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Life moves in a circle. Him to whom it gives that highest happiness,
harmony, it brings back to his starting-point, and to the
starting-point of many who went before—fathers and forefathers.
The blood of generations renews itself; the destiny of centuries is
resurrected. Beginning and end blend into one.

In the beginning was the soil. And the house upon it. Blenheim
Palace is an Italian castle, surrounded by an English park. Blenheim
embodies in stone all the remembrances of Woodstock, the
soil of the oldest English culture. Here the Roman generals built
their winter villas two thousand years ago. For a thousand years
and more Woodstock has been a focal point of English life; it was
noted before the Norman Conquest. Here Saxon, Norman, Plantagenet
kings held court. Blenheim was already a borough when
the Domesday Book was being compiled. The park housed the
wild beasts of Henry I. In the Civil War Woodstock House was
held for King Charles until at last it was ravaged by the roundheads.

Winston Churchill, a Captain of Horse, rose up against the
roundheads. The defeat of Charles I ruined him. He retired to
the home of his wife—who incidentally was a niece of George
Villiers, Duke of Buckingham—near Axminster. There a son was
born to him. After the Restoration he was knighted. Sir Winston
adopted the Spanish motto, Fiel pero desdichado, “Faithful, but
unfortunate,” which today still is the device of the Dukes of Marlborough.
Charles II took the gentle hint, and made the faithful
Sir Winston Clerk Controller of the Green Cloth, a resplendent
office in the Royal Household. At the same time he appointed
him one of the earliest fellows of the Royal Society.


Winston Churchill certainly inherited the blood of his ancestor
and namesake, born in 1620. The latter too fought with sword
and word and pen. He was in Parliament for Lyme Regis. He
was so busy that he forgot about making money. He died happy
and penniless, proud of his voluminous historical work, Divini
Britannici, being a remark upon the lives of all the Kings of this
Isle from the year of the world 2855 unto the year of Grace 1660.
The book, indeed, did not receive unmixed praise. It was dedicated
to Charles II, “who came when everybody thought that the
monarchy had ended,” and upheld the King’s right to raise money
without the consent of Parliament so fiercely that those remarks
had to be eliminated from later editions. It also had more lasting
values. It recalls Tacitus’ Imperium et libertas. Two thousand
years or so later the great Disraeli was to remark, “Imperium et
libertas—not bad as a programme for a British Ministry.” And the
Primrose League, the all-powerful Conservative organization
that still guards the Grail of the Tories (it was founded by Lord
Randolph Churchill, the father of our hero), took the phrase for
its motto.

Macaulay, it is true, says of Sir Winston Churchill, “He made
himself ridiculous by publishing a dull and affected folio,” a judgment
that probably had much to do with spoiling our own Winston
Churchill’s taste for Macaulay; and Gardiner calls him “brilliant
but erratic.”

Those were the very two judgments that Winston Churchill the
younger was to hear all his life. Here was the same problem. He
too is waging a struggle “when everybody thinks that the Monarchy
has ended.” He too is an unconditional King’s man; when
the British crown reaches the gravest personal crisis of modern
history, he proves it. He too is an M.P. for life, and all his life a
poor man. He too is a historian and author. He too lives for the
marvelous union of imperium et libertas. He too would rather
proclaim his faith with a sharp and shining phrase than in long-winded
effusions. He has become famous for remarks that are
pointed but not wounding, just as was the first Winston Churchill,

who expressed the everlasting foundations of war in such sayings
as “Soldiers move not without pay; no song, no supper, no penny,
no paternoster....” And finally he too, the old gentleman who
is still Young Churchill, has always been the butt of mild derision
from specialists and experts.

It is a classic example of tradition. And yet it was really only
Sir Winston’s son who founded the tradition of the house. John
Churchill, the greatest of England’s soldiers, became the First
Duke of Marlborough. Queen Anne presented him with Blenheim
Palace, the estate of Woodstock, and a dukedom. In private
life the glorious general came to be a paterfamilias so thrifty that
all over the country people called him “the meanest man in
England.”

While still Marquess of Blandford, the seventh Duke of Marlborough
married the Lady Frances Anne Emily Vane, eldest
daughter of the third Marquess of Londonderry. We must not
completely pass over the family chronicle. Grandpapa was the
first unforgettable impression in little Winston’s life. And the
noble relationships and intermarriages must be clearly before our
eyes if we are to understand the full meaning of Winston
Churchill’s revolt against his class and then his half-hearted return
to the Conservative house of his fathers—undoubtedly the most
important two events, psychologically, in his life.

It was the old, early Victorian period. (It is characteristic that
Winston Churchill, the lifelong rebel, constantly describes himself
as a child of the Victorian Era. The further his years advance,
the more longingly he looks back.) Houses were still full of
children. The ducal grandparents supplied themselves with eight—five
sons, three of whom died early, and six daughters. Randolph
Henry Spencer Churchill came into the world in London on February
13, 1849.

We must devote a moment to him. Although he died early,
Lord Randolph was to influence the whole growth and nature
of his son. In all his roamings Winston Churchill has never

devoted himself so completely to any mission as to the self-imposed
task of being his father’s executor.

The similarity between father and son is sometimes startling.
To begin with, both were bad students. “To tell you the truth,”
the Duke wrote to his son Randolph at Eton, “I fear that you
yourself are very impatient and resentful of any control, and while
you stand upon some fancied right or injury, you fail to perceive
what is your duty, and allow both your language and manner a
most improper scope.”

No question of where Winston got his revolutionary temperament.
No question either of where his indifference to the requirements
of school came from. One inclines toward mistrust of the
world-famous English public school system with its centuries of
tradition—of course quite the opposite of public, since it trains
only the best of a privileged caste—when one observes its real
failure with such brilliant specimens as Lord Randolph and
Winston Churchill in two successive generations. True, all over
the world some of the worst students are the greatest successes in
life. On the other hand Mr. Winston Churchill regrets to this
day that he adapted himself so ill to the social structure of his
school. The road to the university was thus closed to him, and he
confesses that the older he grows, the more deeply he misses the
years of academic leadership and discussion.

In the celebrated biography of his father that Winston
Churchill published in 1905, he writes: “At Eton he gained
neither distinction in games nor profit from studies. He had
learned to row and swim without aspiring to renown, and as for
cricket and football he heartily detested them both.”

Lord Randolph failed in his entrance examinations for Oxford,
although a private tutor had coached him. He had to work for
six months under the Reverend Lionel Dawson Damer at Cheddington,
near Aylesbury, before he could take the examinations
a second time, on this occasion with success.

Whatever young Lord Randolph may have lacked in studiousness
and sporting spirit he amply made up for in dash and charm.

“There was not a boy in school,” says Brinsley Richards in Seven
Years at Eton, “who laughed so much and whose laughter was
so contagious. There was scarcely one who was so frolicsome. His
preferred method of descending a staircase was to skate down it
with a rush, and if he had to enter the room of another boy, he
would sooner bound against the door and force it open with his
shoulder than go through the stale formality of turning the
handle.” Another chronicler of school-days, T. H. S. Escott in his
biography of Lord Randolph, recalls: “He was addicted to dressing
loudly, and I vividly recollect his appearance one day in a daring
violet-coloured waistcoat.”

