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‘The lamps are going out all over Europe; we shall not see them lit again in our life-time.’


 


Sir Edward Grey, British foreign secretary, 3 August 1914

























FOREWORD





Why read a newspaper in wartime? Everyone knows there is censorship; few believe that the whole truth is to be found in any paper.


Nevertheless, during the first world war, newspapers were grabbed from the paperboys’ hands, shared during breaks in 12-hour shifts, ironed flat and crisp in the grandest households, and read by millions who felt the ‘need to know’ during a war that was consuming the nation. This desire to know, however grim the news might be, meant national and local papers were eagerly devoured in the era before radio and television.


There was a wide range of print media available during the war, from the stately prose of The Times to the shouting headlines of the popular press. The Manchester Guardian, as the paper was then known, steered its own course among them.


Why should we return to contemporary reports of a war which has now been analysed, and criticised so often and at such great length? Because the voice of the witness is the most compelling. It may not be the entire story – the vantage point may be obscure, the emotions of hope or patriotism may colour the words – but it is a human eye in the storm. What is immediately written down carries a strength that hindsight and reflection might challenge, but that is still potent and sincere.


Perhaps one might add that the style of the era, the measured sentences, add punch to the despatches, alongside the restrained touches of emotion from the correspondent.


And a newspaper also covers the world in which the readers lived. These extracts give us glimpses of the music hall, the countryside in winter, the grumpy response to women taxi drivers in London, the anti-German riots, the nationwide fascination with Charlie Chaplin at ‘the kinema’. It connects the readers to huge world events, plucking local names and units out of the fog of battle: ‘the Yorkshire lads’, ‘the Highlanders of the 51st’.


Inevitably, the whole truth is not there, especially where the battlefield is concerned. There can only be glimpses of combat, and generalisations about the numberless attacks and the months of bombardments. Rigorous censorship and correspondents’ reticence – often to spare the people at home more horror – combined to deliver what is now seen by many as a limited narrative of the war.


That it was actually reported at all was something of a victory, with many of the military initially despising the very idea of operations being witnessed by the press. ‘After all,’ as one commander remarked, ‘you are only writing for Mary Ann in the kitchen.’ But even with a handful of men to cover the vast battle zone in Europe, and a sprinkling of correspondents trying to report the action from Mesopotamia to east Africa, something special was achieved, especially for today’s reader. From the paper’s pages, the gargantuan war machine emerges, full of ordinary men propelled into an unfamiliar world. They are at times relentlessly cheerful and patriotic, occasionally downhearted – but they always leave the correspondent wondering at their doggedness. The chirpy quotes of soldiers, quoted by the almost disbelieving reporter who can see only mud and mangled bodies, show a determined devotion to the cause amidst a landscape from hell. And they can result in a reporter’s dilemma. Then, as now, the issue is the same. Is it your duty to report only the horror – or would that be cruelty to readers desperate for any scrap of information which might console them?


The other universal issue all war reporters face is the accompanying ‘minder’ at one’s elbow. Today’s media conduct a never-ending battle with military minders, public relations-mad ministers and obstructive officials. Technology may have brought about the notion of ‘live’ reporting, but in actuality it is often far from the action. Risk-aversion and insurance worries have added to the diffidence of many editors at home. But nothing is new. A hundred years ago there was constant surveillance of the press on the battlefield – and many attempts to keep them away from it. Statistics were hard to come by and the scale of the conflict ruled out instant accuracy. Editors were assailed by politicians and hemmed in by government demands.


Compared with the multinational horde which heads for conflict these days, the British wartime press of 1915 had to be content with precisely five officially accredited ‘scribblers’. Even so, the stories read vividly, and the reality of the situation can be discovered in and between the lines. The eyewitness account, fresh and forthright, mattered then – and still matters now.


The confidence and convictions of the paper itself also mattered and stories about conscientious objectors, women’s rights and political dissent prove to us that the nation was no single mass of sheep-brained citizens. Reports on pacifism and radical politics dispel the lazy notion that everyone was riding the warhorse. It was difficult to be the voice that did not join in the marching song – a difficulty that is true of many conflicts still today.


We read these stories with a myriad of other sources now available to us. The private diaries, the scholars’ discoveries, and many opinions as to why the war was fought and to what end. But the wartime newspaper brings us closer. The people who wrote for it were not detached. The editorials reflected hopes as well as considered opinion – and were sometimes proved hopelessly adrift in their predictions. But they are key to what was on the minds of many, and what preoccupied quiet people as they wondered where and when it would all end.


The newspaper reminds us that life went on, that there were other momentous events in the wider world: the Easter Rising in Ireland, the end of the tsarist monarchy in Russia. Meanwhile, at home, women were causing social disquiet by assuming the post of ‘lady chauffeur’ and theatre-goers were vexed about whether they should wear full evening dress.


The wartime Guardian reminds us that nearly five years of life were not a monotone picture of conflict. Nor were they a unanimous cheer for victory. The eyewitnesses reported what they saw – and the reality they conveyed matters to us today.


Kate Adie


February 2014



















INTRODUCTION





As a child I was taken to Winchester Cathedral, where I contemplated the great West Window. I was told that during the English civil war, Roundheads had shattered the glass, which had once depicted order and majesty, captured in light. When, during the Restoration, the window was reassembled, no attempt was made to recreate its content. Instead, the shards of stained glass were collected into a random mosaic. The Roundheads, it was suggested to me, were a pretty bad lot. On reflection, I thought that they had to have been pretty serious about religion, in their way, to have done such a thing. There was method, and meaning, in their apparent madness.


This is a book about fragments from another time; from an era seen by many, then, as well established in its order and majesty, but which was to conclude with the shattering of everything. It is about reading a great newspaper, based in one of the world’s most famous industrial cities, during an inexplicable global cataclysm. It is about how a world which thought of itself as ‘modern’, within which optimists believed humanity could be liberated, became instead a killing machine. Up until the very moment that war broke out, people – from the Kaiser to working men and women writing angry letters to the Manchester Guardian – had difficulty conceiving what was happening around them. As horror followed horror, the difficulty persisted. We are still sifting those fragments a hundred years later.


