

	Heroes of the Great War
	




Australia's First V.C.



Every one is familiar with the little bronze Maltese cross, to gain which the brave soldiers and sailors of the
British Empire will readily risk life or limb.



The famous Victoria Cross was instituted by Queen Victoria on January 29, 1856, after the termination of the
Crimean War. The medal is of little intrinsic value, but it stands for so much. In the centre is the Royal
crown, surmounted by the figure of a lion, and below, on a scroll, are inscribed the simple words, "For
Valour." For the Navy the ribbon is blue, for the Army red. On the clasp are two branches of laurel, and from
the clasp the cross depends, supported by the initial 'V.'



It would be an interesting task to describe the wonderful deeds that have been done in bygone years by the
brave men who have been awarded this cross, but the object of the author is to tell the fascinating stories of
heroes who
have won the V.C. in the greatest conflict of the nations in all history. Concerning each of the many brave
soldiers and sailors whose deeds in the Great War have won them the coveted distinction a thrilling story
might be told, but to do this would be to fill a volume larger than is desirable for popular reading. The
author has therefore confined his attention to outstanding typical instances of valour, and from his narrative
it will be seen that men of all ranks, of every service, and from all parts of our great dominions have won
the right to be included in such a list.



When the Kaiser launched his legions against neutral Belgium, with the object of overwhelming France ere
turning to smash Russia, he little expected that his act of infamy would bring him so little gain. The British
people, always peace-loving, always ready to cultivate friendly relationships with all men and all races,
could not remain pacific when they saw treaties torn up as mere "scraps of paper," and small nations trampled
under foot. Britain reluctantly but unflinchingly drew the sword to uphold the right, and in so doing stood as
a lion in the Kaiser's path. Not only did the people of Great Britain and Ireland spring to arms to uphold the
nation's honour, but immediately war was declared our Colonies loyally and generously came to our aid. It was
the War Lord's foolish dream that the scattered British Empire, of which he was so jealous, would never stand
together in a great world-crisis. He imagined that the ties that bound the Colonies to the Motherland were
frail and would be sundered by the blast of such a storm as was now to test them. Herein he was mistaken, as
we all know. Australia, New Zealand, Canada, South Africa, and our Indian Empire rose, one and all, to the
occasion.



Nowhere was patriotism more intense than in Australia. This Colony raised thousands upon thousands of
soldiers, paid for them, and sent them to fight the Empire's battles wherever they were needed. Early in the
war an Australian contingent captured German New Guinea, and the Australian Navy destroyed the Emden.
Meantime a great host sailed in many transports to help to guard Egypt against an expected attack of the
Turks. Among them
was Lance-Corporal Jacka, whose great deed in winning the V.C.—the first ever awarded to an
Australian—is now to be described.



Whole chapters could be written about the exploits in general of these famous Colonial troops. They are
splendid fighters. They are men who have been used to a hard life. Many of these 'six-footers' come from the
back-blocks, and you can see from their contempt of danger, their swinging walk, their healthy appearance,
that they have been accustomed to an outdoor life, where dangers and hardships have been ever present.
Lance-Corporal Jacka is of this type, of whom it has been said: "They are not the sort to stick at anything,
and have not been accustomed to red-tape and orders. If an officer is not handy, they will act without one.
And with all their strength and daring and dash, they are tender and gentle to women and children."



After a spell of useful work and training in Egypt the Australian and New Zealand contingents were shipped to
the Dardanelles. The history of this campaign cannot be attempted here, but a few particulars may help readers
to understand the thrilling story we are to relate.



When war broke out between the Allies and Turkey the passage of the Dardanelles became closed to our ships.
Constantinople and the Black Sea can only be reached by sea through this narrow waterway, and Turkey found it
an easy task to close this, for the straits are narrow and the land forts on both shores very powerfully
armed. To have an open line of communication with our brave Ally Russia became of paramount importance.
Accordingly an expedition was undertaken by sea, in which some of our best and most powerful warships were
dispatched to batter the land forts. It did not prove possible for the war-ships to force the Dardanelles, and
it became obvious that, in support of the naval operations, there would have to be a landing of troops. If we
could land on Gallipoli, the peninsula on the European side of the Dardanelles, and attack the forts from the
land, then our ships might be enabled to penetrate the narrow waterway and reach Constantinople. Unfortunately
some time elapsed before the troops were landed,
and in the interval the Turks, aided by their German masters, made the narrow Gallipoli peninsula well-nigh
impregnable. Nature has been kind to the Turks, for the whole peninsula bristles with hills which make defence
easy and attack difficult. It will therefore easily be seen that the Gallipoli campaign was an arduous and
dangerous undertaking.



But nothing daunts the British. When once we have made up our minds to do a thing we push through with it. The
greater the difficulties the greater our determination. And it was a very determined army that attempted the
landing on the shores of the Gallipoli peninsula in the April of 1915. We have not attempted to tell the full
story of this historic event—one of the most glorious in our military history. What we are concerned
with here is the work of the Australians, and Lance-Corporal Jacka in particular.



It was arranged that the Australians should land at a point between Gaba Tepe and a place known as the
Fisherman's Hut. While the Turks had made serious preparations to resist at the former place, they were not so
prepared
at the latter. But when they became aware of the landing—they were desperately engaged elsewhere in
trying to repulse the magnificent British troops at Sedd ul Bahr—they dispatched a force to meet the
dashing Australians at the Fisherman's Hut. It was all in vain: the hardy, determined men of the Southern
Cross were not to be baulked. With a heroism and dare-devilry that has made them for ever famous, they scaled
rocks almost perpendicular, clinging with might and main to what supports they could, which were very few.
Foot by foot they gained a firm hold, reached the more level ground, and rushed the trenches of the Turks.
Many heroic deeds were done on that day, and all ranks fought with superb courage. Fighting continued for
days, as the Australians strove to consolidate the positions they had wrested from the Turks with such
magnificent bravery.



Then the fighting settled down in places to trench warfare, such as our troops in Flanders had already
experienced for so long. Each side dug itself in, and bombs were used as well as rifles and machine-guns, for
in some places
the trenches were very near. Sometimes we rushed the enemy's positions, at others the Turks attacked ours,
only to be driven off with terrible slaughter.



Lance-Corporal Jacka's life-story is not much different from that of thousands of his brave comrades from
Australia. He is a townsman of Wedderburn, in the county of Bendigo, and previous to the outbreak of war was
employed in fencing work for the Victorian Forestry Department. He is the second son of Mr. and Mrs. Jacka of
Wedderburn, and celebrated his twenty-second birthday a few days before reaching Egypt. He comes of a
patriotic family, for both his brothers are with the Colours.



Lance-Corporal Jacka belongs to the 14th Battalion Australian Imperial Forces, and his V.C. was won during the
night between may 19 and 20, 1915, by a deed which has been described as "the most valorous in the whole
Gallipoli campaign," and which has resounded not only throughout Australia, but the entire Empire. He was
stationed at this time with the Australian troops at a place known as
Courtenay's Post, some distance inland from where the landing near Gaba Tepe took place. The spot was a
strategic one; it had the advantage of commanding a good stretch of the enemy's positions. The brave Colonials
fought hard to retain it, as the Turks came again and again in superior numbers to wrest it from our men. Then
the enemy attempted to do with bombs what they were unable to effect with the bayonet, and in this partially
succeeded. The men of the 14th Battalion were in the thick of the struggle, and were compelled to retire, all
but a few, who continued nobly to hold a short section of a trench. Even these were soon afterward driven out
by the bombs, and only a wounded officer remained; he was in sore straits and called for help.



"They have got me!" he cried above the noise and fumes of the bombs. "The Turks are in the trench!"



Leading into the fire trenches are what are known as communication trenches. Lance-Corporal Jacka happened to
be in one of these, and, hearing the officer's cry, instead of rushing
immediately to his help, he decided to render aid in a more daring and thorough fashion, which is just what
all who know him would have expected. Long days of solitary toil in the Victorian forests, where everything
has to be improvised and a man develops qualities of resource and courage, had made Jacka ready in brain and
hand. He argued that if he could get behind the Turks, who had gained an entrance into the trench, he might
not only save the officer, but achieve a little victory all by himself. The plan was as daring as it was full
of risks. But the hardy Australians are made for 'forlorn adventures, and that he was doing anything out of
the ordinary never occurred to Jacka, as with swift feet he rushed from the communication trench into a part
of the fire trench as yet unreached by the Turks. Even this was a dare-devil exploit, for the gallant fellow
was in great peril for a few minutes from the Turks' rifle fire at close range. He was not out of danger until
he had landed safe behind the traverse which provided the necessary shelter. Here he was safe, provided the
Turks remained where they were.
Had they swarmed at that moment over the top of the parapet, as they would have done had they known that the
trench was almost empty, it would have gone badly with the intrepid lance-corporal. The truth was, the Turks
were afraid to come round the traverse, not knowing exactly how many of their foes might be waiting to give
them a warm reception. They knew Jacka was there, but did not believe he was alone. One can picture the
scene—the tall young Colonial, his face bronzed with the suns of three continents, his eye flashing, his
strong arm ready with rifle either to shoot or to thrust, and the enemy waiting round the corner, as it were.
For quite a time the situation underwent no change, and the young soldier held up the Turks.



It is now necessary to note what had happened to the rest of the men while all this was taking place. The word
had gone back: "Officer wanted."



A gallant officer, Lieutenant Hamilton, started to run up the communication trench through which Jacka had
also passed. He could see the Turks jumping into the main
trench, and whipping out his revolver he fired rapidly at them, until, seeing the flash of his revolver from
the parapet, they shot him in the head.



Another officer was sent from the rear to take charge. He too bravely advanced up the communication trench,
and was about to enter the fire trench when Jacka shouted:



"Look out, sir, the Turks are in here!"



The officer looked, but could see none, although he knew it was one of his gallant men who had hailed him.



Something must be done if the trench was to be saved, so he called out to Jacka:



"Will you charge them if I get some men to back you up?"



Back came the ready and ringing reply: "Yes, sir."



Meanwhile the officer's platoon had been quickly following him up the communication trench, and almost as soon
as Jacka's "Yes" was heard they were at the officer's heels. Turning to his men the officer called for
volunteers, adding: "It's a tough job. Will you back Jacka up?



The men would all have volunteered, but the three leading Australians immediately signified their willingness,
one of them answering the officer: "It's sink or swim: we will come, sir," and they at once went forward. It
is interesting to note that these three and Jacka were all Bendigo men, and it must have been very gratifying
to the hero that in the
supreme moment of his life he was backed up by comrades from his native county.



The soldier who was leading had no sooner put his head round the corner of the trench than he was hit in three
places, and fell back, blocking the trench.



Jacka, as we have seen, had aimed at high prey. He wanted nothing less than the capture of the unwelcome
Turks. When he saw that his comrade had fallen, and his body filled up the exit to the narrow trench, he knew
that if he could get round to the other side of the main trench opposite the spot where his comrade lay he
would have the Turks caught in a trap.



This plan he put into instant operation. He leaped out of the fire trench into the 
communication trench, swiftly made his way round, and reached a portion of the trench just behind the Turks a moment
after some bombs had been thrown. Jacka's plan had worked well. Caught like rats in a trap, the Turks were
speedily placed out of harm's way by the stalwart hero, who was as ready with his rifle as with his brain.
They put up a sort of half-hearted fight, but were no match for the man in front of them. It was one against
seven, but in rapid succession Jacka shot five, and bayoneted two.



When his comrades found him Jacka was sitting in the trench surveying his handiwork, a cigarette in his mouth,
his face flushed with the exertions he had just put forth. To the officer who was with the men he laughingly
said: "Well, I managed to get the beggars, sir."



He was cordially greeted and congratulated by his comrades, who had no words sufficient to express their
wonder at his deed. It is a big thing to take one Turk prisoner, or kill one at close quarters. But Jacka had
accounted for seven stalwart foes, although one of
the bayoneted Turks was only wounded, and was taken prisoner. This amazing feat showed as cool daring, as
ready resource, and as skilful handling as any individual feat in the war. If one looks for a parallel case it
would be the amazing deed of the famous Sergeant O'Leary, V.C., at Cuinchy, in France.



