y

Story of a Canadlan Hero s
Reckless Daring.

Unparalleled m the Hxstory o& Wariam.




PREFACE.

IN //ll..\’ /l.///n IHN;/,'/(/ / U /'t—/;/l/)
ishing an interview which 1 gave o a
reporter in London, Onlario. and which

I hope may prove interesting lo any

who have never been at the front.
Yours truly,
PATRICK  DENVIR.

Cobourg, Fe bruary Sth, 1917,
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/ ; The Man
Who Has Done His Bit

Ry Kind Permission of E, Howe, of the

’
8th Hussars.
ile was o ol the first
o answer the eall
When 1t came from over the sea.
he King sent word that he wanted men
To keep the Empire free.
le |mli\ml SO gay
: N

\s he marched away

So handsome strong and fit,

1
i

ut how is he coming home again,

The man who has done his bit?

—_h
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The scars he wears

1.0 : . s 4
eft him noy 11

ut how is he going to ca:n his Livine,

The man who has done his bit?

Vill
(h

i hat

vou do vour part and h ‘]. him on!

will vou he one of that kind
stay at home and by the fireside

sit

And Sa) I do not mind

for 1

he man who has done his bit !




L.oxpoxN, Ont., Feb, 3.—Paddy Denvir

thumped with his cane on the polished
tloor of Ward 7 of the Vietoria hospital
when asked if he remembered erawling
out under fire at the second battle of
Vpres to get the fish that had been roll-
«d up to the bank of the Yser canal by
the German shells.

“Remember? Do I remember? Ask
me if [ rexnember my mother, Ask me
if T remember Ireland. Don’t ask me
if T remember those fish!”’

Paddy paused — the exertion of
pounding the cane had given his wound-
«d back a wrench—and he wineed even
while a grin slowly spread over his
jlain, honest Irish face. The grin was
partly for me, and partly for Private
Paines, the First Battalion man who
had drawn up a chair beside us. Pad-
dyv i1s wounded in the left foot, the
1ight hand and the spine. Baines wears
@ bandage about his jaw.




““Sure, Bertie, (one of his pals) don’
I remember them ?"" he demanded of the
hoy—DBaines is only a trifle more than
200 vears old, “Didn’t we read the
(‘raig-ITaskin stories together, and re-
member bit by bit all that was put down
in them? Didn’t we live it all over to
gether in this same sleepy ward, dis
turbing the eivilian patients hy our riot
cus joy in those sames tales of what we
did and how we did it? Didn’t T say
to Bertie here that if vou wanted affi-
davits of the truth of those stories all
veu needed to do was to come to Ward
Y and get them? And here you are ask-
ing me if T remember those fish!

““Now that you've spent vour good
money on railroad fare to pay me this
call I'1l1 tell you that T do remember the
fish, and the time I had getting them.
It was by the dressing station we were
when a coal box—we call 'em that be-
ause they’re so dirty—ripped by us,
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and it in the canal that we'd passed
over a few hours hefore. The shell
threw the water hich up in the air, and
the mud alone with it.  When I looked
again | saw those fish floundering on the

lanks.

“I'll Have Those Fish if it Takes a
Leg.”’

“Well, there’s no telling what you'll
Jo in war. You're just as likely as not
to think up some harum-scarum stunt
and carry it through without a serateh
when all the cards of fate are marked
against you. That same T did. A break-
fast of biseuit withont water hadn’
struck me as a hifalutin menu for a gen-
tleman of my tender rearing and I says
to myself, says I, T'll have those fish if
o takes a leg, my two arms and my
life!

“And T got 'em. On my stomach 1
crawled with the battalion yelling to me

I'e




ihat 1'd forgotien to say my prayers.

Sure the saints ]ll'u!w'h'(l me. 1l
was roarin’ over my head. Like street
cars comin’ from a far distance those
shells sounded, T hadn’t gone more than
10 vards before one tore into a tree that
stood by the road, and snapped it off” as
though it had been the stem of one of

v oown elay pipes,

‘T couldn™t erawl over that tree, so
| went around. A dead Seotehie, big as
v mountain from the gas of the day be
fore, lay right in front of me a few
vards away, A shell blew the Heeland
er all to smithereens, and parts of his
kilt fell on me. "Twas the only time
that T ever wore the plaid!