Perhaps this overflow of youthful spirits was due to a secret
knowledge or premonition of the end so near. Lord Randolph
Churchill was quite early crippled by paralysis, and for a whole
year he died by inches. A meteoric rise and fall gave him scarcely
half a life to live—though a life in which every day was filled to
the brim. Unquestionably this insatiable hunger for life passed
on to the son. Otherwise Winston Churchill could not have
squeezed half of his deeds and adventures into the sixty-five years
that now lie behind him, in a life that still remains full of expectation.

At Oxford Lord Randolph became more famous as “a very bold
and able horseman who also took the greatest interest in hunting,”
than as a student. He was nearly the most popular young
man in Oxford, but he only squeaked through with his degree
in history and law by the skin of his teeth. Nevertheless he was
sent on the Grand Tour around Europe in 1870. This was another
social triumph. Three years later—His Young Lordship now
almost twenty-four, a finished man of the world—he spent the
summer at Cowes. H.M.S. Ariadne lay at anchor, and in honor
of the Tsarevitch and his exalted consort the commandant gave
a ball on board. Of course Lord Randolph attended, although he
was a poor dancer. These dizzy waltzes made him positively seasick.
Even this tendency to seasickness his son, the regenerator of
the British navy, inherited from him.


Lord Randolph danced the opening quadrille with a dark-haired
young beauty to whose mother he had just been introduced
by a friend. As it transpired between Avant les messieurs!
and Arrière les dames!, she was Miss Jennie Jerome of New York
City, aged nineteen. An American. How interesting! How peculiar!

The quadrille was followed by the inevitable waltz. “Let’s sit
it out. Or rather let’s walk it out,” Lord Randolph suggested.
Waltzes made him seasick.

Outside the moon was shining on the deck of the Ariadne. A
nineteen-year-old debutante of New York City would not be taken
in by nonsense about seasickness. But the nonsense of the moon
no girl has yet resisted. They walked three times around the deck.

When they came back to the ballroom, Lord Randolph said to
his friend Colonel Edgecomb: “See those two girls standing with
their mother? The dark one I’ll make my wife!”

The dark one took a little longer to announce her decision.
First the two had to encounter each other on a morning stroll,
thanks to a lucky accident—one of those whims of fate that seem
unfortunately to have gone out of fashion since the Victorian Era.
Then he had to come to dinner—that same evening, of course—and
listen raptly to the playing of the two sisters. For two minutes
the young couple were left alone in the park of “Rosetta Cottage,”
where the Jerome ladies were stopping. And when Lord Randolph
politely took his leave, Jennie confessed to her elder sister, “I
think I shall marry our new friend.”

Pictures taken about that time show a young girl of rarely harmonious
beauty. It was not then customary to be photographed
with sparkling rows of teeth and an expressionless poster smile.
From her yellowed snapshots Miss Jennie Jerome looks at us reflectively,
almost with melancholy. The playful ringlets in which
she wears her rich, dark hair are the only piece of coquetry that
a young lady allows herself. Above a conspicuously high, regular
forehead arch strong, almost masculine eyebrows. The eyes are
large, dark, full of mute interrogation. The face is slim, the nose

Grecian except for a funny little point that abruptly jumps out.
The girl keeps her lips firmly closed. The short, prominent chin
she must have inherited from a very energetic father. The figure,
of medium stature and light as a feather, is clad in the evening
gown of the time—black silk, high-necked, long sleeves flowing
with folds and ruching and ribbons, bell-shaped, trailing. A heavy
black silk dress such as this betrays no secrets. It asks riddles. Of
such stuff is the young American made who is to be for decades
one of the most-courted women of royal London.

Who is she, and whence does she come?

Lord Randolph wrote to his father on August 20, 1873, that
he had found his happiness, the daughter of a certain Mr. Jerome.
“This Mr. Jerome is a gentleman who is obliged to live in New
York to look after his business.” (The seventh Duke of Marlborough
would scarcely have understood living in America for
any other reason.) “I don’t know what he is. He is reputed to be
very well off, and his daughters, I believe, have very good fortunes,
but I don’t know anything for certain. He generally comes over
for three or four months every year. Mrs. Jerome has lived in
Paris for several years and has educated her daughters there. They
go out in society there, and are very well known.”

As a matter of fact Mr. Leonard Jerome was a prominent figure
in America. He was publisher and co-editor of the New York
Times, a big man in politics and at the race tracks. Winston
Churchill has obviously inherited so many qualities from his
American grandfather that it is worth while tracing these sources.

Leonard Jerome was the descendant of a certain Timothy
Jerome who emigrated from England in 1717, and settled in the
village of Pompey, in the colony of New York. Leonard, after
graduating from Princeton College, moved to Rochester. Here
he married a Miss Hall. In 1854 Jennie, Winston Churchill’s
mother, was born to the couple. She was but two years old when
the Jerome family moved to New York City. Here the father,
who had been very successful even in Rochester, among other
things founding a paper that still survives as the Rochester Democrat

and Chronicle, built what has been called an American career.
He made a fortune, lost it, made a second and greater one. Later
in life he owned the controlling interest in the Pacific Mail Line.
As a newspaper publisher and in the real-estate business he had
fantastic successes. By the time the Civil War broke out he was a
leading citizen.

For a time the views that he maintained on the Civil War in
his New York Times were decidedly unpopular. There was daily
danger of the mob’s storming the building. Leonard Jerome remained
unperturbed. He armed himself and his staff, turning his
offices into a fortress defended by artillery. Once he had actually
to beat off the rabble, not without bloodshed. With all his patriotic
passion Jerome never sank to the level of a mere politician.
He subscribed half his fortune to the Federal war funds.

When the national crisis passed, he devoted himself by preference
to his two interests as a Maecenas—the promotion of art and
sport. He was among the founders of the Academy of Music in
New York, helped to start an opera, and had Jenny Lind, Adelina
Patti, and other great singers of the time as frequent guests at his
house in Madison Square.

Next to it stood the Manhattan Club House, which Leonard
Jerome built. Incidentally he organized the Jockey Club, and was
for many years its vice-president. The turf was more than his
hobby; it was the great passion of his life. Jerome Park, the first
American race track, was named after the “king of the American
turf.” An impressive figure with sharply chiseled profile, endless
moustaches, and sharp eagle eyes, he drove about New York on
the box of his own carriage with a team of six horses.
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This free citizen in the American era of giants had no objection
to his daughter’s marrying a British lord. No doubt he would have
preferred American grandchildren who might grow up to be men
of his own kind; naturally he could not foresee how true the offspring
would be to his vigorous, onrushing, unyielding, lavishly
gifted American type. But he was one of those fathers who can
reconcile themselves. He never tolerated tyranny, and never exercised

it. Even when his wife took her daughters to Paris just before
the outbreak of the Franco-Prussian War for the final polish that
young girls could obtain only in the vicinity of the Empress
Eugénie, he foresaw with resignation the disaster of European
marriages for the children. All right, let it be this Lord Randolph
Churchill, the Duke of Marlborough’s son.

But when he heard that the British duke was making difficulties,
the king of the American turf pounded on the table. Whose business
was it to talk of mésalliances when the most beautiful girl in
New York condescended to an English country squire?

On his father’s and on his mother’s side Winston Churchill
comes of generations of arrogant, haughty, stiff-necked forebears—but
at the bottom of their hearts they were good-natured and
thoroughly generous souls. He springs from the typical Anglo-American
cousinly battle. When he came to New York for his
first American lecture tour, in December, 1900, white-haired
Mark Twain introduced him to the audience with the kindly
joke, “Ladies and gentlemen, I give you the son of an American
mother and an English father—the perfect man!”

