
“In the Eye of the Storm”
A R ecollection  o f Three Days in  the  

Falaise Gap, 19-21 A ugust 1944

Arthur Bridge
'T 'V re se  a re  th e  m e m o irs  o f  a  
1  C anadian in fan trym an w ho w as  
involved in, a n d  survived, the battle  
o f the Falaise Gap, the fin a l p h a se  o f 
the N orm andy Cam paign, in A u g u st  
1944. He w as a rifleman o f 14 Platoon,
“C ” Company, the Argyll & Sutherland  
Highlanders o f Canada. In the author’s 
o w n  w o rd s  th is  a c c o u n t, “is n o t 
in tended  to represent m e as being heroic. Far 

fro m  it. I w as terr fied  m ost o f the time in battle, 
a n d  eventually ended  up a couple o f m onths  
a fte r  S t. L a m b er t a s  a  b a ttle  e x h a u s t io n  
casualty. There’s nothing heroic about that. It 
j u s t  happened  that I w as in St. Lam bert a t that 
tim e, n o t rea liz in g  th e  im p o rta n c e  o f  the  
situation until reading about it m uch later. We 
low rankers seldom  kn ew  w ha t w a s going on, 
w here w e  were, w here w e were going, or w hat 
to expect w hen  w e got there. It has only been  
since  the war, a n d  w ith  the help  o f  h istory  
books, that I have been able to retrace m y steps  
through the cam paign a n d  to p u t nam es to the 
places that had  no particular m eaning a t the 
time - j u s t  another p lace to run in, dig in and  
prepare fo r  the counterattack.”

The Argylls w ere p a rt o f  the 4th  
C anadian  Arm oured Division, w hich  
w ent to Norm andy in Ju ly  1944 and  
relieved  the  3rd  C anad ian  In fan try  
D ivision j u s t  so u th  o f  Caen. In  the  
b a ttle s  o f  early  A u g u s t the  A rgylls  
slow ly p u sh ed  south through the w heat 

f i e l d s ,  a n d  a  d e te r m in e d  e n e m y ,  
s u ffe r in g  h e a v y  c a s u a lt ie s  in  the  

process. It w a s  obvious tha t the  N orm andy  
cam paign  w a s  nearing completion, w ith  the  
Am erican Arm y running w ild fu rther  sou th  and  
w est. B u t the  G erm ans w ere not giving up 
e a s i ly .  A s th e  s i tu a t io n  d e v e lo p e d , th e  
Am ericans w ere advancing northward, a n d  the 
C anadians w ere heading south  trying to link 
up a n d  trap the enem y in a  m assive  pocket. 
The enem y w a s trying to escape through the 

f e w  miles tha t separa ted  the Am ericans and  
C anadians, the so-called Falaise Gap. In the 
centre o f the Gap w as the sm all village o f St. 
L a m b e r t-s u r -D iv e s , s q u a r e ly  a s tr id e  th e  
G erm ans’ m ain escape route. It w a s  w ithin  
this context tha t the even ts recalled below took 
place.

On 18 A ugust 1944, we found ourselves dug 
in along a road som ew here so u th e a s t of 

Falaise, a sh o rt d istance  from a c rossroad  the 
G erm ans were using  in  their efforts to escape 
from  the  closing jaw s of the  Allied p in ce rs  
a ttem pting  to close the Gap. The crossroad  was 
under heavy attack  by “Tiffies,” Typhoon fighter - 
b o m b ers  a rm e d  w ith  20 m m  c a n n o n s  for 
strafing, and  rockets for tank -busting . They 
opera ted  very sim ply from our po in t of view. 
From their vantage poin t in the  sky, they could 
spot their targets -  trucks, tanks, wagons, m en- 
and  then  dive towards them  firing their cannons

or rockets. As they  pulled  away, they left death  
an d  destruc tion  in the ir wake. Needless to say, 
we on the g round  were very fond of these  fly 
boys and  had  a lot of respect for them , especially 
given the  hot an d  heavy reception they received 
from G erm an m achine gunners.

