
 

1 
 

 

This personal account of Private Robert Morrow was by Private Frederick Woods, 1st Battalion The 

Royal Irish Fusiliers, who was a long-service Regular and served at the front for ten months before 

he was gassed and invalided home. 

__________________________________________________________________________________ 

I will tell of one particular instance, because the man will 

be always remembered with pride by the Royal Irish 

Fusiliers—his valour won for him the Victoria Cross. This 

was Private Robert Morrow, an Irishman, who literally did 

not know the meaning of fear. One day we badly wanted 

some water, and this was to be had only from a farm 

which was some distance away. To reach the farm it was 

necessary to leave the trenches and cross open ground, 

exposed to the German fire, which was very deadly 

because we were so near the enemy’s trenches. These 

were only about 600 yards away, and not more than 300 

yards away were some snipers, in a farm in front of the trenches. 

Morrow volunteered to fetch some water; taking an empty two-gallon stone rum-jar he started on his perilous 

journey. As soon as he was seen after leaving the trench the Germans did their very best to pot him; but they 

missed every time, and Morrow reached the farm, filled his jar and began his trip back. And a hard business it 

was, for a jar like that will hold about fifty pounds’ weight of water, then there is the jar and the awkwardness 

of carrying it when the carrier has to duck and dodge over every yard of the ground. But Morrow was a 

splendid hand at the game, and he actually managed to reach the trench in safety and was on the point of 

dropping into it with his precious water, and we were just ready to give him a wild Irish cheer. But at this very 

moment crash came a German bullet, and the rum-jar was smashed to pieces and the water rained on the 

ground and was lost. 

Morrow was the sort of chap who can’t be beaten. Instantly he volunteered to go back to the farm with water-

bottles. What can you do with such a man but let him have his way? We handed over the water-bottles, quite 

a festoon of them, and having slung them round him Morrow left the trench for the second time and began to 

make his way towards the farm. 

As soon as he left the shelter of the trench he drew the German fire on him, and he was under it all the way to 

the farm, where he filled the bottles, and all the way back. This time he reached the trench safely and dropped 

into it, bringing the water with him and escaping every German bullet that was meant to kill him. He was a 

plucky kid and we were proud of him. And the regiment will be proud of him for all time—I say will be, for like 

quite a number of the heroes who have won the Cross Morrow has been killed. 

Now that I am talking of him I recall the fact that only the day before he was killed he went to a well for water 

and had a remarkably narrow escape from an odd sort of death—not a soldier’s end at all. The Germans had 

blown the farm to pieces, but there was a lonely chimneystack standing. When Morrow went to the ruined 

farm a high wind was blowing, and just as he was passing the chimney a strong gust brought it down in a heap 

at his very feet. He escaped by just a few inches from being killed and buried in the heap of masonry. 

It was on April 12th that Morrow actually won his Cross. At that time, we were near Messines, and the trench 

warfare was being carried on with great energy on both sides. Shell fire from the Germans was shattering and 

wrecking some of our own trenches, so much so that British troops were being buried alive in some places. 

Several soldiers had been knocked out by shell fire and buried in the fallen earth. You can easily imagine what 

it means—men are in a trench, which is really a sort of vast open grave, and shell fire shatters the earth which 

is around and simply buries the men. So, it happened on the 12th of April, and Morrow saw and knew it. Just 

as he had acted when he went and filled the rum-jar and our water-bottles with water, so he acted now—he 
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gave no thought to himself. Out he went, not once, but many times, into a bullet-swept zone, till he reached 

the trenches which had been knocked out of shape by German shells, and in the rubbish of which his comrades 

were lying buried and helpless. He dug them out and pulled them out, and one by one he brought the 

senseless fellows into safety. That was the deed for which Morrow got the Victoria Cross; but in reality he had 

won the honour time after time. He was killed at “Plug Street,” as we called the place. A piece of shell struck 

him on the head, and he died immediately. 

 


