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Introduction

On 1 July, 1994 l attended my first Memorial Service for the Newfoundland Regiment and those who lost their lives at Beaumont Hamel, I found the experience very moving and I felt great guilt that I had not attended a service before, I also felt sadness and anger that so few people attended such an honourable Memorial, it was a shock really. Then I realised that this was only my first and if not for two events that has happened recently, I, sadly to say, probably would not have attended in 1994 either. First, I read a book called The Danger Tree by David MacFarlane and secondly, I took a course in University relating to the First World War. Though, I had known about Beaumont Hamel and the Newfoundland Regiment a little, I realised how little I had thought about the war and Newfoundland's p1ace in it. In reality I was ignorant about the war as many Newfoundlanders still are. This has to change and this paper is at least for me, is a start.

'Twas a great experience. Now I still can see in the minds eye those that never came back like they were in life. Laughing boys full of fun and devilment and when I look at my buddies that did come back a lot of them just moping along broken in health and real old and bent looking I often wonder who had the best of it. Those who did not come back or those who did.

Howard L. Morry

3 August, 1957

74 years old.

Like all of Newfoundland, the call to war was answered on the Southern Shore as well. From the nearest census (1911), the total population of the Southern Shore was 5,793 consisting of 5,639 Roman Catholic, 149 Church of England and five others
 The total relevant male population (fifteen to thirty age group), for the Shore was 683 males
. Sixty-two men served in the First World War.
 The greatest commitment to any war, from a community on the Shore, has been Ferryland. Ferryland’s population in 1911 was 478 in which there were sixty-four males in the fifteen to thirty age group.
 There were fifteen men from Ferryland who served in the war. For some the commitment to king, country, and freedom was undeniable.
A prime example of such obligation is the Morry family from Ferryland. Howard L. Morry served in Second Platoon, C. Company, 29th Division, during the First World war. Howard's father, Thomas  Graham Morry served with the British forces in the Boer War
 and Howard son's William and Reginald, both served in the Second World War.
Howard Morry
 and the Newfoundland Regiment left Liverpool on the Majestic in 1914. The men slept on deck through the Mediterranean, as they found the heat very difficult to adapt to. Not surprising, in that the Regiment had come from England and Newfoundland. When the Newfoundland's reached Suez, Howard, who had an aunt there requested to the Colonel for a pass to go ashore to visit her. When the Colonel heard this however he only laughed. The Colonel retorted that it was amazing the amount of relatives belonging to his soldiers at Suez, as he had numerous requests to go visit "relatives." Howard persisted and when he got a friend of his mothers, Captain George Carthy to vouch for him, the Colonel gave Howard and his cousin Pte. Montgomery Windsor, from Aquaforte, Southern Shore, a 24 hour pass, Howard and Monty left to visit Howard's aunt. The two men spent several hours ascertaining where the house was, but finally they ended up in the European Quarter of Suez, and Howard's aunt's home. At first the two men were extremely uncomfortable in the large fancy house.
Mont and I were brought into a big room with about eighty people, all in evening' cloths. We sure felt uncomfortable as we were not used to mixing with High Society, especially when we saw the array of knives, forks and spoons each of us had.
After a "drink or two" however the two men did very well. In the morning, Howard and Monty were given 1,000 cigarettes which they gave most away to their chums as they did not smoke very much. The other men on the ship were entraining for Cairo when Howard and Monty returned the next day. The trip to Cairo was long and on the train the men suffered badly from the heat. To escape the heat some of the men would go out and sit between the rail cars.
I used to go out and sit between the cars, till I'd get sleepy then go back in the cars and stick it out for another while. One of our fellows, Haniford from St. Johns fell asleep while sitting between the cars and fell off the train. Luckily he was not hurt and joined us afterward in the Peninsula.

