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“Hquaseutum”

to HM. the King.
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Waterproof Coat Specialists for over 50 Years.

TRENGH GOAT.

GUARANTEED WATERPROOF.

The Most Reliable Military
Waterproof Produced. ::

Self-Praise is no Recommendation.

READ what an Officer says

about Aquascutum.,

*“ March 30th, 1917.

“My old Aguascutum I have had ount
here since the end of July, 1916, and it has
given every satisfaction.

‘It has given perfect protection against
rain, snow, sleet, icy cutting wind and
liquid mud right through this Winter
Campaign, which is acknowledged by all to
have been the worst of the three as regards
weather conditions.”

The orviginal of the above may be seen by

anyone interested.

There 1s only one

AQUASCUTUM.

Do not accept inferior imitations.

TRENCH COAT,

Height and Chest

Measurement only required.

VALISE.

Use the “Aquascutum” and dispense with
Wolseley and Blankets.

Waterproof Bed and
Valise in One.

VERMIN PROOF. WEIGHT ABOUT

11lbs. CONSTRUCTED TO HOLD

ALL KIT & TO STAND HARD WEAR
FOR AN INDEFINITE PERIOD.

Complete with Straps, Name and
Regiment painted on.

Lxtract from Officer’s Letter B.E.F.

“I am convinced no sane man seeing
your Valise and another make side by side
would fail to take the former. We've been
moving about a considerable amount during
the past few months, packing up at a
moment’s notice and pushing off and having
to ‘travel light,” and I've seen what a business
other men’s batmen have packing stuff into
Valises other than Aquascutums, and how
when its needed for use everything has to be
tipped out and a bed made, whereas I simply
say to my man ‘roll up,” and the whole busi-
ness is finished in a few minutes—and at the
other end of the journey it's simply a matter
of unrolling, ‘et voila’!”

The orviginal of the above may be seen by
anyone interested,

Sold in all principal towns by our recognised Agents.

“Haquaseutum” =

REGENT STREET,
LONDON, W. 1.

100,




N

Issued by

Permission of

Lt.-Col. Percy A. Guthrie

0.C. 236th Bn, C. E. F.

&
\&

[/
|
1\

& ‘
\
!

i
l,\ ’/(

270 Y

1

v
R i

/
<" m’

Manager

Capt. Percy F. Godenrath

SEAFORD-BrAMSHOTT, APRIL, 1918

Price 6D.

The Chieftain's Farewell.

OMRADES,—Now that all the
C drafts called for from our Unit have
been marched away and the remainderof
the Battalion has been handed over
to, and has become part of, the 2oth
Canadian Reserve Battalion (Royal
Highlanders of Canada) I am taking
this opportunity of addressing you in-
dividually for the last time. On the
occasion of the drafts to the 72nd, the
13th and the 42nd marching out of
Seaford, I had the privilege of saying
good-bye to the Battalion en masse.
At this time, as well as previously,
when orders came by which we were to
be dismembered, I took the liberty of
going briefly into the history of the
Unit, outlining its successes and re-
verses, and stating my plans for our
future.

In fear that there may have been
some absentees on these occasions, 1
am now writing to each of you so that
all may know what is in my mind and
what my hopes are in the way of hav-
ing all the boys who are left when the
war is over, back once again in the old
Battalion, where they may renew the
friendships made in these last few
months, and present once more to all
comers a united front.

The story of the incept'on of the
Battalion and the promises made to me
in connect’on with its being maintained
as a Unit, both in England and in
France, has often been related by me
to you and I therefore need not now

deal with this subject. The promises
which I considered sacred, having been
made to me by the highest civil and
military authorities in Canada, and
renewed by the highest Canadian civil
and military authorities on this side,
were handed on by me to you and I am
satisfied that it was because of these
undertakings that you were induced,
in nearly every case, to leave your
home and join the Battalion, which,
officered by men of previous experience
in France, were to lead the Unit in the
firing line. These promises and under-
takings have been ruthlessly broken,
but in view of the fact that I am a
soldier and intend to continue as such
while our Country is at war, I have
no right to make comment upon the
wisdom or lack of wisdom of my
superiors, and therefore I refrain from
giving reasons as to our dismembership.
It can be truly said that the promise
was kept in that we were placed in
the 5th Division and it may be argued
that because of the breaking up of
that Division and of our being in
it, we would have to stand or fall with
it. I believed and still believe, that
there were arguments in favour of our
being kept together, whether the 5th
Canadian Division were broken or
not, and I urged these arguments be-
fore the highest authorities I could get
to listen to me, but without success.
In order that you may lnow about

“this, I will briefly set out th: points

which I thought were strong enough

to convince most anyone as to our case.

They are as follows:—
(1) The Battalion was organized
upon the distinct promise made to me
while lying wounded in La Touquet
Hospital, by Sir Robert Borden,
Prime Minister of Canada, and by
Major General Sir Sam Hughes, then
Minister of Militia, that should
I recover, I would be permitted to
take back a Battalion from Canada
to the front. This promise may have
been made because I was in a weak
condition but it was renewed after-
wards in Canada by both of the
above gentlemen and because of its
renewal I gave up my prospects in
the civil and military life of the
Country to undertake the organiza-
tion upon which I had set my heart.

(2) The Officers with which I
surrounded myself, were all men who
had distinguished themselves in
France and Flanders, and most of
whom had been wounded so seriously
that they need not have again volun-
teered their services.

(3) The Tartan chosen was that
of a Clan which has not been 1epre-
sented in Battle in its own Tartan
since 1745, but whose members have
served everywhere in the Army and
Navy of the Empife with distinction
through all these years.

(4) Practically all of the money
required for the equipment and re-
cruiting of the Battalion was sub-
scribed by friends of the Unit.

(5) Every Province in Canada and
nearly every State in the Union were
represented in our ranks and in ad-
dition, we had old countrymen from
Scotland, England, Ireland and




Wales, the Channel Islands, and we

had as well men from the West

Indies, South Africa, and from Aus-

tralia. We were in fact, an Inter-

national Unit.

(6) We were the first Battalion
to recruit in the United States after
the Republic prepared for War and
we carried the Union Jack up over
Bunker Hill for the first time after
I41 years, which occasion was the
cause of a demonstration that was
given publicity in the newspapers and
cinema shows throughout the whole
English-speaking world, and stamped
us as a Battalion in which were united
the two great Anglo-Saxon peoples.

(7) The City of Boston presented
us, through Mayor Curley, with the
flag of France ; the City of New York
presented us, through Mr. and Mrs.
Nixon, with the Union Jack; and
the United Scottish Societies of
America, through Colonel Walter
Scott, presented us with the Stars
and Stripes, all of which we carried,
and hoped to carry to victory in
Ifrance.

(8) The Province of New Bruns-
wick, thoughentitled to three Infantry
Units and other branches of the Ser-
vice, has only one Unit to represent
her in France, which brings forward
the argument that,  our Officers
being practically all New Bruns-
wickers, we should be chosen to
give fair representation to the loyal
little Province which has been over-
looked.

(9) There are other reasons which
I considered substantial and which
I advanced, but which, because of
their political character, and hecause
of the political situation existing
to-day in Canada, I think should
be left unsaid.

All these reasons, however, failed,
and my arguments fell upon deaf ears.

So we are, and are to be, scattered
throughout practically every Unit in
the Canadian Army where our quali-
fications best fit us to do our parts,
and the British Air Service as well as
the British Navy has claimed its quota
aad even the Tunnelling Company will
have its representation from  The
Maclean Highlanders.”

Our business is being wound up,
our Officers are taking command of
other men ; our pipers thrill the hearts
in other Units ; our entertainers pro-
vide merriment for other gatherings,
and our kilts of our Clan Tartan are
laid away with the rest of our High-
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land uniform as a souvenir of the happy
days we spent together. Our Battalion
History will be written ; our last issue
of the ** Breath O’ The Heather ”’ pub-
lished ; our three Flags and the two
Banners, recently presented to us by
our Chief, shall be deposited in Duart
Castle until the end of the war.

But though we have ceased to exist
as ‘‘ Maclean Highlanders ” we are Mac-
lean Highlanders still, and answering
back “to our Clan Cry, there will
come voices from every Canadian
fighting unit in the far flung trench
line, from beneath the ground in the
darkened tunnel, from the waves of
the sea where the great ships do battle,
and from the clouds. in the heavens—
voices of Gillean, strong and true and
vibrant with the Clan spirit, deter-
mined, fighting, Gaelic voices, shouting
over and over again ‘‘ Beatha no Bas,”
and ““ Another for Hector,” as did our
fathers in that other fight for Scottish
liberty before they were scattered far
and wide because of their devotion.

One thing remains for us to do and
that is to hearken yet once again to
the call of our Chief and that call will
go out to every Clansman in arms on
this side of the water when the war is
done. It will be a summons to meet
him in the Isle of Mull at the Castle
of Duart to receive back our Banners,
to once more become united, to renew
our traditions and go back to the new
land to meet the old friends and to be
greeted throughout Canada and the
States once more as ‘“ The Maclean
Kilties of America.” Plans will be
laid with the above end in view and
if you will but write a letter the day
Peace is declared, to me, addressed to
Duart Castle, it will either get me, or
should I have gone the way of a soldier,
someone else who will advise as to the
arrangements for the great gathering
of Macleans. Those who may have
returned, by reason of wounds or other-
wise, to Canada and the United States,
are requested to write to Major-General
Hugh H. Maclean, M.P., St. John,
N.B., Canada, who will arrange for
gatherings in Fredericton and Boston
to meet the Battalion returning.

You have been good and true High-

landers and you have likewise been
true and good friends and comrades.
No Commanding Officer in any war
that has ever been, has been surrounded
by such a devoted, loyal and fine body
of men, and the deference you have
shown me has been fully appreciated
and shall never be forgotten. You
were a comrade in the truest sense and
it breaks my heart to give you up, but
such is the way of the war. I want
to meet you again and this is the one
way it can be done. It is my last re-
quest, and it is the only thing I can
look forward to as a ray of hope through
the clouds of sorrow in which- we are
engulfed.
I am, believe me,
Dear Comrade,
Faithfully yours,
PErcY A. GUTHRIE, Lieut.-Col.,
Officer Com., 236th Batt. O.M.F.C.
(Maclean Kilties of America,
Sir Sam’s Own.)
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WHAT THEY SAID ABOUT
THE CAKE.

Hustle up there goes General Assembly !

What the deuce do they want now ?

Its a wonder they would’nt let a fellow
go get his dinner in peace.-

Wonder what's in those boxes ?

The cake from Fredericton has come.

Wonder if we all get one or just the
men from Frederieton ?

1083 pieces. Good old Fredericton.

Must 'a kept the women busy to get
that much cake ready.

I'm going to save mine till after dinner,

Oh Boy ! That cake was Jake | Was'nt
it ?

They can’t make cake like that over
here.

Did you eat all yours at one sitting.

Y'u bet yuh !

First real cake I had since I landed,

You got to hand it to Fredericton.
She’s some town.

Hey Sergeant ! Don’t hit up such a
hot pace, :

I'm so full I can’t walk.

When I go back to Fredericton, I'm
goin’ to marry the girl that
‘made that cake.
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The Trip Across

LINDING sheets of cold rain,
Bg(m(l people lining the sidewalks,
cheers and handclapping, the Maclean
Highlanders leaving for overseas from
a city that had been good to them. Tt
was a day of mingled joy and sadness.
Everybody was glad that the long
months of recruiting and training were
over and that at last we were on our
way. Then there was the accompany-
ing shade of regret at leaving behind
the homeland and the loved ones. As
the long brown line splashed its way
through the Metropolis of Canada,
here and there a girl darted out and a
Maclean marched on with a keep-sake
or a parcel of comforts. At the en-
trance to the wharf-sheds a mother
stood trying bravely to smile, but
with tears gaining the victory as she
said * Good-bye.”

The embarkation ‘took but a few
minutes, then with a last blast of the
whistle, HM.T. pulled out into the
stream and the Kilties began their
three weeks voyage across the Atlantic
Ocean. An interesting three days en-
sued. Too little has been written
about the natural beauties of the en-
trance to the St. Lawrence river. The
Gaspe shore with its wonderful islands ;
the Laurentian mountainssilver-topped
by an early snowstorm the night before,
the Islands of the Gulf, all proved a
panorama of beauty, and the boys of
the 236th made the most of their oppor-
tunity.

Then a long week in the Basin at
Halifax. A week of cold greydays and
of confinement aboard ship, life boat
practice and boat drill and a general
making up of sleep lost through the
attractions of Montreal. The only
break in the monotony was a review
on the Common, by Major General
Benson, G.O.C., M.D. No. 6, and we
were glad of the opportunity to stretch
our legs and to review the historic old
city. It was a last view too, for it
will be a greatly altered Halifax to such
of us that will be permitted to return
apres la guerre—a city to-day shattered
and torn.

By Sergt. G. W, Ross

Overcast skies, a raw cold wind
astern did their best to add gloom to
the day of our real departure for over-
seas, but their efforts were futile. As
H.M.T. swung into her place in the
long line and steamed down the harbour,
the Macleans exchanged cheers with
the Sammies on the sister ships of the
convoy and with the British and
Canadian tars on the warships in the
roadstead.  The pipe band, under
Pipe Major ““ Sandy »’ Stewart cheerily
screeched a shrill farewell. The shore-
line faded away into the horizon. We
thought we had said our last farewell

Dr. A. W. THORNTON.

One of the most ardent friends of the Kilties and

of every member thereof. Before the Uni‘t. was
organized he was a personal friend of the O.C. and
of Major C. G. Geggie, with whom he had ¢ Hes-
perian "’ experiences, He vulunh-urml‘(o assist n
recruiting, and was with the Battalion during
its famous fifteen days’ campaign in New Bruns-
wick, beginning with S_p,pl(-_mlmr 25!:11, 1916,
speaking during that period in every County of
the Province. He is an able, forcible and eloquent
speaker, as well as a deep thinker, {_m(l “]()llﬂ!l his
life has been taken up particularly with professional
work, he is looked upon throughout Canada as one
of the keenest men in the political and economical
life of the country. His three brothers, their sons
ahd his own son are in khaki, and it is only his age
that prevents him from being in khaki also. He
spoke at our first meeting in Fredericton, 'N.Bl,,
and was aleo the last to address the Battalion in
Montreal before we left Canada. Good-bye, Dr,
Thornton !  We count you as *“ one of us.”

to Canada but just before nightfall a
trim little coast patrol boat of the des-
troyer type appeared out of the even-
ing mists, vomiting great clouds of
inky smoke. She passed along the
line of the convoy dipping her flag and
fell in beside H.M.T. and from her
bridge an officer enquired through a
megaphone if we had any messages for
St. John, then her crew lined up on the
foredeck and volleyed out three cheers
for the Kilties. We responded with a
will, and so we said Good-byeto Canada.