Of course the lovers were not to be intimidated by parental
protests. Although Mrs. Jerome at once returned from Cowes to
Paris with her daughters, and all correspondence was strictly prohibited,
the couple wrote to each other regularly. Even in these
early letters Jennie showed that she was to be the uncrowned
queen of the Mayfair salons. No crumb of the gossip of Paris in
that autumn of 1873 escaped her critical attention. Bazaine stood
trial for his life, Gambetta revolutionized the Assembly. All the
drawing-rooms of Paris were heavy with bittersweet mysteries.
Lord Randolph replied that he would love her forever, and that
the hare-coursing was good, but the grouse-shooting not very.

After an eternity of five weeks’ separation he was able to write
that at last everything would be all right. The Duke had implored
him to contest Woodstock, the hereditary constituency, in the
coming elections. Only he, the young darling of the countryside,
could snatch the seat from the Liberal influences to which, oh,

horrors!, even the incumbent Member, the Duke’s younger
brother, was not altogether inaccessible. Very well, replied Lord
Randolph, he would sacrifice himself on the altar of Parliament,
but only if Papa stopped objecting to the American marriage. It
was a gentlemen’s bargain, kept to the letter.

“Public life has no great charms for me,” wrote Lord Randolph
in telling his sweetheart the glad news, “as I am naturally very
quiet and hate bother and publicity, which, after all, is full of
vanity and vexation of spirit. Still it will have greater attraction
for me, if I think it will please you.”

Why must even true love lie? Public life not only turned out
to have great charms for Lord Randolph Churchill; public life
enslaved him. To it he sacrificed his life, every penny of his
money, his health, his happiness. But no one understood this
better than the woman in his life who became his most enthusiastic
helper. Later she accompanied him to all his meetings, canvassed
for him tirelessly, sometimes even stood on the platform
herself. A ditty made the rounds in England:


Bless my soul, that Yankee lady,

Whether day was bright or shady,

Dashed about the district like an oriflamme of war.

When the voters saw her bonnet

With the bright pink roses on it

They followed as the soldiers did the helmet of Navarre.




The Duke, it must be said to his credit, felt the magic of his
future daughter-in-law the moment he saw her. As if to apologize
for his previous imperviousness, the old cavalier personally went
to Paris on behalf of his son’s suit. He took her to his veteran
heart on the spot.

Now there was only Father Jerome on the other side still to be
soothed. He bore no grudge; he was merely a little dogged. He
displayed obstinate American views about a married woman’s
property, and made some propositions that Lord Randolph considered
derogatory. All right, replied the young lord by letter,
“I am determined to earn a living, in England or out of it, a

course in which, I am bound to say, she thoroughly agrees with
me.” The old American fighter for freedom was not prepared,
after all, to risk his daughter’s having to depend on a “living in
England or out of it.” For the first time in his life he yielded—even
with a grin, it is reported, and smiling his satisfaction.
Twenty-four hours after the arrival of Lord Randolph’s ultimatum,
the last points of difference were settled.

On the fifteenth of April, 1874, the marriage of Lord Randolph
Churchill and Miss Jennie Jerome was performed at the British
Embassy in Paris.

On the third of December, 1874, the Times of London printed
among its birth notices the following:


“On the 30th November at Blenheim Palace, the Lady Randolph
Churchill, prematurely, of a son.”



The heir of British courtiers, marshals and dukes, the descendant
of American puritans and burgess kings, the child of a father
who was fated to illumine English politics like a meteor and a
mother who was to be a radiant fixed star in the London firmament,
the bearer of a heritage of endless, breathtaking struggle,
victory, glory, had no time to waste. Winston Churchill began as
a seven months’ child. From the hour of his birth they called him
“Young Man in a Hurry.”
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“And with a withering volley he shattered the enemy’s
line ...”

Baby was now four years old. Baby had slightly bat ears; he was
a funny rather than a beautiful baby. No matter, slightly bat ears
might make it easier to drink in the music of these grandiose
words. Sixty years later Winston Churchill can still hear the tones
in which the old gentleman in his red uniform, glittering gold,
uttered the magic-sounding sentence, “And with a withering
volley ...” His Grace, Grandfather, was unveiling the Lord
Gough statue. It was the first impression that has survived in
Winston Churchill’s life. Even as a four-year-old, Baby was receptive
to magic words. No wonder he has become the greatest
living word-wizard in the English language.

The first winter of his eventful life “Winnie,” as he was to be
called for the next few decades, spent at Blenheim Palace. Then
his parents moved to the town house at 50, Grosvenor Square,
in London. The Duke of Marlborough became Viceroy of Ireland,
and took along his son as secretary. The Churchill family moved
into a house called The Little Lodge, directly across from the
Viceregal Palace. Jennie, still feeling a little strange amid all the
splendor, kept rather to herself at the official receptions. But now
she was a Churchill. The men and women of that house can never
help being the center of things. Lord D’Abernon, later British
ambassador at Berlin, describes one of these receptions of the
Duke’s in his memoirs: “No eyes were turned on the Viceroy and
on his consort, but all on a dark, lithe figure, standing somewhat
apart and appearing to be of another texture to those around her,

ardent, translucent, intent, more of the panther than of the woman
in her look, but with a cultivated intelligence unknown to the
jungle.”

Jennie preferred to spend her free time with her husband, hunting,
and the child remained largely under the care of Mrs. Everest,
the nurse. She was the first friend Winston Churchill ever had,
and for long years the only one. Today her picture hangs on the
wall of his studio in Chartwell, as it did in the bachelor flat he
used to occupy in Mayfair.

Mrs. Everest lived in constant fear of the Irish Fenians, who
were quite capable of kidnapping the children of the “English
oppressors.” One day Winnie rode out on his donkey, accompanied
by his nurse. In the distance a somber procession of dark-uniformed
men appeared. Probably it was a marching troop of
soldiers. Mrs. Everest, however, convinced they were Fenians, was
terribly agitated. Her agitation communicated itself to the donkey,
which bucked and threw its light burden. Winnie suffered a brain
concussion. No more characteristic introduction to Irish politics
could possibly have been contrived.

Mrs. Everest had a sister living in Ventnor whose husband was
a prison warden. He told the lad about prison revolts, and how he
himself had often been attacked and injured by the convicts. The
sympathy that these tales aroused in the budding revolutionary
was naturally directed toward the convicts. In later years
Churchill recalled that these stories had remained vividly in memory
when he became Home Secretary, and thus responsible for
the English penal system. They led him to an inclusive prison
reform. To them too he owed one of the greatest, if unintentional,
humorous successes of his life. This was the famous affair of the
Dartmoor Shepherd. (Dartmoor, of course, is the English Sing
Sing.) The new Home Secretary was so full of the convicts’ misery,
which had haunted him since childhood, that he released an old
shepherd who had been sentenced to a long term for a series of
thefts from the offertory boxes. The particular character of the
thefts seemed almost sacrilegious, and the man’s pardon was interpreted

as an anti-religious measure on the part of the Home Secretary,
who was just going through his most violently radical stage.
Naturally Churchill would return the blow with interest. All over
the country he proclaimed the old shepherd a victim of the social
order, who had to steal because he had never got a square chance
in his life. Churchill himself found the man a job at Wrexham.
But the old fellow did not last long. A few days after his “reformation”
he was caught stealing again, and it proved that Mr.
Churchill’s martyr had been an incorrigible thief for years.