On their arrival in Cairo the men were still having difficulty adjusting to the oppressive heat. In their barracks at Abbasieh the men would lie in the hallway with their mouths pressed to the gratings in a desperate attempt to catch some air circulation. In Cairo the Newfoundland Regiment met the Australians. To say that the Aussies and the Newfoundland's got along would surely be an understatement. The Australians who were more familiar with the area (they had arrived first), insisted to take the Newfoundlander's around and show them the tricks, such as riding the street cars without paying.
 The Australians then took the boys into a bar for some Egyptian beer that the Aussies called "camels piss," Howard tended to agree with that observation. The next stop for the Newfoundland/Australian connection was the Shepherd's Hotel. "To the horror of our and the English officers, as t’was out of bounds, for privates." This did not stop the Newfoundlanders or the Aussies who went straight on in and had a few drinks of "real beer." Shortly however some R, B's (?) showed up to arrest the Newfoundland Pte's who had broken the British Army code of conduct.
 When the Newfoundland's moved on to Fort Tewrick they again met with more Australians, and once again trouble soon ensued.
I remember a bunch of Aussies meeting us and taking us off to have a few drinks. They liked us as we were about the same extraction… The first bar we came to was reserved for sergeants and you should see the horrified look on the faces of these Regular Army Sergeants, to see a bunch of privates, sitting around the tables and drinking at the bar. They soon tried to drive us out which created a kind of Donee Brook fair. Before we went, one of the Aussies drew back two folding doors and there was a big room with two tables all laid out with all kinds of food. The sergeants were having some kind of do. Four of the Aussies led by a big fellow named Fagan got up and deliberately walked the whole length of them with their big army boots on and not a bit particular about what they kicked over. When they get to the far end, one of them jumped upon the Grand Piano and did a breakdown while his chum played for him. Then the four of them linked arms and walked off singing, 'Australia will be there,' A wild bunch but they were good fighters.

The antics of the Australians did not bother the Newfoundlanders in the least, it would in fact be difficult to find a more accommodating crew for such mischief than the Newfoundland's. There can be know doubt however that the Australians and Newfoundlanders shared a strong comradeship and passion of spirit, In the Memoirs of Howard Morry it seems clear how much Howard thought of his Australian comrades.

I read a poem an Australian wrote when leaving the Peninsula. They hated to leave it and their dead behind them. The poem was called, The shake of a dead man’s hand, it seems this guy's brother was killed and during the shelling his hand was uncovered and the brother shook it as he was passing out of the trench. They called us the Little Newfoundlanders.

The fun however, soon came to an abrupt halt for both the Aussies and Newfoundland's, they were off to the Dardanelles, There the Australians faced their own pearl in Anzac Cove, the greatest tragedy in Australian history, A similar fate was awaiting the Newfoundland's later at the Somme. Howard recalled the shift to the Dardanelles.
I remember, one morning I was in the Hospital when an officer came along and said 'boys we are off to the Dardanelles, whose coming.' We all stepped forward except two. I often think what a foolish thing I did. I still was unwell and had dysentery
 in the peninsula until the day after the storm.

Howard battled dysentery for almost as long as the Newfoundland Regiment was at the Dardanelles. When he left England Howard Morry was 213 pounds, when he left the Dardanelles he was 124. He held his post the whole time. It was at the Dardanelles the Newfoundlander's first saw the trenches and life in the trenches was the worst.
We were beginning to think then we were forgotten for more than half were down with dysentery or fever and there was no relief, no reinforcements coming. No matter how sick you were medicine and duty were all you got....The days were awfully hot and the nights cold. We'd lay in the bottom of the trench so the sun could not shine on us. The heat, flies and lice were something awful, The flies would pile up in bunches wherever there was moisture; in the corner of your mouth, your nostrils and eyes would be covered with them. You could not keep them away. When you opened a can of beef, t’was black with flies before you could eat a bite. The lice were so thick that anyone with hairy bodies (and I was one of these unfortunates), would spend most of their time scratching, When you had the putties on, when you'd loosen them to rake them off, your legs would be covered a thick as they could stow, we were issued with knitted body belt for to ward off cholera but we had to discard them or be eat off in the middle.

