
 

Contents 
From the President ........................................................................................................................................................................... 3 

Annual General Meeting 2021 ....................................................................................................................................................... 3 

From the Archives ............................................................................................................................................................................. 4 

Christmas 1918:  Our Loved Ones Aren’t Home ...................................................................................................................... 5 

The Canadian Artillery Brigade In North Russia, 1918-1919 ............................................................................................ 8 

German Prisoner of War Farm Hand ........................................................................................................................................ 11 

The Empire Christmas Pudding .................................................................................................................................................. 12 

Christmas Crumble .......................................................................................................................................................................... 12 

 

 
Newsletter 2020-04 Winter Issue 

PO BOX 621, Stittsville Post Office K2A 1A0 

Goulbournhistoricalsociety.org 

Winter settles in along Concession 9 in Goulbourn Township 

 photo GTHS Historic Houses Collection – GHH072



P a g e  2                                                         Goulbourn Township Historical Society                                    Winter 2020-04                            

 

2020 Executive 

President: Robert Halberstadt 

president@goulbournhistoricalsociety.org 

Vice President: Vacant 

vicepresident@goulbournhistoricalsociety.org 

Secretary: Susan Clark-Dow 

secretary@goulbournhistoricalsociety.org 

Treasurer: John Bottriell 

treasurer@goulbournhistoricalsociety.org 

Director: Lee Boltwood 

Director: vacant 

Director: Roger Young  

Director: vacant 

Committee Chairs / Co-ordinators 

Archives: Vacant 

research@goulbournhistoricalsociety.org 

Newsletter: Vacant 

editor@goulbournhistoricalsociety.org 

Membership: Nancy Peppy 

Membership@goulbournhistoricalsociety.org 

Webmaster: John Bottriell 

webmaster@goulbournhistoricalsociety.org 

For General Information 

Info@goulbournhistoricalsociety.org 

 

We welcome submissions of articles or ideas 

for the newsletter. Please contact and submit 

your ideas and input to: 

editor@goulbournhistoricalsociety.org 

The Goulbourn Township Historical Society 

P.O. Box 621, Stittsville Post Office 

Stittsville, Ontario 

K2S 1A0 

This newsletter is produced with the 
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Merry Christmas 

& a Happy New Year! 

Unfortunately there will be no Society 

Christmas Party this year. With the 

prospect of a successful vaccine being 

delivered in 2021 we look forward to 

getting back to normal with our programs 

in the new year. 

In this issue we bring several accounts from 

the two Great Wars. Russell Tubman’s diary 

excerpt concludes his experience with the 

Canadian Artillery Brigade’s efforts In North 

Russia at the tail end of WWI. Marguerite 

Evans relates the story of three young men 

from Stittsville, R.R. No. 2, who were not 

home by Christmas 1918 despite Armistice 

being declared November 11
th

 of that year. 

George and Iris (née McLinton) Neville 

share with us the story of a German Prison 

of War who spent time just outside 

Goulbourn Township (Nepean) as a farm 

hand.  

 
 

Please mark your calendar for the January 

16th 2021 annual general meeting of the 

historical society. We will be attempting to 

hold the meeting virtually with online 

access to all. We will also provide proxy 

voting if required. Stay tuned as we work 

out the logistics.  
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From the President 

The end of 2020 will soon be here. It cannot come too soon for most.   

The loss of being with loved ones and getting together with friends has been very difficult for all.  Yet it was heartening to 
see most conforming to the general good, wearing masks, social distancing and avoiding unnecessary contacts, all in the 
hope that this virus will end sooner and lives will be saved.  With vaccines on the horizon, this hope is becoming stronger 
every week. 

I am sorry that the GTHS, like all community organizations, was forced to curtail activities over the course of the year, 
but we hope to be back in “virtual” action early in the New Year.  We are already in the early stages of planning a virtual 
AGM in January and are hoping to begin a series of virtual programs starting in February.   The GTHS newsletter 
published the usual four editions in 2020!  Many thanks go out to editor John Bottriell and those who wrote articles that 
entertained us and kept us in the loop. 

 The board is unanimous in agreeing to extend 2020 memberships through to the end of 2021.  Donations, as always, will 
continue to be appreciated. 

I would also like to announce that I will be stepping down as GTHS President after the January AGM.  I feel it is time for 
some new leadership and fresh ideas.  I will continue to help out with the GTHS in some capacity.  For now, I would like 
to thank the many who have shared their experience, and advice, and have given so generously of their time. 

 I would also like in particular to salute all the members of the board   I have worked with for the past five years.  Your 
hard work and dedication to the GTHS has been an inspiration.    Thanks so much. 

