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It is 1944 and the young Canadians of the Royal Hamilton 
Light Infantry have had enough of drills and night marches 
and waiting. Private Ewen Morrison is 21 years old when he 
joins the regiment in Sussex and meets his new platoon, includ-
ing Reggie Johnson, an Indigenous soldier from Ontario’s Six 
Nations of the Grand River Reserve. His new friend supple-
ments the army’s training with some of his own, helping to 
prepare Ewen for scouting missions against the enemy. Landing 
on Juno Beach, the men confront the brutal reality of war as 
they advance across northern Europe with the 2nd Canadian 
Infantry Division. Reggie’s bravery, skill and authority soon 
earn him a field promotion, but not necessarily the respect of 
all the men in his platoon.

Based on war diaries and regimental records, The Hawk and 
the Hare is inspired by the real-life experience of the author’s 
father. This is not the story of generals and officers, but of the 
men on the ground and the hardships they endured. Exploring 
themes of friendship, culture and valour, The Hawk and the 
Hare honours the young men who fought to liberate Europe 
in the final months of the Second World War. 

Janet Love Morrison is an author and editor whose previous 
books include The Crazy Canucks: Canada’s Legendary Ski Team 
(foreword by Peter Mansbridge), winner of the 2009 One Book, 
One Vancouver award, and Radar the Rescue Dog (foreword by 
Justin Trudeau). She currently teaches High School English on 
the Cote First Nation Reserve near Kamsack, Saskatchewan. In 
2008, Love Morrison was honoured with the Cree spirit name 
Standing Tidal Horse Woman.

Fiction

This emotionally gripping novel brings to life an account of  the atrocities 
of  war amongst a tightknit group of  infantry soldiers. It explores the 
personal relationships between leaders and followers, Indigenous and 
non-indigenous soldiers, veterans and replacement soldiers, comrades and 
enemies, soldiers and civilians . . .  Janet Love Morrison does a masterful 
job weaving the personal accounts into an action-packed storyline, making 
it a captivating read.
      colonel timothy r. young 
      canadian defence attaché to the netherlands, belgium & 
      luxembourg



 ABRIDGED PREFACE 

One dry fall Sunday in October, I was running steadily around and around our quarter-acre backyard, training 
for the next district track meet. In the centre of the lawn, my father was raking leaves. When I stopped running, 
I breathed in air acrid with the smoke from neighbourhood leaf fires and noticed that my father had stopped too. 
He was leaning on the rake, watching me stretch.  

He put his rake down, walked over. “The meet’s next Friday, isn’t it? How are you feeling about it?” he asked 
me. 

“Pretty good,” I said. 
“I’d like to show you something. Would that be okay?” 
“Sure,” I said, interested.  
He lifted his right foot off the ground and then rocked it on the grass, whispering as he demonstrated, “Heel toe, 

heel toe . . . ” 
He looked down at me, serious. “If you want to run quickly and quietly, then you need to be aware . . . heel, toe, 

heel toe. Now, you try it. Walk first and then build up your speed.” 
I had to really think. I closed my eyes, imagining the sensation before trying it. Then, I slowly walked . . . heel, 

toe, heel, toe . . .  
“Practise. In time you won’t have to think as much and it will become natural.” 
I asked, “Where did you learn this?” 
“From a friend.” 
“Which friend?” 
“A friend from the war.” 
This was unusual. My father didn’t talk about the war. 
“Was he from Saskatchewan too?” My parents had grown up on the Prairies and I knew they met after the war, 

then moved to BC. That’s all I really knew—I’d never asked about their past. 
“No, he was from Ontario, from a reserve. He was an Indian.”  
“Why did you go to war?” I asked. 
He looked at the ground. Then he looked me straight in the eye and said, “We went to help people.” 
“Did you kill people?” 
“It was shoot or get shot.” 
In that moment I saw something flicker in my father eyes, which looked beyond me and into a past I knew nothing 

about. 
When I was older, my curiosity about those experiences grew. What twists of birth and destiny made one boy an 

enemy, the other a comrade? Why did one soldier, like my father, survive, while the man who stood next to him did 
not? Was it fate or was it chance? 

One of the stories my father did tell my mother was of how fate had sent him a friend. And how that friend had 
given him a chance. This is my version of that story. 
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