Photos of Zillebeke and Sanctuary Woods

Photo taken from Sanctuary Wood at the site of the entrance of Zillebeke
Communication Trench.

Photo (2015) of Sanctuary Wood Trenches preserved today. The red marker is the
entrance area of Zillebeke Communication Trench as seen above.
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Sanctuary Woods 1917
Overall map of movement and locations 7th Buffs 3rd July - 21st 1917
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Canal Reserve Camp. 7th Batt Buffs arrive 3rd July 1917.
Rest area Château Segard. (7th Batt Buffs arrive from front line 16th July 1917).
Bedford House.
Zillebeke Lake.
Zillebeke Village.
Maple Copse.
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7. Sanctuary Woods (Front Line 7th Batt Buffs arrive 6th - 16th July 1917).
Designated 55 inf Brigade route to front line from Canal Reserve
and Chateau Segard
Zillebeke Communication Trench

Arial Photo of Château Segard1916.

Gate posts of Château Segard 2015
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Maple Copse 1919

Maple Copse Cemetery 2015 (Zillebeke St Trench ran through on the right of the
picture )
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Bedford House Cemetery 2015

South/East side of Zillebeke Lake 1917, this was a main route to Zillebeke St
Communication trench which is on the right of the photo, which Edmund would of
passed through.
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Zillebeke Lake 2015 I = Area of above photo. 2 = Looking towards Zillebeke .

Map showing Zillebeke lake in relation to the town of Ypres. Maple Copse can just be
seen to the right of the number 23 . The number 23 is sitting on top of the line of
Zillebeke CT.
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From 1914-1918 An infantry's solders life expectancy in the line was less then six
weeks, of the casualties on the Western Front, 60% were caused by shellfire.
In the line a soldier had a 15% chance of being killed and 25% chance of a wound.
This was increased to 30% and 70% if going over the top during a battle or skirmish.
So survival of the period of the war with out injury was slim.
Records show that of (2nd Royal West Kent' Regiment ) original draft of 1052 men who
left for France in August 1914. Only 40 men Remained in active service by November
1918.

For the Fallen
With proud thanksgiving, a mother for her children,
England mourns for her dead across the sea.
Flesh of her flesh they were, spirit of her spirit,
Fallen in the cause of the free.
Solemn the drums thrill: Death august and royal
Sings sorrow up into immortal spheres.
There is music in the midst of desolation
And a glory that shines upon our tears.
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.
They mingle not with their laughing comrades again;
They sit no more at familiar tables of home;
They have no lot in our labour of the day-time;
They sleep beyond England's foam.
But where our desires are and our hopes profound,
Felt as a well-spring that is hidden from sight,
To the innermost heart of their own land they are known
As the stars are known to the Night;
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.
Poem by Robert Laurence Binyon (1869-1943),
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