Remembrance Day Crail
11 November 2018

100 years Anniversary of the signing of the
Armistice that marked the end of the First World
War
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Remembrance Day, 11 November, 2018
100 years Anniversary of the signing of the Armistice that marked the end of the First
World War

To mark the anniversary of the ending of the First World War, a series of commemorative activities were planned in Crail. In
the following, those events are recorded, along with both contemporary and historical contextual material.

Crail Matters

For the 5 weeks preceeding the 11 November Crail Matters, the local community newsletter, published weekly a series of articles
containing the names of the 44 men associated with Crail who died in the First World War, with associated reflective poems.
These are reproduced in the following.

Lest we forget - published 8 October

This week, and in succeeding weeks, we will list the forty-four men associated with Crail who died in the First World War. We
will particularly remember these men on the centenary of the ending of that war on Remembrance Sunday this year.

It is estimated that ten million military personnel died during the First World War; more than half a million British Army personnel
died in France and Flanders alone. Over 147,000 Scottish deaths are recorded on the Scottish War Memorial at Edinburgh Castle,
and forty-four of these were associated with Crail.
Private William Abbie (aged 38): Highland Light Infantry
Killed in action, Western Front 1918
Wireless Operator David E. Beaty (aged 19): Mercantile Marine
Lost at Sea 1917
Gunner Arnold J. Beveridge (aged 28): South African Heavy Artillery
Killed in action Western Front 1916
Private David D. Blair (aged 21): Black Watch
Killed in action France 1918
Private John S. Bonthrone (aged 21): Royal Scots
Killed in action France 1917
Private George Boyter (aged 33): Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders
Killed in action France 1917
Sergeant Alexander N. Carstairs (aged 24): Black Watch
Died from wounds after the Somme 1916
Private John G. Dowie (aged 29): East Yorkshire Regiment
Killed in action France 1918
Private James Duncan (aged 25): Scots Guards
Killed in action France 1915
Private George Gay (aged 28): Black Watch
Killed in action Flanders 1917
Private Robert Gay (aged 33): Black Watch
Killed in action in the Persian Gulf 1916

In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly
Scarce heard amid the guns below.

We are the Dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie
In Flanders fields.

John McCrae

(Acknowledgement: In Commemoration of the men of Crail who died in the Great War 1914-1919. Crail History Group 2013:
available from The Crail Museum)
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Lest we forget - published 15 October

We continue our listing of the forty four men associated with Crail who died in the first World War. We will particularly remember these men on the centenary of the ending of that war on Remembrance Sunday this year.
Sapper John Hutchon (aged 34): Royal Engineers
Killed in action France 1917
Private William Jamieson (aged 27): Black Watch
Killed in action France 1916
Sergeant John Johnston (aged 32): Black Watch
Killed in action Neuve Chapelle 1915
Second Lieutenant James Lindsay (aged 25): Northumberland Fusiliers
Killed in action France 1914
Corporal John Lorimer (aged 30): Black Watch
Wounded in action Ypres died of wounds 1914
Corporal Andrew B. McCrae (aged 28): Lovat Scouts
Died of wounds Gallipoli 1915
Private David Mackie (aged 27): Scots Guards
Killed in action France 1918
Gunner William Mackie (aged 20): Royal Field Artillery
Killed in action France 1918
Private Frederick Mackenzie (aged 18): Royal Field Artillery
Killed in action France 1916
Sergeant David Martin (aged 20): Black Watch
Killed in action France 1916
Had he and I but met
By some old ancient inn,
We should have sat us down to wet
Right many a nipperkin!
"But ranged as infantry,
And staring face to face,
I shot at him as he at me,
And killed him in his place.

"I shot him dead because —
Because he was my foe,
Just so: my foe of course he was;
That's clear enough; although

"He thought he'd 'list, perhaps,
Off-hand like — just as I —
Was out of work — had sold his traps —
No other reason why.
"Yes; quaint and curious war is!
You shoot a fellow down
You'd treat if met where any bar is,
Or help to half-a-crown.