To avoid the trenches Howard Morry and others volunteered for every sort of detail such as listening, reconnoitring and bombing patrols. “Listening patrol, you'd go out through the gap which extended out sometimes for 200 yards into no mans land and extend to the right and left so many paces between each man, watch and listen, lest the enemy would try and steal over to make a night attack on the lines. Bombing patrol, go over to enemy lines and chuck in a few bombs, where you thought they would do the most good." It was an awful job because once the bombs went off, no mans land was turned into a mass of shell bursts, machine gun fire, and rifle fire. All one could do was get deep in a shell hole and wait till things quieted down before you'd try to get back to your own lines again."
At the Dardanelles Howard was often detailed on the ration party. These men were responsible for bringing food supplies. One instance during the Newfoundland's stay in the Dardanelles a terrible storm struck and there was much flooding.

I was sent to guard the rum. It was stacked in a ravine and done around with barbed wire but the flood coming down the valley from the salt lake struck it and scattered it all over creation. Well! 1 was up there on the hillside all alone walking back and forth to see that no stragglers came along and got at it. It was raining and blowing and lightening like hell and black as the inside of a cow, when suddenly i tripped over something. I stooped down and felt a rum box. I got out the bayonet, ripped the cover off, took out the two gallon jars, went down and hid it under a rock up on the hillside. I took the cork out of the other one and my what a drink! I sure must have took a pint that first drink as I was right thirsty and 'twas the first cold drink that I had for months. I filled my water, took another swig out of it and went and hid it. By that time the world was beginning to be a lovely place. No rain or thirst or lice or anything, Quartermaster McNeil heard me singing and went into the dugout and said ‘Morry must be gone nuts, he's singing like a lark over there..." He, McNeil was a good trump and never turned us in.

Howard believed the men of the Newfoundland Regiment thought allot about their own officers. "We had some wonderful sergeants, among them Joe Mckinley, Charlie Watson and Ed Higgins….The Newfoundlanders may have thought greatly of their own officers, however, the same could not be said of the commanding Colonel over the Newfoundland Regiment, Colonel Hadow. The men hated him.
Our Colonel now was Hadow, a son of a bitch who was over troops in India all his life and thought privates were lax (?) or something but we thought him something different.

I'm Hadow, some laddo

I just come off the staff

I'm in charge of the First Newfoundlanders

They know it not half

I'll march them

I'll drill them

I'll make the beggars sweat

I'm Hadow some laddo

I'll be General yet

We would sing this when we got to march easy on route marches and he sure hated our guts but there was not a thing he could do about it He gave us very long route marches over the desert and we being worn out from Gallipoli were not able to take it, He wasn't loved by the men like Colonel Burton was or General Cayly who was our idol.

After a few weeks of this the men boarded a ship for France, "we thought of the rest we were going to get on board. Sez you First thing after role call, so many of us were detailed to fall in with full marching order and were made march around the deck for a full hour till our feet ached something awful." A few days later however the mens feet had become blistered and on the advice from the doctor, to "Hadow's disgust," the march was discontinued. The Newfoundlanders landed at Marseilles and travelled in cattle cars to the Somme.
They put us off the train in billets, old barns, all holes and no fires and we still in kaki drill shorts.

