
	

Alexander	Bell	Harvey	

September	8th,	1919	

Served	as	a	Signalman	in	WWII	



This	is	a	short	Veteran’s	biography	about	Alexander	Harvey	and	his	Bme	spent	serving	as	a	
Signalman	in	a	specialized	unit	during	the	Second	World	War.	

Al	served	in	many	places	including	Peterborough,	St.	Johns	New	Brunswick,	Windsor	Nova	
ScoBa,	Halifax,	back	to	Peterborough,	OMawa,	and	Fort	Smith,	North	West	Territories.	At	the	
Bme	that	Al	was	serving	in	the	North,	Fort	Smith	was	actually	the	capital,	but	it	isn’t	anymore,	
now	it	is	Yellowknife.	

Al	was	born	in	Troon,	Scotland	on	September	8th,	1919.	Troon	was	a	ship-building	city	on	the	
Clyde	River.	He	grew	up	being	the	second	oldest	out	of	7	children,	5	boys	and	2	girls.	He	was	
oVen	considered	the	oldest	because	there	was	a	5	year	gap	between	his	older	brother	and	
himself.	His	brother	was	off	doing	his	own	thing	most	of	the	Bme,	and	the	other	siblings	were	
looked	at	as	nuisance	kids,	so	he	ended	up	being	looked	at	as	the	oldest	of	the	group	a	lot	of	
the	Bme.	Al	came	to	Canada	from	Scotland	on	March	23rd,	1923.	

As	a	young	boy,	Al	was	known	as	“Alastair”.	He	grew	up	with	that	name;	he	was	mar-
ried	with	that	name;	became	a	father	of	twins	by	that	name;	and	enlisted	in	the	forces	to	go	
overseas	by	that	name.	

	When	he	went	to	enlist	at	the	age	of	21,	the	officials	asked	what	this	young	man’s	name	was.	
He	told	them	his	name	was	“Alastair	Harvey”.	They	then	proceeded	to	ask	him	for	his	birth	
cerBficate,	which	is	what	they	did	to	everyone	who	was	going	overseas.	Al	went	back	to	his	
mother	and	said	“Can	I	get	my	birth	cerBficate,	they	want	to	see	it.	His	mother	went	and	dug	
it	out	and	gave	it	to	him.	He	was	perplexed	because	his	birth	cerBficate	said	“Alexander”	not	
Alastair.	His	mother	went	on	to	explain	to	him	that	he	had	both	names	Alastair	and	Alexan-
der.	She	told	him	“In	the	Isle	of	Islay	which	is	a	small	island,	there	are	clans	there.	When	
you’re	in	a	clan,	there	are	only	a	few	names	to	go	around,	and	Alexander	was	one	of	them.	So	
to	avoid	any	confusion	between	a	group	of	people,	if	they	had	the	same	name,	they	were	giv-
en	an	alternaBve	name	to	go	by	instead.”		Al’s	grandfather’s	name	was	Alexander,	but	he	
went	by	the	name	of	“Sandy”.	He	also	had	an	uncle,	his	mother’s	brother,	whose	name	was	
Alexander,	but	he	was	called	Alec.	Then	when	it	came	to	Al	and	he	was	Alexander	again,	he	
ended	up	with	the	name	Alastair	so	there	was	no	conflict	between	a	bunch	of	Alexanders	
running	around.	

When	he	was	a	lad,	he	went	to	work	when	he	was	14.	His	job	was	to	deliver	telegrams,	and	
he	thoroughly	enjoyed	that	job.	He	used	to	get	paid	$10.87	in	the	middle	of	the	month	and	
$10.88	at	the	end	of	the	month.	Al	would	keep	the	change	and	the	Bps,	and	give	the	rest	to	
his	mother	because	during	the	depression,	they	needed	all	of	the	money	they	could	get.	Al	
says	that	he	remembers	$5.00	feeding	a	whole	family	back	then.	Being	one	of	the	oldest,	it	
was	his	duty	to	help	his	Mother	out.	At	that	Bme	he	was	working	in	the	dayBme	and	going	to	
night	school	in	the	evenings.	He	did	this	for	a	year	and	a	half	unBl	he	was	16.	The	teacher	
asked	him	“Would	you	like	a	beMer	job	than	the	one	you	have?”	Al	said	it	would	be	nice,	if	it	



paid	more.	The	teacher	told	him	that	this	job	would	pay	a	lot	more	than	the	job	he	had	now.	
The	teacher	offered	him	a	job	at	the	General	Electric	in	Peterborough	Ontario.	He	took	the	job	
there	and	was	responsible	for	15	machines,	and	worked	long	days	puhng	asbestos	on	the	
wires.	Al	also	enjoyed	this	job,	he	said	it	was	challenging.	AVer	he	got	good	at	that,	he	would	
take	on	piece	work	and	work	on	more	machines.	He	was	making	good	money	at	that	Bme,	he	
recalls	making	around	$0.87	cents	per	hour,	which	was	really	good	money	back	then.	On	May	
15th	1941	Al	went	and	joined	up	into	the	forces	in	Peterborough	Ontario	on	the	ExhibiBon	
Grounds.	That	whole	area	was	turned	into	a	military	base.	He	enlisted	into	the	Signal	Corps	
Unit.	He	did	all	of	his	training	in	Peterborough,	and	was	there	for	about	1	year.	He	enlisted	
into	the	military,	because	his	two	younger	brothers	were	already	serving	and	his	father	had	
served	in	WWI.	