Thomas Hardy

(Acknowledgement: In Commemoration of the men of Crail who died in the Great War 1914-1919. Crail History Group
2013: available from The Crail Museum)

3

Lest we forget - published 22 October

We continue our listing of the forty four men associated with Crail who died in the first World War. We will particularly remember
these men on the centenary of the ending of that war on Remembrance Sunday this year.
Seaman John D. Meldrum (aged 36): Royal Naval Reserve
Lost at sea 1917
Private John G. Meldrum (aged 19): Black Watch
Killed in action in France 1917
Private George R. Mitchell (aged 20): Black Watch
Killed in action in France 1917
Second Lieutenant Alexander R. Morris (aged 23): Black Watch
Killed in action Arras 1917
Private Thomas L. Morris (aged 27): Machine Gun Corps
Died of wounds France 1918
Sergeant Donald Morrison (aged 24): Royal Horse and Field Artillery
Killed in action 1917
Private John Murray (aged 20): Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders
Killed in action France 1918
Second Engineer George G. Myles (aged 28): Mercantile Marine
Lost at sea 1917
Private William S. Patterson (aged 19): Cameron Highlanders
Killed in action France
Private Robert Ritchie (age 31): Seaforth Highlanders
Killed in action Middle East 1918

(Acknowledgement: In Commemoration of the men of Crail who died in the Great War 1914-1919. Crail History Group 2013.
Available from the Museum)
Bent double, like old beggars under
sacks,
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we
cursed through sludge,
Till on the haunting flares we turned our
backs,
And towards our distant rest began to
trudge.
Men marched asleep. Many had lost
their boots,
But limped on, blood-shod. All went
lame; all blind;
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the
hoots
Of gas-shells dropping softly behind.
Wilfred Owen

4

Lest we forget - published 29 October

We continue our listing of the forty four men associated with Crail who died in the first World War. We will particularly remember
these men on the centenary of the ending of that war on Remembrance Sunday this year.
Driver Alexander Robertson (aged 24): Royal Engineers
Died of wounds UK 1918
Private William Sands (named as William Hannah on Memorial) (aged 19): Machine Gun Corps
Killed in Action Flanders 1917
Private John C. Sime (aged ? ): Canadian Infantry
Killed in action Ypres 1916
Private William Simpson (aged 19): Seaforth Highlanders
Killed in action Belgium 1918
Private (Trooper) Robert Skinner (aged 24): Royal Dragoons
Died of wounds France 1917
Private John Smith (aged 17): Black Watch
Killed in action Mesopotamia 1916
Lance Corporal James D. Spence (aged 25): Scots Guards
Killed in action France 1918
Gunner David Swankie (aged 31): Royal Garrison Artillery
Killed in action France 1917
Private Robert Swankie (aged 33): Machine Gun Corps
Killed in action Western Front 1918
Seaman George Watson (aged22): Royal Naval Reserve
Killed at sea 1918
Lieutenant Thomas J. White MC (aged 23): Royal Field Artillery
Killed in action France 1917
Private John Woodcock (aged 23): Seaforth Highlanders
Killed in action France 1918
Sapper William Woodcock (aged 24): Royal Engineers
Killed in action Somme 1918

(Acknowledgement: In Commemoration of the men of Crail who died in the Great War 1914-1919. Crail History Group 2013.
Available from the Museum)
They went with songs to the battle, they were young,
Straight of limb, true of eye, steady and aglow.
They were staunch to the end against odds uncounted,
They fell with their faces to the foe.
They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old:
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun and in the morning
We will remember them.

As the stars that shall be bright when we are dust,
Moving in marches upon the heavenly plain,
As the stars that are starry in the time of our darkness,
To the end, to the end, they remain.
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Laurence Binyon

Lest we forget - published 5 November
Remembering
“Sharing tales of those we've lost is how we keep from really losing them.”
― Mitch Albom

“Then, suddenly again, Christopher Robin, who was still looking at the world, with his chin in his hand, called out "Pooh!"
"Yes?" said Pooh. "When I'm--when--Pooh!" "Yes, Christopher Robin?" "I'm not going to do Nothing any more." "Never again?"
"Well, not so much. They don't let you." Pooh waited for him to go on, but he was silent again. "Yes, Christopher Robin?" said
Pooh helpfully. "Pooh, when I'm--you know--when I'm not doing Nothing, will you come up here sometimes?" "Just me?" "Yes,
Pooh." "Will you be here too?" "Yes Pooh, I will be really. I promise I will be Pooh." "That's good," said Pooh. "Pooh, promise
you won't forget about me, ever. Not even when I'm a hundred." Pooh thought for a little. "How old shall I be then?" "Ninetynine." Pooh nodded. "I promise," he said. Still with his eyes on the world Christopher Robin put out a hand and felt Pooh's paw.
"Pooh," said Christopher Robin earnestly, "if I--if I'm not quite--" he stopped and tried again-- "Pooh, whatever happens, you
will understand, won't you?" "Understand what?" "Oh, nothing." He laughed and jumped to his feet. "Come on!" "Where?" said
Pooh. "Anywhere." said Christopher Robin.
So, they went off together. But wherever they go, and whatever happens to them on the way, in that enchanted place on the top
of the Forest, a little boy and his Bear will always be playing.”
― A.A. Milne, The House at Pooh Corner

