
RECOLLECTIONS   OF   D-DfiY

8112366,   Rifleman  J.   L.   Wagar,   C  Company,
let.  Brl,   Queeri's  Own  Rifles  of  Canada

SOME   BACKGROUND   0N   THE   ROLE   OF.   A   COMBAT    INTELLIGENCE   MAN:

In  the  early  Spring  of  1944,  a  new  position  was  added  t.a  the
complement  of  each  bat.tie  Compariy   in  the  Third  Canadian  Division
(Assault):     an  Intelligence  Marl.     The  idea  was  General  Moritgomery's,
as  an  effort.  to  improve  t,he  communicat.ion  of  tactical  int.elligence
in  t.he  heat.  of  bat,tle.     In  the  Queen's  Own  Rifles,   one  Rifleman  was
c:hosen  from  each  of  t.he  four  Companies,   by  each  Company  C.O. ,   and
temporarily  attached  to  Intelligence  Section,  Battalion  Hcl,  for
intensive  training  in  eTiemy  unit  and  weapons  ident.ificat.ion,   map
reading  and  recording,  and  physical  fit.ness.     We  ret.urned  to  the
bat.tie  Company  about  the  time  t.he  Regiment  was   "sealed  in"  before
D-Day .

The  normal  role  of  an  Intelligence  Man  was  t.a  carry  and  update
the  tactical  maps  in  batt.Ie.    His  place  in  battle  order  was  with
Company  Ha,   moving  forward  with  t.he  C.O.   and  the  Radio  Man.     Aft.er   a
Company  object.ive  (or  at  least  a  secure  perimeter)  had  been
achieved,   his  job  was  to  map  t.he  positions  held  by  each  Sect.ion  and
Plat.oon  of  t.he  Company,  try  to  locat,e  and  map  the  positions,
numbers,   arid  weapons  of  t.he  enemy  positions  facing  them,   report,  to
his  Company  Commander,   then  get  the   information  back  (first.hand  and
on  foot.)  to  Bat.talion  HQ  as  fast  as  possible,  and  Yet.urn  t.a  his
Compariy  with  an  updated  map  of  Battalion,   Brigade,   Division,   and
AT.my  disposit.ions,   along  with  any   new   information  about  t.he  eT`emy.
From  time  to  t.ime,   the  job  became  more  complicat.ed.     During  t.he
first  month  of  t.he  Normandy  Beachhead,   for   instance,   CompaT`y
Intelligence  Men  also  served  as  Company  Runners,   since  these  were
left  behind  in  England  for  lack  of  space  in  the  landing  craft.

SOME   BACKGROUND   0N   ASSAULT   FORCES:

A  British  oT  Canadian  Assault  Division  for  the  Normandy
invasion  was  an  augmented  Division  of  over  20,000  troops,   especially
equipped  to  overcome  fortified  beaches,  move  inland  quickly,  repel
expected  armoured  count.erat,tacks,   and  hold  a  perimeter  while  major
forces  built  up  behind  them.     An  Assault  Company  had  a  complement  of
about  90  men,  rather  t.ham  the  usual  110,   in  order  to  fit  into  3
assault  landing  craft..    Troops  not  essent.ial  to  the  assault  it.self
would  catch  up  t.o  t.heir  unit.s  when  the  beachhead  was  secure,   and
transport  from  England  could  be  arranged.     In  t,he  case  of  my
ComF]any,   the  remainder  began  to  appear   just  before  C:aen  was  taken.
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I   T-emember   gett,ing  oiir   first  hot.  meal,   for   instarice,   lounging  by  a
bunker  at.  the  edge  of  C:arpiquet  airport,  26  days  after  we  landed  tor
was   it.  26  June?).     What  I  most  remember  was  the  taste  of  bread  and
butter  instead  of  hardt.ack.

fi  great  variet.y  of  Landing  C:raft  were  used.     I  recall  these:

LCA.     Landing  Craft,   assault.     An  open,   armoured,   flat-
bot.toned  craft,  designed  to  deposit  30  assault.  t.roops  on  (or  wit.hin
wading  diet.ance  of )  an  invasion  beach.     Its  front.  is  a  hinged  ramp
held  up  by  chains  until  the  Navy  pilot  lets  it  down  at  his  closest
approach .

LC:I.     Landing  Craft.,   InfaT`t.ry.     fi  large  follow-up   landing
craft.,   covered,   manned  by  5  or  6  naval  personnel  commanded  by  an
officer,  equipped  to  billet  and  carry  a  reserve  assault.  Company  t.a
wit.hin  wading  dist.ance  of  a  beach.

LC.T.     Landing  Craft,   Tank.     A   large,   open,   armoured,   flat-
bott.omed  craft.,   a  giant  version  of  an  LCA,   designed  to  deposit
combat.~ready  (and  shooting)  tarlks  on  a  beach.

LSI.     Landing  Ship,   Infantry.     A   I.mat,her"   ship,   for   carrying
the  assault.  and  immediat.e  support  troops  of  a  landing  force,  plus
their  landing  craft,   into  raTige  of  a  beach  in  relative  comfort..

JUNE   6,    BEFORE   D4.WN

The  Channel  was  black  and  drizzly,   Tolling  in  the  back  swells
of  yesterday's  st.arm--but  this  was  truly  a  luxury  t.rip.     The  last
t.ime  our   Company   had   beerl  on  the  Channel   was   on  a   "Scheme,..   crammed
int.o  an  LCI   where  nearly  everyone  was  sick,   including  the  Navy.     I
remembered  how  it  felt.  being  held  by  the  ankles  as  I  wretched  in
agony  overside,   the  lining  of  my  stomach  beginning  to  bleed.     With  a
high  surf  running  on  the  laTiding  beaches,  t.he  first  troops  landed  so
disastrously  that.  the  reserves  were  ordered  t.o  turn  back  before
landing,  so  had  to  suffer  the  TolleT-coast.er  ride  going  out  and
coming  back.

