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GENERAL ODLUM AND THE SOLDIER’S RUM, 1916-1917. SOMME AND VIMY, 1916-1917. 
In connection with this famous incident: 

Lieutenant-Colonel John Weightman Warden, D.S.O., O.B.E., E.D., raised and commanded the 102nd 
Battalion Canadian Infantry, commonly called the “102nd North British Columbians.” I met him first when I 
was a lieutenant in the 6th regiment, “The Duke of Connaught’s Own Rifles,” and he was a private in the 
same regiment. Subsequently I was a company commander under him—major—at Comox and at Regina 
Trench, Somme, where I, wounded and on a stretcher, left him, 21 October 1916. 

Beside my fireside on Maple Street, Vancouver, he told me that the four commanders of the four 
battalions comprising the Eleventh Canadian Infantry Brigade, that is, 54th of Kootenay, 75th of Toronto, 
87th of Montréal, and 102nd of British Columbia, were requested by General Odlum, commanding the 
brigade, to vote as to whether the rum should be stopped or not. Colonel Warden told me that two voted 
one way and two voted the other, but Colonel Warden would not tell me which two. He said, “Two of them 
are dead now” (killed in action) “and it would not be fair to those who are dead to tell which two.” 

It is obvious that General Odlum decided the matter with his casting vote, for the rum was withdrawn. 

There has never been the slightest suggestion of ire against the two, or even four commanders of 
battalions, for it was recognised that when the brigade commander suggests a thing the inference is that 
he wants the support of his subordinates, and, in this case, two of them gave it to him, possibly against 
their better judgment, and that two risked his displeasure in opposing him. 

J.S. Matthews 

late Major, “C” Co., 102nd Can. Inf. Bn. 

“FROM B.C. TO BAISIEUX.”  
BEING THE NARRATIVE HISTORY OF THE “102ND CANADIAN INFANTRY BATTALION.” 
Page 37: 

Nov. 19, 1916 Two hours after receipt of the order the battalion with Lieut.-Colonel Warden in 
command ploughed its way in the gathering dusk through the familiar mud of Courcelette. The 
night was more than usually dark and the mud worse than ever; in consequence it was not until 
the early hours of the 20th that final relief was effected. This meant that the men had been 
struggling through natural difficulties for many hours before their real ordeal commenced. 
Throughout the coming tour of duty our men found the Germans ever more active and aggressive 
than on previous occasions. Though there was no “going over the top” the tour was a heavy one. 
The battalion was beginning to feel exhausted before going in, and the long stretch of hard work 
under particularly galling conditions tried the men severely. Moreover a paralyzing blow had been 
sustained during the brief spell spent out of the front line; orders had been received from Brigade 
that for the future the rum issue for all units of the 11th Brigade would be discontinued. What 
gratuitous hardship this deprivation under conditions obtaining on the Somme entailed on the 
men no pen can describe; in wet and cold and mud rum is no longer “The Demon Rum”; it is “The 
Life Saver,” the one thing which restores the frozen circulation and combats the deadening chill. 
But the decree went forth and for four months spent in the raw and bitter Somme area and later 
on the wild and freezing slopes of Vimy Ridge the 11th Brigade struggled to its duties unsustained 
by the one drop of comfort which is laid down in K., R. & O. as a permissible issue. To add insult 
to injury hot soup was substituted which always came up the line over salt, increasing the thirst 
which even before was recognized torture of a front line where water had to be hauled up on 
men’s backs, and earning for the 11th Brigade the unenviable cognomen of “The Pea-Soup 
Brigade.” May the Moral Reformer and the Teetotal Crank gain comfort to their souls by the 
reflection that for four months some 4,000 men had their hardships increased by the cruel 
enforcement of their bigoted doctrines. And these men were all volunteers. 
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“MORAL REFORMER AND TEETOTAL CRANK.” 
Brigadier General Odlum, commanding 11th Canadian Infantry Brigade, is meant. 

CABLE. 
Vancouver, B.C. 
18th November 1947 

Her Royal Highness Princess Elizabeth, 
Buckingham Palace, 
LONDON, Eng. 

All Vancouver wishes you happiness and eagerly looks forward to welcoming you and your 
husband on your visit to Canada next year. 

Charles Jones 
Mayor 

THE CORONATION. 
Coronation Day, 2nd June, 1953 

(as darkness falls) 

Dear Mr. McAdam: 

I arose at 3:00 a.m. Six hours later, at 9:00 a.m. I turned off the radio. Except for 
intermissions for a cup of tea, I listened, and at the conclusion I was sore with sitting. The 
reception was perfect. 

The mighty and magnificent, the mystery and the marvel of it all leaves me bewildered, 
and I, of Vancouver, am not alone; my nieces were up even earlier. They heard the Archbishop’s 
questions and charges; Her Majesty’s responses. They tell me they heard every word of her 
Oath; somehow I missed that part. We heard the description, which the announcer said was the 
most beautiful he had ever seen, as the Queen passed out of the west door, wearing her crown. 
We listened as the Queen Mother entered her carriage, and then heard of the huge green 
umbrellas which sheltered the eminent, and finally the ancient coach drove up, and Her Majesty 
commenced her progress. We followed the progress up Whitehall, Pall Mall, Piccadilly, Hyde 
Park, Marble Arch, Oxford street, Regent street, and finally The Mall, and we did not leave her 
until she had entered her Palace. Band after band played “God Save the Queen,” slowly, 
ponderously magnificent music, as she passed. The announcers described those from Fiji, 
Somaliland, Bermuda, Kenya, The Cape, Australia, Canada, and the United Kingdom as they 
passed. It spoke of the great of the Commonwealth seated, unperturbed as the rain fell, or, now 
and again, a glint of sunshine. As for the Irish—southern—no word of them. Not a word did I hear. 

In Vancouver it was a lovely day, neither too hot not too cold. As I went to the military 
parade in the Capilano Stadium, I drove through the city. At the Hudson’s Bay, Eatons and 
Woodwards, the decorations were superb. The Hudson’s Bay had a huge photograph of the 
Queen in every one of their many windows. Eatons had the whole state carriage, life size, drawn 
by eight white horses, life size, high up above the verandah or canopy. It was a magnificent costly 
display. Woodward had the Archbishop in the act of crowning; all life-size and true replica. 

Haul down your Canadian ensign; it is out of fashion. Evidently those of Vancouver prefer 
the greater to the lesser; they want to belong to the Commonwealth and the Empire. Canada is 
alright, so is Vancouver, but we don’t want a Canadian flag nor a Vancouver flag. They want the 
Commonwealth flag. It is true there were a few Canadian ensigns fluttering, but all the great 
business firms flew Union Jacks, and at Kitsilano Beach, where I live, it was hard to find a 
Canadian ensign. I suppose the proportion of Union Jacks to ensigns was ten to one on homes, 
and down town buildings. Firms such as the Imperial Oil, Canadian Bakeries, Northern Electric, 
all were Union Jacks and no ensigns. 
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