Our tales are often ways of expressing our memories, and in our memories, as in Christopher Robin’s, there are always enchanted
places where we don’t forget, and can see again those we have lost. Those enchanted places also encompass and are shared with
and by our children and broader family – in a sense this gives us a kind of immortality. To lose this, as Amy Harmon captures
when writing of a more recent consequence of aggression, the Holocaust, is of enormous significance “Our immortality comes
through our children and their children. Through our roots and branches. The family is immortality. And Hitler has destroyed
not just branches and roots, but entire family trees, forests. All of them, gone.” To remember the forty-four men of Crail who
died in the First World War is not simply to recognise their absence, but to acknowledge that in their deaths, and those of millions
of their contemporaries, so threads of the future were changed; the roots and branches of our forests, as Amy Harmon might say,
were lost.

We therefore not only remember the forty-four men recorded on our War Memorial, but their families, friends and communities
that were impoverished by their absence. We also know that whilst forty-four men were killed, many who survived were injured
in both body and mind. Their lives were changed by the war, as were the lives of their families and community. Women in particular very often carry the burden of managing when families are disrupted, dealing with grief, coping with a family, managing
a sudden drop in income and living with the loss of certainty, the loss of dreams. We remember them too.

War produces loss; soldiers and civilians die and are injured. From our contemporary perspective, we look back on the enormous
losses of the First World War with horror, rightly so of course, and many of us feel perplexed at how contemporary commentators
often justified the carnage with reference to patriotism or glorifying war. Indeed, many of the men who died were volunteers,
another source of perplexity given our understanding now of the nature of that war. But understanding the past from our modern
perspective is fraught with danger and we need to recognise the deceptive qualities of perspective and the illusions of hindsight,
for we now live in a very different world. Many of the men we remember who died may well have never travelled beyond the
East Neuk; probably knew nothing of the broader picture of the war they were fighting in but were rooted in a sense
of belonging and shared experience that perhaps we find difficult to understand now.

When we remember the men associated with Crail who died or remember those whose lives were blighted
through injury or distress, we are not judging the past – “The past is a foreign county; they do things differently there” – but recognising the personal and community significance of that loss. Therein lies the
pride we feel in wearing a poppy.

REMEMBRANCE at Crail Primary School

Thank you to everyone who contributed to our poppy appeal on behalf of Poppy Scotland. Thank you to all of our responsible
P7 children who visited each class area and sold the poppies. As a school in the lead up to Remembrance Day we learnt about
the WWI and Remembrance Day through art, poetry, music and writing. Our P7s read aloud the names of the 44 men from Crail
who died in WWI and we fell silent. Our children demonstrated lots of respect. Our P7s also visited the War Memorial in Crail
and laid a poppy wreath on behalf of everyone from our school community.

6

Memorial Bench

The memorial Bench was donated by the
Royal Burgh of Crail and District Community Council. Prior to the act of Remembrance, it was unveiled by Jenny
Brett, Crail British Legion.

The Act of Remembrance and the Service, The War Memorial and Crail Kirk
Over 200 people assembled in front of the War memorial at
the Kirk Gates to mark the centenary of the ending of the
First World War. Before the Act of Remembrance, the
memorial Bench donated by Crail Community Council was
unveiled by Jenny Brett. The Act of Remembrance was led
by the Acting Minister Peter Neilson. Before the Act of Remembrance, and during the wreath laying, pipes were
played by Ellie Clayton. Wreaths were laid by the Lieutenancy of Fife, Fife Council, Crail Community Council,
British Legion Women’s Section, Scouts Scotland, the
Roman Catholic Community of Crail, Royal Scots Dragoon
Guards, and Crail Primary School; 2 private wreaths were
also laid.

After the Act of Remembrance at the War memorial, a service was held in the Kirk. At the beginning of the service,
the Union flag, The British Legion Flag and the Scout’s
flag were received by the Acting Minister. During the Service, the names of the forty-four men associated with Crail
who are named on the War Memorial were read out, either
by a relative, or members of Crail Scouts.