But  this  was  Tio  flat-botLomed  LCI--this  was  a  real  ship,   an
LSI,  equipped  to  feed,  billet,  and  transport  an  entire  beach  assault
groiip,   ringed  with  climbing  net.s  and  LCAs  slung  from  the  davits.
We'd  been  aboard  her  since  the  4th,   waiting.     She  would  carry  us
comfortably  across  the  Channel,  and  drop  t.he  first.  of  us  into  our
LCAs  ur`der  cover  of  darkness,  about  2  (?)  miles  off  the  coast.

Reveille  was  early.     It.  was  still  night.     The  LSI  was  st.ill
ploughing  ahead   irito  the  darkT`ess.     I  don't  remember  eat.irig;   t.he
Navy  may  have  ladled  out  some  porridge  and  coffee.     All  we  had  was
our   Compo  Rat.ioTis,   ariyway,   but  that.  was  for   lat.er.      I   remember
lining  up  for  rum  ration,   but  only  because  somebody  talked  me  into
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it:     since  I  was  so  queezy
good  pal,  and  get  an  extra
man  was  smarter   than  I  was
cariteen,   which  was  already
saving  up  for  a  party  when
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in  the  stomach,  at  least  I  c:ould  be  a
shot  for   a  drinkin'   man.     The  c!rinkin'

He  poured  both  mine  aTid  his   into  his
half  full--a  litt.Ie  something  he  was
the  time  was  right.

Theri  official   noises  began  coming  over  the  intercoms,   people
started  giving  orders,   t.he  engines  slowed.     We  got.  into  our  gear.
aT`d   lined  up  on  deck  beside  our  designated  LCA.     The  sky  was  just.
beginriing  to  lighterl  as  t.he  Lcf}s  were  dropped   into  the  swells,   anc!
we  climbed  down  the  nets  to  get  on  board.

At  that  point,   I   don't.  remember   anyone  saying  anything.     Each
man's  job  had  been  set  and  memorized  days  before,  and  there  was
really  nothing  to  say.     We   knew  the  width  of  beach  we  had  to  cross,
the  jackmines  we  had  to  avoid,  the  bunkers,  the  gun  positions,  the
Wall  we  had  to  get  over  or   through,   the  st.Teets  and  t.he  buildings  of
the  towri  we  had  to  t.ake,   t.he  minefields,   the  possible  enemy
strength,  the  perimeter  we  had  to  establish  for  t,he  next.  wave  to  go
forward.     And  I  had  my  own  special   job  after  t.hat.

When  we  were  given  our  assignments  at  t.he  first  briefing
session  after  being  sealed  in,  the  Corporal  of  my  former  Section  iri
14  Platoon,   not.   knowing  what  I   had  been  doing  since   I   left  the
plat.oon,   had  gaped  out   loud  when  my   job  was  det.ailed,   and  quipped,"What  are  you  buckin'   for,   Wager,   the  Victoria  Cross?"     And  every
time  we  met  or  passed  within  earshot.  of  each  other   in  the  days
before  we  boarded  ship,   his   nickname  for   me  was   "V.C."--like   "Hi
lJ.C.i      How're   things?"   or   -Why,   here's   old   V.C.   WagaT..      How   are   ya,
V.C.?"     He  would  say   it   loudly,   for   anyone's  benefit.   wit.h  a  grin  of
eTicouragemeri€,   even  envy,   and  I  would  grin  back,   feeling  heroic.     So
I  was  very  much  inside  myself ,   not  really  open  t,a  making  talk.     The
day  was  goiTig  to  be  a  test  of  things--a  t.est.  of  me,   the  t.est,  of  a
Diiiisiort,   the   test  of  an  Army,   the  test  of   an   INVASION  OF  NAZI
EUROPE~~and  I  was  silenced  by  the  whole  tremendous  thing,   and
scarec! .

JUNE   6,    DAWN

fis  the  sun  c:ame  up,   we  were  looking  at.  France  on  a  closing
horizon  that.  slid  up  anc!  down,  right  and  left  with  the  motion  of  our
Lea.     The   "barf  bagsH   were  out.     One  or   t.wo   hac!  alTeac!y  thrown  their
bags  overboard,   arid  were  ac!ding  to  the  bilge.     I   threw  up  once,
gagged  a  lot,   turned  my  int.eTest  to  the  show  above  and  around  us.

H-Hour   at  Berrt.ieres  was  0730.     A  and  8  Companies  would   larid   irt
froTtt  c)i  the  town.     C  arid  D  would   lanc!  minutes   later   on  the  right
ar.c{   left  edges  of  t.he  town.     Now  we  begaTi  to  pick  out  t,he  features
of  Bernieres  ahead.     Support  started  up.     Shells  from  battleships  we
couldn't  see  began  hissing  high  overhead,   exploding  somewhere  inland
Qrl  targets  we  coulc!n't  see.     A  lir!e  of  four  Spitfires  swept  lew
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along  the  line  of  the  coast,   blazing  away  at  God   kriows  what..     To  our
left,   somecme  pushed  the  firing  button  c>n  a   lcmg,   converted  LCT
bristlir!g  with  bank  after  bank  of  heavy  mortars.     We  watched  nests
of  mortar  shells  lobbing  up  and  over   anc]  down,   and  the  town  blowing
up  ir!  slow  not.ion.     Someone--it  had  t.a  be  the  C.O.,   Major  Nicksorr-
ciursec!,   "Damn!     They're  supposed  to  be   hittir!g  the  beach!"     Now  the
Spitfires  were  com.ir[g  back  along  the  coast,   higher   up,   aTid  swingiTig
rjut  over  u§,   heading  home.     The  last  one  ir!   liTte  was  on  a  collision
coiirse  with.  the  last  ri.est  of  mortar  sh.ells  lobbing  up  from  the  LCT.
I  watched  t.heir  trajectories  closiT!g,   and  wondered  if  the  guy  would
kr.ow  what  hit  him.     The  plane  exploded,   and  fell   into  the  water   j.ust.
off  shore.     The  C.a.   was  up,  trying  to  pick  t,hings  out  with  his
binoculars--I  think  it  was  him--and  suddenly  blurted,   "My  God!
There's  a  Frenchman  in  a  boat  out  there,  pulling  the  pilot  out  of
the  water."     The  unreality  of  t.hirigs  was  creeping   ir!.     With  oiir
heac!s  down.  as  ordered,   tlicked  safely  behind  the  shel+.er  of  steel
plates,   anc!  all  Hell  breaking  loose  around  iis,   here  was  a  in.ere
civilian  who  didn't   kr.ow  he  was   in  a  war--just   knew  that  somebody
h.ac!  to  get  a  marl  out  of  the  water,   and  he  was  elect.ed.