AVer	he	had	been	there	for	a	few	months	of	basic	training,	one	day	Al	saw	a	group	of	men	all	
gathered	around	a	large	antenna,	about	20	feet	long,	lying	on	the	ground.	There	had	been	
high	winds	the	night	before,	and	it	had	knocked	the	antenna	down.	He	went	over	to	give	the	
men	a	hand,	they	were	working	together	to	get	it	all	straightened	out.	They	had	almost	got	it	
all	straightened	out,	when	some	fool	touched	the	key	inside	the	upstairs	control	center,	and	a	
full	kilowaM	of	power	came	through	that	antenna	and	shocked	every	single	one	of	those	men.	
They	dropped	the	antenna	in	a	hurry.	The	lieutenant	went	off	to	find	the	culprit	responsible	
for	such	a	foolish	act.	He	came	back	and	finished	puhng	it	up.	The	lieutenant		asked	if	there	
was	any	volunteer	to	sleep	in	the	transmiMer	room	to	monitor	the	transmiMer	in	case	there	
was	any	damage	done.	Al	volunteered	himself	to	sleep	there.	This	meant	that	he	didn’t	have	
to	have	any	more	route	marches.	He	was	happy	with	that,	because	he	loved	to	read,	so	that	
would	pass	the	Bme.	The	only	concern	was	that	it	was	a	very	loud	room	so	it	may	have	been	
difficult	to	sleep,	but	Al	never	had	any	problems.	The	transmiMer	was	about	20	inches	high	
and	18	inches	across.	Every	Bme	someone	touched	the	key,	the	screen	would	light	up.	Al	
laughed	and	said	“I	came	from	a	family	of	5	boys	and	2	girls;	I	could	sleep	anywhere,	any	
Bme.”	

Al	knew	the	Morse	code	preMy	well,	so	if	the	big	transmiMer	tube	lit	up	too	bright	and	stayed	
there,	he	would	have	to	go	pull	a	big	switch	to	shut	it	down.	The	transmiMer	was	responsible	
for	sending	radio	signals	back	and	forth	using	Morse	code.	This	never	stopped	flashing,	but	it	
never	seemed	to	bother	him.	

One	Bme	he	had	been	there	almost	a	month	or	two,	and	all	of	the	sudden	the	transmiMer	
tube	did	light	up,	and	AL	was	sleeping.	It	woke	him	up,	so	he	jumped	out	of	bed,	grabbed	the	
big	switch	and	pulled	it,	and	shut	the	whole	thing	down.	He	ran	up	three	flights	of	stairs	to	
see	what	the	maMer	was.	When	he	arrived	there	was	a	whole	bunch	of	people	there.	The	
lieutenant		was	there	and	he	was	trying	to	see	what	the	maMer	was	with	the	fellow	operaBng	
the	transmiMer.	He	seemed	to	have	fallen	forward	onto	the	key	holding	it	down.	The	First	Aid	
came	and	took	the	man	away.	The	officer	said	to	the	group	of	men	standing	about	“Does	any-



one	know	what	those	dots	and	dashes	are	going	on?	Do	you	know	what	they’re	saying?”	Al	
replied,	telling	the	officer	that	he	did	in	fact	know	what	they	were	saying.	The	officer	ordered	
him	to	answer,	but	Al	was	nervous	because	he	wasn’t	an	operator.	He	told	the	officer	that	the	
message	coming	through	was	another	operator	asking	what	was	wrong.	The	officer	demand-
ed	that	Al	respond	and	tell	the	operator	what	was	going	on.	Al	had	learned	so	much	of	the	
Morse	Code	from	laying	in	the	transmiMer	room,	reading	his	book	and	listening	to	the	dots	
and	dashes	coming	through	that	he	knew	what	was	being	communicated,	at	a	standard	of	
about	20	words	per	minute.	So	the	officer	again	demanded	that	Al	answer	the	message,	so	he	
said	he	would	give	it	a	try	but	he	had	never	done	it	before.	Al	began	communicaBng,	sending	
messages	slowly	back	and	forth.	AVer	that	night,	he	ended	up	taking	that	fellow’s	place	on	
the	shiV.	And	his	pay	went	up	a	few	cents	because	he	was	now	an	operator.	Al	said	that	he	
also	enjoyed	that	job	as	well.	