In the morning the Newfoundland's started off for the front line. They marched to Louvencourt, then a day or so later moved on to Beaumont Hamel, Anchu and Mallet. Immediately the Newfoundlanders started to bring up shells to the front line, in the night. During the day they were drilled and were acquainted with gas attacks and fire from the Stokes guns as well as "all the other horrors, so that we would not get scared when we got acquainted with the real thing."
I'll always remember the first night we went into the trenches. it was snowing a little and freezing and to make it worse about eighteen inches of water with a scum of ice on top. By the time we ---- (?) into our part of the line we were chilled to the bone. No one can imagine the sufferings in the trenches. We were wet to the knees and cold, standing in water up to our knees then we'd get on the fjrestep for a half an hour at a time.
The weeks leading to the major attack on the Somme the Newfoundlands trained hard while down from the line. Advancing in different formations, word passing, going through a gas chamber and drilling with them. The gas masks were not allot of fun as Howard related "after a half an hour of it you'd sell your soul for one breath of fresh air," Even under trying circumstances the Newfoundlanders would find some thing to have fun with
We were in the open drilling learning to advance, extending six paces from each other, run so far, lie down and keep your formation. If the officer passed on an order from the right to the left you can imagine after the order passed through 200 different men how changed it could be. I was on the left of the advance and the officer on the right sent this order. 'Open rapid fire at the house on the left and prepare to advance.' when it came to me it was, 'can you lend me three and four pence I'm going to a dance..., 'That evening we had to listen to a long talk on the seriousness of changing an order. After that they came along pretty near what they were intended to be.
With all the preparations for the big advance the men were expecting the call every day to go over the top. On the 28 June many of the Newfoundlanders attended a church service at Louvencourt, "There were over 300 of us in the church yard, there were quite a number of graves of young men from eighteen to twenty-one killed in August 1914 and the women and girls in church cried openly in the church. I guess we reminded them of their own sons and brothers and loved ones who had been killed. When we marched off for the front line they lined the streets and waved to us. A few days afterward there were only a few of us left."
In hindsight today, Howard Morry's recollection of the women crying because the Newfoundland's reminding them of their loved ones is probably correct however, these women had surely attended pre-battle services before and they knew that not all would return. It seems that not only the women of Louvencourt felt the impending doom about to befall the Newfoundland's, some of the soldiers did as well.
It's strange that some chaps seemed to know they weren't coming back from the drive…Mike Flynn, a lovely kid from Central Newfoundland wrote about a dozen letters that night, I asked him what he wrote so many letters for and he said these were the last he'd write and he sure seemed like a doomed man. I tried to jolly him along but he could not seem to throw off depression that was on him... Laughing, carefree Jimmy Howard said 'the bullet that kills one kills two, strange to say, his mother died a few days after she heard he was killed, Then there was Joe Penny of Carbonear who was engaged to my sister. That evening he came to me with a letter and ring and said 'give these to Trixie when you get home. 'I said 'why not you keep them, you'll see her as soon as me' but he said 'no I'm not going back.' He was also killed, he could have been discharged but would not take it.

The men marched in at night and Howard remembered the songs that they sang as they marched easy nearing the line. Songs like, "My little Grey Home in the West, The long, Long Trail A winding, When the Great Red Dawn is Shining. When you were a Tulip and

wore a big Red Rose, Bach home on the Farm, and Goodbye Rachael_

In a move that probably spared Howard Morry's life, on 30th of June he was picked among others to bring up rations as the troops advanced the next day, "but there was no advance so we never left the trenches except to go back to head quarters with messages and feed the very few that got back to the line."
Well the morning of the first of July was lovely once the ground fog cleared away but the advance that was scheduled for 7am was postponed till 9am. The officers all synchronized their watches and then began counting nine minutes to go, eight minutes to go and so on and each minute seemed like an eternity. Bye and Bye the officers said 'This is it boys over we go," and there were only us ration party and a very few others left in the line. The very minute they went over the top all hell broke loose, the Germans sure were ready and waiting. You could see nothing but shell bursts and men and sods going up in the air and the machine guns were mowing them down. My cousin Victor Carew from Cape Broyle and I got together then and started out and you could hear the bullets from the machine guns swishing along at our feet.
We with the others were told to come back as there was no rations needed. The officers knew then that the advance was a failure and that our regiment was wiped out.

Howard Morry refers to his cousin Victor Carew that day 1 July. A few days after the Newfoundland Regiment was annihilated, Victor wrote a letter home to his sister in Cape Broyle. The composition of the letter reveals something of war and it's affect on people.

Somewhere in

France

July

Dear Mary

I received your letter hut I hadn't time to write before I come out of the trenches last night we had one officer and a man we lost nearly all we had the last time we were in poor Matt Rositer is missing I can't say if he is killed are not I suppose ye have the news home by this time it will be quite a shock for Newfoundland when the hear the news about all the poor fellows being killed I had a letter from Bessy but did not get the socks yet I just had a letter from Mother and Mrs. John Coady it is quite lonesome here now all my chums are gone I suppose it will be my turn next I don't much care I am satisfied to die for my King and Country wats wrong with Derry he never answered my letter how is poor old John and Annie getting on and George and Jim Margaret Austin I suppose ye have fine times in Cape Broyle with the bankers write soon and tell me all the news.

