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Nearly Two Hundred Victoria
Crosses Won During the War

Some of Those onWhom This High Honor Was
Conferred for Valor in Battle Have Laid

Down Their Lives

In the course of the great war nearly
900 British and colonial soldiers have
won the Victoria Cross, the greatest
honor that can come to a man who fights
for England. Recently the British In-
telligence Service announced that 1956
officers and men of the land and sea
service had proved themselves worthy
to wear the V. C. Since then at least
two more V. C’s have been won, both by
aviators who accomplished the most
daring of aerial feats, the destruction of
German Zeppelins.

The statement announcing the number
of those who have won the V. C. re-
cited some of the gallant deeds for which
the medal was awarded. Not a few
men have lived to wear the decorations;
to others it was awarded post-humously
for acts that cost them their lives.

Material is being accumulated in
England to enable students of national
characteristics to work on many engross-
ing lines of thought which the develop-
ment of the war has revealed, and an
attempt is being made to trace the life
histories of men who have especially dis-
tinguished themselves by bravery with
the idea of learning something of the
psyscology which counts so heavily in
the stress of fighting. Between the men
who have gained the V. C. by fighting
Zeppelins in the air and the simple boy
hero of H. M. S. Chester, who ,although
badly wounded and surrounded by dead
and dying men, remained standing by
his gun ¢ ‘in case he might be wanted,”
there is a wide range of types. The V.
C. reaches no one merely because he
happened to be of distinguished family ;
intfced, in this war most of the awards
have gone to men of humble station.
Two of them began life so doubtfully
that they ‘“completed their education”
under the enforced discipline of reform-
atories and industrial schools. Others
were quiet-living working-class folk be-
fore the war.

But it is curious to note that nearly
all of them seem to have had a spice
of the English love of games in their
natures—the games in which they learn-
ed to be fearless of physical danger and
careful only for the achievement of what
they had in view. Take the case of
Private James Miller, V. C., of the Roy-

Did it ever occur to you

al Lancashire Regiment, of whom it is
said:

He was a great believer in keeping
cool. They called him: a plodder, and
when he played football he suffered from
“lack of devil” Once he gave a good
hiding to a bigger fellow who had foul-
ed him four times very badly. He was a
silent man and there was nothing in his
life to suggest that he was anything
more than a very respectable, hard-
working paper-mill laborer.

But this is what he did:

Ordered to take an important mes-
sage under heavy shell and rifle fire and
bring back a reply at all costs, he suc-
ceeded in spite of a gaping wound in his
abdomen, which he compressed with his
hand, and failing dead at the feet of the
officer to whom he delivered the mes-
sage. .

One of the new V. C's, Private Veale
of the Devonshire Regiment, once earned
a reward for valor in civil life. He was
a builder by trade, and a great runner.
One day he was working with two, or
three mates on some scaffolding, which
was fixed near the top of a newly erect-
ed building. All at once the scaffold-
ing started to give way, and young
Veale shouted to his mates to get clear
while he stood there. After seeing them
safe he deliberately jumped off the scaf-
fold into a partly built window below.
If he had missed his footing he would
have fallen to the pavement. On the
battlefield Veale cooly went out to a
wonnded officer, who was lying in grow-
ing corn within fifty yards of the enemy,
dragged him to a shell hole, went back
for water, returned, went back again
and brought assistance, and after sever-
al attempts covered an approaching en-
emy patrol with a Lewis gun and saved
the officer.

When King George was at the front
recently, Prvate Thomas Turnbull of
the Worcester Regiment was called out
of the trenches to be spoken to by the
king. Writing home. to his mother he
said, subsequently: “I cannot tell what
passed. I trembled all over.” A few
days later in the middle of fierce fight-
ing he remained with his wounded of-
ficer for three hours under continuous
fire from machine guns and bombs, and,
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although at one time completely cut off,
he held his ground and finally carried
the officer mto the British lines. He
was a painter and paper-hanger by
trade, and an enthusiastic cyclist.