The following day the sea roughened
a bit, bringing distress to those of us
who were poor sailors. A wait of
several hours for two members of the
convoy gave the old Atlantic a chance
to toss the fleet around and our trans-
port wallowed in the trough of the sea
with the The distinguished
invalids row assumed proportions.
The change of time caught several ser-
geants unawares and they slept in their
staterooms late enough to miss break-
fast. The third day out was calm and
passed without incident except for the
firing of a few practice shots by the
gunner. Advantage was taken of the
weather to institute athletic contests,
boxing, wrestling etc., which was con-
tinued throughout the voyage when
weather permitted. Captain J. Douglas
Black, Lieutenant Charles E. Blair
and Captain “ Billy ”’ Godfrey were
responsible for some splendid sport
which was enjoyed by all aboard. Con-
certs were frequently given and on
Sundays both church services and
“sing-songs,”’ the last under the capable
leadership of Major C. R. Mersereau,
were also held. A Y.M.C.A. was duly
opened and thanks to our good friends
in Montreal, Quebec and Halifax, an
ample supply of stationery, magazines
and books were to be had. Colonel
Perrault, President of the Imperial
Tobacco Co. of Montreal, very gener-
ously sent to Colonel Percy A. Guthrie
15,000 cigarettes for the use of the boys
on the voyage. Needless to say the
“smokes ”’ were greatly appreciated.

The news of the world by wireless ;

others.
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the daily life aboard ship ; the results
of the various sporting events and the
humours incidental to a transport were
chronicled daily—if not faithfully—
by the regimental journal the *“ Breath
O’ The Heather "’ under the direction
of Captain Percy F. Godenrath and the
cap,able_handling of the mimeograph
by Sergeant George Craig. It is said
that this was the first time an overseas
regiment from Canada published a
“ daily " aboard ship.

The third day out, while fairly calm,
carried ‘indications that bad weather
was breeding and about nightfall a

fresh breeze, bringing with it fair sized -

beam seas, started us well on' our way
for a nasty night. Flying spume filled
the air and in the intense darkness the
decks were anything but a comfortable
place for a promenade. The beam
seas were with us all the next day and

at dinner a particularly heavy sea -

cleared the tables, leaving a ruin of
smashed crockery behind it Pay-
Sergeant ' Mooers while seeking relief
from the pangs of mal de mer, dozing
in a deck chair, was skidded a hundred

feet or so along the deck and brought
up with a crash against the rail. In
spite of Father Neptune’s eccentricities
it was a warm and rather pleasant day.

Then commenced active preparation
for entering the danger zone. - Life rafts
were slung into place and made ready ;
extra precautions in regard to the display
of lights at night and instructions as to
the proper manner of wearing life-belts
impressed upon the battalion that pos-
sible danger lurked ahead.

Early one morning our escort put
in their appearance. A score of busi-
ness-like destroyers darting here and
there through the fog. A sense of
security-permeated the ship’s company,
for here was represented the might of
Johnny Bull and Uncle Sam. Then a
dark night’s run at full speed and the
morrow found us in harbour. Shricks
of ferry whistles and tug-boats, waving
hands and handkerchiefs greeted us as
we slowly steamed to our berth at the
dock. In an hour or two we were
being whirled across England on two
fast special trains.- A record for dis-

‘record - time

approbation of the M.L.O. for Lieu-
tenant ““ Sandy’’ Macfdrlane emptied
the transport of troops and baggage in
22 minutes.

Our destination was a segregation
camp behipd the white chalk cliffs of
Southern England. Coming south the
boys gazed cagerly through the car-
windows at, the beautiful landscape of
the Midlands and it trandescended
their expectations. The rolling fields
still green in late November, the pic-
turesque cottages made us all anxious
for the time when our days of deten-
tion in quarantine would be over and
on pass we could view at close range
the " England of our dreams. The
time soon came, and a thousand strong,
we sallied out for a wonderful week of
“landing "’ leave. England, Scotland,
Wales and Ireland each had their
quota, and a feathered Balmoral and
Maclean tartan became a familiar
sight in the principal cities. But the
joyous days too soon drew to a close and
we trooped back to camp ready for the
training that was to fit us for our real
work as fighters across the Channel.,

embarkation of a troopship gained the

Trammg at Seaford B dhe Joiton St

Now that it is all over, we can look
back upon our training daysat Seaford
Camp and realize more fully just what
we aecomplished in that short period.
We were the last volunteer organiza-
tion to be raised in Canada and we
found it necessary to go down among
the States of the Union in order to
be up to full strength when we crossed
the seas. Out of over 2,000 men, who
passed through the Regimental Depot
at Fredericton, there were chosen 1,060
and these landed in England on Novem-
ber 19th, 1917. Our time in Canada
was spent in recruiting, in guarding
the Forts at Quebec, and in being in-
spected in Montreal. Our vicissitudes
were many for we were mucked about
from pillar- to post, spending more
time dressing tent pegs by the right,
and blackening the bottoms of
‘ Dixies !’ than at real work.

Not a sod was turned, not a trench

line dug, )
A wire laid, or a bomb exploded

But we dressed our lines in the rain
and mud,
Till our spirits became corroded.

Shortly after our arrival, we received
the assurance that we were to form
part of the 5th Canadian Divisii?n, and
we immediately realized that we must
get to work in order to be up to the
standard of efficiency which the Units
of that Division had acquired in its
fourteen months of . training. Then
began our strenuous period.

“ Reveille ” found us up and doing,
and “ Lights Out”’ still found us putting
away among the grey matter *“ Things
a soldier should know.” We spent
our Wednesday and Saturday after-
noons in training instead of sport or
pleasure, and we even robbed the
Padre of a fling at us on Sundays, by
taking long route marches, or by being
on theranges. We were to be ready by
the end of February and we were ready.

This would not have been possible
but for the fact that there had been

placed at our dispsosal, by Colonel
Gardner, M.C., G.O.C. Canadians, Sea-
ford, a Staff of Officers and N.C.0.’s
who could not be excelled in instruc-
tional work. These instructors were
under the capable supervision of Major
Haines, D.S.0., who, in a very short
time became “ one of us.” They found
our men so keen that there was an
added inducement for them to do their
best to hammer us in shape in the
allotted time.

While our men were in the hands of
these instructors, our Officers were
being trained in the latest methods at
Bexhill, Shorncliffe, and Seaford, so
that the whole Battalion was proceed-
ing towards perfection at the same
time.

‘We cannot close this chapter of our
military. experience without placing
upon record our sincerest and deepest
thanks to those who laboured with us
to make us fit, efficient, and ready to
meet the King’s enemles



The Last

By Pte. Sanpy

‘Twas a cold, dark and dour day in
Seaford Camp. The wind soughed round
the corners of the huts and whistled
across the parade ground, for Spring had
not yet smiled upon this part of old Eng-
land. Away up on the hillside the
‘““Maclean Highlanders ” were astir even
before the Reveilles from so many
different Units filled the valley with their
rippling notes. This was to be a big day
for “ The Macleans,” the greatest of all
their days since they joined together
as a Clan Battalion to uphold the tra-
ditions ot their race on the Fields of
France. They had looked forward to it
for a long time, and now it had dawned
they were stirred in their hearts and
souls with anticipation. Their Chief,
Colonel Sir Fitzroy Donald Maclean,
Bart., K.C.B., was to review them on
the great open field near Headquarters.

A little after the noon hour the Bat-
talion, led by the Pipe Band, swung
jauntily down through the Camp to
the reviewing ground. The skirl of
the Pipes and the flirt of the red tartan
caught the ears and the eyes of their
khaki clad comrades, who swarmed out
from highways and byways to give
them a lusty cheer as they passed.
They formed up in line in Review order
and a long line it was, reaching the
entire length of the field, and then they
waited for the coming of their Clan
Leader.

The approach of a car announced
the arrival of the Chief, a grand old
man of 83, who had fought in the
Crimea in 1854 and in many other of
Britain’s wars since that time, and
had become, during his period of ser-
vice, Colonel of one of the foremost
of the British Cavalry Regiments, clad
in his Clan tartan, garbed as a Chief
as well as a Colonel of the British
Forces.

The Battalion had been called to
attention and upon the command of
the O.C., gave him the General Salute,
while the Pipe Band played the
“ Maclean March.”

The Chief then made his inspection,
shaking hands with the § Officers,

Review
McCRACKEN

numerous Non-Commissioned Officers
and men as he passed, and admiring
the stalwart sons of Gillean who had
come from across the sea to uphold the
traditions of Clan Maclean. The Bat-
talion then marched past in column
of platoons, after which it again formed
into line and advanced in Review order
and once more honoured itself by giv-
ing the General Salute to its Chief.

A very pretty movement was then
carried out by which a hollow square
was formed in a manner not laid down
in the drill book, and the Chief came to
the centre with Lady Maclean, Lady
Llangattock, Colonel and Mrs. Bram-
hall, Nursing Sister Maclean, and Mrs.
(Major) Maclean (Chief's Daughter-in-
law), Mr. Douglas Maclean, Mr. G. B.
Daniels, Colonel Gardner, M.C., Mrs.
Gardner, Major Haines, D.S.0., Mrs.
Haines and others.

Because of the wind, which was
blowing rather briskly, the men were
allowed to break off and gather round
their Chief. It was indeed a proud
moment for the Chief when they
gathered round him without ceremony
to hearken to what he had to say, and
he addressed them as follows:—

“ Colonel Guthrie, Officers, Non-
Commissioned Officers and men of the
‘ Maclean Highlanders,” I am very sen-
sible of the honour you have conferred
upon me as Chief of the Clan by in-
viting me to inspect your Regiment,
which I have done with the greatest
pleasure and with the critical eye of
an old Commanding Officer. I con-
gratulate you on the magnificent
physique of your men, your soldierly
appearance and steadiness on parade.

The greatest credit is due to every
member of this splendid Regiment for
the way you came forward when the
Fiery Cross reached you in your far
distant homes beyond the Atlantic and
you knew that your services were re-

. quired ; the true spirit of the noblest

traditions of your forefathers arose
within you, and without hesitation
you left your farm, your business and
your occupation, to fight for freedom
and the rights of humanity ! Scotland
is proud of you !

I am glad of this opportunity to
give you, in the name of the Clan Mac-
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lean Association, a very hearty wel-
come (to those who speak Gaelic, I say
‘Caed mile failte’). We quite ap-
preciate the trouble your gallant
Colonel has taken in raising this Regi-
ment. The example he has set by his
bravery in action and his energy in
organization (in spite of his severe
wounds) is deserving of the greatest
credit ; T understand that 20 out of
33 of your Officers have also been
wounded and that they could have re-
tired but preferred to continue their
service and lead their men to victory,

I feel certain that under the able
leadership of your officers you will
nobly uphold the lofty traditions of
the Maclean Clan for the past cen-
turies.

Men ! now that you have finished
your training you may shortly be
ordered to take your turn in the front
line of this important war zone, Alas !
I am too “ sick in years ”’ to accompany
you. My eldest son is there now to
uphold the House of Duart.

The Clan Association has also author-
ized me to convey to you our grati-
tude for your patriolism. Our pride
in your manly bearing, wearing the
Tartan Kilt of the Clan, and our sin-
cere wishes for your welfare. Our
earnest prayers accompany you in your
strenuous engagements.

When you meet the foe *“ dinna for-
get.” The slogan or War Cries are
“ Fear eile air son Eachuinn,” ‘‘ Bas
no beatha.”

All can shout ““Scotland forever.”

I wish you all God speed and in
Gaelic I say ‘“ Beannachd leibh.”

The Macleans then gave three lusty
cheers, the Tiger and the Bear, after
which the O.C. on behalf of the Unit

replied as follows :—

‘“Sir Fitzroy Donald, Chief of the
Macleans.

This is the proudest moment of my
life and as well is it the proudest
moment in the life of every clansman
gathered here to-day to do you honour.
You are surrounded by men of the
blood of Gillean who come from prac-
tically every part of the British Empire
to fight for our flag and our King.
They are ‘ True Macleans’ and you are
surrounded to-day by true Macleans
just as was Prince Chairlie at Culloden
Moor when our fathers fought and bled
and died for a Cause and a Principle,
for Scotland’s freedom, just as these
Macleans will fight very shortly for
the liberty of the world and the cause
of the British Empite.

Because of their loyalty to Scotland
their love of liberty, and their devotion
to their Prince they stood side by side,

™




claymore in hand on the field of Cul
loden until all but eight were slain and
these eight, fearing naught the on-
rushing Saxon hordes, stepped bravely
forward in front of the body of their
fallen Chief giving their lives with the
battle cry of “ Another for Hector ”
on their lips. Our clansmen then
were scattered to the four winds of
the Heavens, into the furthermost
corners of the earth, and wherever the
British Flag was flung to the mast
head there we find them, planting their
seeds and growing like sturdy plants
forming the little nations that finally
made up the great British Empire.

Since these early days no Battalion
has fought in any land or clime for the
flag and the King of Britain, but
which has had its quota of Macleans
and they have distinguished themselves
so that their names resound through-
out the earth. In science, literature,
art and the commercial life of the
British countries they have forged to
the forefront and history’s pages give
them ample place.

In the wars of Britain they have
never, since the ’45, gone into action
in the tartan of their own clan and it
was for this reason that after the pre-
sent war had waged for some two years
it was thought advisable by the Mac-
leans to fight in their tartan and follow
their pipes and their banners to vic-
tory. On the 25th September, 1916,
the hill tops of the Province of New
Brunswick, were lighted as in the days
of old, the fiery torch was passed from
hand to hand, the skirl of the pipes was
heard from border to border, and the
sons of Macleans came trooping for-
ward from the forest fastness, from the
hill and the glen, the field and the
fenland, the village and the city street,
to answer the call of the blood, to don
the tartan of their fathers, and with
the drawn sword of liberty to
strike a blow for freedom. Soon
afterwards, the same pibroch sounded
throughout the hills and valleys of all
Canada, from the rock ribbed shores
of Cape Breton’s Isle to the golden
sands of the smiling Pacific, from the
Southern Border line to the far and
frozen north, and in answer to that call
there came many more of the blood,
to join the Duart standard. The fame
of the Battalion spread throughout the
Great Republic which is now our Ally,
a campaign was carried on in the largest
cities of the mighty Union, into many
States our Officers journeyed to sound
the call of Clanship until now we have
in this Unit representatives, not only
of every Province in Canada, but of
practically every State in the American
Commonwealth.

We were the first to recruit British
citizens in the United States ; we car-
ried our banners up over Bunker Hill
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THE LAST REVIEW—-SEAFORD.

, Sir Fitzroy D. M'a.

Back row—N. S. Nellice Maclean

Front row—Col. S. D. Gardner, M.C., The Chief

Lady Llangattock, Lady Maclean, Mrs. Bramhall.

Mrs. Gardner,

Mrs. Haines,
clean, Bart

., Lt.-Col. P. A. Guth

rie, Major Haines, D.S.0., Col. Bramhall, Mr. Wesley Maclean (New Zealand),

Lt. Martin, Mr. G. B. Daniels, Captain E. A. Sturdee.
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for the first time after 141 years, which
occasion - brought to a climax the
growing friendship between our two
countries and as the Union Jack and the
Stars and Stripes mingled together in
amity where they had met in combat
in the years before, an Officer repre-
senting the American Government
clasped my hand as a token of friend-
ship that will not be broken through
all the years to come.

We have in our Battalion, as well as
Macleans, representatives of no less
than 52 Scottish Clans or Septs and
they are all imbued with a like loyalty
and devotion to our Clan, our country
and our King, It had been our hope
that we would one day somewhere on
the Western Front go into action as a
Clan Battalion in your tartan, to the
music of the Pipes and behind your
banner. We had hoped that our
Battle Cry might sound across the
Trench Line in such volume that even
the Kaiser would hear and be terrified

thereat. We had hoped, with that
Battle Cry wupon our lips, to cross
the border of Hunland in the rush of
victory even though that victory might
be death.