With the warden of Ventnor little Winston often went walking
along the cliffs. One day they saw a splendid ship passing by with
all sails set, only two or three miles from shore. “The Eurydice,”
said his companion proudly, “the training ship.” Suddenly the
heavens darkened. Such a hurricane broke loose as occurs but
once a century in those temperate climes. The boy got home wet
to the skin. Next day he heard that the Eurydice had capsized and
gone to the bottom with three hundred soldiers and sailors on
board. The divers went down to bring up the corpses; some of
them fainted at seeing the fish eating the drowned. Winston had
nightmares; he saw ghosts at night. He was a high-strung child.

Next came learning to read and write. There would be a
governess—the boy awaited her as some figure of dread. Mrs.
Everest, the nurse, tried to soften the shock. She brought in a
book, Reading Without Tears, which the lad was to study in
preparation for the lessons with the governess. But there was no
reading without tears. The child fought desperately against the
crooked, senseless shapes that were pounded into him, the letters
and numbers. The letters were tolerable at a pinch; after a while
they would take on shape, and assume some silly meaning or other.
But figures? Never! Even in the nursery he showed that all
through his school career he was going to fail in mathematics.

When the dreaded governess finally arrived, the boy ran out
of the house, and hid away in the woods. It took hours to catch
him. Then he was put to the treadmill. In vain he appealed to
his beautiful mother. Mamma had no time. She quite agreed with

the governess’ strict methods. Besides, the horse was already neighing
impatiently at the door. On big, aristocratic thoroughbreds of
the finest strain Jennie and her Lord hunted through the Irish
woods. Children belonged at home, under supervision. “She made
a brilliant impression on my childhood’s eye,” Churchill remembered
of his mother. “She shone for me like the Evening Star.
I loved her dearly—but at a distance.”

Thus lonely children grow up, timid and scared amid viceregal
pomp. For that matter, the pomp even then was rather superficial.
The Duke had to spend all his money on entertaining the Irish in
Dublin. His wife contributed to and collected for the Famine
Fund.

The Irish came to the receptions; they made use of the Fund.
Nobody said thank you. Clouds gathered darkly on the horizon.

The clouds, dark and menacing, descended even on Winnie’s
nursery. He was seven years old, and now it came time to take
leave of the magic lantern, the real steam engine, and the thousand
lead soldiers, wearing the uniforms of all the British services
and regiments, that were more his playmates than his playthings.
Off to school!

He would simply love school. There would be a great many
other little boys, and wonderful adventures besides. Some boys
grew so fond of school that they hated to come home for the holidays.
Just ask your older cousins!

The cousins said nothing, but grinned.

He started on the journey of life with fourteen pairs of socks
and three half-crowns. With these possessions his beautiful
Mamma delivered him to St. James’ School, Ascot. She had
scarcely taken leave of the headmaster, frozen in respect, before
the latter’s manner changed. He drew himself up as well as his
stoop would allow. His wrinkled face darkened into an utterly
authoritarian glare: “Have you any money with you?” The three
half-crowns vanished into a drawer. True, Winnie was carefully
given a receipt. Then they handed him his first Latin book. He
must learn to decline mensa.


So far as education went, St. James’ School was the last gasp of
an antediluvian era. It had electric light, a revolutionary innovation
at that time. It had a carefully chosen student body, with
only ten boys in each form, all aspirants for Eton; it had the
manner of Eton; its masters wore cap and gown. The school was
fashionable and expensive. Each week in the library a number of
boys were flogged until they were raw. Discipline demanded it.

The very first day, Winnie came dangerously close to the
library. Mensa, vocative, his form master explained, meant “O
table!” “You would use that in addressing a table,” he said.

“But I never do,” replied the boy.

“Next time you will be punished very, very severely!” With
these words ended his introduction to the humanities.

Little Winston was not to be cowed. Never would he learn
Latin, he vowed.

Of course they tried to introduce him by means of the cane to
the beauties of the classical world. Once when he was thrashed
too roughly he kicked the headmaster’s hat to pieces. They beat
him again. He was impertinent, stubborn, sulky. Why, the child
even stole. Flogging again. His naughtiness became legendary.

Here the anti-disciplinarian was born. Traces still remain. H.
G. Wells said of him many years later, “There are times when
the evil spirit comes upon him, and then I can only think of him
as an intractable little boy, a mischievous, dangerous little boy,
a knee-worthy little boy. Only by thinking of him in that way
can I go on liking him.”

Untamable fury was stored up in the lad when discipline grew
yet stricter. He would have revenge. When he was bigger he
would come back to Ascot and publicly chastise the headmaster.
He was still far too small for his great rage. After two years—the
only two unhappy years of his life, as he later described them—he
had a complete physical breakdown.
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One question kept gnawing at his soul: why did not his father
come to deliver him? After all, his father was the greatest and
handsomest man in the world; he could come striding like a god.

But his father was long since in the grip of politics. Politics will
devour even the greatest and handsomest man in the world. Not
until a serious illness attacked the child did his parents take him
from the terrible boarding-school.

Lord Randolph had evidently forgotten his own school-days.
He regarded his underdeveloped son with a troubled eye. To a
friend he introduced him with the words, “Not much of a boy
yet ... But he’s a good’n, a good’n ...”

A summer trip with his parents to Bad Gastein, the Austrian
spa, restored the boy’s health to some extent. But his condition
still required rest and care. He was therefore sent to Brighton,
where the family physician, the then celebrated Dr. Robson
Roose, was in practice. The child had to be under constant medical
supervision. At the same time he was put into a school conducted
by two elderly ladies of Brighton. This was a much more
unpretentious boarding-school; there was neither the electric light
nor the caning library of St. James’ School. Instead there was an
atmosphere of friendliness and sympathy quite new to the boy.
For a little while he remained obdurate. Eva Moore, the actress,
who was teaching dancing at Brighton just then, recalls Winston
with the words, “A small red-headed pupil, the naughtiest boy in
the class. I used to think him the naughtiest small boy in the
world. He was cheeky in a specially annoying way, but smart.
Games did not attract him, but theatricals. He constructed a toy
theatre and produced Aladdin.”

Indeed it was at this time that the histrionic element awoke
which distinguished Churchill for years. Today it is long since
extinct. The sacred flame needs no further Bengal lights. But it
cannot be denied that until quite late in his youth he felt most
at ease in the glare of the lights. He had his first dramatic success
in a school performance of Colman’s Heir at Law, in which he
played Dick Dowles. His elocutionary gifts attracted general attention,
though he did lisp slightly. This impediment gave him a
good deal of trouble later. Like Demosthenes, Churchill, the

greatest orator of his land and age, had to struggle painfully for
speech.

Other early arts and sciences now came to him like a breeze.
In French classes he did not have to say “O table!” Consequently
he learned French very easily. Verses stuck in his youthful memory
if he but read them once or twice. History began to fascinate him.

An attack of double pneumonia put the lad in bed. At that
time double pneumonia was still a fatal disease, especially when
the patient was a weakly, delicate child. But Winston pulled
through. “He has a charmed life,” said the doctor. The phrase
was to follow Churchill wherever he went.

