dining room at
the Bay Street Armoury (BSA) in 2017 while accommodating everyone. This year, we have had to create a
waiting list and, unfortunately, some people will be
disappointed.
While some promotion had been done over the last
several years, no public announcements were made
for the 2018 seminar. The growing demand is due
simply to word-of-mouth.
Everyone whose attendance is confirmed will have received the seminar package with an updated program,
descriptions of the presentations and speakers’ bios.
The package is also available on our website at: wfapacificcoast.org The final item on the program will be
a discussion of my proposal for the 2019 seminar.
Speaking of the website, please remember to visit the
E-Journal page wfapacificcoast.org/wfa-pcb-ejournal/ where four excellent longer articles are available. These articles are based on presentations given
at previous seminars. Next, visit the list of presentation we have had over the years at: wfapacificcoast.org/past-talks/ then ask yourself the question:
“Why have so few talks been turned into articles?”
One answer is that writing an article can be a more
onerous task than preparing a presentation. To help
remove this barrier, we have some members who are
willing and able to assist with the writing. With a little
effort, your presentation can be made available to a
wider audience.
Onward to the 2018 seminar!
John
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Western Front Association
Pacific Coast Branch
The Pacific Coast Branch of The Western Front Association was founded in 1999 and has members from the
Provinces of British Columbia, Alberta and Saskatchewan; and the States of Washington, Oregon, California,
Virginia and Georgia. The worldwide membership in
the Western Front Association is over 6,500 in 60 separate Branches in Europe, North America, Australia and
New Zealand.
The WFA is non-political and does not seek to glorify
war. Its principal objective is to perpetuate the
memory, courage and comradeship of the people on
all sides who served their countries during the Great
War in and over France and Belgium, on other fronts,
at sea and in their own countries.
Another important objective is to inform and educate
the public on the continuing relevance the Great War
has on the modern world.
Chairman:
Vice Chairman:
Secretary:
Treasurer:
Editor
Registrar:

John Azar, Victoria, BC
Gavin Cooper, Lantzville, BC
Alan MacLeod, Victoria, BC
Blair Matheson, Victoria, BC
Robert Forbes, Victoria, BC
Chandar Sundaram, Victoria, BC

The Listening Post
This newsletter is produced by the Western Front Association, Pacific Coast Branch. Membership in the
WFA-PBC is $30.00 annually and includes subscription to the Listening
Post. Submission of pictures and articles can be sent via email to
editor@wfapacificcoast.org .
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Burrard Braziers Burn Brightly
Lights installed in 1932 on Burrard Bridge in Vancouver as a memorial to World War One and the sacrifices
made by Canadian soldiers have been restored and will be re-lit at a special ceremony on the northeast corner of the bridge at 4 p.m., Jan. 23.
The original memorial braziers were installed on the bridge in 1932 atop pylons at both ends. The decoration
of the pylons include a stylized Cross of Lorraine, and the bronze lights were inspired by the braziers used by
soldiers in the trenches, a traditional feature of the battlefield, according to the Burrard Bridge Heritage
Study produced by Don Luxton & Associates in 2001. Braziers are containers for fire, typically in the form of a
hanging or standing metal box.
Luxton’s 2001 report describes the braziers as “stained glass lamps, set with fiery angular patterns by flashing
neon. Each is nine-feet-six-inches high and five feet in diameter. Each brazier weighs three quarters of a ton.”
He quotes bridge architect G.L.T. Sharp as having this to say about them: “At either end to emphasize the
bridge heads, two pylons have been placed, surmounted with sold bronze braziers, glazed to represent a fire
burning in them. At night these will clearly mark the bridge approaches, even from a considerable distance.”
Kathryn Morrow, a spokesperson for the Vancouver Heritage Foundation, said they were rebuilt in 1986 —
the housing was replaced and there was new neon put in — but, at some point, that part broke down.
The City of Vancouver is behind the project but various groups have been involved, including the heritage
foundation, which completed its Burrard Bridge Heritage Lighting Study about heritage lighting on the bridge
in 2005. The study included information the braziers, the lantern standards that were recently restored, as
well as other significant elements of the bridge.
“But the whole heritage community has been behind this [effort],” Morrow said.
The Royal United Services Institute (RUSI) Vancouver was a key partner and the restoration project was assisted by the Veterans Affairs Canada Cenotaph
and Monuments Restoration Program.
Morrow said the lamps’ restoration is a significant development for heritage advocates.
“It is part of the historic character of the bridge.
Originally, when the bridge was designed, it did
have a pretty impressive ambient lighting system in it. And that, at some point, disappeared.
For us, it’s really important to see that come
back and to see the beauty of the bridge and
how it was originally intended,” she said.
“The other side of it is that 2018 will mark the
100-year anniversary of the end of the First
World War, so restoring the braziers as part of
that memorial is really important because a lot
of people don’t know what the significance of
those braziers is, they don’t know the story behind them, so it’s a nice reminder to what they
were originally designed to do.”
3
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The 2018 Seminar Program
The 2018 Western Front Association—Pacific Coast Branch Seminar/Conference is coming quickly. It will be
held from March 9 to March 11
Location; Officer's Mess, Canadian Scottish Regiment (Princess Mary’s), Bay Street Armoury, Victoria

