Morris, Kenneth
Private
Essex Scottish Regiment
B138477

Kenneth Morris was born in Meaford, Ontario, on March 20, 1925. At a
young age, his parents divorced, and he went to live with his mother Polly
and new step-father Dan Patton, in Hagersville, Ontario. Dan was a WW1
Vet, who was gassed during the war and suffered the effects for the rest
of his life. In this new household Ken had two step-brothers, Frank and
Dennis.

WW2 arrived, and Ken’s step-brother Frank joined the Canadian Army
and went overseas with the Royal Hamilton Light Infantry (RHLI). Frank
was killed in action at Dieppe, on August 19, 1942, and is buried in the
Canadian War Cemetery at Dieppe. Frank was 26 years old when he was
killed.
Ken’s other step-brother, Dennis, was very upset about Frank’s death,
and joined the Army shortly after. Apparently Dennis and Ken were very
close. Ken signed up a few days after Dennis, in January 1943, at the age
of 17.

Ken had an older brother, Les Morris, who joined the Canadian Air Force in
WW2, and served with the British Commonwealth Air Training Plan
(BCATP). Les’ son, Jim Morris, he has written a book about Ken Morris
(Jim’s uncle) called “Rescued From Obscurity.”
This book can be seen at www.rescuedfromobscurity.wordpress.com
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and with his father and sister Marie.
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All of these family members would be devastated later when news came
of Ken’s death.

Ken’s mother Polly and step-father Dan had two children of their own –
Norma and Frank. While overseas, Ken sent the following letter to Norma,
who would have been about 8 years old. Interesting to see this letter was
hand printed, as so many of his other letters were hand written, and
difficult to read due to his poor hand writing.

Ken arrived overseas shortly after D-Day and joined the Essex Scottish
Regiment in France on July 25, 1944. He was badly wounded on August
13, 1944, in a major battle with the Germans. He was sent back to
England for surgery and recovery.

While in England, Ken wrote the following letter to his brother Les:

Essex Scottish Regiment
9th Cdn Gen Hosp
Cdn Army Overseas
Sept 2 / 1944
Dear Les,
Just a few lines to let you know that I received your most welcome
letter to-day and was sure glad to hear from you especially to hear
that you are all fine and in the best of health and please don't worry
about me as I am coming along fine and they took the stitches out of
my stomach wound to-day and tissues with a pain the butt if you get
what I mean and tell the rest not to worry as I will be as good as ever
in no time but as yet the flesh where the slug punched me seems dead
and when I try and walk straight it feels funny but you can't expect
anything else but I think myself lucky, seeing some of the guys, but so
much for that.
Les I hope Mom didn't take it too hard as I say again don't worry as I
am coming along fine so please don't talk about it and help her as
much as you can to keep it off her mind but I bet she took it good
though but I will be seeing you all soon and will because to ask that
certain girl that question thats been bothering me and hope the
answer is yes and while we are on this subject you have the same
answer to ask a certain girl well we will have to make it a double
wedding what you say sounds good eh.
No Les I haven't as yet received the parcel that you and Shirley sent
me but mail is slow in getting to us guys over here for some reason or
other and I think I will be receiving mail from you when I'm back in
Canada addressed to here and some will be old and will of seen quite a
lot of the world but that is the way of life and yours was the first letter
to reach me from Canada and you will know how glad I was to receive
it and please write often as I sure enjoy hearing from you and it makes
a guys moral soar higher than a kite to hear from home you don't
know how much it means to a guy to receive a letter from home when
he's either in action or hospital and when a guy receives a letter from
home it makes him feel as if he could take on the whole German army
single handed and lick them which we are doing now and the boys are
doing a damn good job of it.
Hey how is everybody keeping and how is the climate or weather over
there same as ever or any change let me know the next time you
write.
Excuse the writing as it is kind of blurry and hope you can make the
letter out.
Well Les news is scarce over here and there is not much to talk about
so I will say adoir for now and sum it up and keep writing till we meet
again for the reunion.
Your loving brother Ken

Ken certainly seemed more worried about his mother than his own wellbeing.

Interestingly, while Ken was in England, Ken’s mother received the
following letter from another mother in England, who had met Ken.
Oct 24th (1944)
Dear Mrs. Patton,
Yesterday morning I saw 5 Canadian soldiers looking very wet
walking up our lane. So I asked them in to have a cup of tea, all I
could give them owing to rations. They were so nice and friendly.
Your boy was amongst them, so I asked him if he thought you would
like to hear I had seen him. He thought you would.
He was looking very well and seemed very happy. I wish we could do
more for these boys so far away from home. But I hope and trust the
war may soon be over and you have him home again.
My own boy of 18 has just joined the Navy and goes to sea next
March.
With all best wishes,
Yours sincerely,
Nora Frith

While recovering in England, Ken received a letter from home advising
him that his step-brother Dennis was killed in action near Caen, France on
July 18, 1944. Dennis was one of 37 in his regiment (Royal Regiment) to
be killed that day. Dennis was 22 years old when he was killed. Dennis is
buried the Beny-Sur-Mer Canadian War Cemetery.

