They Went Forth To War
They fain would have slept 'neath the heather bells

By the Deveron, Don, and Dee;

They fain would have slept "where Gadie rins

At the back o' Bennachie".
Elsie S Rae

As this year marks the centenary of the start of World War I, I thought we should spend some time discussing how the war had an effect on the village. This article was written maybe twenty years ago, for what reason I cannot now remember.  I thought it might make a good lead into to the series.
Whole libraries have been filled with the happenings of the war that changed the face of the world during these terrible four years from 1914 to 1918.  Who am I, a mere stripling, to try and add to that great wealth of literature?  During these four years, virtually a whole generation was wiped off the face of the earth.  Who were they?  Their names are written in stone the length and the breadth of the country, even the world.  They went forth, full of youth and vigour, and many returned not.
When peace was finally restored, the world began counting the cost.  There was not a community in the land which did not suffer the heartbreak of losing sons and daughters, and those who were left, expressed great desire that their names and deeds should not pass out of mind.  Memorials were erected in every parish throughout the land.  Some consisted of hospitals, as at Torphins, many portrayed soldiers in battledress, while some were modelled on the Cenotaph in London.

A committee was formed in Kemnay, and it was decided to erect a granite monolith to commemorate those who had given their all, in service to their country.  This monument was erected beside the station entrance, and carried the names of sixty five men and one woman who had died.  Now the folks of Kemnay had their feelings about this memorial.  To this day, some of them think that it was an utter disgrace that the granite centre of the world could only manage to erect a simple column as a memorial.  Others complained that there were names on the memorial of those who were not truly sons of the village, and that some of them did not die on the field of battle.
[The memorial was unveiled and dedicated on Sunday 24th September 1922 at 3 p.m. by Lieut.-Colonel Robert Bruce, D.S.O., M.D., Late Officer Commanding 7th Battalion Gordon Highlanders (T.), which included Kemnay Coy., and Colonel Rev. James Smith, Hon. C.F., T.D., B.D., J.P., Late Senior Chaplain (P.), 1st Scottish General Hospital; Minister of St. George's-in-the-West Parish, Aberdeen]
The outcome was that another committee was formed, supposedly chaired by Alexander S Weir, the local chemist, who had lost a son in the war.  In the fullness of time there was placed in what was then Kemnay Higher Grade School, a memorial which to this day can still draw a tear from the observer's eye, and bring a lump to the throat. 
It consists of three panels.  The central one depicts an angel walking through the war-ravaged countryside, about to release a dove, the emblem of peace.  Above, in gilt writing is "IN LOVING MEMORY" while underneath are the dates "MCMXIV - MCMXIX".  The panels to either side contain photographs of all but one who gave their lives during these four awesome years.  Above the photographs is the inscription "TO THE MEN OF KEMNAY PARISH WHO, IN THE GREAT WAR, GAVE THEIR LIVES IN THE CAUSE OF HUMANITY". [No record has been found, to date, of the installation of this memorial.]
These sons, and daughter, of Kemnay are now virtually forgotten by all but a few.  In fact many of the families are no longer represented in the area, and several have died out altogether.
The story in the Good Book goes something like, "When I was a child, I thought as a child".  Most of we children passing through the school shortly after the second world war, used to regard this memorial with considerable awe, possibly the present children still do, but then that war has not the same closeness to them.  As years passed by, the pictures depicted on the school wall seemed to come ever closer to one's heart, and the names became those of friends.  Whether this is the result of age bringing things into a different perspective, or the love of things past, I cannot tell, but this I do know, I cannot pass through that hall without stopping and studying these pictures and having thoughts of them.  Many of them appear as little more than boys, indeed, many were still only boys.  Some show the burden of their years.  For one, poor Lewis Durno who was only 22 years old, no photograph was available. 
Over the years I have often wondered how the memorial would have been laid out had there been a picture available  In fact, how would it have looked with any different number of casualties than sixty plus one. 
