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On the morning of November 1l, I was coming off duty when I met
our French laundress, running towards me, carrying a small gift, an
earthenware coffee-pot., "Le guerre est fini aprés midi" she was
erying.

That morning, at 3 a.m, the Third Canadian Division had entered
Mons. TFor the British, the War had ended where it had begun in
August of 1914, when a troop of the Royal Irish Dragoon Guards had
galloped against a similar force of German cavalry. After its four
years of occupation, the liberation of Mons by the 7th. Canadian
Infaniry Brigade was not by any such spectaculsr charge. Years of
despairing and cestly trench warfare had changed zll that. But men
8till died in the daylight advance of November 10, and further move-
ment on the clty was delayed until night. In the darkness, the first
platoone to push forward found the aity exceedingly quiet, though
buildings atill burned from the earlier shell-fire. Just as silently
ag the Cansdisna had advanced under cover of darkness, the German
troops had evacuated [ons,

That morning of November 11, when I came off duty, I wes as
hiappy a8 the exeited Little Frenchwoman who had told me that the
War would end am hnhe afternoony but I needed sleep - or so I
thought., “Had bath, and to bed at 2.30 a.n.", I was to record when
that day ended, and I was back on night-duty. "at 11.30, Pagle
rushed into our room to waken me. "Gladys, Gladys - walt for the
buglea. The War is over!™ At 1.43, the bugles sounded 'Ceaze Fire',
Then at 3 p.m., sirens, guns, bells, drums, and bugles. Oh, such a
wonderful neise, proclalming all at an end and vietory ours."

It was raining as usual, of course. But I had had one hour
of sleep, and that served. With Pagle, I went into Boulogne - =&

town wild with jubilation - +the French people embracing one mnother
and us too - and we bought souvenir espoons of Boulogne to mark the

for ma again, and we werttdowntown for tea before he rejeined his
gouadyon.

That night, one of my serious camses was transferred to the pneum-

onia ward. T went to see him in the morning, when I came off duty.

fle was dyinz, and he asked me: "3lgter, how did I come to thizs ward?"

He mway have realized that it meant that he was with those who were
¢ritiecally ill.
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