During his convalescence the nine-year-old began to take an
interest in politics. He came to it in an odd way, a regular
Churchill way. To occupy him on Sundays he was allowed to
look through the old volumes of Punch. He not only looked them
through, he devoured them. He was most deeply fascinated by
the cartoons. Here he met the world, its great figures and events.
Probably the portrayal of contemporary history in caricatures
made a special appeal to the boy’s rather scurrilous inclinations.
The cosmogony he built up from the yellowing pages of Punch
was not always a true one. For instance Gladstone, the great Liberal
statesman, then the answer to all cartoonists’ prayers, was
usually portrayed as Julius Caesar, an august being crowned with
myrtle, a sort of glorified headmaster. Later he learned that Julius
Caesar was far from an august being, but instead, in Winston
Churchill’s own words, “the caucus manager of a political party,
a wicked adventurer whose private life was a scandal, and that
he had absolutely nothing in him that any respectable Victorian
could tolerate.”

The Franco-Prussian War and the American Civil War were
also made vivid by Punch. He saw France defeated—a beautiful
woman in distress, resisting, sword in hand, a blonde and apparently
irresistible Germania. Young Churchill wanted to help the
French.

In the American Civil War Mr. Punch was at first against the

South. He showed Miss Carolina about to whip a naked slave, a
sort of Uncle Tom. On other pages the Yankees, decorated with
long red noses, were running in the direction pointed by a signpost
marked To Canada. Finally a picture showed North and
South, two haggard, worn-out men, grappling as they moved toward
an abyss labeled Bankruptcy. In the end, indeed, Britannia
very sadly laid a wreath on Lincoln’s grave.

In the course of his career Churchill himself became the favorite
of the cartoonists. Not hundreds but thousands of drawings and
caricatures show him with his two trade-marks, which have made
him as familiar as the walrus moustache did his father, the monocle
Joe Chamberlain, and the pipe Mr. Baldwin. One of these
two trade-marks is the wart-shaped nose—which, however, is nothing
but a malicious yet ineradicable invention. The other is a
tiny hat on an excessively broad skull. The wart nose that they
have attached to him Churchill might endure. But he has grave
objections to the Charlie Chaplin hat. He tells how the hat legend
originated. There is no denying that he once wore a hat too
small for him by mistake while walking with his wife on the
beach at Southport. Unfortunately a news photographer was on
hand. From that day forward the cartoonists sealed the fate of
Churchill’s head and hat. In vain he points out tirelessly that his
headgear is furnished by the best hatter in London. He had his
trade-mark and his idiosyncrasy. At bottom he does not mind.
A statesman no longer assaulted by the cartoonists is done for,
he thinks with worldly wisdom. And as he was always a poor
Latin scholar, he renders Oderint dum metuant! in his own private,
tolerant fashion: “Let them laugh so long as they love.”
Which to some degree distinguishes him from the dictators, even
as Supreme War Lord.

Even while he was educating himself on Punch he remained
an ill-behaved boy, self-willed and refractory. The school paper
that he founded before he was nine was of course called The
Critic. Only one number appeared, however. He demonstrated his
critical talent when he met Rider Haggard at the home of his

aunt, Lady Leslie. Rider Haggard, the author of She and King
Solomon’s Mines, was then at the height of his fame. Young Winston,
however, was by no means awestruck in his presence. “What
do you mean by this passage in your new book?” asked the boy,
quite without shyness. “I don’t understand it.”

Mr. Haggard examined the passage, and did not understand it
either. Of course a masculine friendship at once developed out
of that incident. Rider Haggard sent Winnie his newest work,
and the latter thanked him with a most gracious holograph:
“Thank you so much for sending me Allan Quatermain. It was
so good of you. I like it better than King Solomon’s Mines; it is
more amusing. I hope you will write a great many more books.”

An untamed, arrogant, presumptuous child, people said. No
wonder—he was the son of the most conspicuous man in England.

After the Easter holidays of 1888 he took his entrance examinations
for Harrow. He had been intended for Eton; but the climate
there, with its everlasting fogs, was too unhealthy for the
sickly boy. He was a little hurt by what he considered discrimination
in the choice of schools. That the examination was no great
success seemed to him less tragic. He had hoped to shine in his
favorite subjects—history, poetry and essay-writing. Instead the
examiners were painfully curious about his knowledge of Latin
and mathematics. In the Latin paper, alas, he could not answer a
single question. His mathematics did not seem to be much better.
But Winston had the good fortune to find in the head of Harrow
a great teacher with a deep knowledge of the boy soul. At this
time Dr. Welldon, later Bishop of Calcutta and Dean of Durham,
and for many years young Churchill’s friend, was headmaster.
Dr. Welldon was not unreasonable about his students’ Latin prose
at the expense of everything else. He knew a personality when
he saw it, even in embryo form. Of his favorite pupil he was later
to write: “Winston Churchill was not perhaps a boy who distinguished
himself in the popularly accepted lines of public school
life. He was not prominent in Latin and Greek scholarships or
in mathematics or in natural science, nor again was he a prominent

athlete as a cricketer or football-player. But not long after
his entrance he attracted notice by his historical knowledge and
his literary power, and he was among the Harrow boys of my
time the most expert in the use of the foils. It would be wrong
to pretend that he did not give the masters a good deal of
trouble, but I think I may claim to have always felt, as I feel
now, a great faith in him. I do not mean that I anticipated the
full brilliance of his future life, but it is my deliberate judgment
that he showed in his school-days at Harrow the unmistakable
promise of distinction.”

One did need the kind heart of a Dr. Welldon to feel this
promise of distinction immediately. For in the beginning Winston
was ranked among the worst pupils. He stood but two from the
bottom of the whole school. And as these two disappeared almost
immediately, he was soon the last in order.

He managed to make the best of even this setback. It is an
especially characteristic Churchill feature that bad always turns
out to be good for him. At least he is able to interpret it so.
Since he remained so long in the lowest form, his more gifted
companions were taught Latin and Greek and similar splendors,
while he was constantly taught English and English again. And
in the person of a Mr. Sommerville he found an English teacher
of uncommon stature. They continually practised English analysis.
And when in later years his more gifted companions who had got
prizes for Latin verses and Greek prosody could not write a
simple English sentence to earn their bread and make their way,
Winston Churchill could not quite keep a grin off his broad face.

Even in childhood he could see his own path marked out ahead,
with all its wanderings and diversions. The visionary gift that was
later to distinguish him, more than any other quality, from the
great mass of mankind must already have been developed at least
in rudimentary form by the time he said, at twelve, “Of course
I will become a soldier while there is any fighting to be done.
After that I shall have a shot at politics.” Quite independently he

went to the great throat specialist Sir Felix Semon. He must lose
his lisp: “Cure the impediment in my speech, please. Of course
I am going into the army first. But as a Minister later, I can’t
be haunted every time by the idea that I must avoid every word
beginning with an S.”

At thirteen he astonished the swim attendant at Marylebone
baths by enquiring whether the good man was Conservative or
Liberal. To a swim attendant in those happy days of course parties
were a matter of complete indifference. “What?” Winston jumped.
“You pay rates and taxes and don’t bother about politics? Why,
you ought to stand on a box in Hyde Park and tell people things!”
For that was what he himself, at thirteen, wanted to do. Then he
threw out his chest: “My father was Chancellor of the Exchequer,
and I mean to be the same one day!”

His father had just thrown all England into uproar. On December
23, 1886, in two lines the Times reported the great event:


“Lord Randolph Churchill resigned the offices of the Chancellor
of the Exchequer and Leader of the House of Commons, and
retired altogether from the Government.”