A young Yorkshire man named Don-
ald Simpson Bell was a school teacher
at Harrogate and a footballer. He was|
a leader of young men in the Harrogate|
district at school, and in the army it|
was the same. He was just a big boy
in his play and in his relations to others
outside his work. During an attack, in
a heavy enfilade fire, he crept up a com-
munication trench, followed by two men,
rushed across the open under heavy fire,|
shot the machine gunner, destroyed -the|
gun and personnel with bombs, saving
many lives and insuring the success of
the attack. For this he got the V. C.
He lost his life five days later in a
similar act of bravery.

A Lancashire boy named James Hut-
chinson had a leave early this sumther
and paid a visit to his old school. He
was only a worker in a spinning mill
when the war broke out, and went back
to the school 'with some pride in his
khaki because he had been rather a
duffer and had made good at last. “I
often think,” he said to the school-
master, “of the hidings I have had from
you. It was all my fault. I cannot see
that \it has done me any harm; but if
I could not get on at school I am getting
on very well among the Germans”
Hutchinson went back to the Somme
front and in a few weeks he was “doing
very well” indeed among the Germans.
This is his story of fan attack on the
German trenches, After describing the
terrible rush over the bullet-strewn No
Man’s Land, he says:—

Soon after I reached the German
trenches, quite breathless, but was soon
through a gap in the wire, which our
artillery had cut for us. The first thing
1 saw was a big German firing down the
trench and knocking chalk off the side.
When he had finished his little game
I rushed around the. traverse and put
the bayonet through him.

There was another Boche there, and
when he saw me he commenced to run
toward a dugout, but seemed to slip
back a step, so I promptly got him
through the head. Another was resting
on one knee, and started shouting for
merey, but he paid the same penalty.
I next went around another traverse, and
found three more Germans, and they all
met with the same fate, either with the
bayonet or rifle bullet. Hurrying around
the next traverse I saw about seven
Huns throwing hand grenades at the
lads who had not got in the trenches,
but were fighting along the top.

There was one German left to guard
the traverse, and he tried to throw a
hand grenade at me, but could not get
it ready in time, so I fired a round at
him and hit him. I was dazed for a
second, and did not know whether to
rush him or not, so I shouted to my
party to get round the traverse. I then
reloaded and kept guard while the offi-
‘cer and men behind threw bombs at the
cnemy. A little later we got word to
retire, so I kept guard while my party
got clear of the trenches, and then
mounted the ladder and made my way
back, covering the enemy while the lads
got the wounded in. Of the sixty-three
men in the whole raid twenty-one were
reported missing, twenty-one got back
wounded, and twenty-one answered the
roll call. After the shelling had sub-
sided I was, able to get back to the vil-
lage, and the next day had an interview
with the major general in charge of the
division. An officer took my name and
number and said that I would soon have
something to wear on my breast.

That . “something” is the Victoria
Cross—with its inscription, “For Valor.”

Lieutenant Baxter, a Liverpool man
who has been awarded the Victoria

Proved Acéuracy

is the only ammunition
Canada.

Dominion has stood the test and

made in

When the whirr of the flushing

% partridge or chicken is the first warning of the :
(¥ presence of birds you need a shot shell of proved accuracy and

dependability.

You want ammunition that will

to aim and trigger-pull.

respond instantly

Dominion Shot Shells

have long maintamed

their reputation.

For fast shooting, even pattern and pene-

tration Dominion Canucks
stand alone. :

Imperial, Sovereign, Regal end
Crown ere the other Dominioa Shot
Shells that meet the acouracy test.

The big *“D” ea the box is your
guarantee of proved scsuracy.

Sead todey for our attrective free
banger *‘A Chip of the Old Block’’.

Dominion Cartridge
Co., Limited

801 pryaneportation
Bldg., Montreal.