“The fish had stopped their flounder
in” when 1 got to the canal, and lay
aisy and quiet in my pocket as I was
startin’ back. By that time T was won
derin’  what il|||) of the devil had

;»!'(»ill[llwl me to come out there and
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throw me perfectly good life away.
Then another coal-hox strueck the canal,
and I knew I had come out for a bawth,
as my English friends would say.

““It was one of those fashionable mud
baths that is good for rheumatisin, hoils,
cold in the head, small-pox, gout, glan-
ders, lumbago, pimples, and all that ails
vou, I got a thorough treatment with
110 charges demanded. 1 was drenched
with dirty water, and mud—1I had half
of Belgium clingin’ to my clothes,

‘“ Haythen Gewgaw '’ Tempts Him
Further.

“On my way back I erept up close to
cne of those French-Algerians who had
tied himself into knots from his dose of
the gas. T wasn’t particularly curious
about the haythen’s health, for T knew
hie had gone to the prophet’s paradise
many hours before, but T did want the
saber with which he did his butcherin’.




-—

“It was about four feet long, curved,
and flared out at the ends till it looked
itke a meat-axe. 1 wanted it to mani-
cure my nails with,  But I never got it.
The Germans convineed me that it was
an idle vanity. A shrapnel shell explod-
cd near the Turco, and as I lay quiet

F while it rained its deviliment around me,
I says to myself, savs I, ‘Paddy, you
don’t want that havthen gewgaw. DBe
content with the fish and thank the
saints that vou got a stomach left to
put it into.’

“When [ got back to the line the
Lieutenant up and says to me, *Paddy,
vou blamed fool, do vou take this for a
e pienie !’

‘No, sir," says I, “just a little outing
that I've taken for my king and my
country!’

““Your king and your country,” says
he. “don’t eall for you to risk yvour life
for a few fish.’
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**Lieutenant,’ says 1, “when the Lord
calls you it doesn’t matter if you’'re out
in the open gathering fish, or behind
o dressing station waiting to charge.’
And 1 rolled my eves on the boys that
had gone sinee I went for my fish. And

the Lieutenant saw the point.

]
Enlisted Because He Likes to Shoot,
“And that’s my idea of war. It
don’t matter whether you're asleep in
billets miles back from the live ar be
tween the trenches stickin® wi'l your
bayonet at everything that wears tae
Duteh uniform.  You mayv st ¢k, and
stick, and stick with the steel, and oniy
oct vour clothes soiled from the hlowl a

spurting out over yvour rifle stock as you
drag  the blade out of them, and
Lack in billets you may get so blowed
up in your sleep that the friends who
are hitting the hay with vou will have

to pick vou 1n |i3u'w. oft their tunies.
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i've seen men skulkin® in dug-outs scat-
tered in small bits over the landseape,
and I've seen men spit in death’s face
in a charge and only get their faces and
hands dirty. You never can tell!

“1 enlisted because 1 like to shoot.
'rom the days when T was a kid up to

3 the tune when I went to war I had a
I vifle in my hands a good deal of the
time, I will say for France and Bel
oittin that there’s good shootin’ over
there, And the fishin” 1sn’t bad. I used
there. And the fishin® ain’t bad. | used
iv work for the telephone company in
Aherstburg, 1 have a lot of friends
- Detroit,
" “They tell a lot of stories about me

but most of them ain’t true. For in-

aitee, thev tell of the time when I was
cn sentry duty near an old farm house.
Around the corner was a German sen-
try.,  Lach of us knew that the other
fellow would get his if he turned the

ﬁ'
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corner.  They say | put my foot on
iy rifle barrel and bent it so that it
was at right angles with the stock, Then
' supposed to have crept up to the
corner, poked it around and shot the
Grerman sentry as he was erawling up
in do the same thing to me.

“They say it was me who stopped an
officer coming through the dark by call-
img “Who coes there?’

Many Jokes Told at His Expense.

“The officer said, ‘A friend, Lieuten-
ant James.’

““Pass on, friend Jimmy,” they say
I answered.

“They say it was e who was asked
at drill over in England what steps 1'd
take in retiring from a superior body
¢t the enemy, and who said, ‘Long
steps!’