Now  we  were  .maybe  a  quarter-mile  ciff  the  beach,   flar!ked  by  our
other  2  LCAs,   reuvec!  up  on  oiir   firlal   run  in,   when  t.he  orders  were
crtanged.     OiLr   LC.A  turned,   t.he  C.O.   Iwavir.g  the  other   two  aft.er   us,
and   I:eac!ec!  back  to  sea.      I   don't   know  where  the  message  came  from,
cr   I.ow  it  got  to  us,   but  Tiow  we  were  told  t.hat  i±ble  and  Baker   hadn't
landed.     Our   tank  support.  had  been  slowed  down  by  the  heavy  seas,
aT`d  hadn't  arrived  yet.     Able  and  Baker   had  been  turned  around  about
a   half-hour   ago.     H-Hour   was   now  teTit.at.ively  OTT.e   hour   later,   anc!
someor.e  had  forgott.en  to  tell  us.     Forgot  to  t.ell  t,he  mort.ar  ships,
too,   I  was  thiT`king.     More  cursing.     A.bout   loco  yards  offshore  we
turr!ed  again,   and  began  doir.g  slow  circles,   waiting.     The  odd  shell
begar!  throwir.g  up  waterspout.s  nearby.     ATty  help  th.e  earlier  support
fire  had  giver!  IJs  was  rapidly  c!isappearir}g.

Now  the  order   came  to  go;   all   the  t.anks  hac!n't  arrived,   but  we
were  going  to   hat/e  to  go  with  what  LL`e   had.     The  tide  was  coming   in.
&nc!   keeping  clear  of  t.h.e   jackmines  was  going  to  become  a  bigger
problem  for  the  assault.  craft  the  higher  the  tide  moved  up  t.he
beach.     This  time,   over  to  the  left.,   there  were  craft.  going  in  aheac!
of  us.     Our  LCA  revved  up,   and  we  started  in  again.

Some  of  the  jackmines  were  already  in  3  or  4  feet  of  water.
The  pilot  was  fighting  surf  to  keep  clear  of  them,  trying  to  run  a
patri.  that  he'd  be  able  to  back  out  of ,   too.     The  ramp  c!roppec±,   anc!:ale  poured  off  in  single  file  into  waves  up  to  our  waist.s,   running.
Idiot  orders  were  being  shouted:      no ff  th.e  beach.!     Off  the  beach!
Get  to  the  wall!"     Relieved  someboc!y's  tension,   I   suppose,   but  I
dor!'t   krtow   ariybody   who   hac!   to   be   tolc!  what   t.a   c!o   ori   +.hat  beach.      As
I   hit  the  sand   I   was  t.hinkiTig,   "Thank  God  for   solid  ground!.     The
L{Grld  wasr:'t  goir`,g  up,   down,   anc!  sideways  anymore.     In  fact,   that's
all   I  was  thir]kir.g.     For  the  first  minutes  nothiT:g  else  registerec!
b'-Lit   relief .
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CompaTiy  HQ  set,  ILp  besic!e  the  wall,   near   a   jagged  split  where
or]e  raan  at  a  ti.me  could  climb  up  to  the  waterfroT:t  road.     Host  of
th.e   CorrLpany  were  already   in  th.e  towri  when  some  sniper   f iltered  back
ir.+.c  the  rleaT   houses,   anc!  linec!  up  on  the  road.     A  little  par]ic  iri
t!i.e  rear  tlTitil  the  sniper   was  taken  out.     Wounded  were  comir:g  back
ijjith  stories  of  snipers  holding  things  up  in  town.     I  was  thinkip.g  I
didn'i-.   kr!ow  most  of  these  guys.     I'd  been   ir:  training  away  from.  the
CompaTiy  for   4  mont.hs.     For   that  matter,   I'd   never   worked   iT]  Company
He,   so   I   *arc!ly   kr!ew  Major   Nickson  either--ar!d   he'd  only   kp.own  me  as
an  out-of-place   kid  in  a  rifle  plat.eon.     Word  passed  dowri  that  A  aT}d
a  Companies   had  a   lot  of  casualties.     a  Company   hac!   1anc!ed   ir?.  froT`t
of  the  mair}  burlker.     Compared  t,o  that.   our  beach  was  a  cinch.

Now  a   "flail  tank"   clanked  ashore,  rotary  chains  flailing  the
sap.c!  ir:  front  of  it  to  explode  the  mines,   clearing  a  path.  `jp  the
beach  for  ar!oth.er  iieh.icle  exit  into  town.     A   "step  mined   blew  its
i,E:ft  track  off ,   and  the  crew  baled  out,   mir!us  the  c!riveT.     Some
er.Sir:eers  turned  up  from  somewhere,   with  their   mine  c!etectors,   ar?.d
started  clearir}g  a  pat.h  t.he  hard  way.