To read the Manchester Guardian from a century ago is to be intrigued by resonances. Then, as now, it was just one voice on the news-stands where other parts of the chorus offered bellicosity, tub-thumping, jingoism, measured conservatism, lofty conservatism, batty ideas and, maybe, still small voices of calm. But the Manchester Guardian was different: it was proudly provincial and yet, then as now, renowned throughout the world, with an editor, CP Scott, who had already been in his chair for 42 years (he was to remain there for another 15). Its readers were the liberal upper and middle classes, non-conformists, radicals, socialists, working men and women, suffragists and suffragettes, pacifists. Despite the various serious crises of pre-war times, these were people who – like the newspaper – were committed to the idea of progress. To revisit what they were reading then is humbling, and on occasions uplifting. It is also curious to find all those years ago – alongside an almost unchanged ‘Country Diary’ – that distinctive Guardian tone: amused, exasperated, slightly detached (or smug and exasperating, as some suggest).


This is not a history of the first world war; indeed, entire theatres of the conflict do not feature. What it attempts to do is to provide an insight into what a part of British society was reading about, and thinking, during those times. It does not deal with the vast war efforts of the other combatant nations, save in passing, and because journalism catches the moment at the moment, the coverage can sometimes seem skewed and even wrong – the heavy hand of the censor was, after all, almost ever present. There is boundless – if short-lived – enthusiasm for the Russian revolution, annual optimism for the year ahead, news of devastated villages wrested from the enemy, which never translate into final victory – until, in the summer of 1918, they begin to do so. And to read often superbly written stories from the western front and Mesopotamia, from railway terminals and meeting halls, from the mountains of Italy and the hills of Sussex, is to receive signals from a lost world.


I do not subscribe to the flaccid, smug, ‘lions-and-donkeys’ vision of the warriors as noble tommies and reckless, stupid generals with silly moustaches. I am sure there were plenty of both, as there are in all wars, but what emerged from the pages of the Manchester Guardian was a picture of a process that – like the mud of the Somme, a creation of nature plus high explosive – trapped everybody from Herbert Asquith, Prince Lichnowsky, Mrs Pankhurst, David Lloyd George, Countess Markievicz, Woodrow Wilson and Vladimir Lenin to the most humble common soldier.


And then there is the rest of humanity. One item in the newspaper’s ‘Our London Correspondence’ will not leave me. It concerns a youth seen in 1915 on London’s Euston Road who, ‘out of sheer love of art’ performed his own Charlie Chaplin routine ‘before a large and critical audience’. Then, as always, some people had their priorities right.


Nigel Fountain






















CHAPTER 1


BEFORE





From 1911 onwards, relations between the great powers were fraught, and were accompanied by an arms race that pitted the dominant Royal Navy against the growing German navy, and the armies of the German and Austro-Hungarian empires against those of the French Republic and the despotic Russian empire. But there were few indications in January 1914 of worsening tensions – if anything, there were signs of the reverse. Wars in the Balkans had ended; internationally, it was a period of calm. But within the United Kingdom, three domestic crises confronted Prime Minister Herbert Asquith’s Liberal government: Irish home rule, working class militancy and votes for women.


But in Manchester on New Year’s Day 1914 many people were more interested in ice skating, or watching United beat West Bromwich Albion one-nil.


‘SIGNS OF A SHARP FROST’


2 January


Manchester, New Year’s Day 1914: There were many people in the city, but several thousands of them were swallowed up in the theatres, music halls, picture palaces, and other houses of entertainment. About 18,000 went to Old Trafford to see the football match between Manchester United and West Bromwich Albion … Another large section of the community found excellent sport in skating on fields and ponds on the outskirts of the city; while many others went to see the flying feats at Belle Vue. In the early part of the day there were all the signs of a sharp frost. This and the fog which overspread the low-lying lands caused the authorities of the Manchester Racecourse to abandon the idea of having the usual New Year’s Day races at Castle Irwell … All the places of entertainment did well. At the Theatre Royal there was the pantomime Humpty Dumpty. The Marriage Market, with a London company, was played at the Prince’s Theatre. At the Gaiety Theatre there was Fifinella (‘a fairy frolic’) in the afternoon and School for Scandal at night. The patriotic drama Drake was given at the New Theatre … The music-halls had their crowds, and the picture theatres also.




 





William Byles was Liberal MP for Salford North. Written on New Year’s Day, his letter to the editor was about the Anglo-German naval arms race.


3 January


The Reduction of Armaments


Men have come to see – or are fast coming to see – that it is the experts, and the services, and the armament makers themselves, the men who think (as I don’t) that there is ‘nothing like leather,’ who are pushing the nation into this huge and ever-growing expenditure. They see, secondly, the danger to their social programme if in times of peace the taxation for war must be so heavy. And, thirdly, they are at last realising that relations of friendship and co-operation with our potential enemies is a far surer defence than all the Dreadnoughts in the world. I am full of hope for the new year, and if I were a shareholder in any of the great armament firms I would sell out, for I am convinced the movement for reduction is en marche.





‘A RATHER UGLY SCENE’


The women’s movement was divided between non-militant suffragists and proponents of direct action such as the Women’s Social and Political Union (WSPU), Mrs Emmeline Pankhurst and her daughters Christabel, Sylvia and Adela. By 1914, Sylvia, a socialist estranged from her mother and sisters, had set up the East London Federation of Suffragettes (ELFS).


Mrs Pankhurst had been in and out of prison since 1908, and on Thursday 21 May 1914, with a three-year prison sentence hanging over her, she led a WSPU deputation.


22 May


Suffragette ‘Raid’ on Buckingham Palace


The attempt today of the militant suffragists to force a deputation on the King at Buckingham Palace ended, as must have been expected, in complete failure. One woman of the many who tried to get beyond the police cordon managed to come so near the Palace as the pavement in front of the main entrance, where of course she was at once arrested. […]


About fifteen hundred policemen were disposed in lines across the roadways debouching on the open place in front of the railings in such a way as to keep the whole of the wide space between the Victoria Memorial and the Palace absolutely clear … A crowd some thousands strong, crushed between the railings of the Green Park and police barriers, had a good view of all that happened.


The worst of the conflict with the police outside the Palace, such as it was, was over within half-an-hour or so. Women ran past the police into the open space, and were pushed back or taken into custody if they persisted. I was standing within a few feet of the point of disturbance, and it appeared to me that the police acted with good humour and used no unnecessary violence. It was said that at the top of the hill there had been a rather ugly scene, the women trying to pull the police off the horses and striking at them with cudgels, and that the police had struck back with their truncheons, but that I did not see.


