
Lest   We   Forget  
 

This   past   June,   I   went   with   my   school   on   a   trip   to   Europe.   We   covered   3   countries   in   11   days,  
including   travel,   and   I   can   honestly   say   I   will   carry   the   experiences   with   me   for   the   rest   of   my  
life.   While   we   did   much   more,   the   trip   was   centred   around   the   75th   anniversary   of   D-Day.   
 
On   June   6,   I   had   the   honour   of   joining   the   thousands   that   came   to   commemorate   the   important  
moment.   On   June   6,   1944,   359   Candian   soldiers   made   the   ultimate   sacrifice.   To   remember  
every   single   person   who   lay   down   their   life,   Veterans   affairs   had   359   students   lay   one   flower  
each   in   their   honor.   We   were   each   given   a   dog   tag   with   the   name   of   the   person   we   were  
representing.   I   was   wearing   Albert   Edward   Hildreth’s   name   and   layed   a   red   chrysanthemum   in  
his   honour.   Because   there   were   so   many   of   us,   we   were   split   into   groups   and   put   under   the  
command   of   a   cadet.   I   was   part   of   the   first   group   that   laid   flowers,   so   we   had   to   walk   further  
than   most   groups   to   get   to   our   position.   As   we   were   walking,   I   looked   down.   The   cadet   in   front  
of   me’s   polished   boots   left   a   trail   in   the   sand   and   it   hit   me   for   the   first   time   the   entirety   of   where   I  
stood.   So   much   has   changed   since   the   second   world   war,   but   the   sand   on   which   I   stood   was   the  
same   that   they   had   crawled   across.   It   was   both   haunting   and   humbling   to   know   Pte.   Hildreth,  
whose   name   I   wore,   had   died   on   the   beach   that   I   stood   freely   upon.   We   celebrate   peace   this  
remembrance   day,   but   peace   came   at   a   price,   and   I   hope   that   those   soldiers   know.   I   found  
some   information   about   Pte.   Hildreth.   He   was   23   at   the   time   of   his   death,   enlisting   in   1940,   as   a  
member   of   the   Queen's   Own   Rifles   of   Canada,   R.C.I.C.   War   in   general,   but   particularly   a   no-fail  
mission   like   D-day,   shows   bravery   that   I   cannot   begin   to   comprehend.   To   step   out   of   the   craft  
under   enemy   fire,   to   push   through   KNOWING,   that   you   probably   won’t   make   it   back   takes   a  
level   of   faith   in   God   and   your   fellow   man   that   awes   me.   The   last   operation   of   this   nature   had  
been   Dieppe.   Operation   Jubilee,   August   1942,   had   had   a   horrific   outcome   and   number   of  
casualties.   Of   the   4,963   Canadians   who   embarked   for   that   operation,   only   2,210   returned   to  
England,   and   many   of   these   were   wounded.   While   the   allies   stand   by   the   fact   this   raid   gave  
valuable   lessons,   there   were   3,367   casualties,   including   1,946   prisoners   of   war,   and   916  
Canadians   lost   their   lives.   Dieppe   is   also   where   one   of   the   most   amazing,   in   my   opinion,   victoria  
cross   recipients   was.   The   Reverend   John   W.   Foote   was   the   first   member   of   the   Canadian  
Chaplain   Services   to   be   awarded   the   Victoria   Cross.   Calmly,   through   eight   hours   of   gruelling  
battle,   Reverend   Foote,   Chaplain   of   the   Royal   Hamilton   Light   Infantry,   continually   exposed  
himself   to   very   intense   fire   to   help   move   the   injured   to   an   aid   post,   saving   many   lives   through   his  
brave   efforts.   Then,   at   the   end   of   this   ordeal,   he   jumped   from   the   landing   craft   that   would   have  
taken   him   to   safety.   He   walked   courageously   into   the   German   positions   to   be   taken   prisoner,   so  
he   could   minister   to   his   fellow   Canadians   who   were   now   POWs.   His   story   sort   of   explains   to   me  
the   bravery   of   D-Day.   I’m   not   sure   of   how   many   soldiers   at   D-Day   knew   about   this   raid,   but   most  
of   these   men   had   seen   war   before.   Reverend.   Foote   showed   me   that   the   allies   won   because  
they   couldn’t   lose.   I   realised   listening   to   their   stories   that   they   had   a   reason   to   win.   Having  
something   to   fight   for   has   motivated   people   for   millennia,   and   D-Day   was   no   different.   Standing  
in   the   sand,   listening   to   the   ceremony   ring   out   in   skies   that   once   rang   only   of   bullets,   I   was  



