
              Sapper Alfred George Barrett                           Alfred's headstone at Throop

Alfred Barrett was a 38 year old carpenter from Oakwood Rd in Moordown, who enlisted 
with the Royal Engineers in  September 1914. He was a married man with 6 children.

He died in a military hospital in Blackburn on 26th of June 1916, and his body was buried 
at Throop on July 1st, 1916.

Alfred had been returned to England from Rouen in France, where he had contracted an 
infection during routine surgery. In 1916 there was no penicillin to help fight infection, and 
Alfred died the day after his return of peritonitis.

In the pages that follow, we show copies of much of his service record. Our thanks to his 
grandson, John Wilson, for letting us borrow and copy these.  
There must be literally millions of similar records that were drawn up for all the men who 
served during the Great War.  Most do not survive (many were destroyed by fire during the
Second World War). Those that do survive allow us to see the personal details of the men 
who served..... They make fascinating reading....

  



Short Service Attestation



Description at enlistment



Statement of service (where and when)

Alfred went 'AWOL'........ 3 days 'CB' (Confined to Barracks - known as 'jankers'!)



Alfred received the 3 standard campaign medals awarded to the original BEF (the 'Old
Contemptibles')... affectionately known as 'Pip, Squeak and Wilfred'.



Part 1 of Alfred's Medical Record ... there's something very impersonal about becoming
'non-effective' by being 'deceased'!



These days, such an infection would probably be very treatable...



After his death, Alfred's widow received a pension of 29/- (about £1.50) a week, to look
after herself and 6 children.....



.....And this note from Buckingham Palace 'signed' by the King.  

This kind of document was probably more respected in those days than it would be
today.....although with far fewer service personnel being lost these days, such a document

might really be signed by the present Monarch!



And a personal 'Scroll of Honour'. Again, probably more appreciated in those days.

At least we are carrying on the sentiment of the last phrase....