It has been decreed however, by
powers whom we must obey, in orders
which we must observe, that our brave
Clansmen must be scattered through-
out the various Units that make up
the Canadian Army. True to their
tradition they will obey these orders
and you will find them still
Macleans, Macleans always, fighting
in these Units, and, as our fathers
in the past, though scattered through-
out the British possessions, gave colour
and life and brought success to these
Dominions, so will the men who sur-
round you to-day, scattered likewise
along the Canadian front, bring honour
and glory to their respective Battalions
and shed a lustre never to be dulled
upon British Arms.

Sir Fitzroy, we are proud of our
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blood and proud of you as our Chief.
Though our homes are far across the
seas, our hearts and souls are Scottish
and Maclean. Our future footsteps
may lead us into dangerous places, fol-
lowing as we will the path of duty, and
it may be that many of us will fall in
battle. Their death will, however,
bring greater honour to our Clan, and
those that remain and those that fol-
low, shall through all time maintain
the glory of our Clan and the greatness
of our Race.”

The battalion was then formed up

and marched back to Camp, and on
its way again “ marched past” the
Chief in column of fours. Thus ended
the greatest day in the history of the
Unit, a day that had long been looked
forward to and a day which will ever
remain bright and glowing in the minds

The night of March 7th was the cul-
mination of the etforts of the Maclean
Highlanders and their friends for the
past year, for on that date a draft of
nearly half the battalion departed from
their training camp in England bound
for the firing line in France. The draft
left under the leadership of Colonel
Guthrie thus fulfillng in a measure the
hopes of those who have had the wel-
fare of the battalion at heart.

After a late dinner, the men who were
fortunate enough to be selected for the
first draft donned their heavy equip-
ment assisted by their envious com-
rades, and hundreds of hands were
clasped in parting—for in the long
months the Macleans have been to-
gether, strong friendships have been
formed and many a man saw his par-
ticular pal leaving, with no clear idea
when they would meet again. At eleven
o’clock the bugles sounded the * fall
in 7 and the draft marched out on to
the parade ground followed by every
Maclean in the lines and a few who
escaped from the hospital for the occa-
sion.
cers’ quarters heralded the approach
of the Colonel who tock charge of the
calling of the roll and as each man’s

A light flashed up near the offi-

The March Out.

name was called he answered clearly
from the darkness, ‘“ Here Sir !’ in
tones that showed his pride in being
among the first of the Macleans to cross
the channel.

Some exuberant friend of the bat-
talion seized upon the occasion to dis-
charge a few bombs somewhere up on
the side of the hill and by so doing,
caused consternation in the hearts of
a neighbouring aeroplane guard.

As soon as the roll was called the
order “ Move to the right in column
of route ” announced the breaking up
of the Macleans and headed by the pipe
band the drafts for the 42nd, 13th and
72nd moved off followed by those who
were to be left behind. Not a man had
a pass to be out of the lines at that late
hour but the boys simply had to give
the draft a proper send-off at the depot
and all honour to the M.P.’s who, when
they learned the situation, were duly
indulgent.

Back home somebody said C.0.M.S.
“ Daddy ” Mooers, the first man to join
the battalion, would never get to France.
Well, Daddy was the first“ Other Rank”
to set his foot on the soil of France.

Back home somebody said B S.M.
“ Darky ” Bayers would never get to

and hearts of all those who were
present.
France. Darky was there too, and

along with them were nearly half a
thousand trained and fit Macleans
ready to justify the faith and labour
of those good folk at home who have
done so much for us.

The breaking up of the Macleans
brought heart aches to hundreds of us
who have had our part in the making
ot-what we shall always feel was the
pest old bunch ever collected. But
orders are orders, and we will take to
the units to which we go the sense of dis-
cipline and devotion to duty which has
been instilled into us in the old 236th.

We will show to those units and to our
friends that ourlove and esprit de corps
for the Macleans will not hinder us
from putting our shoulder to the wheel
with a good grace wherever we shall
find ourselves. And if we cannot do
our bit as Macleans we can still do it as
Canadians, which is the big thing.

The draft was under charge of Lieu-
tenant-Colonel P. A. Guthrie, assisted
by Lieutenant H. A. Seely, Lieutenant
C. E. Blair and Quartermaster Captain
J. D. Black as Conducting Officers, and
B.S.M. E. Bayers, C.O.M.S. FF. M. Mooers
and Transport Sergeant J. Fred Lawney,
Conducting N.C.O.’s.
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“D” COMPANY draft to the Seaforths.
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A Regimental Journal printed and published
on active service by the 236th Battalion—
Maclean Kilties of America, C, E. F.

BRAMSHOTT—APRIL, 1918,

W’v ith thisissue the < Breath O’ The
Heather " completes its first
year as the Kilties’ regimental journal.
During the past twelve months we have
published six numbers from Frederic-
ton, Valcartier, Boston, Quebec and
Montreal, and now that the battalion
has been broken up, this the Seaford-
Bramshott issue concludes the series,
at least for the time. As announced
by the Chieftain in his * Farewell,” it
is hoped after the war to resume
publication with a number that will
be sent out from Duart Castle, the
ancestral home of the Chief of the Clan.
Thanks to the splendid advertising
support from the business men of the
different communities in which the
Macleans have been stationed, as also
ty the loyal interest of the rank and
file, we have been able to finance the
venture successfully. Our hearty thanks
are also due to the scores of clever
contributors to the literary columns as
well as the assistance given the writer
on the business end which together
undoubtedly placed the “ Breath 0’
The Heather ” in the leading ranks of
the military publications of the Cana-
dian Overseas Forces.
PercyY F. GopeENrATH, Captain.
: Manager.
® ox %

There seems to be ainatural affinity
between the United States tars and
Sammies and the Macleans. On pass
they foregathered with the greatest
goodwill. Many Kilties met old friends
wearing the uniform of Uncle Sam and
arc looking forward to meeting many
others in France. Scores of Macleans
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who enlisted in Canada are finding old
friends among the other units in Camp.
In fact one is more sure of meeting an
acquaintance on the Strand or Picca-
dilly these days than he would be on
St. Catherine’s Street, Montreal or
Tremont Row in Boston.

We heard a great deal in Canada
about the drill sergeants who were

’»

going to “ hammer ”’ us into shape and
what hard task masters they would
prove to be. Now that we have made
their acquaintance we are agreeably dis-

appointed. Werespect their tremendous

Sir ARTHUR CURRIE,

Canadian Corps Commander.

efficiency and appreciate the fact that
they are doing us worlds of good—
these non-coms., each of whom wears
the gold stripe which tells its own story
of duty and sacrifice.
sk L] sk

Not the least interesting feature of
camp life in Seaford was the Y.M.C.A.
Almost every night a concert was pro-
vided which the Macleans attended in
large numbers, for the talent is
usually of a high order. Many
took advantage of the night schools
where classes in  foreign languages,
in commercial clementary
and advanced provided

studies,
cducation

ample opportunity for those of a
studious bent. When one goes to
London or other big centres the
organization is glad to take charge of
the Tommy and ensure him bed and
food at reasonable prices, together with
a chance of taking in the sights under
the care of well informed guides,
Throughout the United Kingdom will
be found the sign of the “ Y "’— rest
huts, information bureaus, buffets.
hostels and concert rooms for the use
of the soldier on leave. British,
American, Canadian and other domin-
ions all have their Y.M.C.A. organiza-
tions working for the common cause,

k% 3k

Back in the days when the claymare
was the national weapon, when Clan
stood for a fighting body of men, it
was not an unheard of thing for out-
landers of other clans, or even of other
races, to join with a particular clan for
the purpose of a campaign or raid.
Many a sturdy Norseman marched and
fought as a clansman. Irishmen,
Spaniards, French, in fact adventurers
of all races donned kilt and sporran. So
it is not without precedent that when
the tartan of Clan Maclean goes again
into battle after a century or so of in-
action, we find in the ranks men of
nearly every race in the world.
Ethnologically the Maclean Highlanders
to-day present an interesting spectacle.
Wearing the tartan you find Rus-
sians, Hollanders, Finns, Germans,
French, Englishmen, Irishmen, Welsh-
men, Australians, New Zealanders,
Africans, Canadians, Spaniards, citi-
zens of the U.S.A., men of every High-
land Clan, in fact nearly every race
and clime are represented and they are
true proto types of the outlanders who
centuries ago marched with the tribe
into action. The clansman of the olden
days was a skilled soldier of his time ;
in their attack of fortified castle, or
in their defence of their own posses-
sions. In march and battle they made
full use of the war science of their time.
Scotch bowmen and swordsmen were
famous for their skill in the use of their
weapons. So to-day the Macleans, true
to type, soon rounded into shape as
well-disciplined, well-trained soldiers.
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Chronological History of the Battalion

By the OrRDERLY RooM SERGEANT

(October 1g9th, 1917, to March 14th, 1918)

OCTOBER, 1917%.

18th.

First sight of land, North Coast of
Scotland.

MARCH.
Scovil  and

. Fing i 1st. Lieutenants Ryder,
i cI;::;g:’I g? lrce%:acggﬁ;d assembl]cl:d,’ bper- 19th. In the Mersey at 5.30 a.m. Docked MacKinnon tra);ls{erred to Royal
7 per ceat ] very small, about Liverpool, 11 o’clock. Disembarked Flying Corps. Warned to have two
21st. No Church Parades—Bn. C.B.’d. i in 22 minutes, a record. Entrained in additional drafts of 100 each ready to
ordet Ao facilitate issuing of over mn two special trains, arrived Seaford, 8.45 proceed overseas on 7th instant.
equipment. Completed i oversheas p.m. and marched to Segregation area. 4th. Inspection by Colonel Sir Fitzroy
@it TR, 28 l()) - 3“p-m-.' Wdeg 22nd. Medical Inspection commenced. Donald Maclean, Bart., K.C.B., Chief
principal th.<.)rol; gg o ber o fa’\l’ongt::l e 27th. Medical Inspection completegl. of Clan Maclean, and party.
23rd. Muster Parade under su‘ g hoor g i joth. Released from  quarantine and 5th. Call for men for new Railway Con-
3 Hhhatiary 3L D) hgﬁ;'vil;l%n M Battalion away on landing leave, six struction Corps, 65 responded.
Street Armout’y. gtiiey, g days to England, eight to Scotland. 6th. Final inspection of drafts by Colonel
24th. Battalion paraded Fletcher's Field for 7 e Gggflgrfa l‘ircea G.O.C. Canadian
{leal:riars::ltufor tf uﬁal i A T o g 7th. (32?35:1' (Evuthrie prese;lted with Loving
akbh, T Pt. Tes taken. é 3. oth. All back from leave and settled down by D » Company and Pipe Band
L Mns_pe Céon o Ijletchers Field by to real training. ang gtta.che case by Officers. Last
4 ajor General Wilson, G.O.C. M.D. 12th, Visited by Lieutenant-General Turner, address by the Colonel to the Battalion as
. : : Y.C., K.CB,,"K.CM.G., DS.0O; ie, th fficers
s, Furde, Tnspcion and. Presenation 15t Yo Ot and e cibe mkscom. S2gle ColonlGhuhne e
‘}){ I(-)Imﬁs to Battalion by Brig. Gen. mence course at Canadian Trench with drafts on conducting duty. Drafts
il aclean, G.O.C., M.D. No. 7. Warfare School at Bexhill. departed at 12 midnight, entrained
Mgr:?r[:aa}lng]l:;es of our last review in  25th. Christmas  Celebration,  Church il i
! n. Parades of all denominations. Special = et y to Bramshott
27th. Cas“t%ltleSfStf“Ck off strength and pre- menu for all meals. Each hut visited ;;H: %:;:::éido?r?}fe“&z?;;:é 2861‘;‘1‘1“:&:1(5‘
I]:))z:'tz:; l(i)fn(sleo;:tmbar kation commenced. by the Colonel and Staff. 3 depart from Seaford x.'40 by speciai
3oth. Reveille, ;)o'glzcczﬁn:(::nceg' uipment train, arriving Bramshott 5 p.m. Two
and baggage packed and ‘%aftalion JANUARY. Officers and 50 other ranks left Gin Sea-
: as re e - hri
:eac]l)y tl(:s move off at ¢ a.m. Marchqd 5th. Advance party left for Witley, and lf::g( ?rt)r;e%iagg;ty SOITROY e thn
a‘led O‘fnedlﬁultm}vg' d]:) e battalion warned to proceed on follow- 14th. Taken on strength 2oth Canadian
31st Sa.ilixll) conditi . ~3° ]‘%t ) i iog 1haiaday: A Reserve Battalion Royal Highlanders
o shig muﬁn‘:":s;.eﬂ i glettmg dCl{\;'n 7th. Move to Witley cancelled by Adjutant of Cidana and  formad into *° DI
’ 1gned places in life- General. it
boats and commenced boat drills. 8th. First casualties, nine other ranks struck CompEsy o rec ot
off for return to Canada. : E N T
NoVEMBER. 13th. I{l/i[rea. visitfe}‘i/I by Sir Edward Kemp,
! : inister of Militia. TO THE MAJOR.
2nd. Arrived Halifax 12 noon and proceeded 18th. Battalion inspected by General FAREWELL
,tf’BrE:‘ti;%‘? tfas};n t(lSlgt- Iéen;;ard. of Edgarton. “B” Company’s farewell demon-
e Heather "’ Staff, tak 20th. Route march to E i : - i
aslioee,’ sufferig from pneomenis. . Gall o sooune; r8 sl | strationsito Major D. A: Laurie was an
® i){led ten days later). 23rd. Inspection by Lieutenant.General event that will leave a vivid impres-
et S and Battaion o i th ind of every man that
disembarked for route march and in- 25th. Burns Night. General Hodgins, for- st y }
spection by Major General Benson, merly Adjutant General of Canada witnessed it. It wasnot merelya ‘“ He is
G.O.C. M.D. 6 guest at ]d' ner in Offi Mess. .
.0.C. M.D. 6. : inner in icers’ Mess. ’s o i
7th. Another route march in afternoon and 1,086 fruit cakes arrived from ladies of 2 800d fellow. Let’s give him three cheers
I\:i;i);s g}lﬁﬁ};}le concert Farranged by . Fredericton for the Battalion. and send him along "’ sort of an affair. It
ifax, givenin ight 6th. I i i 3
Captain F. Rison Promot;filsto I%Il;ejg:: ; TR e T was something deeper and stronger. : It
pas ’Cnap(izi‘:‘lmgn‘; Y i v i T was an expression of personal affection,
Adjutant. R 1st. Draft of 250 ordered to be transferred Wt menar . B aWgre Ry the Major,
i ~ 4 erre: » .
,_ gth. All ships of convoy assembled and to Canadian Machine Depot. They bore him on their shoulders about
) sailed at 2 p.m. in followi pot Y
Bl R il e 5th. Transfer of draft of 250 to Canadian  the lines and the cheering was of the
A p Ca roonland,  Mongolia, Machine Gun Depot postponed. i o ;
angufg'l DR, Missanabie, Lapland 7th. First death in England, fourth in the variety heard at political conventions, a
s el %at.lr&zll:l :s escort. Canada_dis- Battalion. Private Leeman died in 14th continuous . rumbile lasting minutes.
N {x;a d orizon, 4.35 p.m. Time Canadian General Hospital, East- A !
,“ Rtk Hove: o for rovion st NStAgHE bourne. Bagpipes added to the din and Macleans
. 8 i wo  hours, iti * adias : PRy
arrival two additional ships, Andanis i 3 ';f‘cf;ut:d.ca“"d‘a" Machine Gun Depot  from the other three companies joined
(now sunk) and Ortega. Mal-de-mer  11th. Pte. Leeman buried in North Camp ~ With “ B " in their good-bye.
Timesf or;rsar;l;c;?xr:i}l utﬁs‘m 202 miles. Cemﬁ};erzr{ with Ifull military honours. Major Laurie went back to Canada
O e P L 34 Musketry Instructors arrive for : .
11th, ggstH Ec})lat Edition * of ** Breath 0’ Instructional purposes. Musketry because a medical board decided that
aller. " Tie e i 274 training being pushed vigorously. the several pieces of shrapnel which
e B e ()'rward 30 minutes. 23rd. Definite word received that Battalion ; Lt
. Tgfx; ?()r(\?\r;r })O-lrd._ l:un 286  miles. is to be broken up.  Warned to have he still carries in his ])Ody as a memento
vard 25 minutes, : ! % ; a i o o R
15th. * Danger Zone A ?ntel;ef;. :g;?;l‘fv‘;g‘u‘;*k:“dy to proceed over- of his first visit to France unfit him for
17th. Escort arrived, nine T.B.D.’s. 27th. Last Route March as a Battalion. a second try at the Hun.
g
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Some salutes have a marvellous re-
semblance to the *“ Roberts *’ measuring
method.

e * &

Sergeant Milne is said to have sur-
rendered to the instructors during the
night of the attack on the “ Hinden-
burg Line” at Bexhill, owing to the
fact that a smoke bomb will not take
the place of a Player’s Cigarette.