The only exciting incident outside the Palace was the arrest of Mrs. Pankhurst. Closely surrounded by her followers she pushed past the policeman, but the constables gathered round and began pushing the women back into the crowd. Mrs. Pankhurst’s bodyguard resisted vigorously. The policeman apparently did not realise that they were dealing with Mrs. Pankhurst, and were making no attempt to arrest her, until Superintendent Quinn and some inspectors ran up. A huge inspector plucked Mrs. Pankhurst out of the struggling group and ran away with her in his arms into the clear space in front of the Palace. A taxi-cab was summoned, and Mrs. Pankhurst was quickly bundled into it and driven away. As she was carried past the group of reporters she called out, ‘Arrested at the gates of the Palace – tell the King that.’ She was pale, but perfectly self-collected.


11 June


Militants Chased by Portsmouth Mob


Scenes of great disorder took place in Portsmouth last night, and but for the action of the police would probably have culminated in serious injury to several suffragettes. Two parties of suffragettes, including, it is said, several well-known militants, arrived in the town yesterday. Last night two of the women, who pitched their stand just outside of the Royal Counties Agricultural Show ground, were chased by a mob numbering several hundreds of people for a considerable distance. Bricks and other missiles were hurled at the women. Eventually they were rescued by the police and removed to a place of safety. Other women attempted to hold a meeting in the centre of the town near the Town Hall, but an angry crowd, whose attitude was distinctly dangerous, broke up their platform, tore down their flags, and made repeated efforts to attack them. The police had considerable difficulty in getting the militants away.




 





Prime Minister Herbert Asquith met an ELFS delegation at the time when Sylvia Pankhurst was imprisoned.


22 June


Mr. Asquith and Working Women


The Prime Minister received at 10 Downing Street this morning a deputation from the East London Federation of Suffragists. This organisation, of which Miss Sylvia Pankhurst is the head … concerns itself chiefly with the importance of the vote to working women as a weapon in the fight against bad conditions of life and labour.


Of all the many talks on the suffrage which Mr. Asquith has had with suffragists, to-day’s was the most intimate and probably the most interesting … In rough and simple language the women told the Prime Minister the actual experience of their lives. ‘As I have to work so hard to support my home,’ one said simply, ‘I feel it is very wrong that I cannot have a voice in the making of the laws.’


Mr. Asquith listened with the greatest sympathy and attention, and made a kindly speech in reply. The part of it which most pleased the women was his promise to consult with the Home Secretary about the request that Miss Pankhurst should be


Mrs. Scurr read a long statement on the position of the working women under the law … She asked for the unconditional release of Miss Sylvia Pankhurst and Mrs. Walker [a docker’s wife arrested for giving an ‘inciting speech’]. ‘Their crime,’ she said, ‘is only that of speaking, and as you know, men like James Larkin, George Lansbury and Sir Edward Carson have all made seditious speeches, and Sir Edward Carson has committed seditious acts, and yet these men are free.’


Mrs. Hughes, an elderly brushmaker, handed the Prime Minister a hairbrush and told him, ‘I work from eight in the morning to six at night and get twopence for each brush. That brush is sold for half a guinea. I think,’ she went on, ‘I have a right to a vote the same as my husband, who hardly does any work, while I have to do the housework as well.’ Mrs. Hughes told the Prime Minister that her husband was a brushmaker also, but the work he used to do was now done by machinery.


Mr. Asquith handled the brush and asked the woman: ‘How many hours does it take to make it?’ ‘About two hours,’ she replied. ‘There are 200 holes for five farthings.’


The wife of a transport worker, a woman earning 25s. a week, spoke next … ‘I have six young children, and my husband is one of the best of men. He is a teetotaller, but yet I have a great struggle to bring up a family on the wages he earns, for I have to pay 6s. 6d. a week rent, and then there is the insurance and club money to pay before we can buy anything for ourselves. I am not fighting for the vote for myself because I am one of the best off in the East End. There are thousands worse off than me, with husbands earning only 18s. a week and with far larger families.’


Another life-story given the Premier was that of a worker in a trousers factory who spoke of the ill-treatment of women by foremen. ‘Women who have to work under these conditions should have a voice in making the laws to reform the factories,’ she said, and she spoke touchingly and at first hand of the hardships of deserted wives and unmarried mothers … Lastly a thin woman in black described how her mentally defective child was taken away from her and put in a padded room in the workhouse. ‘I asked the doctor why it was, and he replied it had nothing to do with me. It was the father’s place. I think we ought to have a voice in the different laws for women.’


‘WANTON AND RECKLESS CHATTER’


Early in 1914, the third Irish Home Rule Bill (HRB) was making another passage through the Houses of Parliament, highlighting a crisis that threatened the stability of the United Kingdom. Opposition to the HRB was led by Sir Edward Carson MP, a Dubliner and leader of the Protestant Ulster Unionists of northern Ireland, bolstered by the paramilitary Ulster Volunteers Force (UVF). Carson and his allies were supported by the Unionists (Conservatives) at Westminster. Their demand was for the exclusion of the north from the HRB’s provisions for an Irish parliament, a demand that Herbert Asquith’s Liberal government effectively offered to concede, but not to the satisfaction of Carson and his intransigent supporters.


The first lord of the admiralty under the Liberal government was Winston Churchill. On Saturday 14 March 1914, Churchill, having sent warships into Irish ports, told a Bradford audience that a ‘fair and full offer’ had been made to the Unionists. The speech challenged Carson and his allies not to threaten force against parliament.


16 March


Mr. Churchill and the Ulster Problem


That offer has been made. It was made last Monday by the Prime Minister. God forbid that I should ever stand in the path of conciliation, but it seems to me that in principle this is the last offer which His Majesty’s Government can make or ought to make. How has it been received? … A fair offer has been made, and up to the present – and only up to the present we can view it – it has not only been spurned, but taken advantage of. If there is no wish for peace … if all the wanton and reckless chatter we have been forced to listen to all these months is in the end to disclose a sinister and revolutionary purpose then I can only say to you: Let us go forward together, and put these grave matters to the proof.




 





That Monday, 16 March, what Asquith described as a ‘regular rough and tumble’ ensued at Question Time. By Thursday, Carson, having denounced Churchill in the Commons, walked out amid a storm of Tory cheers and departed for Belfast.


The commander-in-chief for Ireland was General Arthur Paget, whose alarmism exacerbated the crisis. Thirty-five miles south-west of Dublin at the Curragh camp, British officers mutinied en masse for the first time in more than two centuries, resigning their commissions rather than countenancing a move against the UVF. The British government surrendered, as the Manchester Guardian reported.