Schedule of Events
Friday, March 9 – Evening
18:00 – 21:30 Check-in, Social Gathering, and Silent
Auction/Show and Tell Setup

Saturday, March 10 – Day
08:30 – 09:00 Check-in (Coffee, tea and refreshments served)
09:00 – 09:10 Greetings, introductions and moment of silence: John Azar
09:10 – 10:00 The Kaiser’s Battle: Scott Usborne
10:00 – 10:50 Churchill and Fisher: Dr. Barry Gough
11:00 – 12:00 Forty-Seven Days (Meuse-Argonne):
Dr. Mitch Yockelson
12:00 – 12:59 Lunch: Silent Auction bidding and the
Artillery Officer’s Mess will be open
13:00 – 13:50 Mobility and the “100 Days”: Rollie
Keith
14:00 – 14:50 Firing Lines: Debbie Marshal
14:50 – 14:59 Coffee Break
15:00 – 16:00 Annual General Meeting: Welcome by Branch Chair. Presentation of
Executive Reports. Nomination and election of Executive committee
members for 2017 – 2018. New Member Introductions.
16:00 – 16:30 Socializing, Silent Auction bidding, and membership renewal
Saturday, March 10 – Evening
Mess Dinner: Theme: A Tribute to the Princess Patricia’s Canadian Light Infantry
Jackets and ties or mess-kit for gentlemen, suits or dresses for ladies
18:00 – 18:50 Cocktails and Silent Auction Bidding
19:00 – 21:00 Dinner Keynote Speaker: Brigadier General (Ret’d) JEL (Larry) Gollner
21:00 –
Socializing in mess bar, Silent Auction payment and pickup
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Sunday, March 11 – Morning
08:30 – 9:00 Coffee, tea and refreshments served
09:00 – 09:50 Three Women “Just Doing Their Bit”: Bart Armstrong
09:50 –10:40 The Sidney Rich Project (Documentary): Cliff Caprani
10:40 –11:30 The Burial of Private Reginald Johnston: Sergeant Dan MacKenzie
11:30 –11:50 2019 Possibilities: John Azar
11:50 –12:00 Members’ general discussion, suggestions and farewells
12:00

Group team-building clean up

Note New Address for sending in your registration
WFA-PCB Registrar, 1210 Haultain Street, Victoria, BC, Canada V8T 1V7
Tel: 250-385-8010

E-mail: registrar@wfapacificcoast.org

Full Seminar & Membership: Sessions, breaks, lunch & dinner

$90/individual or $150/couple

Full Seminar & Membership: No Dinner

$60

Full Seminar & Membership: Student

$30.

Mess Dinner Only: Member or Guest

$40.