reminded   of   why   we   must   never   forget.   These   men   knew   they   had   families   at   home   and   friends  
beside   them.   But   when   the   mothers   kissed   their   sons   goodbye   and   the   friends   smiled   at   one  
and   other   they   understood   freedom   isn’t   given,   its   earned.   To   someone   like   me,   born   in   2003,  
1944   feels   like   a   long   time   ago.   It   was   before   I   or   my   parents   were   born.   But   standing   in   the  
sand,   placing   a   flower   75   years   later,   I   realized   why   time   should   never   stop   us   from   learning.  
The   history   textbook   came   alive   around   me   that   day   and   I   will   forever   remember   the   stories   I  
heard   that   day.   Although   the   ceremony   was   beautiful,   the   most   humbling   part   for   me   came   as  
we   were   leaving.   Coming   in   we   had   seen   a   few   Canadian   flags   around,   but   we   had   assumed  
they   were   put   there   by   veterans   affairs   to   show   that   Juno   had   been   Canadian,   or   something   to  
that   extent.   But   as   we   were   leaving   the   ceremony,   French   people   stood   on   their   balconies  
clapping   and   yelling   thank   you   in   french   as   we   walked   past.   There   was   a   very   elderly   French  
woman,   in   a   wheelchair,   waving   a   Canadain   flag.   I   made   eye   contact   as   we   walked   past,   she  
was   crying,   she   smiled   and   nodded   her   head   in   my   direction.   They,   of   course,   weren’t   thanking  
my   school   group,   but   just   for   being   Candian,   these   people   were   clapping.   While   in   school   they  
had   talked   about   how   important   D-Day   was,   I   was   struck   by   how   it   must   have   felt   to   be   French  
and   hear   that   Nazi-occupation   was   over.   Of   course,   the   war   didn’t   end   until   1945,   but   I   realized  
the   entirety   of   what   all   soldiers   from   all   countries   did   in   the   second   world   war,   they   won   back  
freedom.   And   75   years   later,   the   French   people   hadn’t   forgotten.   
 
But   Juno   beach   wasn’t   the   only   place   we   visited.   Our   group   also   visited   the   Vimy   memorial,   later  
in   the   trip.   The   battle   of   Vimy   Ridge   was   a   unifying   moment   for   the   country.   My   great   grandfather  
fought   in   the   battle,   alongside   many   others.   WWI,   for   me,   has   always   represented   a   different  
kind   of   bravery   than   Juno.   Trench   warfare   is   so   awful.   I   honestly   can’t   imagine   the   waiting.   We  
all   know   about   the   fight   or   flight   response,   but   sitting   in   mud   for   days   on   end   and   then   going  
over   the   top.   Running,   with   no   cover,   to   gain   a   few   kilometres,   sliding   in   the   mud,   horses   and  
men   falling,   you   have   to   truly   love   your   country.   Many   historians   appraise   the   Canadian   victory  
at   Vimy   as   the   moment   when    Canada   emerged   from   Britain’s   shadow   and   felt   capable   of  
eminence.   Canadian   troops   also   earned   a   reputation   as   formidable,   effective   troops   because   of  
their   success.   But   it   was   a   victory   at   a   terrible   cost,   with   more   than   10,000   killed   and   wounded.  
Our   walked   around   the   massive   and   majestic   memorial,   covered   in   the   names   of   the   fallen.  
Almost   everyone,   regardless   of   where   they   live,   has   a   connection   to   a   soldier.   On   the   wall   of   the  
church   we   have   plaques   of   former   congregants   who   payed   the   ultimate   sacrifice   in   the   line   of  
duty.   Before   leaving   for   my   trip,   my   Dad   and   I   researched   where   they   had   died   and   it   was  
discovered   that   4   soldiers   from   the   church   fell   at   vimy   ridge.   The   first   was   Pte.   James   Douglas  
Redford   of   the   88th   Regiment,   He   enlisted   Nov.   7,   1914.   The   second   was   Pte.   Robert   Erickson  
who   joined   with   his   brothers   at   was   a   member   of   the   103   battalion.   Enlisting   in   November   5,  
1914,   Pte.   Robert   Durham   joined   the   troops,   but   there   is   no   record,    that   I   could   find,   of   which  
battalion   he   was   a   part   of.   The   last   soldier,   20   at   the   time   of   his   death,   was   Pte.   John   Herbert  
Fair.   He   lived   in   Victoria   on   Camouson   Street,   here   is   his   adress.   His   obituary   was   posted   in   the  
Victroia   Times   and   I   will   read   you   a   short   exert.   “He   was   a   member   of   the   Senior   Boys'   Class   of  
the   First   Presbyterian   Church   Sunday   School   and   was   a   regular   attendant   up   to   the   time   that   he  
left   the   city.   In   the   last   letter   which   he   wrote   home   from   the   front   he   asked   particularly   to   be  
remembered   to   the   members   of   the   class   and   the   pastor   and   teacher.”   While   he   may   never   had  