Lance-Corporal Jacka's single-handed deed in Gallipoli made him the hero of the day when it became known, and
it is not too much to say that in winning the V.C. he has done more than anything to bring home to the Empire
the solidarity of our cause. The granting of the coveted reward to a member of one of our Colonial contingents
is another link in the already strong chain which binds the Colonies to the Motherland.



In Australia Lance-Corporal Jacka's deed was hailed with unbounded delight, and every one was proud of the
Commonwealth's gallant son. In addition to the good wishes and well-deserved praise showered upon him, Jacka
has received the £500 and a gold medal promised by Mr. John Wren to the first Australian
to win the Victoria Cross. These gifts will naturally be welcome to the hero, but they will not mean so much
to him as the little bronze cross inscribed with the magic words, "For Valour."


 


The Bravest Rescue of the War



The deed of heroism for which Lance-Corporal Angus was awarded the coveted Cross has been described by a soldier
who witnessed it as "one of the most brilliant deeds that the world has seen." This is, indeed, high praise,
and few who read the story of Angus's heroism at Givenchy will deny that his V.C. exploit ranks very high. Up
to the time of writing it was, without a doubt, the finest and bravest rescue of the war.



Lance-Corporal William Angus is a member of the 8th (Lanark) Battalion the Highland Light Infantry
(Territorial Force). He was the first Scottish Territorial, as well as the first professional footballer, to
win the V.C. Angus was born at Armidale, in the south of Scotland, and the greater part of his life was spent
at Carluke, where he received his education at the Roman Catholic School, and afterward, at the age of
fourteen,
followed in his father's footsteps and worked as a miner.



At an early age Angus became a football enthusiast, and gained a reputation as a noted player. When not
working he gave up his whole time to the game. For a brief term he was a member of the well-known Celtic Club,
and later captained Wishaw Thistle, giving every satisfaction both as a leader and a player.



Although his father was an enthusiastic Volunteer, and acted as drummer in the pipe band of D Company the
Highland Light Infantry, Angus did not take up soldiering until the outbreak of war. The story of how he
enlisted is best told in his own words. Our account is taken from the Weekly Mail and Record, which
well-known Scottish journal organized a fund for the 'Carluke V.C.,' to which the Scottish football public
generously contributed.



"On the Sunday following the retreat from Mons—'Black Sunday' we call it here yet—a big recruiting
meeting had been called at Carluke. I was one of the large crowd of young fellows who attended. After the
stirring speeches made at that gathering no fewer than twenty-nine of us stepped forward and joined, and
within no time we were off to Lanark for training. The recruiting officer who 'got' me was Sergeant-Major
Cavan, of the Highland Light Infantry. I may tell you that he also secured Lieutenant Martin, the officer
whose life I was instrumental in saving."



After a period of training at Lanark, Angus, who had already gained his lance-corporal's stripe, went to
Dunoon, then to the military station at Ardhallow Fort, where he remained until the beginning of February
1915, when he was included in the fourth draft which left Scotland for Flanders.



Angus remarks that he got his 'first smell of powder' in the March fighting which raged in the vicinity of
Neuve Chapelle. His battalion was posted on the left of the village, and although it did not take part in any
charges, did excellent, if monotonous service in and out of the trenches in that sector. Later on Angus was
engaged nearer to La Bassée, and went through the hot fighting at Festubert, where he was first wounded. This
necessitated
a three weeks' stay at a base hospital. His wound proved to be very slight, and within three days of leaving
hospital he had won the Victoria Cross.



Angus rejoined his regiment in the neighbourhood of Givenchy on June l0th, proceeding straight into the
firing-line at a spot where the British trenches were only 200 yards distant from the German, and the opposing
lines narrowed down to about 50 yards.



The night after Angus's return, Lieutenant Martin, a fellow-townsman, led a small party of bombers to destroy
a German barricade. The attack was carried out with excellent results, but, unfortunately, the enemy exploded
a mine. The earth trembled and rose, and Lieutenant Martin was blown bodily into the air, to fall, bleeding
and unconscious, at the foot of the enemy's parapet.



For a time the young officer remained oblivious to everything; when he recovered consciousness he found his
left arm held fast in a hole. He determined to make an effort to save himself, and having scraped away with
his right hand until he was successful in releasing his
arm, he started to wriggle toward the British lines. However, he was soon seen and was shot in the right arm
and side. He lay for some time as if dead, and then crawled back to the cover of the enemy's parapet,
believing he would be safer there from the German rifles.



The events of the next few minutes were very dramatic. Martin called out to the Germans to give him water. By
way of response they threw him an unlighted bomb. They dared not look over the parapet for fear of the
rifle-fire from the opposite trench, but they were very anxious to kill the suffering man and they put up a
periscope to find his exact position. This our soldiers shot away. Then, anticipating an attempt to rescue the
wounded lieutenant, the Germans raised a steel shield loophole, fenced in by sandbags.



Lance-Corporal Angus had not seen what was going on in Lieutenant Martin's sector of the line since this was
about a quarter of a mile from where he was stationed. News travels incredibly quick in the trenches, however,
and Angus, although unaware of the
bombing operations that had been undertaken, soon heard of the terrible predicament of Lieutenant Martin.
Thinking that he might perhaps be of service he made his way, accompanied by two others of his section, to the
part of the trench opposite to the spot where Lieutenant Martin was lying. As the 'burrow' was eight feet in
depth there was ample cover all the way.



Arrived at the spot Angus found much excitement and anxiety. He could see Lieutenant Martin quite plainly.
Schemes were being discussed whereby the wounded officer might be rescued. The most feasible plan seemed to be
that of a covering-party to keep the enemy incessantly engaged and prevent them rising in their trenches,
while a volunteer went out into the intervening 'No Man's Land' to crawl up to the lieutenant with a rope and
attach it to his body. It was hoped by this means that he might be hauled into the safety of the British
lines. The success of the plan depended upon preventing the Germans from showing their heads. The question
was, who would volunteer for the dangerous mission?



Although the ground to be crossed was only fifty yards deep, it was pitted with shell and bomb holes, and
rendered more dangerous by treacherous barbed-wire.



Lance-Corporal Angus did not hesitate; he boldly stepped forward and attached the rope to his body. It was
arranged that he should unwind this as he crawled along. When all was ready he slipped over the top of the
parapet and started on his perilous journey.



An interesting account of what followed has been given in the Weekly Mail and Record, from which some
of the following particulars are taken:



Angus found it necessary to crawl very slowly and warily, and to clear a pathway bit by bit. He proceeded thus
in order that "if it could ever be begun the return journey might be continued and finished through a
comparatively clear lane, free from barb and other impediments which might delay and harrass us."



Angus toiled painfully and slowly over the broken ground, and gradually crept nearer the wounded officer. He
was rather surprised that the Germans did not fire. Although the
journey was of short duration, it seemed age-long to the brave Scottish soldier. He crawled closer and closer
to his goal, all the while clearing away the wreckage in his path, and finally reached the wounded man. Until
that moment he had not come within view from the German loophole, already referred to. He had made the journey
in safety, but now he was seen by the enemy and became a target for their bombs.



The Germans had dug to within two feet of where Lieutenant Martin was lying, and Angus could hear them
speaking among themselves. The officer was in a terrible plight, but although dazed with the pain of his
wounds and the horrors of his long watch, he was able to recognize his rescuer. Angus prepared to revive him
for the ordeal through which both had to pass. He raised him gently, intending to administer brandy from his
flask, when there was a sudden crash and the flask was smashed in his hand. The Germans knew that of the two
men one was seriously wounded, and the other had come to save him at the risk of his life, but such is their
inhumanity that they threw bombs over their parapet upon them.



Angus decided upon immediate action. To tarry would be to invite death. He told the officer how dangerous it
was to remain, and the lieutenant, dazed and sick, nodded that he understood. There was no time to fix the
rope. The two men started off, crawling and worming their way, the lieutenant in front, Angus guiding him
along the lane he had prepared on the outward journey.



As they left the shelter of the outside of the German parapet the two men came into full view of the enemy.
The latter were not slow to profit by this, and two more bombs were thrown at them. Fortunately, neither was
hit. The explosions raised columns of dust which hid their movements. Angus was quick to take advantage of
this screen, and hurried the lieutenant as rapidly as the latter's weak state permitted. Bullets and bombs
came in swift succession, but the two crawled on, anxious to make the most of every moment. One bomb struck
Lieutenant Martin in the back. Angus held his breath, thinking his townsman was killed, but, wonderful to
relate, he was scarcely hurt.



On they crawled until they reached a depression in the ground. The bombs suddenly ceased. Evidently the
Germans had come to the conclusion that the two men were dead as they were unable to see them moving. The
distance between the two trenches was so short that they must have argued that no human being could live in
the hail of missiles they had sent forth.



As the two men left the hollow and neared the British trench both began to fail. The lieutenant, especially,
was almost exhausted, but Angus guided him and encouraged him, until they were only a few yards from safety.
Then Angus got separated from the officer, who in a semi-conscious condition reached the edge of the trench
where strong and willing hands grasped him, gently lifting him over the parapet. Angus, meanwhile, crawled
along alone, taking advantage of every little hole which had been ripped in the earth by shells and bombs to
pause for breath.



Then the Germans recommenced to throw bombs at him. They had seen the officer being lifted into safety and
knew that his
companion was still in the open. The bombs burst all around Angus, literally by the dozen. "It was a terrible
journey," says our hero, "and I don't know yet how we came through the shower of bombs. You may guess how
'near' it was many a time when I tell you that the doctors afterwards discovered forty wounds on me." Most of
the hits did no serious damage. "The only fair hit they made," says Angus, "was on my right foot."



The last few minutes of the journey were the most painful for Angus. He was wounded, his strength was ebbing
fast, and the bombs continued to drop about him. He exerted himself for the final spurt. His comrades were
watching his heroic progress, and greatly helped by sending a hail of bullets at the German lines during the
last few yards of his journey. Under this cover Angus dashed for the trench and was safe.



The next few minutes will live long in his memory. The men in the trench danced around him, and struggled for
souvenirs. Bits of his dress were snatched away. His waistbelt was secured by a chum, an officer claimed his
cap, a French General his badge. No other V.C. hero has received quite so demonstrative an ovation from his
comrades.



Angus achieved what was apparently impossible, and he was as self-possessed throughout the trying ordeal as if
he had been in the safety of billets. Whenever Givenchy is referred to the name of William Angus will be
remembered.



Immediately after his terrible experience Lance-Corporal Angus was taken to hospital at Boulogne, where his
left eye was extracted, this operation being found necessary owing to a piece of shrapnel having lodged in it.
Then he was removed to the military hospital at Chatham. While an inmate there he received a visit from
Lieutenant Martin, who was by that time recovered from his wounds. This was the first occasion on which they
had met since their terrible journey together on the slopes near Givenchy. Later Angus went to Buckingham
Palace to receive the Victoria Cross from the King. Learning that the hero's father had accompanied him to the
gates of the Palace, His Majesty sent for Mr. Angus, and warmly
congratulated him upon having so brave a son.



On reaching Carluke Lance-Corporal Angus was greeted royally. A striking feature of the welcome celebrations
was the presence of the officer whose life Angus had saved. Lieutenant Martin presented the V.C. hero with a
gold watch and chain, after a manly little speech. "When I lay on the German parapet that Saturday in June,"
he said, "my plight seemed hopeless, but Angus, at the risk of his life, came out and saved me. Carluke may
well be proud of him. It was an act of bravery which will rank second to none in the annals of the British
Army." At the same demonstration Angus was presented with vouchers for £1000 War Loan Stock. This sum was
raised by the inhabitants of Carluke, members of Scottish football clubs, and other admirers.




Our Canadian V.C. Heroes



The full story of the great deeds of our gallant Canadian troops cannot be told in this chapter. Their acts of
heroism are so numerous and glorious that it would require many chapters to do justice to them. The superb
stand of Princess Patricia's Light Infantry, the dauntless courage of the Canadian Contingent at Ypres, their
famous fight for 'The Orchard' at Festubert—these are but some of the engagements in which our brave
soldiers from over 'the herring-pond ' won undying renown.



