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The Hornton Chapel Roll of Honour of Men
Who Served their Country in The Great War

Ernest Miles Royal Flying Corps. Steward of this Parish.

Rowland Miles  Bucks Tank Corp. Organist and S.S. Teacher
John Sumner  Royal Warwickshire  Steward of this Church

John H. Webb Canadian Infantry A worker of this Church

James Turner  Royal Warwickshire A member of Chapel com.
Willie Colman Oxon & Bucks A member of this Church
Emmanuel Freeman Queens Own Oxford Regiment A member of the Choir i died
Reginald Cassel Canadian Infantry Local Preacher & S.S. Teacher
Joseph Hillman Royal Field Artillery A member of P.M. Band
Walter Cassel Hants A member of P.M. Band

John Gilkes Royal Field Artillery A memberof P.M. Band

Eli Gilkes Machine Gun Corps. A member of P.M. Band

John Gardner Royal Naval Air Service A member of P.M. Band
Lewis Griffiths Army Service Corp. A member of P.M.Band

Tom Hillman Canadian Infantry A member of P.M.Band

Laurence Exvans Army Service Corps

Oscar Beesley Army Veterinary Corp.

Edgar Grimstone Oxon & Bucks

William England

Not on Chapel list -
Osmand Robbins
Sid Colman

Alfred Gilkes

George Burden



Emanuel Freeman of Hornton T more about his family and descendants

By Rob Freeman, The Green, Hornton

AMy grandfather was Charles Arthur Freeman, the sec¢
went to America about the time of the Gold Rush. His mother died and his father remarried and produced

another eight sons and two daughters. Emanuel, who was killed in the First World War, was one of the

eight sons by the second marriage.

AThere is a stone in Balscote churchyard with his ¢
grandparentsd®é names.
i E maehhadtwosonsi Nel son, born in 19120, and Arthur Willia

From the Parish Records, Barbara Greenhalgh has noted that Nelson was married to Chrissie Annie Jeffs
from Bodicote, daughter of a blacksmith.

iABi |l | t bdddvague mamery of a man in uniform coming to the cottage when he was very young,
which would probably have been his father on leave during WWI.

nBil |l was born in the cottage on The Green, now cal
lived in it until his death in 2003. His occupation throughout his life was as a stonemason and we have
sever al examples of his work. o



More about John Robbins, one of the Hornton men who died

By his grandson David Robbins and wif e Diana, of Monks Risborough - and still regular visitors to
Hornton to this day, even though they moved from the vil
David recalls and has checked with his family:

ASt onemason John was ahesecoodsonfof shepherd WillidnmaandeSaraha n d
Robbins of West End Cottages, Hornton- where the family grew up.

nSarah was a Hi cks by birth and was brought up
turn from The Green.

AJohn mar r iAmy nde Ergland (sife evas from Ratley) at the Methodist church in
Church Lane, Banbury. They lived at in Spring Cottage, West End and they also had five children.
They kept chickens and pigs in the back yard, where the bungalow is today.

AJohn walgvolanteer.éA&36, he was killed among the trenches on the first day of a
sustained attack on Turkish forces along the Gallipoli peninsula. Inadequate artillery support
brought a huge sacrifice of lives to little purpose. the Hampshire lost 18 officers a nd 224 other
ranks on that day.

Aiwhen John Robbins died the youngest of his [Fi
father at home, Grandma Sarah played a big part in helping to support the family and some of the
children had to be boarded out to other relatives. My father, Ron, stayed in Hornton and lived with

his grandma for quite some time, while his sister Brenda stayed at home in Hornton. Doris went to
live in Bournmouth with a relative of Amy, on the England side of the family. Fred and Bill went to

live at Coventry with another relative and stayed there through their school years and until they
married. Freddie is buried in Hornton Church graveyard (he died in 1974) as is his mother, Amy.

AMy Ffather sai d t hat | beWaaasd thingsiwere verg tightt! thiokghg | e a
mother, Amy, used to earn some money as a seamstress. Grandma Amy died at the age of 71 in
1953.0

John Robbins:

Date & Place of Death: 6 August 1915, Helles Front, Gallipoli
Rank: Private Service Na: 17201
Regiment/Service: Ox & Bucks Light Infantry, then Hampshire Regiment 2nd Bn
Medals: Star, Victory Medal, British War Medal



A little more on John Cornelius Wells, one of the Hornton men who died

Paul Burden is a descendent of John Wells,
one of the Hornton men who died in World War I.
Sadly, John is one of those about whom we have
managed to find out very little.

Knowing we were short of material relating to John,
Paul kindly caught up with his relative,
Beryl Wells, of Middleton Cheney.
When the conversation got round to John Wells,
Beryl l et him borrc
a Record Office note that came with
the medals and his dog tag.

