
  Chapter 1


  JANUARY 2, 1918 
 RICHMOND FUSILIERS BILLETS, BRUAY


  “You've heard about the armistice?” stated Brigadier-General Embury. He was sitting in a wing chair in the drawing room of the house that had been assigned to Lieutenant-Colonel Llewellyn as his billet and temporary HQ. Madame Serre, the house’s owner, had just poured coffee in pink flowered china cups for him and the brigadier-general before she left for the kitchen. A slight mist rose from the hot coffee that Embury held in his hands.


  Llewellyn nodded as he sipped his coffee. He raised an eyebrow when he tasted how strong she had brewed it. He guessed Madame Serre had thought the brigadier-general deserved an extra tablespoon. “It was in the latest intelligence summary from First Army. The Russians and Germans agreed to one a couple of weeks ago. I expect we’ll be seeing men from the eastern front soon.”


  “We know they’ll be coming. No one knows exactly when.” Embury sighed with a slight shrug. “They probably won’t start until the peace treaty is signed. There’ll be a hell of a lot of them when they do. The Huns have a million men on that front.”


  “It’ll be several months before we’ll see them,” said Major Gavin, Llewellyn’s brigade-major. He was sitting beside him on a blue, flowery cloth-covered settee. Behind Embury, Llewellyn could see the trampled snow from pedestrians, horse-drawn wagons, and vehicles that were passing by. They had just come from a nearby parade ground where Brigadier-General John Fletcher Embury, the 2nd Brigade’s new GOC, had inspected the Richmond Fusiliers.


  Llewellyn turned his gaze from Gavin’s broad shoulders back to Embury. The brigadier-general had taken command of the 2nd Brigade yesterday, replacing Brigadier-General Loomis, who had left for Canada on a three-month leave. Embury was in his late forties, a few inches short of six feet, with a fair complexion, blue eyes, and greying brown hair. Llewellyn didn’t know much about his new CO, just that he had been in command of the 5th Division’s 13th Brigade before he was selected to replace Loomis. From what he had heard, his new GOC had been wounded by shrapnel a couple of years earlier and had also suffered from a mild case of shell shock.


  As expected, the brigadier-general was paying a courtesy call on all the units in his new command. His arrival earlier had been somewhat delayed because of knee-deep snow and the icy and slippery roads.


  “That still doesn’t give us much time to prepare for their arrival,” said Embury as he sipped his hot coffee. Llewellyn noticed the brigadier-general’s adjutant, standing behind him, glancing at his watch impatiently. They had several more battalions to inspect before the day was over. “The arrival of the Americans will help offset some of the German numbers, though.”


  “It’ll take them some time to get up to speed,” Llewellyn said. “We’ve been hoping with Borden’s reelection that we’ll start getting regular reinforcements soon.”


  “That will be a while as well, I’m afraid,” Embury said. “Ottawa has started calling up men. They’ve been drafting about two hundred and fifty a day. But it’s unlikely we’ll see any until spring. I was impressed with your men today. They were quite sharp.”


  “Thank you, sir,” said Llewellyn. “I’ll pass it along to my men. They’ll be pleased.”


  “I was also happy to see that you’re making preparations for the move,” the brigadier-general stated as he emptied his cup.


  “Yes, sir. We’ve received orders that we’re to relieve the 3rd Brigade. We’ve sent billeting parties already to inspect the billets at the Château de la Haie,” Llewellyn replied. The 3rd Brigade was designated as a counterattack force and was moving into the reserve.


  “Have the billets parties confirm before we move. It’ll give us sufficient time to make arrangements,” Embury stated.


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Meanwhile, I want all my men to follow the circular the First Army sent out yesterday,” the brigadier-general said.


  “Not a problem, sir. We’ve already been following most of them already,” Llewellyn said. He had briefly glanced at the circular memo titled “How to Help Win the War” that he had received yesterday. It detailed that the men should take care of their equipment, keep the billets in good shape, and that lorries should not speed in order to save on petrol and wear and tear on the roads. It would help relieve the pressure on the trains and ships that were bringing supplies to the front.


  “Have you picked your platoon for the competition yet?” asked Embury.


  Llewellyn shook his head. “We received the notice yesterday. It doesn’t give us much time, but I should have a platoon picked for the preliminary competition by then.” The brigade was having a competition on the 11th. The aim was to test the platoon leaders’ ability to formulate a battle plan to attack a small party of enemy soldiers and to demonstrate a platoon’s firepower. “The move shouldn’t be much of a problem. My men will be ready.”


  “Good,” Embury said with a hint of a smile as he rose to his feet. “I’m happy to see your confidence. I’m looking forward to seeing them in action.”


  Llewellyn glanced at Major Gavin, who gave him a slight wince. They both knew what that meant. It wouldn’t do to disappoint their new CO.


  JANUARY 3, 1918 
 BRUAY THEATRE, BRUAY


  Captain Ryan’s eyelids were drooping slightly until he felt an elbow nudge his ribs.


  “You were starting to snore,” Reggie whispered as the burgundy curtain slowly fell on the stage. The first half of the show had ended, and now it was intermission.


  “Was not,” Ryan whispered back, although it wasn’t really necessary. His lips tightened when he saw the major sitting in front of him give him a glare. As the lights were raised, it revealed the theatre’s dark oak panels and pillars. The hall was standing room only, with most of the men wearing the 1st Division’s Old Red Patch. There were a few Imperials, Australians, New Zealanders, and French mixed in. The French were dressed in their distinctive blue-grey uniforms. Most had left their overcoats on their wooden chairs as they made their way to the concessions and to use the facilities.


  “What were they playing before the curtain came down?” Reggie, who was wearing his new acting lieutenant bars, asked with an innocent smile. The faint outlines of his former sergeant stripes were still visible on his sleeves. In Paul’s opinion, the promotion was much deserved. He had known Reggie for four years now. They were among the originals who had first trained at Valcartier. They had aged considerably since then.


  Ryan opened his mouth, then closed it. The song the piano player had been playing was a familiar one. The song’s title was just on the tip of his tongue.


  “Do you want me to give you a hint?” Reggie said, grinning wider.


  Paul blurted when it finally came to him, “‘The Maple Leaf Rag’!”


  “Lucky guess.” Reggie snorted.


  “Sometimes it’s better to be lucky than good.”


  “Yeah, yeah. I don’t blame you nodding off. We’ve been going at it full tilt with the training courses, and us having to build new horse stands.” Reggie indicated their men in the middle rows of the hall. “They needed a night of fun.”