  On behalf of the board of directors I would like to wish all our members a very Merry Christmas and a far better 2021 
than 2020…that shouldn’t be hard.   Stay cheerful, and stay safe! 

We are crossing our fingers that we will “see” everyone as early as possible in 2021. 

Bob Halberstadt 

 

Annual General Meeting 2021 

Take notice that the Goulbourn Township Historical Society has 

scheduled its Annual General Meeting for January 16 2021 at 1:00 

pm. Due to the current pandemic restrictions on open meetings we 

will be conducting this year’s meeting via a virtual internet 

arrangement. The Board of Directors and Committee Heads will 

report on the progress made during the year on our various initiatives. 

 

 

Request for News Items 

For up-to-date interesting items regarding historic activities in the former 
boundaries of Goulbourn Township (Richmond, Stittsville, Ashton, Munster & 
rural areas) your Newsletter depends to a large extent on voluntary contributions. 

Submissions can be sent to editor@goulbournhistoricalsociety.org. 
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From the Archives 
Compiled by John Bottriell 

1918 Pandemic – in Richmond 

As we wait for a vaccine to handle COVID-19 we must empathise with the medical profession 102 years ago dealing with 

the A/H1N1 virus (Spanish Flu) of 1918.  

“Probably the most trying time for Dr Chanonhouse was the influenza epidemic of 1918. Dr 

Chanonhouse and Dr Lorne Nixon who had come to Richmond two years before along with many of 

their colleagues were baffled by the disease. Their only treatment was to bleed the patient. 

“During the epidemic one man is reported to have turned black shortly before his death and so 

people feared it was the Black Fever. To protect themselves some Richmond residents burned 

sulphur on their stoves in an effort to kill the germs of the dreaded disease. It is reported that Dr 

Chanonhouse "wore out" a car during the epidemic which lasted in the Richmond area from fall to 

Christmas of 1918.” 

Dr Chanonhouse was a highly respected member of the community who came to Richmond in 1893. He lived in the house 

on the southwest corner of McBean and Hamilton Streets for ten years before moving across the street to 17 McBean St in 

1903. He practised here until his death in 1928. He was a Mason, school board member, Reeve for one term (1913-14) 

and Coroner of Carleton County for many years.1 

Christmas in 1818 

Before we complain too much about the cold weather yet to come, we might try and imagine the challenge of early 

Richmond settlers. Well-known local historian Harry J Walker related this vignette in the Ottawa Journal of Nov 3 1934. 

“Such was Maria Glennon whom the war and frontier life had given wisdom and the richness of experience and left her 

withal a woman's heart. Sergeant Andrew Hill was a fortunate man to win and marry her. (On the death of Sergt. Hill she 

married a second time and became Mrs. Taylor). 

“Together they faced the wilderness even as they had faced the Yankee guns – with high courage. It is recorded of them 

that they lived under canvas until near Christmas before completing and moving into their snug log cabin. But Maria was 

not content to see Andy as a slave of the soil, clearing a few acres each year and eking out an existence selling potash. 

She dreamed of Richmond as an important centre and she stirred Andy into a business outlook. 

“They decided to build an addition and a super-structure to their log cabin, and make it a wilderness caravanserai where 

the weary traveller could find rest and refreshment. 

And why not? Richmond would be a big place soon and 

they would share in its prosperity.”  

A more harrowing picture is found in John Lowry 

Gourlay’s Book History of the Ottawa Valley2. 

“How they managed to get so many houses fit to be 

occupied by white people before the thermometer 

registered at zero, is a mystery unsolved to this day, 

True, some had to live in tents till the winter, and one 

soldier's wife, Osburn, was frozen or died, and was 

found frozen; also Denison, a soldier, was found 

frozen. Sergt.-Major Hill moved from his tent into his 

new house the day before Christmas.”

                                                           
1
 Richmond, Chapter III. “Daily Life”, by C.J. Hipkin  (GTHS Social History  files) 

2
 History of the Ottawa Valley, J L Gourlay PP73 
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Christmas 1918:  Our Loved Ones Aren’t Home 
Marguerite Evans, PhD 

As we approach Christmas 2020 for which health professionals are advising us to celebrate only with people within our 
household bubbles, we would do well to remember Christmas 1918. With over 60,000 deaths,3 thousands of families 
grieved for their loved ones.  In a Bradley scrapbook are newspaper clippings regarding three young men from Stittsville, 
R.R. No. 2, who were not home.  Although Armistice had been declared on November 11, 1918, demobilization was slow. 