Hidden behind these dry lines was at once a personal tragedy
and a political event of the first order. Lord Randolph had been
the founder of what he himself had christened “Tory Democracy.”
The aim of his life was to inspire the ruling classes of England
with the progressive spirit. At the same time he himself was a
restless, harried soul, the personal darling and political enfant
terrible of the Tories, who gave him the highest posts in the kingdom
even in youth, but refused again and again to follow his
leadership. None was so tireless as he in denouncing Gladstone,
the great Liberal statesman, in rousing England, in inflaming
Ulster. He stood for religious and economic reconciliation between
the two parts of Ireland, but he would never have agreed
to a partition of the United Kingdom. “Ulster will fight, and
Ulster will be right!” was his most celebrated slogan. Paradoxically
it was his son, years later, who contributed more than any other

man to conciliation with Ireland, and was certainly more hated
than anyone by the Ulstermen.

Lord Randolph’s whole life was a struggle with ill health. He
smoked cigarettes “till his tongue was sore” to soothe himself.
He was capable of feats requiring uncommon strength, but in reaction
suffered grave fits of exhaustion and despondency. “He
gallops till he falls,” his wife said of him, remembering their early
years of riding together.

His mother, the Duchess of Marlborough, wrote after his early
death: “He had a wonderful faculty of making firm friends, who
remained through his life devoted to him. He was very constant
and decided in his attachments, and outspoken—often imprudently—in
his likes and dislikes. This enabled him to succeed in life, but
also often brought him into trouble ... Alas, had I been a
clever woman, I would have had more ability to curb and control
his impulses, and I should have taught him patience and moderation.
Yet at times he had extraordinary good judgment, and it
was only on rare occasions that he took the bit between his teeth,
and then there was no stopping him.”

These lines read as if written about young Winston Churchill,
not about his father. An almost uncanny likeness unites the two
men.

There was no stopping Lord Randolph when he lost patience
over a ridiculous trifle, and—perhaps in hysteria, perhaps already
in the shadow of death—tossed away his brilliant career.

Among his ideas for modernizing Tory rule was an anti-militarist
passion that was to be part of the early political heritage of
Winston Churchill, the born soldier. Winston, like Lord Randolph,
was one day to be a pacifist in the captain’s saddle. Winston,
however, was to have time to overcome this disease of childhood.
Lord Randolph had no time. As Chancellor of the Exchequer he
waged a furious struggle against the expenses of the Service Departments.
He forced upon the First Lord of the Admiralty, Mr.
George Hamilton, a reduction of £700,000. Mr. W. H. Smith,
Secretary for War—a peaceful bookseller in civil life, and memorable

through his caricature as Admiral Porter in Gilbert and
Sullivan’s “Pinafore”—on the contrary demanded an increase of
£300,000. The subject of dispute was ridiculously small—not even
one per cent of the total Army and Navy Estimates, which
amounted together to £31,000,000. But Lord Randolph was
looking for a fight. “I am pledged to large reductions,” he declared.
“If these things can be done in the Admiralty, the attitude
of the War Office becomes intolerable.”

He used up his strength in constant explosions. In addition,
he was being squeezed by poverty at home. As a younger son he
had but a small inheritance. As a political idealist he had never
earned a penny. Soon only the dowry from New York would be
left. But naturally Lord Randolph would never touch his wife’s
money.

Nevertheless rumors pursued him. High society did not understand
his morbid intensity. A gossip campaign discovered the
meanest motives for his strange behavior. Clubs abused him. The
press censured him. The great Lord Salisbury, the Prime Minister,
tried in vain to come to an understanding with his young right-hand
man. When the House passed the Army Estimates according
to the War Office demands, Lord Randolph recklessly chucked the
whole business. Queen Victoria was grievously offended when she
learned of her Chancellor’s retirement.

A schoolboy at Harrow shared with burning heart and feverish
cheeks in these struggles, which took place at what was for him
an infinitely remote distance. Later he was to say of his father,
with great understanding: “Lord Randolph Churchill was a Chancellor
of the Exchequer without a budget, a Leader of the House
of Commons but for a single session, a victor without the spoils.
No tangible or enduring records—unless it be the Burma Province—exist
of his labours, and the great and decisive force which he
exerted upon the history of the Conservative and Unionist party
might be imperfectly realized by a later generation. No smooth
path of patronage was opened to him. No glittering wheels of

royal favour aided and accelerated his journey. Like Disraeli he
had to fight every mile in all his marches.”

Words cannot tell how the boy Winston wanted to help his
father in every fight on every march. But naturally Lord Randolph
gave him no opportunity; he was still far too young. The
battles for which the lad already felt the call had to be fought on
the football field, where he raged with the war-cry, “St. George,
St. Dunstan and the Devil!” Once at the swimming-pool he saw
an unfamiliar schoolmate, temptingly small of stature. Naturally
he flung him into the water from behind. To his horror it turned
out that he had laid hands on the person of a Senior.

The Senior, Leopold Amery by name, generously forgave him.
The two were fellow-correspondents in the Boer War. For more
than a generation they sat together as faithful friends in Parliament.
Today Mr. Amery and Churchill are fellow Cabinet members.

Young Winston let out all his pent-up energy in riding, swimming
and fencing. It was all simply a release, not boyish delight
in play; so much he himself knew. Still, he had no objection to a
good game of Indians. Once the redskins, two elder cousins,
chased him across a bridge. The paleface could escape only by
jumping off the bridge, which was held at both ends by the foe.
In falling he would grab the branches of a tree, he hoped. He
hoped in vain. He fell thirty feet, and landed on stones.

Once again he proved to have a charmed life. By rights he
should have shattered his skull. Instead he merely broke his right
shoulder. True, he did have to wear plaster casts for six months,
and his shoulder has never been right since. But when a man is
lucky, even an accident is good fortune. A few years later, at the
celebrated Omdurman cavalry assault, he was unable to use his
sword. And so, while cavalry sabers flashed around him, he shot
his way out with a brand-new Mauser pistol. No howling dervish
with the curved scimitar of the Prophet ventured too near him.

Winston Churchill spent three of his four and a half years at
Harrow in the Army Class. That he was to enter the service was

soon decided. Lord Randolph was pained to think that his boy
was too dull for the bar, which would really have been his paternal
desire. The father was faced with a puzzle: Why was Winston, a
noisy, alert lad, so feeble in his scholastic performances? He wrote
excellent compositions. Sometimes he wrote too pointedly. The
Harrovian, the school paper, had to censor one of his contributions
radically because his language was not suited for publication.
But his Latin translation he had to get done by a classmate. In
return he dictated the latter’s English essays to him.

The headmaster, Dr. Welldon, took a personal interest in the
promising lad who unfortunately was such a backward scholar.
Three times a week he gave him private tuition before evening
prayers.

But when the time arrived for the entrance examinations for
Sandhurst, the English West Point, Winston Churchill failed. He
failed a second time. At the third attempt he felt safe in English
and chemistry. French seemed tricky to him, although he had a
natural talent for the language. He spent six months in a grim
effort to master mathematics, his weakest subject. Up and at the
enemy where he is most dangerous, was his watchword even then.
All at once sines, cosines and tangents became his daily pabulum.
According to his own confession he has heard not a word of
these specters since Sandhurst. They vanished from his memory
as suddenly as he had conjured them up.

Once again a stroke of luck decided the outcome. He knew that
in the third examination, just ahead of him, he would have to
draw from memory the map of some part of the Empire. Unfortunately
Great Britain is truly great, and consists of many parts.
He put bits of paper into his hat, each bearing the name of a
dominion or a crown colony. With eyes closed he drew the slip
marked New Zealand. New Zealand he studied.