The following is in a letter Ken sent home to his mother:
“That news about Dennis came as a heck of a shock to me and I am
going to miss him more than words can say when I get back home
as Dennis and I had many a good time together and the way we did
things we were more like brothers and a few people took us for
brothers when they seen us together as in some way we resembled
one another.”

After recuperating in England, Ken rejoined the Essex Scottish in the
Netherlands at the end of November, 1944. He wrote many letters home
to his family, especially his mother.

“…As you can tell by this letter I am back with my regiment and
where I am now is pretty good only for the mud and language,
which is hard to understand and it sounds like dutch to some of us.
But the people are friendly and they make you feel right at home
but we will still be glad when this mess is cleared up so as we all can
get back to the good old shores of Canada and the day I see Halifax
harbor again and hit shore I will kiss mother earth without thinking
twice about it…”

“…Mom a couple of days ago I received a Christmas parcel from the
citizens of Hagersville and boy was I ever glad to get it and did the
boys in the section I am in and I eat for a while I thought that every
store in Hagersville donated something to it as there was a little of
everything and Mrs. ??? [illegible] made about ½ a pound of fudge
and butter in it and boy was it ever good…”

In early March 1945, the Essex Scottish were part of a major push
into Germany, near the Rhine River. On March 8, at 5:30 in the morning,
the Canadian 4th Brigade, including the Essex Scottish, attacked a
German stronghold in Xanten, Germany. It was a brutal day for the
Canadian Army. The Essex Scottish alone suffered 34 killed that day in
Xanten. Sadly, Ken was one of them. He was 19 years old, just a few days
short of his 20th birthday.

Meanwhile, here is a copy of a letter Ken’s mother sent to him:
Mrs. J.D. Patton,
Hagersville, Ontario,
March 9, 1945

Dear Son,
Just a few lines hoping you are well, Ken. Please write soon as I
have had no letter from you since you was in hospital with the
Mumps. I can’t help worrying when I don’t hear from you. I pray for
you every night, and I got the Duck Shoes you sent on the 3rd of
March. They took a long time getting here but I think they are so
nice and I was so pleased to get them and thank you so much Ken.
Well Dad has started to work at last and am I glad I will be able to
send you more parcels and now I hope you got the one I sent you
also the Birthday card. Pat is working in Toronto. Norma and Frankie
are fine. Frankie says Ken is shooting the Germans, he sure can talk
now. I hope this war is over soon so we can have you home again.
Les and Shirley are fine. Also Doris and kids. Well son I guess I
don’t have much new this time so will close hoping to hear from you
soon. May God bless you and keep you safe. Lots of love.
Mother, Dad, Norma, Frankie.
XXXXXXXXXX

Note the date of the letter – March 9, 1945. That is one day after Ken
was killed. Given the tone of the letter, she must have felt something, a
feeling mothers especially have about their kids. The letter was found in a
binder accompanied by an envelope indicating in red letters – ‘Deceased,
Return to Sender.’

Shortly after, Ken’s mother received the following letter from Lieut.
James Noonan, a member of the Essex Scottish Regiment, who was with
Ken on March 8, 1945.
Essex Scottish Regt
B. Coy
Can. Army Overseas
Dear Mrs. Patton:
May I convey to you the sincerest sympathy and understanding of
all the officers and men of “B” Coy in the death of your son B138477
Pte. Morris K. A. who was killed in action while serving with his Regt
on 8th of March 1945.
His fatal wound was received from machine-gun fire while making
an attack with his company.
His present resting place is in a Canadian cemetery near Xanten in
Germany.

Pte. Morris was a very good soldier and a friend of all the boys in
the platoon.
I hope these few words will afford a small measure of comfort to
you in your very great loss.
Sincerely.
James A. Noonan, Lieut.

Ken was initially buried where he fell near Xanten. He was later moved
to Groesbeek Canadian War Cemetery near Nijmegen in the Netherlands.
Grave reference III. H. 13. He is surrounded by many of his comrades
who also have the date ‘8th March 1945’ etched on their grave stones.

Life story by Jim Morris, Ken’s nephew.

Biography made available for Faces To Graves, with courtesy of Jim
Morris.

Jim Morris: In summary, it’s unimaginable to think about the impact of
war losses on families back home. Ken had a father, mother, step-father,
brothers, sisters, step-brothers, and step-sisters. They would have all
shared the grief of losing three young men, ages 26, 22 and 19, overseas
in war, never to be seen again.

As an interesting side story, and an example of how the Dutch feel about
the Canadians, Ken’s grave was “adopted” shortly after the war by a
young teenager from Nijmegen, by the name of Gerry Arts. Various
members of the Morris family,
starting with Ken’s mother, have
kept in touch with Mr. Arts
through the years, and they still
exchange Christmas cards every
year.
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Ken’s brother Les
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Canadian War
Cemetery in 1997.