Take a Dominion
Hand Trap Along

Add interest and vaciety to
your hunting trip. Break
the monotony by a little trap
shooting—the keenest of all
sports. A Dominion Hand
Trap is easily packed in your
grip, elways ready for use
and ocosts but $4.85. Write
we for desoriptive booklotj

= J )

comrades as “the Forty Thieves” be-
cause of the fact that they were never|
known to come back from a raid with-
out a pile of swag in the shape of cap-
tured Germans. One night Baxter took |
his men out under cover of machine gun |
fire. At a critical moment Baxter
tripped and dropped a bomb he was car-
rying. It was when they were nearly
through, and could hear the movements
of a German sentry a few feet away.
Baxter had previously removed the
split-pin, and obviously the lever flew
out and the fuse commenced to fizz.
Within five seconds. it would have ex-
ploded, scattered the/wire party, and
given the whole show away. Scarcely
hesitating to think of the risk, he picked
it up, whipped the case plug out of the
screw, and threw away the detonator,
which went off unnoticed. It was a
fine example of merit, gkillfulness, and
resource. But more was to follow.
| The party cut all the wire that de-
'fended the German trench, and leaped
| into the trench and turmed in single file
i alternately right and left, one section|
led by Sergeant McClelland and the!
|other by Baxter. This trench was very,
| deep, about twelve to fifteen feet, and
it was obvious that there would be
ltrouble in hauling out any fat and un-
willing souvenir of the occasion in the
shape of a prisoner,

The sentry théy had heard was

and as he fell back a bomb was thrown|
out of a dugout and exploded at the|
entrance, fortunately doing the raiders
no damage. Six bombs were sent in by
way of an exchange of compliments,
and more sentries were met and given:
the unhappy dispatch. “They screamed |
like a lot of ould women,” said one man
who was on the spot. he bombers
attended to three more "dugouts, and
afterwards the whole party withdrew,
without noise and confusion, on a pre-
arranged signal being given. They re-
turned to their own trenches to thcl
tune of rapid fire all alonz the whole|
front from the British field guns and
“heavies.”

It was a glorious little exploit, but
sad tidings awaited the party on re-

promptly shot. Another was bayoneted,?

assembling in their own line, for no-
where was the gallant Baxter, = Search|
parties went out for him but without
success. It was certain that he had
climbed . out of the enemy’s trench,!
for he helped to pull up the last man|
of his party, and the only assumption
was that he had been either killed ori
captured on returning there. |

Next day’s battalion orders contained
this fitting tribute to Baxter:—

“Tt was largely owing to this officer’s
pluck, determination, coolness and re-
source that the raid was successful, Dead
or missing, he is a great loss to the bat-
talion.”

That is the story of the Forty Thieves.

Private Albert Hill was a Lancashire
lad engaged in a hat works when the|
war broke out—of small stature, still in
his teens. He won the V. C. at the
Somme and his platoon sergeant; just
invalided home, tells for the first time
the full story of how he did it:

On the night of July 19 we moved
up to the advanced line of attack. It
was three o'clock in the morning when
we got to the bottom, fifteen yards away
from the German trenches. Hill and
myself were alone.. Suddenly two Ger-
mans, both about six; feet tall, surprised
{us. They were making for us when
Hil, as coolly as if hg.had been going to
meet a boxing opponept, sprang at them,
and as quick as lightning bayoneted
them both. . It wasg, one of the finest
pieces of pluck I haye ever seen or read
about; this little fellow, only five feet
three, accounting for two big, burly
Huns. He returned to me as if nothing
had happened; and the next thing we
found was we were sufrounded by some
twenty to twenty-five Germans. Hill re-
marked,  “Sergeant, we look like being
taken prisoners.” I replied: “They will
not take us alive. We will fight for it.”
No sooner said than done. We both
got our bombs, and Hill flung two
‘bombs with~ surprising  accuracy
straight in the midst of them. He kill-
ed about eighteen and wounded and
scattered the rest.