  Paul nodded in agreement. He had overheard some of his men repeating some of the punch lines from the show’s skit about a brigadier-general and his batman. His battery had been bused to Bruay from their billets in Haillicourt for the concert party put on by the 1st Division’s entertainment troupe, the Volatiles. Ever since the Princess Patricia’s Light Infantry concert party had lifted their men’s morale three years prior, all the divisions now had an entertainment troupe. The 1st Division had the Volatiles, the 2nd Division had the See Toos, the 3rd the Dumbbells, and the 4th the Maple Leafs.


  Ryan had been impressed with the show so far. It was on par with those he had seen in Paris and London.


  “I hope we’ll get the horse stands done by the end of the week,” Reggie said.


  “Me too,” Paul said. They needed to build stands to protect their horses from the elements, especially with the recent snow and freezing temperatures. They had finally received the materials to build them, but the bad weather had been hampering their efforts. At least they were at full strength where the horses were concerned. They were still short on reinforcements to replace the men they had lost and those on sick leave. The stands they were building were three-sided, with a slanted roof. The back of the stand was being set against the prevailing wind. They also had enough wood for a hundred-yard track where they could exercise them to help keep them healthy.


  “Did you get a copy of the warning order from Corps HQ yet?” Paul asked. When Reggie nodded, Paul added, “There’s instructions along with it on what we need to do if we get the warning that the Huns are attacking our front lines.”


  “How much time will we have?” Reggie asked.


  “We’ll have to move in six hours,” Ryan replied.


  “Okay, I guess I better not unpack,” Reggie said with pursed lips. “I haven’t bothered yet. Our billets are shit holes anyway.”


  “I know,” said Ryan as the theatre lights started flickering on and off. In a moment, Ryan thought Bruay would be going into a blackout. At the start of the show, the MC had said they would call an intermission if they were being shelled.


  When the curtain finally rose, it revealed a female singer and a piano accompanist. Ryan settled into his seat to enjoy the song. It took him a moment to realize that the singer was a man, not a woman. Everything, from his dress and mannerisms to the quality of his voice, was quite convincing.


  JANUARY 8, 1918 
BELMONT HOTEL, 42ND STREET, NEW YORK


  Sir Robert and Lady Borden stepped out of the elevator dressed in evening clothes into the Belmont Hotel’s busy lobby. The spacious lobby had red Jasper marble wainscoting with crème-coloured Caen walls that rose to the coffered ceiling two storeys above them. Guests on the second floor were visible through the square opens with large, intricately carved cornices in the corners. Most of the guests were heading to one of the hotel’s stores or restaurants. The Palm Garden was the Belmont Hotel’s most popular eatery.


  It didn’t take long for Borden to spot Minister of Railways and Canals Dr. Reid, sitting in a leather chair in front of a mammoth fireplace. He was in his early sixties, with a walrus moustache and receding silver-grey hair. He too was dressed in evening clothes. He rose to his feet and gave them a brief smile that turned into a look of concern when he noticed that Borden was favouring his right leg.


  “Are you all right?” he asked. “If you want, I can take a look at it.”


  “I’m fine,” Borden replied. He caught the look of disapproval on his wife’s face from the corner of his eye. “My right ankle has been bothering me for the last several days. I saw Dr. Turck this morning, and he put me through the usual treatment. Afterward, I saw the chiropractor. I just need some rest. I’ve been on my feet too much of late.” While Laura didn’t say anything, he could feel her dissatisfaction with him.


  “I’m glad. Francis mentioned to me that he ran into you at the doctor’s office.”


  “Yes, but he still didn’t look well when I saw him,” Borden said. He hadn’t been surprised to see Francis Cochrane, his former minister of railways and canals, in the waiting room at Dr. Fenton Turck’s medical office. The doctor was very popular and in high demand. Cochrane and Reid were in New York to discuss financing for the Canadian railway companies. Most were in dire financial shape, despite the government’s wartime contracts.


  “It will take him some time to recover from his stroke,” said Reid. “Fortunately, it was a mild paralytic one.”


  “The poor man,” Laura said sympathetically.


  “He’s been in poor health for a while now,” Borden stated. He didn’t bother to mention that Cochrane had also been very worried about his sons, who were serving with the CEF in France. The papers posted the casualty lists daily.


  “Being a minister with your government certainly didn’t help,” Laura said as she eyed her husband. Borden could only nod in agreement. He knew Laura was constantly worried about his health and how the stress of being prime minister was affecting him.


  Changing the subject, Laura asked, “Is the theatre far?”


  Reid shook his head. “Only four or five blocks away on West 42nd. We’ll be taking a cab.”


  “What play are we seeing?” asked Borden as Reid donned his overcoat.


  “The Tailor-Made Man,” replied Reid as he escorted them to the hotel’s 42nd Street exit. “It’s a comedy. I think we all need something light this evening.”


  Borden had been pleased that they had been able to find accommodation at the luxury hotel directly across from Grand Central Station. They had taken the underground tunnel that connected the Belmont to the Grand Central. The weather that had been battering the eastern seaboard for the last several weeks had been brutal, forcing the US government to order that coal trains had priority over passenger traffic. It was so bad that even the train they had taken from Washington, D.C., the previous evening didn’t have heat. The freezing temperatures were causing deaths and fires as people tried to burn whatever they could to stay warm.


  They had spent the previous day in the American capital. Their train had been scheduled to depart late evening. While in Washington, he had dined with Lloyd Harris and Garrick at the Willard Hotel. They were part of the Canadian delegation meeting with their American counterparts to bring them up to date with the latest equipment Canadian manufacturers were using to produce ammunition for the Allies. In the hotel’s restaurant, he and Laura had been startled by how low-cut the women’s dresses were. Between Harris’s remarks that the American government was glacial compared with the Canadian government in war matters, which surprised him, since he always thought his government was too slow, Laura had quipped, “In Canada we have meatless and wheatless days, but here they seem to have waistless days.”


  “Did you read Wilson’s speech in the papers?” Reid asked as they got into the cab.


  “I did,” replied Borden, taking his eyes away from the snowbanks that hadn’t been cleared yet. Yesterday, President Wilson had addressed Congress and had laid out his vision for ending the war. In his speech, he had outlined fourteen points he felt necessary to ensure peace after the war ended. “Several reporters have called asking for a statement.”