Al	moved	on	to	serve	in	St.	John,	New	Brunswick.	He	really	enjoyed	being	staBoned	here,	be-
cause	it	was	a	good	place	to	be.	He	was	there	for	about	1	year.	Al	and	his	friend	would	travel	
on	a	tug	boat	and	spend	two	weeks	out	on	the	island,	and	the	next	two	weeks	they	stayed	on	
the	mainland.	They	would	travel	two	men	at	a	Bme,	two	on,	two	off.	The	island	was	maybe	1	
mile	off	shore.	There	was	big	arBllery	that	pointed	out	off	of	the	island	where	all	the	big	ships	
come	in,	and	it	was	good	for	about	6	miles.	If	anything	went	wrong	electrically	on	the	island,	
it	was	up	to	them	to	find	the	issue	and	repair	it.	There	was	a	big	underwater	sea	cable	that	
the	men	would	have	to	make	sure	it	was	in	good	condiBon,	and	measure	to	make	sure	every-
thing	was	alright.	If	there	was	a	break	in	the	cable,	they	would	have	to	figure	out	how	far	out	
the	break	was	and	report	it.	Luckily	they	never	had	any	breaks	in	the	cable,	but	they	had	to	
maintain	it	for	their	safety,	otherwise	there	would	be	no	telephone	between	them.	They	
stayed	in	an	old	schoolhouse.	The	island	was	originally	set	up	for	a	place	for	people	to	go	and	
live	when	there	was	an	outbreak	of	measles	to	isolate	them	because	it	was	transferred	easily.	
The	island	wasn’t	used	for	that	anymore,	so	they	used	it	for	military	purposes.	There	was	one	
Sergeant	Major,	a	WO2,	who	thought	he	was	going	to	tell	Al	and	his	crew	what	to	do	because	
he	was	in	charge	of	the	other	men	on	the	island,	but	Al	and	his	Crew	were	not	under	this	Ser-
geant	at	all,	they	were	their	own	special	signal	corps,	and	the	Sergeant	was	in	charge	of	the	
arBllery	division.	He	kept	coming	up	and	being	a	nuisance!”	Finally	he	reported	this	to	his	offi-
cer,	who	was	a	Major.	He	got	on	the	telephone	and	had	a	chat	with	the	WO2.	He	was	much	
beMer	with	them	aVer	that.	

	Al	and	his	friend	would	be	in	having	breakfast	on	their	own	when	the	WO2	would	come	in	
and	try	to	order	them	around.	Al	said,	“Let’s	fix	him	up!”	There	was	some	Navy	working	on	
the	island	as	well,	just	as	lookout,	and	they	had	a	couple	of	old	baMeries	that	sBll	had	some	
life	in	them.	They	rigged	it	up	so	when	you	stepped	on	a	loose	step	outside,	it	tripped	a	switch	
and	when	you	touched	the	brass	door,	you	got	a	big	jolt	from	the	baMery.	Al	and	his	friend	
never	got	caught	for	this,	but	aVer	this	happened	a	few	Bmes,	the	Sergeant	leV	the	men	
alone.	They	knew	it	wasn’t	going	to	kill	him,	but	just	enough	to	set	him	straight.	He	actually	



ended	up	becoming	a	preMy	good	friend	for	a	while	aVer	that.	Eventually	the	men	told	him	
“Don’t	step	on	that	step,	and	you’ll	be	alright!”	AVer	a	while	the	men	changed	the	step	so	
they	didn’t	have	to	worry	about	anyone	else	gehng	the	shock.	AVer	that	they	were	going	to	
go	wait	to	get	draVed	overseas.	They	were	going	to	Windsor	Nova	ScoBa-	they	had	only	been	
there	a	short	while	before	they	were	supposed	to	be	shipped	out.	He	had	received	a	leMer	
from	his	brother	Tom	and	his	other	brother	Neil,	who	both	were	engineers,	his	leMer	said	they	
were	going	to	be	shipping	out	on	a	certain	date,	so	Al	knew	the	date	and	went	and	got	per-
mission	to	go	to	Halifax	to	see	them	off	at	the	boat.	When	he	got	there,	his	brothers	were	al-
ready	aboard	the	ship.	Al	got	a	hold	of	an	officer,	and	he	already	had	his	leMer	with	him	from	
his	own	officer	for	the	permission,	so	they	got	both	men	off	the	ship	so	he	could	see	them	off.	
They	were	heading	to	England.	Al	asked	Tom	how	he	was	making	out.	Al	said	he	had	heard	
that	he	had	run	into	some	trouble	in	Debert.	Al	asked	his	brother	what	they	did	to	him.	There	
was	a	carnival	that	came	into	Debert,	Nova	ScoBa.	When	the	military	would	come	in	there,	
they	would	give	them	$20.00	and	expect	change,	and	the	carnival	workers	would	scam	them	
and	say	that	they	only	gave	them	$10.00	instead	of	a	$20.00,	and	play	games	with	them.	The	
boys	got	fed	up	with	this	aVer	it	happened	quite	a	few	Bmes,	so	the	officer	sent	two	of	his	
men	out	to	see	what	happened	and	the	same	thing	actually	happened,	being	accused	of	not	
giving	the	right	amount	of	money	in	the	first	place.	These	men	were	furious,	so	they	wanted	
to	do	something	about	it.	Tom	was	a	Corporal	at	the	Bme.	They	came	to	him	and	said	they	
were	going	to	show	these	carnival	workers	what	they	thought	of	their	games.	They	went	off	
and	got	heavy	machines	and	vehicles	used	by	the	military,	and	went	up	to	the	big	Ferris	
wheel.	They	got	a	couple	of	big	hooks,	and	they	hooked	onto	the	sides	of	the	Ferris	wheel.		
They	turned	their	machines	around	and	drove	away,	and	pulled	the	Ferris	wheel	right	over.	
The	men	knew	that	they	couldn’t	leave	the	Ferris	wheel	like	that,	because	the	carnival	work-
ers	would	just	pull	it	back	upright,	so	they	got	two	more	on	the	other	side	and	ripped	it	apart.	
The	Ferris	wheel	dropped	onto	the	buildings	that	were	operaBng	other	parts	of	the	carnival.	
The	man	who	owned	it	was	obviously	very	angry,	and	he	came	to	have	a	word	with	the	offi-
cer.	The	officer	said	he	would	look	into	the	situaBon.	The	officer	called	Tom	in	to	tell	his	side	
of	the	story.	Tom	explained	to	him	honestly	what	had	happened,	and	the	Officer	knew	that	
was	what	had	happened,	he	said	I	have	to	give	you	a	penalty	because	he	had	told	the	carnival	
operator	that	he	was	going	to	take	acBon	for	what	happened.	The	officer	told	Tom	that	he	
would	be	losing	a	day’s	pay,	and	to	hide	out	for	a	while,	and	do	not	go	into	town.	The	rest	of	
the	men	had	to	stay	away	from	town	for	the	week,	so	they	wouldn’t	cross	paths	with	the	car-
nival	workers	again	before	they	packed	up	and	leV	town.	That	was	all	that	happened	to	the	
men	as	a	consequence	of	their	retaliaBon	to	the	crooked	carnival	workers.	

