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Some Memories of Crockham Hill Men 
(Based on the book ‘In Memoriam: The Great War 
1914-18’ by Barbara Mitchell and Claire Stockdale) 
 
We have heard the names of so many who gave their 
lives from this small village. But what more do we know 
about some of these men who gave so much and made 
the ultimate sacrifice? 
 
Evan Evans 
Born in Crockham Hill in 1897 and lived in Owens 
Cottages, Smiths Lane. Evan was killed in an accident 
on board ship, sailing from Alexandria to the 
Dardanelles. He was buried at sea on the day of the 
accident. His name is inscribed on a memorial in 
Turkey. He was reported as being 19 years old but he 
was in fact only 17 at the time of his death. 
   
Rhys Evans 
Evan’s older brother travelled with his brother, landing at 
Gallipoli in August 1915. He was immediately involved in 
heavy fighting and suffered severe wounds to his chest. 
He was evacuated to Malta but died of his wounds on 
September 6 and is buried there in Pieta Military 
Cemetery. 
 



Herbert William Akehurst 
Herbert was the same age as Evan Evans and lived in 
Rosemary Cottage in Oakdale lane. He travelled with 
the Evans brothers to Gallipoli. Like Rhys, he was 
wounded there and was admitted to a hospital back in 
England. He survived the war but died soon after, aged 
25. He had two younger brothers, and they had a 
popular local dance band in Westerham. Both the 
brothers, Rex and Redvers, are buried in Crockham Hill 
churchyard. 
 
Frank William Gamage 
Born in Penge in 1899. Frank enlisted in Maidstone in 
1917, assigned as a Private to the 2nd Battalion of Duke 
of Cambridge’s Middlesex Regiment and was sent to 
France. He was taken prisoner in May 1918 and sent to 
Munster Camp II. He contracted diphtheria and died in 
the camp hospital five days after the Armistice. He is 
buried in Cologne Southern Cemetery. At the time of his 
death, his parents were living here in Church Road, 
Crockham Hill. 
 
George Harris 
Born in Westerham in 1889. 
His father worked at Uplands Farm, Crockham Hill, but 
died when George was one year old. George grew up 
with his mother in Westerham before emigrating to 
Canada in 1911. In 1915, he volunteered for the 
Canadian Expeditionary Force. He was killed in action in 
November 1917 while fighting at Passchendaele. He 
has no known grave but his name is inscribed on the 
Menin Gate. His mother was then living at Church Gate 
Cottage, Crockham Hill – the home of Gorick relations, 



where Tom and Pat Gorick lived, until Pat’s death in 
1995. 
 
Albert Herbert Bathurst Marshall 
Born in 1896 in Streatham. 
In 1914, his father, a director of Marshall’s Publishing 
Company, bought Willy’s at Heath in Crockham Hill. 
Bathurst was educated at Marlborough and went to New 
College, Oxford, to study languages. At the outbreak of 
war, he enlisted, believing his skills as a linguist would 
be of use. He took a commission in the Army as a 
temporary Second Lieutenant attached to the Third Rifle 
Brigade and was later promoted to Lieutenant. He was 
killed in action in May 1918, aged just 22. He is buried at 
the Villiers au Bois Cemetery near Arras. His inscription 
reads: “They that be wise shall shine as the brightness 
of the firmament.” 
 
Arthur Roscoe 
Born in 1890 in St Pancras, London. 
Arthur studied history and classics at Cambridge and 
after graduation worked as a schoolmaster. He enlisted 
with the Royal West Kent Regiment in April 1916 as a 
Second Lieutenant and went to France. He was involved 
in an attack on Delville Wood in appalling weather and 
under heavy shell fire. There was hundreds of casualties 
– and Arthur was one of them. He was taken to a 
casualty clearing station but died of his wounds in 
September 1916, aged 26. He was buried in the 
cemetery close to the hospital. His inscription reads: 
“Standeth God within the shadow, keeping watch above 
his own.” Arthur was awarded the Military Cross for 
bravery during the attack on Delville Wood. At that time 



his mother was living at Eastfield, here in Crockham Hill. 
 
George Sidney Tillyard 
Born in 1888. 
Son of Arthur, a farmer, and his wife Emma. George 
was living with his parents at Pootings, working as a fly 
driver. He enlisted in Edenbridge in December 1915 as 
a Private and was attached to the Fourth Battalion Royal 
West Kent Regiment, which had been formed in 
Bromley in July 1915. He was posted to Cambridge to 
begin his training. But within days of his arrival there, he 
was taken ill with bronchial pneumonia and died two 
weeks later. George is buried here in Crockham Hill 
churchyard. 
 
 
 

And then, after four years of unbelievable sacrifice, on 
this day, at this hour, in 1918, Armistice was declared. 
Today, as we remember the soldiers who died for us all, 
we also remember the many thousands of nurses who 
tended these injured and dying men. 
In June this year, a new memorial to the nurses of World 
War One was dedicated at the National Memorial 
Arboretum in Staffordshire in an open-air service 
conducted by Canon Michael Rawson of Southwark 
Cathedral. It is a memorial to all the hospital and 
volunteer groups – the Red Cross, the St John’s and the 
VADs of the Voluntary Aid Detachment. The VADs had 
enlisted to support the trained nurses but they had no 
formal nursing experience and were unprepared for the 
graphic horrors of the battlefields of France and 
Belgium.  



Many nurses were killed carrying out their duties, and 
the memorial is in honour of their bravery and 
contribution. 
One VAD nurse put pen to paper and wrote of her 
experience. She named it ‘Night Duty’. 
 
‘Night Duty’ 
By Eva Dobell 
 
The pain and laughter of the day are done 
So strangely hushed and still the long ward seems, 
Only the Sister’s candle softly beams. 
Clear from the church near by the clock strikes ’one’; 
And all are wrapt away in secret sleep and dreams. 
 
Here one cries sudden on a sobbing breath, 
Gripped in the clutch of some incarnate fear: 
What terror through the darkness draweth near? 
What memory of carnage and of death? 
What vanished scenes of dread to his closed eyes 
appear? 
 
And one laughs out with an exultant joy. 
An athlete he — Maybe his young limbs strain 
In some remembered game, and not in vain 
To win his side the goal — Poor crippled boy, 
Who in the waking world will never run again. 
 
One murmurs soft and low a woman’s name; 
And here a vet’ran soldier calm and still 
As sculptured marble sleeps, and roams at will 
Through eastern lands where sunbeams scorch like 
flame, 



By rich bazaar and town, and wood-wrapt 
snow-crowned hill. 
 
Through the wide open window on great star, 
Swinging her lamp above the pear-tree high, 
Looks in upon these dreaming forms that lie 
So near in body, yet in soul so far 
As those bright worlds thick strewn in that vast depth of 
sky. 
 
[ENDS] 