  Borden’s first impression was that the speech was along the lines of Lloyd George’s thinking. But he hadn’t had a chance to read President Wilson’s actual speech in detail, only what was reported in the New York papers. He knew the governor general, the Duke of Devonshire, was arriving in Washington today and would be having lunch with President Wilson tomorrow. He would get a fuller picture after they’d met.


  “What’s your schedule for tomorrow?” asked Reid. “We need to meet to talk about the proposals we’re getting from the New York financiers.”


  Borden grimaced. “Busy. I’m having lunch with the British War Mission. Then, I need to do some shopping in the afternoon. I also want to call on Cochrane to see how he’s faring.”


  “You’re considering replacing him?”


  “It depends on his health, I’m afraid,” replied Borden. He valued Cochrane and his organizational skills, since he had helped the Conservatives win most of the seats in Northern Ontario both in 1911 and last December’s election. He knew that Cochrane, when he was the minister of railway and canals, had been frustrated by the politics that surrounded the railroads. “For this evening, though, I just want one night not to think about the war.”


  When he glanced at Laura, he saw her nodding in agreement.


  Chapter 2


  JANUARY 11, 1918 
 1ST DIVISION’S DIVISIONAL SCHOOL, MAISNIL-BOUCHÉ


  “Your men are enthusiastic,” said Lieutenant-Colonel Prower, the CO of the 8th Battalion as he peered at Llewellyn’s platoon through his field glasses as it entered the range. The men were dressed in fighting order with haversacks on their backs and their small box respirators in the alert position.


  “They are,” Llewellyn replied with a grin. It wasn’t surprising, since two weeks leave in Paris was on the line. That was the top prize for the platoon competition. The winning team would also be entitled to wear the divisional badge on their brassards, as worn by the staff officers. Llewellyn knew his men didn’t care as much about that as they did about the leave in gay Paree.


  Llewellyn lowered his binoculars to his chest. The weather was cool today, and it had rained earlier in the morning, making the ground soft for the afternoon competition. The small village that housed the 1st Division Training School was visible through the slight haze behind the small group of officers standing in the OP. Close by, smoke rose from the hut being used for gas mask training.


  He glanced at Brigadier-General Embury, dressed in an overcoat to keep out the chill, talking with Lieutenant-Colonel Tudor the CO of the 5th Battalion. Tudor was in his early forties, six feet tall, with a fair complexion, blue eyes, and brown hair. His platoon had been first on the range. Lieutenant-Colonel Ormond, the CO of the 10th Battalion, was nearby chatting amiably with Lieutenant-Colonel Gilson, the CO of the 7th Battalion. Llewellyn’s eyes flickered to Gilson, whose thick walrus moustache hid his smile. The 7th Battalion was the unit to beat.


  While there was friendly chatter between the COs, Llewellyn knew that they were all fierce competitors. The rules for the competition were quite specific in that regard. It didn’t allow the COs to transfer men into a platoon after the December 27th date to prevent stacking the deck. However, replacements for losses were permitted. And, the turn out portion of the competition, thirty points out of two hundred and seventy, was being judged, as an unbiased observer, by Captain Holmes from the 48th Battalion.


  Llewellyn had managed, despite the recent move, to run his platoons through a quick competition. He had been surprised when Lieutenant Crawley’s squad won. Crawley wasn’t his best platoon leader, middle of the pack to be honest, but he and his men had risen to the occasion. All he could do was hope, since it was now out of his hands. Crawley was the last unit entering the range to compete for the honour to represent the 2nd Brigade.


  The rules were the same they had used at the Canadian Corps Rifle meet held at Parnes last September, with a few wrinkles. The aim was to demonstrate the firepower and flexibility of the new platoon structure, and the manoeuvre tactics the Corps had adopted. Also, it would show how well the platoon leaders could think on their feet.


  The scheme was that the platoon was supporting an advance party when the scouts signalled that they had spotted a German patrol. The platoon commander was to go forward, observe the enemy, formulate a plan to drive away the enemy patrol, and then execute it.


  It was late afternoon, but there was enough daylight to complete their run. He raised his binoculars and watched as Lieutenant Crawley led his platoon of twenty-eight men. Crawley had been with the Richmond Fusiliers since Hill 70 and was an experienced officer. He had arranged his squad in two lines with him in the centre of the front line. On his right was a rifle section of seven men with the bombers on his left. The riflemen were carrying a hundred and twenty rounds of ammunition. The bombers had left their grenades behind. They were to simulate throwing them. The second wave was made by the rifle grenade section on the left and the Lewis machine gun section on the right. The rifle grenadiers were armed with six No. 23 rifle grenades. The Lewis section had sixteen drums of .303s.


  Once Lieutenant Crawley had sent his men forward, the clock started. A minute later, the scouts reported to Crawley they had spotted the enemy. Through Llewellyn’s field glasses, he could see seven grey smudges pop up from the ground. Each target hit would score a half-point. A moment later, the Lewis opened up. Unlike the infantry targets that would stay up for seven minutes, the machine gun targets would drop after a minute. At the five-minute mark, eight more targets appeared.


  As the Lewis fired, the left section moved forward, dropping, and started firing at the enemy targets. Once the riflemen provided covering fire, the Lewis section rose to their feet and scrambled to the right. A machine-gun target must have appeared, because the Lewis gunner started firing from the hip. Then he dropped to one knee as he kept spraying bullets.


  Suddenly, he heard the faint sound of a referee’s whistle. Then the gunfire stopped instantly. “Oh, shit!” muttered Llewellyn.


  He knew of only one reason why the referees would have blown the whistle. Two, actually. One was that his men had been injured. The other was that the Lewis gunner had fired on the infantry instead of the machine-gun targets. If he had, that meant his platoon was instantly disqualified.


  “Shit!” Llewellyn cursed again.


  JANUARY 14, 1918 
 CANADIAN CONVALESCENT HOSPITAL, BROMLEY HILL, KENT


  “That was awful,” said Alexia bluntly as she watched the basketball Samantha had thrown fall dismally short of the metal hoop set at the end of the gymnasium. Major Creighton, standing near the hoop, caught it then gently tossed it back to her.


  “If you can do better, you give it a try,” Samantha retorted, handing the ball to her. Alexia Livingstone was in her late twenties, with an athletic figure. She had blue eyes and dark brown hair that was only partly covered by her nurse’s veil. She was an Edmonton native and had been taken on strength only a couple of weeks ago.