25 March


Curragh Officers Exulting Over Their ‘Victory’


Scenes which have been enacted at the Curragh Camp to-day make it impossible to avoid the conclusion that far-reaching effects of the most serious kind must inevitably result from what is here unquestioningly regarded as the capitulation of the Government to the threats of the cavalry officers … Young officers, exultant in what they look upon as the hour of victory, spoke without restraint of their release from any obligation to take up arms to suppress organised resistance to Home Rule in Ulster. A written undertaking was given at the War Office to General Gough, and its terms are too explicit to leave any doubt as to its import. It is to the effect that the General and the officers under his command shall not be called on to take up arms to force Home Rule upon Ulster. The officers concerned have not moved from the position they took up four days ago and they are applauded as heroes by all who share their political views. General Gough … made it quite clear that if what he regards as civil war breaks out, neither he nor the officers under him will support the Government and the Crown in putting it down.




 





On 6 April the HRB passed its second reading – with special concessions to the north – but ‘loyalists’ were not appeased. On 24 April rifles and ammunition were smuggled into Larne to arm the UVF.


27 April


First Overt Act of Rebellion


Belfast, Sunday Night: The Ulster Volunteers, whose activities have been shown hitherto in the making of kinema [cinema] films, have done a real and serious stroke of business. It has been accompanied by a quite unnecessary amount of advertisement fully in keeping with the traditions of the corps, but even without the aid of the limelight, which has been one of the Volunteers’ chief helps so far, two facts are startlingly clear.


One is that in the late hours of Friday night and in the early hours of Saturday morning, according to an estimate accepted by the police themselves, thirty-five thousand German Mauser magazine rifles, with three and a half million rounds of cartridges, being a hundred for each rifle, all directed to rebellion and all embarked in defiance of a proclamation of the Privy Council – one fancies, of the common law of the realm besides – were landed on the coast of Ulster. The other is that in the course of their landing, three Irish towns where the King’s writ normally runs were ‘held up’ in the full sense which the term has in a South American Republic. In Larne, in county Antrim, and in Donaghadee and Bangor in county Down, those of the King’s lieges who were traversing his highway between the hours of ten o’clock on Friday night and three o’clock Saturday morning, and who had not provided themselves with a pass signed by the president of the Orangemen, who is commandant by virtue of his office, were turned back by the patrols of the commando.




 





On 22 May, with the HRB back in the Commons for its third reading, the Unionist opposition attempted to shout it down. On 23 May Chancellor of the Exchequer David Lloyd George was speaking in support of Charles Masterman, Liberal candidate for Ipswich, in the last by-election before the outbreak of war. The tone of the speech underlines the febrile atmosphere that the Ireland issue had generated within British politics. Lloyd George told the 7,000-strong audience that the election was critical ‘in the history of this country’.


24 May


Representative Government at Stake


‘Why? Just you read the story of the scene in the House of Commons yesterday. (Cries of “Shame.”) What do you think it means? I will tell you. It was not an outburst of temper. It was not people suddenly losing their heads. If that had been the case I would not have said a word about it. We are all liable to it, especially in this hot weather. (Laughter.) It was deliberate. It was a part of a plan for destroying the House that represents this country (Cheers.) Do you know what that means? … The liberties of the people are at stake (cheers) and unless they stand by the flag of freedom I shall despair – but only then. Ipswich town delivers a verdict which will resound throughout the ages as a great blow for freedom if it returns my friend Charles Masterman. (Cheers.)’




 





Masterman lost. And the Ireland issue dragged on, finally colliding with the aftermath of the Sarajevo assassinations. Home rule, it was resolved, was to be suspended until the end of the war. But no allowance had been made for the events of Easter 1916.





‘A RATHER REMARKABLE THING’


The pre-war years were turbulent ones for British workers and the nascent trade unions. In 1911 British railway unions went on strike – and in the aftermath members were victimised. In 1912 a 37-day miners’ strike polarised society and led to the enactment of a national minimum miners’ wage. In 1913 the worst disaster in British mining history – the explosion at the Senghenydd colliery – killed 439 miners. Strikes among dockers, transport workers and firemen erupted from 1910 onwards. In January 1914 a five-month lockout by Dublin employers, who were opposed to the right to unionise, ended in defeat for the workers. Syndicalism and socialism were growing influences within the trade unions of the British Isles, and their aim was a ‘triple alliance’ of three great unions.


14 March


Labour’s Triple Alliance


The Executive of the National Union of Railwaymen … has decided to accept the invitation of the Miners’ Federation of Great Britain to a joint conference with the object of promoting a working alliance between the Miners’ Federation, the Transport Workers’ Federation and the Railwaymen’s Union in order to facilitate joint action in support of common demands. The Transport Workers’ Federation has already approved of the proposal, and it now rests with the miners to fix the date of the conference. The combined membership affected is close to 1,700,000 with funds estimated at £2,500,000.


5 June 


Miners, Railway and Transport Men


The closer federation of the organisations of the miners, the railwayman and the transport workers of this country was advanced another stage yesterday … The result will be an alliance for offensive and defensive purposes, for the first time, of about a million and a half trade unionists engaged on what may be termed the main arteries of industry.




 





Robert Smillie was president of the Miners’ Federation of Great Britain and chaired the committee preparing for the triple alliance. On 2 July he addressed Cleveland miners.


3 July


When a General Strike May Be Called


Mr. Smillie, referring to the new combination between the miners, railwaymen and transport workers, said: ‘… one line we mean to take is to lay down the principle of a decent minimum wage for all grades of workers connected with this particular combination. We shall require to make sure that if employers in any part of the country begin evicting workmen from their homes during a strike or lock-out there shall be a general stoppage in order to move the wheels of Government. We shall require to be close enough together to see that if workers in any part of Great Britain are out fighting for their rights along trade union lines and the local authorities or the Government bring out soldiers or police to baton or shoot them, we shall be in a position to say, “We will not go on working while you are shooting down our fellow-men.” (Applause.)’ Mr. Smillie said that the new movement had been designated by certain sections of the press as rank Syndicalism and a threat against the stability of a so-called civilised State. He added that it was a rather remarkable thing that when the shipbuilding and engineering industry on the east coast of England and the Clyde threatened to lock out their workers because of a dispute which might have taken place in some remote corner of the shipbuilding industry, it was not called Syndicalism but intelligent organisation on the part of the employers. This was exactly what was aimed at by the three bodies.