After more or less enjoying the  show  for 
several ho u rs  (the G erm ans did n o t know  we 
were so close by an d  did not b o ther us), one of 
the  Tiffies w as h it as it tried  to pull o u t of its 
dive; we could see th a t  its engine h ad  been 
knocked out. Fortunately, the pilot had  enough
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Looking north  along the  m a in  road through S t. L am bert-su r -Dives, 19 A u g u s t 1944. In  the  fo reg ro u n d  can  be  
se e n  so m e  trucks belonging to the  Argyll a n d  S u th e r la n d  H ighlanders. A t  the top o f  the  pho to  a  co lum n o f  
G erm an troops is visib le m arching  up  the hill to a  PW  cage, being esco rted  by so ld iers fr o m  the  Argylls.

m om entum  to keep h is p lane in a  glide, b u t a 
crash-landing seem ed im m inent. That pilot was 
one cool custom er, because  he knew  he was 
h e a d ed  for the  deck a n d  tro u b le , b u t  still 
m anaged to bring the aircraft down a t about 150 
miles an  hour and guide it sm ack into a  haystack 
th a t brought him  to a very a b ru p t b u t safe stop. 
He ended up  abou t 100 yards ou t in front of our 
slit trenches, and  it was obvious th a t he needed 
help. A couple of our guys galloped over to h is 
aircraft and  were pleasantly  su rprised  to see the 
lid open up  and  the pilot’s two arm s sticking up  
in the  air. He though t they were G erm ans! He 
was unhu rt, so the guys brought him  back safely 
to o u r trenches. He w as one happy  airm an! It 
tu rn ed  ou t th a t  he w as a C anad ian  too, Royal 
C anad ian  Air Force, from W innipeg, if m em ory 
serves.

The G erm ans saw  all th is  an d  did no t take 
too kindly to it, as they  began  to lob m orta r 
bom bs a t u s. This can  be a  very u n p lea sa n t 
experience on the receiving end. O ur newly- 
rescued  a irm an , who h ad  been  sho t a t all day 
and  finally sho t down, an d  barely  saved from a 
fatal c rash  by a haystack, d idn ’t like the m ortar 
bom bs a t all. In fact, he w as h ea rd  to say, “Let 
me ou t of here  and  back  in  the a ir w here it’s 
safe!” He would have m ade a lousy infantrym an!

We co n tinued  ou r m arch  so u th  to T ru n  
w here we sp en t the night, and  the next day, 19 
A ugust, we found ourselves in the  m idst of the 
area  o u r a ir forces h ad  been  shooting up. S uch  
a m ess canno t be described: sm ashed  cars, 
trucks, guns, tanks, w agons, horses, m en in 
every road  an d  field. Late th a t  afternoon we 
p rep a red  to move once m ore, a s  u su a l no t 
knowing where or why. As it tu rned  out, we were 
destined  to spend  the next few days and  nights 
in  the tiny village of St. Lam bert-sur-D ives.

“B” Com pany of the Argylls an d  a squad ron  
of tanks from the South  Alberta Regiment (SAR) 
h ad  fought the ir way into St. Lam bert, w hich 
was ab o u t a mile down the road  from w here we 
were, b u t h a d  ru n  into heavy opposition and  
were stalled. We were going in to reinforce them . 
Having been  provided w ith a strong  tot of arm y 
ru m , we b lissfu lly  fell in  a n d  followed o u r 
com pany com m ander, M ajor G ordon Winfield, 
th rough  the fields, down the lanes and, ju s t  as 
it w as getting  dark , into St. Lam bert itself. It is 
a sm all village of typical N orm an stone houses 
and out buildings on either side of the m ain road 
w hich ru n s  ab o u t 400 yards from one end of 
the village to the other. There were a few farm  
buildings set in off the road. We m et up w ith our 
co m ra d es  of “B ” C om pany  a n d  the  S o u th