British Expeditionary Force
D Company 1560

V Carew

The phrases used by Victor indicate the level of trauma on the men who had survived. The letter had but one sentence, as well it must be noted the fragmentation of Victor Carew's thought, The letter jumping from the horror of the battle not caring if he lives or dies, to "I suppose ye have fine times in Cape Broyle with the bankers, write soon. The splintered thought of Victor Carew should be more than understandable however, for it is amazing that the horror over the next few days, after 1 July, did not set the remaining men mad.

Our line and the communication trenches and the reserves were all smashed level and we made shelter in the deepest part of the trenches we could find but there were very few places not blown down. The ground in front t’was all smoking and all shell holes and  the groans and cries of the wounded were awful to hear. The wounded began crawling and dragging themselves in now, and at noon time the front trench was like a butcher shop in hell. All the wounded that could were coming watching the chance when a shell would explode and throw up dust, then they'd crawl a few yards…as the Germans would snipe any wounded soldier they saw moving. At about 2pm Martin Kent and I were sent out to headquarters to get a draft of thirteen men that had just arrived and what a sight it was for those kids fresh from home…some of them got sick, more started to sweat and one chap turned back and ran like a deer. We let him go and he turned up three days afterward and turned out to be a good soldier. Poor kid.
During the night the cries of the wounded would die down and "things were so quiet it was almost unearthly coming on nightfall." The men used field glasses about an hour before dark to try and see where the wounded were
 and at night they went out to bring in the wounded. At night it was hard to find their comrades as they kept quiet. The reason why was revealed when one of the wounded brought in told that the Germans were coming out in the night and bayonetting any of the wounded they saw.
It was an awful job climbing into a shell hole and feeling around among the dead to see if any were alive and the awful chill when you'd lay your hand on any exposed part of a dead man, We were almost over to the German lines and twas nerve wracking watching the star shell and flares go up from the German lines, and keeping still till they died down._ After the wounded were brought in we started bringing in the dead but we were pretty exhausted and stunned by what had happened to us and after a few hours we were called in and told to go into the dugouts and get some sleep.

The men stayed in the line for five days, reinforced by fifty or sixty men. "We left to go out on the morning the fifth and what a day that was. Memories of all the kids you had lived with in the heat, cold, wet, in the trenches, on patrol and raids all gone." On the way out from the hell of Beaumont-Hamel, amazingly, the Newfoundland's still found their spirit.
We were not marching just dragging along when someone got hold of a few cheap accordions and put one in front and one in centre and one in the rear and they all struck up The Banks of Newfoundland' and what a change. We all woke up and marched like

Conquerors

Ten days later the men were back in the trenches and the first thing they had to do was finish burying their dead comrades, it was a terrible job.
You can't imagine or no tongue can tell the swell of these bodies. We had to take the equipment off them, search their pockets for letters, money, etc., their identification disks etc.... They were just awful to look et. We'd just dig a hole near them put on our gas masks, put our picks over the far side of them and roll them in the hole. The worst was taking off the belt for when you'd open up their belt the gas would whistle o…
22 July the men came out of the line again for a rest and a refit. By this time some reinforcements had arrived and "we veterans of the first bunch were urged to get the new bunch trained on the skeletons of the old bunch." The war that was supposed to be over by Christmas 1914 was now chewing up men, men hardly trained to face such destruction, but in hindsight today, training mattered little.

Even the wounded, those that could walk were sent back into duty before they were capable of withstanding. The route march out of the trenches was to Louvencourt.

On that route march one of my buddies returned to us after being wounded on the 1 July, Mark Guy, a ruddy faced, blue eyed, happy boy and he sure had grit. He had two bullet wounds in the left breast just above the heart, went right through him and here he was after just three weeks back with us again. That is one of the things the shortage of reserves did. Lots of guys who are dead should be alive…after half an hour or so I noticed him bumping off me n.ow and then as we were marching. He was in the same four Iwas in. I said to him 'are you tired Mark.' The perspiration was coming off him in a river and you could see he was out on his feet but pure determination and grit kept him going.... The first rest we took. Mark opened his collar and showed us his wounds. They were red and chafed from his back strap. I wanted him to let me tell the Captain and he would not. He said "no by gee they sent me back fit and I'm not going to give in. We fell in again and after a quarter of an hour he just could not walk... The next morning he was marked for hospital and looked pretty sick but he smiled, shook hands with us and wished us luck and that was the last of Mark. He died a short time after.

