WHEN CANADIANS
_WERE BAPT
- ATGORY YPRES

Mm

A Glorious April Afternoon
. Proved But Prelude to
' Night of Horror.

s

WORLD GONE MAD
{fGas Scattered the French and
\* Turco Troops, But Couldn't

e Stop Canadians.

' . The afternoon was drawing to its
(e}ose. the sun cast long shadows off
aceful little red and white farm
ouses,
' Green was coming again into a
world which the boys, after a winter
én Salisbury, thought would forever
ibe gray. A lovely war—Hey?
"* Red and green and blue. Oh, an
#fternoon in Flanders can be as
Wvely as they make them, with its
Shimmering horizons, its fenceless,
gently rolling fields of gauzy green.
“And a few scars, a few scars.

For the boys had been at war eight
weeks, and scars belonged to the
landscape. Eight weeks before they
had marched into Armentieres and
done their first little tricks under the
?ﬂ’ablc chaperonage of the Himper-
als.

Eight weeks’ old soldiers, and they
drowsed beatifically in this April
afternoon’s promise of fair days and
fine.

. To be sure, there were some indi-
cdlions that there was a war on. For
the past twenty-four hours, sundry
fperchandise had been snoring and
r3ttling and mumbling overhead on
its way, express prepaid, to the fair
eIty of Ypres just back a way.

. Scuttles of smoke, freight cars, coal
“b‘oxes, packing cases, it sounded like,
soaring swift and high overhead, to
land away in Ypres this fine day with
ja_Tar, clumsy crash.

Music and Perfume.

f} But hereabouts the larks were
singing and the air was full of that
erfume of the soil which, in Flan-
8 especially, both thrills and nau-
seates. It was the Scotties who first
i$ensed the trouble, Canada’s four
¥fighland battalions were the left
hrigade, on their left were the French
colonial troops, Turcos and Algerians.
From the German breastworks
jacross, at 4:30 p.m., a soggy g-een-
ish cloud floated on the soft breeze
ijtowards the French lines, it was a
lazy and filmy cloud that dragged its
Way listlessly across the moist fields.
But when it touched the Turco's
lines, the world went mad.

The German guns smashed out, the
ipleasant afternoon was ripped to
Pieces, thunder and lightning crash-
ed down from a blue sky and the
shimmering sunlit air was smeared
and fouled with smoke and the spout-
pxxg fumes of destruction.

The startled Canadians scrambled
lto their feet and glued their eyes
front, sheils screamed and struck at
that, but no Heinies emerged from
the mud wall opposite, to the left,
northward, the storm seemed greater,
jthey looked there—

The greenish mist was drifting
{sluggishly back over the lines, and a
horde of Germans with bayonets
glinting in the sun, were pouring into
the open.

French Line Breaks.

The Canadians watched breathless-
Jy for the tempest that would come
4nd wipe the gray swarm away as a
ag wipes dust, but no tempest came,
po thew. swivelled their eyes further
t and saw a fearful and a shocking
i a very dreadful sight.
heir I'rench comrades were break-
running.
ey writhed,as they ran. They fell
ose, and writhed and c¢ontorted
11, like figures in a nightmare.
stumbling, writhing figures in
i blue uniforms.
he Scotties knew, for a fringe
lazy mist had passed softly
m. And it choked them, it
their wind.
nd naturaliy just count
mir. It is one thing he has
. He has come to forget he
ing without it. But this mist
the air. It smelt like chloride
Stanik. Muffled, smothered,
. It made you sob, your eyes
, You ran, fell, buried your
n the earth. And all the while
d guns smashed and crashed
rupted all about, and there was
ertainty that at any minute a
e of fat, strong, brutal men in
would come thumping along
bayonets—can you imagine the
ations of those first twelve
isand Canadian infantry men,
t weeks in the war, as they peered
fough this sudden pandemonium,
1 saw their flank melt away like
ated wax? Or, as they sensed this
W and dreadful something that was
eing loosed upon them? Or as they
grasped the fact that here, now, so
soon, so suddenly, it was do or die, do
tand dle
An@ as they looked at the awful
'Qroblem, the shades of evening grew.