A lbertas in the  village, w hich w as u n d e r shell 
f ire  a n d  a lr e a d y  c ro w d e d  w ith  G e rm a n  
prisoners. Otherwise, the situation was relatively 
peaceful. The S ou th  A lbertas h a d  several tanks 
well sited to cover the prisoners, who seem ed to 
be quite con ten t to be o u t of the  fight. One of 
them  had  a concertina and  as we passed  he was 
playing the hauntingly beautiful “La Palom a.” To 
th is day, whenever I hear th a t tune  the m emory 
of th a t evening com es flooding back.

“B” Com pany was holding the houses a t the 
extrem e sou th  end of St. Lam bert, and  for some 
reason we kept going down the road, out of town, 
tow ards Cham bois w hich is ab o u t a mile and  a 
ha lf fu rth e r on. By now it w as quite  dark . The 
glare from burn ing  houses and vehicles th a t had 
been  knocked ou t along the road  provided us 
with some visibility. Since we had  not been made 
aw are of the gravity of our position, we were 
having a ball scrounging  th rough  the  trucks 
along the way, w ith  no p a rticu la r  feeling of 
concern  (the rum , perhaps?). We h a d  covered 
half the distance to Chambois, to a ham let called 
Moissy, w hen a m achine gun opened up  on the 
front of the colum n. We were sp read  o u t single 
file, an d  the com pany com m ander an d  two or 
three o thers were h it by th is bu rst. As the  firing 
con tinued  an d  we cou ldn’t tell w here it cam e 
from, we took to the  shelter of the  d itch  and 
s tarted  shooting back at the unseen  enemy, who 
were obviously close by as they began throw ing

h a n d  grenades a t u s . One grenade fell am ong 
several of u s  in the d itch  and  exploded, m aking 
a lot of noise b u t causing  little dam age.

W ith the CO o u t of com m ission there  was 
considerable confusion in  ou r ran k s. Nobody 
seem ed to know w hat was going on, so we simply 
lay there  in the  d itch  for a  while, as Com pany 
Sergeant-M ajor George Mitchell and  our platoon 
officer, L ieutenant Phil W hitehead, tried to figure 
out w hat to do next. Ants from a disturbed anthill 
m ade waiting uncom fortable.

Finally, w hen the shooting let up  we took off 
th rough  a farm yard into an  orchard  a couple of 
h u n d red  yards off the road, w here we took up 
positions and  w aited som e more. It h ad  been  a 
long day and  w eariness took its toll. I fell asleep 
lying there  in the  dark . Not for long, though. 
There were G erm ans all about, an d  we nabbed  
a few p riso n e rs  righ t th ere  in  the o rchard . 
Eventually, we decided th a t we would re tu rn  to 
St. Lam bert an d  rejoin “B” Com pany an d  the 
S ou th  A lbertas for the night. We headed  back, 
b u t no t on the m ain  road  we h a d  gone up, b u t 
by way of a sm all lane leading back  into town. 
The lane had  been selected by the G erm ans as a 
place to pa rk  the ir tan k s  for the n ight, an d  it 
w as an  eerie feeling to be slinking by them  in 
the  darkness. They d idn ’t cause u s  any trouble 
though, apparen tly  th ink ing  we were G erm ans 
too!

S t .  L a m b e r t - s u r - D i v e s
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A  colum n o f  G erm an troops ca p tu red  by  “B ” C om pany, Argyll a n d  S u th er la n d  H igh landers in St. Lam bert-  
sur-D ives, 19  A u g u s t 1944.