 





Later that month, Scottish mine owners announced a proposal to cut the minimum wage. The stage was set for the triple alliance to move into action that autumn.


‘HURRAH FOR LIGHTNING!’


Italian Futurism was an arts movement born in 1909. Focused around Filippo Marinetti, it celebrated speed, violence, technology and the liberating effects of war. British Futurists included Christopher Nevinson, who achieved fame as a war artist, but some Futurists, such as Wyndham Lewis, redefined themselves as Vorticists.


13 July


Vorticism


Our London Correspondence: From the point of view of noise the Futurist lecture at the Doré Galleries this evening was a little disappointing … The new seceders from the Marinetti group, Messrs. Wyndham Lewis and Co. – who now call themselves Vorticists – … dwindled into silence very early in the evening. However, Mr. CRW Nevinson, the faithful disciple of Futurism, addressed us in a lecture which, though delivered in a manner far removed from Marinetti’s passionate declamation, had not a little of the master’s epigrammatic style. He explained the Futurists – the real primitives – aimed at such things as the emotional expression of a smell or a state of mind in forms and colours, as when we speak of seeing red, having the blues, or feeling green. This is a mechanical age, and therein lies its whole beauty. Only bad work goes on for ever. No one would take the Mona Lisa as a gift. Nobody wants a singer to go on singing all day (‘I don’t agree’ from a Vorticist). There have never been any eternal truths – and so on. He then read the manifesto. It enumerated the things against which the Futurists ‘give the signal for battle.’ Among them were the worship of tradition, garden cities and morris dances, the preference for foreign artists as against English, ‘the same revolutionary New English Art Club.’ The manifesto ended with ‘Hurrah for motors! Hurrah for speed! Hurrah for lightning!’ Bang! A firework was exploded in the centre doorway! Then came ‘What we want,’ with a list of ‘Vanguard’ painters, which included the names of all the seceding Vorticists, at which one of these protested. Signor Marinetti himself followed with an attack on the elegant Passéist, The Times, and on all the ’isms except Futurism. ‘Immortality is an infamous thing, a crime.’ He finished with an attack on those rich people who refused to buy Futurist pictures.


‘UPPISH IN BRITISH AFRICA’


When, in 1908, the African-American Jack Johnson became the first black world heavyweight-boxing champion, race riots ensued. In 1914 Johnson was in England and the Manchester Guardian’s editorial, a response to popular controversy, captured the white (liberal and racist) outlook and imperial fears of the time. Billy ‘Bombardier’ Wells was a white British boxing champion, Sam Langford a black Canadian boxer and Mrs Humphry Ward (Mary Ward) was a novelist, social reformer and leading anti-women’s suffrage campaigner of the era.


22 January


The Negro Boxing Champion


We do not say that The Times and others are not right in crying out against prize-fights and boxing shows in which Jack Johnson, the negro pugilist, takes part. But they have rather odd ways of putting it. It all reads as if there were something more which they do not quite like to say. What they most dread is that Johnson should be matched against an Englishman. In that case, as they feel, the Englishman might be beaten; indeed he almost certainly would; and they fear that this would make negroes uppish in British Africa. It has always been a sacred tradition among us that the negro, on the whole, is no good with his fists, and the tradition has the support of numberless cases which British colonials have related in British bars and smoking-rooms that with one well-placed blow they sent some contumacious nigger spinning, and that the nigger then curled up at once and was permanently improved. This tradition the negro race has been pretty widely asked to imbibe, and it is feared that the good work thus done might be partly undone if it were known the best negro boxer had beaten the best Englishman. The negro might then begin to extract from The Times and adapt to his own case the great anti-suffragist argument that the only proper basis of the right to a vote, and to political power generally, is personal physical strength. Bombardier Wells, the anti-suffragists argue, ought to have a vote, and Mrs. Humphry Ward ought not, because – to put it briefly – Bombardier Wells could knock out Mrs. Humphry Ward when it came to fisticuffs. It is feared the Kaffir might adopt this philosophic doctrine and begin to argue that if Jack Johnson or Sam Langford were to knock out Bombardier Wells the negro’s superior title to political power would be similarly established.


But objections are also brought against any big boxing match between the negroes themselves. We do not refer to any general objections to the modern form of veiled prize-fighting, for the objectors we speak of have none of these. They object to a Johnson–Langford match in London that it would be ‘sensational,’ that ‘highly coloured pen-pictures of Englishmen flocking to see it would be published far and wide,’ and that ‘their effect, in parts of the British Dominions which are inhabited by native races, would be wholly bad.’ … And, of course, such descriptions would circulate from Cairo to the Cape. We cannot confine the whole negro race to the study of the Church Guardian or supply the Zulus with special copies of The Times from which the sporting intelligence has been blacked out … The fact is that these semi-objectors, or occasional objectors, to the new prize ring are muddled. They are up against the fact that ‘flocking to see’ prize-fights is not a thing for an ‘Imperial race’ to do. But they want to keep up this delectable subject for pen-pictures and source of robust vicarious emotions. And also they want to keep it dark from the natives. And so they are driven into the somewhat inglorious expedient of keeping negroes out of the ring when negroes are the best boxers, though they never raised any sort of difficulty about the admission of negroes to the ring when they were second-rate. One would think that this fact, too, might be ‘published far and wide’ and that ‘its effect, in parts of the British Empire which are inhabited by native races, would be wholly bad.’ There is no middle course, whether logical or creditable, between the alternatives of letting all come and the best man win, and of surrendering the joys of looking on in a dress coat while two expensively hired persons show strength, skill, and courage for your amusement.


‘A CERTAIN MAGNETIC POWER’


Imperial Russia was an anomaly. Other European states might be autocratic, but at least they had parliamentarianism and the trappings of enlightenment. In Russia the concessions that had followed the 1905 revolution were being whittled away. If there was one land  that symbolised the heart of darkness, it was Russia. And one man embodied that darkness.