When war broke out Canada echoed from east to west, from the Pacific to the Atlantic Ocean, with the sound of
military preparations. The utmost enthusiasm prevailed, and nowhere in the whole Empire was seen greater
eagerness to fight for the Motherland than was shown in the land of the Maple Leaf. Cowboys, trappers, and
log-rollers hurried from
the Far West to the recruiting offices. Clerks in big towns left their ledgers, students packed away their
books, and the pioneer on the lonely trail set out on his long journey to join the Overseas Force. Nothing
could daunt these young sons of Empire in their eagerness to fight. Some tramped hundreds of miles and swam
rivers in order to be in time to join the first contingent of Canadian troops sailing to Europe. When all were
ready, and after the strong, thick-limbed giants had been 'licked into shape,' the Canadian Armada set sail.



It was one of the most impressive sights ever seen. Thirty-two transports left the Canadian shores, carrying
some of the finest and bravest fighters the world has known. Many, alas! saw Canada for the last time as the
coast-line receded in the distance. The ships crossed the Atlantic in three parallel lines, guarded by British
cruisers. A warship always led the way; during daytime others steamed out of sight, watching a wide expanse of
ocean for the possible appearance of hostile ships. At night the cruisers came close to
the transports—like a mother-hen gathering the little chicks under her wing.



The Canadians arrived at Plymouth in the late autumn and proceeded to Salisbury Plain for some months' further
training. The chief thing many of them remembered in connection with that famous military twining-centre was
the winter mud!—but excellent practice in shooting and marching and all the various arts of war helped
to keep them fully employed. The spring of 1915 saw them installed at the front, where they soon met the
Germans face to face.



The first big battle in which the Canadians were engaged was the terrible second battle of Ypres. Defeated in
their terrific attempt to break through the Allied lines to Calais in the autumn of 1914, the Germans made an
equally futile endeavour in April 1915. They foolishly boasted at the beginning of that month that they would
be in Calais by April 24, and it is very significant that the four days, April 22-25, saw their fiercest
effort. On the Canadians fell the full brunt of this desperate attack, and during these days three Victoria
Crosses were gained.



It was at the second battle of Ypres that the Germans first used asphyxiating gas, thus setting at nought the
recognized rules of civilized warfare. By means of this poison gas they were able to penetrate the French line
between Steenstraate and Langemarck on April 22. The success laid bare the left of the Canadian Division,
which was forced to fall back in order to keep in touch with the neighbouring troops. By midnight on April 22
they had fallen back to St Julien. In the rear of the French four Canadian 4.7 in. guns had been posted, and
these had passed into the hands of the enemy. But some hours later the Canadians made a most brilliant and
successful advance, recapturing their guns and taking a considerable number of German prisoners. The Colonials
suffered heavy loss, but their gallantry and determination undoubtedly prevented disaster. In the words of the
official report, "Their conduct was magnificent throughout."



The first of the three Canadian V.C.s was won on April 23 in the neighbourhood of St Julien, a little village
some few miles 
north-east of Ypres, where a battle was fought, one of the series to which the name Battle of Ypres has been given.
In the war of to-day, a battle is really a series of battles, so extended is the area of fighting, and St
Julien was as determined a battle as Cressy or Agincourt.



With the retreat of the French, things looked black for the Canadians. It left the enemy a clear road to
Ypres, the town they had for so long been struggling desperately to enter. Had the Germans been able to reach
it, one important step along the road to Calais would have been accomplished, and incidentally the Canadian
trenches would have been cut off from all assistance. In this emergency every man of the Canadian Contingent
was summoned to hold the Germans back. Those in billets were rushed up to St Julien to relieve their comrades.
The worst thing these gallant fighters had to contend with was the poison gas. They watched the wall of green
vapour roll out of the German trenches and float toward them. They dipped their handkerchiefs in pools of
rain-water, and, tying them
over their mouths, waited. The horrible cloud drew nearer and nearer, and behind it the incessant crack of
many rifles told that the enemy were advancing. Many of the gallant Canadians imbibed painful draughts of the
chlorine gas. Some fell back, others lay on the ground writhing in agony, the rest kept the Germans back with
rifle and machine-gun fire. Among the last was Lance-Corporal Frederick Fisher, of the 13th Battalion.



Fisher had charge of a machine-gun and, seeing his comrades in a serious predicament, he gallantly came to
their assistance, although he had received enough of the poisonous fumes to make fighting difficult.



A battery of artillery had been forced to retire. Seeing their advantage, the Germans dashed forward and would
have killed or taken prisoner the whole of the battery's crew, but for the prompt bravery of Lance-Corporal
Fisher. He went forward with his machine-gun, under heavy fire, and got it to work. For some time he poured a
deadly stream of lead into the ranks of the advancing
Germans. Shells from their heavy guns made huge holes in the ground all round the machine-gun. Fisher was
spattered with dirt, and pieces of shell struck the ground only a few feet from where he knelt at his gun.
Nevertheless, he continued firing, heedless of all danger, until he had the satisfaction of seeing his
comrades of the battery safely in the rear. He had not only covered their retreat, but caused heavy loss among
the ranks of the enemy. He himself came out of this terrible ordeal without a wound, although four brave men
of his gun team were lost.



After seeing the battery safe, Fisher went toward the rear, not to escape further danger, but to find four
more men to take the places of those who had been killed. Having secured these men, Fisher returned to the
firing-line. He knew reinforcements were on their way to take the place of the Canadians who had retired, and
solely on his own initiative he went again to the firing-line to cover the advance of these supports. The
enemy's shell-fire continued as fierce as ever, but the brave lance-corporal defied death to help his
comrades. He had just got his machine-gun into action when he was killed.




*   *    *    *    *



On the following day, the 24th, it fell to a member of the 8th Canadian Battalion to carry off the soldier's
highest honour. April 23 had been a trying day for the Canadians, the next day was even worse. The 8th
Battalion had been in the first line trenches on the 23rd, and, in spite of a very terrible experience of the
greenish gas, had held on grimly. This was the battalion which, when the Germans were heard coming on behind
the gas, jumped to their posts, although half-suffocated with the poisonous fumes, and in the words of one of
their number, "Made their rifles speak out 'No Surrender.'"



On April 24 the poison was again let loose by the Germans, and the most awful shell-fire witnessed at the
front was experienced, yet the Canadians held on, determined to do or die. The Germans had been ordered to
take Ypres at all costs, and they came on in dense masses, firing their rifles under the shelter of the gas
clouds.



Sergeant-Major Frederick William Hall had
charge of a company of men. These, inspired by his noble example, held their ground, although man after man
fell dead, victims of the German rifle and machine-gun fire. They proved themselves real heroes, and Hall was
the greatest among them. As he urged his men to stand firm in the trench, Hall suddenly heard a call for help.
He risked looking over the parapet of the trench and saw a wounded man lying some fifteen yards away. Despite
a heavy enfilading fire he rushed from the trench and endeavoured to reach the stricken man. His first attempt
failed, and a non-commissioned officer and private soldier who endeavoured to assist him were both wounded.



Hall himself escaped, but the fate of his comrades had not lessened his desire to effect the rescue, and he
made a second most gallant attempt. By an almost miraculous stroke of fortune, he succeeded in reaching the
wounded man. Stooping down, the sergeant-major quickly and gently took him into his arms and started back. He
had just reached the trench, and in another minute
would have been safely over the parapet, when he was shot in the head and fell dead. Like his countryman,
Lance-Corporal Fisher, he had died on the battle-field for Canada and Empire.




*   *    *    *    *



Of the three Canadian winners of the V.C. at the battle of Ypres Captain Francis Alexander Carm Scrimger, the
medical officer attached to the 14th Battalion of the Royal Montreal Regiment, alone lived to wear the coveted
medal. Throughout the fierce fighting of April 22-25 at St Julien, Captain Scrimger displayed continuously day
and night the greatest devotion to his duty among the wounded.



On the afternoon of the 25th there was very fierce fighting, and the brave Canadian doctor had his hands full
in tending the wounded. He was in charge of an advanced dressing-station in some farm buildings. The enemy
commenced a very heavy bombardment of the temporary hospital, and the inmates were in imminent risk of being
killed. To their agony of body succeeded mental anguish. They were in danger of being again struck
by the deadly missiles. Captain Scrimger remained perfectly cool and was able to quiet the fears of his
wounded charges. He gave orders for their removal, and went about wholly unconcerned amid the falling shells,
assisting the orderlies.



A Canadian officer, Captain McDonald, was standing in front of a stable when he was wounded seriously in the
neck and shoulder. Captain Scrimger saw him fall, and promptly dragged him into the building, where he dressed
his wounds. Rather than leave the officer to die there, the gallant doctor carried him out and down to a moat
about fifty feet distant, where they lay half under water. Captain Scrimger curled his body round the head and
shoulders of the wounded man to protect him. They were under heavy shell-fire all the time, and the doctor
risked his own life by staying with Captain McDonald. When the fire slackened Captain Scrimger went out to
find the stretcher-bearers and brought them back. In a short time they had removed Captain McDonald to the
safety of the dressing-station. "No one," says the latter, "could
have shown more coolness and courage under fire, and no-one ever deserved the V.C. more thoroughly than he
did." To Captain Scrimger's self-sacrifice, Captain McDonald owes the fact that he is alive to-day.
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Young Naval Officers Who Penetrated the Dardanelles in a Submarine



The Victoria Cross, as we have already pointed out, is awarded to sailors as well as to soldiers; the reason why
there are few recipients in the former class is not far to seek. Our sailors have fewer opportunities to
distinguish themselves; when chances offer they are every bit as brave and skilful as their comrades in the
sister service.



Among the V.C.s gained by the Navy in the great war some have been awarded to the brave sailors who fought at
the Dardanelles; two of these were conferred on dashing young officers for submarine exploits.



The proud distinction of being the first naval V.C. of the war is held by Lieutenant-Commander Norman Douglas
Holbrook, who gained this honour for a conspicuous act of bravery on December 13, 1914. When in command of
submarine B II he entered the Dardanelles,
dived his vessel under five rows of mines, and torpedoed the Turkish battleship Messudiyeh. His exploit
has been hailed as unmatched in naval warfare for cool courage and fearless daring. This young officer proved
to all the world that our Navy still produces men with the Drake and Nelson touch.



Lieutenant Holbrook had not previously become known to the public. In the Senior Service he was regarded as a
promising and able young officer, but this was his first opportunity to show that he possessed superb naval
qualities. Doubtless he is one of many able young men of whom the Navy will have just cause to be proud, and
of whom great things will yet be chronicled.



Lieutenant Holbrook is thirty years of age, and one of five officer sons of Colonel A. R. Holbrook, a
Portsmouth newspaper proprietor, and, at the time of which we write, field officer in charge of the transports
and supplies on Salisbury Plain. He comes of a martial family. One brother, Lieutenant-Commander L. S.
Holbrook, M.V.O., is gunnery officer of H.M.S. Devonshire;  the others are in the Army. 
Lieutenant-Commander R. N. Nicholson, who is on the staff of Sir John Jellicoe, is his brother-in-law.



Lieutenant Holbrook became a midshipman in 1905, was gazetted sub-lieutenant in rgo8, and lieutenant in 1909.
The latter rank he reached by taking four first-class certificates in his examinations. Three months after
becoming lieutenant he was appointed to the Mercury at Portsmouth to qualify as a submarine officer, and after
serving in various boats at Portsmouth and Harwich, was given the command of A 13, stationed at Portsmouth in
March 1913. He was transferred to B II—the submarine he has for ever made famous—at Malta in
December 1913.



Writing to his sister in November 1914, a month before his great exploit, he refers to the arduous work of the
Fleet during the cold and wet days of winter. "I've just had a shocking week of it," he said. "The weather has
been awful. For eight days we have been at it hammer-and-tongs. . . . I've been soaked through to the skin the
whole time." These words give some idea of the discomforts undergone by our naval heroes.



