The Ballad of
Louis The

Monkey (part
3)

Andrew Hunter
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Originally made by a young child as a Christmas
gift for her soldier father, Louis the Monkey
existed briefly as a simple token of affection, a
reminder of home, a dormant object carried
tucked into the great coat of 2nd Lieutenant H.H.
Allen, a young Hamiltonian who had been the
janitor at 270 Sherman Avenue before the war.
Allen met his end in the Battle of the Somme, in
the summer of 1916. Having gone over the top to
begin his advance up a gentle slope to take the
high ground, Allen was caught in the murderous
sweep of shell and machine gun fire pouring out
of the German positions. Allen fell in
No-Man's-Land, his body landing in the thick
muck of the churned up field. Staring up at a sky
choked with smoke, he felt for the little stuffed
monkey that he had squeezed beneath his
uniform, next to his heart. He could feel its gentle
felt hands and with his dying breath heard the
fading, plaintive voice of his daughter Annie's
fiddle. Louise absorbed Allens soul and the
monkey would spend his days searching for the
daughter he left behind, eventually reuniting with
her in Hamilton.

The ballad reproduced here provides the basic
narrative, yet contains one significant
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As Allen's body sank into the earth, 20 61

Mixing blood and soil and chalk,
The monkey emerged out of wound and wool,
Allens soul made Louis stir and walk.

A long journey home over land and sea,
Was the trial for Allen's soul.

To return to the daughter he'd left behind,
And prove that their love remained whole.

To the poor little Annie, sits upon the stoop
Fiddling to her father's ghost.

A sad little figure, a simple gift,

To a soldiers soul he is now the host.

-Anonymous
(Sung to the tune of Banish Misfortune)
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this book, was located in a small space at in the
old Cotton Factory (270 Sherman Avenue,
Hamilton, Ontario, Canada) that I believe was
Allen's storage room for janitorial supplies when
he worked there before the war. In the small back
room, beyond the half door, Private P.D. Mann
(who served in France with Allen and may have
been responsible for returning the monkey to
Anne) found Allen's banjolin. That room is not
currently accessible. In the installation, Mann
could be heard reminiscing about his First World
War experiences on a soundtrack compiled and
mixed by David Poolman and Gord Glendon that
included musical accompaniment by The Hunters.
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