By the end of 1917 Sir Arthur Currie noted in a letter to Ontario premier William Hearst that the Canadian Corps had 
been victorious at “Vimy, Arleux, Fresnoy, Avion, Hill 70 and Passchendaele,” and “no other Corps… had the same 
unbroken series of successes.”4   By January 1918 losses to the Canadian Expeditionary Force had been horrendous.  After 
Vimy, Prime Minister Borden visited Canadian soldiers including those in hospital.  Even those who had been wounded 
many times “were set to return to the front.”  Farmers had been exempt from war service because Canadian farmers were 
feeding not only Canadians but also the British.  Determined to get new recruits and “to spread the burden among all 
Canadians,”5  Borden’s government invoked the Military Service Act on August 29, 1917.  No exceptions. 

John Abraham Bradley, 21, farmer, son of James and Mary Bradley (nee Greer) and John Clifford Bradley, 22, farmer, 
younger son of Joshua and Annie Bradley (nee Morris) answered the call to 
serve on April 23, 1918, in Brockville.  Herbert Alexander Grierson, 19, driver, 
eldest son of Thomas A. and Caroline Grierson of Hazeldean, enlisted in 
Ottawa on April 24, 1918. 

These men trained as Military Engineers (a.k.a. “Sappers”) in Brockville.  
Historian Glenn Lockwood described “the village of tents in the Canadian 
Engineering Forces camp on the eastern section of the Brockville fairgrounds, 
looking east, as photographed in 1918.  Only toward the end of the war was this 
camp established at Brockville, and so secret were its activities that it received 
only a bare modicum of coverage in local newspapers… the camp gave 

Brockville inhabitants some sense of the 
scale of operations… use of sports to 
fill…time between exercises gave rise to 
growing interest in sports in the post-
war generation.”6  

Prior to building the tent village, every 
building on the Brockville Fair grounds 
was used to accommodate men (both 
volunteers and conscripts), tiers of 
bunks, showers, baths.  Under 
Lieutenant-Colonel Henry Harrison’s 
leadership, men were called from their 
bunks at 5:30 a.m. for drill and 
exercises.  Evening recreation occurred 
on a baseball diamond and football field.  

On June 27, 1918, all three men embarked from Montreal on the Valacia.  Disembarking in England on July 15, they were 
Taken on Strength by the 2nd C.E.R.B. (Canadian Engineers Railway Battalion) at Seaford, Sussex--location of the 
Canadian Engineers Training Depot.  Canadian Engineers provided technical advice, supervision, labour, built and 
maintained infrastructure behind the front lines and in the trenches for the Canadian Army Corps.  At the end of May 
Currie “increased the size of his engineering battalions” giving divisional commanders more “flexibility in employing…  

                                                           
3
 Tim Cook, Shock Troops:  Canadians Fighting the Great War 1917-1918, Vol. 2 (Toronto:  Penguin Canada, 2008),   618-619. 

4
 Ibid., Shock Troops, 367. 

5
 II Ibid., Shock Troops, 369 

6
 Glenn J. Lockwood, The Story of Brockville Men and Women Making a Canadian Community on the United States Frontier, 1749-

2007, (Brockville:  Henderson Printing Inc., 2006), 420, 432.  Photo:  Brockville Museum, x992.PA.020-1 
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engineers to support the …logistical system by building roads, pontoons, and railways that allowed the infantry to move 
forward rapidly during the preparation phase, during the course of battle, and…exploiting success.”7  

Canadians often spent their leave in England, Scotland, and Ireland.  John Clifford visited Belfast.  On September 8, 1918, 
he wrote to L.O.L. No. 246, Hazeldean:  “A real Canadian is second to none any place in the United Kingdom.  They 

realize the distance we have come and are prepared to do their best in any way 
possible to make us enjoy our leave.”  He attended a meeting at Sons of 
Conquerors Loyal Orange Lodge No. 1005 and was hosted for dinner in the 
home of Worshipful Master Bro. Dudley Ward Field. 

By mid-September John Abraham and John Clifford were in France.  By 
month’s end the former was transferred to the 7th Battalion C.E. and the latter 
to the 11th Battalion C.E.  In France by September 19 Herbert was Taken on 
Strength by the C.E. Reserve Pool. 

The war-ending Hundred Days were bloody and brutal.  At less than full 
strength, it was continuous one-more-push, exhausted soldiers, and 
inexperienced new recruits.  Enduring punitive discipline and control, 
struggling with wet blistered feet and poison gas that remained in the soil, 
Canadian engineers worked in swamps, ankle-deep mud, massive craters, often 
under fire and amidst rotting horse carcasses, allied and German corpses.  