  Samantha raised an eyebrow when she saw the ease with which Alexia bounced the ball a couple of times while staring at the basketball hoop. Alexia then used both hands to toss the ball. Samantha watched the ball’s single row of laces rotate before it hit the edge of the hoop, bounced up, hit the backboard, then dropped neatly through the bare metal opening.


  “A point for Alexia,” the major said as he chased the rebounding ball then tossed it back to them. Alexia took a bow, accepting the smattering of applause from the spectators, a mixture of patients, locals, and hospital staff that were slowly drifting out of the gym. The crowd included staff members from the Director of Medical Services office in London who had come to support their team. The director himself hadn’t been able to attend the basketball game where his men had defeated the Bromley Convalescent Hospital’s team twelve to eight.


  “You’ve played this game before?” Samantha accused her.


  “Once or twice,” Alexia said with a shrug, then grinned. “It was still a lucky shot.”


  Samantha gave her a skeptical look.


  “Maybe you should’ve played with our team,” the major said as he approached them. Both women rolled their eyes. They were well aware how the men felt about them playing sports.


  “The


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Chapter 32


  DECEMBER 25, 1918
LLEWELLYN’S COMPOSITE BRIGADE, OVERATH


  Llewellyn was melancholy as he sat with Lieutenant-Colonel Davenport at the head table. As he smoked his cigar, he scanned the barn that had been converted into a mess hall for the Christmas banquet. The farmhouse just outside Overath was a typical low German building, timber-framed with a red brick exterior and a deep, sloping thatch roof. The owners’ living quarters were at the back of the barn, while their farm animals were housed in stalls in the front half. The floor above was used to store their farm crops and hay.


  He had been introduced to the owner, an elderly man in his sixties. He didn’t appear to be put out by the Canadians using his property for billeting, but he didn’t seem too happy with them either. Llewellyn knew they wouldn’t show much gratitude when they gave them some of the rations that had arrived this morning.


  The men of A company had done their best to enhance the Christmas spirit. There was a seven-foot Christmas tree decorated with handmade ornaments set in front of the stalls. Red, white, and green bunting was hanging from the rafters. Men sat at long tables with what remained of the Christmas dinner. The candles in the centrepieces were half-melted.


  The men were in high spirits. He was not surprised that they were so boisterous this Christmas and were singing Christmas carols with extra vigour. This was going to be their last one in Europe. They all knew they would be going home soon. It also showed in the men’s attitude when they attended their daily briefings and training. Technically, they were the advance guard for the Corps to protect Cologne from any surprises that the Germans might be thinking of. So far, the scouts and patrols hadn’t found any signs the German army wasn’t standing down as the politicians worked on a permanent peace plan.


  The cooks had done a good job with the turkey they had requisitioned. They barely arrived on time. The quartermaster had blamed the trains running late. There was some truth in that, since the rail lines between France, Belgium, and Germany were slowly being reconnected. The turkey’s late arrival barely gave the cooks enough time to prepare the meal. The dinner had started with chicken soup followed by turkey, mashed potatoes, and Brussels sprouts. Dessert was rum pudding, nuts, apples, and oranges. Llewellyn sighed. He hated to admit it, but he was going to miss this. At least this year they had a white Christmas. It had snowed overnight and blanketed the Rhine Valley. It looked like a picture postcard.


  65TH ARTILLERY HQ, OVERATH


  Captain Ryan quirked a smile when Lieutenant-Colonel Masterley picked up the Christmas menu that had been placed on his plate. Everyone in the hall had one. Ryan watched as Masterley raised an eyebrow and gave a slight chuckle. He glanced at Ryan then asked, “Your idea?”


  Ryan gave him an embarrassed shrug. “Low humour, but the men like it.”


  The menu had started as a lark, but some of his fellow officers thought it was a splendid idea and would be a great souvenir for the men, since everyone expected this would be the last Christmas in a foreign land.


  It loosely followed the standard operational order form. It was printed on heavy cream paper stock with the 65th Artillery badge embossed at the top of the menu. Below the badge it read Operation Order 25121918. Signed by General Saint Nick. Followed by:


  Section 1: Zero Day Dec 25th. Zero hour 18:00 hours. 


  Section 2: Laying of the guns - Cocktails


  Section 3: Taking the range - Celery hearts


  Section 4: Preliminary bombardment - Snowflake soup (potato)


  Section 5: Cutting the wire - Roast turkey, mashed potatoes with cabbage


  Section 6: Consolidating the trenches - Bread pudding in a rum sauce, cheese, and fruit


  Section 7: Protective barrage - Port wine and German beer


  Also printed on the back were the names of all the men currently serving with the 65th Artillery.


  “They started early,” Masterley remarked as he eyed the men at the tables. Half were already inebriated.


  “They have. Considering they had leave this morning, it’s not surprising,” Ryan said as he lifted his glass of German beer. “They also appreciated the beer you sent over, sir.”


  “I’m glad,” Masterley said. “I do hope we have someone taking care of the horses. I don’t want someone to break their damn fool necks before they get to their billets.”


  “Yes, sir, I did,” Ryan said. There were still teetotallers among the men. Not many, but still a few.


  “Well, at least we’re not billeted in Overath.”


  “That’s true,” Ryan replied.


  He had to admit the lieutenant-colonel had a point, since the farmhouse they were billeted at was on the outskirts of Overath, about a mile from Brigadier-General Llewellyn’s Composite Brigade they were tasked to support as they created a protective perimeter for the Corps’ two divisions in the Rhine.


  He had scouted out the positions for his 18-pounders if he received an SOS call. His guns were parked in the farmer’s empty field, muddy after the morning snow. At least the horses had been groomed and fed for the night. They were housed in the nearby farms. If a warning order came, he would have to send advance parties to set up telephone lines and semaphore to communicate with headquarters. As for material for their positions, they didn’t need much, since they could get wood and camouflage from the local forests.


  Staring at his beer for a moment, he asked Masterley. “Do you think it’ll start up again?”


  Masterley sighed. “I doubt it. But it’s best to be prepared just in case. Better safe than sorry.”


  Ryan reluctantly nodded.


  4TH CLEARING CASUALTY STATION
LES CONVENT DES URSULINES, MONS


  “Take a seat,” Matron Lonsdale said as she pulled out a chair from one of the long tables in the dining hall that the convent’s nuns used to congregate for their meals. The tables were covered with white linen. The glasses were filled with water. Sodas were available for the patients, but there would be no alcohol served. The centrepieces were made from holly, with candles in their centres. There was a Christmas tree with presents at its base, which Samantha knew were for show since they were empty, set in the corner.