22 January


Rasputin


About three years ago a new and ominous figure made his appearance in the confused world of Russian politics … the appearance of Grigory Rasputin was something wholly unprecedented … He was simply a Siberian peasant, with a peasant’s dress, a peasant’s speech. Yet by some strange means he secured such a position at Court and exercised such an influence over the Tsar and Tsaritsa that he became an important factor in politics, and Ministers had to reckon with him. The dangers arising from the presence of such an irresponsible adviser were immediately apparent. The press discussed Rasputin at great length until the multiplication of fines put a check on overt attack, and in the Duma both Opposition speakers and the Octobrist leader Guchkov protested in hardly veiled language against the interference of this ignorant peasant in the most important affairs of the State. Naturally, these protests had no effect, and Rasputin continues to occupy at Court the position of trusted adviser and friend … His real name is Novykh, and Grigory Rasputin, which may be translated as ‘Gregory the Rake,’ seems to be a nickname given him by the peasants, in mocking allusion to his personal habits. In his native village … he gained a reputation for sanctity, and peasants, more particularly women, came to him for advice … Rasputin is a charlatan, who uses a certain magnetic power he does seem undoubtedly to possess, for purposes the reverse of religious.


The substance of Rasputin’s teaching is that ‘to live is to love,’ that every evil deed is immediately punished in this world, that unless a man sins there is nothing to pardon him for, and that therefore sin is the path to grace. His fellow-villagers long since gave him the cold shoulder … But … a new career opened up for him in St. Petersburg … Once installed at Court, he became popular in fashionable society, and was welcomed as a useful instrument by certain reactionary cliques. Since then … he has constantly inspired important decisions on questions of internal policy. The influence he formerly exerted on ignorant peasant women he now exerts on fashionable women … He is received in the homes of various aristocratic families, and here he is permitted a freedom of speech that would cause the immediate ejection of any less highly favoured member of society. […]


Rasputin is a man of medium height; broad-shouldered, well-built, vigorous and erect with a full reddish beard and straight hair parted in the middle and hanging as far as the shoulders. He is a little over forty. He wears a long kaftan of blue serge, a Russian blouse and patent leather top-boots. None of his reported utterances displays force or originality, and the fact that a crude imposter of this kind has attained the position he has is one of the worst symptoms of the moral anarchy prevailing in the higher ranks of Russian society.


15 July


Miscellany: A correspondent who knows Russia well declared that the explanation of Rasputin’s constant visits to the Tsar’s palace is domestic and not political. He has a soothing effect on the Empress, who is in a very nervous condition, and when somebody diplomatically suggested to the Tsar that the prophet should be told to keep away from the Palace his Majesty remarked, ‘Better a dozen Rasputins than family rows.’ … She is always fearing that her husband, her son or she herself will be assassinated, and in consequence she is often seized by fits of hysterics. Rasputin (adds our correspondent) is the only person who can manage her. She has absolute confidence in him, and he can do what he likes with her. An intimation that, if she does do something or if she doesn’t do something, disaster will befall the Tsar and Tsarevitch is always listened to and acted on when it comes to Rasputin.


‘HORROR THROUGHOUT THE WORLD’


Sunday 28 June 1914 was a sunny day in Sarajevo, capital of Bosnia-Herzegovina, part of the Austro-Hungarian empire. The day was the wedding anniversary of Franz Ferdinand – heir to the empire – and the 525th anniversary of the battle of Kosovo, when the defeated Serbs had, nonetheless, seen one of their number assassinate the Ottoman sultan. On the morning of that day in 1914, a Serb student group, funded and armed by the military intelligence of Serbia (Servia), made a first failed attempt to assassinate Franz Ferdinand. But then the archduke’s chauffeur took a wrong turning. For the first time in its history, the Manchester Guardian ran a double-column headline.


29 June


Assassination of the Austrian Royal Heir and Wife, Shot by Student in Bosnian Capital


The Archduke Francis Ferdinand of Austria, nephew of the aged Emperor and heir to the throne, was assassinated in the streets of Sarayevo, the Bosnian capital, yesterday afternoon. His wife, the Duchess of Hohenberg, was killed by the same assassin … Two attempts were made on the Archduke’s life during the day … During the morning a bomb was thrown at the Imperial motor-car, but its occupants escaped unhurt. In the afternoon in another part of the town a Serb student fired a revolver at the car, killing both the Archduke and the Duchess. […]


The assassin of the Archduke and his wife is a student named Gavrilo Prinzip. He is 19 years of age and was born in Grahovo, in the district of Livno. He studied for some time in Belgrade.


On being interrogated, Prinzip declared that he had intended for a long time to kill some eminent personage from nationalist motives. He was waiting to-day for the Archduke to pass by, and made his attempt at a point where the motor-car had to slacken speed when turning into Francis Joseph Strasse. As the Duchess was in the car he hesitated for a moment, but afterwards he quickly fired two shots. Prinzip denies having any accomplices.


The twenty-one-year-old compositor Nideljko Gabrinovic, whose attempt with a bomb failed, declares that he received the bomb from ‘anarchists’ in Belgrade whose names he does not know. He, too, denies having any accomplices. Gabrinovic behaved very cynically during the examination. After his attempt he sprang into the river to evade the police, but several persons from the crowd jumped in after him and seized him.


A few yards from the scene of the second and fatal attempt, an unexploded bomb was found. It is thought to have been thrown by a third assassin after he had seen the success of Prinzip’s attack.


30 June


World’s Sympathy with Aged Emperor


The news of the Austrian murders has been heard with horror throughout the world. Messages of sympathy have poured into Vienna, whither the aged Emperor Francis Joseph returned yesterday.


Comments on the crime, all expressing friendly feelings for the Emperor, are made by all the European papers, most of them, as is natural while the shock is still fresh, attaching an over-importance to the political consequences. In Germany the journalistic view is coloured by the belief the Empire has lost a good friend; in Russia the dead Archduke’s hostility is remembered. The comments from other countries are of less interest, save those from Servia, which swell the chorus of sympathetic regrets.


At the funeral Prince Arthur of Connaught will represent King George; the Kaiser will be present in person. Because the Duchess of Hohenberg was not a member of the Imperial family the lying-in-state cannot take place in the Vienna Court Chapel, nor can she be buried in the Imperial vault in the Church of Capuchins. The Archduke, knowing this, had expressed a wish to rest elsewhere himself, and in accordance with his desires he and his wife will find a tomb at Artstetten, in Lower Austria.


In Sarayevo, where the murders were committed, the belief is common that a wide-spread Servian plot was made against the Archduke’s life. This has led to serious disorders, in the course of which Servians have been attacked and their shops and houses stoned and sometimes looted. Both Vienna and Berlin take a like view, but for the moment at least the evidence is still to seek.


Martial Law


Sarayevo, Monday: Martial law has been proclaimed over the town and district of Sarayevo.


Anti-Servian demonstrations were renewed to-day on a larger scale. Young Catholics and Moslems, followed by a large crowd, paraded through the street bearing a portrait of the Emperor at their head, singing the National Anthem, cheering the Monarchy and dynasty, and raising cries of hostility towards the Servians.