In the examination the examiner said, “Draw us a map of
New Zealand on the board.”



CHAPTER III
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Winston Churchill was now a gentleman cadet, and
so life began for him. Once again it began with a touch of bitterness.
He barely qualified for a cavalry cadetship at Sandhurst.
Service in the cavalry was no doubt more glamorous than in the
infantry, but also immensely more expensive. Naturally the competition
for infantry commissions was stiffer. But anyone who had
to take his examinations three times, and then got through more
by luck than good management, could be thankful to “get his
horses.”

So at least his father felt. Lord Randolph looked with anxiety
to the future. His own means were almost, his health was completely,
exhausted. On a journey to South Africa he had just tried
to repair his finances by purchasing gold shares. This was the
day of colonial investments. The great gentry could not earn their
living at home. They belonged to politics—an honor, not a trade—and
to their clubs. Joe Chamberlain was just sending his son
Neville (the younger son, too slow-witted for politics) to the island
of Andros in the Bahamas. Here he was to raise hemp—it would
be a gold mine. It turned out a catastrophe. Young Neville stubbornly
held on for seven years of self-denial—and self-deception.
The fact that the entire capital, £50,000, was already lost he
simply declined to realize.

Money did not grow on trees in South Africa either. The
worried Lord Randolph pointed out to his offspring, “In the
infantry one has to keep a man; in the cavalry, a man and a horse.”

Papa did not even know that you have to keep two official
chargers in the cavalry, and two hunters besides, to say nothing

of a string of polo ponies. But let worries be worries and cares be
cares; Winston Churchill was mad about horses. Into old age he
has remained true to that passion. Riding is more than a sport to
him; it is a part of his credo. “No one ever came to grief—except
to honorable grief—through riding horses,” he once said. “No
hour of life is lost that is spent in the saddle. Young men have
often been ruined through owning horses, or through backing
horses, but never through riding them. Unless, of course, they
break their necks, which, taken at a gallop, is a very good death
to die.”

In the eighteen months he spent at Sandhurst he became a
celebrated horseman. Even at Harrow he had been an excellent
fencer, taking the Public School championship in fencing. He was
not sport-mad in the new-fangled way; he was an old-fashioned
cavalier. His father, though he “galloped through life until he
fell” himself, did not understand all this. He warned his son not
to become a “social wastrel.”

If his father had understood him better, Winston would probably
have been spared all the compulsion, the forms and conventions
of Harrow, into which he fitted so badly. The system may
be all right for the average sons of the English upper class. In
fact Harrow, like Eton, has turned out generations of brilliant
youngsters. But Winston Churchill was neither average nor a son
of the English aristocratic class alone. The American heritage was
deep in his being. Like a regular Yankee lad he would have liked
to be apprenticed as a bricklayer’s helper, or run errands, or help
his father dress the windows of a greengrocer’s shop. That was
what he dreamed of while he was wearing the broad-brimmed
straw hat of a Harrow boy. A practical craving for action was
deep in the nature of the old-fashioned cavalier-in-the-making.
Indeed he would have liked to help his father in politics, too. But
when he suggested that he might at least be useful to the secretary,
Lord Randolph merely gave him a long look that made the
boy shiver.

It was only when Winston made good at Sandhurst that things

changed a little. First Lord Randolph took the youngster to the
Empire Theatre to see the acrobats and jugglers and lion-tamers,
then to Lord Rothschild’s house at Tring, where the young people
of the Conservative Party gathered, and finally, highest honor of
all, to see his old racing friends. At last father and son would
grow to be friends. If only there was a little time.

There was no time.

Winston not only made good, he made very good indeed. In
Tactics and Fortifications, the most important two subjects at
Sandhurst, he was soon ahead of all his classmates. In Topography,
Military Law, Military Administration, the rest of the curriculum,
he held his own. When he was tired by long hours of study and
parades, he was still never too tired to plunge into the strategical
works that his father sent him as a sign of approval. You had only
to loose rein and curb, and he would go the right way of his own
accord.

Of course there were escapades. At least it seemed at the time
as if they were escapades. Today, almost fifty years afterward, we
can see his public mission proclaiming itself even in his pieces
of boyish tomfoolery.

The battle of the Empire Theatre was the noisiest of these
pranks. His father had first taken him there. The Empire, accordingly,
was sacred ground, despite the acrobats, jugglers and lion-tamers
round about. Here a sort of promenade for young people
of both sexes, who even took occasional alcoholic refreshment at
the bars, developed in the large space behind the dress circle.
Naturally the Sandhurst cadets were always on hand, particularly
of a Saturday evening.

But Mrs. Ormiston Chant was against it. She was a puritan
crusader, and she started a fierce campaign against the promenade
at the Empire Theatre and the bars on both sides. In those happy
days all London could get excited over such a problem. A long
series of letters to the newspapers supported the clean-up. On
the other side an “Entertainment Protection League” formed,

determined to defend the rights of man and civic self-determination
even at the bar.

The puritans succeeded in getting a sort of barricade put up
between the promenade at the Empire and the row of bars. But
they reckoned without the Sandhurst cadets. One evening a large
group of the young gentlemen appeared, the barricade was torn
down amid general enthusiasm, and naturally Winston Churchill
celebrated the deed of liberation in a resounding address. It was
his maiden speech. The occasion was a mere excuse for him to
rise to the higher regions of politics. “You have seen us tear down
these barricades tonight; see that you pull down those who are
responsible for them at the coming election!” he blared, altogether
Lord Randolph’s son. He had, incidentally, prepared his speech
with great care, taking pains to have as few words as possible
beginning with S.

Next day most of the papers printed leaders about the storming
of the barricades at the Empire Theatre. For the first time Winston
Churchill was the hero of London.

He finished his studies at Sandhurst, with honors, eighth in a
group of a hundred and fifty.

“Did you get your horses?” his father, already a dying man,
asked him.

Certainly, he had got his horses all right. He was commissioned
to the Fourth—the Queen’s Own—Hussars, who had recently come
back to Aldershot from Ireland. The regimental commander was
Colonel Brabazon, an old friend of the family. Lord Randolph
did grumble a bit at his old friend. “He had no business to turn
the boy’s head about going into the Hussars.” He had still not
quite given up hope of getting the boy into the Goth Rifles, whose
commander, the Duke of Cambridge, had promised to open a
back door to his own regiment, and thus to the infantry.

It was one last disappointment. On January 24, 1895, Lord
Randolph Churchill died of paralysis at his mother’s home. It was
a gentle, painless death, really a dropping off to sleep. Winston
stood by his father’s deathbed. “The dunce of the family will

take revenge on the whole pack of curs and traitors!” he vowed.
He saw his life’s work clearly before him: the name of Lord
Randolph Churchill must be cleansed in the sight of his enemies
and persecutors, his reputation rehabilitated, the country made
to realize that it had not understood one of its greatest and most
gifted sons.

In the end, Fate had other intentions. Lord Randolph Churchill
sank into oblivion. A greater task awaited Winston Churchill.

From now on the regimental commander stood in loco parentis
to Winston. The two were mysteriously linked, for Colonel
Brabazon too had a lisp. In his case, indeed, it was not an impediment,
but sheer grandeur. “The gwass is veddy gween!” was more
or less how he talked. The Colonel showed special kindness to his
youngest sub-lieutenant, although in general he was considered a
strict disciplinarian. The two remained friends for twenty years,
until Brabazon’s death.