Sunday Only & Membership

$30

Please make cheque payable to: WFA Pacific Coast Branch
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The Origins of the Trench Raid
Mitch Williamson
On the morning of 9 November 1914, Captain R.E. Forrester led about twenty men of 2nd Black Watch, at
that time attached to the Bareilly Brigade of the Indian Corps, in a daylight attack on a German machine-gun
position located in a trench at La Bassée. The machine-gun had been causing the Highlanders a lot of trouble
over recent days and the only way to silence it was to destroy it. Ten Germans were killed in the operation
and the gun was put out of action with only two British casualties, both non-fatal, Forrester being one of
them. This sortie was the first trench raid of the war. And it was a great success.
The night of the 9–10 November saw the second raid of the war, this time carried by the 1st and 2nd Battalions of the 39th Garhwal Rifles of the Indian Corps. Two fifty-man parties, one party from each battalion, entered a German trench that posed a real threat to the Garhwalis’ positions, some 50 yards across no man’s
land, with the aim of making the trench unusable to the enemy. However, the German trench proved to be
too well constructed, even at this early stage of the war, for easy demolition by mere infantrymen and the
Garhwalis left without completing their task; they simply ran out of time. They managed to wreck part of the
German position and succeeded in taking six prisoners. The Garhwalis’ casualties were only slight despite a
spirited rifle fire put up by the Germans. This was the first operation undertaken by the Garhwal Rifles, who
had only been in France for only a month. The raid carried out by the Black Watch notwithstanding, the
Garhwali raid of 9–10 November 1914 is
usually considered to be the first trench raid
of the war. There is no doubt that it set the
pattern of future raiding operations as it
was undertaken under cover of darkness,
was intended to surprise the enemy, damage his defences and inflict casualties, without taking and holding ground except on a
temporary basis necessary to carry out the
operation.
Two nights after the Garhwali raid, the Connaught Rangers became embroiled in operations to deny the Germans use of a trench
they had dug within 35 yards of the Connaughts’ positions that were adjacent to
those of the Garhwalis. This involved raid,
counter-raid and counter-counter-raid, all
carried out over two nights. On the night of
12–13 November, the Connaughts attacked
and took the new German trench, then lost
it in a German counter-attack in which the
Germans succeeded in entering the Connaughts’ own positions but which were retaken by the Connaughts in a bayonet
charge. To finish the business, the Connaughts mounted a raid on the German
trench the following night, striking at mid6
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night. Sixty men silently rushed the German position and killed the occupants. The raiders were supported by
two machine-guns and they returned to their own lines with only five casualties.
It was under these circumstances that Major Taylor embarked upon a second raid on the trench attacked by
the Garhwalis on the night of the 9th–10th. The object was to finish what they had started and emulate the
success of the Connaughts. It was to prove an unwise decision. Alerted by the previous raids and all the
fighting of the previous few days, the Germans were ready for them and the Garhwalis suffered as a consequence. It started to go wrong almost from the start.
The raid was a costly failure. Several officers were killed, including Major Taylor, and several more were
wounded, while the Garhwalis alone lost thirty-eight men. Worse, the objective of the raid was not achieved.
There were several reasons for this failure, not the least among them being German awareness of an impending raid, which highlighted the need for secrecy and surprise. Two raids carried out on the same positions within a few nights of each other, at a time when night-time operations were commonplace, were not
likely to succeed. The element of surprise was completely absent in the second raid. Fighting spirit, courage
and determination were not enough to carry the day, especially when the attackers shouted and hollered as
they assaulted the German positions as they were trained to do in battle. The men had been warned not to
do this, however. The failure also showed the importance of proper reconnaissance and good planning before a raid was undertaken. The dispositions of the new German trenches were not known to the raiders. Indeed, they were unaware that the Germans had dug new trenches since the first raid.
What is striking about these earlier raids is their resemblance to what might be termed conventional assaults.
They were fought with the same weapons and with the same tactics as any other night operation, irrespective of whether ground was to be taken or simply denied to the enemy. The Indian raiders were armed solely
with rifle and bayonet. At this stage of the war, grenades were largely unknown throughout all the elements
of the BEF, although the BEF had first encountered German grenades on the Aisne as early as September. No
trench mortars were involved in these raids as these, too, were unknown at this time. Indeed, the BEF had
none whatsoever in the autumn of 1914. However, while the BEF had no hand grenades, the Germans were
provided with them and, during the Jats’ raid on the 16 November,
a number of German bombs were captured and brought back to
the Jat lines.
Although raiding became more sophisticated as the war progressed, the two raids carried out by the Garhwal Rifles and the
others conducted by the battalions of the Indian Corps in the last
two months of 1914 contained most of the elements that came to
define raiding. Nevertheless, for the British, the notion of what constituted a raid was never made explicit by GHQ and, indeed, at
