
 In Memory of Private Stephen Foster Drewry 

1892 - 1915 

(2nd Battalion, Norfolk Regiment) 

Age: 23 
Parents: Stephen Drewry & Elizabeth Foster 
Conflict: World War I, The Great War 
Country Enlisted In: United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland 
Country of Death: Iraq (Mesopotamia) 
Relation: Paternal 2nd Cousin 2X Removed 

 

Stephen Foster Drewry was only twenty-three when he left the quiet  
lanes of Norfolk for the far reaches of the British Empire, never to  
return. He had joined the 2nd Battalion of the Norfolk Regiment, a  
regular unit suddenly sent far from the familiar fields of England into  
one of the harshest theatres of the Great War — Mesopotamia.  
The journey east took him by sea, first through crowded  
troopships where the air was thick with coal smoke and sweat,  
then into the suƯocating heat of the Persian Gulf. When the  
battalion disembarked at Basra, the men were hit by a wall  
of heat that seemed to press down from the sky itself. Their  
heavy khaki wool uniforms clung damp to their skin, and  
every movement sent dust rising from the parched earth.  
Around them, the broad brown Tigris wound through the  
desert, carrying steam launches and barges crammed with  
men, mules, and guns upriver toward the Ottoman positions. 
 

Day by day, Stephen and his comrades trudged along the  
riverbanks, the soles of their boots burning on the cracked  
clay. Their throats were dry with thirst, for water was rationed  
and often brackish, leaving a bitter taste that never fully  
quenched. Mosquitoes swarmed at dusk, and fever began to  
run through the camp. Nights brought little relief. The desert  
wind carried fine sand that crept into every blanket, and rifle 
shots cracked out suddenly in the darkness as Ottoman 
snipers harassed the British lines. 
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By the spring of 1915 the 2nd Norfolks were pressing steadily north. The land was flat and 
desolate, broken only by date groves and reed beds along the river. The men dug shallow 
trenches into the sun-baked earth, which split and crumbled under their spades. The air 
shimmered with heat, and the horizon wavered as if it were aflame. Each day was a trial of 
endurance: the weight of the pack, the glare of the sun, the constant buzzing of flies around 
unburied waste, and the knowledge that an unseen enemy was waiting just beyond the 
reeds. 

It was in May, during this grinding advance  
toward Amara, that Private Drewry was  
struck. Perhaps it was a burst of Ottoman  
shrapnel scattering across the dusty  
ground, or the crack of a rifle from across  
the riverbank. However it came, his life  
changed in an instant. Carried from the  
skirmish line by comrades, he would have  
been laid on a stretcher beneath the pitiless  
sky, the dust swirling around his pale face.  
The field hospitals were crude canvas  
tents where weary doctors worked by  
lamplight, their hands raw from tending  
wound after wound. Supplies were short,  
the heat was unbearable, and the air reeked  
of sickness. Despite all eƯorts, Stephen’s  
wounds proved too severe, and on the 19th  
of May, 1915, he slipped away. 
 

His body was buried in Basra, among  
thousands of others who succumbed not  
only to enemy fire but also to thirst,  
exhaustion, and disease in this  
unforgiving land. The Basra War Cemetery  
became the silent witness to their sacrifice,  
each stone a reminder of a life cut short far from  
home. Sadly, the stones have been removed, and the 
cemetery remains as a barren sandy open area. 
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Stephen Drewry’s story is one of endurance in a campaign often overshadowed by the 
battles of France and Flanders. He endured blistering sun, choking dust, and the sudden 
terror of battle along the Tigris before fate claimed him at only twenty-three. Though no 
loved one could kneel by his grave, and though his name is carved far from the Norfolk soil 
that raised him, his memory remains. He was one of countless young men who gave their 
youth and their strength in a land of heat and silence, their remembrance as lasting as the 
land they honoured. 
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