  “Thank you, Matron,” Private Begley said as he sat gingerly into the chair. The young Canadian forestry private was careful, since his right arm was in a sling. He had broken it when the tree he was cutting down fell the wrong way. The young soldier was lucky he just got a broken arm. The other men on both sides of him had bruises and cuts covered by bandages from work and training accidents. In one case, it was the mishandling of German shells resulting in the deaths of two soldiers and the wounding of three others.


  “My pleasure,” Samantha said as she moved out of the way for the orderly to set a large soup bowl in front of the private. The Christmas lunch was the standard holiday fare. Today, it started with turtle soup, followed by roast turkey with mashed potatoes and buttered turnips. Dessert was rum pudding, custard, nuts, and hard candy. A bowl of apples and oranges were dispersed among the tables.


  She stationed herself near the hall’s entrance beside Annette, her assistant matron. “It’s good to see the patients enjoying themselves,” she said, watching the patients become animated and boisterous.


  “The turkey smells good. I hope they leave some for us,” whispered Annette.


  The noon lunch was for the walking patients. The patients restricted to the wards would be served their meals in the cots by the orderlies and nurses on shift. The hospital staff would have their Christmas dinner after the patients had been fed.


  “It does,” Samantha replied as the smell of roast turkey wafted to her. “It also might be they’re happy they finally got mail this morning.” She could see the ease in most of the men’s faces. About half the men at the table were Imperials; the rest were Canadians, Australians, and Americans. They knew they weren’t going back to their old units. They would be on a train soon bound for Tréport and then evacuated back to England. In a few weeks, they might be home.


  Samantha knew she and her nurses would soon be following them. Only half of the three hundred beds were filled. Patients did still trickle in, about twenty to thirty per day, with the usual assortments of crushed fingers, broken arms, and bad backs, stomach and chest ailments, the grippe, trench foot, fevers the doctors couldn’t diagnose, and venereal diseases. Thankfully, they weren’t expecting anything like what they had to deal with before the armistice had come into effect.


  It was the uptick in venereal diseases that the medical services were concerned about, especially with the men occupying the Cologne sector. It seemed that they were taking advantage of the availability of women. It had reached the point where the ADMS wanted to impose the same regulations on the occupied Rhineland as they had on the Allied side of the Rhine to prevent the spread.


  Samantha sighed. It should have been expected. Discipline had weakened slightly, despite the Corps issuing orders that proper discipline must be maintained. It included senior officers being saluted when encountered on the streets. She could see in her patients the sense of purpose that had once sustained them for four years was now gone.


  “So what did your favourite general send you?” Annette asked. “I saw that you got something in the mail.”


  “I don’t know,” Samantha said. “I haven’t opened it yet.”


  “Really?” Annette said in surprise. “What are you waiting for?”


  “I’ll open it later,” Samantha replied with a shrug. “I did read his letter, though.”


  “And?”


  “And then what?”


  Annette sighed. “Did he say if he’s being recalled to England?”


  “I doubt he has a clue. Are you looking forward to going home?”


  “Yes and no,” Annette said, frowning. “Glad the horrid war is finally over, but now I have to figure out how to make a living. Saved some of my pay, so that’ll hold me off for a while. My folks will be glad to see me when I get back home.” She sighed. “I’m sure they’ll try to marry me off as soon as they can.”


  “Well, you do have your pick at the moment,” Samantha teased her.


  “Don’t get me started,” Annette retorted. “If we’re melancholy now, I’d hate to see us on New Year’s Eve.”


  Samantha chuckled. “You have a point.”


  DUCHESS OF CONNAUGHT RED CROSS HOSPITAL, TAPLOW


  “It’s been a delightful morning, Lady Astor,” Sir Robert Borden said as they walked towards Cliveden House. They had spent the morning at the Red Cross Hospital that had been erected on the estate’s tennis courts about a mile from the main building. The three-storey mansion had six columns protecting the main glass door entrance. The windows on the ground floor were arched, while the second-floor windows were crowned with triangle pediments. The third-floor windows were square-framed. Balusters ran across the top of the first floor and the roof.


  He glanced at Lady Astor, who was striding beside him dressed in a warm coat and hat. It was a crisp morning with the temperatures in the low forties. At first glance, based on her short, delicate frame, you wouldn’t think that she was a dynamo. He always enjoyed his visits to the Duchess of Connaught Red Cross Hospital located on the Astor estate.


  He had arrived the previous night after spending most of the day at 10 Downing Street, discussing various topics ranging from peace talks to demobilization and how to set up a League of Nations. He had managed to escape London shortly after six and had arrived in time for the Astors’ Christmas Eve party. He had interesting discussions with some of the American officers who had been invited.


  This morning, he had attended the church service held in the hospital’s recreation room. Then he visited the wards, accompanied by Colonel Goldsmith and Lady Astor. He found Lady Astor her usual amusing self. He always found it refreshing that she never hesitated expressing her frank opinions. She hadn’t spared the hospital patients either. He had seen her cajole men to stay alive when they had the look that they had given up hope.


  Lady Astor set her blue eyes on Sir Robert and said, “The patients at the hospital were quite pleased to see you, Prime Minister. Especially after we read your Christmas message to them.”


  Borden nodded. In his message, he had paid tribute to the men and women of the Canadian forces in Canada and France, and those who had given their lives in a just cause. He had also written, “After many weary years we celebrate this Christmas in the dawn of an honourable and, I trust, durable peace.”


  “I’m glad that war is finally over and that there’ll be fewer wounded,” Sir Robert said. “I would like to thank you and Lord Astor for your patience. I know we received a letter wondering if the hospital could be closed as soon as possible after Christmas.”


  “We did,” acknowledged Lady Astor.


  “I’m afraid closing the Red Cross Hospital here may take longer than everyone would like. I’ve been informed while the staff comes from the CAMC, the agreement for the use of your estate is between Lord Astor and the Canadian Red Cross. If I’m not mistaken, the agreement is for the duration of the war, and six months after the war has ended.”


  “So I’ve been informed,” Lady Astor replied with a slight frown.


  “I would, therefore, ask you and your husband’s indulgence for the next few months. At the moment, we don’t have the facilities in Canada to accommodate all the men who are currently hospitalized in England and France. We have thirty-two thousand wounded soldiers who need care. We only have two ambulance ships. My staff has calculated after six months only eight thousand would be transferred to Canada. As the situation changes, we’ll see if we can still get everyone home by summer. That does not include the rest of our forces we’re trying to get home as we demobilize.”