Outwardly Colonel Brabazon was nothing but a brilliant soldier
and a man of the world. At court, in the clubs and drawing-rooms
of Mayfair all doors opened before him, and all hands reached
out to greet him. He was an intimate of the Prince of Wales, later
King Edward. As he was also an officer famous throughout the
army, who had won his spurs and medals in every conceivable
colonial war, the earth bowed down to him. He took this quite
for granted. “Wheah is the London twain?” he once asked the
stationmaster at Aldershot. “Unfortunately gone, Colonel.”
“Gone? Bwing anotha one!”

Inwardly these perfectly polished super-gentlemen have a way
of being less serene. Colonel Brabazon was a passionate bookworm,
able to recite by heart pretty nearly all the famous poetry in the
English language—something that he would of course never have
admitted. Even less would he have admitted that he, the disciplinarian,
was guilty of a long-continued mortal sin against discipline.
For more than thirty years he wore a little imperial under
his lower lip, whereas the Queen’s Regulations, Section VII, expressly
state, “The chin and the under lip are to be shaved.” Of

course the army made an exception of Colonel Brabazon, the
darling of gods and men—until his regiment was transferred from
Ireland to Aldershot. There Sir Evelyn Wood was in command,
and he made no exceptions. Hearing one day that the irresistible
Brabazon has publicly criticized some measure of his, he sent
orders for the Colonel “to appear at his next parade shaved in
accordance with the regulations.”

The imperial fell. But Brabazon did not commit suicide; he
bore his cross with a smile. Only thereafter nobody was allowed
to mention the name of the commandant of Aldershot in his
presence.

Such was the man who introduced Winston Churchill into the
army of the Queen.

It was a kindly, a joyful introduction. Some happy, carefree
months followed. From March to November of 1895 the young
officer had the time of his life. Daily he enjoyed the thrill and the
charm in the glittering jingle of a cavalry squadron maneuvering
at the trot. Every day he was excited anew when the squadron
was put to a gallop. The stir of the horses, the clank of their
equipment, the thrill of motion, the tossing plumes, the sense of
incorporation in a living machine, the suave dignity of the uniform—all
these his own words—intoxicated him. The cavalier in
him was swept off his feet. That he knew. What he did not know
was that the artist in him was also stirring. The picture of the
redcoats on white horses in the green countryside stamped itself
deep on his consciousness. Years later he was to try to express
those glowing colors in oil.

He himself was now as handsome as a picture. The little red-head
had grown up into a sandy-haired youth with his hair parted
on the left, according to regulations. From his mother he had
inherited the high forehead, the prominent brow, the eyes full of
inquiry, though usually brightened by a sly twinkle. The slim,
aristocratic face with the mobile, blood-filled lips came from
Father. There was nothing to hint that in the course of decades
that face would grow disturbingly round. The youngest lieutenant

of Her Majesty had his picture taken in a gold-laced tunic lavishly
decorated with epaulettes, clasps and tassels. In his right hand
he held his helmet. His left rested on the sword-pommel, not forgetting
the kid glove between hand and pommel.

He was the favorite of the officers’ mess. They were all a crowd
of good companions, gay, well-bred, proud. They were the officers—this
was what made them so proud—of the only cavalry division
in the Kingdom. The Germans at that time had twenty cavalry
divisions. But no one in Aldershot bothered his head about that.
After all, there would never be another European war. Too bad.
People ought to have gone back to the system of mediaeval combat.
In those days the lords stepped out in front of their ranks,
and disposed of the matter among themselves in knightly fashion.
The world belonged to the better rider and swordsman.

Now, with the nineteenth century coming to an end, the world
had become considerably more sordid. Even to extract a commission
in some Indian punitive expedition you had to use all the
craft and guile at your command. You needed pull, connections.
There was no other road to heroism, a medal, and a spot of glory
in the officers’ mess. That path was jammed. Everyone wanted to
slip through. None succeeded so brilliantly as the youngest sub-lieutenant
of the Queen’s Own Hussars.

There were three subjects of conversation: war, sport, and the
questions of religion and irreligion. Of course these were purely
theoretical questions. They could never be immediate and burning
ones until the bullets were whistling around your head. What
a shame that they would never hear such music!

Among Winston Churchill’s companions of youth some fell in
the Boer War, and the great majority in the first World War.
Only two or three battered veterans are still alive. These, gouty,
but indestructible, are now hunting through the townships where
they are pensioned, in search of Hitler’s parachute raiders.

The young English officers, unlike their German colleagues,
did not live a narrow, secluded, barrack-yard existence. Nor were
they, like them, regarded as beings of a higher order. No British

Prime Minister would confess, as the Imperial Chancellor von
Bethmann-Hollweg did, that the greatest pride of his life was his
position as a reserve major in the Landwehr, the National Guard.
But in England promising subalterns were welcome guests in
political society. It was not at all unusual for a man to move from
the barracks to the House of Commons.

Young Churchill’s celebrity soon spread beyond Aldershot. He
was invited to a party at Devonshire House after the Ministerial
banquet. Here he met Mr. George Curzon, the newly appointed
Under-Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs. Mr. Curzon was later
to be a great British statesman, Viceroy of India, Chief of the
Foreign Office. In 1895 he was still a rather bashful young man
who nevertheless explained to Second Lieutenant Churchill on
the evening of their first meeting that although his position was
a small one, he hoped, as the representative of the Foreign Office
in the House of Commons, to have a share in making the foreign
policy.

Winston Churchill was much agitated on hearing this. Was
some other youth to make a swift career ahead of him under his
very nose? A few days later he himself gave his companions a small
dinner, and the toast he proposed was to “Those yet under twenty-one
years of age who in twenty years will control the destinies of
the British Empire.”

It was a farewell party. For in Cuba a rebellion had broken out
against Spanish rule. It was such a chance as could no longer be
found in the Empire at all. The seven seas were sunning themselves
in deceptive peace. But after seven months’ peaceful soldiering
Winston Churchill was tired of peace. A friend of his
father’s, Sir Henry Wolff, was serving as British Ambassador at
Madrid. Through Wolff’s mediation Churchill was invited by the
Captain-General of Spain, the famous Marshal Martinez Campos,
to join in his expedition to suppress the rebellion.
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 Winston Churchill at the age of twenty-one in the uniform of the Fourth Hussars



And so Churchill could make comfortable—well, not exactly
comfortable, but cheap—use of the ten weeks of leave that he had
coming to him from his regiment. Having spent all his money on

polo ponies he could not afford a hunting trip to Africa in any
case.

All of his money meant, aside from the ridiculously small pay
of a lieutenant, a yearly allowance of five hundred pounds from
his mother. He knew that Lady Randolph, now a widow, could
not easily save this sum from out of her dowry, the only capital
she had left after the death of her husband. Lady Randolph at
forty was as fascinating as on the day of her debut; but if it costs
money to be a beautiful woman, it costs even more to remain a
beautiful woman. Winston’s relationship with his mother was now
like that between brother and sister, and he was resolved not to
be an expense to her much longer. Had he not been a first-class
writer at school? He offered himself to a penny paper as
Cuban war correspondent. He sent home five travel articles, at
five pounds each. It was to be a few years yet before he got
$2500 per article, making him the highest-paid journalist in the
world next to Lloyd George, even $500 ahead of the Duce, who
has never forgiven Churchill his advantage.
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