They are all pictured here.




More about William Cawley, one of the Hornton men who died

Horntonian, Graham Vint, visited some of the WWI battlefields in spring 2014.

He sent the information we had on William Cawley to Pam and Ken Linge who manage and maintain the
Thiepval Memorial 'information of the fallen' pages for visitors to find their relat ives.

We knew that William Cawley was killed on the Western Front at the age of 36 and is commemorated on
the Thiepval Me mor i al in Picardy, France. Now we

William Cawley:

Private, 18421, 11th Battalion, Royal Warwickshire Regiment
Died 13th August 1916, aged 36

Born in Hornton, Oxfordshire.

Son of Hugh William and Isabel Cawley (nee Cripps). William was a shepherd. They
had at least six children:

- Ann Fields Cawley (b. 1878)

 William Cawley (b. 1880)

- Thomas Cawley (b. 1881, d. 1881)

- Isabel Cawley (b. 1883)

- Emma Cawley (b. 1886, d. 1897)

= Oscar Charles Cawley (b. 1888)

Resident of Hornton.
Enlisted at Banbury, Oxfordshire.
Formerly Private 23812, Somerset Light Infantry.

His brother Oscar Charles Cawley served as Private 13787, 7th Battalion, Ox and
Bucks Light Infantry.

Thiepval Memorial
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With the kin d permission of: Sally Buchan, West End, Hornton

John Buchan

Sally Buchanos h uWiliaa datheswalsAigd/Buichan, 3rdrBaron Tweedsmuir,1916-2008) who saw
distinguished service as an RAF pilot in WWII.

Williamds f at her hanaPaguadby il leealth, Jobrhwas uBable to join up in 1914 but he wrote his
many-volumed History of the Great War, served on Gener al Haigbs staff, was
first Director of Information.

WWI was a major influenceonhiswr i t i ng. Hi s famoWNs neoBelepsdThewaShipubyi
1915, Hi s 1919 novel AMr Standfasto included power f ul i mpr

When John wrote fAiThese for Remembranceo andinh9daditwas f ew ¢
never intended for general readership. Fortunately, for readers interested in an intimate look at a sample of the cost
of the Great War, these personal memoirs were published in a general edition in 1987.

Addressed to his four children, Buchan's Preface movingly sets the stage for the six profiles that follow. 'In these

short chapters | have tried to set down how those frier
have ever had more lovable, more brilliant, more generous, mor e gal |l ant friendsé. So | v
memory of the war because of the price that was paid for victory -victory for you.'

The friends he paid tribute to were Tommy Nelson, killed in action at Arras in April1917; Bron Lucas, shot down

over enemy lines in November 1916; Cecil Rawling, killed in action near Ypres, October 1917; Basil Blackwood, killed
in action near Ypres, July 1917; Jack Wortley, killed in action at Bullecourt, March 1918; and Raymond Asquith,

killed in action on the Somme, September 1916.

Alastair Ebenezer Buchan

J o h n 6 s-loverlyounger brother Alastair was killed at Ypres on
9 April in 1917. Earlier, he was injured in the fighting at Arras.

He was a 22-year-old Lieutenant and served in the 6™ Bn. Royal Scots
Fusiliers. He has a grave (1.N.14) at Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun.

o 2icutenant Rlastair Buchan.

REON N4 Forinies,

_‘. = 2 & ' I ; RO s S i Lieutenant ALASTAIR BUCHAN,

M P e 155 5 et o S e e




Obituary (a transcription of the obituary on the previous page)

Alastair Buchan was the youngest son of the late Rev. John Buchan, of Glasgow. He had just

taken his degree at Glasgow University when war broke out, and he enlisted in the Cameron
Highlanders along with many other men of his year. In february 1915 he got his commission in the
Royal Scots Fusiliers, and went out to France in December. He was wounded in Féoruary 1916. In
December of that year he returned to France, and was killed on Easter Monday 1917, while

leading his company into action at the battle of Arras. Before he fell he knew the day was won,

and that his splendid Division had maintained their gre at record. At the aid post he was so cheery

that the men who saw him thought that his wounds were slight, and wrote home that he would
soon be in Blighty. But his wounds were mortal
carried him into the Casualty Clearing Station nothing could be done. Kind hands did what they
could to ease him, and he smiled at the doctor
died in about an hour. He lies in a little graveyard on a bit of moorland that might be Le adburn,

and round him |ie many other Akindly Scotso.