corps, divisional, brigade or battalion levels no one made any
attempt to define a raid. While raiding became part of the tactical
doctrine of the BEF during 1915, it was only ever defined according
to what a raid was expected to achieve, never in the manner in
which the enterprise should be carried out. Thus, there was a lack
of distinction between, at one end of the spectrum, fighting patrols
and raids, and at the other, raids and enterprises that resembled
small-scale battles, although the distinction between patrols and
small-scale battles was perfectly clear to everyone involved. Even
that distinction was to fade as the war progressed.
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Stories from the Ladner Cenotaph
Delta Observer
Peter Broznitsky has been looking into the stories of the men listed on the Ladner Cenotaph. He’s tracked
down about three quarters of the names, patching together their stories while searching through census data, military records, old newspapers and other bits and pieces found at the Delta Museum and Archives.
This story appeared in the Delta Observer just prior to Remembrance Day
One hundred and one years ago, a 29-year-old soldier from Ladner sat down to write a letter to his brother
back in Scotland.
John Cameron tried to describe some of his recent life in the trenches.
“You’re ordered (in a whisper as you are very near the enemy lines) to dig in, off comes your equipment and
you place your rifle where can grab it at a moment’s notice should Fritz get inquisitive. Then you dig as you
never dug before for your life depends on getting cover before they detect you. The perspiration breaks out
but you dig, your head feels like bursting but you dig, your breath is coming in short gasps but you keep on
digging, you dig while on your knees, and even laying on your stomach, you dig like a maniac until you’ve got
cover, then you rest and get your wind back.”
A year later, John had vanished in Belgium, his final resting place now unknown.
He disappeared on Wednesday, Oct. 31, 1917.
Two other men from Ladner died that same day. Captain Cecil Weare, and Private William McLennan died in
different circumstances with different infantry units of the Canadian Expeditionary Force, but each had
walked the streets of the village of Ladner in the early 20th century.
We know the least about McLennan. Born in Rosshire Scotland, he was 27 when he joined the 72nd Battalion Seaforth Highlanders in Vancouver in April 1916. He listed his occupation as a rancher.
It is nowadays hard to imagine ranches in Ladner, but there were several in the South Delta.
McLennan trained with the 72nd in Vancouver and then England, and landed in France in August 1916. He
thus likely saw action with the Canadians on the Somme, at Vimy Ridge, and at Hill 70.
He met his fate at the Battle of Passchendaele.
With “A” Company of the 72nd, he was in a third wave that went forward against German positions in the
little village on Oct. 30 1917.
Sometime the next day, during counter attacks, he was declared missing in action. Later his body was found,
and he now lies buried in White House Cemetery, Belgium. His estate and medals were sent to his mother
and father, Andrew and Kate McLennan of Farr Home Farm, Daviot Inverness.
Cameron of Ayshire, Scotland came to Ladner in 1906 and found work on a ranch owned by Thomas Ladner.
He became friends with other young men, in particular Ray Hutcherson.
By September 1915 he had enlisted across the Georgia Strait in Victoria with the 67th Pioneer Battalion. Like
McLennan, Cameron reached France in August 1916.
As a member of a Pioneer Battalion he would have been in a light engineering support role for the major Canadian battles of that period.
In a letter dated August 1917 to Mrs. Leila Hutcherson and printed in The Weekly Gazette, he told her that
8
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“Dry feet and something to read take a whole lot of the bitterness out of this life.” By October 1917, Cameron was with the 124th Pioneers, supporting the upcoming Canadian attack on Passchendaele.
On the night of Oct. 31/Nov. 1, he was with a working party filling in shell holes on a road that was vital to
the Canadian effort. The Germans were raining high explosive and gas shells down. Trucks loaded with ammunition caught fire and were blazing and exploding. In the dark something happened. Cameron vanished.
Thought to be wounded and missing, he was declared dead days later.
His name is now engraved on our cenotaph, a cenotaph in Doune Scotland, the Menin Gate Memorial in
Ypres, and on the family headstone in Doune Cemetery.
The 1910 Ladner Directory shows Weare employed as a clerk with the Lanning Fawcett & Wilson General
Store. Weare, born in Hertfordshire England, was a nephew of Mrs. Gertrude Lanning.
When war broke out in August 1914, he made his way across Canada, perhaps intending to join the English
forces in England. He enlisted at the age of 21 as a private with the 25th Nova Scotia Overseas Battalion in
Halifax in December 1914.
Landing in France in September 1915,
Weare rose quickly, becoming a Lieutenant during the Battle of Courcelette
on the Somme in September 1916, and
won a Military Cross for gallantry and
became a Captain during the Battle of
Vimy Ridge. It was at Vimy that he was
seriously shell shocked and deafened in
one ear. He was made a conducting
officer, meaning he led parties of reinforcements from base areas into the
combat areas.
In the early morning of Oct. 31 1917,
while sleeping in a hut close to the
front trenches, a bomb from a German
aeroplane struck the building, severely
wounding him and others. Quickly
evacuated to a clearing station, his
wounds proved too great and he died.
He lies buried in Lijssenthoek Cemetery,
Belgium, and is remembered on the
Ladner Cenotaph and on the memorial
in his home town of Hitchin, England.
So, three different young men, three