Then, continuing, he asks for "wool helmets, scarves, mittens, jerseys, warm underclothing, and sea-boot socks
for my crew. The poor souls have no warm gear, and are freezing." The hero of B II is thinking of others. He
finishes the letter in breezy style: "Hurrah for the life of a sailor!"



It is not necessary to describe here the Dardanelles operations beyond stating that those in charge of the
Allied naval and military strategy of the Great War decided that the forcing of these Straits was an essential
part of the general plan of campaign. The Turkish fleet, if somewhat negligible, was at an advantage. It rode
the narrow seas protected by mines.



On December 13, 1914, it was decided that a Turkish battleship, the Messudiyeh, would be better at the
bottom of the Dardanelles than riding upon its waters. The mine-field and the forts prevented access to her
upon the surface. The only other way was under the sea, and Lieutenant Holbrook was entrusted with the
perilous task of attempting to destroy her.



It is no reflection on the other great deeds of the war to say that his performance was superbly daring. For
to appreciate better the young naval officer's enterprise, it must be borne in mind that in all probability
his mission involved certain death.



The underwater navigation of the Dardanelles is made most perilous and difficult by the swift currents which
sweep through the Straits, and, striking various projecting points, are turned into eddies and whirlpools. In
such conditions, to take a submarine, blind as she is, and feel a way along the bottom of the sea, evading the
moorings of the mines, is a task which few would care to attempt.



But Lieutenant Holbrook laughs at danger. He possesses in an unusual degree caution and daring. He has nerves
of steel, and when the moment came for setting forth on his sensational deed of heroism he welcomed the call.



Submarine B II was not a modern craft fitted with the latest appliances. She dates from 1905, and her
submerged displacement is but 313 tons, as compared with 800 tons in
the E class. Her length is 135 feet, with a submerged speed of nine knots, and her armament is two
torpedo-tubes.



After proceeding some distance through the Dardanelles, the submarine entered the danger zone. In front were
five rows of mines under which the submarine must dive. This feat required skilful handling. Holbrook knew
that contact with an anchor-chain of the mines would entangle his vessel's screw and draw one or more mines
into contact with her hull.



However, the mine-field was safely passed and the submarine came to the surface for its deadly work. The
Messudiyeh  was seen near at hand. She was an old Turkish warship constructed in the Thames as far
back as 1874, and reconstructed at Genoa in 1901; her displacement was 9,120 tons. As submarine B II crept
near, the vessel was all unconscious of her impending fate. In another minute the torpedoes had done their
work, and the Messudiyeh  began to sink by the stern.



Now came the supremely difficult part of the submarine's operation. Lieutenant Holbrook had the choice of
dashing back the way
he came at all possible speed, or carefully waiting and watching for an opportunity to get away with the least
risk to his vessel and its gallant crew. He chose the latter course.



Quietly the B II started back. She was eagerly watched for by enemy torpedo craft and by the batteries on
either bank. The least sign of movement in the water and the gallant commander and his men were doomed. The
way he handled his boat speaks well for the wisdom of those who chose Lieutenant Holbrook for the task. He was
daring yet cool, able yet cautious. While he could use the periscope he knew where he was going. But for the
most part he had to remain submerged.



On one occasion the submarine was submerged for nine hours. One can hardly realize what this must have meant
to those inside.



Mile by mile the intrepid commander guided his vessel back, under the same five rows of mines, until at last
all danger was past.



Lieutenant Holbrook's feat was not simply a daring piece of useful naval work. It fulfilled its primary
object—the sinking of the Turkish battleship; but it had another result. The
effect of striking this blow upon the Ottoman Navy not only impressed the mind of the Turk; it showed to all
the world what our underwater craft, handled by adventurous and undaunted commanders, might achieve if German
ships of war would only provide the targets.



The gallant young lieutenant was uproariously greeted by his sailor comrades upon his return. On board H.M.S.
Indefatigable, Lieutenant Holbrook was presented with a huge imitation Iron Cross by his brother
officers, the ceremony being the occasion of much mirth as well as congratulations. It was the Navy's jocular
little way of recognizing a brave comrade. A few days later the lieutenant was awarded the V.C.




*   *    *    *    *



The other submarine officer to win the V.C. in the Dardanelles was Lieutenant-Commander Martin Eric Nasmith,
whose famous exploit was performed at the end of May 1915, and resulted in the sinking of nine ships engaged
on Turkish war service. His vessel, the E II, penetrated the Straits to the very gates of Constantinople, and
threw the city into a panic.



There is but little this young naval officer does not know about submarines. He has studied them, experimented
with them, and performed with them wonderful feats such as Jules Verne himself never imagined in his thrilling
romances. He has brought lasting credit to the new and powerful naval arm of which he is so brilliant a
member. He is thirty-two years of age, and the son of a well-known City stockbroker, Mr. Martin A. Nasmith,
who lives at Weybridge. From boyhood Lieutenant Nasmith, V.C., was set upon going to sea. On the other hand,
his three brothers are in the Army—all captains at the time of which we write.



Our naval lieutenant was educated at Eastman's College, from which he went straight to Dartmouth. His father
avers that his distinguished son "was not much good as a scholar, but he has always had a strong inventive
faculty, of which he has made good use."



During the sixteen years he has been in the Navy, the 'Constantinople V.C.' has seen many adventures, and to
his lot has fallen a
larger share of thrilling exploits than is usual for one so young in the Senior Service. One of his first
cruises was with Admiral Lord Fisher, aboard the Renown, to which he was attached for four years.



The first occasion when Lieutenant Nasmith came before the public notice was before the War. He was the hero
of the A 4, which, it will be remembered, was sunk while a new scheme of signaling was being tested. His pluck
and devotion to duty at this time were highly commended by the Admiralty. When the submarine went down, the
crew was saved because all kept their heads in the best Navy style, inspired by Nasmith. Two men were
insensible at their posts, but the young lieutenant succeeded in reaching them and brought them to safety. For
this cool 'underseamanship' the Admiral sent a signal to the Fleet congratulating the young commander on his
performance.



The next time Lieutenant-Commander Nasmith came into prominence was during the naval review at Weymouth. He
then had the honour of taking King George and
Prince Albert for a trip in submarine D 4—a striking tribute to his reputation for skill and careful
handling of undersea craft.



Early in the war Lieutenant Nasmith was to the fore in the raid on Cuxhaven. This daring feat by British
seaplanes took place on Christmas Day, 1914, and our submarines accompanied the flying men. Nasmith did
service on this occasion by gallantly rescuing with his submarine five men from three of the seaplanes which
had flown over Cuxhaven Harbour. During the rescue operations a German airship was dropping bombs.



It should be mentioned that when war broke out Lieutenant Nasmith was appointed to the depot ship
Maidstone, for command of submarine E II. Later he was ordered with other units of our Fleet to the
Dardanelles, but it was not until the end of May 1915 that he got his big chance.



It had become essential to the plans of our naval leaders in these operations that some conspicuous attack on
the Turkish vessels should be attempted. Our battleships could engage the enemy's ships whenever they
presented targets. But beyond the mine-strewn waterway they could not proceed. The plan decided upon was a
daring submarine attack in the Sea of Marmora, right up to Constantinople itself, a distance of 170 miles from
the Dardanelles entrance. The attack, if successful, was intended to have important consequences. In addition
to destroying hostile warships, it was hoped the submarine would prevent reinforcements coming to the
Gallipoli Peninsula by sea, and, further, have the effect of dealing a smashing and decisive blow at Turkey's
naval and maritime prestige.



Lieutenant Nasmith was chosen to carry out this plan of dashing up the mine-strewn Straits. He set out in the
E II, and performed his appointed task in thorough British style. There was the Drake touch about
it—this penetrating to the sacred precincts and singeing the Sultan's beard in Constantinople itself.



Despite the lurking dangers he got his submarine safely into the Sea of Marmora. First he attacked a large
gunboat. Then two
transports fell victim to his attentions. There were thousands of troops on board these vessels, and the
unfortunate soldiers became panic-stricken when their ships were torpedoed. So great was the terror inspired
that afterward Turkish soldiers refused to embark. It was directly due to Lieutenant Nasmith's visit to
Constantinople that subsequently all the Sultan's reinforcements for the front were dispatched by rail, via
Uzunkenpru.



Nasmith from his place of observation had detected further prey. An ammunition ship rode at anchor within
reach, and he decided to send it to the bottom. A torpedo was launched and a terrific explosion followed,
which told that the intrepid sailor had again scored. The loss of this ship and its contents was irreparable
to the Turks. Three store ships were next destroyed by the submarine, while in addition a fourth was driven on
shore.



But the tale of Nasmith's exploits was not finished. He had decided to run the gauntlet of fort and mine and
make for home, and had passed the most difficult part of the journey when it was observed that another Turkish
transport, hitherto unseen, had come within range. Most men would have regarded the morning's work as quite
sufficient without wanting to run further risk. But it was not like Nasmith to surrender so good a prize for
his adventurous craft. He at once steered an unerring course for the transport, and neatly torpedoed her. This
brought his morning's bag' up to nine.



It is well established that consternation reigned in Constantinople on this May morning. When the noise of the
successive explosions resounded through the city the shops were closed and men and women rushed about the
streets in terror. The survivors who had been got ashore from the sinking transports added to the confusion by
running amok. People went mad; they hurried along shouting and cursing, exclaiming: "The Russians are coming!"
All vessels retired to the inner harbour of the Golden Horn. The bridge connecting Galata (on the north side
of Golden Horn) and Stamboul was protected by extra pontoons. To this day the name of Nasmith has dread import
in Constantinople, for the
people now know who it was who gave them the greatest fright of their lives.



The swiftness and unerring accuracy of the raid were amazing. No sooner had an ammunition ship blown up than a
transport was seen to be sinking. Guns were fired at the supposed place where the submarine lurked. They were
trained at random from Seraglio Point, Tophianeh, and Harem Iskelessi, but very few shells hit the submarine.
One managed to make a hole in her periscope, but the damage was trifling.



The hand and brain of Lieutenant Nasmith guided the E II with such skill that the Turks failed to do the craft
any serious damage. The sense of lurking danger was very real in Constantinople; those who were there at that
time testify to the almost uncanny feeling caused by the rapidity of the E II's destructive tactics. This one
little craft made so much noise and damage that many thought that the British Fleet must have arrived. The
most serious loss to the Turks was the ammunition ship, for they were none too well supplied with this
vessel's precious cargo.



Submarine E II, when returning to its base, had a perilously narrow escape. Retreat lay through a Turkish
mine-field. Commander Nasmith had risen just above the surface, when he made the ominous discovery that he had
run the bow of E II into the chain that moored a mine. It was a critical moment for Nasmith and his crew. A
sudden jar and there would have been a terrible and fatal explosion. He kept his head, and, reversing his
engines, managed to elude the threatened danger. After this adventure the little craft crept safely back to
the Fleet. Our men on board the warships cheered themselves hoarse, waved caps, and shouted: "Bravo, E II!"



Judged by results, the thrilling exploit of Lieutenant-Commander Martin Nasmith may well be regarded as one of
the outstanding feats of the war.


 

Corproral Dobson of the Coldstream Guards



The British Army is justly proud of its famous regiments of Guards. They have been described as the backbone of
its infantry, and well do they deserve the title. A magnificent stand by the Guards on a hard-contested field
has often saved the day. Future historians of the great war will do ample justice to the great deeds of the
Coldstream, Grenadier, Scots, and Irish Guards. Each regiment has gained one Victoria Cross or more, and some
of the deeds of valour were performed in circumstances of especial interest which entitle them to space in
these pages.



One of the most popular heroes of the Guards is Frederick William Dobson, of the Coldstream Guards, who
displayed 'conspicuous gallantry' at Chavanne, on the Aisne, September 28, 1914. At that time he was a
private: he was afterward promoted to lance-corporal, and later
to full corporal. The home of Corporal Dobson is at North Shields, where he formerly worked as a miner, a
typical Northumbrian calling. When he left the coal mine Dobson joined the famous Coldstream Guards, a
regiment which derives its name from the little Border town in Berwickshire, where it was formed by General
Monck in 1650 from two of Cromwell's regiments. Later the name of the 2nd (Cold-stream) Foot Guards was
adopted.