U e

é‘&w“’
AN

That last Route March.

*k %k k

‘

(After the route march). Orderly
Officer. “Any complaints? ” Private
McNaught.—“Yes . Sir, the meat is
tough.” :

Orderly Officer.—“Is it too tough or
are you too tired to chew it? ”

* % £

Corporal McKerlick spent ten shil-
lings.

& % *

A new excuse—Somnambulism.

this morning, Sir.
All frozen up.”

A hatless salute by C.Q.M.S. Ruther-
ford and some Chelsea Portfolio Drill

added interest to a recent muster
parade.

% E %*

On the same afternoon C.Q.M.S.

Duthie ably ““ paged "’ some hut order-
lies.

Wk

On their way to Chelsea. Skeggs,—I

can stand their 180 a minute all right.”’

Dymond.— What, Scotches ?
8 5 *

Sayings of famous men,—* Costly

thy habit as thy purse can buy.”
Sergeant Carmichael.

b3 E sk

Two members of the Sergeants’ Mess

are said to have celebrated Boxing

Day on Christmas afternoon.
s k%

Staff Officer, walking in on a ““ little

game.” ‘“Well what’s this ’?

Sergeant X.— “ Cook house just
blew, Sir.”
Staff Officer.—“ Did you think that
was a signal to start gambling ? ”’
® ok
Private O’Malley, ““ I could’nt shave
There’s no water.

B.S. M.—* Spit in your shaving

brush.”

sk ] %k {
The victory must be won.
E3 %k *

Who is the O.C. of the ““ Sore eyed

Pup of non descrepit parentage ?

* ok ok

Heard from “ Nancy the Nut”

lately, Sergeant Major ?

One nice thing about this climate,
it usually clears up in time for P.T.
o
Order.y SCI‘geant%" Fall in with
great coats.”’
Private———: Will we put ’'em on ?
Orderly Sergeant—‘ No, put ’em in
your water bottle.”
* ok ok
Who stole Rowley’s Heckle ?
& Ed *
How to hold a job, AII. to BIL. by
“ Who wants to knmow ?

s £l 3

All “ Ginger ” Milne has to worry
about in connection with his girl is a
Cameron Highlander, a Sailot and an
Australian.

L

Who was the Sergeant that asked
for an eye test when the Doctor passed
him AII.

A Night Attack.

We will have to get ““ Lord Rhondda™
after Candy Destroyer Craig.
E I
'E doant knoaw, Sir !
R .
Private Shimski—" Stop, who goes
dat way?”’
0.0=—" A friend.; =
Private Shimski— All right friend,
come dis way.”

™

.
5



—

2 RZREE S5

2
=

D

RSt

7

S A T 02 7 e 137 371 T 7 ) T )  a  m a

oS e T SIS L S

oG

et SIS S S —+  BREATH O’ THE HEATHER ‘&— ’58‘5”0%%%‘385’”&%‘6998‘5
|

THE CHIEF

205,
ey

S

¥

o

oY

2
q!

S

Mac-Ill-Eathain Dhubhairt (Sir Fitzroy Donald Maclean, Bart., K.C.B., of Duart and Morvaren).

SRR AAESEZ —#  Maclean Kilties of America.  «— RERGE ARG AN IR

720y

\a)
&y

057

R oS



THE CHIEFTAIN

] Maclean Kilties of America. oo

—e BREATH O' THE HEATHER -er— ”585’5&%5235&638?

9

N

05

RS S R B v

S5




-

Will Private Ike Studholme tell us
who is the masked man of mystery ?

* %k %k

On the night of the last standby for
an air raid, C.S.M. Sheffield entered a
hut in A lines and gave the instructions
as to what was to be done in case the
Gothas put in an appearance. A voice
from the darkness enquired, “ What
time will they be here ’?

o N

Private Hulme and his friend will
sing that beautiful song “ Waiting Up
the Alley For Our Change.” For an
encore they will render,  She Never
Came Back. No shenever came back.
Though we waited an hour and more.”
The two Australians will render, ** We
Ain’t no Bloomin’

¥ £ B3

Can-i-i-i-dians.”

Sergeant R ts jilted his Hastings
sweetheart for a - Bexhill milliner.
Fickle Jack.

® k%

Private Jeremiah Hanley at a Friday
Dinner : * Was this fish caught or did
it give itself up?”

ES * *

C.QMS. . Daddy " :Mdbers . to
C.Q.M.S. Paul Kuhring, on top of a
London bus. “Aren’t those two
pretty little girls?’”
. Pretty little girl : *‘
I love you.”

Kiss me Sergeant,

* % %

Tony—Tony—Tony.

Lord God Almighty.
. Chorus of Orderly Room Clerks.

* % %
-« The story of King Alfred burning
the cakes at Alfriston, is said to be more
or less legendary but Corporal Dawson
of the Snappy Eight ”’ denies it. He
claims °

B ES s

Do Canadian Badges make a Cana-

dian out of an Imperial Army Instructor

Sergeant?

R e ST ;

Why did Private Archie Lampman
choose Victoria Station for a bed-room?

We will give the answer next issue—
Perhaps. :

‘Snappy Eight .”” had “em for
- supper the other night. :
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What did Sergeant Lawney do on
top of the Seven Sisters ?
* ¥ ES
(Overheard on
Private Newcomb :

clothing parade).
“ What in blazes
does he want a towel for ? The water’s
been shut off for a week ! ”

* * *

Private Rigby says all route marches
should be to Eastbourne. What is her
name ?

* %k %k

“Don’ tork to ’im, Corporal! Put 'im

in the Clink ! Leef! Rite ! Leef ! Rite!”

* 3k *®
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Jimmie Cameron Hunting Big Game
in France.

* % %

A regimcnfl‘al historian is wonder-
ing if he can trace the origin of the
sporran back to Adam’s fig leaf.
Why is a sporran anyway ?

IR e X P

Who was it that said the next

~“Breath O the Heather” would have to

be printed on asbestos paper ?

1 N7, ENE: SIWE )

In what innocent pastime did B.S.M.

‘Bayers interrupt C.S.M. Hiram Copp,

the night the draft went away'?

Will Sergeant McKee please tell us
who was the Drum Major of the agony
band that got the gate at the Station?

* %k %

The laddie that’s known as Lew had
an unfortunate encounter with Dan-
gerous John McGaw.

* ok ok

B.S.M. of the 42nd at Bramshott a
week after the reinforcements arrived.
“ Stand Fast, ! Maclean Highlanders.”
Who says we are bust?

R o

Private < Billy ” Smith (upon the re-
turn of the Concert Party from the
Hospital at Eastbourne) “ There was
both nerve and ‘patience’ in Major
Mersereau’s last trip.”

* £ LS

Mooted Questions.
When is the next “ Breath O’ the
Heather ” coming out ?
When are we going to get paid ?
When is my laundry coming back ¢
Who stole my fork ?
What in —— is the matter with the
mail ?
Will 1 go sick or do P.T. ?
When are we going to get any more
passes ?
How can I get a medical board ?
Is there sausage for dinner ?
Kok K
Heard in the Huts.
“ You're fightin’ for humanity, ain’t
yuh ?
“ Humanity H—— ! He came into
the Army for something to eat.”
“Suré' 1 did. ' I ain’t got it yet
neither.”
e ol ok
'Ambulance Tales.
Red Cap: “ What is this machine
running about town for?”
236th Sergeant: . Some of our’ men
have gone astray arld we.are rounding
them up.”
Red Caps: “ Have you got them"'
236th Sergeant “Yes, Slr' They're

“all in the machine.”

(It is said that B.S.M: Bayers, Sergt.

“Lawney, Sergt. Hagans and Sergt. Le-

barron enjoyed a pleasant sightseeing

. trip while in Eastbourne recently.)
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Lays and Lyrics

By Tue Bovs

' SUSSEX.

“ God gives all men all Earth to love,
But since man’s heart is small,

Ordains for each one spot shall prove
Beloved of all.

Each to his choice, and I rejoice,
The lot has fallen to me,

In a fair ground—in a fair ground,
Yea, Sussex by the Sea ! ”

— Kipling.

God gives all men all Earth to love,
But since man’s heart is small,
We are ordered here to what will prove
The toughest camp of all.

Each to his choice, but we’d rejoice,
In another place to be,

Away from mud—such sticky mud
In Sussex by the Sea !

— Jock.

THE GROUSE.

Of all the damfool implements a sol-
dier has to ‘ tote,”

The razor and the toothbrush are the
ones that get your goat,

The razor won’t cut butter and the
tooth brush is a joke,

It’s only fit for shining up the buttons
on your coat.

I tried to use the razor once,

And after several “ swipes,”

I threw the damned thing in the trench,

And put up two GOLD STRIPES.

I'll tackle “ Fritz "’ at any time,

And never bat a lid,

But face an Army razor ? No !

Not for a million * quid.”

I only wish a law was passed to make
the Q.M.G.

Just try his razors on himself, before
they’re passed to me.

For I am sure if this was done, we’'d
never have to shave,

And every day a new Q.M. would sece
an early grave.

~—The Groyser.

ISLE DE LANGUEUR.

Carelessly sweet is the Isle of my

Dreams,
Laughter of winds and wash of the
sea,
White foam-tipped waves and silver
moonbeams,

Joining in dancing, entrancingly free,
Mysteriously sweet is the Isle of my

Dreams,
Shadows of palms and soft Southein
Lore,
Lithe bodies a-swaying, music that
seems
Born of dark caverns in surf-beaten
shore.
Masterfully sweet is the Isle of my
Dreams,
Hopeless the wanderer fast in her
toils.
The Lotos once eaten, forgotten the
schemes,

Of vaulting Ambition and Earth’s
mad turmoils.
Wonderful, langourous
gleams,
Home of the colours, a fragment of

dreams. Bl b R

island that

* ok ok

THE O.C.

You have tried so hard to keep us, we
know you have done your best,

You have fought for good old Clan
Maclean from the far Canadian
West,

To the training Camp in England it
has ever been your aim,

To ““go over the top” and there not stop
until we gained our fame,

But fortune of War is not always kind
and so we now must part,

And what you have said at leaving will
sink deep in our heart.

We will be Maclean forever, though
scattered far and wide,

And we will keep the old Flag flying
whatever else betide.

Instead of being a Unit and staying
in one place,

Where the skirl of the Pipes and the
flash of the Kilt would tell them
of our race,

We will spread along the whole front
line and there ‘we will sing the
praise.

Of the O.C. who was a pal to us through
all our training days.

We are willing and glad to go when
called, each one will play the
game,

Wherever we fit we will do our bit to
respect our honour and name.

So cheer up Chieftian of the Clan, ““ Are
we downhearted? No !”

The silver lining will peep out when the
Kaiser we send below.

SR

OUR FRIEND (?) THE GENERAL.

Who was the friend of the boys in
Quebec.

Who saved the Kilties from being a
wreck,

Who was the ace of the training camp
deck ?
THE GENERAL.

Who was it taught us to lay out our
kits,

Polish our buttons and also our wits,

Who used to have ninety-nine kinds of
fits ?
THE GENERAL.

Who was it stopped selling beer in'the

Mess,

Who was it checked us all up on our
dress,

Who was it made the word “ CLINK ”
a success ?

THE GENERAL.

Who was it said ““ I liope always to be

With you until you sail over the sea,”

Who was it heard some giggle,  Tee
Hee’?
THE GENERAL.

Who is the ““ Pea Cracker’s” pride and
his boast,

Who taught us all save what we
needed most.

Who damned the bugler for blowing
Last Post ?
THE GENERAL.
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MOON SONG.
I sing my song to the misty stars,
When the white moon rides on high.
Though my song is a song of love and
tears.
I'sing it with never a sigh.

For youth is strong, though the road
is long,
And many have gone before.
Singing that song of love and tears,
And what we bear they bore.

How shall I be sad when the world is
glad,
And the wild night breezes sing ?
Laughing‘ they cry “Come out !
Come out !
Young feet must dance their fling.”

But the white moon’s wrapped in a
shroud of grey,

Where, ah where, is my laughter,

pray ?

* * E3
NUMBER NINES.

Twas when I first enlisted and my uni-
form looked fine,

That I first made the acquaintance of
the pill called *“ No. Nine,”

I had a touch of fever with a little dash
of chills,

The M.O. looked me over and he
handed me some pills.

He gave me no directions, all he did
was feel my pulse,

So I downed the whole darned busi-
ness and sat down to wait result.

I did’nt have to wait at all, they came
right off the bat,

My sprinting record down the lines was
one mile “nothing " flat.

And all that day I trotted, and all that
night I swore,

I cussed -that M.O. good and strong,
believe me I was sore.,

I made a solemn promise to keep off
the sick parade,

But I fell on P.T. one day and had to
have first aid.

They took me to the “ Doc.” again,
this time he shook his head,

He gave me half a dozen pills and said
to stay in bed.

I took the pills in all good faith, who
would’nt, by the signs ?

For how in Hell was I to know he gave
me “ Number Nines ?”’

—T.J.W,
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The rotter got me this time good, he
said to stay in bed,

Well all I've got to say is, if I had I'd
sure be dead.

For even one’s best friends won’t
stand for everything you know.

And just as I got into bed I has to up
and go.

I never saw that “ Doc.” again for
soon he got the ‘‘can,”

And when I saw our new M.O. I said
“Well, here’s a man.”

He seemed to have some common
sense, and so when I felt sick

I hiked it to the M.O.’s tent and did it
double quick.

He said he thought I needed rest. 1
thought ““ Doc. you're a prince.”

He said “ You'd better take these pills”
(I've changed opinions since),

For he was like the other one, yes, he
was even worse,

If he had stayed with us a month
we'd had to buy a hearse.