We reached the relative safety of St. Lam bert 
w ithout fu rth e r incident an d  took up  positions 
in the houses a t the sou th  end of the village with 
“B” C om pany an d  a b u n c h  of the ir p risoners. 
We d idn ’t know  a t the  tim e the significance of 
St. Lam bert, s itu a ted  as it w as directly in  the 
centre of the ever-narrow ing G erm an escape 
corridor. There were th o u sa n d s  of G erm ans in 
v a r io u s  s ta g e s  of o r g a n iz a t io n  a n d  
d isorganization struggling to get th rough, and  
we were righ t in their way. Confusion reigned 
suprem e. For exam ple, o u r section  moved into 
a  house  an d  took positions in the  g round floor 
windows covering the m ain  stree t. D uring the 
n ight one of ou r boys w ent u p s ta irs  to look 
around and found five fully arm ed b u t very weary 
G erm ans having  a sleep -  m ore p risoners for 
the bag. Many more prisoners were taken as they 
tried to p a ss  th rough  St. Lam bert, not knowing 
th a t  we w ere th e re . T h e re  w ere  fa r  m ore 
prisoners th a n  there were of us, b u t  they d idn’t 
know that!

As daw n broke, we realized th a t  we were in 
for a tim e of it, as enem y activity w as ap p a ren t 
wherever we looked, and  the shelling continued. 
It was a t th is  tim e th a t a m ost courageous act 
occurred. From the direction of Cham bois could 
be h ea rd  the clanking of a tank , clearly coming 
our way. C om pany-S ergean t M ajor M itchell

h ea rd  it too, an d  as it cam e into view th rough  
the early m orning m ist, George, w ith a pistol in 
h is h an d , stood in  the m iddle of the road facing 
the tank , shou ting  at u s  to “Get the b asta rd !” It 
w as a frightening m om ent as we had  no a n ti
tank  w eapons with us and, had  the approaching 
tan k  no t tu rn e d  out to be one of the S ou th  
Albertas’ Sherm ans that had  gotten lost the night 
before, we would have come off second-best, 
arm ed as we were w ith no th ing  b u t rifles and  
George’s pistol.

The tan k  w as a welcome addition to our 
defences, as we were now under constan t a ttack  
by m asses  of the  enemy, an d  it parked  in front 
of the  house  we were holding, facing tow ard 
Cham bois. At abou t 8:00 a.m ., an  enem y tan k  
approach ing  from the d irection of Cham bois 
spotted our Sherm an before we spotted it. It took 
one arm our-piercing shot right through the front 
a rm our of the  S herm an  to p u t it ou t of action - 
the  crew cam e tum bling  o u t in  jig tim e, all 
a p p a re n tly  u n h a rm e d . T here  w as tro u b le , 
however; the gunner was still inside and the tank  
was s ta rtin g  to b u rn . The shell had  h it the tan k  
abou t a foot from the g u n n e r’s position, and  it 
was ap p a re n t th a t  he w as h u rt, because  w hen 
an  AP shell h its  a tank, it penetrates the arm our 
generating terrific hea t as it does so, then  it flies 
a ro u n d  inside destroying equipm ent, igniting
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A  so ld ie r fro m  the A rgylls, driving a  ca p tu red  G erm an car, escorts  a  group o f  G erm an  p risoners into captivity, 
St. Lam bert-sur-D ives, 19 A u g u s t 1944.

am m unition and  fuel. The S herm an’s m ain  gun 
was right over the gunner’s escape hatch, making 
it im possible to open it an d  get h im  out.

Once again, George Mitchell showed u s  w hat 
a true hero he was. He climbed up  on the burning 
tan k  in full view of the enemy, aided by Corporal 
J.R. Holmes, and  traversed the tu rre t of the tank  
so the gun no longer blocked the hatch . A couple 
more of u s climbed up  when the h a tch  h ad  been 
opened and  we pulled the  poor driver out. His 
face and  h an d s  were literally cooked from the 
heat, and the flesh was hanging off him. Although 
still alive, he was unconscious. There w as a first 
aid  post se t up  a t the no rth  end of St. Lam bert, 
and  we had  to get th is  m an  help  quickly. So, in 
spite of the enem y activity, we se t ou t to get him  
there. Having no stre tchers  a t hand , we found a 
door th a t  h ad  been  knocked off a  house, lifted 
the tankm an  onto it and  using  two rifles, one at 
each  end, four of u s  picked him  up  an d  s ta rted  
down the  s tree t to the first aid  p o st (FAP).