Corporal Dobson enlisted in 1906, and served for three years in the 1st Battalion. Then he returned to his
former occupation, being employed at Backworth Colliery, near Whitley.



On the outbreak of war Corporal Dobson rejoined his old regiment, becoming attached to the 2nd Battalion, with
which unit he proceeded to France. He landed at Havre on August 13, 1914, and from the first saw thrilling
service. His battalion was one of many famous units that composed the original British Expeditionary Force.
The latter was a marvellous body of fighting men, thoroughly prepared for any emergency. The men composing it
presented such a smart appearance that
the enthusiastic French people cheered the long line of khaki heroes as they marched through their towns and
villages singing "Tipperary "on the way up to Mons. As trained soldiers they have never been surpassed: they
were the picked troops of Europe, and among them the Coldstream Guards were conspicuous.



Before describing Dobson's great deed we may note a few facts about his life and work at the front prior to
the battle of the Aisne.



From Havre his regiment went to Badincourt, whence they marched to Fesny, being inspected on the way by Sir
John French. On the memorable Sunday of August 23 the Coldstream Guards arrived at Mons. For a few days
Dobson's battalion rested. Then they marched forward, when Dobson got his first sight of actual war; he passed
the first lot of British wounded being brought down from the terrible battle of Mons, which was then raging
and in which he was about to participate. His regiment were soon in the thick of the fighting. Shelled out of
a cornfield that night as they lay asleep, their gallant major formed up his men and marched them off
in quiet order to a position which they gallantly held for a whole day. Dobson, along with the rest of his
comrades, was disappointed at the order to retreat. They wanted to stand and fight, but their commanders were
wiser. Then came a further retreat which brought the Guards into the famous town of Landrecies. Here Dobson
got his first opportunity of closing with the Germans. "We were at grips," he says, "and we let 'em have it."



The retreat continued to Le Cateau, the famous breeding-ground of heroes. Here the Coldstream Guards, along
with those doughty fighters, the Irish Guards, 'stuck it ' while the guns were being saved. By the time the
retreat had ended at the Marne, Dobson considered that in eleven days he had covered 232 miles. Then came the
sudden and dramatic change. Almost within sight of Paris, the French and British armies drove the Germans
headlong back to the river Aisne.



At a little place called Chavanne Dobson formed one of half a dozen volunteers who shifted a barricade erected
over a canal by the Germans. This was effected by cool daring,
for throughout the operation the enemy had a machine-gun trained on the locality. During the greater part of
his sojourn on the Aisne, Dobson was fighting in the trenches, for it was at the battle of the Aisne that both
sides, finding progress impossible, started to dig themselves into the ground. Thus commenced the trench
warfare which was to continue so many weary months on the West Front.



The incident at Chavanne was merely a precursor of the more thrilling deed at this little village which was to
make Corporal Dobson famous.



The morning of September 28 was very misty. Three men of Dobson's battalion had been sent out on patrol duty,
and when the haze cleared found themselves in the open about 150 yards from the German trenches. The Germans
immediately opened a heavy fire. One of the patrol was successful in regaining the British trench, although he
was hit in the arms and received five bullets in one leg. His comrades fared worse. One man was struck down at
once, while the other's bold dash for life was soon checked and he, too, was hit and
fell. Captain Follett saw what had happened to his men, and called for a volunteer to go out and bring in the
wounded men who were lying helpless in the open.



"I volunteered," says Dobson, "and went out, although heavily fired at, but I had made up my mind to get at
him."



Dobson, therefore, in volunteering left the safety of his trench for what appeared to be certain death, as the
Germans were continuing their heavy fire. He showed no fear, however, but coolly crept over the parapet and
crawled through the mangels in the field in front. He got safely through this field, but when he reached the
open and raised his head to take his bearings the Germans saw him and fired. This warning made him cautious,
and he 'ducked' his head, but not before he had noticed the exact spot where one of the patrol was lying. How
to reach the man was the problem that now presented itself, for every time that Dobson raised his head the
Germans poured a volley of bullets in his direction. Dobson says he argued with himself, and thought of one
plan after another. Time was passing, and he
realized that if he did not reach the fallen man quickly he would bleed to death. Our hero used his head as
well as his arms and legs. He concluded at length that his best plan was to lie still on the ground in order
to induce the enemy to believe that he was dead—struck by one of their bullets—and then to make a
dash.



It was a hazardous proceeding, but fortunately the plan succeeded, for as long as Dobson lay still on the
ground no further shots were fired. After several minutes' rest Dobson, having nerved himself for the great
undertaking, leapt to his feet and making a desperate dash succeeded in reaching his man. He was shocked,
however, to find that the poor fellow was past human aid. Of the two men who had been struck down he had
missed the wounded and risked his life for the dead. The former was lying nearer our trenches and had not been
seen by the hero. Before leaving the fallen soldier, Dobson took as many particulars as he could from his
papers, etc. He tried to get possession of his rifle but could not, as the dead man was lying on it, and to
raise him up would have been to court death from the vigilant Germans.
Dobson says it is nothing short of a miracle how he regained the British trenches. He crawled back with his
head toward the enemy as this lessened the target; it was a good thing he did so, for if he had crawled the
other way he would have been shot through the head; as it was he received a bullet through his heel.



When he reached the mangel field Dobson waved his hand to let his chums know he was safe. They saw the signal
and risked raising their heads. They peered at him over the parapet, and encouraged him to make the final
spurt to safety. Climbing over the parapet as coolly as if he had just returned from a stroll, Dobson went at
once to his Major and reported what he had done, giving the name and other particulars of the dead soldier.



The officer listened to the hero's story. He then asked Dobson what had happened to the other man, and it was
not till then that Dobson realized that two of his comrades had been lying in the open.



The brave Tynesider reflected for a moment. He had just escaped death, and to venture out again would in all
probability mean losing his
life. Then he thought of his comrade lying in the open field at the mercy of the Germans, perhaps slowly
bleeding to death. His mind was soon made up. Turning to his officer Dobson very quietly said that he would go
out again and endeavour to bring in the stricken man. The officer, struck with the Guardsman's superb
gallantry, decided that he would do all he could to make the journey as safe as possible. He gleaned from
Dobson some important particulars about the range of the German guns, then arranged for the British artillery
to play upon the German positions. Thus Dobson was covered during his second journey, which, all the same, was
exceedingly risky.



Corporal Dobson adopted exactly the same plan as before when he proceeded on his second life-saving exploit.
Creeping out of the trench, he crawled cautiously among the mangels, taking every care to conceal his
movements from the Germans. He peered around and at length discovered the exact place where the wounded man
lay. Then he braced himself for the final spurt and succeeded in wriggling his way to the stricken soldier. In
dragging
the man to our trench Dobson had the assistance of Corporal Brown, who, he says, "was brave, and never showed
the least fear." This generous tribute is characteristic of Dobson. He wanted his chum to get some of the
praise for the rescue work of that September morning. Corporal Brown was awarded the Distinguished Conduct
Medal, but did not live to hear of this honour, for he died three days before it was officially announced.



In a letter written to his wife Dobson spoke very modestly of what he had done: "I only took my chance, and
did my duty to save my comrades. It was really nothing, but I shall never forget the congratulations and
praise I received from our officers, my comrades, and our Brigadier-General."



As will be remembered it was in response to Captain Follett's request for a volunteer that Corporal Dobson
went out to rescue the wounded man. Lady Mildred Follett, the gallant officer's wife, received a letter from
her husband in which the latter described Dobson's brave deed. She at once wrote to Mrs. Dobson, the hero's
wife.



"You will be glad to know," she wrote, "that your husband is very well, and has behaved with great gallantry.



"I am sure this will make you very proud, and I do congratulate you on having such a gallant soldier for a
husband, and it will give you confidence for the future to know that he is under Divine protection and will
come back safely to you. I know how trying this time is.



After the battle of the Aisne Dobson fought in many other historic battles, including the terrible first
battle of Ypres. About this time he actually had a spell of twenty-three days in the trenches without being
relieved. Names that will live for ever in our annals—Givenchy, Festubert, La Bassée—were also
notable in his experience, for at each place he saw hot fighting. He was wounded at Givenchy when helping to
make a dug-out, and was invalided home.



When it became known that he was in London, King George expressed his desire to pin the Victoria Cross on the
breast of the hero of Chavanne. Then ensued a search to find the hero. As an officer put it, "We just
managed to catch him." Corporal Dobson, who was in mufti, was hurried off to the regimental head-quarters,
supplied with full-dress uniform, and conducted to Buckingham Palace, two officers of the Coldstream Guards
accompanying him.


 
 

The Drummer Boy Who Took Command, and Dragged a Wounded Comrade to Safety



When the V.C. was awarded to Drummer Bent the official account cited no less than three separate instances of his
conspicuous bravery. Each deed was deserving of the soldier's highest honour, so that Bent may be said to have
thrice won the Victoria Cross, and he is thus an outstanding figure even in our gallery of golden deeds.
Although only a drummer-boy he was mentioned in dispatches three times within a fortnight. First he twice took
ammunition to comrades in an advance trench. Then he dragged a wounded man to safety under heavy fire. His
third deed was to assume command of a body of men after his officers had been shot down.



Drummer Spencer John Bent belongs to the 1st Battalion the East Lancashire Regiment,
and, like all our heroes, he is very modest and does not care to say much about the gallant deeds which won
the prized reward. Before his soldiering days he had spent most of his life in Suffolk, where he lived with an
aunt from a very early age.



On the day that he first attracted attention —October 22, 1914—the East Lancashires had been in
the trenches about a month. On the right of Bent's station was a small advance trench, with six men and a
corporal in it. "We came to hear," says Bent, "that they were short of ammunition. I was in the big trench,
removing the earth which a 'Jack Johnson' had thrown up."



An officer came along very anxious as to the sore straits of the lonely corporal and his men. "Who'll take up
some ammunition?" he asked.



Bent thought he was just the man for the job. He reasoned within himself thus: "I am the only fellow doing
nothing, and I might as well volunteer." Buglers and drummers, it must be understood, are generally
non-combatants.



Drummer Bent accordingly went forward on his perilous journey through a heavy shell and rifle-fire. He took
about 400 rounds to the corporal, who said that he and his met would 'hang on' all night.



Two days later Bent undertook to repeat his service. "Perhaps the fire this time," he says, "was a bit hotter.
Still, I got across to our chaps again, even with some rations, which I took 'on my own.'" Through Bent's
splendid bravery our men were enabled to hold that advance trench without the loss of a single man.



These two feats in themselves deserved the V.C., but in Bent's case they were preliminary runs, as it were,
for the even greater exploits he was to perform. The day after, his platoon sergeant dropped a hint that he
was recommended for a medal. Bent laughed, thinking that he was joking, and answered: "Yes, we'll all have
V.C.s yet!



At the beginning of November, during the terrible struggle known as the battle of Ypres, the East Lancashires
were in the trenches. They had been sorely pressed for days, and as
they breakfasted they asked each other what the day would bring forth.



One of their number, Private McNultry, having finished his breakfast, had to go out of the trench, and on
returning he was struck in the stomach by a German bullet. It seemed to our men watching from the trench that
the poor fellow must be killed, for it was clear from the earth flying up around him that the enemy, lacking
all humane feeling, were firing at the wounded man. Bent remarked that some one ought to go out and help
McNultry; the reply of those standing near was: "Why not go yourself?"



Bent knew that to attempt the rescue he must risk his life, nevertheless, to the amazement of his comrades,
the gallant drummer slipped over the top of the trench.



In making his way to the stricken man, Bent used some strategy. To make it difficult for the Germans to hit
him he moved forward on a zig-zag course. They did not fire at him while he was advancing, but no sooner had
he reached McNultry and started to raise him gently by the shoulders, than they fired a
regular hurricane of bullets. Luckily none hit him, although he slipped and became unnerved for a minute. But
the shock speedily passed. He happened to be near the walls of a ruined convent; just as he slipped several
bullets struck the wall and a piece of plaster struck Bent's left eye. At first he thought he was wounded, and
put his hand to his eye to rub the blood away. He was overjoyed to discover that only the skin was grazed.