“Front-line soldiers…were often frustrated by newspaper accounts of the 
war,”8  including home-front press.  Many former newspaper men were in the 
infantry.  Hence, they crafted their own papers.  These “trench journals” were 
printed behind the lines in France or in England and allowed the rank and file 
to submit poetry, song, letters, social events, and awards, criticize the war 
effort, grouse about food, or vent their frustrations re military hierarchy.  The 
Canadian Sapper was the Canadian Military Engineers’ magazine and revealed 
insights into the experience of sappers during WW I.9  The November 1918 
issue stated:   

 

                                                           
7
 Cook, Shock Troops, 377. 

8
 Tim Cook, The Secret History of Soldiers (Toronto:  Penguin Canada, 2019), 196. 

9
 The Canadian Sapper, Vol. II, no. 10. The Early Canadian Periodicals project digitized the complete run (15 issues, 1918-19) of the 

Canadian Sapper, official magazine of Canadian Military Engineers during WW I. See:  their ECO and Canadiana Online electronic 

databases:  http://eco.canadiana.ca/view/oocihm.8_06893 and http://online.canadiana.ca/view/oocihm.8_06893 

“PEACE. 

We received the glorious news of the cessation of hostilities and the 

German surrender as “The Sapper” was going to press, but we cannot let 

the moment pass without voicing our deep thankfulness that the laws of 

right and freedom have been vindicated. 

After four years of effort, of doubt, sometimes even of despair we 

emerge glorious and justified.  A foe that flouted God and despised man 

has been taught that you “can’t do wrong and get away with it.” 

It has cost incalculable blood and tears to wash the world clean of this 

monstrous abortion of perverted intellectuality and I venture to think that 

in the process we have also washed away much that was regrettable and 

archaic in our own systems. 

Let us take our joy in a deep and proper spirit and with the hope that the 

world, through the brotherhood of sorrows, will approach something 

nearer to a perfect life and understanding.” JB 
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WW I War Diaries reveal that far from home, the Canadians did have Christmas dinner in 1918. For example, the 11th 
Battalion was in Gistoux.  The Christmas Eve summary states:  “Day was spent in preparing rooms for different 
companies Christmas dinners.  Schools, Cinemas, Chateaus being put at our disposal. The people were very kind & 
helped by lending dishes tables etc. etc. and helping to cook the turkeys etc.”   “Xmas Day—The men had their Christmas 
dinners by companies, there was lots to eat also rum & beer, and a merry time was had, dances & concerts, followed the 
dinners, in which the inhabitants joined.” 

Hundreds of thousands of Canadians needed to be demobilized.  Currie wanted his men sent home “in their units and 
under their officers so that they would keep their discipline en route and receive the recognition they deserved back 
home.” 10  Some men requested a policy of “first one in, first one sent home.” 

Post-war near the end of March, 1919, Herbert “took sick” in London while on leave from France, was hospitalized with 
acute ‘catarrhal’ bronchitis, had a slight tremor of his hands, very nervous, startled readily at a noise.  Initially at Queen 
Alexandra Military Hospital, Millbank, he was sent to #16 Canadian General Hospital, Orpington, and then Kinmel Park, 
Wing 3, for convalescence.   No penicillin nor antibiotics.  In early June, 1919, Herb sailed on the S.S. Royal George.  He 
was discharged from the military in Ottawa. He died in Kelowna, July 28, 1969, leaving behind his wife, Marion, and 4 
daughters.   

On January 10, 1919, John Clifford was invalided with impetigo on both legs predisposing him to trench foot, a result of 
days of wet, mud-caked boots, socks, puttees, and trouser legs.  He was admitted to the 25th General Hospital at Hardelot-
Page in France, then the 4th Canadian General Hospital at Basingstoke and treated with green soap scrubs, sulphur 
ointment, and baths until mid-
February.  Posted back to the C.E.R. 
Depot at Seaford, he finally sailed on 
the Adriatic troopship to Canada on 
April 12 and was demobilized April 
23, 1919.  He returned to farming.11   
In 1921 his parents, Joshua and 
Annie Bradley, split their farm 
between their sons, Joshua Ernest and 
John Clifford.  In 1924, at Christ 
Church, Bell’s Corners, John married 
Margaret Graham Dawson.  Together 
they built a prosperous 3rd generation 
farm formerly at 590 Hazeldean 
Road. 

 

John Abraham sailed home on the SS Olympic and was demobilized March 28. Tragically in 
1922 John Abraham Bradley “met with a painful accident” “while attending the sawing machine 
at his home” and died that same evening.   A newspaper article noted that the  “deceased was a 
promising young man and during the war served for some time overseas and reached home 
safely without a wound.”  