“DBecause I'm Irish they put up to
me all the treneh  josh that  passes




around.  I'm supposed to have put up
a sign over a field where the crosses
are so thick you can hardly step be-
tween them, The sien reads: “Wake
tp. your king and vour country needs
.\HII.‘

“The hoys muest have their jokes
even 1f they are ¢hastlv—and beeanse
I was always up to some devilinent thes
put a lot of them on me.

“They say that my shoes were so
worn out that the officer put me on
patrol duty with orders to take a new
pair from the first German 1 shot, |1
aecording to the storyv—staved away a
long time, and when 1 got back the of-
ficer demanded what had kept me.

““You told me to get shoes,” I'm
supposed to have said, but T had to kill
ifty men before T got a pair to fit.’

“What was the narrowest escape |
had? Sure, I nearly had my teeth tak-
en out.  No, not by a bullet, hut hy a
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dentist. It was when we were on short
rations, and I had wandered over near
the French lines, The Frenchies had
plenty to eat, and I thought I eould
induce them to give me some. 1 could-
i't make out their lingo, so I opened
my mouth, pointed to it, and made
signs to show that 1 was terribly hun-
ary. They looked at me pittingly (the
i'rench really have good hearts), and
Lefore T knew they had me hustled over
to a tent, where thev jabbered 11N
storv to a man in a white suit. It was
not till he had me in a ehair, and was
waving the foreceps that I saw what
they were up to. They thought T had
fcothache !’

Pad.y’s Wounds Are Healing Slowly.
Paddy paused as a white gowned

purse passed through the long sunshiny
vward,
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“Time to be dressed, Mr. Denvir,”
she reminded him.

Paddy’s wounds in the foot and hand
are healed, but the place where the
shrapnel tore his back still needs atten
tion.

[ read a London papor telling of a
pig recernitinge meetine the nieght hefore
while the men. one alter another, suh

ntted themselves to the doetor  and
HEI

The bandage that was swathed about
the jaw of “Bertie” Baines was re
moved, and T saw a livid., unhealed
wound on his jaw. A slim voung sol-
dier who had come in the door saw if
too—and he saw I';l«ltl‘\ Denvir hobble
aver the floor with the stick—but he
paused only a moment to nod to the men
hack from Flanders, and went to the
bedside of another patient he had come
to visit. T could hear him eivine this

man the latest news of the battalion,
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Low many reernits had been seeured in
the last Tew ':;1.'\ s, and of the Im'\,\‘ llu[n'
that 1t would soon be sent to the front.

“I'm tired of hancin® around lLon
don,”” he said, I want to he where

somethin’s dong!”’

The two uniformed men neither
Baines nor Denvir are in bed—helped '
themselves from my cicarette hox, and
colanced at the shim soldier as his tall
hletie ficurve stood framed in the door
ivoon his way out.
‘e wants to he where there’s some
thin® doin’)”” grunted Paddy. “Tle
wants to be where there's some fun,
and nice pretty girls and such the like
Only Hints at What He Thinks of War o
*What do you think of it yvourself, ’
Faddy 2’ T parried.
“Think of 1t!"" he exelaiimed. ‘‘ Look
aft me, and tell me what I oueht to think \

of 1t! See me hobbline around here.

and figure out that I'll never be able
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to do the Irish ,ii“‘ like in the zood old
(U]'\\‘ cone I"\,.‘

It was in the days when the boys
felt that this was to be a short, punchy
var, that this was sung,”” said Paddy.

e I<*|w;ilwl the lines:

“We're the boys from Oxford County
l'.!l} wWe ¢one ]4lu 1 \\\\.lbtll\l(ll“‘. fowin:
Were here to do our t!wl'z.\‘
\nd to ficht for kinge and erown
( ‘heer, |m_m\ cheer,
\s we o marchine round.
We s

We Ve Comne aceross the ocean,

to down the Allemands:

yvid when we eet to the firine line,

Just

Our ranks are sure to be thin
it there’s hound to he some of us lefl

To mareh into Berlin!”’

“Darned poor  verse o ecommented
addy, “*but it shows what the lads
were thinking of when they first start-

ed on this war. There's another one




18

something like it, Tt runs this way:

“We're on our way to Germany,

At the kaiser’s throne we want to be,
We'll drink his beer,
And give a cheer

or Canada across the sea.