By this time Bent decided that the position was too warm and that it was necessary to make a move if their
lives were to be preserved. He was in a difficulty; if he got Private McNultry on to his back and thus carried
him, the Germans would make good practice at so conspicuous a target. Suddenly he resolved on a novel plan. If
it was impossible to stand up he would save his comrade lying down. Bent lay prone on his back, hooked his
feet under McNultry's arms, and, using his elbows, dragged him inch by inch to our trench, which was about
twenty-five yards away. It was a thrilling rescue, and must have tried even the strong nerve of Drummer Bent,
for the progress
was slow and all the while bullets were whistling in the air near enough to be unpleasant. When he got the
wounded man to the trench Bent continued to act heroically. He himself went for a doctor and
stretcher-bearers, and did everything he could for the wounded man. Still not satisfied, Bent, on the same
day, rescued other wounded men who were lying exposed in the open.



Bent's third feat was not less daring than those already enumerated. Where it differed was in its importance
and in its effect. The V.C. is awarded not only for rescuing a comrade, but for any military acts which
reflect great presence of mind and coolness, and are followed by important consequences. Bent's achievement at
Le Gheer on the night of November 1-2 was certainly fraught with vital consequences, as we shall see.



The fighting here was very severe, and the brave khaki lines were sorely put to it to hold their own, for the
massed legions of the enemy were determined to break the British front and capture Calais.



On this memorable November night some one
had passed the word down the line that the battalion was to retire, and there had been much confusion. Many of
the officers had been struck down, others were away rallying different sections who were in difficulties,
sergeants, too, were killed, wounded, or separated from their men in the confusion.



The men had left the trench, but Bent had remained behind to search for a French trumpet which he greatly
prized, when suddenly a man appeared and fell sprawling on the bottom of the trench.



The sight of the stranger did not daunt our hero. Bent resolved that the man should get no farther. In a
moment he had covered him with his rifle.



"Who are you?" he boldly asked.



The answer was unexpected, for he fully believed that the mysterious figure silhouetted in the darkness was an
enemy.



"For heaven's sake, Bent, stop this retirement and get hold of the men!" The speaker was Sergeant Waller, who
told him that the order for retreat was a mistake.



Bent at once prepared for action, as plucky and as self-possessed as an officer.



He jumped out of the trench and cried to the retreating men, "Come on, boys, carry on now and play the game!"



Just then an officer came up. Bent told him what had happened, and was ordered to be sure and get the men
back, while he, the officer, went after others. In a very short time the drummer had got all the men back to
the trench in safety. For a couple of hours he acted as their leader, and the brave force stuck to it like
heroes until C and D companies came up, when the officers took command.



At early morning the Germans evidently thought that our men had left the trench, for after a bombardment they
came on in a confident and aggressive manner, actually doing a sort of goose-step. Our fire was withheld until
the enemy was about 400 yards distant, when the Lancashires let him have it. Hundreds of the Germans were
mowed down, very few getting back to their own trenches.



Had it not been for Bent's gallant and skilful action the trench would not have been held, and its loss would
have involved further important consequences.



Some time later Bent was passing three weeks of convalescence in the village of Witnesham, near Ipswich, when
a telegram from a local officer was brought to him: "Heartiest congratulations on obtaining V.C.," it ran. The
brave fellow was taken aback. "Well!" was all he could gasp. Later, in a blacksmith's shop, some one showed
him a daily paper; only then did he realize the truth—that he had been awarded the coveted V.C.



Bent was one of three V.C. heroes awarded an inscribed gold watch by the Musicians' Company, and he received
an award of £50 offered by Mr T. Curtis, an Ipswich resident, to the first man from that city who should
obtain the V.C.


 


 [image: Heritage History Logo]


 Heroes of the Great War

 by 

 G. A. Leask
 


 Original Copyright 1916


 All rights reserved.  This book and all parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form without prior permission of the publisher.
 

 
www.heritage-history.com



The Undying Story of Captain F. O. Grenfell



In this chapter it will not be out of place to pay a well-deserved tribute to the brave British officers of whom
Captain Grenfell is a conspicuous type. We all believe that the British officer has no equal, and we love to
recall his many gallant deeds and chivalrous acts in this and former wars. The chief characteristic that
appeals to the British soldier is the coolness of their officers in a tight corner. A soldier has described
how his captain when leading a charge stopped to light his cigarette, although shells were bursting around
him. Such fearlessness has a great effect upon our men. Time after time an officer has been hit, and in spite
of his suffering has continued to direct operations and cheer his men on to victory. The best affection and
loyalty exist between the British officer and his men, and the latter will follow their leader anywhere.



Tommy tells us he loves his officers because they are 'sports,' which is his expressive way of indicating
their bravery and considerateness. Our officers never ask their men to do what they are not themselves
prepared to do. Wherever danger lies the officer is present leading his men, and encouraging them by words and
actions. The German soldiers are driven by their officers—ours are led. Herein lies one of the main
reasons for the superiority of the British Army.



For young readers no finer example of pluck and chivalry can be imagined than the great deeds and heroic death
of Captain Francis Octavius Grenfell. His story is one to cherish and profit by, and it is safe to predict
that the noble life of this hero will ever stimulate young hearts. Grenfell stands for the best type of the
British regimental officer, as soldier, gentleman and sportsman; while his enthusiasm for the cause, his
splendid bravery, and untiring devotion to duty make him an ideal hero for young and old alike.



Captain Grenfell was the first officer in the British Army to win the Victoria Cross in the
war. He gained the coveted reward on August 24, 1914, almost at the commencement of the British fighting in
Belgium. In the official announcement of the award it is stated that he showed gallantry in action against the
unbroken Germans at Andregnies, and on the same day gallantly assisted to save the guns of the 119th Battery,
Royal Field Artillery, near Doubon.



Captain Grenfell's career may be briefly described.



He was the eighth son—hence his middle name Octavius—of the late Mr. Pascoe Du Pre Grenfell, of
Wilton Park, Beaconsfield, and a nephew of Field-Marshal Lord Grenfell. He was born on September 4, 1880. He
received his education at Eton, the cradle of so many brave soldiers. It is a well-known saying that the
battle of Waterloo was won on the playing fields of Eton, and in view of the present war we may alter the
saying and remark that many a hard-fought victory in France, in Flanders, and in Gallipoli was won at the
famous English public school. Grenfell was at Eton from 1894 to 1899, and as a schoolboy excelled in sport.
He was in the College Eleven in his last year, and was Master of the Beagles. His brother, 'Rivy' Grenfell,
who died a hero's death in France, was Whip at the same time, and they played an important part in the
building of the present kennels.



On leaving Eton, Grenfell decided to be a soldier. He received a commission in the 3rd Battalion Seaforth
Highlanders (Militia). Two years later he was gazetted second lieutenant in the King's Royal Rifles. With this
famous regiment he served in the South African War, when he received the Queen's medal with five clasps. In
1905 Grenfell joined the 9th Lancers, the regiment to which he belonged when he won his V.C., becoming captain
in 1912. During the intervals of soldiering he devoted himself to polo, at which he was the best player in the
country. Along with his brother 'Rivy,' Captain Jenner, and the Duke of Roxburghe, he won the polo
championship.



We have described elsewhere the great retreat from Mons. This battle was fought on Sunday, August 23, the
Lancers rendering valuable service along with other cavalry units. A
party of the 1st South Wales Borderers had been trapped in a neighbouring village and surrounded by a brigade
of Uhlans, but were saved by the timely arrival of the Lancers and the Scots Greys, who put over a thousand of
the Germans out of action in six hours, charging them through and through. During the retreat on the night of
August 23 the 9th Lancers were continually in action. Our gallant little army was struggling desperately to
escape from the superior force of Germans, who gave it no rest, and our cavalry was ordered to charge the
enemy—to delay, head off and harass him as much as possible. Sir John French, in his dispatch of
September 7, 1914, said that "The fine work done by the cavalry in the further retreat assisted materially in
the final completion of this most difficult and dangerous operation." In this arduous work the Lancers were
always to the fore.



Lancers are mounted soldiers carrying lances. They were introduced into European warfare by Napoleon, and
adopted by Britain in 1815. Two forms of lance are used in the British Army—with staves of ash and
bamboo
respectively. The German lance carried by the Uhlans has a stave of tubular steel. There are many regiments of
Lancers. The 9th—to which Grenfell belonged—is known as the Queen's Royal, and dates from 1715.
Its battle-honours are numerous, and include the Peninsular War and the Indian Mutiny (in which they gained
twelve Victoria Crosses). The 9th Lancers accompanied Lord Roberts on his famous march to Kandahar. At Klip
Drift, near Kimberley, during the South African War they made a great charge, similar to the one we are about
to describe.



The 12th Lancers also date from 1715, and rode through Napoleon's finest cavalry at Waterloo.



During the famous charge of the 21st Lancers at Omdurman a brother of Captain Grenfell's was killed. On this
occasion the regiment gained three Victoria Crosses.



The 9th Lancers, which fought at Andregnies, where Captain Grenfell performed the first of the exploits which
brought him the V.C., lived up to its past record, if it did not actually surpass it. The main body of our
army was
very hard pressed on the day following the opening battle at Mons. The German guns caused terrible execution.
The German infantry came on in dense columns—like peas thrown out of a sack, as one soldier described
it. Veterans who had fought in South Africa said the German fire was the worst they had ever
experienced—that the South African War was a picnic compared with the terrible conflict in which they
were then engaged. Orders were given to the 9th Lancers to charge the enemy in order to relieve the 5th
Division, which was very hard pressed.



The Lancers immediately went into action: they were let loose, as it were, at the German guns, and, although
all knew they might be going to certain death, not one of the gallant men faltered. They sang and shouted like
schoolboys as their horses thundered over the ground. They treated the charge in the spirit of sport. These
dashing cavalrymen, as they rode straight at the German guns, presented one of the finest sights of the whole
war. There has been little opportunity to engage in cavalry charges since. Grenfell rode at the head of his
men, encouraging them by his coolness. One who took part in the charge has said that our hero was the life and
soul of the squadron, shouting the loudest, always in the front, setting an example to his comrades by his
fearless riding.



At first all went well. Few of the Lancers had fallen, and the dashing cavalrymen were looking forward to a
real fight at close quarters with the German gunners, who were playing such havoc among our troops. The men
were in excellent spirits, although they knew their danger.



Suddenly a murderous fire from the enemy pulled them up. Grenfell's cheery voice rose above the awful din of
bursting shells, urging his men to continue the charge. They recovered, and followed their leader. Then the
enemy's fire became hotter. It was like riding into the jaws of death. Twenty concealed German machine-guns
rained death on the horsemen at a distance of not more than 150 yards. Even then the gallant 9th did not
waver, for they were led by a hero. Standing up in the stirrups and brandishing his sword
Captain Grenfell called to his men to ride straight on. They cheered and obeyed: it now seemed as though
nothing could stop this wild charge. Both men and horses had become infuriated.



Grenfell himself seemed to bear a charmed life, while all around him empty saddles told their terrible tale.
He did not come through the charge unscathed, but his wounds were not serious.



The Lancers continued to sweep forward until finally held up by the enemy's barbed wire, cunningly concealed
in the long grass. The German trap had succeeded. To proceed farther was impossible, and in order to escape
total annihilation the gallant horsemen reluctantly turned their horses' heads and rode back. Of the 9th
Lancers not more than forty came out of the ordeal.



While this charge of the 9th Lancers, which has been likened to that of the famous Light Brigade at Balaclava,
failed in its object, it will live for ever in our military annals. It proved to all the world that the
British cavalry was as dashing and brave as in days of old, that in
it still lived the fearless gallantry of the Scots Greys who charged Napoleon's Guards at Waterloo, led by
their officers shouting "Scotland for Ever." All were heroes in this desperate charge at Andregnies, but the
greatest was Captain Grenfell. He came out of the action the senior officer.