Many veterans did not talk about the war. Military historian, Tim Cook, reminds us, in order to 
better understand the war just over a century ago, any war, for that matter, “we need to unravel 
the soldiers’ riddles that they left behind… They had hopes of surviving the war and of 
returning…to their old lives… We have made space for them in our collective memory, but not 
for the vast majority who survived, or for considerations of how they survived.”12  

                                                           
10

 Cook, Shock Troops, 590. 
11

 Norma Bradley Craig (Clifford’s daughter) recalls that the horses were not bred on the farm but bought from a local farmer or at 

auction. The horse on the left was called Jess. 
12

 Cook, The Secret History, 359. 
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The Canadian Artillery Brigade in North Russia, 1918-1919 

From our archives, here is part 2 of a two part story of former Goulbourn resident Russell Fee Tubman during World War I. 

A Year in Russia (Part 2) 
DIARY - RUSSELL FEE TUBMAN-SEPTEMBER 21, 1918 to 15 JULY, 1919 

NORTH-RUSSIAN EXPEDITIONERY FORCE. 
 

It must have been the afternoon or evening of the sixth day 
that we reached Pianda where the Headquarters of the l6th 
Brigade were located. We were welcomed and given quarters 
for the night and found that 
this is where we would be 
staying until further notice. 
We were not long in settling 
in, in fact we drew guard duty 
almost immediately, and 
being spare parts we 
continued to draw duty night 
after night. It meant stopping 
all vehicles going through the 
village so we soon knew "Stoi 
Pisulster" [Стой! = “stop”]. 
Christmas was in the offing. 
On one occasion when I was 
on guard a couple of our 
fellows had gotten too much 
to drink, probably stolen from 
the Quartermaster Stores, and 
we had to arrest them as they 
had fallen in the snow. They 
remained under arrest until 
their sentence and I feel quite 
sure that the sentence was 
light if at all. I had burned one 
of my Shackleton boots one 
night after coming off guard 
in trying to warm them up 
and dry them. For this I was 
up for office for destroying Government property. I had to buy 
a new pair from one of the lads that had extras otherwise I 
would have had to pay a tremendous price from the stores. (It 
looked large in those days) 

Christmas eve I had been on guard and of course relieved in 
the morning. The Officers had made it a point to have a real 
Christmas festival and went all out to make it pleasant for us. 
The dinner was midday and there was a long table which must 
have seated at least 50. Drinks were served and those at the 
end of the table where they started out were a bit too liberal 
and it wasn't long until almost pandemonium set in. I had kept 
my share in a mess tins determined to enjoy my pheasant 
dinner and the trimmings. The order was given to collect all 
drinks. I took exception to this and drank the works. Then the 
order was given to secure a guard as the Russians had relieved 
the ones on guard while dinner was being served. I heard 

someone say take Tubman he's sober. I beat it for my billet as I 
had just come off guard. However they found me and I had no 
alternative but to act, so I was marched off to do guard in my 

particular block house. These 
blockhouses were encircling 
the town and connected up 
with trenches and barb wire 
entanglements. I promptly 
fell asleep but was relieved 
by 5.00 pm and took in a 
concert at the Y that evening.  

After Christmas we settled to 
ordinary routine. We had a 
holiday for Little Christmas 
which was celebrated by the 
Russians. I can remember 
tasting their beer which 
seemed to be a scarce 
commodity with them 

One morning when it was 
my turn to attend parade, the 
three of us who slept in the 
blockhouse had slept in and 
the telephone rang and it was 
the Sgt-Major very angrily 
wanted to know why we 
were not on parade. One 
stayed on guard and the 
others attended parade. I 
should explain that these 

blockhouses only slept three and in the centre there was a 
stove, As long as we stoked up the place was warm, perhaps 
too warm but within the hour or so it would be freezing cold 
so unless someone stoked up, why we were likely to sleep in. I 
guess we took it in turn getting up during the night to fire up. 
We all had rifles and there was a machine gun for protection. 
My recollection is that we always went to one particular 
blockhouse; at least I never was on guard on any other one. 
This particular morning I dressed rather hurriedly expecting to 
return to the blockhouse as usual, it was within half a mile 
from parade ground, however instead of the usual routine we 
were marched to the river to make a toboggan slide which we 
were apt to say was for the pleasure of the officers but I 
imagine others used it. I never did as I left Pianda before it was 
finished. We cut a-hole in the river and carried water to the 
slide. It was a very cold morning, around 20 below. We used to 
take it in turns to warm ourselves in an old house without a 
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roof. This was really bad and by the time we started for home 
we were really cold. I don't suppose it was much more than a 
mile but my face was frozen and when I took off my mitt to 
unfreeze my cheek my hand went white. 

I buried it in the show and with assistance I went [to] a 
blockhouse close by where the Signallers were. They put my 
feet in a bucket of water and I was soon on my way again. 
Our billets in the Russian houses were quite good. We slept 
in our sleeping bags on the floor about 4 to 6 to a room. The 
women slept and cooked in the kitchen and were-most 
hospitable in making tea for us as long as we provided the 
eats.  