“The Walkerville buneh had a sono
that went something like this:
“You people want to know who we are,
We come from society so near and so
far,
We know our manners,
We spend our tanners,
We are respected wherever we go,
And when we are walking,
Down the old Walker road,
Al the ladies say
‘Oh, there they go!’
We come from Walkerville:
Never work, and never will,
We are the Walkerville hoys.”™

.
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Well or Wounded the Soldier Sings.
“NRongs ! There are a million of
them,”” said Paddy.  ““The boys sing

through wet and eold, in bhillets and on
the firing line, when they're well and
vwhen theyre wounded.  After the bat-
tle of Givenchy, they tell me, the hand-
ful of Walkerville bovs who were left
told an officer they could still sing.
You've cot to show me.” he said. Then
they sang that last bit I've given vou
Just to prove that they could.

“T wasn't at the battle of (iivenchy
myself, My soldierin’ stopped just a
iittle while before IHaskin got his. It
was in a charge, I had gone aecross
ihat field he told about, over that diteh
and by those cattle that were grazing
with  the wounded and dead lying
around them.

“T had ecome through without a
serateh, and then I got it all of a sud-
den. We had just left the treneh when
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it came—a bullet in the foot. I went
down and the boys swerved around me
in the charge to avoid tramplin’ me.
it was when I was down that I got
enother in the hand,

“1 erawled into a shell hole. Beside
me was a fourth battalion man with his
icg off. Ile bled to death lying there.
Another man who laid face downward
there with ns was alive when we erawl-
¢d in beside him, for he was groaning
[ listened to his goans for two hours
end then a shrapnel burst in the air
qust 30 feet above us. [ got hit in the
spine then, and I guess [ groaned some
yself, Anyway, when I came to enough
i0 notice what was going on around me
the other fellow’s groans had stopped.™

Not An Easy Place to Hold.

[t was not an easy place to hold. It

vvas not a cheap place to hold. But the
surrender of this little town would have
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meant inevitably an entire alteration
i the face of the northern war. It
would have involved the entire retire-
ment of the Belgian army from its nor-
| thern position. Once the Yser Canal to
Ji the north of Ypres was turned the
"’ whole of the Belgian position up to

Nieuport and the sea would inevitably
bave gone, lLet the Germans push be-

vond Ypres and nothing could have
prevented them pressing on first to
Dunkirk and then beyond. Ypres was,
and is, essentially the key to (‘alais, and
so we would have found the German
armies turning the entire flank of the
allied position. Ilad the Ctanadians not
Eeld Ypres and our Ist Division not
saved the day at Ypres in April, 1915,
there would have been no battle of the
Somme to-day, for the British armies
would now be fighting their way for a
foothold on northorn Freneh soil. And
“fat Bertha—Germany’s darling gun




from the white eliffs above Sangaate
would have been dropping its 42 em.

| shells into the villas of Folkestone and
the forts and working class streets of
Dover.

Worth while! If ever a thing has
been worth while in this war it has been
the defenee of Ypres. If ever there can
be said to have been a portion of the
war which has saved the whole, that
has been the holding of this aneient
I'lemish capital.  Every Canadian may
pe pround that CCanada had her share,
and a great sharve, in it.  For here Can-
ada helped to save Europe.

*Well, Paddy, what do you think of
war?’’ L]

“I wouldn’'t have missed the sicht of
it on any account,”” he answered, **One
thing that made me laugh while in the
Lospital in England was the sight of a

poor chap who had hot salt at his feet,

@ mustard plaster on his chest and a
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vinegar bandage on his head. [ thought
that if the pepper ean had bheen glued
his nose he would have made a first-
class eruit-stand.”
‘ITow about the food? What were
! 1|u- his(-uils like ?
Say, I wish I had one just to see you
try to eat it. Why, one little Delgian
fellow who couldn’t speak a word of

English came to me one day and indi-
cated that he wanted something to eat.
e appeared to have a good set of
crinders so I gave him a biscuit with a
piece of ‘bully beef’ on top. In about
twenty minutes he returned handed me
the biseuit (which he had evidently tak-
cn for a plate) and, bowing. said, **Mer
ci, beaucoup.” 1. myself, was a week
fryving to bit off one corner, but per-
haps I was something like the boy with
the filberts—trying to grab too muech
at one time. I always was generous to
myself, in the line of eats.””
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In speaking of the Red Cross Pte.
Ilenvir spoke very highly—=also the St.
John’s Ambulance, ** You ought to sce
them work, and how they go about it.
It is something grand.”’