We  got.  the  message  t.hat  the  ceTttre  of  t.own  h.ad  been  cleared,
and  T3sistaTice  seemed  to  have  disappeared.     It  was  tirr.e  to  move
for'*jard.     A  few  stunnec!  civiliaris  were  peering  out.  of  doorways  as  we
rr:o...led   into  the  cobbled  st,reet,s.     Now  the  Platoon  Commanders  were
reportitig  that  they  were  digging  ir[  on  t.heir  objectives  on  the
perimet.er   of  towTi.     The  C.O.   begari   looking  for   a  place  t,o  set  up  Coy
HQ.     I  askec!  his  permission  to  start  out  for  Courseulles.     I  got  a
preoccupied   "yes..     I   hadn't.  thought  about.  it,  blut  our   delayed
landir`.g   had   kr.ockec!  an   hoi.r   off  my  schedule.     We   hadn't  made   it  up.

TH,E   ROAD   TO   COURSEULLES

THE  PROBLE:M.     Third   Cariadian  Divisior,  was   landing   on  a  two
Brigade  Frortt,   eth  Brigade  on  the  left„  7th  Brigade  oTt  the  rigr.t,
9th  BTigade   iri  reserve.     Division  HQ  was  st.ill   in  Eriglarid.     On  our
right,  and  left  were  Gold  anc!  Sword  Beaches,   beiTig  assaultec!  by  two
British  Di`jlisions  wh.ose  HQs  were  also  still   in  Englar.d.     Farther  to
the  right  were  omah.a  ar.d  Ut,ah  Beaches,   being  assaultec!  by  three
fmericart  Divisior!s  whose  HQs  were  likewise  st.ill   in  England  (or
somewhere   in  th.e  Charmel).     But   communicatiori  bet.ween  Brigades  was
only  possible  through  Division.     So  on  D-Day  the  strategic  radio
traffic  back  ar.d  forth  from  England  or  the  ChanT`el  to  multiple
mobile  forces  ir!  or   on  the  way  to  Normar!dy  made  cross-unit  rac!io
ccTttact  impossible.     If  8th  Brigade  was  goir.g  to   know  where  7th
Brigade  was,  or  vice  verse,   in  the  first  hours  of  D-Day,  that
irEfoTir!atiort   woilld   r.aue   to   be   rLirt   across.      OT`  th.e   morTting   of  D-Day,
b3tweer!  the  right  i lar!k  of  8th  Brigade  at  Bernieres  anc!  the  left
flank  cf  7th.  Brigade  at  Coiurseulles,   there  was  a  gap  of  one  mile,
linked  by  a  coast  road   Ilo  oile   had  securec!.     Somecme  woulc!   hal/e  to
rL[\|.   it.
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THE   PRi3BLEN   ASSIGNED.      Somewhere   the   c!ecision   was   made   that   the
Inteliig3r:c§   FTar}  of   +.he  rightm®st  Com,par]y   of   eth  Brigade  woiulc!   riin
+.i-.e  gap,   and  trac!e   informatiort  with  the  Ir.telligerice  Officer  of  the
laftmost  Battalior.  of  7th  Brigade.     Why   it  wasTi't  I.he  c>ther   way
frounc!  was  goQc!  planning,   I   hope.     The  enemy  positions  o'uerlooking
the  roac!  cc>ulc!  be  coi!nteTed  better  from  Bernieres  th.an  Courseulles.
£Lnytt[a}.,   I   was   th.e   Irttelligence   P1:ar,   of   rr!y   Brigade's   rightrr:ost
=.3rr5Fiar}y,   se   I   weiilc±   do   the   running;    and   some   LieuteT?.ant   ir}   th.e
RegiTia  Ftifles  was  the  Intelligence  Officer  of  his  Brigade's  leftrr!ost
Battaliori,   so  h,e  would  do  the  meetiTig.

THE   PROBLEM   DEFINED.      Aerial   photography   had   giveT`.   ijs   most   of
our   iTiformatieii  about  the  gap  bet.ween  the  towTis.     About  a  quarteT-
iTtile  alit  of  Berrtieres,   there  was  a  gun  position  5  yards  off  the
roac±>   betweeri  +.h.e   roac3   and   the  beach.      Ir:   the   fielc!s   cin   the   inlar!d
slcpe>   about  loo  yarc!s  off  the  road  on  a  low  ridge,   there  was
ar!other  giuri  position,   a  Tir}g  of  trer!ches,   and  what   looked  like
rriortar   positions.     The  ir.IaTid  fields  were  mir.ed.     The  beach  was
rr:inec!.     It  was  suspected  that  the  roaci  could  be  mined,   anc!  that  the
ditches  en  either  side  of   it  could  be  mir[ec!.     I  was  told  I  could
take  two  rr.er?  from   15  Platoon  with  me>   sirice  that  Platoor!  was   holding
the  Tight  perimeter  of  Bernieres.     The  Regina  Rifles  Intelliger!ce
Officer   would  meet  me  ori  the  roacl  where   it  enterec!  Courseulles.
Wh.en  wg  got  back  to  Bernieres,   we  were  to   "catch  a  tar`k"   up  the  Caeri
road   aTid  fiT]c]   the  Regimer!t   somewhere  beyond  Beny   or   Basly.     The
Brigadier   should  be  somewhere  close  by>   if   riot  with  Bn  or   C  Coy  HQ,
expectiTig   rr!y   iT!forrr!ation.

I   foJITid   15  Platoon  where  they  were  supposed  to  be.     Plat.Con  HQ
was   iTi.  art  orcharc!  at  the  edge  of  town,   alongside  the  road.     I
Teportec{  tc  the  LieutgTi.ant,   and  he  asked  his  Sergeant  to  give  me  two
m3r`.     H.e  said   I   just  missed  some  excitemeTtt.     H.e  pair.ted  up  the
slops  bsyc>T!c!  the  arc:hard,   "There's  a  mortar  or   two  up  there  son.e-
Lther§.     They  were  hit.ting  us  a  while  ago,   but  they'.v`e  suit.ched  to
the  soutr:  er.d  of  town   now."