An Evening Conflict.

i
I A battle at dawn is not so bad, for
}morni 2 comes; a battle in the fear-
1fud blabk of night is not so bad, for
morning ‘comes at last. But a battle
at: evening is a dreadful thing, for
’nght is coming, and old Instinctive
rrors flow cold in the human heart. |
‘S“Yet the sun was still in the sky |
iwhen the Scotties were moving left- |
\ward to plant themselves as a flank |
Ia!ong that side that had gone like |
]

wax; it was not yet dusk before the
‘18t Brigade was on the march from
¥pres, near which they had been rest-
ing. The young division, without
warning, had manhood thrust upon it.

What had happened, nobody knew,
save that the Huns had shoved a
great sodden wedge of men in north
of .the Canadians, where the French
colonials had been,

" Therefore in darkness, the Cana-
dians flung a flank to face that wedge
and thickened up their line. That
«done, they decided to attack. And un-
der a misty moon, at midnight, at-
tack they aid.
<" That fierce jab by the 10th and
16th battalions will live long in story.
Two thousand men, who had never
fought in daylight even, lining up
in the night and advancing blingly
towards an unseen enemy whose fuil
fury they had witnessed only a few
hours before, and they found that
enemy thick as worms in a pail, and
they flung them out with bayonet and
point-blank rifle fi

k. Infernal Orchestra.

| We must remember that the in-
1 mal orchestra of the guns had
never ceased; that darkness and

ceeded night, and night fell down
on the day for three awful days. And
in this time of fury and dire disaster,
thes_e eight weeks, embattled soldiers
of Canada—clerks and merchants,
bond salesmen, and teamsters, and
everything but soldiers by trade—not
merely hung on and guarded the
channel ports but jabbed and struck
;_md lunged at this enemy so skilled
in war.

Why at 6:30 that next morning
after ‘the pleasant afternoon’s pass-
ing they made an attack and ad-
vanced a thousand yards; by 9:30
that morning the awful gap that
yawned five miles wide the night
before was closed.

Once again on that day, the 23rd
of April, the foul, greenish clouds of
gas came drifting over on to the
Scotties; by this time the Imperials
were trickling in to the aid of the
Canadians. All that day and night,
all the next day and the night, the
fury never ceased. Still another gas
cloud came and strangled the rem-
nant of the young division; still they
organized attacks—not in the serenity
of a village behind the line, where
attacks are usually planned—but in
the hurricane of battle itself.

All this is written in imperishable
ink of a dark crimson color on the
history of Canada.

And the humor of it—because there
is humor even in war—is that the
Germans, as they struggled furiously
and in a violent temper to throw off
the clutch of these raw\ recruits,
fuming that their well laid plan
should be shattered by the mad folly
of some colonial forces that would
not run, little knew that within a
year they would write in their army
regulations that wherever Canadian
troops were found only the best
German shock troops were to be
placed opposite them, they had rea-
son,

It took Canada some little time to
pay off the score of that foul green-
ish cloud—that cloud, flowing on the
shimmering afternoon air of an April
day=—

But they paid it off—

iron, in slaughter and defeat and
victory, they paid it off.

DR. W. J. BLACK OF OTTAWA
RETURNS FROM ENGLAND

Canadigh Press Despatch.
St. John, N. B, April 21. — The

steamship Empress of Britain ar-
rived here last night from South-
ampton and Cherbourg with 701
passengers.

Dr. W. J. Black of Ottawa, deputy
minister of immigration, was on
board, returning from business in
connection with his department in
England. He spcke optimistically
of the prospects for a good class of
settlers coming to Canada from the
Old Country.

At st o Al ettt

WAS THROUGH YPRES.
C. H. McNiven, who took part
the attack or St. Julien Wood at the
second battle of Ypres, . who has

In blood and bone, in steel andl

in | had

YT T T
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Tomorrow is the anniversary of
the battle of St., Julien, which has so
many memories for the people of the
Dominion.  The heroic stand made

WHERE CANADIANS HELD LINE AND SAVED CHANNEL PORTS.

by Canadian forces against heavy
odds, and against German gas, thea
used for the first time, at St. Julien,
is portrayed in the bottom 'pictux‘e‘

above.