After the Service soup and sandwiches were available in
the Kirk Hall.

Act of Remembrance at the War Memorial

100 Years On
100 years ago, in Paris at the eleventh hour of the eleventh
day of the eleventh month, The Armistice was signed that
marked the end of hostilities of the First World War. There
was no euphoria – only a sense of exhaustion and emptiness after so many years of conflict.

With estimates of up to 20 million military and civilian casualties, it ranks as the bloodiest conflict in human history.

In our own community we remember the 44 young men
who died in battle on land and at sea. The impact on a
small community such as ours is unimaginable.
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Scriptures
God is our refuge and strength;
a very present help in trouble.
Psalm 46.1

These are they who have
come out of the great tribulation....
Never again will they hunger
Never again will they thirst.
The sun will not beat upon them
Not any scorching heat.
For the Lamb at the centre of the throne
Will be their shepherd;
He will lead them to springs of living water.
And God will wipe away every tear from their eyes. (Rev
7:14,16,17)
Remembering
We hold before God this day,
The people whose memory we cherish.

We come, some with our personal experiences of war;
vivid, cruel, anarchic and vibrant.

We come, some with our only knowledge,
through media images and sounds
of the realities of modern warfare.

And together we remember
the colourful,
frail and human lives
cut down in conflicts
and seek strength in God,

Remember Ypres, Gallipoli, The Somme, Passchendaele
Remember El Alamein, the Normandy beaches.
Remember Dresden, Nagasaki and Burma.
Remember Korea, the Falkland Islands,
Northern Ireland, Iraq and Afghanistan.

Remember the courage, the comradeship, the ingenuity,

the spirit of working together for a common cause,
the hopeful planning together for a better world
that would come with peace.

we remember
those whose lives have been lost
or changed for ever
by the conflicts of war.

Remember the widows of decades,
the older men and women living now
who never knew their fathers.

Remember the new widows,
whose children still cry for their fathers.

Remember the love that was lost,
the wisdom wasted,
the minds that were twisted
and the limbs distorted.

Remember those who survived
with the hidden wounds
And give Your support to all those who support them.
In this time of silence
we lift our eyes above the brokenness of this world
and pray for those who might do us harm.

As we honour the past,
let us think of the future;
and all the ways God will work in us and through us for
peace.
Let us think of Jesus Christ
whom we are told suffers as we suffer
in our brokenness
and walks with us
through the valley of the shadow of death
into the wholeness and promise
of the dawning day of Resurrection.
The Tryst
“They shall grow not old
as we that are left grow old;
Age shall not weary them
nor the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun
and in the morning,
We will remember them.”

God of mercy,
with deep sorrow
we repent of the power-lust
that spawns war
where the young and the innocent suffer.
Wars to frequent.
Wars too recent.
God of the Cross, forgive us all.
God of compassion,
we hold before you
those whose lives have been broken by war
bodies maimed
minds traumatised
homes echoing with endless emptiness,

Draw near to those who feel forgotten
that they may know they are remembered
by us and by You.
In the presence of God we remember them.
Into the hands of God we commit them.
By the grace of God, may we live worthy of them.

Blessing
Now may the peace of God that passes all understanding
keep your hearts and your minds in the knowledge and in
the love of God, and of his Son Jesus Christ, our living
Lord.
And the blessing of God Almighty, Father, Son and Holy
Spirit, be with you now and always. AMEN

The Kirk Service

Gathering into the presence of God

Welcome and Call to worship
Hymn 161
O God our help in ages past

We will remember them.

Gathering Prayer
Let us remember...

The Kohima Epitaph
When you go home
tell them of us and say,
for your tomorrow
we gave our today.

Listening for God’s word
All Age Talk

Silence

Anthem
Hymn 260

Old Testament

Laying of Wreaths and “Flowers of the Forest”

Raeburn
A Diary of War

Short Prayer

Sandy, Helen, Nancy
Song

God of history,
with gratitude and sadness
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name by name

“In Flanders Field”
Eternal Father, strong to save

Ruth 1:1-9 and 16-18
A Nurse at the Front

No Man’s Land

Tom
Gospel

were forced to move every few days.
At Ypres, the forces had to face a new terrifying enemy – poison gas.