different tales. Perhaps they knew each
other or had a nodding acquaintance
on the few sidewalks in their small village of Ladner. They now lie as comrades in Belgium, having done their duty for their adoptive country. We re9
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For Evermore: Phoenix, BC
Alan McLeod
At the outbreak of the Great War in 1914, Phoenix, British Columbia, billed itself ‘the highest city in Canada’,
with a population of more than a thousand, at an elevation of more than 4,600 feet above sea level. In its
heyday – a brief heyday of less than three decades – Phoenix was a copper-mining boom town boasting
twenty hotels, a brewery, its own opera house. It even had a championship-winning hockey team that, but
for a missed deadline, might have challenged for the Stanley Cup. Today, the hotels, brewery, opera house
and hockey team are all gone. Apart from the mine pits that still scar the landscape all that is left of Phoenix
is a cemetery of leaning headstones and something else: a war memorial that is still ramrod straight.
The Phoenix of today is certifiably a ghost town; its war memorial is
the only readily obvious sign that there was ever a town in this place
now quietly returned to nature. Fifteen names are inscribed on the
Phoenix war memorial, fifteen “Phoenix men who paid the supreme
sacrifice in the Great War”. Dulce et decorum est, the monument asserts, pro patria mori. One wonders how many of the mothers of
these Phoenix men would have felt comforted by that blithe homily.
With a little effort there are stories to discern from the list of names
set out on the Phoenix war memorial, at least their bare bones.
Two of the fallen, James Campbell Kempston, 38, and Sidney Bernard Jennings, 24, enlisted the same day in the same place, 5 November 1914 at Victoria. Their service numbers are just two apart: 77724
and 77726. How did it come to pass that these two men of Phoenix,
Kempston a miner, Jennings a grocery clerk, traveled to the provincial
capital, more than 570 km from the Phoenix town site, in order to
enlist in the 30th Battalion? No answer leaps to offer itself.
Fate might not have kept these men of Phoenix within arm’s reach,
but as events transpired, it did. Like so many other infantry battalions
raised in the Great War, the 30th never reached the Western Front. It
was broken up, its men used to reinforce front-line battalions diminished by the ‘wastage’ of war. Kempston and Jennings found themselves together in a battalion that did
reach the front lines, the 15th Battalion (48th Highlanders of Canada).
It was while serving in the 15th that each man departed this mortal coil, each in a famous Canadian engagement. It was Jennings, the younger man, who died first, 24 April 1915, in the Battle of St. Julien. His body was
never recovered and identified: he is remembered on the Menin Gate at Ypres, his one of nearly seven thousand names of Canadian soldiers who died in Belgium and have no know grave.
Kempston lasted another fourteen months but he too was killed in action, in the Battle of Mont Sorrel, 3 June
1916. The loved ones Kempston left behind would have felt just as aggrieved as Jennings’ kin: Kempston has
no known grave either. His name is listed on the Menin Gate among the fallen of the 15 th Battalion.
Elmo Raymond Geddes was a blacksmith’s helper when he enlisted in the 225th Battalion at Phoenix in May
of 1916. Geddes distinguished himself: he was awarded a Military Medal for gallantry and survived the war,
but not by much. After being repatriated to Canada he died in June of 1920 and lies in a war grave at Lethbridge (Mountain View Cemetery). Before departing this life Private Geddes produced a son, Frederick Elmo
Geddes, who was killed in action while serving in the Royal Canadian Navy in March of 1945.
10
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Images of the men of Phoenix are hard to come by. Search the Canadian Virtual War Memorial and you will
find only one (left): that of David Morice Pittendrigh, who was 21 when he enlisted in the 48th Battalion at
Victoria in March of 1915. A bank clerk and native of Edinburgh, young Pittendrigh listed his mother as nextof-kin. Those who enlisted in the 48th in 1915 couldn’t have known it at the time but this was another battalion destined for reconfiguration by the military brass. The 48th was converted to a pioneer battalion and redesignated the 3rd Canadian Pioneers. David Pittendrigh’s mother had the small comfort of knowing her son’s
final resting place: the huge British Cemetery, Lijssenthoek, near
Poperinghe in Belgium. Pittendrigh died of wounds 2 May 1916
at No. 10 Casualty Clearing Station.
Seldom does one encounter a war memorial having fifteen
names that does not include at least one boy. Rules established
in the Canadian Expeditionary Force explicitly barred boys and
youths younger than 19 from fighting, bleeding and dying for
King and Country. It was a rule often honoured in the breach.
Frederick Samuel Wilkinson was a 17-year-old miner when he
enlisted at Vernon Camp in the 54th Battalion in November of
1915. By April of 1917 young Wilkinson, like his fellow Phoenix
townsman Pittendrigh, was serving in the 3rd Canadian Pioneers.
He died April 6, three days before the Easter Monday attack on
Vimy Ridge by which time he had attained age 18. His mortal
remains lie in a marked grave, one of 830 Canadians, at beautiful Ecoivres Military Cemetery.
The Phoenix monument makes a fascinating destination: a war
memorial that has outlived the community that built it in the
early years following the 1918 Armistice. How to find Phoenix?
Travel to another fascinating and historical town, Greenwood, in
the Boundary Country of the southern interior. Phoenix is accessed by a steep gravel road out of Greenwood. The road, about 9 km long, is signed but the folks in Greenwood are friendly should you need help in finding your way.