walked   the   halls   that   I   walked   in   Sunday   school,   he   is   little   older   than   me,   doing   the   same   things  
I   do.   So   many   boys   joined   the   war   to   end   all   wars,   so   many   people   my   age   or   a   little   older,  
fought   bravely,   but   who   never   got   to   live   out   their   lives.   Although   he   joined   legally   at   the   age   of  
18,   one   of   the   saddest   graves   I   found   was   that   of   a   soldier   who   died   younger   than   I   was   when   I  
saw   it.   Private   Valentine   Joe   Strudwick.   
 
Valentine   Joe   Strudwick   enlisted   in   January   1915   in   Lambeth,   Surrey.    He   lied   about   his   age.   At  
the   time   of   his   enlistment   he   was   only   14   years   old   and   said   to   be   living   at   Croydon,   Surrey.   He  
became   part   of   the   8th   Battalion   Rifle   Brigade   (the   Prince   Consort´s   Own).   He   was   a   rifleman   –  
regimental   number   5750.    Valentine   disembarked   in   France   on   the   12th   of   August   1915.  
Valentine   Joe   died   in   action   at   Boezinge,   West   Flanders   in   Belgium   on   Friday   14th   of   January  
1916.   He   was   not   yet   16   years   old   and   became   one   of   the   youngest   battle   casualties   of   the   war.  
People   had   laid   teddy   bears   and   poppies   on   his   grave.   He   was   too   young.   I   stood   there,   with   a  
friend   who   hadn’t   yet   had   his   16th   birthday   and   realised,   that   had   I   been   born   just   over   a   100  
years   earlier,   that   might’ve   been   him.   He   was   somebody's   best   friend,   back   when   he   was  
somebody’s   son.   We   visited   multiple   cemeteries,   including   one   of   the   largest   commonwealth  
cemeteries.   It   hit   me   repeatedly   just   how   many   people   had   been   killed   in   action.   Reading   some  
of   the   messages   written   on   the   tombstones,   I   imaged   the   tears   of   the   mothers   and   wifes   when  
they   received   the   dreaded   letters.   How   many   children   had   grown   up   without   fathers?   Much   has  
changed   since   WW1,   Meanwhile   these   three   remain:   faith,   hope,   and   love;   and   the   greatest   of  
these   is   love.   1   Corinthians   13:13.   The   soldiers   in   any   battle   hold   these   things   dear,   for   its   faith  
in   God,   hope   for   the   future   and   love   of   one’s   country   that   drives   soldiers   to   put   their   lives   on   the  
line.  
 
The   last   place   that   had   a   massive   impact   on   me   was   Ypres   and   the   Menin   gate.   We   visited  
Ypres   in   Belgium,   went   to   the   Flanders   field   museum,   named   after   the   poem   written   by  
Lieutenant   Colonel   John   McCrae,   and   attended   the   last   post   service   at   the   menin   gate.   They  
have   a   ceremony   there   every   single   night.   The   town   of   Ypres   has   a   memorial   every   day.   And   the  
sounds   of   the   trumpet   and   the   moment   silence   quit   the   city.   Every   night   hundreds   of   people   jam  
into   the   gate,   or   around   it,   to   have   a   moment   of   remembrance.    The   square   stands   still   and  
heads   are   bowed,   wreaths   are   laid   and   prayers   are   shared.   Every   night.   Ypres   inspired   me   to  
remain   in   constant   reverence   for   the   sacrifice   of   all   soldiers,   from   the   Boer   War   up   to   and  
including   the   wars   in   Afghanistan   and   I   invite   you   to   do   the   same.   Remembrance   day   shouldn’t  
come   once   a   year.   And   what   I   learned   in   Europe   will   carry   through   for   my   life.   Sacrifice   shall  
never   be   forgotten,   and   whether   it   has   been   10   years   or   over   100,   we   will   remember   them.   
 

 
 
 