The two upper scenes depict
the scars left by the battie. The three
officers included in the layout are the
brigadiers who were in charge of the

Canadian forces.
Gen. Mercer;
Arthur)
Turner.

Left, the late Brig.-
center, Gen, (now Sir
Currie; right, Brig.-Gen.

FROM FOOTBALL
10 BATTLE LINE
ID DEADLY GAS

London Man Who Saw Much
Service in Attack on St.
Julien Wood.

A NIGHT BATTLE

Desperate Tree-To-Tree Fight-
ing, With Canadians as
Aggressors.

C. H. McNiven, late of the 10th
Battalion (Calgary) and now living
on Albion street, saw something of

the attack on St. Julien Wood, and
gives these experiences of the battle
in which Canadian troops were first
subjected to “gas” by the Germans.
He says:

“The day before the attack on St.
Julien Wood, C Company, in which I
was at the time, was engaged in a
game of football. In the middle of
the game we saw a great greenish
yellow cloud rolling along on our left.
While we were wondering what it
was, a French officer came charging
along on horseback, shouting that
the Germans were killing the French
colonial troops with poison gas.

“The battalion was gathered to-
gether immediately and started at
once under the lead of the late Lieut.-
Col. Boyle, to the 2nd Infantry Bri-
gade headquarters. As night was
falling, the officers of the 10th Bat-
talion held a conference and decided
that in order to protect certain main
roads that ran into Ypres (informa-
tion having been obtained that the
Germans were digging in, in St. Jul-
ien Wood) an attack should be made.

Night Attack.

“That night the 10th and the 15th
Battalions, both of the 2nd Brigade,
attacked the wood, and in a desper-
ate tree-to-tree fight drove them back
to the far side, and all through the
night they kept on making, counter-
attacks, all of which we repulsed.
Another conference of officers was
held just as dawn was breaking.
They had an intuition that the enemy
would shell the wood during the com-
ing day, and accordingly moved us
back to the edge of the trees, a pro-
ceeding the wisdom of which was ap-
parent all next day, when °‘Heine’
threw thousands of shells of all sorts
and sizes into that wood.

“We escaped this shelling pretty
well, though we had some casualties
from flying splinters and the ric-
ochets off the trees. That was the
end of the show in a way. We stayed
in those little trenches—they were
only a foot or two in depth; we dug
them with our trenchi tools—for
the next three days, and if we had
the necessary ts we

As it | people
and

From Gas But

Canadians Choked andDied

Did Not Yield

the Gap and Held the

French Colonials Retired, Suffocated, But Canadians Blocked

Line Till Reliecf Came.

This is the story of a Canadian
boy who joined up when he was 17,
who served all through the war, be-
ing in turn, infantryman, bomber, sig-
naler, bayonet-fighting instructor,
and Colt machine gunner. He tried
everything, and had the extraordi-
nary experience of meeting his clos-
est friend, who had been looking for
him for many months, when he was
brought before him in one of the dug-
outs, as a supposed German spy.
Mutual recognition was more than
usually ‘éordial in circumstances
so fraught with tragedy. He gives
these reminiscences of the second
battle of Ypres, wishing to retain his
identity secret, though vouching for
the accuracy of all his statements,
and willing to substantiate them if
necessary. He was with the 5th
Royal Highlanders of Montreal at the
time of this battle,

“It's just the haziest memory I've
got of the second battle of Ypres, at
least it's just a great jumble of facts.
I may be a little out in my chronol-
ogy, and the facts may be a little
out of their proper order, but they
were impressed deeply enough to
leave a vivid picture of the whole
three days.

In Shallow Trenches.

“To begin with, we were in shallow
trenches, we had dug with our en-
trenching tools. In the best places
they were two feet deep, usually they
were less, but there was a parapet
on the far side, and that helped quite
a bit. When the first lot of chlorine
came over, we could see it on our
left, and some of the fellows at the
end of our line got a touch of it.