“How did you like your officers?”’

““My officers were the best in the
Canadian contingent. Our Colonel, Lit.-
Col. was badly wounded.
but went back a second time with an-
cther battalion. My own officer, Major

just 2ot home the other
day. Ile wrote me a nice letter and |1
sent him a Christmas eard. lle said |
ile was getting ready for some big event
to take plaes shortly and asked me to
cness what 1t was.  ['ve guessed.”’ -{

“What did vou guess!”’ i(

“You never mind about that. You
cught to have as good guessing grey
matter as I have, haven’t you?!"

““ What do you think of your of-

ficers?™’
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“*T think that they were some of the
best that ever held a commission,
They were lion-hearted brave and bold;
l.ike the heroes in the days of old;

And their names should be inseribed in
letters of gold,
In (Clanadian history, when all is told.”

**Well, what became of the fish any-
how?"’

**Oh, those awful fish! They were
trying to break the line and we were
trying to save it, and did save it. They
afterwards got wounded, and, T believe,

cassed, and taken prisoners.
Trench Talk and Songs.

“Have you ever heard of our great
big Canadian gun? It takes a week to
load it.. The men have to retire seven-
tv-two miles on account of the conecus-
sion from the report. When the shell
drops on the enemy’s lines, what men
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i does not kill, it brinzs back prison
crs a week later full of hot air.”

Cnee at Valeartier camp a Sergean
shouted at me, ““Don’t vou know the
company has fallen in? Double up and
foll in at the river.”” ‘“*Not on your
life, Sergeant,”” says 1. “*T joined the
first (‘anadian contingent — not the
C‘oldstream Guards.”
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Daily Routine.

D am.—Reveille.
2.0 am.—Roll (Call,

6 a.m.—Battalion will parade in bare
teet and helmets. Rout mareh to dark-

iricht ligchthouse and back.

6.20 a.m.—Swimming parade, Any

an found wandering at the bottom of
the sea will be given his discharge, All
submarines found to be handed in to
the Quartermaster and put in his kit
hag.

7.30 am.—Camel parade before go-
mg to Kgypt.  All eamels’ humps to
be polished and ¢hins eleaned.

9.30 a.m.—Route march to Russia,
beaded by the Amherstburg band. Here
we suffer grief and pain,

N.(.O.s will be supplied with goat’s

milk free of charge.
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1.30 p.m.—All men suffering from
corns  will parade to Quartermaster
stores for sandpaper.

3 p.m.—There will be a night attack
on the nearest ““‘pub.”” Fatigue party
will be detailed to carry away the emp-
11es.

5.30 p.m.—Fire Alarm. All men will
stay in bed till carried to a place of
safety.

6 p.m.—Passes will be given to men
for shaving and washing. This only ap-
}'lies to men in need of the same,

In case of Zepp raid all men will
make for the nearest cookhouse table
and remain underneath till refresh-
ments are dished out.

During the night all men are warn-
«d to have their toe nails cut to prevent
tearing of the blankets.
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Defaulters—Pte. Pillowslip has been
awarded one month in confectionery
shop for refusing to eat his rations.
Pte. Dime, 10 days C.B. for taking a
sune bug for a Zepp on the 17th of
Mareh.  Pte. Respirator, 5 days, No. 2,
for striking a mateh to see if the gas
was coming over,

liights out.

Note.—Outdoor sleepers are entitled
to erawl in and get warm provided they
will refrain from bragging about sleep-
g outdoors.




Keep Your Head Down

Keep your head down, Allemand !
Keep your head down, Allemand!
.ast night by the ‘‘star-shell” light,
i saw you,

i saw vou,

I'ix your old barb wire,

' you want to see vour father,
And your mother any more,

Keep yvour head down, Allemand ! .
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No Conscription.

Come on, yvou boys of Canada!

And never let it be said,

Fhat you ever had to be led,

i.ike a horse, with a halter round his
head !

iut uphold the name that the first
boys made,

And go right to the fore;
And take your place in this big fight,

Our Empire’s righteous war,