The men marched for six days in full marching order 150 miles to Belgium. "Then we came to Ypres and before we came to the reviewing stand, our band struck up the 'Banks of Newfoundland' and we marched in with our heads in the air swinging along like we had just come off parade instead at coming right out of the trenches in the Somme and marching 150 miles non-stop to Belgium."

For Howard Marry however, life in the army was coming to an end. He was very sick with trench fever and getting worse and worse. "My mind was in a kind of haze, i can just remember going in the Ypres Salient." When out of the line the Newfoundlanders were billeted in the basement of what was a University in the town of Ypres. After about two weeks Howard was in bad shape with trench fever again and lay for a week in the basement of the University, at times totally alone at night.
The sewerage was all mucked up with shell fire and there was about two feet of water all over the floor. I could not move hand or foot and lost track of time down there. It was dark, damp, cold, and lonely especially when they all went out on fatigue at night. I used to be scared to death of the rats that were swimming around in hundreds and climbing the iron bunks looking for scraps of food in the bunks. I often thought I'd lose my mind I was so nervous of the rats and not being able to move. All the fellows were good and left me plenty of candles lit around my bunk where I could look and see all the rats swimming around and yell at them if they came

near. 

Howard fell asleep and when be awoke, he was on a stretcher being brought up top by two Red Cross men. "'Twas just before day and 'twas foggy and cold and dark and I was sick and didn't give a damn if lived or died. I had it." Howard was laid on the ground
with some other sick men and a gas masks were put on them. Well you can imagine how I felt Rheumatic Fever, lying on a stretcher on the ground, gas shells bursting around and no way to help yourself. I never felt so helpless in all my life,

Howard Morry ended up in Wandsworth Hospital in London until he recovered enough to be sent home in 1917, he had spent three years in the Great War. There have been many articles, books, and the like written on the First World War and the Newfoundland Regiment, This text was not intended to be a scholarly attempt to interpret the war, why it happened, the strategy of Generalship, and the like. What this paper does, I hope, shows the common soldier caught up into something of which he had little control. The war, and its devastation brought out, horror, fear, sickness and death but war also brought out some of the finer things of life as well. Strength, determination, duty, comradeship, and yes, even laughter.

The sad reality of today is how we as Newfoundlanders have forgotten, not only this war and these gallant men, we have lost our pride in ourselves. The pride can be regained however, only we have to reach back to attain it, back to 1 July 1916. 1 July is Memorial day in Newfoundland, not, Canada Day, Memorial Day. We cannot, we must not forget this. Something must be done or the words of songwriter Eric Bogle will ring true, "some day knowone will march there at all.
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� The Australian trick for riding the street car for free was simple, boot the conductor off the car, which they promptly did. In this instance about fifty Newfoundlander's and six Aussie took the car to the end of town where it was left, The boys were off to the Pyramids.


� Howard Morry, "We could not be seen walking even with Non�-coms, who were your friends at home. We did not bother about keeping away from our Non-coms,"


� On the way down through the Mediterranean almost all of the thousands of men on the ship had diarrhoea, they suffered badly. There was a Battalion of English troops on board, the Warwicks. These men were all middle aged and some had served twenty-one years in the army. They were on their way to Khartoum on garrison duty. The Warwicks suffered greatly, and many were lost. The doctor blamed it on poisoned food.


� # 1568 Victor Carew was killed on the 20 November, 1917 in an attack on the St. Quentin Canal during the battle of Cambrai. Because he has no known grave, his name is commerated on the Beaumont Hamel Memorial. ' His brother Vincent Carew # 3140, was killed in the same battle on 10 July, 1917.


� "The gaps in the wire cut for the advance were piled high with our dead in all shapes and forms and twas an awful sight to see."