“The French colonial troops were
suffocated with it, and they retreat-
ed, leaving our left exposed, with the
result that we hadto realign ourselves
to join up with the new formation
of the whole line, which meant dig-

camp behind Ypres and the second
battle around that wonderful old city
had become history.

Splendid Morale.

“There was just one thing that
struck me particularly in that battle,”
said Mr. McNiven, “when we were
going up to the line we passed the
French Algerian troops coming out
of the gas. They were reeling and
falling all over the road, dropping
into the ditches at the roadside and
choking to death, yet it had no effect
on our morale. It was our baptism to

ging a new trench on an
forcing us out into a salient.

“In this trench we had a mighty
bad time. A big German aeroplane
came floating over us. It took its
own time, as there was no firing at
it from our side, and I suppose it got
the range for the gunners. Anyway
they opened up on that trench, and
Just popped them up and down i:
from one end to the other.

“I think that was the worst part
of the whole thing, having to lie
there with the ‘Heinies’ plugging
away at us and hearing no answer
from our side, at least it was so little
as to be negligible. After things had
been going on like that for some time
we got the order to retire, ‘every
man for himself’ I started out n
the direction that I thought led to
our lines, for by this time the imper-
ial reserves had settled themselves

angle,

in their new lines in our rear.
Refuge in Turnip Field.

“The first field I came to was filled
with turnips, big, tall fellows, in thei:
second year or so. 1 crawled along
on my tummy through them, and as
they were quite soft and slushy, it
was more a slide than a crawl. 1
crawled along in the slush, and the
German bullets were cutting the
green tops off just above my head.
All this time I thought I was the only
survivor of the battalion, as we had
suffered pretty heavily, but when 1
had got back to the rest camps, ¥
found that there were several more
chaps who had got back in the same
way I had.

“On the way back, after I

had
Turn to Page 9, Column 7.

action, and perhaps we were not yet
able to realize to the full the per-
sonal effect of the war.

“With the exception of the P.P.C.L.I.
none of the Canadian troops had up
to this time been in action, at least
not in any action on a large scale,
and such casualties as had occurred
had been more or less accidental.
After the second battle of Ypres the

at home began to feel the re-
of war in a

it was then

and

ST, GEORGE'S DAY
T0 BE FITINGLY
HeLD BY SOCITY

London Members Will Hold
Banquet in the Tecumseh

House Monday.

JOIN GREAT PARADE

Will Attend Special Services at
St. Paul's Cathedral on
Sunday.

Monday, April 23rd, is not only the
anniversary of the second battle of
Ypres, and of the action on the ‘Mole’
at Zeebrugge, it is also St. George's
Day, the supreme day to English-
men in all parts of the world, and
the London St. George's Society will
fittingly celebrate this day with a
banquet in the Tecumseh House, at
which Col. H. P. Plumtree of Toronto
will be the speaker of the evening.
Every Englishman is asked to wear
a red rose on Monday, the emblem
which all through the history of the
“Tight little Isle” has been associat-
ed with the “Leopards” of England.
finished with the turnips, I met the
Indian troops going up, Ghurkas and
Sikhs, and there is one thing that I
would like to say here of this battle
of Ypres, and that is a word In
favor of the Algerian Machine Gun-
ners. After the colonial troops had
been forced to fall back in the face
of the gas, many of these gunners
came into our trench and stayed with
us as long as we were, in the trench,
and did jolly good work, too.

“Some of our men who got-a touch
of the chlorine died from its effects |
right there. Just choked and gagged |
and coughed till the strain and the
gas killed them. But I never saw any
of the wounded killed by the Ger-4
mans. I remembher there was one
man in the turnip field, he had been
hit in the head, and I thought he was
dead. I had to crawl around him on
my way back. Later on, some months
after, in a hospital in England, 1
found that he was a prisoner in Ger-
many. He was released after the
armistice.