Grenfell's second great exploit, on the twenty-fourth day of August 1914, was equally as brave as that we have
just recited.



When the survivors of the 9th Lancers rode off the field they found themselves at a place called Doubon.
Captain Grenfell, although not seriously wounded, was greatly in need of rest, but this was denied him through
his self-sacrificing devotion.



He had espied a railway embankment, and quickly made for it with the men under his charge. When they arrived
at the shelter they found a number of men of the 119th Field Battery, which had been put out of action and
abandoned. There was the danger of the guns being captured by the enemy and turned against our men. It had
been a great day for our artillery no less than for the cavalry.
This battery had been in action earlier in the day with the object of delaying the German advance and
relieving the terrible pressure on our harassed infantry, who were being driven back from Mons by superior
forces. The 119th Battery had given and received a terrific fire. One German battery had been silenced by our
heroic gunners, who were afterward attacked by three of the enemy's batteries from different directions. The
unequal contest was very fierce while it lasted. All the brave gunners had been killed by shrapnel, and the
survivors of the battery were ordered to seek safety.



Up till now it had been found impossible to attempt the rescue of the guns. They remained exposed to the
German shells and would have been captured but for the gallantry of Captain Grenfell. A brave officer of the
119th Battery, Lieutenant Geoffrey Blemell Pollard, who had been trying to devise means to save his guns, came
to where the Lancers were resting, and put the matter before them. Would they assist him to get the guns away?



Captain Grenfell, who happened to be a little distance off, had heard the lieutenant's request.
He carefully climbed to the top of the embankment, surveyed the position, and returned. He had seen that the
Germans had now captured the guns.



Grenfell then determined upon a bold course. He had made up his mind to get the guns, regardless of the cost.
That he, who had that morning been right into the jaws of death, should again be willing to face fearful odds
shows the sort of stuff he was made of. He was a real hero if ever there was one.



Turning to his men he quietly remarked, "We've got to get those guns back. Who's going to volunteer for the
job?" Hardly had he done speaking than two dozen Lancers had given in their names. They did not need to be
told that Grenfell was to lead them —they had been in the charge with him and knew that he would not
send others to do his work. They would have followed him anywhere.



Grenfell led his little party of troopers into the open. Bullets were flying around, shrapnel was bursting
near. "He was as cool as if he was on parade," said a corporal who took part
"He said to us, 'It's all right, lads, they can't hit us. Come along!'"



Captain Grenfell rode his men right into the hurricane of shot and shell. Every few minutes they stopped for
breath, then on again. Advancing at a rapid rate they reached the guns. So unexpected was the charge of
Grenfell's squadron that the Germans, taken by surprise, fled in panic. Grenfell gave quick directions;
rapidity of action was essential, for the Germans in the rear of the guns were pouring in a rapid fire. One
gun was safely man-handled out of action. Grenfell was not the man to leave a task half-finished, and, braving
the shells, he galloped back to the guns. By the time he reached them some of the battery's horses had been
brought up, and Grenfell assisted to hitch them to the guns. This done, the latter were galloped off the
field. Not one gun of the 119th Battery was lost, and most of the wagons were recovered. Only three men were
hit during the rescue operations. Thus ended one of the quickest and most gallant gun-saving exploits of the
war.
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"INTO THE HURRICANE OF SHOT AND SHELL."


Later in the day Captain Grenfell was
wounded. A bullet struck him in the thigh, and two of his fingers were injured. He was brought back from the
firing-line, and an ambulance was sent for.



While awaiting the ambulance a motor-car dashed along. "That's what I want," said Captain Grenfell. "What's
the use of an ambulance to me? Take me back to the firing-line." He entered the motor-car and went back to
fight.



Captain Grenfell was twice invalided home, but on each occasion curtailed his rest in order to get back to the
firing-line. He was killed while in command of the left section of the 9th Lancers on May 24, 1915. The
Germans had broken through the line, but Grenfell held, and in the words of his Commanding Officer, Major
Beale Browne, "saved the day."



Thus died one of the greatest heroes of the war, a soldier to his finger-tips, a born leader, and a true
British gentleman. His devotion to his regiment made him one of its greatest assets, and the men adored their
gallant captain. As he had lived, so he died—fighting for the
Right in the service of the country he loved so well.



In his will, dated May 6, 1915, Captain Grenfell bequeathed his Victoria Cross to his regiment—"to whom
the honour of my gaining the V.C. was entirely due, thanks to the splendid discipline and traditions which
exist in this magnificent regiment."


 
 

The Two Heroes of Hill 60



Two Victoria Crosses were awarded for distinguished service in the famous struggle for Hill 60. The gallant
soldiers who received them were Second-Lieutenant Geoffrey Harold Woolley and Lance-Corporal Edward Dwyer. In
order to appreciate their heroic exploits it is necessary first to describe the events leading up to them.



Sir John French has described the fight for Hill 60 as "the fiercest fight in which British troops have ever
been engaged." The hill in question was an eminence south-east of Ypres, the possession of which was essential
to the British, for it dominated the surrounding country. As long as the Germans held it, this commanding hill
afforded them excellent artillery observation toward the west and north-west. For months our men had been
preparing to mine it. After much hard
work the sapping was complete, the mines laid, and one hundred tons of explosives placed in position.



Saturday, April 17, 1915, was the appointed day for the great event. The explosion was timed for seven o'clock
in the evening, and, according to programme, up went the hill—Germans and all. It was like an
earthquake. Simultaneously our artillery opened on the spot and poured in shells at the rate of five a minute.
At a quarter past seven the infantry attack was launched, and our men were in possession of the ruins. This
brilliant mining operation was planned by Major-General Bulfin, and the troops were commanded by
Lieutenant-General Fergusson. The regiments employed were the 1st Battalion, Royal West Keats, and the 2nd
Battalion, King's Own Scottish Borderers. The attack was well supported by the Divisional Artillery, assisted
by French and Belgian batteries.



Then came the second phase—the holding of Hill 60, which was the hardest task of all. It is said that
our troops could hear for hours
the steady beat of men marching—the German reinforcements were arriving. They came to the assault in
their thousands, but as fast as they came our rifle and gun-fire mowed them down.



At dawn next day they renewed their counter-attack, thousands of them surging against the British defences,
throwing bombs and hand-grenades. How the fight swayed, how the enemy succeeded in regaining part of the lost
ground, only to be turned out of their trenches by the Highlanders with the bayonet—these are now
matters of history.



During the next few days the Germans continued to attack fiercely, so much importance did they attach to the
position.



A private in the East Surreys, writing in The Evening News, gave the following vivid word-picture of
the battle:



"The fight on Hill 60 was awful. The Germans used every kind of explosive, from small bombs to shells that
shook the ground like an earthquake.



"This went on from four o'clock in the afternoon to about four the next morning.
Every German gun for miles around was trained on that hill.



"Some of the German shells were filled with a stinking acid, which blinded one. I would rather take my chance
in half-a-dozen bayonet charges than face such an awful bombardment again. The enemy charged four times, but
we beat them back each time, and kept the hill until we were relieved next morning."




*   *    *    *    *



Special interest attaches to Lieutenant Geoffrey Harold Woolley, for he was the first Territorial officer to
win the V.C.



The youngest son of Rev. G. H. Woolley, Old Riffhams, Danbury, Essex, he was educated at St John's School,
Leatherhead, and Queen's College, Oxford. While at the University he joined the Officers' Training Corps. He
studied for Holy Orders, and is all but a curate of the Church of England, inasmuch as he was on the eve of
being ordained when, at the age of twenty-three, he decided to fight for his country. It is a singular
co-incidence that Essex possessed another clerical V.C., for a clergyman of this county won the
reward in the Afghan War, where he served as chaplain with the forces.



Lieutenant Woolley has been described as British and unassuming to the core, and a typical specimen of
muscular Christianity. He excels at cricket, tennis, and football, and played the greater game of war with all
his heart and soul. Notwithstanding his deep religious principles and his connection with a clerical family,
this young Briton waived his intentions of entering the Church from a sense of duty to his country.



"My son is a clergyman at heart," said his father. "He never dreamt of being a soldier. But when war broke out
he felt that he should throw up everything and go."



Lieutenant Woolley did not join until after the declaration of war. He received his commission in the 9th
Battalion London Regiment, popularly known as the Queen Victoria Rifles, after his regiment had been some time
in training at Crowborough. With the experience of the Officers' Training Corps to help him, the young
lieutenant soon made himself very efficient, and when, in November 1914,
the Queen Victoria Rifles embarked at Southampton for the front, he had already become very popular with his
men, and shown high promise as a leader. Soon after landing in France the regiment was at the front, near
Ypres, where it was usefully employed, chiefly in trench work.



On the very first day that he went into the trenches, Lieutenant Woolley showed his mettle. A hand-grenade was
flung into his trench; without a moment's hesitation the young officer picked it up, and before the fuse had
burned to the charge, flung it out. His prompt and plucky act saved not only his own life, but the lives of at
least six or seven of his men.
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"WOOLLEY HURLED BOMB AFTER BOMB."


On the night of April 20-21 the Germans made a desperate attack on the trench held by Lieutenant Woolley's
regiment. The Queen Victoria Rifles fought with a dogged determination not to be excelled by the most seasoned
Regulars. Every German gun for miles around was trained on the hill. Some of the German shells were filled
with an evil-smelling acid which blinded the gallant defenders.
Again and again the Germans charged with the ferocity of despair.



One by one Lieutenant Woolley's superior officers—a major, captain, and a lieutenant—had been
killed.



The force under Lieutenant Woolley numbered at the start 150, including some Regulars. As the German attack
grew fiercer, he noted how his little company was being thinned. The gallant young officer did not despair. He
was in sole command of Hill 60, and he realized that a hard and terrible time awaited them before relief came,
but he summoned up all his courage and made up his mind to hold on at all costs. He went up and down the line
calling to his brave men to 'stick it ' and he infused all with his dauntless spirit.



Then came a critical moment.



A particularly fierce onslaught by the Germans had commenced. Guns raked the trench with shells, enemy troops
swarmed up, throwing bombs. Lieutenant Woolley moved among his men, giving orders as coolly as if on parade.
The already diminished
band of heroes dwindled more and more. Lieutenant Woolley knew that the situation was perilous, but he had no
thought of giving in. The knowledge that so much depended upon him stirred his blood, and called forth every
ounce of his British fighting spirit and powers of leadership.



He organized counter-attacks and led his men in throwing bombs at the vastly superior force of the enemy.
Standing on the parapet of the trench, fully exposed to the enemy, Woolley hurled bomb after bomb. His men
urged him to seek shelter, but he refused. For some time this amazing contest continued, a handful of British
against thousands of Germans. But this little band of heroes by their superb bravery, led by a hero, kept the
enemy at bay. When welcome relief eventually came, the company of 150 men had been thinned to 20—14
Territorials and 6 Regulars, a pathetic proof of the dauntless fight put up by our men.



Congratulations were heaped upon the brave young Territorial officer by his comrades as well as by his
superior officers. 
"Without a doubt he saved Hill 60," one of them remarked.



He had indeed acquitted himself nobly and the price was now to be paid, for the hero had to lie up in
hospital, suffering from a nervous breakdown as the result of his terrible ordeal.



When the news that Lieutenant Woolley had been awarded the V.C. became known, there was a remarkable outburst
of enthusiasm, especially among the Territorials, who were naturally proud that one of their number had
received the prized distinction. In particular, there was great joy at the headquarters of the Queen Victoria
Rifles. At Danbury, where his home was, a beautiful village eight miles from Chelmsford, were stationed some
6000 Territorials. "We would like," said one of them, "to carry Lieutenant Woolley shoulder-high from
Chelmsford Station to his father's house at Old Riffhams, up all the winding hill paths, for the whole eight
miles, with the band playing 'The Conquering Hero.'"




*   *    *    *    *



The second hero of Hill 60 is one of the most
popular V.C.s of the war. He is Lance-Corporal Edward Dwyer, of the 1st Battalion East Surrey Regiment, who at
the time was the youngest soldier to obtain the prized decoration, being only eighteen years of age.