Matthew 5:1-12

Sgt Trafford
Short Talk

Loss and Loyalty

Hymn 721

We lay our broken world

Responding to God’s word and Spirit

It was March....

Reflection
Waid Pupils

Prayers of Intercession

Offering and Dedication of offering
Hymn 706

For the healing of the nations

Blessing and Amen (No 822 –sung twice)
The National Anthem

A Nurse at the Front

Narrator
Edith Appleton (known Edie)served as a nurse in France and
Belgium during the Great War, and conscientiously kept a
diary of the events of those four bloodstained years. She was
an intelligent and compassionate observer, with a gift for detail and a quick wit. She maintained a remarkable balance:
describing the tragic sights of the men who came into her
camp hospital, while enjoying the natural beauty of the countryside and maintaining her hobbies, from lace-making to
carpentry.
Her earliest entries are lost, but her remaining diaries pick up
the story at Ypres in 1915:
Diary Entries
April 5
A field ambulance at Ypres was shelled last night – two orderlies killed and ten wounded, some fatally. All the patients
were transferred to us, so we have been very busy today.
April 6
We gave the little orphans a tea this afternoon. We laid out
the tables, they came in and we followed, and, as we entered,
they struck up ‘God save the King’ in French. They fed as
we poured out tea for them, and then they gave us a little concert.
April 21
Another frantic day, on duty from 6am to 9pm, first in the
surgical ward then in theatre. I don’t know how many operations we had – I lost count after 5 o’clock – but they were
chiefly amputations. The wounded are coming from Ypres
and Hill 60, where wholesale murder seems to be going on.
We have had 2,508 through in six days.
Narrator
Edie was 37 when she sailed from Southampton to serve at
the Casualty Clearing Station at Hazelbrouck. Casualty
Clearing Stations were mobile treatment stations, with very
basic equipment, set up in huts or under canvas, near rail stations to receive casualties from the Front. Sometimes they
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Diary Entries
May 5
A very busy day with five cases in theatre and the wards full
of gas-poisoning victims. They are fearfully sad to see. The
slight ones look rather like pneumonia, and the bad ones are
terrible – poor things are blue and gasping, lungs full of fluid
and not able to cough it up. Today six have died of it in one
ward alone.
Narrator
Edie also recorded some of the pranks that people played on
each other – all part of keeping up morale. She tells of a padre
who stole a chair and a table and boasted how comfortable
his tent was. One of the medical officers sneaked in and threw
them up on the roof. While the padre was out chasing the
wrong person, the real culprit poured water into the padre’s
boots! Then the padre retaliated by soaking the other man’s
tent!
It sounded as the joke got out of hand! But you can almost
hear Edie laughing as she writes.
The courageous humour and resilience of the troops comes
through in other accounts.
Diary Entries
October 8
I was dressing a man who had been shot all over the place
including his left eye. I told him I was afraid the eye was done
for. He simply said, ‘Oh well, I shan’t have to shut it for
shooting the next time!’
October 17
On the way home we met a battalion coming in from the
trenches for a rest - a ragged, sandy-looking crew, but very
happy, singing and cheering as they marched along to the
music of a drum and a fife band.
December 25
Happy Christmas all! Went to the early service, then to the
ward to do dressings, but gave NO medicines all day. After
the MO’s visit we gave them each a hot mince pie and a glass
of claret.
Narrator
By the end of 1915 Edie was posted to the coast of Normandy. There she lived through the horror of the Battle of
the Somme in 1916 which cost the British more than half a
million casualties.
Diary Entries
July 4
Wounded! Hundreds upon hundreds on stretchers, being carried, walking – all covered from head to foot in well-caked
mud. The rush and buzz of ambulances and motor-buses is
the only thing I can remember of yesterday outside my wards.
July 6
I give up trying to describe it – it beats me. In ordinary times
we get a telegram from Abbeville saying a train with so many
has left and is coming to us. Then they stopped giving numbers – just said ‘full train’. Now not even a telegram comes
– but full trains do.
Yesterday, in addition to our 1300 beds we took over the
lounge of a large restaurant, the orderlies’ barracks, the ambulance garage, the Casino front and part of the officers’ mess
and used all except the garage – which is ready for today. We