By th is tim e the enem y a ttack  h a d  reached  
its  peak , w ith  h u n d re d s  of G erm an  troops 
charging at St. Lam bert from the w est being m et 
by heavy tank  fire and  ou r own sm all a rm s fire. 
Before we were able to reach  the  FAP an  enem y

m achine gun  opened up  on us, an d  two Argylls 
helping w ith the m akesh ift s tre tc h e r  were hit. 
The rem ain ing  two of u s  could no t m anage the 
aw kw ard load an d  we h ad  to take shelter again, 
leaving the poor tan k m a n  a t the  side of road. I 
unders tand  th a t he eventually did m ake it to the 
FAP, b u t died of h is in juries a few days later.

My rifle w as one of th o se  u se d  for the 
stre tcher and the weight bent the barrel, m aking 
it u se less as a weapon. I was only able to w atch 
as the  a ttack e rs  cam e charging on an d  were 
mowed down in the ir h u n d red s  by the Sou th  
A lbertas’ tan k s  an d  ou r own m achine gunners. 
Eventually, the attacks fizzled out, and those who 
got a s  far a s  o u r  p o s itio n s  w ere h a p p y  to 
su rrender, adding  to an  already overcrowded 
p risoner com pound. This so rt of th ing  w ent on 
all th a t  day in  varying degrees of in tensity , and 
with each b reak  in the action the prisoners were 
directed back tow ards Trun, under the watchful 
eyes of our tan k s. Very few tried  to escape. The 
a tta ck s  an d  shelling  an d  s lau g h te r continued, 
an d  ou r casua lties  m oun ted  as well. 1 w as able 
to acquire an o th e r rifle and  team ed up  with 
fellow Argyll Private Roger D ufresne on a Bren 
gun.
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Sold iers fr o m  th e  Argyll a n d  S u th e r la n d  H igh landers patro l one  o f  the  b a ck  s tree ts  in S t. L am bert-su r -Dives, 
covered by  a  S h erm a n  ta n k  fr o m  the  S o u th  A lberta  R egim ent. N ote th e  k n o c k e d  ou t G erm an ta n k  on the  
right s id e  o f  the  street.

Photo by  D.I. 
Grant, NAC 
PA 131348

On one occasion, a U niversal carrier w ith a 
C anadian driver came down the road from T run  
into St. Lam bert and  stopped  a t ou r position. 
The driver w as m aking som e pecu liar m otions 
a t u s  th a t  we cou ldn’t figure out, so a couple of 
u s w ent over to him  an d  found ou t th a t  there  
were two arm ed  G erm ans hudd led  in the  back 
of the carrier. They h ad  m ade the driver their 
p risoner an d  were u s in g  him  to drive them  
through our lines. Result: one released C anadian 
prisoner, two m ore G erm ans for the  bag.

We soon realized th a t there  was nowhere for 
u s  to go b u t to sw eat it ou t in  St. Lam bert. We 
dug slit tren ch es  u n d e r the  com m and of M ajor 
David C urrie of the S o u th  A lberta Tanks, who 
w as in  control of all troops in the  village. As we 
were getting dug in a t the no rth  end of the town, 
a G erm an m achine gunner, who had  worked his 
way into a position a sh o rt d istance from w here 
we were, began firing a t us. C aptain Ivan Martin, 
who com m anded “B” Com pany, decided th a t 
s o m e th in g  h a d  to  b e  d o n e  a b o u t  th is  
u n p leasan tn ess . He w ent over to a  slit trench  
and asked an  Argylls private to “help me get th a t 
m achine gu n n er.” The private looked up  a t him  
from the secu rity  of h is tren ch  and  replied, 
“You’re kidding, of course.” Undeterred, C aptain 
M artin took off alone w ith a S ten  gun; a few 
m inu tes la te r we h eard  a b u rs t  of gunfire and  
back he cam e with an  MG-42 m achine gun  over 
his shoulder! Not long after th is  he w as killed 
by shell fire.