Al	asked	his	brother	Neil	why	he	was	there	gehng	on	the	ship	to	go	overseas.	Last	that	Al	had	
heard,	Neil	was	in	a	piper	band.	Neil	went	on	to	tell	Al	that	he	was	in	the	piper	band	for	some	
Bme,	but	he	couldn’t	actually	play	the	bagpipes.	He	told	a	few	of	the	older	men	in	the	group	
that	he	couldn’t	play,	and	he	was	just	fooling	around.	The	older	men	told	Neil	“Stay	in	the	



middle	of	the	band	and	fake	it	so	it	wouldn’t	be	so	noBceable.	Pretend	that	you’re	playing	
and	we	will	cover	for	you”.	As	Bme	went	on	the	men	actually	taught	Neil	how	to	play	the	
bagpipes	properly.	Then	Neil	discovered	that	he	would	have	been	walking	for	years	if	he	
stayed	in	that	band.	He	knew	he	was	able	to	take	off	with	both	of	his	brothers,	Al	and	Tom.	
Although	he	couldn’t	have	went	off	to	serve	with	Al	because	he	was	part	of	a	specialized	unit,	
so	Tom	took	Neil	on	to	go	and	serve	with	him.	When	Neil	and	Tom	went	to	go	get	checked	in	
to	go	overseas,	all	of	the	men	had	to	line	up	and	register.	The	names	read	last	name,	then	
first.	Neil	went	up	first	and	the	officer	asked	his	name	and	his	age,	and	Neil	said	19.	Neil	was	
blonde	and	blue	eyed	with	fair	skin.	The	officer	gave	him	the	ok	to	move	forward.	The	next	
one	to	come	up	to	check	in	was	Tom,	but	Tom	actually	was	19.	The	officer	asked	his	name	and	
age	and	Tom	told	him	that	he	was	19.	The	officer	said	“The	man	that	came	through	before	you	
was	also	a	Harvey	and	he	was	19	as	well.	“Are	you	related?”		Tom	said	“Yes	Sir,	we’re	
brothers.”	Eventually	the	officer	let	Tom	through.	The	brothers’	birthdays	were	only	4	months	
apart.	At	that	Bme	a	lot	of	young	men	and	women	lied	about	their	age	just	to	get	accepted	
into	the	military.	

	Neil	ended	up	on	his	18th	birthday,	digging	a	big	trench	with	a	big	bulldozer.	There	were	
trucks	bringing	in	truckloads	of	dead	bodies,	and	Neil’s	job	was	to	push	the	piles	of	bodies	
into	the	trenches.	That	is	how	he	spent	his	18th	birthday.	Al	says	that	Neil	had	so	many	medals	
by	the	Bme	he	was	dismissed	from	the	military,	that	they	didn’t	even	know	what	all	of	the	
medals	were	for.	Neil	has	since	passed	on	now,	may	his	soul	rest	in	peace.	Neil	started	drink-
ing	aVer	being	dismissed	from	the	military,	because	he	was	having	nightmares	about	the	
things	he	endured	during	his	Bme	of	service.	He	said	that	the	alcohol	helped	him	get	through	
those	tough	Bmes.	Neil	was	suffering	from	PTSD	at	the	Bme,	but	no	one	knew	because	there	
wasn’t	as	much	knowledge	and	medical	support	available	then	as	there	is	now.	Neil	passed	on	
in	his	mid-60’s.	