I   took  rri.y  two  compar,icms  over   to  t.he  roac],   aiid  explained  what   I
had  to  do.     I  told  them  it   looked   like  the  oTily  way  across  wee  down.
+Lh.a  slope~sic!e  c!itch,   oT]e  at  a  tiTne,   "leapfroggiTlg."      I   didTt't  tell
therri  the  c!itch.  rp`ight  be  mined--werer`'+.   likely  t.a  be  anti-peTsormel
.Tr:ines,   anyway.     I   c!idn't.  talk  about  the  guri  posit.ioT!  beside  the  road
a  qHarLer-mile  out--just  h.oped  it  wasrt't  occupied.

•LJe   took   off   c!o}¢ri   the   c!itch.      The  first  man  Tan   his   yarc!s   and
droppec!.     The  secortd  ran  past   him   10  yarc!s  ar`d  dropped.      I   ran  t.he
yards  to  the  tail   man,   aTld  dropped.   "Got"   I  saic!.     He  ran  past  the
les`.i  arid  dropped.     The  tail   man   looked  back  at  me.   arfc!   I   signalled
him   t.3  go.     He   did   his   leapfrog  aric!  c!ropped.     The  two  ahead
ieaFtfrosged  each  oth.er;   I   leap-frsggec!  myself .     RUT!,   drop,   crawl,
`rilri>   dTclp,   crawl--a   mile   of   it.

Somec,a.e  up  the  sic)?e   had.   Ttoticed.      I   could   hear   ir`..uiisible  bees
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sii..ish   by   as   I   ran.      R.Lfn,   c!rop,   crau!l.     Dcm.'t   get   up   in   the   same
Place  yc.:i  uent   c!owT`.     his  passed  the  ack~ack  giiTi  positior`  at  th.e  side
3f  the   roacl-~empty,   as   I'c!   hoped.     RUT.,   drop,   crawl.     I   had  a  clear
-._jiet¢   c,t..er   trie   Charinel.      The   mists   h.ac!   clearec!,   the   sun  was  bright,,
the  sky  was  a  great  FSatc!i.  of  blue  ringed  with  clouds,   ar„d  the
ChaTiTiel   was   full   of   ships.      Frc}m   one   enc!   of   the   h.oTizon   to  the
r3the.r,  ft3r  as  far  oilt  as  I  could  see,  ships  of  all  shapes  and  sizes,
a.I-I   arrriac!a   of   ships.      The   c]rama   was   get+.iTlg   to   me   agaiTi.      RUTi,   c!Tc>p,
=.`~a+{l.      Frartce,   I   was   thirikiTtg,   toc!ay   I'm   in   France!      Frer.ch   road,
Frer!ch  grass,   FTench.  c!itch.     BehiTld  that   hill   a  whole  contirier;t   ®f
(5-r{s  and  arrri.ies  Searing  up  tc.  push  us  off  this  little  st`.~ip  of  coast
that   isn't  ours.     RLtn,   drop,   crawl.     A  wire  fence  flankec!  the  dit,ch.
S`  small   metal   sigr`.  on   it  caught  rity  attention.      ..Achtung!     RIinen!"   it
saic!,   o`.i   a   skiLll   anc!   cTossbc>nes   background.      Ho:ul   ci.i+.ilized   ar!c!
I:err!al,   I   th.cifght,   and  wasn't  being  sarcastic.     RLfn,   drop>   crawl.
L!he`:~s  I.!ie  ridge  fell  Off  to   le..+el  fielc!s  there  was  a  2-storey
f&`.-r*house  sittir`.g  off  the  road   100  yai-ds.     Didn't  see  aTtybody.`4`1asn't   heaTiT:g   the   bees   anymore.     Run,   drop,   crawl.     Could   see

p3ople  moving  back  ar?d  forth  down  the  road   in  Courseiilles.     Got   uF}
+_o   rilr!,   mouh'ed   out   on   the  Toad,   and   stayec3   lip.      £t  the   ec!ge   of
CeurseLLlles   a  dead  German  was   lying  on  a  pat.ch.  c>f  grass  uT`der   the
trses  by  a  backyarc]  shed,   lookiT}g  out  cif   place.     We  st.arteci  walkir}g.

I   czidn't  see  in.y  Ftegina  Rifle  Lieutenant.     As  we  walked  on
betinjeen  solid  rows  of   hoilses,   t.he  local  residents  were  mo`.ling  about
with  a  ger.eral  air  of  excitement.     There  were  r,o  solc!iers  in  sight.
I   w®r}c!ered  where  the   war   was.     Somec)Tie  offered   us   a   drink   of
scrr.eth.ing,   pouring  it   iTito  a  glass.     Turned  out  t®  be  some  sort  Qf
l€monac±e,   as  far   as   I   remember.     The  uTireality  was  cTeepiTig  back.
Lc-ekirig  clot.tTi  tc.warcl  t.he  centre   of  t,own,   the  only  military  thing   I
cc}iElc!   see   1,tag   a   far!k  sitting   c3ead   in  the   roac!.      As   we   approac:hed   it,
the  commander  became  .¢.isible,   slumped  erE  his  elbows   in  the  turret,
heac!phones   ®`jiaT   his   ears,   lookirig   armoyed.      I   motic>Tied   I   wanted   to
tel!<   to   him,   ar,d   he  slipped   his   headphor.es  down   arouT?.c!   his   r.eck.

"Ha`.``e  you  seen  the  Regina  Rifles?     I  was  s`|pposed  to  rr.eet  their
lr\telligence  Officer   along  here  semewh.ere. U

I.Regina   Rifles?     Ha.¢eTi't   see7i   ar!y   aTo.dTic!   hey-e   for   hours.      Hell,
th`ey're   a   couple  of  towr:a  tLp   by   r!ow.     Where're   you   from?"

"Queen's   OwTt.      Eighth  Brigade.      Came   over   from  BeT.r]ieres,"   I
said,   poir[tiT`g  back  the  way  we  came.      "S!|pposecl  to   find  out   how
Set...er;th   Brigac!e   is   c!oing."