Forgotten Memories,

*“Lots of forgotien memories come
up in thinking of that time. It was
before we had any regular bombs, and
the Mills bomb was wunthought of.
What we did have was that old hor.
ror known as the “Tickler Jam Tin
Bomb,” a home-made article. It de-
rived Its name from the jam tin that
was so common in France. They
were pound tins, and they were po-
tential destroyers of the whole Ger-
man army, if only they could have
been controlled.

“It took two men to throw them,
One fellow held the bomb and the

other held the match to light the
It was quite a gamble whether you

TEEBRUCEE PICTURES
FROM MR, GLBERT

They Were Taken by German
Ufficers Just After Vindictive
Had Finished Her Job.

The Advertiser is indebted to H. H.
Gilbert of £t. James Park for per-
mission to use the photographs
featured, showing the ships lying

beside the “Mole” at at Zeebrugge,
where they had been sunk by the
British in a successful endeavor to
biock the channel and prevent the
U-boats coming into the channel.

Mr. Gilbert was with the 213th
Squadron of the Alr Force, stattoned
at Dunkirk. After the armistice he
moved into Bruges. where these
photos were being oifered by a local
photographer for half a franc aplece
to the allied troops.

They were taken, Mr. Gilbert ex-
plains, by the German officers just
after H. M. S. Vindictive had ac-
complished her great effort., and are
official German pictures, never before
published in Canada. They ars proof,
if any were needed, of the truth of
an axiom, “That the royal navy usu-
ally makes a good job of anything to
which it puts its hand.”

INSIDE WOODWORKERS
ASK 20 PER CENT RAISE

Canadian Press Despatch.

Ottawa, April 21.—~Owners of
sash, door and planing mills in Ot-
tawa have been notified by the
business agent of the Inside Wood-
Workers' local of the Distriet Council
of Carpenters that bench hands and
machine men will demand a 20 per
cent increase in wages commencing
May 1.

The scale of wages varies from
35¢ to 60c an hour. No action has
been taken as yet by the mill owners.

were filled with nails and any old
thing, and you could never be sure
which direction they would burst in.
Finally after some of us had escaped
death from one of them by the great-
est of good luck, our officer decided
they were too dangerous, and we
buried them.

“It was wonderful, too, the way
the troops were brought up for this
battle. There were several fine roads
leading into Ypres. The troops came
along one road, the ambulances along
another, and the transports on a
third. Everything wag orderly in
that preparation, and in the bringing
of the troops into the lines arouund
Ypres prior to the battle.”

HEADS ST. GEORGE'S.
F. J. Chappell, president of St
George’s Soclety, will have a promi-
nent part in Sunday’s celebration, and
will -at Monday evening's

preside

RUINS OF YPRES
FORM MEMORIAL
10 SILENT DEAD

Shell Holes and Splintered
Trees Remain and Tramp

of Ghostly Feet.
LIFE SPRINGS ANEW

Citizens With Grim Determina-
tion Are Rebuilding Above
the Desolationf

And th\e!r glory shall net
blotted out: their bodies are
buried in peace, but their name
liveth for evermore.

be

The ruins of Ypres, Langemarck

and St. Julien have formed a grim
memorfal to the fortitude of those
who died in their defense, but dogged
determrination of their citizens to re-
build, and the daily results of their
labors is a living witness of the .in-
vincibility of man, that triumphs
even over death. Shell holes and
splintered trees remain, and if you
looked out over Gravenstafel Ridge
on a Sunday afternoon when rain
was falling, it would not be hard to
recall the impression of a “quiet spell
on the Ypres front.”
Last month a pligrimage was made
by eight hundred and fifty men and
women to the graves near Ypres.
With them in spirit went every
bereaved wife and mother in the em-
bpire. The tears they shed over the
hallowed ground were the tears of a
nation, the tribute they paid not per-
sonal but universal. As that awed
throng gathered around the Stone of
Remembrance in the cemetery at St.
Jullen, the poignant notes of the song
of a bird drifted down like a heavenly
recessional and moved the sternest.
Yet even as they listened the song
became a paean of gladness, sorrow
vanquished, death overcome, "O
death where is thy sting, where
grave thy victory.”