The demonstrators smashed windows at the Hotel de l’Europe, the offices of the Servian Social Club, the Servian school, and several business houses. Finally, patrols of police and troops restored order.


After being dispersed this morning by the police and troops, the demonstrators reassembled at other points of the town. On an undesirable element joining in the demonstrations these assumed a more and more menacing character. Servian shops were stormed and looted.


In consequence of the character the demonstrations had assumed and as excitement continued to grow, the town was placed under martial law, which at the present moment, three o’clock, is being proclaimed by drum and placard. All the chief points of the town are occupied by troops.


A boy this morning threw a bomb at a street corner. The bomb exploded, but only slightly injured a Moslem passer-by. The boy was arrested. No further details at present available.


Royal Mourners


The King paid a visit to the Austrian Embassy in London yesterday and personally expressed sympathy with the Emperor …


The King and the officers attending the investiture at St. James’s Palace yesterday wore crêpe bands as a token of mourning for the Archduke and his wife.


Prince Arthur of Connaught has been appointed to represent the King at the funeral. The Emperor Francis Joseph is a British Field Marshal, and the Archduke was a colonel of a British regiment. It is probable, therefore, that Prince Arthur will be accompanied by a military officer of high rank and a small deputation from the regiment.


‘NATURAL AND UNAFFECTED’


Despite the developments abroad, the pleasures and preoccupations of high society in Britain continued. In July 1914 the 19-year-old Prince of Wales (briefly, later, King Edward VIII, and subsequently Duke of Windsor) was enrolled at Magdalen College, Oxford.


13 July


The Prince’s First Ball


Our London Correspondence: The ball Lady Salisbury gave at her town house in Arlington Street was, apart from two small dinner dances, the first dance the Prince of Wales has been to in general society. It has all along been hoped the Prince would be present, for he and Lord Cranbourne, Lord Salisbury’s eldest son, are close friends at Oxford. The Prince, however, is no dancer – he does not inherit the Queen’s talent for waltzing. At Lady Salisbury’s dance he did not waltz at all, but confined himself to one-steps, three of which he danced with Lady Mary Cecil, the daughter of the house. It was something of an ordeal for so young a boy and of so retiring a disposition as the Prince of Wales, for no one was allowed to dance until he began and for a Prince who described himself as a bad dancer this must have been a trial indeed. The Prince, however, is so natural and unaffected that he had the respectful sympathy of everyone. The Salisbury town house is magnificent in an austere and elevated style, with a grand staircase, a fine corridor leading to the ballroom, and a general air of being a palace rather than a house in a row of other houses.


‘A MOMENT’S WEAKNESS’


Meanwhile in Paris, as war loomed, newspapers were dominated by Henriette Caillaux’s trial for murder. Four months earlier she had shot dead the editor of Le Figaro, complaining that the paper had impugned the honour of her husband Joseph, a former French prime minister. In the fetid atmosphere of 1918, Joseph Caillaux would be imprisoned for high treason for seeking a negotiated peace. His wife fared better.


29 July


Madame Caillaux Acquitted


The trials of Mme. Caillaux in Paris for murder ended late last night in an acquittal. Remarkable scenes followed … Mme. Caillaux, the wife of the former Radical leader in the Chamber, was charged with the wilful and premeditated murder of M. Gaston Calmette, editor of the Figaro, following on from the publication of a letter written to her by M. Caillaux at a time when she was Mme. Rainouard and he was married to another woman … On the evening of 16 March Mme. Caillaux called at the Figaro office, and after a long wait obtained an interview with M. Calmette. She shot him in his room with a Browning revolver. M. Calmette died within a few hours.


The case had two sides. On the one hand it was a political trial and on the other an ordinary crime passionel. The verdict is quite in accordance with the traditions of Parisian juries … Whatever opinion may be held about M. Caillaux personally or politically, it is impossible to deny that he made a superb defence of his wife and himself, which won over even opponents. […]


Maître Chenu, addressing the jury, said that Mme. Caillaux was a clever and self-collected woman who did not seem to show much feeling. He thought M. and Mme. Caillaux were one with each other in their happiness and hopes, and this unity extended even to the homicide. He described to the jury the uncontrolled ambition of M. Caillaux. At this moment Mme. Caillaux, who had been greatly agitated by this searching indictment by Maître Chenu, fainted and had to be carried from court.


On the resumption of the sitting Maître Chenu reproached Mme. Caillaux, who he pointed out fainted so often in court, with not having experienced a moment’s weakness in the presence of the body of the man she had just shot down. Continuing, he said, that the case was certainly one of premeditated murder, carried out without any sign of weakness before, during, or after the crime. […]


Maître Labori began his speech for the defence … ‘Let us,’ he said, ‘keep our anger for our enemies outside the gates. Let us leave here all determined to march as one man against the danger which threatens us.’ Tremendous applause greeted this peroration, and the jury retired to consider their verdict. […]


As soon as the verdict of acquittal was given the crowded court broke out into loud cheers. Mme. Caillaux was then led into court. She looked perfectly composed. Maître Labori communicated the news to her, and she fell fainting in the dock into the arms of her counsel, who embraced her. A paroxysm of weeping followed on the part of the accused. Some of the counsel came to blows. Me. Chenu and Me. Labori embraced each other. The President ordered that Mme. Caillaux should immediately be set at liberty. She was then escorted by guards between a line of people to the door. As she went out Mme. Caillaux covered her face with her hands. Some of the barristers present raised cries of ‘Assassin, assassin,’ waving their robes.


‘THAT MIGHTY VOICE’


If Rasputin represented darkness in Europe, then the great socialist Jean Jaurès represented light. At the turn of the 20th century Jaurès had been a defender of Captain Alfred Dreyfus, the target of a notorious anti-semitic French army conspiracy. An anti-colonialist, in 1904 Jaurès co-founded the newspaper L’Humanité. A decade later, as war loomed, he would plead for Franco-German reconciliation. Thus it was that, on 31 July 1914, Jaurès was assassinated in Paris, by a French nationalist. By the time this piece appeared, France and Britain were at war with Germany. ‘The following tribute to the great French Socialist’ announced the paper, ‘… has been specially contributed to the Manchester Guardian by the famous novelist and philosopher M. Anatole France.’