  “I’ll hold you to that,” Lady Astor said.


  Borden nodded. “Are you anxious about the election results?” Prime Minister Lloyd George had called a snap election right after the armistice. The actual voting was held on December 14th, but the results were being delayed as the soldiers’ vote was counted.


  “Not at all,” Lady Astor replied confidently. “I rather enjoyed campaigning for my husband.” Lord Astor was running as a Unionist candidate for the Plymouth riding.


  “The women vote would be helpful,” Borden remarked. He was aware that Lady Astor supported the women’s franchise, but she deplored the violent tactics taken by some of the suffragists. The Imperials had finally granted women’s right to vote last February. It was only for women over thirty who owned, or their husbands owned, property valued more than five pounds. Just before the election, they had also decreed that women over twenty-one would be allowed to run for public office. Borden wouldn’t be surprised if Lady Astor would one day run for Parliament.


  “Oh, yes,” Lady Astor said. “They came out in droves.”


  Borden smiled. The women and the soldiers’ vote had helped seal his election victory last year.


  “So what is the agenda for the remainder of the day?” Borden asked.


  “We’ve invited fourteen children for tea this afternoon,” Lady Astor replied. “We plan to entertain with games and charades. And this evening there’ll be a ball at the hospital.”


  “I’d better get some rest after lunch then,” Sir Robert said with a chuckle. “It sounds like it will be quite busy this afternoon and this evening.”


  CANADIAN EXPEDITIONARY FORCE SIBERIA,
WILLOW TRAINING CAMP, VICTORIA


  “Here you go, soldier,” said Lieutenant-Colonel Jamieson as he placed a dinner plate in front of a private with the badges of his battalion, 260th, on his sleeve. There was a thick slice of turkey breast covered with gravy that seeped into the mashed potatoes and boiled carrots.


  “Thank you, sir,” replied the private, who took a sip of the near-beer that was being served with dinner.


  “You’re welcome,” Jamieson said. He had to use his parade voice to be heard over the loud buzzing of voices. There were eighteen hundred men having Christmas dinner in the main exhibit hall at the Willow Fairgrounds, their home for the past several months. Adding to the din, two regimental bands were trying to play over the men’s voices.


  The long tables had been decorated with holly and Yuletide decorations. Christmas bunting covered the walls and accompanied the Union Jacks and Red Ensign hanging from the rafters.


  Turning to grab two more plates from the trolley, he spotted Brigadier-General Bickford, the GOC of the 16th Brigade, serving a plate to a member of the 259th Battalion. Five hundred men, comprising half of the 259th, were slated to embark on the RMS Protesilaus waiting for them in the harbour. They had been seated in the middle, with men of his battalion seated at the outer tables. The rest of the men in the hall were from the 16th Field Ambulance and support staff.


  After the incident at the Rithet wharf three days prior, Brigadier-General Bickford and the rest of the senior officers had decided to use a carrot and stick approach to the crisis. They didn’t want to use the word “mutiny.” They had made it perfectly clear there would be severe penalties if men refused to board the ship tomorrow. The carrot was today’s Christmas celebrations.


  They had ordered fifteen hundred pounds of turkey. The staff at the Empress Hotel had agreed to cook the Christmas turkeys. Fifty women from the local IODE had volunteered to help the senior officers serve meals to the men. They had also bought enough near-beer that each man could have a glass with their Christmas dinner and dessert.


  After the meal, they had arranged a dance for the men. He was, however, looking forward to the romance comedy, All-of-a-Sudden Peggy, that the men would be attending at the Royal Victoria Theatre.


  While the men appeared cheerful, he could still feel the undercurrent of discontent. He hoped everyone would embark tomorrow without incident.


  Chapter 33


  DECEMBER 31, 1918
LLEWELLYN’S COMPOSITE BRIGADE, OVERATH


  “So when you arrive in port, your CO will wire your names to the provincial Return Soldier Commission, who’ll try to notify your families or relatives you’ve finally arrived in Canada,” Brigadier-General Llewellyn said as he read from his notes.


  He looked out at the men of the G Battalion who filled the barn. The shoulders of their trench coats were damp from the cold rain drumming on the roof. The steel helmets of those who were wearing them sparkled with beaded water. Some of the men stared at him with interest, while others were more intent on the beer barrels set along one of the barn’s walls for tonight’s New Year’s Eve celebration. The rafters were wrapped with red and white bunting, and at the far end there was a banner draped over the entrance that read 1918–1919.


  He was standing on a raised stage as he gave his lecture to the men of Lieutenant-Colonel Davenport’s battalion and answered any questions they may have as they looked over the pamphlet The Returned Soldiers’ Handbook.


  A sergeant in the second row raised his arm after he had leafed through the booklet that he had been given when he came in. Davenport recognized the sergeant. A three-year veteran from Montreal, he was in his late twenties, with close-cropped straw-coloured hair and a thick chest. “Sergeant Kelsey, you have a question?”


  “Aye, sir,” he said in a lazy drawl. “If the CO lets the commission know we have arrived in port, it’s not likely that our kin would be waiting for us on the docks. Just saying.”


  Llewellyn opened his mouth to reply but closed it for a moment, then said, “You have a point. I would hazard they would send the names when the ships set sail from England. It takes about a week or so before the ship arrives at Halifax or Montreal. That should be ample time for your family to be notified and be there on the docks when you disembark. I will ask HQ to clarify that. I’ve been told that the date, time, and port of arrival will be provided to them, and the newspapers will also print the information.” When the sergeant didn’t seem to be satisfied with his answer, he added, “I’m afraid that’s the only information that I have.”


  A private — he recognized the face but couldn’t recall his name — raised his hand. Llewellyn nodded for him to speak. “Sir, what I want to know is when do I get my back pay? I haven’t been paid in a month and a half.” Several of the men nodded and muttered in agreement.


  Llewellyn glanced at Lieutenant-Colonel Davenport and Major Littlewood, his brigade-major, with a raised eyebrow. He knew there had been issues with the pay, but he thought it had been resolved. “I’ve been talking with the paymaster. He said getting cash has been difficult. He’d assured me that he would be calling a pay parade in the new year,” answered Davenport. “A stipend will be given to each man, and the rest will be deposited into their accounts.”


  “Yeah,” someone said in a skeptical tone.