Colorized photographs are becoming more common, and can be found all through the Internet.
Pictured right we see German prisoners carrying
Canadian wounded during the advance east of
Arras in August 1918. Other pictures from Canadian Colour are on the pages following.
Colourization by Canadian Colour
www.canadiancolour.ca
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Bury Me with Soldiers
C.W. Stanford
I’ve played a lot of roles in life; I’ve met a lot of men,
I’ve done a lot of things I’d like to think I wouldn’t do again.
And though I’m young, I’m old enough to know someday I’ll die.
And to think about what lies beyond, beside whom I would lie.
Perhaps it doesn’t matter much; Still if I had my choice
I’d want a grave amongst Soldiers when at last death quells my voice.
I’m sick of the hypocrisy– of lectures of the wise. I’ll take the man
With all the flaws who goes, though scared , and dies.
The troops I knew were commonplace. They didn’t want the war.
They fought because their fathers and their fathers had before.
They cursed and killed and wept … God knows they’re easy to deride …
But bury me with men like these; They faced the guns and died.
It’s funny when you think of it, the way we got along.
We come from different worlds to live in one where no one belongs.
I didn’t even like them all; I’m sure they’d all agree.
Yet, I would give my life for them, I know some did for me.
So bury me with soldiers, please , though much maligned they be.
Yes, bury me with soldiers for I miss their company.
We’ll not soon see the ir likes again; We’ve had our fill of war.
But bury me with men like them till some else does more.