This boy hero took the public imagination by storm, and with the possible exception of Sergeant O'Leary, no
V.C. was more noticed on his return to England. He received enough hero-worship to last a life-time. When home
on leave Dwyer was bombarded by the attentions of admirers, kissed by women in the streets, and, as he
confessed, subjected to greater trials than on the bomb-swept slopes of Hill 60.



There was something romantic about the slim boy of eighteen who proved himself so heroic in the field, and his
handsome appearance and jolly ways captivated every one. As his father confessed, with no little humour,
"They're making such a fuss that Ted wants to get back to the battle-field for a rest."



Lance-Corporal Dwyer is a native of Fulham, where his parents live at Lintaine Grove. He is still remembered
at St. Thomas's
School as a lad of sunny disposition and high character.



Before enlisting Dwyer was a greengrocer's assistant. He used to show remarkable diligence in his work, and
customers liked to be served by the methodical, yet smart, young fellow with the pleasant smile.



"Fancy that!" said one who recalled Dwyer in those days, on being told of his gallant deed. "But I always knew
the young chap would do something, he seemed to have it in him."



After joining the East Surreys, Dwyer showed the industry that had marked his conduct at school and in
business. His officers were quick to note his aptitude for soldiering, and all his chums were impressed by the
serious way in which he applied himself to his work.



Dwyer had been fighting in France for nine months when the struggle at Hill 60 provided his great opportunity.



We have already described how the mines were successfully fired and the hill attacked and gained without
difficulty.



During the night of the great assault, April 17-18, several of the enemy's counter-attacks were repulsed with
heavy loss, and fierce hand-to-hand fighting took place. On the morning of the 19th the enemy succeeded in
forcing back the troops holding the right of the hill to the reverse slope, where they hung on throughout the
day. On the evening of the 19th the hill was again stormed by our men, and the enemy driven off by the
bayonet.



Then came the 20th, when unsuccessful attacks were made on our positions by the Germans.



During a particularly fierce attack Lance-Corporal Dwyer was in a trench on the side of Hill 60, about fifteen
yards distant from where the Germans had entrenched themselves. So close were they, in fact, that Dwyer says
he could actually hear them "talking their lingo." His section had suffered severely, and Dwyer risked his
life by tending many of them as best he could. Some he brought from the open to the side of the trench,
leaving the comparative safety of his position in order to save their lives.



Then, later on, he heard some one call out: "The Germans are coming!"



He looked through a spy-hole in the parapet and saw a number of the enemy creeping silently and stealthily
across the intervening space between the trenches.



Like the methodical soldier he is, Dwyer had kept a number of hand-grenades, some fifty, all ready to fire.



Thus provided, he gallantly sprang on to the parapet of the trench. The Germans were creeping forward,
thinking to surprise the British, but they had reckoned without Lance-Corporal Dwyer. He stood fully exposed
to their fire, and threw his deadly missiles steadily and with excellent effect. For five minutes this
eighteen-year-old hero stood all alone hurling grenade after grenade at the oncoming foe.



The Germans, led by an officer, showed great stubbornness. Had they known that a lad of eighteen alone was
guarding the trench, they would have doubtless redoubled their efforts to capture it.



As cool as if on parade, young Dwyer kept
throwing his grenades. He had now sent twenty into the ranks of the enemy; now he had used up thirty. At this
juncture the officer leading the Germans was hit, and this loss seemed to damp the ardour of the attackers.



Dwyer, however, began to show the first signs of uneasiness. His stock of grenades was fast running out. He
had only half a dozen left, soon these had each found a target. Then in the nick of time reinforcements
arrived, and the trench was saved. Dwyer alone had saved the situation. How many Germans he killed he does not
know. But he remarked, "I didn't see one go back."



A week later he was in the trenches with his battalion, and the shelling of the enemy had become very fierce.
It was the expiring effort of the Germans to recover Hill 60, and during this attack Dwyer was hit on the
head. When he was well enough to make the journey home, he went to Buckingham Palace. His Majesty," said
Dwyer, "smiled and came forward to me, then shook me by the hand. 'I'm very glad to meet you,' he said,
very quietly. 'You are extremely lucky to have escaped after so daring and plucky an act. I congratulate you
on being the youngest V.C. in the Army, and wish you the best of health and all good fortune, with a safe
return after the war.' The King then pinned the cross on my breast. He could not have been nicer to me, I'm
sure. He was charming, and I wasn't the least bit afraid."


 

The Great Deeds of Corporal Holmes at Le Cateau



Corporal Fred W. Holmes, and Battalion the King's Own Yorkshire Light Infantry, won the coveted Victoria Cross at Le Cateau on August
26, 1914. He carried a wounded man out of the trenches under heavy fire, and later assisted to drive a gun out
of action by taking the place of a driver who had been wounded.



Holmes was born in populous Bermondsey, where, in Abbey Street, his parents still live in the same house that
saw the birth of the hero twenty-five years ago.



In addition to shedding lustre on his native Bermondsey by winning the V.C., Holmes has honoured it by gaining
the Medaille Militaire  of the Legion of Honour, France's chief military decoration. This was
awarded for gallantry during the fight on the Aisne in the following circumstances. Holmes saw a
platoon of French struggling against heavy odds, whereupon he dashed over the river for a machine-gun, carried
it to the platoon, and turned it on the enemy, with such effect that the German pressure was immediately
relieved.



The story of how Holmes won his V.C. is a thrilling chapter in the records of this war of heroic deeds.



The King's Own Yorkshire Light Infantry were in the thickest of the fighting at Mons, and in the great retreat
that followed they helped with might and main to uphold the honour of Britain. At the little colliery town of
Warmb they received a severe shaking from the enemy, but gave as good as they got. It was after the warm
engagement at this place that the brave fellows, footsore and tired, but still cheerful, tramped many weary
miles to the famous battlefield of Le Cateau.



It is not necessary to describe the glorious stand made by our troops here, but only to mention a few facts,
without knowledge of which Holmes's great feat would be unintelligible.



Orders were given to entrench, and the men
set to work with zest, glad of the change from the continuous retreating. The task accomplished, the regiment
then lay down in the trenches, while the booming of the German guns grew ever louder.



At dawn of August 26, the great day, memorable for ever in our annals, there was suddenly a fierce bombardment
from the enemy's artillery. According to Holmes, "We could feel the breath from their guns. It was awful." The
gallant Yorks stuck to their trenches, firing incessantly and with unerring aim. They had been told that
French troops would reinforce them, but as the day dragged on no French appeared. The British artillery kept
up a hot fire from behind Holmes's trench, which suffered the proverbial discomfort experienced by the unlucky
victim who is placed between two fires.



Late in the afternoon the Yorks received orders to retire; to have remained longer would have meant
annihilation. The troops retired in small sections, Holmes remaining with five men to the last to cover the
retreat of the others.



Holmes was actually the last man to leave the trench. No sooner had he climbed over the parapet than he met
the full brunt of the enemy's fire, which by this time had become fiercer than ever. He had seen many of his
comrades drop to earth, but his brave heart was undaunted. Suddenly, when he had proceeded a few yards from
the trench, he felt his boot clutched and heard his name called.



"For God's sake, save me, Fred!" said a feeble voice.



Holmes paused. There at his feet, unable to move, was one of his chums, his knees shattered by shrapnel.
Holmes had only a brief moment for reflection. To delay meant certain death. The problem was how best to help
the poor fellow. To take him back into the trench was the quickest way out of the difficulty, and the easiest.
Had he done this the Germans would soon have discovered the wounded man, and in all probability would have put
an end to him, in their usual callous and brutal way. Holmes quickly dismissed this plan and decided upon the
nobler and more dangerous course. He 
determined to make a dash with the wounded man to our lines, trusting to Providence to reach them in safety.



He stooped down and gently took the poor fellow in his stalwart arms. He confesses that this in itself was no
light task, since his chum weighed twelve stone. Exerting his full strength Holmes slung the man across his
back. His only thought now was how to escape the bullets. All around him were the British dead and dying,
heroes who had done their bit in the great battle.



A slight drizzling rain was falling; it made the ground slippery, so that when Holmes resumed his dangerous
journey he had the utmost difficulty in avoiding treading on the men who were at his feet. With infinite care
he succeeded in reaching more open ground.



After proceeding about one hundred yards he paused to take breath, for the burden on his back was a heavy
load. At this stage his companion began to complain that Holmes's equipment hurt him. Holmes gently laid the
man down and removed the equipment. Knowing that he might have to make a long
journey before he could reach assistance, he decided at the same time to drop his pack and rifle.



The next few hundred yards were the most difficult, for a fierce hailstorm of bullets and shells raged around.
Holmes could hear them whistling as he staggered painfully along. Had he not been possessed of a splendid
constitution he must have given in, but he was determined at all costs not to give in. So he continued on and
went doggedly forward, with clenched teeth and grim countenance.



On the way he came upon a wounded officer seated on the ground, his head between his hands. The officer looked
up as he heard Holmes approach, and when he saw what the hero was doing suggested to him to leave the man with
him and look after himself. Holmes, having once set his hand to the noble work he had undertaken, was in no
mood to relinquish it, and after resting for a little while bade the officer good-bye and continued his
perilous journey. Yard by yard he plodded steadily along. Then a difficulty of another sort arose, one not
easily surmounted. The poor fellow
he was carrying began to lose heart. Holmes, although in terrible mental anguish himself, had to cheer him all
the weary and dangerous way.



Slowly but surely he made progress. Half a mile, then a mile was passed. Holmes took another rest. Then on
again, until he came to a church flying the Red Cross. The Germans were shelling this, so he picked up his
chum once more and proceeded to another village, where at length he was able to deposit his charge in the
careful keeping of the British Red Cross.



In all, Holmes carried his chum three miles, and every inch of the way was attended by danger from the enemy's
fire. It was certainly one of the most unselfish of the many courageous deeds which it is the purpose of this
book to record.



In order to rejoin his battalion Holmes had now to make another dangerous journey across a fire-swept zone.
His road lay past a hill, at the bottom of which was a British i8-pounder quick-firing gun. The horses were
quietly grazing; the gunners and drivers lay around dead. Near by was a trumpeter, a lad of seventeen, who was
wounded. This lad shouted
that the Germans were coming. Holmes looked round and saw that the enemy were surrounding the gun. Now, the
British soldier has ever had a fondness for guns, and will die rather than let one fall into the enemy's
hands. It was in this spirit that Holmes now performed his second marvellous act of heroism.



Placing the trumpeter on one of the horses, he yoked the team to the gun, then thwacked them with a bayonet he
had picked up, and swung into the saddle. The Germans were all around; some actually grasped at the reins.
Holmes shouted to the horses, and they rushed madly forward. One after another he bayoneted the nearest
Germans, while bullets whistled by his ears. The horse Holmes rode had its right ear shot off. For eight miles
the terrific ride went on until the rear of a British column was reached and all danger passed. The poor
trumpeter had fallen off in the furious rush.



At Lille, on October 13, 1914, Holmes received a shot in the leg which necessitated a stay in hospital in
France and later in England. When sufficiently able to stand the fatigue, he
was given a reception worthy of royalty by his native borough of Bermondsey. He was the man of the hour, and
all sections of the community united in honouring the gallant fellow.



A procession was formed from the station to Bermondsey Town Hall, where Holmes was presented with an
illuminated address and a purse of white Bermondsey leather containing £50, this sum being a part of a fund
which later reached over £250. The hero of the hour rode by the side of the mayor in a carriage. Bands formed
part of the procession, which included Boy Scouts, National Reservists, wounded Belgians, and others. It was
an occasion unique in the annals of Bermondsey.



When decorated by the King, Corporal Holmes was taken to Buckingham Palace in a motor-ambulance. "It was quite
simple," he said afterward. "I was taken in, I saluted, the King then pinned the Victoria Cross on my breast,
and he said to me: 'I thank you very much for your gallant conduct for which this V.C. is awarded.' He shook
my hand, and I came out."


 