Sound of a Passing Throng.
And down the road from Poel-
capeile the sound of a passing throng
seemed to fill the air with steady
tramp of feet and the lilt of a march-
ing song.

“The bells of hell go ting-ling-a-ling
For you but not for me—
My toiling horses bring-a-ling-a-ling,
New hearths and homes you see.
O death where is thy sting-a-ling-a-
ling
O grave, thy victory?
No, sting-a-ling-a-ling, but sing-a-
ling-a-ling
And ring-a-ling-a-ling for me.
And even asg they fade away again
comes a living echo from the tinkling
horte bells of the toiling teaimnsters
of Wipers, ag they drive their cum-
brous drays aleng the still battered
road. They contrast strongly with
the occasional motor lorry which
even yet may be found plying their
carth shaking ways, transporting ma-
terial of construction in lieu of the
medium of destruction.
Sign Posts Point the Way.
These evidences of a challenge to
the powers of darkness are every-
where, and the sleep of our beloved
dead will not be less light because
the living are determined to raise
their city and their villages from
shattered henps to ordered usefulness.
Between Wulverghem and
Eglise there stands a permanent re-
minder of the war, in an officlal war
graves commission signpost which
directs the pilgrim to half a dozen
small cemeteries. In the words of
one who has but recently been there,
“I went northwards to Ostend from
Ypres, and the sun was setting. It
caught the red-tiled roofs of innum-
erable new dwellings scattered hera
and there about Langemarck and the
outskirts of the Forest of Houthulst,
and as dusk fell over twinkling
lights one’'s last view of this once
Scarred and shattered country was
almost of unbroken peace. The red
roofs fading into the growing dark-
ness might have been a collection of
holiday bungalows somewhere on the
English coast.”
. Do What You Want.
When the pilgrims reached Ypres
the chief of police removed every
ge_ndarmo from the streets, saying:
You know your people, you know
what you want to do with them. Do
it, messieurs. The time {s short
enough for you; we will not trouble
you vtfith restrictions of any kind.”
Such Is true courtesy. In the hands
of this people our Canadian dead
will ever recelve the honor and re-
Spect that is their due. The visit on
this occasion lasted but a day and
at the end before the actual departure
from Ypres, the pilgrims assembled
In the station square and helq a short
service. Its brief impressiveness and
the music of the Royal Artillery band
broved too much for the travelers
The sombre gravity of the meeting.
and lgs culmination was inadequately
des‘c'rxhed by the Beigian newspapers
ls'm;l‘rlste. mais magnifiqu.”
ey were leaving the s y
of ground that heldbwhat fﬁ:?geﬂgﬁ
to them than life, a glimpse of which
had but served to reawaken their
sense of f{rreparable loss Toda
La{:a?a grieves with them, .
ntouched by Sorrow, un
time, the ruined tower of ?}cak»? i d
Hall stands out s el
; 8 out above the slowly ris-
Ing city, an everlasting memorla] 1
the struggle, a per P Ta e
>5 % 4 perpetual reminder to
:)he unthinking generations as yet un.
orn, that their forefathers fought the

good fight on thei 1
triumphed. e Sehak e
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SMALLPOX AND TYPHUS
INFEST REFUGEE CAMPS

Associated Press
Constantinople, Apnyl)esm"‘:h'
health

situation amon 5

refugees here has becomge :godﬂzs‘;g?f
ate that all camps have been qu-:u*an-
tined agailnst Smallpox andg typhus
and closed to visitors. In the lsu;
five days 460 persons have died, in-
cluding 70 native physicians, |

CECIL DECLINES TO REVEAL
DISCUSSION WITH WILSON

Associated Press Des .

Washington, April 21.—-?2::?3 Rob-.
ert Cecil, British proponent of the
Le:;gue of Nations, declined to reveal
today the subjects he discussed with
Woodrow Wilson, when he visited the
former President at his home hers
yesterday. Lord Robert will call on
House today,

Neuve !