  “What I do know is that when you’re discharged, the paymaster will pay out your back pay and any balances left in your accounts. You’ll also be given a month’s war service gratuity.” Llewellyn had made a note of the service chevrons on the forearm of the man’s right sleeve. There was a scattering like him who had a red chevron below four blue ones. A good number sported only one chevron and a few none. “The War Service gratuity is also dependent on the number of chevrons on your sleeves, and if you’ve seen fighting. Those who have three or more chevrons will receive six months. Those with two will get five months. Those with one will get four months. Less than a year, you’ll be given three months’ pay.”


  “When will we get our money?” the private asked.


  “When you’re discharged, you’ll be able to keep your uniforms and steel helmets,” Llewellyn said. “And you’ll be given a Class A service button, a discharge certificate, and a ticket home. With your pay, you will also be given a thirty-five dollar clothing allowance to buy civilian clothing.”


  There was a quiet murmur when he announced the clothing allowance.


  “What are we going to do for work when we get home?” one of the men in the back asked.


  “Unfortunately, I don’t have an answer. You can try to return to your old positions, if they’re still available,” Llewellyn replied honestly. “Employment offices are being set up for you to find jobs. Also, if you’re interested in farming, you can get a land grant and loans under the Soldiers’ Land Settlement Act. And if you need a temporary place to stay, the YMCA will be giving you a free six-month membership, and the Salvation Army will have beds for you for thirty cents a night.”


  “Do you know when we’ll be demobilized?” the private asked.


  “I’m afraid that I haven’t received word as yet,” Llewellyn stated.


  “Shit,” he mouthed. “Happy fucking New Year.”


  Llewellyn’s temper flared for a moment, but he managed to get it under control. That question wasn’t in his hands. He glanced at the banner at the far end. It was going to be a bittersweet ending to the year.


  “Now gentlemen, and those who are not,” Llewellyn said, trying to add a touch of humour. “Get a beer. When everyone has one, let’s toast our fallen comrades who aren’t with us to see the end of the war.”


  4TH CASUALTY CLEARING STATION,
LES CONVENT DES URSULINES, MONS


  “So what are your plans for this afternoon?” asked Annette as she placed her plate of fried eggs and potatoes and took her seat at the dining room table. The house they had been assigned as their billet was large enough to accommodate eleven nurses. Besides the dining room that was their mess, they had an anteroom where they could receive gentlemen callers.


  “I was thinking of taking a walk, but it’s cold and wet outside.” Samantha indicated the rain-splattered window with her head. “I think I’ll read and write some letters this afternoon. How was your shift?” she asked as she took a bite of her sandwich. She didn’t want to know what the meat in the middle was.


  “It was pretty quiet,” Annette replied. “It’s hard getting used to the quiet wards.”


  “If the peace conference goes well, they’ll get even quieter,” Samantha pointed out.


  “I’ve heard the latest rumours,” Annette said as she chewed her food, “that we’re going to stop accepting new patients in a few weeks.”


  “I heard the same,” Samantha said as she sipped her coffee. “We’ll have to wait and see.”


  “True,” Annette said with a sigh. “Read in the paper there’s a lot of trouble in Russia. You said you spent some time there.”


  “I did,” said Samantha. “I read the same news. Things there are going to get worse before they get better. It’s a real shame.”


  “What can you do?” Annette said with a shrug. “They’re calling it the Red Terror, and they say it’s going to ruin Russia and Germany. I also heard we might be going to Russia.”


  Samantha shrugged. She didn’t know what the politicians were thinking. If they had asked her, she would have said to not get involved, but no one had asked her opinion.


  Changing the subject, Annette asked. “Is your beau coming for tonight’s festivities?”


  Samantha shook her head. They had arranged for New Year’s festivities for the patients with the usual turkey dinner with all the fixings. There was still bunting from Christmas, and the 3rd Division band would bring in the new year. The wards did seem to have a somewhat cheerful tone, since they knew they would be going home soon. At least, that was their expectation.


  “We’re planning to take some leave together. We’re hoping to spend it in Cologne. I want to see the sites before we’re sent home.”


  “Didn’t they ban us from entering the city?” Annette asked.


  “That’s what I heard,” Samantha replied with a shake of her head. “This isn’t the first time. You weren’t with us back in fourteen. When we arrived in England, the local pubs in Salisbury banned us for drunkenness and rowdiness. Much deserved at the time. What I heard is that the CO of the occupation there isn’t too keen on us Canadians. But I don’t think General Currie will stand for the ban. You know he’s a stickler for discipline.”


  “I hope so,” Annette said as she cleaned her plate. “I wouldn’t mind visiting Germany before I get sent home too. It would be quite a story to tell in my old age.”


  Samantha laughed. “Yes, wouldn’t it?”


  65TH ARTILLERY HQ, OVERATH


  “Fuck!” said Sergeant Ellis, who expressed what every man in his battery was thinking. The rain was drumming hard on the barn’s roof. The barn was large enough to accommodate his battery’s 18-pounders, keeping them dry.


  He had called his men to gather in front of him as he gave them the bad news. He could have waited a few days, but he needed to stop the wild rumours that were going around. Some were fed by the politicos setting up their positions for the upcoming peace conference. Then there were the reports of riots breaking out in Posen, and the Bolsheviks were now taking over Russia and parts of Germany. The men had thought the war was over. They hadn’t signed up to keep order in Germany or to fight in Russia.


  “Fuck is right.” Ryan couldn’t help agreeing with the sergeant. He had three chevrons on his khaki jacket. The twenty-five-year-old had a scar on his cheek. His hands were stained with grease and oils from the 18-pounders that he had been working on in the barn. The war wasn’t technically over yet until the peace treaty with the Germans was signed.


  Meanwhile, as the politicos twiddled their thumbs, the guns still needed to be kept in good working order, and the men had to continue their regular training schedule. “What can I say? The 3rd Division are the ones being pull out first. The good news is we’ve received a warning order that we’ll be pulled out in mid-January.”


  “Who’s replacing us?” asked Ellis.


  “It’s the Imperials. The 41st Division,” replied Ryan.


  “Who fucking cares?” Private Craine said. “What I want to know is why the fuckers from the 3rd get to go ahead of us? Aren’t we the 1st Division. We’ve been here the longest. We should be the first to go.” His comment was rather ironic, since the private had only two chevrons on his sleeves.