"±  co'|ple  o'   towTis   iT:1aTid   is  the  best   I   carl  say.     Regina  Rifles
m\,=r.\'ed   cut   of   here   maybe   two   rtouTs   ago."

"DemT:."   I   said,   waly.ed   a   half   saltute,   and   turn.ec{  back   in  the
il'irection  of  Berrtieres.

This   `.recorci  of   my   co'riij`ers3tior]   with   the   tarik   coil:near!der   has   tci
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±e  fictiGr„   c}f  cc.urse,   but  the  way   it  kertt>   er:d  the   information   I
3f:.t5   was  exactly   that.

Goir;g   back   t®   BeTT:ieTes,   Jje   walkec±,   stTaigh.i   c5o}m   the   rf]idc{1e   c.i
+.he  road>   three  abreast.     As  we   left  Courselllles,   the  German  solc!ier
I;i3s  still   lyiT`g  by  `ih3  shec2.     As  we  passed  th.e  farmrtoilse  off  to  the
Tight,   t.{€  coLilc!  see  the  c>ccllparits   now,   sitting  out  on  the  front
p.`jrch   takir!g   in   the   show.     They   walt.ed   to   us   as   we   went  by,   and   we
i.ja`.+Jec!   back.      There   were   I.o   bees   iri   the   air.      The   GeTrrtar.   troops   on
i:-je   `]'idge   had  mc`-..ec!   back.      When   we   got   to   Bernieres,15   Platoon   was
still   sitti`.ig   iTi  their   holes   in  t.he  ®rcharcl,   aTtd  my  two  compaTiions
went  back  to  their  Secticm.     What  the  hell,   I  was  saying  to  in.yself ,
I  giiess   I  don't  get  m¥  +.artk  ride.

I   m®u..ec!   into  the   centre  of  towTi,   anc!   ilp  the  mair,  street  to  t.he
se'|t.h  ec!ge.     Troops   ar`c!  congestion  all   over   the  F>lace.      I   rein.em.ber   a
t_a`il`c  tTyir.g  to  negotiate  a  I:arrow  turn  in  a  street,   tearirjg  off  the
c`®?-T`.er   c,f  a  buiiditlg,   not  stopping.     The  ®wr.sr   was  tryir!g  to  firtd
sOTr]ec7r}e   to   ceTr:plain   to.

ITi  th.e  field  to  the  Tight  of  the  road  .ulhere  it  left  the  town,   a
half  ciozen  or  so  tJehicles,   in.ostly  Bren  Gun  Carriers,   lay  deacl  and
`guttec!,   going  Tiowhere.     In  the  orchard  to  the  left,   behind  a  line  of
hec!ge,   I   reco§nizec!  son.e  QOR  c{ug   in.     fit   t,he  rear   edge  of  the
o`rchard   I   founc!  rr.y  Major,   and  beside   him.  the   Brigadier,   lo®kiTig
-3`:-im.     Some  Chaudiere  came  barging  back  through  the  hedge  from  the
field,   ancl   hit.  the  c!irt..      I   reported  to  Major   Nick§or],   ar!c!   h.e
ic!erLtified  me  to  th.e  Brigadier.

Our   coniJersati®n  weTit  somethirig   like  the  following.     I  told   hirr:
rr.3  or[e   had  met  me   iri,  Courseulles,   but   I'd  +.alked  to  a  tap.k  officer.
Regiiia  Rifles  were  alreac!y  2  towns  up  when  I  got  there.     The
Brigac!ier  wee   Tiet  pleased,     That.'s  the  thirc[  I.ime  the  Chaudiere  ha'.,je
come  back.     TheTe's  a  damrz  88  sittirig   iTi  a   hole  up  there,   kriocking
eff  ar,ythirtg  that  sticks  its  nose  out  clown  here.     Tanks  can't  mo`/a.
I'fr!   -I.Tying   to   get   a   ria`.al   gun   oTi   to   it.

pr.ajar   NicksoTT.   said,    .'You'c!  better   dig   in.      They   drop   orte   irt   c>n
us   e`ujery   €ir.c§   in   a   hihile."      I   uTislung  my   gear   by   the  ±ac`K   hedge,
slippec!  my  tc]y  shot.rel   out  of  the   i{ebbing,   aTEc!  started  to  scratch.
1Jr!der   +_he  few   kr!ots   of  grass,   it  was  almost   pure  grallel.     I   c±idT!'t
go  4fer¥  far.     Fey   idiot  shovel  E}roke.

Soon  a  battleship  out  in  the  ChaTinel  start.ed  firir.g.     Coulc!r]'t
hear  thg  guri,   c±f  course,   but  it  had  tc  be  16  ir!ch.     0llerhead  its
s!ieli   sounc!ed   like  a   lc.w-flyir,g  freight  train.     Wh.en  the  Chaudie.res
s€+_   €3ut,   agairi,   thgy   founc!   t.he   SP   hacl   p[|1ied   orjLt..      As   soor`   as   they
;``=ere   i-..it.o   BeTiy,   the   res+_   of   ils   startgd   to   move   up   the   rc>ad.      fif+L.er
E3`3m,;   iioLilrJ   be   Basly,   then   Anguerny,   tr.en   Anisy,   ar[c!   twc}   oT   three
I.,owris  farther   '±p,   the  PTovir]cial  Capital,   Caen.
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JUN.E   6,    AFTERNOON

I   know   we   moved   up,   but   I   don't   remember   moving  up.      I   know
th.at.  the  North  Shore  Regiment   hac!  to  follow  the  Chaudieres,   anc!   from
3asiy  -Lake  over   the  lead  up  the  main  road  past.  Anguerny.     But  I
c!or`'t   remember   seeing   a   North   Shore.*     I   knew  that  the   Queeri's   own
had   to  .Follow   the  North  Shorej   aTid  from  AnsuerTiy  angle  off   left   to
take  Anisy.     But  though   I   remember   the  evening   in  f}.nisy,   I   can
remember   only   t_._wo   iricident.s  of  the  afternoon  orl  the  way.     Th.e  rest
r=,I   the   move   c!raws  a  blank.     Too   much   had   been   happeTting   too  fast.
Somew:r`ere   iTiside,   what.evgr   it   is  that.  writes  memory  was  taking  a
rest.     In  the  days  that  followed.   just  to  survive>  t.hat  kind  of
forgetting  became  the  rule.