I was not long in Pianda and soon I was on the move again. 
Six of us including a Bombardier were detailed to a town 
which may have been Beresnik to make gun emplacements 
to protect this town and the main roads. This was an 
important distribution centre with Major [?] in charge, an 
Artillery Officer. There were two 18 pounders just outside his 
office. We made about 8 gun locations and chopped two 

foxholes for the protection of at least two gunners if 
necessary. In the evening we used to very often go to an 
R.C.A.F. canteen some two miles distant for supplies, 
chocolates, cigarettes, beer, etc. I can remember on occasions 
we carried back a sandbag full of beer and thawed it out on 
our stove.  

We had to prepare our own meals and all in all we considered 
it a cushy job and experience as we were not under any 
discipline. This lasted probably ten days. The order then 
came that one gunner be left and the others to return to 
Headquarters. We drew lots and, I won. 

In any case when they came to get us I had been chosen by the 
powers that be to be the one to stay. I was all alone in this loft 
with a group of Royal Scots occupying the ground floor. 

I had not been told that I was supposed to be quartered in the 
Sergeants’ Mess so that I was some four or five days before I 
moved in with them. My main duties were to be on hand to 
man the guns with the assistance of a Russian crew whom I 
seldom saw or even knew where to get them. During the day 

I visited the gun positions and had a number of women 
(Barishas) to shovel snow. I remember on Sunday afternoon 
of going skiing with the Major and others to a nearby hill. I 
never had occasion to fire the guns but we had been warned 
on a couple of occasions that there was danger of an attack 
and that we were not to undress and to keep our guns and 
equipment at the alert. I used to keep the breach blocks of the 
guns in my sleeping bag not only to keep them warm but so 
that I would know where to find them. 

I was quite happy during this period of some three weeks, 
however I contracted a bad cold and finally reported to the 
hospital which was a boat frozen in the river not far from 
the RCAF canteen. Sgt. Skaif was there recuperating. I 
had double pneumonia and was some three weeks in 
hospital. When the doctor had given me up I have always 
given credit to a Scottish corporal, Red Cross attendant for 
pulling me through. He gave me a part of his bread rations 
on my recovery. Col. Sharman and Captain Bruce called 
around to see me and gave orders that I was to have every 

care possible and ordered special goodies. Had chicken 
out of a can and was given eggs which were a scarce 
commodity.    It was not known wounded what would 
happen to the wounded and sick when the breakup of the 
river took place in the spring and as many as possible 
were evacuated. On the first of April I was on the mend 
and another oldish man was put in the droskie to look 
after me on my 200 mile trip to Archangel. There was a 
convoy of some 10 to 20 droskies. Our first stop was at a 
hospital, to pick up patients and I think it was the one 
that Capt. Mowat died in when he had to have his leg 
amputated. My friend Frenchie had carried him to cover 
the day he was wounded. We had to pass through Pianda 
and all my friends including the Russians where I had 
been billeted were down to see me. The doctor wanted 
me to stay over for the next convoy but I insisted I was 
able to travel. The pitch holes were terrific and I 

wondered afterwards whether I should have stayed in 
Pianda but I grew stronger each day. About half way's an 

American who had very severe wounds had to continue on 
while we stayed at billets each night. They changed horses 
and took my soldier to look after him. I was now ok. We 

Canadian Artillery - photo Red Cross 

Hundreds of Miles through solid forests of pine and spruce 
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stayed at a hospital one night and most of 
another day and finally arrived at end of 
steel one evening around five where we 
slept on the floor of the station until time 
for the train to pull out. I sold my extra 
blankets to my driver (Russian) for 50 
roubles as I was in dire need of money 
and it was around about this time that I 
drew my first pay in Russia, and only one 
at that.  

Next morning we arrived in Bakaritza 
where I was put in this clearing hospital 
and given examinations. Was then sent to 
another hospital in Archangel some miles 
from the one I had been when I was first 
hospitalized. I kept getting better and 
stronger each day and was soon given my 
discharge and given light duty. Life in the 
barracks to which I was stationed was not too good, 
nothing much to do. Finally I met Leo Boutwell, a 
Signaller from 67th Battery whose home was in Detroit, 
and he asked me if I was interested in doing duty as an 
operator in the telephone exchange. This turned out to be 
interesting and a nice cushy job. We could take trips to 
Archangel, being on the immediate outskirts. There were 
street cars in Archangel and this brought us to the 
shopping district. Leo had been wounded on New Year's 
Eve when they had to make a rather quick move in the 
night time. The days were really getting longer and I can 
remember that on night duty one could read almost all 
night through without lights. Also we used to buy goat's 
milk. 