were not able to send any on to England, as the boats were
full, so if full trains continue to pour in today we shall have
to start on private people’s homes.
Narrator
There are no more diary entries between the end of 1916 and
June 1918, but during June 1917 we know that Edie had
charge of 45 Casualty Clearing Stations, and at some point
received the Royal Red Cross (First Class),awarded to nurses
for “exceptional devotion and competency” and for their sustained efforts over a long period.
Like everyone else, Edie longed for the war to end. A month
before the end of the way she records this moving account
from a Jewish Padre.
Diary Entries
October 6
A Jewish padre from 24 General Hospital called on me two
days ago. He was most interesting......Apparently an English
Jew and a German Jew were in hot conflict trying to kill each
other when they both thought their last hour had come and
repeated three lines in Hebrew (the Shema used in morning
and evening prayer). They heard each other, stopped fighting
– and saved each other....
Oh, I do wish the fighting would stop!
Narrator
Edie hears rumours that the war may end soon, and complains that she wishes they would get on with it. When finally,
on 11 November, the Armistice is signed, she records her reaction in with a rather quirky image!
Diary Entries
12 November
Peace! Thank God for that! It feels very queer too, as if your
elastic has snapped!
Narrator
That must be the understatement of the century! But it does
convey, in a comically homely way, the relief of tension that
must have swept through the ranks of soldier and nurses.
Edie was selected for special duties at Boulogne where she
served until she demobbed in December 1919. For her long
and distinguished service, she was awarded the OBE. She returned home, was married for ten years, widowed for 22
years, and died in 1958 at the age of 80.
Sister Edith Stapleton was a remarkable woman – one of
many who served as “a nurse at the front” during those tumultuous times.

Loss and Loyalty
Readings: Ruth 1:1-9 and 16-18; Matthew 5:112

Loss and Loyalty – in War
Loss and loyalty.
Two words to sum up the worst and the best of war.
Too many losses.
Millions of lives lost.
Limbs and minds lost
Homes and families lost
Futures lost.

We have revisited each battle – and now we hear the weary
sigh of an Armistice signed while hostilities linger for another
year until the Treaty of Versailles, whose humiliating terms
may have sown the seeds of the Second World War. More
losses. Again.
Alongside the losses, we have heard inspiring stories of loyalty, of comradeship in the trenches, of marching songs and
incredible courage in retrieving the wounded, or battling to
recover from the scars of body and mind – and the commitment of those who nursed them back to health.

Loss and loyalty.
Loss and Loyalty – in Bethlehem
These are the twin themes of that old story of Ruth, Orpah
and Naomi: three widows and a timeless vow of loyalty.

Let Naomi, Ruth and Orpah stand for the numberless widows
of war over this past century – deprived of the love of their
lives but incredibly resourceful and resilient, having to carve
out a new life and new roles for themselves.

The aftermath of WWI marked the beginning of new roles
for women in society – not only with the right to vote, but
taking up roles in the workplace that would have been for
men only.
Let Ruth’s pledge to Naomi stand for the commitments that
held together bands of brothers against the odds: “Where you
go, I will go; and where you stay, I will stay....where you die,
I will die....” For too many that pledge was fulfilled in the
most gruesome of circumstances.

Loss and Loyalty – towards Reconciliation
The Corrymeela Community is a Christian community in
Northern Ireland dedicated to the ministry of reconciliation,
helping the divided communities of Ireland to come together
and live together in the aftermath of The Troubles.

They use this story of Ruth and Naomi as a conversation
starter about two women from different ethnic backgrounds
– and whose nations (Judah and Moab) have a history of
tribal warfare.

These two women cross borders of geography and culture to
find a place of security and peace together. As the story unfolds, Ruth’s story is woven into the ancestry of Jesus, the
Ultimate Reconciler between God and humankind , born in
that same Bethlehem.

Corrymeela uses the story to encourage people to listen to
each other’s stories of loss and move towards a place of commitment to work together for peace – a slow and painful journey of reconciliation.

Mind-numbing losses reiterated again and again in the media
over these past four years as we have trudged our way
through the four years recalling that horrific conflict.
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Loss and Loyalty – beyond Conflict
Woodrow Wilson declared WW1 to be “the war that ends all
wars”. That was naively optimistic and tragically wrong. If
only, if only.....
If only nations would learn from Ruth and Naomi - learning
from our incalculable losses that there are no winners in war.

If only we would learn from these two women, from two
enemy nations ,that it is time for new loyalties that transcend
our old tribalisms for the sake of the generations that are to
come.