`*    T|biabove  memory  g| !±b±i 1
f ia.!L*ec!   attempt   to f ill  in  a
recording  ±±i£ fbi
Ciiaud i er es ;
oTi  the   left

they
North

had  their

memor
Shores

" krlew '. i± i:±rsel±L imaginary .   m±L
gap-    AJii learnec!  after

assigried  ±s2_ follow  ±bg.
9!±JL  aj]i especially

f lank  c>f  the  Divisional
difficult

bridgehead.     Anguerny   a±QJlg_ !cki±b
AJ±nisy  b!±][i ±bg Queen's  Q!±j| assigr!ed  objectives.     Iba.  "e+/eninc!  i±]

seem  to  remember   here  was
t.ends  to  fill

really  in)i evenins!  ij]in- a a P S
that  coTiuenientl

sometimes  recall

with  whatever  related
come   ±g mirid,   sQ_ that.   what   w:±e

aLi  .'memory"  becomes  an unintentional   irwention

But  .t.he  two  remembered   "incidents"   along  the  way  are  true
ericiugh.     I   remember   them  because  they  each  concerned  a  friend  from
:-ny  former   Platoon,   and   I  c!idn't  want  to  forget  them.     I've  forgotten
their   names,   but   I'ue   never  forgot.t.en  the  men.

The  first  was  an  East  End   kic!  wh.o  was  out   to  beat  the   oc!c!s.     He
was  fi..Je  foot  three,   anc!  riel.er   let  you  forget.  an  inch  of  it.     I
I,eLier   saw  him  finish  a  route  march,   small   pack  or   large.     With  the
r`.oise   he  made  about   it,   you  could   never   be  sure   his  agonies  were
real.     I   remember   orie  time  draggiiig  along  under   full  pack   in  the
last  miles  Qf  a  30-mile  march,   seeing  the   jeep  headirig  ou+.  to  pick
iLF  aTiy  casualties.   and  coming  back  with  the   East  End   kid  perched  up
on  th.e  frclnt,   all  smiles  and  commerits,   waving  his  boots  at  us  as  he
F}assec!,   headiTig   home   in   a   mariner   more   his   style.

But   that   was   in  ET`glanc!,   anc!  this  was  FTance.     Early   irt  the
aftLerTioon,   as  we  followed  up  the  road  from  BernieTes  well   bac'i(   of
the  leac!ing  troops,   our   lead  Flat.Cons  begar[  getting  sniped  at  from
houses  on  +.he  lei+..     The  snipers  turnec±  out  to  be  tall,  blonde
Frenchmen  in  German  uniforms~-but   not  all   that  willing  to  c±ie  for
their   r4.asteTs   when   it   came   clown   to   it.     As   Coy   HQ  st.artec!  moving
farwa`-c!  again,   dowri  the  road  came  six   of  them,   running  with  their';Tar;c!s   oi`ter   their   heac!s,   scarec!  silly.     Behind   them   came  the  East   Eric!
kic!,   looking  half  their  size,   runriing  in  full  pack  with  fixecl
:,ayo':iet^   mess  tins   clanking  up  anc!  down   on   his   hips,   herdir!g  them
back  +.o  the  rieaTest  Paw  caga.     He  was  cussing  them  all,   jabbing  the
DoiTi€   .3f   +!is   ba`JOT`et   into   the   rear   of   aTiy   he   caught   .dp   tc},   and
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wa\.I.ir.g  to  the  ch.eers  and  applailse  of  the  troops  as  he  went  by,   happy
as   a   pig   in  the  pro`uerbial.     For   a  morr:ent   the  war   was  foTgcitten   ir!
laughter.      I   coillc!n't  remember   ever   seeing   him  ruTi  b,efore.

The   seconc!  mar:  was  also  from  Cabbagetown,   but  qilite  a  diffeTe}it
i.,+pet   a  big,   jot/ial  gJly  with  a  talent  for   beirig  helpful.     If   I   hac!
to   gil+e   him   a   narfie,   I'd   call   him  Happy;   I   can't   remember   him   beiTig
arEything  else.     He  was  the  one  who   held  my  ankles  as   I   ret.ched
c>ly.e`,'boa`i-c!   on   the   L.CI,   ar.c!   as   far   as   I   know,   t_he   only   one   on   that
s!iip  who  dic!n't.  get  sick.     He  mothered  the  sickest  of  us,   with.  a
T`atural   c,orr.passion  for   pain.

Somewhere   on   the   road,   an  SP   ®penec{   up   on   `Ls  from   our   flank--we
th`ough.i   likely  the   same  orle   that.  the  Navy   hac!  flushec!  out   of  Beny
for   L!s  earlier.     It   left  some   rr:c>T3  casualties  before   it  motfed  or}
aL=ai*>   one   of   tEiem   my   compassionate   friend.      As   we   movec!   up,   I   saw
him  siJL-ting   in  i=he   lee  of  a  hedge  at  the  sic!e  of  the  roac±,   his
jacket  c!rapec!   loosely  ot/er   his  shoulc!ers,   the  bar`c!aged  remainc±er   of
a  shatt3rec!  arm  wrappec!  to   his  chest..     He'd  been   lookec]  after,   just
wail.ing  for   the   jeep  to  come  back  up  for   him.

I   dor]'t   know  what   you   say  to  a  friend  wit.h  a  wounc!   like  that--
but   I   saic!   something,   and   my   pain   was   showing.     He   said,    "Hey,   c!on't
be  sorry   for   me.     I'm  t.he   lucky  one.     I've  got  my  boatric!e   home.
='m  sQrTy  for   you  guys.     YQu're  the  ones  who   hafta  stay   here."