A Japanese-Canadian soldier shaving outside his dug-out, September 1918
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You’ve Never Been ?
Jack Patten (founder of the Pacific Coast Branch)
So you’ve never been to Burton Wood?
What a shame, you really should
There’s lines of oaks sequestered there
That mark where men once stood.
So you’ve never been to Passchendaele?
Never trod that tortured soil

There’s a line of markers scattered there
Of war, they mark its soil.
You’ve never been to Courcellette
What an awful thing to say
To have never seen Regina’s Trench
You must regret one day.
You must go to see these lands
To see the scars of war.
To see the place they made a stand
to know what peace is for

Private Thomas W Holmes, VC (cebter), 21 Jan 2918
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The Bivouac of the Dead
Mark McLain
Sitting high on the southern cliffs
of the Scottish island of Islay is a
131 meter/429-foot-tall monument dating back to 1920. The
memorial is in the shape of a granite lighthouse and was erected by
the American Red Cross in memory
of some 580 American soldiers
who were lost of the coast of Islay
in two episodes – one due to a
German torpedo and the other
from a North Atlantic gale.
World War One is a forgotten period of history for most Americans.
Mark Snell, editor or Unknown Soldiers; the American Expeditionary Forces in Memory and Remembrance,
observes: “The problem with the American memory of World War 1 is that there seems to be none.” And
Islay is a long way away from the Home of the Brave, meaning, if you visit the memorial, chances are good
you will have the place to yourself (Quick aside: I have yet to run into other American visitors at any World
War One sites!).
The monument is very imposing, sitting atop the sea cliffs. You can gaze across most of Islay, gazing across
Loch Indall to the west and north with the Port Charlotte peninsula visible on the northwest and the Paps of
Jura rising to the north above the northern Islay hills. To the east is the long peninsula of Kintyre extending
the Scottish mainland many miles and hiding the Isle of Arran and the Firth of Clyde from view. While to the
south is the green lands of Ulster, for the Mull of Oa is the closest the Inner Hebrides comes to the Emerald
Island.
Below you are the cold wind-swept waters of the Sound of Jura lying between the Kintyre and Jura and Islay.
Out on these waters early in the evening of February 5, 1918, U-77 – commanded by LtCmdr Wilhelm Meyer
- unleashed two torpedoes with the first missing but the second found the SS Tuscania – a liner built for the
Anchor Line for service between New York and Glasgow via Liverpool in 1915 – amidships. The Tuscania had
been travelling as part of a convoy from New York and Halifax and several destroyers were herding the convoy vessels along. The torpedo hit was quickly obviously mortal, and the lifeboats were launched although a
survivor estimated that of the thirty boats launched, only twelve successfully got away with men aboard.
With all the lifeboats gone, there was still over 1000 men on the Tuscania. Two destroyers were able to take
off most of the survivors before the ship finally sunk at around 10pm. Some 230 men perished – maybe 201
Americans and the rest being British crew members. Units of the AEF aboard the ship included the 20th Engineers (Forestry Battalion) Companies D, E, F – many of these men were from the Pacific Northwest; the 107th
Engineer Train, the 107th Military Police, the 107th Supply Train; replacement detachments for the 32nd Division; 51 casual (replacement) officers and the 100th, 158th and 263rd Aero Squadrons. Most of the dead
were either among the lifeboats – many being crushed on the cliffs of Islay in the heavy seas – or those unlucky enough to be floating in the waters.
The survivors were slowly gathered together over the next couple of months before being sent on to France
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from Southampton on March 23. The bodies recovered were buried in various cemeteries along the coast.
The granite lighthouse memorializes another ship mishap occurring off the west coast of Islay some six
months later in 1918 – October 6. The Otranto had – like the Tuscania – been outfitted as a passenger liner
when originally built in 1909 – Buster Keaton had sailed aboard her as a part of the 40th Division/159th Infantry Regiment only a month before. The ship was part of a thirteen-transport convoy - carrying nearly
19,000 American soldiers in all - leaving New York with about 700 replacement troops, mostly from Georgia,
and an English crew of some 380. The soldiers had been fighting both seasickness, a storm with gale force 11
winds – 64-72 mph/103-117 kph - and the Spanish flu on the passage across the Atlantic – there were over
100 cases of the flu aboard the Otranto. With fifty-foot high waves, the Otranto was rammed on the port
side by another troopship, the Kashmir. The Kashmir survived despite damage to its bow, but the Otranto
lost power and drifted towards the western cliffs of Islay.
The HMS Mounsey, a destroyer escort, braved the monster waves to come alongside the stricken liner three
times allowing 600 of the 1100 men to try their luck jumping from the Otranto onto the much smaller Mounsey - heights of twenty to fifty feet. The destroyer took on over 300 men successfully though 150 suffered
injuries from many broken bones – another 150 died in their attempts going to almost instant deaths by
missing. The destroyer – overloaded – had a very rough trip of her own to port, barely making it to Belfast
with the survivors. The remaining soldiers and sailors on the Mounsey were not so lucky. T. L. Campbell, a
Memphis lawyer and secretary of the YMCA barely made it onto the Mounsey during the third pull alongside.
He said of the aftermath, “Just when the destroyer was pulling away the last time, the men lined the rails or
stood on the afterdeck waving a farewell. A huge wave struck a crowd of about eighteen privates on the
afterdeck and a dozen of them were swept into the sea to sure death, as it is impossible to save persons from
waves running sixty to seventy feet high.” The commander of the Mounsey, Lt Francis Craven, was awarded
the US Army Distinguished Service Medal in 1919 for his service in saving so many lives and he was appointed to be a Companion of the
Distinguished Service Order
on the British side.
These cemeteries have big
open areas. The American
soldiers, mostly rural Georgians – over 350 - were initially buried here before being
exhumed and repatriated to
either family in the US or to
the American Military Cemetery at Brookwood at the end
of the war. Today, the winds
whip across the grassy bogs
and the seas churn below. At
the bottom of the inscription
listing to those whom the monument is in memory of is the last lines of the opening stanza of the poem
found at every American Veterans Cemetery from Theodore O’Hara’s The Bivouac of the Dead:
On Fame’s eternal camping-ground
Their silent tents are spread,
And Glory guards, with solemn round,
The bivouac of the dead.
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Countdown to Sanctuary Wood
James Smith, North Delta Reporter
Sidney Norris Rich was 22 years old when he was killed
near the Belgian town of Ypres on June 3, 1916. A century later, his short life and time spent in the military
during the First World War is the subject of a documentary called Countdown to Sanctuary Wood.
The film explores Rich’s short life as it counts down his
final days, from his enlistment in the Canadian Expeditionary Force (June 21, 1915), to his eventual death in a
place called Sanctuary Wood, only 349 days later.
Filmmaker Cliff Caprani was inspired to make the film
after reading a plaque dedicated to Rich on the wall of
All Saints Anglican Church in Ladner.
“If the plaque had just simply said that he had died in
Belgium, I don’t know that I would have been as interested,” Caprani said. “But the fact that he died in a place
called Sanctuary Wood, that just struck me as incredibly
ironic and sad.”
Caprani reached out to Kathy Cuthbert, Rich’s grandniece, about making a documentary looking at Rich’s life.
Cuthbert came on as a co-producer of the film and, with the family’s blessing, they set out to learn as much
as they could.
“It surprised me that my mom had so many things from Sidney, letters and photos,” Cuthbert said. “That
helped put that puzzle pieces together and just made it more personal, seeing his own handwriting.”
Born in Ladner’s Landing (part of what is now Ladner) on June 27, 1893, Rich volunteered to help fight in Europe and, because of his previous training as a surveyor, was assigned the job of range finder in a machine
gun section of the 3rd Canadian Pioneer Division of the 48th Battalion.
While the rest of his division built trenches and other fortifications to keep the soldiers on the front relatively
safe, Rich’s unit and others like it kept a watchful eye out for enemy troops.
Range finding was dangerous work that required Rich be positioned in front of the lines in order to act as the
eyes of his gunner and accurately direct his fire at enemy forces.