At	this	Bme	Al	was	sBll	waiBng	in	Windsor	to	be	sent	off	overseas,	the	Officers	told	the	men	
that	there	was	going	to	be	another	medical	check	done.	Nine	of	the	men	were	told	that	they	
were	not	going	overseas.	Those	nine	men	were	shipped	back	to	Kingston.	The	men	couldn’t	
figure	out	why	they	had	been	picked	out	of	the	group.	They	finally	realized	that	the	common	
denominator	was	that	all	of	the	men	had	worked	in	a	large	kilowaM	staBon	in	different	places.	
They	didn’t	know	an	awful	lot	about	field	signals	though.	The	field	signals	have	a	radio	pack,	
which	was	over	a	foot	square,	and	it	had	a	big	baMery,	like	a	motorcycle	baMery,	that	was	the	
source	of	power	to	the	radio	pack.	The	men	carried	these	around	and	they	had	an	antenna,	
and	that	is	how	they	communicated.	The	men	had	never	been	trained	to	use	these	before	be-
cause	they	were	too	busy	on	the	big	kilowaM	staBons.	

The	men	hadn’t	been	back	into	Kingston	for	more	than	a	week	when	the	men	noBced	a	sign	
posted	in	their	barracks	that	read:	“Looking	for	volunteers	for	the	ArcBc”.	The	Officers	said	
they	needed	special	volunteers	for	this	trip.	All	nine	of	the	men	volunteered	to	go,	because	



they	had	waited	so	long	to	get	out	of	Kingston,	thinking	they	were	going	overseas	just	to	be	
told	they	were	going	back	to	Kingston.	The	men	were	then	seen	by	psychiatrists,	doctors,	psy-
chologists,	then	go	through	them	all	over	again.	They	spent	so	much	Bme	checking	the	men	
over,	making	sure	they	were	the	right	fit	for	the	trip	and	to	ensure	that	they	would	all	get	
along.	They	had	to	do	all	of	this	because	they	were	ensuring	that	the	men	would	be	able	to	
handle	the	isolaBon	in	the	ArcBc.	Only	five	of	the	nine	men	passed	the	tesBng.	Those	5	men	
went	on	to	OMawa	and	arrived	at	the	NDHQ.	The	top	floor	of	the	NDHQ,	the	NaBonal	Defence	
Headquarters,	was	all	signal	corps	men,	which	was	the	unit	that	Al	was	part	of.	The	Officer	
told	the	men	to	wander	around	and	check	things	out	and	see	what	they	thought.	Al	and	an-
other	man	from	St.	John’s	came	across	an	“old	fella”,	around	40	years	old.	The	men	asked	the	
man	lots	of	quesBons	about	how	long	he	had	been	there,	and	what	he	did	there.	The	man	sat	
with	his	Be	undone	and	his	sleeves	rolled	up,	not	very	military	at	all.	He	said	“Excuse	me	fel-
las”.	He	walked	away	and	was	listening	for	a	while,	and	started	typing	with	two	index	fingers.	
He	ripped	off	a	piece	of	paper	and	began	typing	again.	He	took	two	messages	while	the	men	
were	waiBng.	The	men	asked	him	“Why	are	you	doing	that?	Where	did	you	get	those	from?”	
When	Al	moved	up	there,	he	could	type	35	words	per	minute.	All	you	were	required	to	be	
able	to	type	was	20	words	per	minute.	Al	thought	he	was	a	real	hot	shot	at	this	Bme.	The	men	
asked	the	old	fella	how	fast	he	had	typed	those	two	messages.	He	replied	and	told	them	
“Somewhere	between	50-55	words	per	minute.”		The	WO1	that	was	in	charge	of	the	group	of	
men	was	a	smart	man	from	Toronto.	He	told	the	men	that	they	would	have	to	pick	up	their	
typing	speed.	He	said	that	they	would	have	to	be	in	excess	of	40-50	words	per	minute	before	
they	leV.	They	were	given	3	months	to	pracBce	to	get	that	point.	Al	paid	$0.75	cents	for	a	typ-
ing	book	and	learned	how	to	type.	

	1942-	Shortly	aVer	Al	was	in	the	Army	in	Peterborough,	Ontario,	he	got	married.	He	re-

ceived	a	message	in	OMawa	that	his	wife	was	having	a	baby.	The	Doctor,	who	was	a	good	fam-
ily	friend,	sent	a	leMer	requesBng	that	Al	come	home	to	his	wife	to	make	sure	she	would	be	
alright.	The	Officer	said	no	to	his	request	iniBally	because	they	already	had	something	lined	
up	for	him.	Finally,	the	Officer	gave	Al	permission	to	go	home	for	three	days.	When	he	arrived	
home,	he	discovered	that	it	wasn’t	just	one	baby;	it	was	twins,	a	boy	and	a	girl.	Al	arrived	
home	on	a	Friday,	which	meant	that	he	had	to	get	back	to	by	Sunday.	This	meant	that	he	
couldn’t	go	and	register	the	children	because	everything	was	closed	on	the	weekend.	He	
thought	to	himself	“The	Officer	was	good	enough	to	give	me	the	three-day	leave	and	I	wasn’t	
supposed	to	go	at	all;	maybe	he	will	be	okay	with	another	three	days.”		So	he	stayed	over	unBl	
Monday	and	registered	the	children.	Then	he	got	on	the	Train	and	went	back	to	Kingston.	As	
soon	as	Al	got	to	the	gate,	they	threw	him	in	jail.	“Oh	boy!	Thanks	fellas,	do	you	have	a	good	
bunk?”	Al	asked.	They	told	him	they	had	a	good	bunk	for	him.	He	threw	his	bag	down	and	
crawled	into	the	bunk,	just	nicely	trying	to	get	to	sleep	when	they	woke	him	up	and	said	“C’-
mon,	the	Officer	wants	to	talk	to	you.”	Al	went	up	to	the	office	and	the	Officer	said	“Now	Har-
vey,	I	gave	you	three	days	and	you	went	and	did	more	than	that,	you’re	AWOL,	and	I	want	to	