  “Enough of that! I want to go home as much as you do,” Ryan pointed out. “Until the division is sent home, I would take advantage of the lectures being offered to enhance your skills when you’re back being a civilian. The colonel has said Lieutenant Grayson will give you lectures on bookkeeping, Lieutenant Wilmot will teach farming, and Lieutenant Flaherty will explain the intricacies of the internal combustion engine. And I will be giving lessons on the three Rs.”


  “I’d rather be doing the three Rs in Bonn,” Ellis replied with a grin.


  “Yeah, rest, recreation, and rutting,” the private added, which elicited a chuckle from the men.


  “Good luck with that,” Ryan said. “We’ve been banned from Bonn.”


  “Yeah, the Imperials want all the good cocottes for themselves,” Craine groused.


  Ryan gave the men a hard stare. “Don’t make me give you the venereal disease lecture again.”


  “Oh God, no!” The two men shuddered in pantomimed disgust. Ryan didn’t like giving the lecture. He usually tried to get the medical officers to do it. Some of their illustrations were quite horrific.


  “Well, I have some good news. Tomorrow you will have the day off,” Ryan stated.


  “Oh, joy,” Craine mouthed.


  Ryan frowned. At least he hadn’t said it out loud. “We’ll be showing a moving picture tonight. Then the band will play us into the new year.”


  The men lightened up at the thought of seeing a moving picture. Then he added, “Yes, we’ll have some beer to welcome the new year in.”


  “Yes, Captain,” the sergeant said. “That would be grand.”


  CLARIDGE’S HOTEL, LONDON


  It’s been a miserable end of the year, Borden thought. The weather had been overcast with cold rain. At least the lit fireplace was keeping the chill from his bones. He cocked an ear as he heard the muted sounds of revellers celebrating the end of the old year and the coming of the new one.


  He had spent much of the day in an Imperial cabinet meeting at 10 Downing Street. He was pleased that Lloyd George had been reelected with a large majority. The first half of the meeting was a debriefing by Lloyd George and Lord Balfour of their conversations with President Wilson, who was now on his way to Italy. They had the impression that the president’s main interest was in the League of Nations, and it was the only thing he really cared about. He didn’t have a particular scheme how to set up the league, but he wasn’t thinking to give it any executive powers. He was also against handing back to Germany its colonies.


  Borden had glanced at Prime Minister Hughes sitting at the table next to him, with his hearing aid clipped to his shirt, and at Prime Minister Botha on the other side. Both men wanted to assume control of the German colonies in the Pacific and South Africa. They hadn’t been pleased with the news. But Lloyd George had assured them the president’s views were not fixed, and he had an open mind on the subject.


  As for Russia, Wilson wasn’t pro-Bolshevik but was very much against armed intervention. He disliked the Archangel and Murmansk expeditions, and he wasn’t too keen on the Siberian operations either. They weren’t likely to get any more American troops for them. It was likely the Americans would withdraw the troops they had already committed. Wilson did have some concerns about Japanese operations in Siberia.


  Sir Robert had to turn in his seat when General Wilson, the chief of the Imperial Staff, sitting by the wall, asked if he should start demobilizing the troops in Russia.


  He wasn’t keen on doing that because he needed to find replacements. Using conscripted troops was not a popular option, considering that the war in Europe was over. He had two battalions at Omsk that were to be reinforced by three Canadian battalions, but the Canadian government had indicated they weren’t to be deployed past Vladivostok. Neither the Japanese nor the Americans had expressed an interest in supplying more men. General Knox, the British military attaché to Russia, had suggested the Canadians be sent home and replaced by Indian troops.


  Borden had interjected, pointing out that his government had refused because a decision on the Allies’ Russian policy hadn’t been made yet. And Sir Sinha, from Bengal, said it wasn’t desirable to send Indian troops to Siberia at this time of year.


  Admiral Fremantle, the deputy chief of the naval staff, then informed them they had received a telegram from the Sixth Light Cruiser Squadron stationed at Riga. There had been a mutiny by Latvian troops that was put down. British patrols were now keeping order. He wanted to know whether he should withdraw the squadron or intervene. If they intervened, there was the danger of further entanglement from which it would be difficult to disengage. They had to decide soon, otherwise the squadron would be trapped by winter ice.


  Then there was a long discussion of what they should do about Russia. He had expressed his view that they couldn’t leave the Peace Conference with Russia still in warfare. Winston Churchill was strongly in favour of intervening. Lloyd George admitted the situation in Russia was confusing at best. The prime minister said he was definitely opposed to military intervention of any kind. He was of the opinion that if the Germans, who had been in striking distance of Petrograd, had a million men and couldn’t do it, it was unlikely the Allies were willing to find men to occupy Russia, especially since they hadn’t signed up for it. At least, they had agreed not to intervene and to invite the Russians to the peace conference in the hope they could work out their differences.


  It was the representation at the peace conference that had irritated him the most. He was backed up by Prime Minister Hughes, who complained the Dominions wouldn’t even have the same number of representatives as Sweden. At the very least, the Dominions should have the same as the neutrals. Australia had put more men into the field than Belgium.


  He had backed Hughes by saying Canada had no special interest in it and had no claims for additional territories. But it would be intolerable that Portugal would be present at the peace conference while Canada and the other Dominions weren’t. Canada had lost more men killed in France than Portugal had put into the field. There was a very strong feeling in Canada that the country should be represented at the peace conference.


  He was glad, after a long, heated discussion, that it was finally decided to table the discussion for the day and take it up in the new year.


  He couldn’t help shaking his head. While the war had ended, peace wasn’t quite here yet.


  The story continues in


  A COLD BLADE


  The sword was sheathed on November 11, 1918, but the fighting isn’t over.


  As 1919 starts, Sir Robert Borden fights to get a seat at the Paris peace talks. Canada had suffered sixty thousand men and women killed during four years of war — it had earned the right!


  Brigadier-General Llewellyn and Captain Ryan deal with their men’s discontent as they occupy the Rhine. When they are finally ordered back to England to be demobilized, they face delay after delay. Tired of the strict discipline and seeing units with less service go home ahead of them, the soldiers’ resentment finally reaches a boiling point when they snap and riot.


  Matron Lonsdale wants to go home, too, but she is still needed to care for patients as the hospitals close and nurses are sent home. Short-staffed, she struggles as the Spanish Flu continues to ravage the CEF.


  In the cold climes of northern Russia and Siberia, the blade is still bare as the Canadians fight the Bolsheviks. As to why they are there, no one really knows.
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