
Andrew Gregson
Yorkshire Regiment

My Great-Great Grandad Andrew Gregson was 24 when the 1st World War broke out.  

We don’t know much about him, but he was taken prisoner and made to cook for the Germans.  

He was not fed very well and he had to eat left-overs and slops from the vegetable he had prepared. 

At the end of the war he brought home a piece of bread which he had been given to dip in the slops and 
eat as a meal daily.  It had sawdust in it, which we understand was to make it more filling. My Grandma 

Kathleen still has the bread and it is shown on the following page.

Andrew Gregson lived until he was 82.  Unfortunately he did not talk about his time in the war and my 
Grandma wishes she had asked him more questions when he was still alive.
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Great-great Grandads medals from the 
Great War

These medals are stored in a metal 
medal box



My Great-Grandad Percy was in the Royal Navy and served on the King George the 5th Battle ship.  He was 
an Able Bodied Seaman passing messages from the bridge to the other Officers in the ship.

My Great Uncle Billy was captured buy the Japanese as he landed and was forced to work on the Burma 
road and railway.  My Grandad tells me that Uncle Billy’s life was extremely tough and he never ever talked 
about it.  He probably had what is now known as Post Traumatic Stress.

The house that My Grandma Kathleen was brought up in has a cellar which had an exit added under the 
living room floor into the front garden and steps into back yard as well.  It was used as an air raid shelter 
and there were bunk beds and a crude oven fireplace built into the wall.

Another Great Uncle joined the forces at the onset of the 2nd World War and was in the Special Forces.  He 
sadly never returned and was presumed dead after one of the many battles.

Other Family War Time Facts



Defence Medal

War Medal

1931-1945 Star

The Burma Star
The Atlantic Star

The Italy

Every Day Chest bar worn at all times on the uniform The Pacific Clasp



My WW1 Poem

It brings a tear to the eye
To think of all of the soldiers who have died

This war was said to have ended all wars
But it opened the door

For one more
Lest we forget

We are forever in their debt

By Toby Smith – Nov 2018