The weather turned really hot and on the 10th of June the 
Brigade arrived in Archangel for our trip home. British 
troops had come to relieve us. The Americans had pulled 
out some few weeks before. We boarded the Czaritza. I 
had not seen Frenchie or Pete McLeod since the afternoon 
of our arrival in Archangel. What a reunion.  

It was interesting upon wakening up the first morning to 
see us going through the ice floes. We were in the land of 
the Midnight Sun. We had members of the Scottish 
Regiment aboard and when we arrived in Leith on the 
afternoon of the l8th June the City Fathers of Edinburgh 
met us in all their robes. On the platform was a soldier I 
had met when I was in the Sergeants’ Mess in Bereznik. 
He shouted "Hello Canada" 

Our next excitement was getting ready for our ten day's 
leave. Pete and I set out for Belfast. We missed train 
connections in Newcastle but arrived in Belfast next 
morning where we spent three or four days together. I then 
went to Swanlinbar taking the train as far as Enniskillen 
and bicycled 11 miles to where Mrs. Johnston, a sister of 
Mrs. Sam Graham with whom I lived with in Ottawa. 
They lived about 2 or 3 miles from Swanlinbar where my 
grandfather was supposed to have been born. We were 

only back in Ripon Camp a very short while when we 
sailed from Liverpool. We arrived in Halifax on the 
evening of the 12th July and entrained immediately 
getting our discharge in Montreal about the 15th July, 
1919« Arrived in Ottawa next morning. There was a strike 
on in the O.E.R. so I took a taxi to the Protestant General 
Hospital to see Mildred [Russell’s sister13] and went home 
that evening.  

A week later the 16th Brigade of Canadian Field Artillery 
dis- embarked at Leith, Scotland. Thus ended a most 
unique experience in the history of the Canadian Armed 
Forces. ◊ 

 

Russell Fee Tubman was born in the “Old Carleton” house 

in the village of Munster (6th line), Ontario on April 30 

1894. 

Russell enlisted with the Canadian Field Artillery (CFA) in 

1916 and trained overseas at Shorncliffe Camp, England. 

In January 1917 he joined the 49th and 12th Batterys in 

France where army life consisted mainly of carting 

ammunition from the horse lines to the gun positions at 

night, by a six horse hitch. In August 1917 he was assigned 

to the 4th Division and was assigned to the guns. He served 

at Vimy Ridge, Hill 70 and Passchendaele, where he was 

gassed in October, 1917. 

Russell then returned to England for recuperation and 

where he continued with his retraining. In 1918 he 

volunteered for the North Expeditionary Force, 67th 

Battery CFA.  
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 Mary Frances Mildred Tubman entered Lady Stanley 

Institute, a nurses’ training school in Ottawa. She graduated as 

a Registered Nurse from the Protestant General Hospital, 

Rideau St., Ottawa, on November 15, 1920. Because these 

were the war years and included the time of the flu epidemic 

her training as a nurse was very strenuous. 

War Diary of the 16th Brigade, Canadian Field Artillery - Canadian Expeditionary Force (CEF) 

units logged their daily actions in what is called a War Diary            Library and Archives Canada  
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German Prisoner of War Farm Hand 
By George and Iris (née McLinton) Neville 

This is a Sequel to the Query, p. 18, GTHS Newsletter, Issue #2. Summer 2018. Josef Vogt, WW II German PoW Farm Hand (~1944-

‘46) on Peter McLinton, Twin Elm Farm. 

Although the Peter McLinton farm (Lot 5, Conc. 5 Rideau Front, Nepean Twp.) was five lots south of the Twin Elm hamlet 
with its cheese factory, bridge over the Jock River, and S.S. #8 Public School, and its western boundary on Twin Elm Rd. just 
one concession east of the Goulbourn Twp. boundary, the family, for social and business matters in Richmond and the Twin Elm 
hamlet, considered itself to be more a part of Goulbourn than of Nepean. 

In the later years of WW II, 35,046 German soldiers, sailors, airmen were incarcerated under a program of prisoner of war 
camps at 26 locations across Canada.  In June 1940, the Churchill government asked Canada to accept 7,000 enemy aliens and 
PoWs from British camps followed by a thousand Luftwaffe PoWs in January 1941 and several thousand soldiers captured in 
the North Africa campaign. In 1943, Canada’s Minister of Labour authorized employment, primarily on farms and in logging 
camps. Employers would pay the government $2.50 per day per worker, from which they could deduct room and board. Trust 
grew: many farmers housed them off camp for days at a stretch. By 1945, over 11,000 PoWs were at work, including 2,200 
working the sugar beet fields around Lethbridge14.  