know	why.	I’ve	heard	all	of	the	stories	going,	and	if	you	can	come	up	with	one	that	I	haven’t	
heard,	you’re	a	free	man!”		

Al	explained	to	him	that	he	went	home	and	discovered	that	his	wife	had	given	birth	to	two	
children,	a	set	of	twins.	He	explained	that	it	happened	on	a	Friday	and	he	couldn’t	go	and	get	
them	registered	because	nothing	was	open	on	the	weekend.	He	didn’t	know	when	he	was	go-
ing	to	come	back	home	again,	so	he	stayed	unBl	Monday	morning,	registered	the	children	
then	jumped	on	the	train	and	headed	back	as	soon	as	he	could.		“Harvey	Stop”	said	the	Offi-
cer,	“You’re	free	to	go!”	

AVer	the	men	had	finished	up	in	OMawa,	there	were	only	three	men	that	made	it	through	to	
the	North	West	Territories.	Al	ended	up	in	Fort	Smith,	which	was	the	headquarters	and	main	
staBon.	The	staBon	in	Peterborough	that	Al	was	previously	staBoned	at	was	only	1	KilowaM	
StaBon,	also	known	as	a	“Single	Side	Band	StaBon”.	The	Sergeant’s	quarters	in	Fort	Smith	
were	really	something.	Everything	was	there,	and	would	be	quite	normal	today,	but	was	quite	
lavish	back	in	the	day.	They	had	hardwood	floors,	and	their	own	personal	cook.	A	man	from	
Vancouver,	a	young	private,	and	he	was	the	best	cook	going,	but	he	didn’t	like	the	way	that	
the	men	made	their	bed.	He	would	tell	them	“Leave	your	beds	and	I’ll	make	them	properly,	
the	way	you	make	them	is	a	disgrace!”	When	the	RCMP	wanted	a	night	out,	they	would	get	all	
dressed	up	in	their	good	clothes	and	come	up	to	Al’s	place	and	visit	with	the	men	there,	and	
listen	to	the	radio	which	would	broadcast	the	news	from	Edmonton	or	Saskatchewan,	be-
cause	they	had	a	“souped	up”	radio.	Al	ended	up	in	the	NWT	and	Y	radio	system-	which	was	a	
special	unit	that	Al	was	a	part	of	for	2	years.		That	was	a	special	unit	made	up	of	38	men	and	
one	officer	that	was	a	W01-	Warrant	Officer	First	Class.		

1944-	Al’s	wife	flew	in	with	the	twins,	and	at	first	Al	didn’t	know	where	they	were	all	going	
to	stay,	because	they	had	very	small	quarters.	There	was	a	house	just	built	close	by,	and	it	had	
an	inside	bathroom	which	was	a	very	rare	thing	at	that	Bme.	It	was	actually	a	hole	dug	out	
with	logs	all	around	it,	and	a	regular	toilet	and	working	water.	The	toilet	worked	well	unBl	the	
twins	started	throwing	their	diapers	down	into	the	toilet,	causing	some	minor	plumbing	is-
sues.	Al’s	family	stayed	with	him	for	1	year,	and	then	they	got	on	a	plane	and	flew	back	home.	
His	wife	had	an	orange	crate,	full	of	heavy	items	she	wanted	to	bring	home	with	her.	The	crate	
weighed	about	40-60	pounds.	It	was	going	to	cost	$1.00	a	pound	to	fly	the	crate	back,	so	Al	
said	“Wait,	hold	up,	I’ll	fly	it	out	with	me,	it’s	my	baggage.”	Al	was	flying	out	with	an	RCAF.	An	
RCAF	Plane	flew	in	on	November	2nd	1945.	They	had	taken	some	supplies	out	to	Ellesmere	
Island	to	the	RCMPs	on	the	top	of	the	island,	and	on	the	way	back	down	again	and	they	had	
two	seats	leV.	They	stopped	in	Yellowknife	and	picked	up	a	mechanic	who	was	flying	into	Ed-
monton,	and	then	they	stopped	in	Fort	Smith	and	picked	up	Al.	They	were	talking	back	and	
forth,	the	pilot	and	the	co-pilot,	and	they	had	enough	gas	and	half	again,	and	they	would	be	
able	to	make	the	trip	safely.	They	got	a	hold	of	Vancouver	and	discovered	there	was	a	storm	
coming	in	off	of	the	Pacific	Ocean	Coast.	They	were	only	out	about	one	hour	out	of	Fort	