When Jesus said: “Blessed are the peacemakers; for they
shall be called the children of God”, he was looking over the
Sea of Galilee which sits in the great Asia-Africa fault-line,
the deepest scar on our planet. Jesus acted out his ministry
on the fault-lines of society.

As the fault lines of our time deepen, we ignore Jesus’ words
at our peril. Jesus invites us to grow up into the men and
women of God we are created to be – making peace, not war
– whatever the cost!

As one of the readers I found the experience very moving,
emotional and poignant
My grandson aged 10 read out the name of my granny Meldrum’s younger brother John Murray in a loud and very clear
voice and was proud to do so
The 13 readers, adults and children who read out the names
of relatives did so with dignity and respect which made the
service more personal
The scouts read out the names of the 31 other young men of
Crail who lost their lives and did so also with due respect
I believe wholeheartedly that in doing this added to what was
a truly memorable Remembrance Service
Anne Williamson

Comments from the time

From the East Fife Observer
1914 - 1918

November 5th 1914
Dwarfing the lights
Notwithstanding all the precautions that are being taken to
dwarf the lights at night in the houses facing the sea in the
coastal burghs, it must be confessed that those houses are to
a large extent being honoured more in the breach than in the
observance.

May 13 1915
The “Lusitania “Horror
In most of the churches of the Coast Burghs, as well as elsewhere all over the country, references were made last Sunday
to the latest horror of the sinking by German submarines of
the Cunard Company’s splendid mastership, the “Lusitania”
with the consequent loss of nearly 1,503 defenceless men,
women and children.
Negotiations were begun by the Town Council with a view
to taking over Balcomie Golf Course.
The Town Suffered as a result of curtailed train service during
the year.
The Rev W.M. Milne offered his services to the Red Cross
Society as a motor-driver, and was subsequently engaged in
France on ambulance transports.
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April 6th 1916
The Scottish Air Raid.
One who was a witness of the air raid on the East Coast of
Scotland on Sunday night informs me that the people conducted themselves with wonderful coolness right trough the
attack. There was no panic; on the contrary, curiosity to see
the raider or raiders appeared to overcome in most cases any
fear of personal injury. A large number of people were ignorant of the approach of the Zeppelin, and they had a somewhat rude awakening when the first explosion took place.

September 7th 1916
Warning Notice
Every man no matter how employed, if born between the
years 1875 and 1897, both inclusive, must have in his possession either a Badge or Exemption Certificate for Military
Service. If born in the year 1893, he must have reported himself to the Recruiting Officer who will give him a temporary
Exemption card until he is called up.

1917
Despite war conditions the town maintained its popularity as
a holiday resort, the summer being an extraordinary busy one.
The Town Council acquired the lease of Balcomie Golf Links
in January.
After six months at the front, the Rev Wm. Milne arrived
home in February, and in November the Rev. A.W. McClymont, of the U.F. Chuch, left to take up his duties as chaplain in France.
May 7th 1917
Crab fishing at Crail
The crab fishing has been carried on with very satisfactory
results during the past week, good catches being obtained.
They have been selling at prices ranging up to 14 shillings
per barrel.

1918
Crail had the distinction of being the first of the Coastal
Burghs to receive intimation of the Armistice. When the news
came through at eight O’clock in the morning, a start was
made to decorate the town and a general half holiday was observed. The men who were on service at the aerodrome paraded the streets, cheering and singing.

A thanksgiving service was conducted by the Rev W.M.
Milne in the Parish Church in the afternoon. In the evening a
dance was held in the Town Hall, and a motor lorry in which
had been placed and effigy of the Kaiser with a big sword in
his right hand and imitation crosses and medals on his breast,
was driven through the streets by the aerodrome men. On returning to the aerodrome the effigy was taken to a field and
blown up.

April 18th 1918
Crail Bowling Green
The committee having failed to get a keeper for the green,
members have come to the rescue, and during the week have
done excellent work cutting the grass. In these days when
there is such a shortage of labour, it is a case of everyone to
the rescue, and the bowlers are setting a splendid example.

1919
The Peace day celebrations on July 19th took the form of
sports on Sauchope links, tennis and bowling matches and a
fancy dress parade. In the evening, children were admitted
free to Aird’s Picture House.

June 12 1919
The fighting Spirit.
Although the war is happily over, the fighting spirit seems to
be still alive. Two “demobs” were seen last Friday evening
having a go at each other at the Railway Bridge.