Rich was killed in what was likely his first time seeing action, along with 11 of his friends in the unit. His enlistment papers committed him to serve “for the term of one year.” Rich was killed in action with only 18 days
left to go.
In addition to the plaque at All Saints, Rich’s name is inscribed on the cenotaph in Ladner’s Memorial Park
and on the Menin Gate, a monument dedicated to British and Commonwealth soldiers who were killed at
Ypres in the First World War and whose graves are unknown.
Rich’s father Harry Nelson Rich was instrumental in the construction of the Ladner cenotaph, and in a story
that didn’t make the film, Cuthbert tells of how the town payed tribute when the monument was unveiled on
Sunday, May 21, 1921.
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“My mom was telling Cliff and I … she remembered when the cenotaph was opened. She said it was the May
Days parade and her grandfather was ill — so Sidney’s dad was ill — but they rerouted the parade through
the streets of Ladner to go by his house,” Cuthbert said. “He was on a chair on the front porch and waving,
and she was in the parade going, ‘That’s my grandpa, that’s my grandpa!’
“So [Cliff and I] kind of talked later about maybe this is where my mom’s memory wasn’t so good because
that wouldn’t have been May Day, that would have been Remembrance Day. Then I saw an old article from
the Ladner Optimist [saying] ‘opening of the cenotaph, Ladner May Day parade goes through street by H.N.
Rich’s house.’ So she was right.”
In the film, Cuthbert and her sister Barb Wadey joined the filmmaker as he retraced Rich’s journey across the
sea to England and onward to Belgium.
Their trip coincided roughly with the 100th anniversary of Rich’s death, and while there the sisters were able
to place a wreath at the Menin Gate in his honour.

The Ghost RE8
On 17 December 1917, Lt Sandy and his observer, 559 Sergeant (Sgt) Henry Francis Hughes, of South Yarra,
were flying over the battlefield ranging an 8 inch howitzer for the 151 British Siege Battery when their RE8
aircraft was attacked by six DVa Albatros Scouts between Deulemont and Armentieres. In the ensuing air
battle the pilot of one German aircraft, Lieutenant Rudolph Clauss, was wounded and forced to land in the
lines of the 21st Australian Infantry Battalion where he was captured by the Australians, while in the battle
above, Lt Sandy was joined by another 3 Squadron RE8 flown by Captain (Capt) E J Jones and Lt K C Hodgson.
The two RE8s fought the Germans for about ten minutes until a third RE8 flown by Lt's H N Wrigley and J R
Blair appeared and the five remaining German aircraft retired.

Capt Jones flew close to Lt Sandy's aircraft, still cruising normally on its "beat", and concluded they were continuing their work spotting for the howitzer battery. Radio contact with Lt Sandy's aircraft ceased and the aircraft disappeared from its allotted area. The squadron tried to trace the aircraft and its crew without success
until they were notified by No 12 Stationary Hospital at St Pol, a straight line distance of 75 kilometres south
west from the scene of the aerial combat with the German aircraft, that an RE8 had crashed 8 kilometres
north east of St Pol, near the Bruay to St Pol road. Lt Sandy and Sgt Hughes had been killed by a single armour piercing bullet that had first passed through Sgt Hughes and then Lt Sandy, killing them both.
The aircraft was at full throttle and continued
to fly until it ran out of fuel and crashed. Both
men are buried in the St Pol Communal Cemetery Extension, Lt Sandy in grave H8 and Sgt
Hughes in H10. While still missing, Lt Sandy
had been recommended for an immediate
award of the Military Cross and Sgt Hughes
the Distinguished Conduct Medal; the recommendations were not approved.
The Albatros that was forced down behind the
Australian lines, serial number D.5390/17, was
salvaged and later claimed by Australia and is
now in the collection of the Australian War
Memorial.
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