Most of the day, only the SAR and the Argylls’ 
“B” an d  “C” Com panies were in  St. Lam bert. 
Later, however, help arrived w hen some Lincoln 
& W elland Regim ent troops, 17-pounder a n ti
tan k  g uns of the  5 th  A nti-Tank Regiment, and  
som e m en from the H ighland Light Infan try  
found the ir way in.

T hat evening, a dow npour of ra in  s tru ck  us 
and  it becam e chilly in  ou r little slit trench , so I 
salvaged a ho rse  b lanke t from the carnage and  
w rapped m yself up  in it. It kept the chill off b u t 
I couldn’t help b u t feel itchy all night! T hat night 
there was more of the sam e action th a t had  taken 
place du ring  the day: G erm ans trying to get 
through St. Lam bert to the safety beyond. In fact, 
m any were successful, because  in the dark  it is 
h a rd  to tell friend from foe. On m any occasions 
they sim ply walked right by our slit trench. One 
p a rticu la r incident s tan d s  ou t clearly. After the 
rain  stopped, we distinguished two figures about 
30  fe e t from  o u r  t r e n c h ,  b u s ily  d ig g in g  
them selves in  an d  carry ing  on a w hispered  
conversation th a t sounded strangely unfamiliar. 
On approach ing  them  w ith a cocked rifle and  
an  itchy  trigger finger, we were relieved to find 
th a t they  were two sta lw arts  of the 1st Polish 
A rm oured Division who had  becom e separa ted  
from their un it and  were looking for a safe place 
to spend the night.

Shortly after that, a tank  was heard clanking 
down the road  from the direction of T run , and



it cam e right into tow n p a s t ou r slit trenches 
an d  w as heading  tow ards Cham bois. By th is 
time, one of the 5 th  A/T Regiment’s 17-pounders 
had  been set up  covering the road, and  although 
it w as p itch  dark, they sensed  the w hereabouts 
of the  tank , and  let fly one round . It actually  
seemed as though we could see the shell in flight, 
w hich travelled no t m ore th a n  50 yards and  
s p la s h e d  in to  th e  ta n k . The ta n k  s to p p e d  
abruptly. The next m orning we found it knocked 
out, with two dead Germ an infantrym en who had 
been riding on its top, an d  the crew inside all 
dead.

The following day, 21 A ugust, there  w as a 
definite slackening  of G erm an p ressu re , and

Tw o v ie w s  o f  a  S h e rm a n  ta n k  o f  the  
S o u th  A lberta  R eg im en t b rew ed  up  in  
S t. L a m b e r t- s u r -D iv e s .  B e lo w , a  
so ld ie r  fro m  th e  A rg y lls  c a u tio u s ly  
m oves by  the still burning tank, w h ile  
a t  r i g h t  a n o th e r  t a n k  f r o m  th e  
reg im en t a tte m p ts  to sq u e e ze  b y  its 
d isa b le d  brethren.

more and  more prisoners came in. Some of them  
needed  a  little encouragem ent, b u t  m any were 
quite  willing to su rre n d e r  to avoid the terrible 
p u n ish m en t th a t w as being m eted ou t to them . 
One of our boys, Lance-Sergeant Earl McAllister, 
w ent ou t into the fields on his own and  returned  
w ith alm ost 50 G erm ans he found sheltering  in 
a bam . Another of the more adventurous Argylls, 
Private Fred M clntee, w as having fun  rounding 
up  stray  G erm ans in bunches. On one occasion, 
he caugh t up  w ith a group of five or six in  a 
sm all open truck , an d  he b rough t them  into 
town. There was a tragic ending to this particular 
escapade, however, as he h ad  neglected to have 
the  p risoners remove the ir helm ets, w hich was 
a norm al indication of su rrender, so w hen one
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of ou r tan k e rs  saw  the tru ck  approach ing  with 
G erm ans aboard  he opened fire. U nfortunately, 
Mac w as the only casualty  an d  he was killed.