Twas “Number Nines,” for everything,
"twas all the blighter knew,

From toothache down to hammer toes
he made the one dose do.

So I got down on Doctors and I
was'nt sick again. i

But coming over on the boat I found a
louse and then.

I simply had to get some dope to keep
the bugs away,

And so I went on sick parade, but
Holy Moses, say !

I got the same damned bloomin’ pills,
what happened I don’t know,

But now I'm sentenced to be shot for
killin” the M.O.

—A.L.F,
%k % L]
BUSTED.
The long fight is over, the Kilties are

sad,

For the gamest O.C. that a bunch ever
had

Has been forced to submit to the great
“ Game of War.”

And now we are busted, disgusted and
sore.

Our hopes and our plans are all knocked
galley west,

15

We're simply a lot of misfits like the

rest,

The “ Two Thirty Sixth " now is only
a name,

But still we can’t quit and we’ve got to
die game.

We’d planned when we went “ o’er the
top "’ to go forth

With Sandy Stewart playin’ the *“ Cock
o’ the North,”

And old Darky Bayers a yellin” his best

“Now who’s that damfool - that’s
improperly dressed?”

You see our ambitions were noble and
swell,

We’d planned to give Fritz a real taste
of Scotch hell,

And show him some things that the
Hun never saw,

My God, but this bustin’ up business
is raw |

I'm sore on the Kaiser and all of his
crew,

I'm sore on the guy that has busted us,
too,

I hope they both have the same sort
of success,

I wish them a ‘ Soldier's Farewell,”
nothing less.

Well boys when the last bloomin’ shell
has been shot,

And Fritz has been scattered all over
the lot,

Let’s go get the Colonel and plenty of
gin,

And go on a ‘““ Hell roarin’ toot " in
BERLIN. —Scottie.

* ¥ %

DIED AT HALIFAX.

Two days after the battalion de-
parted for overseas Sergeant C. N. Len-
nard died in hospital at Halifax. He
had been taken off the transport at
that port very ill and died of pneu-
monia. He was a conscientious worker
during the recruiting campaign, both
in Canada and the United States, and
was universally respected by both
officers and men for his high Christian
character. Many a Maclean remem-
bers the helping hand extended by
Sergeant Lennard during sickness or
trouble. His home was in Yorkshire
where he leaves an invalid mother. A
brother, Rev. Lennard, was at one
time chaplain to His Majesty’s forces.
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The Macleans of America

We have pleasure in reproducing, with the permission of the author, Pte. Sandy MacCracken, the last few stanzas of the history of
the “Maclean Highlanders "’ in verse, which the author has dedicated to Major General Hugh Havelock Maclean, K.C., M.P., of St. John,
N.B., Canada. Complete, the verses cover the history of the 236th Battalion from its inception to its break-up.—Editor.

THE LAST SCENE.
I

The valleys are filled with the mists of the morn,

Where the Cuckmere flows slowly unkempt and forlorn

To the haven that lies tween the ““ Sisters of chalk,”("
Where the waves they receive on their breasts with a shock.

Ik

"Twas here that the seeds of a nation were sown

Ere the coming of Christ to the world was made known @
"Twas here that King Alfred had tended his sheep

Ere he planted the Cross in the Alfriston Keep.

"Twas here that de Montfort had claimed him a crown,®
And challenged a King ere he lances laid down.

LR

The Sun on his way from the war-fields of France

Peeps in on this vista of
Ancient Romance ;

While his servant the
“ Breeze of the Morn "
rushes by

And rolls up the “ Curtain
of Mist ’ from the sky.

And behold on the hill by
the edge of the plain

A lone man is seen in the
kilt of Maclean.

His tartan shows red on the
background of green

Like the blood of the foe on
the claymore’s  broad
sheen ;

The heckle of black—the true mark of “ the North,”

Like mica from granite shines brilliantly forth.

The glint of Cairngorum on skean-dhu and brooch

Doth the rays of the sunshine in brightness approach ;

While flashes and tassels by breezes are tossed,

Pray who is this Shepherd whose flock has been lost.

AT

"Tis the Chieftain that stands on the hillside alone,
Bereft of the Clansmen he once called his own ;

They are scattered and gone by Fate’s fell decree,

Yet down in the valley each face can he see.

Once more they are marching with true Scottish tread,
Their arms swinging forward, and each face and head
Erect with eyes upward, determined and fearless,
These sons of Clan Gillean, dauntless and pecrless ;
For never in history and never again

Shall there be a regiment like that of Maclean.

“ "Tis the Chieftain that stands on the hillside alone.”

V.
The last that we saw him with smiles he was bright, D’
Hair, dark as the raven, now snowy and white ;
The cheeks are now sunken, and bent is the form,
As though facing in anguish the wrath of the storm.
The sparkle is gone from the eye that was keen
And the pallor of death in the face can be seen,
So he stands as one smitten with Misery’s rod,
A pitiful sight in the face of his God.

VI.

Though the camp is as silent as death can be still,
He can hear their gay laughter from over the hill ;
Though the fires long since were permitted to die,
He can see the smoke curling up into the sky.
Though the bugles no more swell in silvery blast
They stir him again as a voice from the past.
And he smiles as the Pipers
with might and with main,
Fill the valleys with life—the
bold march of Maclean.

VIl
' World, where is your pity,
Death, where is your
sting ?
Fate, since you have con-
quered ‘crown Destiny
King ;
Has Justice turned harlot,
has Truth sped away,
Must Virtue her face hide in
shame from the day ?
Must Duty be scorned, must Devotion be flaunted,
And spirits be broken of hearts once undaunted ?
With a gesture he gathers them "round him again,
Saying, “ Hark to your Chieftain, ye sons of Maclean.

VIII.

I gathered you out of the lands of the West,
And freely you came at your old Chief’s behest ;

" His call you obeyed when Hugh Havelock his kin®

Sent forth his command that you must gather in. (j’?(
When the hill-tops were lighted, the summons you knew, L
And you followed the Cross in your fealty true.

Your homes and your hearthsides, your babes and your bairn,®

Your lads and your lassies, your wives and your pairn.

You left that your duty you might so well do,

That now as for Chairlie, Macleans would be true ;

You have practised so careful the arts of the war,

You have learned in a time that was not done before ;



You’ve been true to your Clan and the blood of your Sires,

Whose tradition the whole Gaelic people inspires,

Dependent on none since the days of the flood,

Together we fought and together we stood.

And great was our triumph though bitterly brief

When our homage we paid to Sir Fitzroy, our Chief.?”)
IX.

We had thought to go out to the fair land of France

Where our blood finds its cousins of love and romance ;

Where Germania froths and doth vomit her spleen

‘Gainst the Power of Right that the world may be clean.

And there 'mid the mines, and the bombs and the shells,

The gas and the fire, the shrieks and the yells

Of the grim fields of battle, o’erburdened with slain

To fling to the breeze the red kilt of Maclean.

We had hoped our brave banners to vailiantly bear

Aloft through the smoke-laden, lead-bitten air

Till victory sweet brought repose to the world,

And the flags of our Allies with ours were furled.

But, alas | those dear dreams are a thing of the past,

Our hopes have been seared by Officialdom’s blast,

And fight though we will o’er hill and o’er plain

We must not wear the tartan o’ red—the Maclean.

X.

They may scatter as far, their ranks they may fill,
But the spirit of Gillean will be with us still ;
We’ll dig 'neath the earth the tunnel and mine,
We'll sail o’er the sea and far 'neath the brine ;
We'll master the air that from out of the sky

The foes of our country will fear our Clan cry.
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And such glory we’ll bring to the arms that we bear,

They’ll say in their victory we must have been there.

In the days that are past we were true to a cause,

To Scotland and Chairlie and liberty’s laws ;

They scattered us far out over the main

But they could not blot out that one word—Maclean.
XI.

So again will it be at the close of the war,

Those that are left will foregather once more ;

In our Clan we will meet at the Castle of Duart

And renew once again the fond mem’ries of Stuart.

From the sacred old hands of our Chief in his years

We'll receive back again with joy, but in tears,

Our flags and our banners which he shall have blest

Then out o’er the sea to the lands of the west ;

To the loved ones long waiting we'll journey again,

And forever keep foremost the Clan of Maclean.”

XII.

Then he folded his arms and bowed low his head
For his heart was broken, his spirit was dead ;
Little he knew that no clansman was near,

That his words had not reached to a Clansman’s ear
That alone he stood on the hillside there,

And the scene was a vision of his despair.

Then the sun with pity hid his face in a cloud

And shed his sad tears on the form that was bowed ;
And the mists of the morn did enfold him again,
And did blot out the Chieftain of good Clan Maclean.
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SANDY MACCRACKEN.

(1) The Seven Sisters—Cliffs
(2) First settlement of Saxons

(3) Battle of Lewes
(4) Major General Hugh Havelock
Maclean, K.C., M.P. Canada

(5) Bairnies
(6) Parents

(7) Sir Fitzroy Donald Maclean,
Bart , K,C.B,, of Duart (Chief
of Clan Maclean)

The closing scene in the history of
“ The Macleans ’” was set on the Parade
Ground of the 20th Reserve Battalion
(Royal Highlanders of Canada) on the
afternoon of the 14th March, 1918.
“ The Macleans ” for the last time were
drawn up in Battalion formation
under the command of Major H. H.
Maclean when the two O.C.’s, Lieut.-
Colonel Cantlie, D.S.0., and Lieut.-
Colonel P. A. Guthrie, having trans-
ferred the documents in the Orderly
Room, approached for the purpose of
“ handing over.” The Battalion, as a
Battalion for the last time, answered
to a military command when Major
Maclean called it to ‘ Attention!”
after which the \men gathered round
the two Commanding Officers to listen
to what was said.

Handing Over.

Lieut.-Colonel Guthrie, in the course
of his remarks said:— For over a
year they have conducted themselves
as soldiers and gentlemen ; they have
unswervingly followed the path of
duty, and have proven themselves to
be true comrades and true men. They
have been proud of their Clan and
proud of their Tartan, both of which
they must now change, but they ac-
cept their fate as soldiers and knowing
the distinction with which you have
served and the glory which your Tartan
has brought to British Arms, they will
continue and ‘ carry on * with the same
spirit they have evinced since their
mobilization, and blending with your
gallant men, will endeavour to main-
tain as well as the traditions of their
fathers, the fine traditions which the

13th and 42nd have made and estab-
lished in France.”

Lieut.-Colonel Cantlie, D.S.0., reply-
ing, said he welcomed them to the ranks
of the Royal Highlanders of Canada
and regretted, since the Macleans
had to be broken up, that the entire
unit, as originally intended, had not
come to him. He expressed pleasure
in the splendid physique and fine
general appearance of the men and
their keenness in their work and con-
cluded his remarks with the hopes that
they would find their stay in the 20th
Reserve pleasant and profitable as sol-
diers. After cheers for the R H.C.
and the Macleans, the parade was re-
formed and became “D” Company
of the 20th Reserve Battalion.
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Pot Pourri from the Officers’ Mess.
By the Junior Sus.

Our last Mess Night ! Who among
those present on the evening of March
7th—the night made memorable by
the fact that the first draft for France
marched away in the darkness with the
pipes a’ skirling as they were wont in
Boston town and elsewhere when those
same men came trooping to the colours
—will ever forget it. Our Mess Secre-
tary, Lieut. Charley Blair, as on
other occasions, did himself proud with
the ““eat..”” The Company knew that
this would be the last time we would
sit together as a unit. Already there

were several absentees, Lieutenants

Scovil, MacKinnon and Frank Ryder
having left a few days previously to
join the Royal Flying Corps. The
rest made a brave attempt at joviality,
and for a brief space following the time-
honoured toast to The King, Private
Cockburn, at the piano, awakened
memories of happier days and scenes
of Fredericton, Valcartier, Quebec and
Montreal. But time was pressing. Out-
side rang the stern call of the })ugle, a
warning that the evening was drawing
to a close and all too soon the draft
would be marching away. It was then
that Major H. H. Maclean, turning to
the Colonel, addressed him as follows:—

“ We are feeling very sad to-night as
the last chapter in the history of our
Battalion is drawing to a close. Alre ady
our ranks have been broken and several
good-byes said and now we are losing
nearly half of the men we have watched
and trained so carefully and you, with
three of our number, are leading them
across the channel to be absorbed in
other battalions, to give up the kilt
they have worn proudly and so well,
to leave their comrades and to sever
the ties that bind them to our hearts.
But they will carry with them the
spirit of our forefathers who left their
all, and with claymore in hand, fol-
lowed their beloved Prince Charlie
through weal and woe, a spirit, it
that has been fostered in them by your-
self, and that, please God, will add
yet more honour to the unsullied name
of the gallant Canadian Corps on our
far flung battle line in France. We feel
that we cannot let this occasion pass
without paying a tribute to you, our

leader. You, and you alone, have
made this Battalion what it is to-
day. Your untiring brain conceived it
and your gladsome smile welcomed us
back when the Maclean Highlanders
were in their infancy. Your ceaseless
energy and dogged perseverance
brought us through many a storm,
your courage roused our fainting hearts
when the future looked dark before us.
You, with your lack of false pride, your
kindly words, your justice tempered
with mercy, your words of praise and
your readiness to forgive those of us
who may have erred, have won us to
your heart. From the second in Com-
mand to the humblest private you have
unswerving loyalty and unquestioning
obedience. To us, your officers, you
have been not only a faithful guide and
loyal friend but also in all our work
and play, a good comrade. Wherever
we are scattered you will always have
a place in our hearts and our regard
for you will never grow less, We had
hopes that you would be able to show
us and the whole Battalion the  paths
of glory " against our foes but circum-
stances have made this impossible and
“ Ours not to reason why.” And so
on the eve of your departure for France,
leading the first draft from our Bat-
talion, as we knew you would do, we
wish you God Speed and the best of
good fortune. We know that your
services will be utilized by the powers
that be and we prophesy for you speedy
advancement and many honours.
We would ask you to accept this dis-
patch case as a small token of the love
and regard in which you are held by
cach and every one of us.”

The Colonel in replying, after deeply
thanking the members of the Mess,
proposed the last toast to ““ The 236th
Battalion Maclean Highlande.s.”

* ok ok

Major Frank Eason was welcomed
at Bramshott on the 28th March by the
few remaining Macleans who are now
Royal Highlanders. His long siege of
four months in Hospital with Rheuma-
tic fever does not seem to have lessened
his spirit of *“ unfriendliness ”’ towards
the Hun ; nor his interest in the boys,
who will always be Macleans.

; * * *

Nerve wracking noises and explosions

occurred the night our first draft left

for France, led by Colonel Guthrie. The
next morning “early” Lieutenants
McKinnon, Ryder and Scovil, M.M.,
left for the Royal Flying Corps. We
don’t blame them; the infantry 7s
rough.

* sk *®

Lieut. Stevensen left Bramshott for
the R.F.C. on March 23rd. On the
following Monday morning the papers
gave details of drastic changes in the
Air Service, both in the Administra-
tion of same, and the uniform. Steve
always did have an ““ eye " for his per-
sonal appearance ; but why the other
change. Why?

* * *

Doug. is still in Seaford. Joe put
the fire out but Doug. is trying to find
evidence to produce so that the can of
fire extinguisher may be struck off
charge.

*x k%

Capt. “ Billy ” Godfrey has trans-
ferred to Chaplain Services. Good
luck to him, as he deserves. Lieut.
Blair is still waiting “ orders.”