PoW Josef Vogt, a young man of about 30 years age who might have been incarcerated in the PoW camps of Hull or Petawawa, 
was boarded with the McLintons from late autumn of 1943 as a farm hand when Iris was 7 yrs. old, 
her brothers Robert and Gordon, 4¾ and 2¾ yrs., respectively.  Before WW II, Josef had worked as 
a miller, but he had no previous experience with farm life and according to Robert’s recollection, he 
never did learn to milk a cow.  Josef participated in most all other farm chores and operations, was 
accepted and treated as a member of the family as he endeavoured to learn English mainly from Iris 
as his tutor. 

There were two other German PoW farm workers located in the Twin Elm area, one each on the 
Conc. V  (Nepean, R. F.) adjacent farms of Clayton Gamble and Robert Green on the east side of 
Twin Elm Rd. north of the side road now known as Barnsdale Rd.   These two would socialize with 
one another but would have nothing to do with Josef Vogt, perhaps reflecting differing geographical 
areas of Germany that later gave rise to its four divisions immediately following WW II: West and 
East Germany, and West and East Berlin sectors.  Bavaria, 
the southern portion of Germany was retained as part of 
the major portion of the country, West Germany. 

 After the war, the British government required all POWs to be repatriated to the U.K. 
before being sent back to Germany.  It was mid-1946 when Josef received his orders to 
return, a directive that brought him to tears perhaps brought on by the thought of 
parting with his Canadian life and the plight of returning to war-torn Germany. 

A couple of years after his return to Germany, Josef wrote to the McLintons whose 
letter was responded to by Iris sent to 
the address written on an enclosed 
envelope:  Josef Vogt, c/o Johann 
Neth, Immenhofen via Kaufbeuren, 
Bavaria. Germany,  U.S. Zone. As a 
result of that exchange,  Iris received a 
reply with a head & shoulders photo of 
Josef, dated 16/2/1950, a photo of the 
house (a large multiplex apartment) in 
which he was living, and a photo of 
the Markt Oberdorf, the nearest town 
to his living accommodation in 
Bavaria. He wanted to emigrate to 
Canada.. 

Reference: Thanks to Art Beaubien of Ottawa for digital scanning of illustrations. 
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 https://legionmagazine.com/en/2012/03/the-happiest- prisoners/     (Accessed 30 Nov. 2020) 

Josef Vogt, dated 16/2/1950 

(~37 yrs.) 

Post card showing Markt Oberdorf, the nearest 

town to Josef Vogt’s apartment house.  The steeple 

of St. Martin’s Church appears in the distant skyline 

Top:  apartment complex in which Josef 

Vogt had a unit for his accommodation; 

bottom:  view of the plain and mountains 

in the distance of the largest community, 

Ruderatshofen & Allgäu 
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The Empire Christmas Pudding 
 

Enjoying a Christmas pudding is a delightful 

tradition to many of us this time of year. This 

recipe from 1926 was put forth by the Empire 

Marketing board, conceived in order to get 

the British to buy exported products from 

across the British Empire. Ingredients came 

from the U.K., South Africa, Canada, Ceylon, 

Australia, British Caribbean, 

India and Zanzibar. You really 

need ingredients from 

around the globe to make 

this pudding which is 

something we hardly give 

a second thought about today. The marketing 

board asked King George V if he and the 

Royal Family would eat the empire pudding 

on Christmas Day. He agreed and as a result 

the pudding also became known as the King's 

Christmas Pudding.  

 

        Christmas Crumble 

2 cups commercial or homemade mincemeat 
3-4 cooking apples peeled, cored & chopped 

1 cup fresh or frozen cranberries 

1 cup fresh or frozen rhubarb chopped 

1 cup blueberries, peaches or other fruit 

 

Topping 

1 cup all-purpose flour 

1 cup quick cooking oats 

1 cup brown sugar 

½ teaspoon salt 

½ cup butter 

 

The Christmas Crumble recipe is from Lindy 
Mechefske’s newest book “Out of Old Ontario Kitchens”15. This book combines social history and food history of Ontario 
in a delightful way, both to read as well as to follow some tradition Ontario recipes.  

Mix the mincemeat and other fruits together and spread in a 9x13 inch buttered glass baking dish. 

Mix together the flour, oats, brown sugar and salt. Cut in the butter until the mixture is crumbly and the butter is 
distributed throughout. Sprinkle the crumble mixture on top of the fruit. Bake at 325°F (165°C) for 35-45 minutes or until 
golden brown. Serve hot, warm or cold with whipped cream or rum butter. 
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 Mechefske, Lindy. Out of Old Ontario Kitchen, (Lunenburg, McIntyre Purcell Publishing Inc. 2018)  p132  