I   saic!,   "Lucky   it's  your   left   arm,   anyway."

He   laughed,   ..Yeah.     There's   lots  o'   things  a  guy  can  clo  with
orie   hand.     £r`c]   no   lworries   anymore.     They'll   be   lookiTi'   after   gi!ys
like  me  back  there."

I   had   to   go.      ''Good   luc:k,   anyway.      Maybe  see   you   agair!,
son.etime,   back   ir!   Toronto."

"Gooc!   luck   to   you   guys.      1'11   be   thinkin'   of   you   over   here."

I  t.dent  on  up  the  road.     When   I   got  home  a  year   later,   I  dropped
into  ChTistie  Street  Hospit.al,   half  thinking  I  might  fiTid   him  +.here.
='d  forgotten   his   flame   already.     But   none  of  the  QueeTi's  Own   I   could
firic!   had   farr!iliar   facesg   and   none   of   them   knew   my   frienc!   fTc>m   my
d5scription,   and   none  of  them   knew  me.     France,   Belgium,   Holland,
the   joilrney  of  a  year=     it  was  as   if   I   had  net.er  beer)  there.     What  I
rein.embsred   had  alreac!y  become   my  private   folklore  of  a  war.     Some-
where   insic!e,   a   cur+.airt   ijjent   c!owii.

JUNE   65    EIJENING

Th.e  Queen's  Own  fiTial   D-Day   objective,   £nisy,   was  as  far   as  the
Qjleen's   Own   got   art   D-Day,   but   to   our   right.  anc!   aheac!.   '..jillon   was   the
•.-:eaTest   apprrjiach.  to  Caen  tha+.  Ninth  Brigac!e  was   ablg  to   held  that
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c{ay`     ?.ttempts  to   gcr   fartr.er   hac!  tc,   p!|ll   back.     Origir!ally,   the
Di.i.__iisic>riai   plar!   hias  t3   be   ir;   th.e  airport   a+.   Carpiq'|et,   on   the
r`.eights   Overlook.ing  Caeri   from  the   w§st,   cn   the   first  clay.     Br=t
e\7eT¥.-t'r`ing   the   Gerr!aT!s   were   moviT)g   ilp   came   to   Caen   first.      For
reserves  rushir:g  so!|th  from  Calais  or  west  from  Paris,   th.e  city  of
CaeT;  :,jas  tr:e   i iTst  major   transport  ar]c!  co,mrn{Lnication  centre   r`.eaTest
1.:he   4.1liec!   Beachhead.

By   early   e`/er!iTig,   the   QlieeTi's   Own   had   secured   i+.s   perimeters,   C
Ci`rr[pany   irt   Ar`guerr.y,   D   Cc}m.party   ir).   Anisy.      4.fter   c!iggir.g   a   slit   for
.I.a;yself ,   I   r3`ovec!   out   +.o   c!o   m¥   job.      I   fouTic!   F.ifteeTi   Platoon   first   (c>r
w.a+s   it  Thirteen?)  settlec!   in  along  the  edge  of  art  crch.ard,   looking
up  a  wheatfi,31d.     Cut   ir:  the  field,   about  5  yards   in  froT`t  of  w+.ere!
i,!ie   SergeaT:i   was  still   c±iggiT`g   ir[>   a  Germar!   soldier   was   staggeTir:g•33ck   atic!  for+.I;,      10  yards   oTie   way,10  yards  back,   eyes   wild,
ttr3at+.irig   harc!,   tripping  on   +,is   t.urns.      The   Sergear.t's   Sten  GiEr?   was
.1`.,yi ...-. €   at   +_he   ec3ge   of   his   t..rench.      If   the   German   slowed   to   a   walk,
t!r`e   Sergeant   aimed   a   burst   ir!   the   group.c!   Ttear   +:is   fee+.,   ar.c!   ueeT:+_•=ack   tc>   c!isgiTig.

In  response  to  my  questior`.   his  anger  was  like  rock.      "This
bastarc!  came   in  with   his   h.ar.c!s  ijp,"   r`.e  said,   ''then   threw  a  greriade
that.   killed  one  of  my   kic!s!      The  son  of  a  bitch  was  a   clead  marl  the
rriirt/Lte   he  c!ic!   it,   but  this  platoori   isT!'t   going  to  make   it  that
easy!"     In  response  to  my  I:ext  questiori,   he  t31c!  me  the  Platoon
Corr!map.c!er   was   lookiTlg  after   a  burial   detail,   ap.d   h`ac!   left  the  German
to   hirr!.

I   .^.eat   c.I   my   way,   c]oiTig   my   jcib.      On   my   way   back   to   Coy   HQ,    I
stoppec!  for   a  moment  to  see  what  was   happening.     The  German  was
still   oTi  his  feet.     His  path  back  and  forth  was  worn  bare.     His
partts  anc±   Lis  boots  were  off ,   h.is   jacket.  open..     He  was   flailing  with
9..t.er`/   step,   his   loTig  .jnc!eTwear   stained  brown  to   his  aTlkles  with  the
c.ie`.-r+lea   of   c!ying.     He  slobbered,   grey   as   death,   no   loTtger   a   mar:.

I   war+_   oTl   my   way,   anc±   finishec!   my   jc>b.      I   was   tolc!   later   that
!`e   hac!  .3een  shot  where   he   fell,   finall}z,   one   limb   3t  a  time.

IT:   fir:guerr`y   I   h.ac!   seeri   the   face   of   ariger   on  rr.y   first   c!ay   of
i.ar.     3ilt  the  shock  that  enc!ed  t...he  c!ays  cf  my  yeut+.,   ar!c!  the   c!ays  of
T.t.+.   ill..icce..lee  forever,   was  seeing   how  easily  the  ci`Jilized  preter)se
:f  htlmanity  slips  off .

***