The most remarkable thing about Alastair Buchan was his gift for winning affection. If life is but
one chance of gaining love then his twenty -two years were well spent. A man who knew him at

Glasgow Uniersitywrote T i Ther e was no man iin his year at
Al astair. él have never met anyone more honour
ot hers, more fearless of fighting any wugly in]j
His men loved him. In one of his lettershesaid i i Ther e6s a decent wee | a

heard me say that my dug-out was draughty, and he went and filled in all the cracks with sand -

bags and made a shutter iffolrhetrhee awi en dtowwy cothpanmypdo raa
that | love. They form my body -guard, and every time | fall nto a shell -hole or dodge a crump,

you can hear them shout, "Are ye hurt, Mr Buch

His brother officers loved him. One of them (since dead) wrote T iHe kept wus al | u
the only one whose spirits never went down. He was the Happy Warrior, if ever there was one. |
donét | i ke to say he was my great friend, but



A poem by John Buchan on the death of his younger brother

Alastair at Arras in 1917

A mile or two from Arras town
The yellow moorland stretches far,
And from its crest the roads go down

Like arrows to the front of war.

All day the laden convoys pass,
The sunburnt troops are swinging by,
And far above the trampled grass,

The droning planes climb up the sky.

In April when | passed that way
An April joy was in the breeze;
The hollows of the woods were gay

With slender-stalked anemones.

The horn of Spring was faintly blown,
Bidding a ransomed world awake,
Nor could the throbbing batteries drown

The nesting linnets in the brake.

And as | stood beside the grave,
Where o6mid your kindly Scots you |ie,
| could not think that one so brave,

So glad of heart, so kind of eye,

Had found the deep and dreamless rest,
Which men may crave who bear the scars
Of weary decades on their breast,

And yearn for slumber after wars.

You scarce had shed your boyhoodds year s,

In every vein the blood ran young,
Your soul uncramped by ageing fears,

Your tales untold, your songs unsung.

As if my sorrow to beguile,
I heard the balladdés bold refrain:

61 61 1 |l ay me -dhbileyn and bl eed a



And then 10611 rise and fight againd.

Written by: Lorna Abbott, Horley Road, Hornton

In memory of her father, Gordon Bruce, and his brother Jimmie

My father, Gordon Bruce, died when | was five years old. One of my few memories of him is of a hole in his right arm.
It was made by a German machine-gun bullet in August 1918, when he was 18.

He wrote from his bed in a base hospital in France to his mother in Edinburgh, saying: 7/ f on/ y [ ' d had
higher I'd have got it beautifully through the muscle of my arm and been set for Blighty but I'm not grumbling. In

fact, I'm a jolly sight happier than I've been for a long time. The smile hasn't been off m y lips since my arrival at the

first dressing station. Since then, everything has been the goods. Hot tea, motor rides, train ride and finally here with

a good bath, clean change, clean suit of blues, nice comfy bed and good hot meals. No more cramped up in funk-
holes, no more hopping over the top, no more bully, no more lice i what a merciful relief. Oh, I'm as happy as can
be. o

My father concluded his letter by asking for news of his older brother, Jimmie. Sadly, Jimmie was already dead. He

had been shot through a lung and died on 30 July 1918 in a French hospital, aged 24. On learning of this, Gordon
wrote again to his mother, trying to comforther: A/ t hink Ji mmi e hi msel f would hav
a hospital, in a bed, with some resemb/ ance t o a q uihesadpie-tec enfaus/ Iliikfee, e [ n h
of all things military. o

My father did not return to the trenches. He recovered from his wound but before he could be sent back to the front
he fell very ill with tonsillitis . By the time he was fit enough for action, the war was over.

This is the army form sent by the Record

Office in Perth to inform the family of s e ~;,
James Hay Bruce (Jimmie) that he had died e ol
in a French hospital. The only cause is .
cited as fdi eedi voefd wonu n:

Army Form B. 104—82.

M&% Record Office,
gw%% 7

It is my painful duty to inform you that a report has been received

Jimmie was a Lance Corporal in the
Seaforth Highlanders regiment. On 24 July
1918, he had been just getting over his third

: : om the r Office notifying the death of;
bout of flu and had written to his mother fo th‘\j"jj: 3 ey 8R : { .
(calling her fiDear Mer (No) b3 ‘% /rﬁi

get away in August for some kind of holiday: * . (Name) Gt =
oéthe prospect of a fo (Regimént)
s very tempting. With a bit of luck | might ; ik s, . .%Ww/ :
manage away in August, but these are o Ml TR W /9/8.
great days’ and / fanc Thereportxstot.heelfectth M%M
di stantéo U sy o s (D it i

i - By His Majesty's command [ am to forward the enclosed
For him, the end came only six days later. message of sympathy from Their Gracious Maiesties the King and Queen.
For the war, the end was in November of / I am at the same time to express the regret of the Army Council at the

soldier's death in his Country's service.

that year.

m to add that any information that may be received as to the
soldlers§ ial will be communicated to you in due course. A separate

o lN TR S L ‘ / leaflet dealing more fully with this subject is enclosed.