* k *

‘“ Pete,” M.M. has 1eturned to us
from Hastings Hospital. He has ap-
plied for Subsistence, but the P.M.

finds it cut off.
* * %

Captain McPeake spent several days

in Town last week. He attended
“ High Jinks.”

* k%

In the words of the well-known song

“ Rick-a-dam-doo ” ; ““ Coly ” Wet-
more has gone to the Railway Troops.
A e

Speaking of songs, the words of the
second line of the fourth verse of the
above are changed to read : First line
finishes ““ From far B.C.,” second line :
“I, always marked as “absentee.”

#* % *
Baby Face???
* * *

There was nothing lacking in the royal
welcome extended to the officers of the
Macleans by the Officers of the Royal
Highlandeis Mess on their arrival in
Bramshott, March 13th. They were
made to feel as much at home as though
they had returned from the good old
Black Watch in France.

Y
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PRESENTED WITH LOVING
CUP..

One of the most touching scenes of
the breaking up of the unit was that
on the evening of March 6th when the
boys of “ D’ Company and the mem-
bers of the Kiltie Pipe Band presented
to Colonel Guthrie a magnificent silver
loving cup in token of their esteem for
the Chieftain and for the splendid
efforts made to keep the Kilties to-
gether. A large percentage of the boys
of “D” Company were volunteers
from Boston, who, when the Colonel
inaugurated the campaign for recruits
at the Hub immediately donned the
King’s uniform and entrained for the
regimental depot at Fredericton.

Headed by the pipe band and an
armed party—the draft for the 13th
Bn. R.H.C.—the company marched
to the Y.M.C.A. under C.S.M. Dymond.
On the arrival of the O.C., Private G.
H. Ivey on behalf of the company and
the pipe band, presented the loving
cup saying:—

“ Knowing the time has come when
we cease to be the 236th Battalion
Maclean Highlanders, and having to
leave behind such a leader as yourself,
we desire, Sir, to show our appreciation
of you for the ever kind and generous
way you have used us and also for
your never ending interest in us and
our welfare and the strenuous efforts
you have made to keep us together as
a unit. We deeply feel our loss that we
are to go to I‘rance without you to
lead us. We recall when you came to
Boston for volunteers you were un-
known, hut after we had heard your
appeal we gave you the “ once over ”
on good old Boston Common, for you
satisfied us you were the man to lead
us in this world conflict and we gladly
followed you. Not one of us regret
the step we have taken. Have we
boys ? (Cheers). But in this the darkest
hour of the battalion we wish you to
accept a small token of our esteem and
to take with you this loving cup in
memory of the boys of “ D Company
and the Pipe Band.”

In words of tense feeling the Colonel,
in accepting the token, recounted the
hard struggle to organize the unit, the
promises made to be kept together,
which so influenced the recruiting in
the States, the securing of a place in
the Fifth Division—now broken up—
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and the necessity of disbandment of
the Kilties. He was glad to announce
that he would travel with them to
France and had offered to revert so
that he could stay with them when
they reached the trenches. After
cheers for the O.C. the boys chaired
him through the lines to the Officers
Mess, bringing to a close a most hearty
farewell. The cup was engraved as
follows:— To Lieutenant-Colonel P.
A. Guthrie, C.O. 236th Battalion Mac-
lean Highlanders, O.M.F.C., from the
N.C.0.’s and men of “ D" Company
and the members of the Pipe Band.
March 5th, 1918.”

K * *
THE KILTIE CONCERT
COMPANY.

Since arriving in England the Kiltie
Concert Company has been kept to-
gether as an organization, and on
frequent occasion has given excellent
performances in Seaford Camp and
elsewhere, besides providing entertain-
ment at Headquarters, Officers’ and
Sergeants’ messes in the area. Com-
mencing with the night after the ar-
rival of the battalion in camp the con-
cert party stagedashowat the Y.M.C.A.
So pleased were the “ Y’ that on
Christmas night the show was invited
to perform at the Engineers Training
Depot. Following this, a week was
devoted to the Y.M.C.A., playing in
their different huts in the area. Next
a show was staged at Hove and on re-
turning to camp repeat performances
were given in the Seaford area. Then
came an invitation to visit Eastbourne
and perform before the patients and
staff of the 14th Canadian General
Hospital. This was followed by a
trip to London where two perfor-
mances were given at the Eagle Hut
(American Y.M.C.A.). . From town the
company journeyed to Folkestone and
gave two concerts a day during a week
spent in the Shorncliffe area. This
included visits to the Y.M.C.A. huts
and Canadian Hospitals, such as Beech-
borough ; Moore and Risboro barracks
on St. Martin’s Plain and Sandgate
and Sadling. Returning from Folke-
stone a second visit was paid to the
Metropolis, again playing at the Eagle
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Hut. When the remnants of the Bat-
talion moved to Bramshott the Con-
cert Company gave a splendid im-
promptu performance on the first Mess
night at the 2oth Reserve Battalion.
The high order of talent contained
in the company ; the versatility of the
performers and the “ pep” shown in
their work have won unstinted praise
for the Kiltie Concert Company. So
much is this the case that the Y.M.C.A.
have asked that the company be per-
mitted to make an extended road tour
to entertain the soldiers of the Empire
in barracks, camps, convalescent homes
and hospitals throughout England.
Major C. R. Mersereau, who organ-
ized and has so successfully managed the
company both in Canada and England,
assisted by the Padre, Captain * Billy "’
Godfrey—now with the Chaplains Ser-
vices—is still looking after the inter-
ests of the boys in the Bramshott area
who form part of the 20th Reserve
Battalion Royal Highlanders of
Canada. Much credit is due to the fol-
lowing members for their consistent
work and interest in making the Con-
cert party the success it has been and
for their innumerable efforts to enter-
tain their fellow comrades of the old
236th Maclean Kilties of America.

1030347 C.Q.M.S. G. N. Duthie.
1030328 A.-Sgt. C. A. Cromwell.
1030094 Cpl. A. C. Beckwith.
1030819 L.-Cpl. E. D. McDonald.
1031241 Cpl. A. Y. Craig.
1030707 A.-Cpl. D. Garritty.
467264 Cpl. G. G. Walker.
1030298 Pte. W. D. O’Connor.
743040 Pte. C. E. Ross.

1031319 Pte. J. K. Wilson.
1030805 Pte. Sam Roberts.
1031975 Pte. M. Cockburn.

* k%

Rumour has it that Lieut. Frank
Ryder, on his first flight, stalled his
engine at 5,000ft. Scov. had to go up
after him ; meanwhile, Steve could be
heard playing “Don’t go down the
mine, Daddy,” on his guitar.

d* ok %

The Q.M. and Capt. B’'win returned
the field kitchen to ordnance late at
night ; without the aid of horses—
or Capt. B’win.



20 BREATH O'THE HEATHER

SNAP-SHOTS AT SEAFORD CAMP.

OFFICERS IN HIGHLAND REGIMENTS.

Specialities : —GLENGARRIES, KHAKI BALMORALS, and REGIMENTAL TARTANS.

MACDOUGALLS’

COMPLETE NAVAL & MILITARY OUTFITTERS.
CIVIL AND SPORTING TAILORS FOR LADIES AND GENTS.
HIGHLAND DRESS SPECIALISTS. \

EXPERTS IN THE BUILDING OF REGIMENTAL OUTFITS FOR '
!
\

SUPERB CHOICE OF REAL HARRIS, SHETLAND, ST. KILDA, and other HIGHLAND HOMESPUN
TWEEDS, Specially Impervious to wet or cold. ; |

REAL UNDYED VICUNA, REVERSIBLE CASHMERE, TARTANS,
SPORTING COATS, HOSE, HATS, CAPS, PLAIDS AND RUGS.

AGENTS FOR ‘““BURBERRY ’* WEATHERPROOFS. Expert London Cutters and qualified Tailors only employed.

Lok Hraiede-= ‘ ‘ ’ ' Telegrams—
42, Sackville Street, W. 1. IN E RNESS : ““ Macdougalls, Inverness.”
Also at Strathpeffer, N.B. MACDOUGALL & CO., Ltd. “ Tweespan, Piccy, London.”
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1030738
1030979
817444
1030887
1030698
1030593
1031083
1031011
1030880
1030906
1030455
1081151
1031152
1030441
1031056
1030978
1030254
1030244
1031362
1031276
1030632
1030680
1031114
1031256
1030087
1030435
1030954
1030934
832223
1031207
1030885
1031081
1031375
1031172
1030732
1031343
1030909
1030396
1030762
1030812
1030507
1031091
1030504
1030835
1030231
1080267
1030988
10308904
1030705
1031270
536204
1030539
1030433
1030452
1031028
1031060
1030811
1030148
1030269
1030986
1030840
1031346
1030902
1031092
1030744
1030910
1030186
1030838
1031228
1030499
1030356
1031301
1030914
1031328
1031962

1030757

As a Result of “ The Exigencies of the War.”-Rooter

Draft to the

SEAFORTHS.

Pte. Adams, Charles
Pte. Allan Walter H.
Pte. Allen, William B.
Pte. Andrews, William D.
Pte. Arseneault, Clement J,
Pte, Baird, Fred D.
Pte. Baker, Albert A.
Pte. Ball,
Pte. Bell, A
Pte. Birtles, William
Pte. Blades, Edward M.
Pte. Blakely, Andrew
Pte. Boutilier, Wilson L.
Pte. Bowman, James A,
Pte. Bowren, James A,
Pte. Boyes, Joseph
Pte. Breen, Poy P.
Pte. Breen, William
Brown, Arthur J,
Brown, Clarence A,
Pte. Brown, George H.
Pte. Buchanan, Alexander
Buckles, Charles
Pte. Burrows, John
Pte. Caldwell, Malcolm G,
Pte. Cameron, James
Pte. Carruthers, John
Pte. Clingam, Albert J,
Pte. Church, Clarence
Pte. Coleman, Albert S.
Pte. Cooper, George M,
Pte. Coyle, Hugh
Pte. Crisp, Frederick
Pte. Crossley, Ellis
Pte. Cunningham, John
Pte. Curiston, Charles R.
Pte. Davidson, James
Pte. Deroche, Thomas
Pte. Diamond, James
Pte. Dimock, Earle P,
Pte. Douglas, George S.
Pte. Douglas, John M.
Pte. Dover, Relﬂnald G.
Pte. Dowden, Ralph V.
Pte. Downs, Donald R.
Pte. Downs, Rainsford, W,
Pte. Duckett, Fred
Pte. Dudgeon, Daniel
Pte. Duffy, Dewitt T,
Pte. Duncanson, Andrew L.
Pte. Dunham, Roy E.
Pte. Durette, John
Pte. Earner, Joseph
Pte. Edgett, Roderick M.
Pte. Eisnor, Andrew
Pte. Elliott, John N.
Pte. Ewing, James
Pte. Ferguson, James E. B.
Pte. Ferguson. Winston M.
Pte. Fielding, James
Pte. Finlayson, John
Pte. Forsberg, Rudolph
Pte. Forshaw, John
Ptes Forsyth, Thomas
Pte. Fountain, David
Pte. Frame, Vernon
Pte. Gallagiler, Frank
Pte. Gallagher, Joseph D.
Pte. Galley, Walter

te. Gerard, David
Pte. Gilpin, Norman L.
Pte. Gass, Andrew
Pte. Gillis, John A.
Pte. Gillan, Robert, H,
Pte. Gordon, George P.
Pte. Gordon, William A. R.
Pte. Goucher, Albert H.
Pte. Graham, Robert S.
Pte. Grass, William D,
Pte. Grier, George O'B,
Pte. Hamm, Charles H.
Pte. Hagerman, Zemro
Pte. Hanlon, Robert,
Pte. Hanson, Elmer (.
Pte. Hardman, Robert
Pte. Harris, Herbert, (',
Pte. Harris, William
Pte. Harrison, John A,
Pte. Hart, Leslie H,
Pte. Hartfey, Ernest

te. Harvey, Nelson
Pte. Hathaway, Frederick W
Pte. Hawkswell, John
Pte. Henriksen, Paul F.
Pte. Higgs, James
Pte. Hill, arr
Pte. Hinshaw, Ethan D.
Pte. Hogg, George W,
Pte. Holden, Harry

. Holmes, Preston R.

Pte. Holmes, William
Pte. Hopkins, Patrick
Pte, Howard, William

1030911
1030957
1030538
1031363

1031303
1030563
1030700
1030382
1030807
1031005
1031269
1030224
1030949
1030445
1031006
1031210
1031125
1030899
1030821
1030522
1030915
1030124
1030825
1031315
1030756
1031069
1031068
1030626
1030775
1030761
1030913
1030111
1030926
1030271
1030654
1031212
1031101
1030815
1030358
1031190
1031209
1031085
1030692
1030695
1031208
1031245
1031285
1030316
1031327
1030465
1031009
1030816
1030776

1030823
10305567
1030122
1030853
1030794
1031364
1030482

1031359
1031273
1031105
1031003
1030540
1030777
1030740
1030191
1030608
1030901
1030021
1031090
1030467

793252
1030727
1030600
1031021
1031320

901392
1030919
1031182
1031124
1030572
1030097
1031119
1030424
1030434

1030164

Pte. Hubbard, Edwin
Pte. Hudson, William
Pte. Hughes, Jonathan
Pte. Humphrey, Henry A.
Pte. Hunter, Robert B.
Pte. Hutchinson, Frederick F.
Pte. Irvine, Frederick J,
Pte. Jamieson, Everett B.
Pte. Jeffrey, James M.
Pte. Jewell, Horace F.
Pte. Johnson, Alfred

Pte. Johnston, Thomas J.
Pte Jones, William T.
Pte. Keenan, Percy J.
Pte. Kelly, James

Pte. Kelley, Thomas A.
Pte. Keyzer, Lewis J.
Pte. Kinney, Earl V.

Pte. Kidd, Peter L.

Pte. Lakin, Frank

Pte. Lakin, Rivers

Pte. Larkin, Kenneth A.
Pte. Lassey, Harry

Pte. Leeman, Archie

Pte. Lightizer, William A.
Pte. Lindsay, Guy B.
Pte. Lister, Horace

Pte. Lloyd, Frederick G.
Pte, Loe, Richard

Pte. Lombard, Howland
Pte. Lombard, William
Pte. Love, Henry M.