Driving the Wounded
Extracted from the East Fife Recorder
26 October 1916

Pastoral letter from Rev Mr Milne
At the forenoon service in Crail Parish Church on Sunday, the
Rev. D.W. Kennedy, senior minister of the Middle U.F. Church,
Perth, who is at present conducting the services, read a pastoral
letter that had been received from the Rev W.M. Milne, who is
at present acting as a motor driver in France with the British
Red Cross Society:Rouen, 15th October 1916
My Dear Friends,
By the time this reaches you three months will have passed
since I left Crail. In the usual reckoning it is not a long time,
but looking back there seems quite a gap between my wonted
life and the life I am living at present and the work on which
I am engaged. Yet though the days are full of new interest
and new duties, no day is so full but thoughts of the old duties
and interests and friends can find a place in it. I look forward
eagerly for news of Crail and from Crail, and a letter or a
newspaper from the East Neuk sends my thoughts across the
sundering miles to you and the place where you dwell.
There is no need at this time - nor indeed would it be possible
- that I should tell you fully of the work here. In a general
way I may say that it is driving the wounded in motor ambulances to one or other of the hospitals in or around Rouen.
The unloading of the trains of wounded is a sad enough sight,
and one that does not lose its pathos even with repetition. It
is a sight that all should see who speak lightly of war or emphasise the glamour and glitter of it, for the romantic side of
things is conspicuous by its absence. Yet there are fine things
even in those processions of bruised and battered humanity
– wounded men badly in need of help themselves, yet helping

some lame comrade; men enduring in grim silence an agony
of suffering; cheerful souls speaking hopefully of the future
though they have lost a limb or an eye, and “must enter into
life maimed” after the war. One is impressed with fact that a
short time here brings about a readjustment of moral values,
that some things which at home seem of great importance
shrink to insignificance, and other virtues which had slipped
into the background loom large and vital here. I have seen
nothing to justify the talk of those who speak of our soldier
saints. There is much that is sinful and revolting, but much,
too, that is unselfish and great.

A pleasant bit of work is driving the wounded to the hospital
ship or the train conveying them to the port of embarkation
for home, or “Blighty” as they always call it. The men are
very happy to go home, and I have never met one who
wanted to come back to France. Homesickness is disease that
is very prevalent, and naturally since no man wishes to be
away from those he loves best.

We miss our quiet Scottish Sabbath and the House of God.
War knows nothing of Sabbath or Churches, and the most we
can have to distinguish Sundays from week days is a short
service conducted by a neighbouring chaplain. It is on the
Sabbath especially that my thoughts turn to the ancient Kirk
of Crail and its pleasant surroundings.

I am glad to hear that all is going well, and that the faithful
services of Mr. Kennedy are so much appreciated. I hope that
every member and adherent will remember the responsibilities as well as the privileges of church membership, and will
endeavour to make his or her contribution to the life and worship of the church.

It is the beginning of the winter’s work, and my sincere
prayer is that the work may be rich in the spirit of kindness
and gentleness and sincerity, that it may be a blessing to all
who take part in it, and fruitful of good things. You will have
disadvantages and hindrances owing to the lighting restrictions and the unavoidable reduction of numbers because of
the demands of war, but I trust that enthusiasm will more than
counterbalance these.
Assuring you my continued interest in your welfare - I remain,
Your minister and Friend

CRAIL WW1 MEMORIAL
Gunner William Mackie 11th May 1898- 27th July 1918

Wm. M. Milne

William Mackie was born at Backgreen, Crail, the family home of his grandparents who ran a General Merchant’s business.
His mother, Margaret Aitchison Mackie, was the seventh child of William and Isabella Mackie and had been employed as a
domestic servant when she fell pregnant. William was therefore brought up by his grandparents at 9, West Green, Crail, and in
due course enlisted in “C” Battery 251st Brigade of the Royal Field Artillery when WW1 broke out. He was killed in action
during the Spring Offensive of 1918 on the Somme battlefields and is commemorated with honour on the Pozières Memorial,
Ovillers-la- Boiselle, Somme.
Margaret Mackie went on to marry and have more children after the war. In 2016 her great-great-grandson, Matthew Anderson from Dunblane, visited the Somme with a school party and made a point of finding his relative on the Pozières Memorial.
He found the panel bearing William’s name and placed a poppy and cross beneath. William is also remembered on a panel at
Crail Church Memorial Gates, the entrance to the burial ground where his grandparents, my great-grandparents, lie.
Marjory Richardson
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