As the day wore on, the  p ressu re  eased. 
Those G erm ans able to escape h a d  already  
gotten by us; those who cou ldn’t were e ither 
p risoners or dead, and  eventually  the  shooting 
an d  she lling  stopped . The tru c k s  from  the  
G erm an convoy th a t h ad  come into town the 
previous day were in good operating  condition 
and some or our enterprising com rades got three 
of them  ru n n in g  and  we clim bed aboard  and  
drove back to where the Battalion H eadquarters 
w as located n e a r T run; it su re  b ea t w alking for 
a change. The only concern  we h ad  w as th a t 
som e of o u r own troops or a ir  force m igh t 
identify the  tru ck s as being G erm an an d  shoot 
u s  up. Fortunately , th is  d idn ’t happen , and  we 
got back  late in  the  afternoon, those  of u s  who 
had  survived, th a t is. We left St. Lam bert to the 
3rd Division to finish m opping up. T ired and  
hungry , we left beh ind  a scene of dea th  and  
destruction  th a t is ha rd  to im agine, never m ind 
actually experience.

Epilogue

In  1980, w hen we were finally able to take  a 
E uropean  vacation, my wife M aureen  an d  I 

(m arried in  London on 28 April 1944) revisited

The author, A rth u r Bridge, p h o to g ra p h ed  
in F ebruary  1945

the battlefields of N orm andy w here the Argylls 
h a d  fought. It w as tru ly  a sen tim en tal journey . 
Naturally, St. Lam bert w as high on our priority 
list and, as we drove down the road from T run , 
th rough the rolling fields of grain, the m em ories 
cam e flooding back.

We found St. Lam bert w ithou t any trouble, 
virtually unchanged  over the years, except th a t 
the shell holes in  the houses had  been repaired  
and  new roofs installed. We stopped and parked 
the h ired  car a t the n o rth e rn  end of town, took 
a few pictures, and  started  to walk back towards 
the so u th  end, via the m ain  street. Immediately 
in  front of the spot where we h ad  been dug in, in 
1944, M aureen sudden ly  and  inexplicably fell 
to the ground. Rather, she floated to the ground. 
Both of u s  were dum bfounded  because  she 
h a d n ’t tripped  or slipped, an d  there  w as no 
a p p a ren t reason  for her to have fallen. I helped 
her to h e r feet. She was no t h u r t in any way and 
said  she  h ad  experienced a sensa tion  no t of 
falling b u t of slowly being pu lled  down -  a 
se n sa tio n  over w hich she  h ad  no control. I 
looked down w here she h ad  fallen and, there  in 
the g rass, w as a bullet. I picked it up. It was 
G erm an, unfired , and  h ad  been there  since 
1944.

I still have th a t bullet.

A rthur Bridge w as b o m  in Ju ly  1924, joined 
the arm y In February  1942 and  was shipped 
overseas in  J u n e  1942, as a reinforcem ent 
to the  SD&G H ighlanders. The next spring  
they discovered th a t he h ad  lied abou t h is 
age an d  w as n o t old enough to be overseas, 
so he w as sen t to the Holding Unit. Soon 
afterwards, the Argylls came over and he was 
able to jo in  them , now being of legal age. His 
older bro ther, Ralph, also served with the 
Argylls all the way to Berlin.

After the  w ar A rth u r s p e n t a couple of 
m onths in the Occupation force in Germany, 
and  a rep a t cam p in England. He re tu rn ed  
hom e to Belleville, O ntario  in  April 1946. 
Following the  w ar A rth u r w orked in the  
cartage an d  finance in d u strie s , retiring  in 
1987. Today he lives on Vancouver Island.


