
Chapter 23: 
‘Cheer up! Dear Sister’: The Short Life of  

Rifleman Frederick George Jones 
By Stephen Head, Shorncliffe Trust 

This small chapter is the result of a very personal journey that I have taken 
over the last 17 years, and I believe, sums up two of the qualities that run 
throughout all those connected to the Shorncliffe Trust, be they Trustees or 
volunteers. One is a passion for the site, and the other the connections that 
each individual has in some way to this army camp on the south-east coast of 
Kent.  

Frederick George Jones (1893-1916).  
My connection is through 
my great uncle Frederick 
George Jones, my passion is 
twofold, and I am told 
comes across when I speak, 
firstly, the desire I have to 
keep the memory of this 
man from a different time 
alive and secondly the 
commitment to help try and 
preserve the heritage and 
spiritual home of his 
regiment, the Rifle Brigade, 
formerly the 95th Rifles. It 
may seem a weak 
connection but personally it 
is why I do what I do, and is 
an example, in my opinion, 
of what makes the 
Shorncliffe Trust tick. 

Frederick George Jones has 
been with me all my life. It 

may be strange to say, since he was killed 50 years before I was born. But 
even has a small child I was aware of Fred, the great uncle with a beautiful 
singing voice, who had gone off to war and never returned. The grief and the 
sorrow that followed in his wake left his mother and father, sisters, and my 
grandmother Gertrude Annie Jones deeply emotionally scared. Fred was 
passed down through the family as a story that was only ever briefly 
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mentioned, for when I was a child in the 1970's, to speak of Fred still hurt 
my grandmother too much. I understand, though I never witnessed it, my 
grandmother would every 11th November weep for Fred.  

This small chapter is an overview of Fred’s short life and hopefully may at a 
later date result in a much longer document. There is still so much that I do 
not know about Fred but my research is ongoing and more detail about Fred 
may come to light in due course.  

I can only presume that like so many young men in 1914 Fred decided to 
join up at the outbreak of war through a sense of excitement and duty. There 
is little at this time to show otherwise, but the story within the family is that 
Fred saw the poster image of Lord Kitchener pointing at him and felt that he 
needed to join the army just like thousands of other young volunteers that 
felt compelled to defend their country in 1914. 

The title for this piece is drawn directly from a letter that Fred sent to Jessie, 
his sister, in 1915. It seemed appropriate for his story. 

Frederick George Jones was born on 12 November 1893 at 63 Albert Road, 
Peckham, Surrey. He was the son of: George Jones a plumber and Emily 
Martha Jones (nee Bowyer).  George and Emily Jones had a large family and 
Fred was the second boy of three and he was also the brother to seven 
sisters. By the beginning of the war Fred lived with his mother and father 
and younger sisters at 3 Rostella Road, Tooting, Surrey and worked as a 
pawnbroker’s assistant, employed by Hyde’s of Tooting at 110 Mitcham 
Road. 

As already mentioned, in 1914 Fred felt it was his duty to volunteer to serve 
his country. His regiment of choice was the Rifle Brigade, a regiment that at 
that time had over the previous one hundred years built a formidable 
reputation as an elite fighting force. Shorncliffe was the spiritual home of the 
Rifle Brigade, whereas the 95th Rifles during the wars with revolutionary 
France and later Napoleon they trained under Coote Manningham and Sir 
John Moore. Like his fellow Rifleman years before, Fred trained and learnt 
his soldering skills in Kent. Initially Fred was with the 5th Service Battalion 
Rifle Brigade at Sheerness, training to shoot the Lee Enfield .303 SMLE rifle, 
and also practicing to use bombs (grenades), regular physical exercise 
bayonet drill, dig trenches and march before embarking for France with the 
12th Service Battalion on the 27 October 1915.  