Still he did not think we had done
anything big, and when I suggested he
should go to the right and try to find
some of our company he was ready in-
stantly. He went and reported to the
sergeant, and heard while there that
Captain Scales and a scout were lying
dangerously wounded. Hill at once vol-
unteered to fetch them in. He succeed-
ed in bringing the captain to safety, but
the officer died soon after.

Hill then started to return to me, but
on the way he found two Germans in a
shell hole. How he found them is a
puzzle, for it was dark. He leveled his
rifle at them, and the Huns put up both
hands before this little man, and, as
they always do, pleaded “Mercy kam-
erad.” Hill then took his
down the line, and that was the only
time he thought he had done anything
big. He was proud of his “bag.” He per-
formed all these feats in less than half
an hour.

One particular incident stirred Eng-
land deeply. It was the death of John
Travers Cornwell in the battle of Jut-
land. A boy of sixteen.on H. M. S.
Chester, he was mortally wounded early
in the fight. Nevertheless he remained
standing alone at a most exposed post,
to the end of the action, with the gun’s
crew dead and wounded all around him.
He said simply, when asked why he had
remained there, he thought that he
might be wanted. The boy’s body was
brought back to England and buried
by his parents in a London cemetery.
The British people had not then heard
the story of his death, but when Sir
John Jellicoe’s dispatch was published
telling about young Cornwell’s heroism
‘tl wave of emotion swept over the coun-

ry.

Two months afterwards the coffin
was disinterred and buried with honors
in a new grave, Admiral Lord Beres-
ford is at the head of a movement to
p'm‘p(-tu:\te the boy's memory for all
time. There will be a monument over
lns.gravc: beds will be endowed in
various hospitals for disabled sailors;
cottage homes will be built to accom-
modate fnvana satlors and their families;
naval scholarships will be established for
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the benefit of deserving boys; every
school in England will have Cornwell’s
portrait hanging on its walls, and every
child will be told his story and the sig-.
.nificance of the epitaph, “Faithful unto
death,” that was engraved on the lid of
his coffin.

One man has won the V. C. twice
in the present war. He was still alive
wen last heard from and may yet win
the ‘medal again. Lieutenant John Jacka
of the Fourteenth Battalion of Austral-
ian Infantry is the man. He won the
V. C. first in the fighting at Gallipoli.
He was then a corporal. On. May 18,
1915, the Turks made ‘s’ fierce ‘attack
on the position held by the Australians.
The onslaught was one of the most fur-
jous of the disastrous series of battles
that marked the Gallipoli campaign. It
was necessary to capture a certain part

While we in Canada are bringing in the
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of a Turkish trench and Jacka under-
took to accomplish that, job alone. Kae
got in behind the trench. With his
rifle Jacka shot down five Turks, with
his bayonet he killed two more, and the
three who remained to oppose him he
captured. His achievement saved a part
of the allied line.

On Aug. 5 last Jacka won his V. C.
the ‘second time\ at the battle of the
Somme. He had been promoted to a
lieutenancy and was in command of a
platoon sent to relieve a force of An-
zacs in an advanced trench near Poz-
jeres. In the morning Jacka’s: little
command was attacked by a force of
600 Germans. Only seven of Jacka’s
men, including himself, remained alive
after that charge. These seven decided
to die fighting, even against overwhelm-

at ‘the Germans. They fought like
tigers and were able to keep the Germ-
ans busy until the reserves came up and
the tide turned. It is said that not
a single German of the 600 got away.
Many were killed and some" were cap-
tured.

In any record of the Victoria Cross
one cannot omit the name of Lieuten-
ant Warneford, the first man to destroy
a Zeppelin single-handed. A few days.
after his exploit Warneford was killed
while flying with an American news-
paper man.

Villie’s Advice.
“Your mother tells me that you have
been a very bad boy, Willie.”
“Well, father, you don’t want tosbe-

ing odds.” With bayonets they charged lieve all you hear around this house.”
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