I am

A s Bt /ﬂf,/ |
; Z . Your obedlent Servant,

% % @ ; Officer in charge of Records.
- T/ W’ ¢

. .
18540, Wt. 5520/M 2520, 150w, 7/17. R. & L. Ltd, Forms B104—82/2. PTO.




George Burden 1897

-1986

Written by his grandson, Kevin Wain

ABei ng | ate someti mesGédarsge twadeaemhi/ng
leave. The ship he was due to tra  vel on was sunk and George was

presumed Omissing

due to his late arrival at the port, it turned out that George had literally
oni ssed t h&habananpattthat would have had on my family:

20people and counting

in actiono, the dre

woul d not be here t

A My g-dad Gawrge was born in Hornton and was brought up by the Robbins family who lived in West
End. Tracing Georgedés family history, he applWidans a:
and Sarah Robbins, their son John and daughter Rhoda.

/' ronically, this

wa s J-ddhmwaskilédbni Gallspoliind 91% and is féaturecimthel y

main sections of our WW/ Centenary display.

On the 1911 census, George appeas with just William and Sarah, classified as a Boarder, aged 13 and at
school. George joined up in 1917, aged 20, as a private in the Army Service Corp, Motor Transport.

)

¥ »
[/ 2054 VLW O008/G 2 2, Y ), 2 7
b 12050) WeWOI/G 280 2,000,000 119 D.D.& L. & i Army Form Z. 18

CERTIFICATE OF EMPLOYM]iNT DURING THE WAR.

(To be completed

A soldier is advised to send a copy
pre

h is tcul ol n ( nh l
?’ y pqr = xmfnd ) m lo aut pp trnd
hs vmun.wkl‘lﬂ Wmshu engagl dur; 1, uch Military Servic
Regtl No. .ﬁf?ﬂ//f‘ huk“ﬁ
Surname _ﬁ_d REN, /5 L (L

(black letters)
Christian Names in full 6" IRGE CV RIL

Regt. AR S C "/’ L&“‘\LMJ——- ,‘

| Regl mental Employment.

d h,uded to, each soldier.)

LSt e . ot

has the original when
mylo\rr

,- oo '"“T"
\

; il Nature of.

| ey '”4'7 &«am_ié/{% 'r.,_év/ _.!__‘

£ -
- « . e v i

Trying to track his army life and the places he served has been
very difficult, although he did stay on after the war as part of
the Rhine Army.

| remember conversations with him when | was a teenager
and we spent mid-week nights watching the World at War
series. He would sometimes tell me of his experiences.

Iwishnow | had recorded his recoll ections but, at tha
of those precious memories. | do remember his thoughts on the life of the horses, which have left a lasting

I mpression. ( See

next pageé)



George returned after the war and continued his life in Hornton. He married Florence England and they
lived with her mother in Church Lane. George and Flo had two children. George worked for Edge Hill
quarries and then for Alcan in Banbury during the Second World War. My parents started married life living
with them in Church Lane and | spent my Ffirst fFi

George & Flo being served tea by the Brownies

ve



By kind permission of: Barbara Greenhalgh, Millers Lane, Hornton

Memories of her Grandfather - Joseph Jones, 1876 -1947:
Kingbs Own Shropshire Light I nfantry

Barbarabs grandparents, Joseph and EIlizabeth Jones,
Oswestry in Shropshire. In the 1911 Census, Joseph was 3} with four children, the eldest being

Mary Ann, Barbarabés mother. So, he was aged 36/ 7 ir
AMy grandfather, Joseph Jones, was buried i n a col |

He was the only one taken out alive.
He was invalided out of the army.

My grandmother, Elizabeth, said he suffered nightmares
for a long time afterwards.
Edith Cavell, 1865-1915

| remember visiting their home in Shropshire and seeing
medals in a frame on the wall.

There was a picture of Edith Cavell in the bedroom.

They named their youngest son Leopold, after the King ofthe Belg i an s . 0

King Leopold Il, 1835-1909

This is the same portrait of the celebrated World War | British nurse, Edith Cavell, that Barbara remembers seeing at

her grandparentsdéd home, with the namertraltisihtheNatiompgPoraait t he t

Gallery in London. She is celebrated for saving the lives of soldiers from both sides without distinction and in helping

some 200 Allied soldiers escape from Germanoccupied Belgium.

Al realise thatwoughatri otism i s not e

I must have no hatred or bitterness towar
Edith Cavell