Pte. Love, Lewis, W.
Pte. Lynch, Felix

Pte. Macchi, Antonio
Pte. Madden, Peter

Pte. Madden, William .J,
Pte. Makela, Victor

Pte. Malm, Henry 0. G.
Pte. Manton, Frank S.
Pte. Markin, Bennie

Pte. Mathieson, Robert
Pte. Meredith, Joseph
Pte. Miller, Hugh

Pte. Miller, Robert B.
Pte. Morgan, Michael J.
Ptes Munn, Berton B
Pte. Munn, Judson L.
Pte. Munt, Henry

Pte. McCallum, Frank
Pte. McCaughey, Phillip E.
Pte. McConaghy, Frank
Pte. McCue, James F.
Pte. MacDonald, Daniel C.
Pte. Macdonald, Hugh L.
Pte. Macdonald, Percival E.
Pte. McDuffie, Albert R.
Pte. McFadyen, James
Pte. MacGilveray, Joseph
Pte. McGhee, James

Pte. McKenzie, Daniel
Pte. McKinnon, Lauchlin
Pte. MacKinnon, Peter
Pte. MacKerlick, Kenneth
Pte. McLean, Wilson

Pte. MacLean, John L.
Pte. McLean, Malcolm A.
Pte. McLennan, Howard T.
Pte. McLeod, Bethel

Pte. MacLeod, Angue
Pte. McLeod, Harry

Pte. McLeod, Hugh A.
Pte. McLeod, John E.
Pte. McLeod, Monty J,
Pte. MeLeod, Murdock
Pte. McMillan, Neil

Pte. McPhee, George Q.
Pte. McPhee, Charles K.
Pte. Neso, Thorleif

Pte. Nicoll, James

Pte Noble, Alexander
Pte. Onions, Thomas

Pte. Owens, James L.
Pte. Parker, Albert

Pte. Parker, Wilfred

Pte. Parry, David

Pte. Penney, Sidney S.
Pte. Perch, William

Pte. Perrin, John O.
Pte. Pierce, Melvin

Pte. Proctor, Joseph

Pte. Purdy, Torry E.

Pte. Reader, William
Pte. Renton, John N.
Pte. Richards, John R,
Pte. Richardson, William
Pte. Riggs, William H.
Pte. Robison, Telbert, J.
Pte. Robinson, Edward
Pte. Robertson, Andrew B.
Pte. Ross, John

Pte. Ross, William

Pte. Rourke, William J.
Pte. Roy, William

Pte. Rowe, Robert, 1.
Pte. Ryan, Michael E.
Pte. Sadler, Lewis

Pte. Sampson, Ray E.

1031390
1030461
1030795
1030710
1031371
1754880
1031158
1030870
1030589
1030708
1030144
1031031
1031140
1030918
1030716
1030345
1031113
1031262
1031366
1030027
1031214
1030760
1030306
1069712
1030568
1031372
1030026
1031172
1031095
1030004
1031313
1030436
1031050
1030724
1030454
1030809
1030766
1030881
1030653
1030729

Pte. Saunders, Theodore
Pte. Shelley, Harry E.
Pte. Simpson, Herbert
Pte. Simpson, Peter

Pte, Smith, James T.
Pte. Smith, John A,

Pte. Smith, Percy A.

Pte. Smith, Sydney W.
Pte. Smith, Wm.,

Pte. Snell, Henry H.

Pte. Stephens, Aubrey A,
Pte. Stone, Edward S.
Pte. Strople, Whitfield R.
Pte, Stuart, John J. D.
Pte. Stuart, Stillman

Pte. Stultz, George W.
Pte. Swan, Clarence

Pte. Tait, C. M

Pte, Tennier, John J.
Pte. Thomson, Alexander M
Pte. Thomson, Thomas G,
Pte. Tibbetts, P. P.

Pte. Titus, Otto J.

Pte. Turnbull, Harvey
Pte. Tuttle, Wiltred H. F.
Pte. Vause, S,

Pte, Walker, A, E,

Pte. Walker, Alfred

Pte. Walsh, Michael J.
Pte. Wannamaker, Charles
Pte. Waring, Freeman
Pte. Whalley, R.

Pte. Whalley. R.

Pte. White, George H.
Pte. White, M. W.

Pte. Wilkinson, Rober t
Pte. Windle, Albert W,
Pte. Woodall, Joseph
Pte. Woody, William R.
Pte. Wootton, Charles E,

Draft to the

BLACK WATCH.
(Senior Battalion.)

1031018
1030429
1031067
1031077
1031291
1031302
1031032
1031306
1030846
1030099
1030856
1030921
1031297
1030466
1031135
1030948
1030947
1030294

793680
1030992
1030935
1030832
1030736
1030989
1030907
1031010
1031307
1030829
1030833
1030558
1030950
1031165

1030873
1031162
10300565
1030621
1030227
1030565
1031044
1030875
1031017
1031014
1030307
1031025
1030937
1030867
1030547
1031055
1031266
1031073
1030304
1030696
1030257
1030400
1030412

1031057
1031076

Pte. Adkin, John D.
Pte. Allen, James, P.
Pte. Allan, William
Pte. Armour, Harry
Pte. Bain, James S.
Pte, Barrie, Alexander H.
Pte. Baxter, Joseph H.
Pte. Bent, John P,
Pte. Berry, Stanley E.
Pte. Blair, William H.
Pte. Boyland, Joseph
Pte. Boyland, William €,
Pte. Brown, William
Pte. Burnell, Charles R.
Pte. Burns, Michael J.
Pte. Campbell, Hugh
Pte. Clark, Andrew W, A.
Pte. Clee, Charles E,
Pte. Comeaun, William D.
Pte. Coombs, Clarence A,
Pte. Couglin, John
Pte. Crawford, Robert
Pte. Crowell, John
Pte. Cryer, John E.
Pte. Currie, Ivan
Pte. Cyr, George
Pte. Dooley, Patrick
Pte. Doyle, Andrew
Pte. Earle, Stanley B.
Pte. Erichsen, Jacob K.
Pte. Ewart, William
Pte. Flannery, William
Pte. Forbes, Robert
Pte. Gillis, Daniel M.
Pte. Gordon, Henry A.
Pte. Gordon, Thomas E,
Pte. Gray, Hugh
Pte. Grumley, Richard L
Pte. Haines, Alexander D.
Pte, Handley, Jeremiah
Pte. Hartley, Thomas R.
Pte. Harvey, Harold
Pte. Holt, Thomas E.
Pte. Hoy, Walter
Pte. Hurlburt, David
Pte. Ivey, Harold, C.
Pte. Johnston, Robert,
Pte. Kelly, John W.
Pte. Kidman, David R.
Pte. Lewis, George
Pte, Linton, Harold
Pte. Mack, Frank
Pte. Marshall, Frank
Pte. McAleese, Frederick S.
Pte. McAleese, George B.
Pte. McGregor, John F.
Pte. MXIntyre, Robert

B C

Pte. Ma'cl;;er, John Graham
Pte. McKenzie, Angus W.

1030079
1030123
1031071
1030982
1030405
1030554
1031277
1030755
1030943
1030966
1031157
1030941
1030299
1030796
1031167
1031034
1030427
1030839
1030582
1030851
1030226
1030804
1030363
1030348
1030842
1030221
10310156
1030853
1031174
1030622
1041206
10310563
1031070
1030920
1030917
1031261
1031183
1030717
1031187
1031106
1030788

Pte. McKinnon, Harry F.
Pte. McLean, James

Pte. MacLeod, Henry B,
Pte. MacMaster, Thomas
Pte. McPhee, Angus

Pte. McRae, Alexander M,
Pte. Nicholls, Ernest

Pte. O’ Dea, Andrew

Pte. Oliver, Douglas

Pte. Oram, David W,
Pte. Palmer, LeRoy N.
Pte. Parkes, George

Pte. Pentland, Williant A.
Pte. Pettigrew, Douglas C.
Pte. Piper, Walter

Pte. Poitras, Marshall
Pte. Price, Hugh Murray
Pte. Purdy, Lloyd O.
Pte. Roy, Louis

Pte. Saunders, Thomas
Pte. Scott, Eldon G, Y.
Pte. Sinnott, William J.
Pte. Smith, Edwin

Pte. Smith, Everett, W.
Pte. Smith, James McN.
Pte. Smith, Lee Thomas
Pte. Spooner, Frederick D.
Pte. Stewart, Francis
Pte. Tildsley, James A.
Pte. Valins, Salem

Pte. Ward, George A.
Pte. Walker, Henry
Pte. Waterhouse, Daniel
Pte. Watkins, Arnold E.
Pte. Watkins, Victor

Pte. Watson, John P.
Pte. Weir, Truman A.
Pte. Weldon, Dale G,
Pte. Welsh, Thomas

Pte. Williamson, Sydney
Pte. Worsencroft, John

Draft to the

BLACK WATCH.

(Junior Battalion.

1030159
1031215
1030160
1030778
1030780
1030783
1030017
1030945
1031394
1030528
1030222
1030772
1030364
1030473
1030782
1030518
1031110
1030066
1031347
1030703
1031227
1031377
1030673
1030381
1030118
1031293
736222
1030496
1030241
1031367
1031196
1030309
1030418
1031337
1031098
1030175
1030417
1030155
1030360
1030308
1030391
1030506
1030818
1030674
1030366
1030383
1031253
1030413
1031224
1031289
1030494
1030351
1030713
1030714
1031393
1031220
1031118
1030798

Pte. Baker, Frank N,
Pte. Bate, William .J,
Pte. Beemish, Bernard D, C.
Pte. Beaton, Malcolm E,
Pte. Bowen, James I,
Pte. Boyland, Alexander E.
Pte. Boyle, James R.
Pte. Bridge, Frederick J.
Pte. Brodie, John

Pte. Brooks, Benjamin
Pte. Bryant, Gordon P
Pte. Bryson, George

Pte. Burness, John M.
Pte. Cahoon, Arthur
Pte. Campbell, Cecil E,
Pte. Case, Ernest W,
Pte. Castle, Harry

Pte. Connors, Joseph C,
Pte. Corrigan, Henry
Pte. Cranfield, Randolph
Pte. Cripps, Frank

Pte. Cross, George S,
Pte. Dewitt, Frederick E.
Pte. Foley, George F.
Pte. Forbes, Oscar Le R.
Pte. Forman, Zola

Pte. Gartley, Horace M.
Pte. Grady, George M.
Pte. Greenlaw, Samuel M.
Pte. Haldane, James
Pte. Hall, William H.
Pte. Hannay, Arthur McD,
Pte. Harrison, Thomas R.
Pte. Harvey, George A.
Pte. Hobson, Frederick
Pte. Howes, Thomas

Pte. Huller, Clifford B,
Pte. Inman, Ivory H.
Pte. Jones, Ernest R.
Pte. Jukes, Clifford, W.
Pte. Kelly, Whitman M.
Pte. Kerr, Ralph V.

Pte. Kidd, William

Pte. Kingston, Arthur I,
Pte. Lavis, Harold C.
Pte. Lawrie, Gordon E.
Pte. Ledingham, John
Pte. Little, Milfred

Pte. Lund, Albert

Pte. Minshall, Joseph
Pte. Monteith David W,
Pte. Moore, Earl A.

Pte. Morris, Ernest M.
Pte. Morris, John E.

Pte. McDowall, John T,
Pte. MacLean, Alexander
Pte, McLean, John N,
Pte, McLeod, Alexander
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1031123 Pte. McLeod, John D, 1030300 Pte. MeGregor, F. R. 1030292 Pte. Jamerson, A.
’{f;gmis gte. %(;}Naugllt. Joseph CANA]I));‘XF[& to t:e 1030040 Pte. McLean, D. Gt 1030535 ;te. Coakley, I"[I‘ o
030440 Pte. Nelson, Freeman 1030331 Pte. McWhinney, A. E. = 1030318 * Pte. Pomeroy, T. A.
1030525 Pte. Paul, Marvin RAILWAY 1031054 Pte. McPhee, A, 1030984 Pte, Wilkie, A. K.
1030688 Pte. Paul, M. A, TROOPS. 1031195 Pte. McNally, W. C. 1031024 Pte. Johnston, C. M.
1030647 Pte, Paul, William P. 1030021 Pte. Nason, F. H. 1030090 Pte. Lawlor, G.
1()3(1)341 Pte. Pe:,erﬂ J]ilmeph { 1030946 }‘te. Arseneault, M. 1031275 Pte."Pickett, G. T.
1031213 Pte. Peters, Howar« 1030939 Pte. Baxter, A. H. 1031052 Pte. Paquin, G, "
1031343 Pte. Rail, Taae 1030789 Pte. Brydson, J. 1817302 Pte. Petley, A. Draft to the CANADIAN
030543 Pte. Rees, Alfred T. 1030199 Pte. Barlow, W. R. 1030489  Pte. Quilley, J. W.
1030015 Pte. Reilly, George A 1030188 Pte. Blair, George 1630492  Pte. ssen, . F, MACHINE GUN
1051246 Pte. Rchard, Earl 1030339 Pte. Brown, Ernest 1030187  Pte. Russell, W. DEPOT. x
1031206 Pte. Richardson, Thomas 1031150 Pte. Bulman, G, 1030022  Pte. Shepherd, W. (.
1031215 Pte. Rigby, Milton K. 1030691 Pte. Conroy, J. 1031013 Pte. Schofield, G. 1030260 Pte. Pettis, H. D.
1030435 Pte. Rogerson, Samuel 1030895  Pte. Coffey, J. 1031330 2. Smith, G, I. 1030258 Pte. Pettis, L. O.
1031334 Pte, Ross, George R. 1031094  Pte. Durie, Wm. 1030896 Smith, E, 1030697 Pte. Pettis, N. McK. J\) .
1030038 Pte. Rushbrook, John W, 67334  Pte. Dowling, V. 1031027 orter, W. S. 1030139 Pte. Matheson, H. L. LV
1031354 Pte. Savi, Paul A. 1030655 Pte, Eddy, W. D. 1030827 >. Seaborne, J. W. R, 1030279 Pte. Girvan, W. G, <
}}130787 Pte. Simplsol;i Hl(:nrtyw }()31(3(;0 {’tv, }?i(‘l(ls. J. ‘ll. 1030631 Pte. Trunks, F. J. ;
131102 Pte, Smith, Herbert W. 030234 Pte. Furlotte, W. 1030693 Pte. Wilson, W.
1030491 Pte. Smith, Thomas 1030293 Pte. Forrest, G. T7. 1030041 Pte. Wood, A. B. OFFICERS.
1031254 Pte. Steeves, Robert N, 1030929  Pte. Gillis, J. McK. 1031184 Pte. Wheaton, H. C. g
1 g:qmogg %:te. Tt).ickles. Le(} .!E. % 818182 Pte. Graham, Wm. 1030824  Pte. Willis, Wm. Royal Flying Corps..
311¢ te. Thompson, Thomas A, 818059 Pte. Hall, A. 1030960 Pte. Hague, J, Lieut. B. M. Seovil, M.M.
1030676 Pte. Thompson, Wylie F. 1030286 Pte. Hoyt. 1. H. 1030315 Pte. Archer, §. C. e e
1031356  Pte. Tizard, George F. 1030147  Pte. Hutchings, K. L. 1030207 Pte. Doucette, S. Lieut. A. €. McKinnon
1030493  Pte. Tullock, John S. 1030375  Pte. Holmes, J, T, 1030197 Pte. Doucette, W. Lieut. L. F. Stevenson
}(;’%1‘1;?)5 Pte. %e}l?, R[‘(i:lhen H. q;i }:;P. ['mzh:lun,[:\.‘{l. 1030390 Pte. Hannigan, F. W.
3343¢ Pte. Welsh, Thomas 3058 e. Jacobs, E, ] 1030072 Pte. McNeill, J. A. 5
1081236 Pte. Whelan, Augustus 1091234 Pie. Jacobs. I G. . ‘:f“’;i;'“ Cn““;,“:’“ Troops.
1031122  Pte. Whitman, Harry 1030355 e. Jamie, J. S. Japtain F. W, €. Wetmore
1030700 Pte. Whitty, William F. 1080285 Pte. Retehum, G L. Draft 1?3(1)\I gllei\l gggfs\DlAN AR
031324 Pte. Wiley, Mack 1030083 Pte. Kuhring, P, L. A nadian Chaplain Service.
1030779  Pte. Wilford, Thomas J. 1030340 Pte. Leanihan, F. P, ! Captain W, 8. Godfrey
1030261 Pte. Wilking, Charles 1030111  Pte. Lewis, A. 1030044 Pte. Bailey, R. W. G
1030114  Pte. Williams, George 1030745 Pte. Morrigon, J. A, 1030127 Pte. Ballantine, T. (. P.P.C. L. I
1030888 Pte. Williams, John 1031235 Pte. Mullen, E. 1030972  Pte. Orchard, J, A bRl i Saged S
1031333  Pte. Williams, Rinaldo B. 1030002  Pte. Mooers C. L. 1030203 Pte. Wallace, B. S. Lieut. N. C. Macfarlane,
1031322  Pte, Wilson, Edwin 1030001  Pte. Mooers, F. L. 1030594  Pte. Pease, E. 4 g
1031189  Pte. Woodworth, Douglas D. 1030536 Pte. McCafirey, J. E. 1030534  Pte. Chisholm, D. A. The remainder of the Battalion to the
1031318  Pte. Yuill, John W. 1030054  Pte. McCosh, W, D, 1030249 Pte. McLaughlin, R. 20th Reserve-—Royal Highlanders of
Howard, G. F. Canada.—March 14th, 1918.