On the 21 October he sent a letter home to his sister Jessie, thanking her for 
the lucky horse shoes she had included in her letter. He said that he felt 
confident that he would be alright, but reading between the lines he was 
worried about his upcoming adventure. 
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Unfortunately, Fred's service record does not survive but the war diaries of 
the 12th Service Battalion and the official history of the Rifle Brigade during 
the great war provide plenty of detail about the actions in which Fred was 
involved. Fred was stationed around Ypres from October 1915 until 7 July 
1916 when he is listed within battalion war diary as being wounded in action.  
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The above image of Fred may have been taken before he left for France. On 
the reverse are the words to the popular song 'Your King and your Country want 
you' sung at music halls by such artists as Vesta Tilley to encourage men to 

volunteer. 
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The original picture of Fred before restoration and after 

colourisation.  
Notice the shadow on the wall to the left of Fred and the ladies hand and finger on his right.  
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The photo on the previous page may have been taken when he was 
convalescing, as the original contains what looks like a wound stripe on his 
left arm or it could be a bombers badge as the shape could be that of a 
grenade with a burning fuse attached. It is hard to identify as the image is 
damaged but would make sense as Fred undertook bombing practice before 
being sent to France. In this photo he also is wearing a braid on his left 
shoulder. This indicates that he may have been an acting corporal, or he 
could have just added the braiding for effect when the picture was taken, as 
was common for soldiers to do at the time. The picture originally contained 
a second individual, an unknown female, as part of the image shows a lady’s 
hand resting upon Fred’s right arm. The original picture was torn in two, 
again as was common at the time. One half would have been kept by the 
soldier and the other kept by the sweet heart, girlfriend, wife or even perhaps 
in this case by one of Fred's sisters.  

Upon Fred's return to his regiment and the western front, he was within a 
short time transferred to the 1st Battalion King’s Royal Rifle Corp (1st 
KRRC) serving on the Somme. Once again, the war diaries of the Kings 
Royal Rifle Corp prove an invaluable resource as an entry on the 5 August 
1916 states that; 

'Draft of 88 other ranks (all Rifle Brigade) joined' 

Looking back through the war diary, there are no other entries around 
August 1916 or later in September 1916 of this nature. So, it can be fairly 
safely assumed that having fully recovered from his wounds Fred joined the 
1st KRRC on this date. 

His time with this new battalion was short as on the 17 September 1916, the 
following entry was made within the KRRC war diary 

‘A fine day. In the afternoon between 3 and 4pm the Bosch peppered our right front 
Coy front line with rifle grenades and shells and also shelled the communications trench 
of our left Coy. JONES St, WRANGLE Ave, and NAIRNE St were knocked 
about a bit and a direct hit was scored on JENA trench. A certain number of 
casualties which will be reported in tomorrow’s casualty return.’ 

The following day the war diary states 
‘Casualties to 12 noon – 2 O. R. Killed, 5 O. R. Wounded’ 

Rifleman Frederick George Jones along with Rifleman A. Attenborough 
were the two ordinary ranks killed during this bombardment. Fred was just 
23 years old. He was taken to the Hebuterne Sector military cemetery where 
he was buried along with Rifleman Attenborough. 
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Four pictures taken during visits to Fred's grave. The two above were taken in March 2003 
and two below on a very hot day in July 2007. Picture by Steve Head 
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At the end of the war Fred's dead man's penny and three medals were sent to 
his mother and father in Tooting. This was followed in 1920 by a war 
gratuity being the sum of £8, 12s 4p which included the sum of £5 paid by 
the government to the bereaved family for the loss of Fred's life during the 
war. 

Fred is buried in Plot IV, Row N Grave 6 at Hebuterne Military cemetery in 
France. I first visited Fred's grave in 2003 as part of a family pilgrimage, 
taking my father and my mother Fred's niece, to visit the grave. It was a very 
emotional day and one that I have replicated with my wife on many 
occasions since 

I consider it a privilege that I am now the custodian of Fred's medals and 
dead man's penny, these being presented to me by my mother's cousin 
Eileen Parker a few years ago. Eileen is the daughter of Jessie Jones the sister 
that Fred was writing to in the letter in 1915. 
It is an honour for me to tell Fred's story just as it is an honour for me to be 
a Trustee of the Shorncliffe Trust and to endeavour to keep the heritage of 
Fred's regiment and its spiritual home alive for future generations to help 
them hopefully understand why individuals like Frederick George Jones felt 
so impelled to stand up in 1914 and do what they believed was their duty. 

 


