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Foreword
by Fred Hawksley, Professor, Faculty of Education Memorial University of Newfoundland

…Gary has provided powerful new material that will make all of us sit back as we engage with their stories, the sense of loss growing and deepening as one moves through the pages, then the complete loss of words in the moment when the faces of these boys, or as one old soldier calls them these "kids", beam out at the reader in youth and innocence. Soldiers of the Great War but children still, in need of the loving care and safety of a Father figure to look after them and finding it amongst the horror of the trenches in men like Private Howard L. Morry who calls one young boy he takes care of "My little buddy." The young were the ones the Army wanted. They followed orders easily, were easy to condition, and they were of course immortal, like all teenagers. Gary has made these forgotten children of Newfoundland live again, and has helped us to know them in the context of their teenage playground of trenches, mud, blood and horror of the Great War. In our hearts and .minds now, as we near the centennial of the Great War, they have ^become, through Gary's careful research and poignant imagery, the heavenly stars of the forget-me-not flower. They had no chance to blossom into the tenacious Newfoundlanders they might have become, to return and take their place, like the forget-me-not, to cling to the hard and unforgiving rock of their beloved island home.
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"Boy Soldiers" pictured with other members of the

Newfoundland Regiment circa 1914 (Courtesy of Morry Family)
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The next point for consideration is why did the military want teenagers for the very tough, demanding and dangerous job of soldiering? British war historian Richard Van Emden, in his ground​breaking book Boy Soldiers of the Great War made some interesting observations: teens were very susceptible to propaganda; they were more willing to take orders; teens often believed in their indestructibility; and they had a general incomprehension of risk or danger.

I often think what wonderful kids they were. You take a lot of them were sixteen, seventeen and eighteen years old. I was thirty years old when I signed up in the Regiment. I was one of the old fellows and I often wondered at the bravery of them little kids. No stopping them at all, go wherever they were sent, do whatever they were told and laugh about it. (Private Howard L. Morry describing young soldiers he served with in the Great War)
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Private H. Morry (2nd row, 3rd from right) with Boy Soldiers
Chapter Five
First Deaths and "Baptism by Fire"
Poor Little Kids!...........Private Howard L. Morry
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Carew brothers of St. John s who served with Regiment WWI
- David, William and John (Courtesy of Royal Canadian Legion-Kelligrews, NL
Young David Carew was mentioned in Private Howard Morry's diaries. (Thanks to Chris Morry for his permission to use his grandfather's diaries, an archival treasure on the Morry Family website):
My little buddy Davey Carew was killed by a sniper. He forgot and stood up to straighten his pack and lost his life by doing so. He was just 18, and only the night before he asked me if he could share his blanket with me because he felt lonely. I suppose that being older than him he thought he was OK when he was with me. I missed him a lot. The next day his two brothers and I buried him under a big oak tree... .Four or five of the young kids always hung around me; I was ten or twelve years older than them, and used to knocking around, and they seemed to think I'd keep them safe. Poor little kids. They were Dave Carew, Billy Short, Chan (Buchanan) Freebairn, and Harold Andrews. Chan died of some kind of fever on the Peninsula — only lived one day after having been taken out of the trenches. (http://webJncf.ca/fr307/howard_morry.htm.Howard)
Private Morry of the Royal Newfoundland Regiment was invalided to Wandsworth Hospital in England just after the Battle of Beaumont-Hamel due to a variety of ailments related to trench warfare, and he never saw active service again in WW1. He returned home to Ferryland where he managed a lucrative family fishing business. Morry has been described as a wonderful raconteur, a teller of tall tales and a prodigious diarist.
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Following the war, some survivors credited Hadow with getting the Regiment up to scratch and battle-ready, albeit under very trying and anxious circumstances. Newfoundlanders, long known for their story telling ability through song and verse created a ditty about Hadow during WW1:

I'm Hadow, some lad-o,
Just off the staff,
I command the Newfoundlanders,
And they know it — not half;
I'll make them or break them, I'll make the blighters sweat,
For I'm Hadow, some lad-o,
I'll be General yet.
(Nicholson. The Fighting Newfoundlander}
In his diary, Private Howard Morry described an incident in which Lt. Col. Hadow had the men marching around in full battle order on a troop carrier ship, soon to be bound for France from the Mediterranean, causing them to get blisters on their feet. Morry said the Regiment's doctor intervened and suggested to Hadow that the marches stop immediately, and they did.
Our Colonel was Hadow a son of a bitch who was over troops in India all his life. Thought common soldiers were dogs or something. But we taught him different. We had a song about him...We would sing this on route marches, when we got 'March easy.' He sure hated our guts, and 'twas mutual,' but there was not a thing he could do about it. He gave us very long route marches over desert, and we, being worn out from Gallipoli, were not able to take it. He was very unpopular; the men did not like him like other C.O.'s or General Cayley, who was our idol. (Howard L. Morry Diary. Morry Family)
Chapter Ten

Massacre - The Battle of Beaumont-Hamel
— The front was like a butcher shop in hell...

.... Private Howard L. Morry
Page 67

Private Howard Morry wrote a compelling account of what he observed at the July 1,1916, massacre of the Newfoundland Regiment during the Battle of Beaumont-Hamel, and its after-effect on some of the "Boy Soldiers:"

It was a grand thing that mothers couldn't see how their sons died the way that they did. Boy! That was an awful site; the front line was like a butcher-shop in hell, with our wounded dragging themselves in and falling down in the trenches. All day long we were watching through glasses, and any of our chaps moving from anywhere they were lying, the Germans would shoot them. The big pieces of tin on their backs that was meant to spare life cost the lives of many of our chaps that day.

About 2 pm (July 2nd) Martin Kent and I were sent out to headquarters to bring in a draft of 13 men that had just arrived. And what a sight it was for these poor devils of kids fresh from home (Newfoundland). When we came to the first dead lying around and then the field hospital, with hundreds lying around, and the doctors and the Red Cross guys with their white suits blood all over, some of the kids got sick, others began to sweat and one kid turned and ran away. We let him go and never reported him, except to say he was missing, he came back three days afterward, and was a real good soldier. Poor kid. (Private Howard L. Morry Diary. Morry Family)