5 August


Jean-Leon Jaurès


I say it with mingled pride and sorrow – he was my friend. I knew him in his most intimate moments. Great man as he was, he was simple and warm-hearted in his private relations. He was the very embodiment of sweetness and kindness; of all the gifts with which nature has endowed this superman, that of loving was perhaps the one that he used in the fullest measure. I have heard that mighty voice, whose clear and terrible echoes resounded through the world, become, in speaking to a friend, tender and caressing.


His learning was sure and profound. It extended beyond the limits, wide as they are, of social questions to the whole field of the intellect … Less than a month ago I went to see him at his house at Passy, so modest, ay, so poor, and yet so glorious. I found him reading a tragedy of Euripides in the original. His mighty intellect found relaxation in turning from one study to another, and rested from one task only to take up a new one. Serene in the possession of a pure conscience, pursued by a terrible hatred and made the target of murderous calumnies, he hated none. My heart is too full for speech, I can but stammer. My grief chokes my utterance. Never to see him again – that great heart, that mighty genius, that noble personality.


I offer with respectful tenderness my profound sympathy to his widow, his children, his friends, his colleagues, and to the great Socialist party for whom he still lives.



















CHAPTER 2


1914





It took 37 days for Europe to move from the assassinations in Sarajevo, through the ‘July Crisis’, to war. The deaths of Franz Ferdinand and his wife were followed by an Austrian ultimatum to Serbia. On 5 July, the government of the German empire, the most powerful industrial state in Europe and home of the world’s mightiest army, had offered its support to the enfeebled empire of Austria-Hungary. France, allied to Russia, had encouraged the tsar’s government to mobilise in support of its fellow Slavs in Belgrade. Two blocs were forming. Vienna, dissatisfied with Serbia’s response to its ultimatum, declared war on 28 July, thus turning the Balkan crisis into a European one. Yet many British citizens were slow to react.


‘WHERE THEY SLAM THEIR DESKS ALL THE TIME’


28 July


The Crisis and the Man in the Street


Our London Correspondence: The imminence of a European war, despite the wildness of the news bills today and the slump in the Stock Exchange, seemed by all signs to affect the ordinary Londoner very little … The ordinary man has heard too much about European conflagrations to believe in one till he sees the flames as well as the smoke, and he certainly cannot get his household to take it seriously. Even the false announcement in one of the Sunday papers yesterday, that war had been declared, roused little excitement … Austria – ‘that’s where they slam their desks all the time in Parliament and where they don’t know what their right language is, and didn’t they steal somebody’s country the other year without a word?’ Then Servia is still the country that murdered its King and Queen and had a half-mad Crown Prince that killed his servant. Servia and Austria are very remote from the thoughts of the man on the street and he hopes generally that Germany and Russia won’t be such fools as to chip in. But the Dublin crisis – that is quite different: everywhere you go, once a bold man has started the subject, the talk is hot and angry …




 





One by one, the lamps went out over Europe – but not, yet, in Whitehall.


3 August


The Great War Begins


Russian messages announce the declaration of war by Germany on Saturday evening. Already border troops are said to have invaded France and attacked the defending forces. On the Russo-German border Russian cavalry parties are active, and in several places soldiers have crossed into Prussia.


London, Sunday Night: There was a great gathering in St. Paul’s this morning, and though it is holiday time, the season when the services are sparsely attended, the vast Cathedral was filled right to the western doors … The sermon might have been written for the day, so appropriate was the passions of its prayer for peace.


‘A TRULY HELLISH THING’


‘What a monstrous and truly hellish thing this war will be,’ the editor of the Manchester Guardian, CP Scott, wrote on Wednesday 29 July, ‘if it really brings the rest of Europe into it.’ At the moment war began, opposition flickered into life.


2 August


The First Anti-War Meeting


London, Sunday Night: The peace demonstration in Trafalgar Square this afternoon was evidence of the amazingly sudden way in which our own crisis has flared into being. Although a possible British participation has been rumoured for several days, the whole thing has come upon us so quickly that there has been no organised public protest. And it was left to the Socialists this afternoon to hold the first anti-war meeting in the country. It was the biggest Trafalgar Square demonstration held for years; far larger, for example, than the most important of the suffragist rallies. The solidarity of which all the leaders spoke was present, too, in this curiously composite crowd, in which Germans and Frenchmen stood peaceably beside their English comrades. The mind of the crowd was full of a quiet indignation and of alarm at the realisation that they had been, as it were, pushed to the edge of a precipice without a word of warning. There were feeble attempts at a war demonstration on the edge of the gathering, but the violent downfall of rain at half-past four was enough to disperse these feeble-hearted Jingoes, while the solid core of the meeting stood gallantly to their umbrellas and cheered for the war against war.


3 August


Suggested Labour Action


Huddersfield trade unionists last night passed the following resolution: ‘This meeting of citizens of Huddersfield views with horror the news of the war in which European nations have already engaged, and which threatens to involve the whole Continent of Europe in an orgy of bloodshed, unparalleled in the history of mankind. We protest in the strongest possible terms against this country being embroiled in it in anyway, and we call upon Parliament to refuse sanction to any measures in that direction.’


4 August


Women’s Appeal for Peace


Our London Correspondence: The great mass meeting of women at the Kingsway Hall … is organised by the International Women’s Suffrage Alliance, the National Union of Women’s Suffrage Societies, and the other leading women’s union. Mrs. Fawcett will be in the chair … and prominent women speakers from Hungary, Russia, France and Finland will speak. The chief resolution … continues: ‘Women find themselves in the position of seeing all they most reverence and treasure, the home, the family, the race, subjected to irreparable injury, which they are powerless to avert … women are to see their country impoverished and their homes broken up, their children and their friends dying from starvation and disease. Whatever its result, the conflict will leave mankind poorer, will set back civilisation, and will be a powerful check to the amelioration of the condition of the masses …’ The resolution concludes by calling upon the Governments … to work unceasingly towards a settlement, not by force, but by reason.





OEBPS/guardianfaber_logo_online.jpg





OEBPS/GuardianFaber_Logo.png





OEBPS/9781783350421_cover_epub.jpg
With a Foreword by Kate Adie

XT7TY Y

¥ —~a Y
\ \,’ H=, | \\\
\ \ | 1
VW I1LIN
T DR P | /\ A A TYCY
—{ A\ N/l 7 Wy
’ | “‘. A IVLLE D
A 9 = L4 AL AA \J

From Home Front to Battle Front
Reporting the Great War 1914-1918

Edited by
Nigel Fountain