Smith,	towards	Edmonton	and	all	of	the	sudden,	the	storm	hit	them.	They	saw	it	coming	and	
it	was	coming	fast.	It	engulfed	them	and	the	pilot	tried	to	get	below	it	but	he	couldn’t.	He	was	
scared	to	go	down	any	lower,	so	he	went	back	up	and	tried	to	get	above	it,	but	you’re	not	
supposed	to	go	above	10,000	feet	without	oxygen.	They	went	up	to	12,000	feet,	but	the	pilot	
said	it	was	much	farther	up	then	that,	he	couldn’t	see.	So	he	had	to	come	back	down.	The	
plane	was	travelling	along	and	all	of	the	sudden	the	plane	just	fell.	The	pilot	described	this	as	
hihng	an	“Air	Pocket”,	and	it	sucked	them	up	just	like	a	vacuum.	The	plane	dropped	about	
100	V.	They	were	up	around	9,000-10,000	feet	at	that	point,	and	they	thought	they	had	hit	
the	ground.	AVer	a	while,	all	the	extra	fuel	in	the	plane	was	gehng	low	from	working	so	hard	
against	the	storm.	The	pilot	said	“I’ve	got	it	wide	open	now,	and	I’m	going	backwards	with	the	
wind	because	it’s	so	strong.	My	fuel	is	gehng	low;	I	have	to	put	down	somewhere.”		The	land	
in	that	area	was	all	relaBvely	flat,	and	it	wasn’t	too	bad,	but	you	never	know.	There	could’ve	
been	a	big	hill	or	something,	but	it	was	difficult	to	see	through	the	storm.	He	looked	around	
and	finally	he	said	I	don’t	know	where	I	am	anymore.	The	storm	was	blowing	me	sideways	
and	backwards,	I	don’t	know	anymore.		Suddenly	the	Pilot	realized	they	had	passed	over	wa-
ter.	The	co-pilot	was	just	learning,	because	he	had	to	put	in	so	many	hours	to	become	a	cerB-
fied	Pilot.	He	asked	the	Pilot	“What	are	you	going	to	do	now?”	The	Pilot	replied,	“I’ve	got	to	
put	down	somewhere,	I’ve	got	no	alternaBve!”		Al	suggested	that	the	pilot	turn	on	the	radio	
to	send	out	a	distress	call.	He	told	him	to		click	the	microphone	a	few	Bmes	to	see	if	they	
could	get	any	response,	but	they	were	unsuccessful.	The	pilot	flew	around	a	couple	of	Bmes,	
and	couldn’t	find	anything,	unBl	he	noBced	a	tree	he	had	passed.	Al	asked	him	if	he	could	find	
that	spot	again,	and	the	Pilot	replied,	“Oh	yes,	I	can	find	it.”	So	he	went	around	again	and	
found	this	liMle	island,	wasn’t	very	big,	with	a	big	strip	of	ice	on	the	east	side	of	it.	He	went	
around	twice	more	and	said	“I’ve	got	to	put	down.	I	don’t	know	if	the	ice	can	hold	us	or	if	we	
can	stop	soon	enough,	but	I’ve	got	to	try.”	So	while	they	were	sBll	in	the	air,	the	pilot	threw	
the	plane	into	reverse,	and	it	landed	down	on	the	ice	and	held.	“Everybody	out”	yelled	the	
pilot.	There	was	sBll	quite	the	wind,	but	it	wasn’t	as	bad	as	it	was	up	in	the	sky.	A	couple	of	
guys	went	and	found	one	wing	of	the	plane,	and	Al	went	out	and	tried	to	get	a	hold	of	the	
other	wing,	and	the	pilot	said	“I	have	to	see	if	I	can	get	something	Bed	down	here	to	one	of	
these	trees	to	anchor	us	here.”	The	tree	wasn’t	very	big	around,	as	it	was	growing	in	gravel.	
They	finally	got	the	one	wing	Bed	down	with	rope	around	the	tree,	but	they	didn’t	know	what	
they	would	do	with	the	other	wing.	The	gentlemen	said	“over	there	on	that	ice	isn’t	going	to	
hold	the	weight	of	any	of	us.”	The	Pilot	asked	Al	what	was	in	his	orange	crate,	and	if	it	was	
heavy.	Al	told	him	the	crate	was	full	of	dishes	and	it	was	quite	heavy.	The	pilot	said	that	was	
just	what	he	needed.	He	wrapped	a	rope	around	the	crate	of	dishes	and	Bed	it	Bght,	he	gave	
it	a	good	push	out	onto	the	ice	as	far	as	he	could,	and	it	went	right	out	unBl	it	fell	through	into	
the	water	with	a	big	splash.	Then	he	pulled	it	back	and	it	broke	some	ice,	allowing	them	to	Be	
the	end	of	the	rope	to	the	other	wing.	Al’s	wife	never	got	her	dishes	back.	They	spent	four	
days	stranded,	and	all	they	had	was	dark	chocolate	and	tea	without	cream	or	sugar.	They	
were	waiBng	for	someone	to	find	them.	If	the	Pilot	went	to	use	the	radio	to	contact	someone,	