1030814 Pte. Young, Chester

1030847 Pte. MeDonald, J, © 1030029  Pte.

How They Felt A SONG OF BRAMSHOTT.

Pray tell me have you ever been to
The Morning after the Bust-Up of the Battalion. ““ Bramshott-in-the-Woods ?”’
It used to be a dreary spot but now

Cpl. Lampman— ‘ For men may Sgt. Harper—* When can we. get a its got the goods.
come and men may go, but P.T. goes nominal roll ?”’ For twenty score ‘“ Macleans’ have
o Jiprginty Al come to lend a little tone,
Tl Pte. Beers just said “ Huh !” and And now I guess old Bramshott can
Cpl. Frederick Joseph Trunks—  shook his head. Mcaticer SnEib oW
don’t feel like soldiesing any more. = A s The first day in the bloomin’ camp
year of the Colonel’s work gone to O.R.S. MacGloan—‘1 say it is a they ‘ broke’ our N.C.O.’s,
H o G— D— shame.” But they didn’t break our spirits, and
¥k ; T we soon forgot our woes,
When “ Private-Major ”’ Sheffield or-

Pte. Hussey—‘‘1 would rather be dercd Privale Rulbiakord
with the bunch that went last night
, than be here.”

Sgt. Macdonald—*‘ T just agree with * ok
old man Sherman.”

Sgt. Ferguson—‘‘ Nothing!”

“ Report to Private Overholt on Sani-
tary Squad ! "’

Now Private R. M. Docking, ill of

* % K

Sgt. ““ Fritzie ”” Klippert—“1 - feel whom no one could speak,
ol e so bad I don’t want to say anything  Is sweeping out the wooden huts along
Sgt. Coutts— ‘I am speechless!” about it ! ” with Private Leek, :
£ .3 wEaety And Private ‘A. L. Ferguson and Pri-
ot « 2 ”»
Sgt. Jacobs—“1 am not one that vate “ Tommie-Lou
Signaller Howard—"1T don’t give 2 yges very bad language so I cannot ex-  Will soon be out a-forming fours, an
whoop!” press my opinion.  But me for R.C.T.” awkward squad of two.
AL : * % % So sing a song of Bramshott, in the
Old John Bull, the paper boy—** They Cpl. Eddie Mullen—"“ A scrap of heart of Eam};shlre WOOdSt’) i
‘ave gone to hay grand an’ noble work.  paper seems to be about as unimpor- ~ She usefl to De a-nteary dpot bRt now
Hi ’eard ’em go, so did the wife.” tant in England as in Germany.” she's got the goods. ¢
L i Sl And there’s a day a-coming when our

: foes will bite the dust,
Sgt. Roy Mooers—“1I think it is a Pte. Roxman—" I'm feeling bad. I  When Private Bayers marches in, his

D rattenideat. 7 liked the boys.” - rifle full of rust ! ALF.
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Autographs.

Good-bye Canada.

THE GIRLS OF LONDON TOWN.

The girls of London Town are gay,
And laughter bright their eyes,
They smile in such a guileless way,

But they are wise—so wise.

I’ve watched them all along the street,
Demurely they trip by

In silken hose and costumes neat,
‘“I dare you ” in each eye.

Ah ! Care-free girls of London Town
Whatever shall I do ?

I can’t make love to every one,
I've lost my heart to you.—7. J.W.

Printed by THE SOUTHERN PuBLISHING Co., LTD., 130, North Street, Brighton, England.




&

SCOTT ADIE, v,

The Royal Scotch Warehouse,
115, 115a, Regent Street, London, W. 1.

Moaasaasnaasnanasana AALAAAA A AAAAALNDAA

N
d : k oo
{ Regimental Highland Ouifits. ;
D G E T .
Trench Coats... . from £5 15 6 Regimental Hose Tops (lst Quality) £0 8 9
Whipcord Service Tunic 515 6 Regimental Hose Tops (2nd Quality) 0 6 6
Serge Service Tunic... : e 834 0 Regimental Tartan Half Hose pair 0 5 6
British Warm (unlined) ... from 4 14 6 Khaki Hose Tops ... s Jrom 0.8 0
(lined camel hair fleece)... 515 6 Spats (Officers) 0 80
Service Great Coat (unlined) ,, 515 6 Spats (Rank and File) 0 6 86
(lined camel hair fleece)... 616 6 Garters or Flashes 0 20
Regimental Kilts e 515 6 Khaki Balmorals (lined oil silk) 014 6
Khaki Kilts ... > e 4 14 6 Diced Balmorals ... «. from 010 6
Regimental Slacks ... et 880 Glengarry
Khaki Slacks... Ao 215 0 (plain or diced borders) Officers 0 11 6
Regimental Tartan Riding Breeches 6 16 6 o - Rank & File 0 6 6
(with Black Buckskin Strappings) Sam Browne Belt ... s from 1156 0
Bedford Cord Riding Breeches from 4 14 6 Natural Camel Hair Sleeping Bag ... 2 2 0
(with Buckskin Strappings) / Camel Hair Invalid Suitp g 7rom 310 0
Kilt Trews ... .. 1368661 1 0/
Apron (front)... i PR Sporran, Claymore, Sgian Dhu, Bonnet-

Apron (all round) ... Ae g 108 Brooch, Safety-Pin, Heckles, etc.

e e e

TARTAN SAXONY for Ladies’ Kilts and Skirts a speciality; HARRIS AND SHETLAND
HOMESPUNS, SCOTCH CHEVIOTS and TWEEDS for Ladies’ and Gentlemen's Gowns,
Coats and Suits.

TRAVELLING RUGS, SCOTCH SHAWLS, CAR RUGS, Etc.

The largest and best selection in London.

Our Representative attends the various Camps and Hospitals, and would be pleased to
watt upon any Officer by appointment.

Telegrams: ‘‘SCOTTADIE, LONDON."
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ESTABLISHED 1850.

GOLD MEDAL GOLD MEDAL
MILITARY IMPERIAL SERVICES
. EXHIBITION EXHIBITION
1901 LONDON 1918 LONDON

Complete HArmy Qutfitters

Actual Manufacturers of Army and Navy Uniforms, Accoutrements, Helmets,

Caps, Gold Lace and Embroidery, including Regimental Colours for which

we have had the honour of holding the contract for the supply to the
British Army during the past twelve years.

COMPLETE OFFICERS' OUTFITS

Official Contractors to the British Red Cross Society for V.A.D. Uniforms
for Ladies and Men.
Contractors to the St. Jobn Ambulance Association for Uniforms for
Ladies and Men.

LS R S e S A Sy

R R RSO W

S ARREER
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i

ESSRS. HOBSON & SONS beg to announce that owing to the number
of years that they have been established, viz., sixty-eight, they have
supplied every article of Equipment for both Officers and Rank and

File since the CRIMEAN WAR IN 1854.
During the present war they have up-to-date outfitted over :—

20,000 Officers

350,000 Rank and File

19,000 Lady members of British Red Cross

and St. John Ambulance Associations.
This surely shows, after 68 YEARS' EXPERIENCE, the confidence
that has been andis placed in us as complete Military Outfitters for all
Branches of the Service.

application, as we regret owing to the continual Market fluctuations we are
unable to i1ssue a printed List.

There 1s a special Department for Ladies where they can obtain, in
addition to their ordinary qualities, the highest grade tailor-made garments
procurable, for both uniform and plain clothes wear.

SPECIALITE—LADIES' TAILOR-MADE COSTUMES ®oitufvorirmansin” FROM 12 GUINEAS

Head Olffice and Ladies’ & British Red Cross Dept. , Rank and File and
Ofticers’ Dept.: (Adjoining Lexington Street): British Red Cross Dept. :

1, LEXINGTON ST., W. 1, BREWER STREET, W. 154, TOOLEY 8T., S.E.

R AR L TR

AP 7 o P e A e AT R R TR SR | RN R TR

Prices and Patterns for any kind of uniforms or mufti may be had on l

‘% Telephone—REGENT 66 (2 Lines) Telephone—REGENT 56 (2 Lines) Telephone—HOP 680 (2 Lines)
§ Factories: LEXINGTON STREET, W.: TOOLEY STREET, S.E.; HIGH STREET, WOOLWICH, S.E. I ‘




Fredericton, N. B.
May 28, 1919

Dear Comrade:

Now that the war is over and the clouds have rolled away, I am of the opinion that we should
turn our attention to the proposition we discussed on our parting in Seaford and take steps towards the
formation of our “McLean Highlanders Veterans’ Association.” I-am therefore today addressing this
circular to every member of the Unit, as well as to the many friends who, so kindly during the whole
period of our life as a Battalion, assisted us in making the Unit a success.

I am taking it for granted that you all were agreed upon the occasion of our last meeting that I,
as your one-time O. C., should make the initial arrangements for this meeting after which, the organ-
ization which we have in mind, will be able to carry on the work through the officials whom we shall
appoint for that purpose.

PLACE AND DATE OF MEETING

All our comrades who have not fallen in the path of duty, should be back in their homes by
the first of September, and a great number shall still be enjoying their holiday by that time, so I have
fixed Labor Day as the day for our reunion as that is a holiday. I have thought of 17th June and
August 2nd, the first being the anniversary of the day we marched up Bunker Hill and the second
the date of the Caledonian games, but I am afraid all our boys will not be back by these dates, and
then again Labor Day coming on Monday as it does will give us Saturday and Sunday as well so that

people from outside points can get there, thus we have the advantage of the holiday and the holiday
excursion rates.

ORGANIZATION

I think we should form ourselves into “The McLean Veterans’ Association,” which association
would have two branches, viz.:

1. All members of the Unit.
2. All civilians who assisted in our organization work.

And that we should have a constitution prepared, covering our aims and objects and setting forth the
by-laws under which we would carry it on. We should have a standing executive which would look
after our business, and we should have a “gatherin’ ” at least once a year on a fixed date in Boston,
so that the old boys can get together and keep up the friendships made sacred by service together under
the one tartan and the joint flags.

BREATH O’ THE HEATHER

We should issue another copy of the Breair O’ the Heather to bring down our Battalion records,
up to and including our first meeting. This Breath should include among other things:

a. A brief history of the 13th, 42nd, 72nd, 13th Railway Troops, and 20th Reserve from the
date our lads joined them.

b. A nominal roll showing every man who joined the Battalion and what became of him—
whether he fell in action and where—whether he was wounded and returned, and if so
his present address.

By the publication of this our comrades could look up any old friend (of those returned) and
get in touch with him. General McLean is now obtaining that list from the Military authorities.




MEMORIAL

We should erect somewhere a monument to our departed comrades which would bear their
names and the places where they fell. We should also take steps to have our Battalion Cross placed
upon the graves of these men in France as was done in the case of our comrades who died in Canada
and in England. We should also send resolutions of sympathy to the next of kin of these who have
fallen. I started doing this when I received rumors of the deaths of certain of our members some
time ago, but in two or three cases found that I had been wrongly advised and my letters caused need-
less worry to anxious relatives, for the comrades showed up afterwards as wounded instead of killed,
so I gave up doing this until I have a correct return of casualties.

PIPE BAND

I am making an effort to have our Pipe Band reorganized so that on Labor Day we shall have
at least twenty pieces. Pipe Sergt. Cromwell is busily engaged on this work now. Let us look for-
ward to being led through the streets of Boston by what is left of that band which was once the largest
Pipe Band in the world.

KILTIE KONCERT COMPANY

Sergt. George Duthie is assisting me in the reorganization of the Kiltie Koncert Kompany,
and it is hoped to be able to put on a show in a Boston theatre in which the old boys who caused us
to pass so many happy moments shall take part.

MEMBERSHIP CERTIFICATES

I am having compiled a list of all those who helped us either by money or work while we were
being organized or while on service. This will comprise about five thousand names, and to each of these
we will send a membership card written upon McLean silk tartan. ;

PICTORIAL RECORD

We have in No. 6 Breath O’ the Heather group pictures covering every member of the Unit.
It is my hope that everyone that has survived the war shall be present on Labor Day so that we may
again take groups of the different platoons, bands, etc., and to be able to send to the kind donors of
our kilts, whose names the platoons bore, a photograph showing the remnant of the once full strength
platoon.

You will realize, my comrade, that in the organization of our association as above outlined, an
immense amount of work and a great expenditure of money shall be necessary. For instance, the 250
crosses or more required for the graves of our comrades in France, will cost quite a sum of money, and
it will be necessary to send a committee from our Battalion to France and Flanders to put up these
crosses. This will cost a deal more. But I believe that we who have been lucky enough to come back,
owe this to the memory of our comrades—for what would be a finer tribute of our love and esteem for
them than the placing upon their graves of our Battalion crest which would speak to the world and
say, “Here lies a true McLean.” Big hearted, whole souled, patriotic men and women have backed
our battalion from the start and I know that they will back it until our work is completed and we have
done these things which are necessary to carry into the new association the traditions of the old.

There will be many other things which we will have to discuss. Think these matters over so
that you will be prepared with suggestions. Our good old standbys, General McLean, Col. Walter
Scott and Dr. A. W. Thornton will be among the friends to greet you on Labor Day. Watch the date.

Yours aye,

P. A. GUTHRIE,
Lieut.-Colonel.
Formerly O. C. 236th Battalion McLean Highlanders.



P. S.—I have appointed the following committees who are to make such initial arrangements
as they can and report at our meeting:

1. Breath O’ the Heather—

Fanl
a. History of the 13th, 42nd, 72nd, 13th Railway Troops, 20th Reserve—Captain P. ! '”
F. Godenrath.

b. Historic sketch of each member of Unit and his service—Major Frank Eason.

¢. Account of the Presentation of Colors and Pipe Banner by our Chief—Lieutenant
J. Ernest Kerr,

d. Editorials and make-up generally—Captain J. D. Black.

2. Crosses for graves in Europe—
Major H. H. McLean,

3. Pipe Band—
Pipe Sgt. Chas. Cromwell.

4. Kiltie Koncert Kompany—
Sgt. G. N. Duthie.

5. Constitutions and by-laws—
Major Conrad G. Geggie.

6. Memorial in Canada or United States—
George J. McLean.

Other committees to be appointed later.

e