Al	told	him	not	to	use	it	too	much	or	else	he	would	kill	the	baMery.	The	antenna	was	under-
neath	the	plane	and	the	signal	wasn’t	going	to	get	out.	That	night,	the	men	didn’t	know	what	
Bme	it	was	because	it	was	quite	dark,	and	they	all	piled	into	the	aeroplane.	Al	didn’t	bring	a	
sleeping	bag	because	he	was	originally	only	going	on	a	three-hour	flight.	The	mechanic	and	
the	pilots	both	had	sleeping	bags.	The	put	two	sleeping	bags	together	and	Al	slept	in	between	
the	two	pilots.	They	made	out	alright	unBl;	the	mechanic	said	“Get	your	foot	out	of	my	face!”		
The	plane	was	on	an	angle	and	they	had	slid	down	a	bit.	They	all	got	out	of	the	plane	and	the	
mechanic	took	his	axe	out	and	cut	down	one	of	the	small	trees	nearby.	He	measured	across	
how	long	of	a	piece	he	needed	and	he	jammed	it	across	the	side	of	the	plane	so	they	could	
sleep	with	their	feet	against	the	log,	and	then	the	mechanic	didn’t	complain	again	aVer	that.	
They	were	stranded	there	for	three	more	days	aVer	that.	Two	days	aVer,	the	men	heard	
something	go	over	head	of	them	that	sounded	much	like	a	plane,	a	big	old	brute	of	a	plane	
that	could	fly	anywhere	between	35-65	miles	per	hour.	Finally	on	the	third	day	the	men	heard	
this	go	over	them	but	they	didn’t	see	him.	The	third	day,	it	came	over	again	and	they	were	
spoMed.	The	plane’s	wings	waved	back	and	forth	in	the	air	to	show	the	stranded	men	that	
they	had	been	found.	The	plane	made	another	trip	around,	and	then	dropped	a	package	
down	with	some	food	in	it	for	the	men	to	eat.	There	was	a	note	with	the	package	that	said	
they	would	be	back	tomorrow.	They	had	to	go	back	to	get	more	fuel.	The	plane	came	back	the	
next	morning	to	retrieve	the	stranded	men.	Everybody	got	on	board	and	the	pilot	said	to	the	
mechanic,	“OK,	take	a	rope	and	Be	it	around	the	biggest	tree	you	can	find,	down	around	the	
base	so	it	can	hold.	Leave	the	side	door	open	and	bring	it	in	and	Be	it	under	your	seat.”		In	the	
meanBme	everyone	got	out	and	the	men	stood	in	a	circle,	shoulder	to	shoulder,	each	one	say-
ing	a	prayer	in	turn.	They	all	got	in	and	the	pilot	said	“Okay,	you	be	ready	and	Be	the	rope	
around	yourself	and	around	your	seat.	When	I	drop	my	hand,	you	cut	the	rope.”		

	So	the	pilot	started	the	plane	and	roared	it	up,	he	said	“I	can’t	warm	it	up	I	have	to	start	
cold”.	He	opened	up	the	fuel	right	up	and	it	was	roaring	like	mad,	and	finally	he	dropped	his	
hand	and	the	mechanic	hit	the	rope	with	the	axe.		The	short	end	of	it	came	back	and	it	hit	his	
seat,	and	everyone	went	back	in	their	seats.	There	wasn’t	20	V.	of	ice	in	front	of	them,	the	
plane	went	off	that	and	his	Bres	didn’t	even	touch	the	water.	He	went	up	and	tried	to	get	a	bit	
of	alBtude.	He	got	up	to	8,000	V.	and	the	other	big	brute	stayed	behind,	waving	him	forward	
to	keep	going.	They	went	to	Fort	McMurray	and	landed.	The	pilots	of	the	other	plane	said	go	
around	once,	and	he	said	you	must	be	kidding.	They	went	in	and	sat	down	in	the	officers’	
quarters	and	had	a	dandy	breakfast	of	fresh	strawberries	with	cream	on	them.	What	a	lovely	
breakfast,	hot	chocolate	and	coffee.	AVer	they	were	done	the	mechanic	come	in	and	was	go-
ing	to	put	the	fuel	in.	He	wanted	to	check	to	see	how	much	was	already	there	to	know	how	
much	he	had	to	put	in	to	top	it	up,	but	there	was	no	fuel	in	the	plane.	“How	did	you	get	in	
here?”	he	said.	There	was	a	song	in	World	War	II	called	“Coming	in	on	a	wing	and	a	prayer”	
That	song	wasn’t	for	those	men,	but	that	is	exactly	what	they	did.			

Al	was	discharged	from	Kingston	on	the	30th	of	November	1945,	as	a	Signalman.	



Al	received	an	award	for	“Service	in	the	North	West	Territories”.	

It	goes	along	with	two	medals.	



	

	

	



	




