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I recall the winter and spring of 1914 as having
been the happiest of the first eighteen years of my
married life. From early childhood I had longed to
write stories, and I was now becoming in a modest way
established as a novelist.

In the spring of 1912, I had received a letter from a
member of The Writers' Club with whom I was slightly
acquainted. In this she explained she was an amateur
fortune-teller, and desired to tell my fortune. The lady
cast my horoscope, and sent me the result, which consisted
of four closely written pages.

In a covering letter she urged me to give up the
journalism from which I still drew almost the whole of
my income, and begged me to devote myself entirely
to novel writing. She added that if I dilly-dallied as
to that form of literary work, a time would come when
I should find it exceedingly difficult to publish a novel.
I had always longed to do creative work; but I am
diffident, and nobody, excepting my husband, had given
me any encouragement. Also, after having published
two novels with no success, I had come to fear I
would never make any headway as a novelist. All the
same, my intention persisted, and for many years I
wrote early each morning part of a chapter of whatever
novel I had in hand.

The famous remark made by Talleyrand concerning
the gentle happiness of life as led by the men and women
of his world before the French Revolution, might have
been echoed by a great many Englishmen and Englishwomen
of my generation belonging to the professional
classes up to the end of July 1914. I was at last beginning
to earn about half of my income with fiction, and The
Lodger had proved a successful serial in the Daily
Telegraph. Yet although this story was destined to have
a far larger sale than any of my other novels, when
published in book form it was badly noticed. It shocked
those reviewers who had approved of The Heart of
Penelope and Barbara Rebell, which had both been written
in the Victorian tradition. That my first two novels
should belong to that solid tradition was natural, for
my favourite Victorian novel was, and still is, Mrs.
Gaskell's Wives and Daughters.

The Daily Telegraph also serialized The Chink in the
Armour. I laid the scene of this novel at Enghien, a
popular resort within a few miles of Paris. It was the
only French inland town where certain forms of
gambling—I think roulette and trente-et-quarante—were
permitted. I had never been there, although I had
often heard of it as a gay, and somewhat improper,
place. After I had written the story, I was in Paris one
wintry week with a little daughter, and I suddenly
decided I should like to see Enghien. I remember how
sadly disappointed was the child at the forlorn appearance
of the town, and even more of the famous lake,
but I realized how charming Enghien must be in the
summer and autumn.

Although I was working extremely hard, for I was
afraid to give up my regular journalistic work, I was
leading a most interesting, indeed a delightful, life, and
on the eve of my forty-sixth birthday I still felt a young
woman. I went out a great deal, meeting almost all
my fellow-writers, and I was often at 10 Downing Street,
the house of the Prime Minister.

In 1914 I had known Margot Asquith, in a real
sense, for exactly twenty years. In 1894 I spent a week
in a Scotch country-house where she and I were the
only unmarried young women. I became truly fond of
Margot, and I was on kindly terms with Mr. Asquith,
although I had the feeling that his prejudice against
Catholicism affected his relationship with me—this in
spite of the fact that he was always a kind, courteous,
and indeed a delightful, host. I became, and remained,
warmly attached to his and Margot's only daughter,
Elizabeth, later Princess Antoine Bibesco. I have known
a considerable number of highly intelligent and charming
English girls. Elizabeth Asquith stands out in my
memory as the most attractive of them all. She also had
a kind and generous nature—as well as what used to
be called a good mind.

During the spring and early summer of 1914 I was
also constantly in the London house of Margot Asquith's
brother and sister-in-law, Lord and Lady Glenconner.
Their house in Queen Anne's Gate was a few moments'
walk from the Foreign Office, and Sir Edward Grey,
who was becoming acutely anxious as to the state of
Europe, dined with them almost every night, going back
to the Foreign Office, after dinner, to read the cables
which were then arriving from every European capital
all night as well as all day.

I remember every waking hour of the week preceding
the Declaration of War in the August of 1914. I learned
of the letter sent to Mr. Asquith on the Sunday by the
Conservative group almost before anyone else did so, and
I recollect being told that its dispatch had been a great
relief to Edward Grey. It may be recalled that certain
members of the British Cabinet believed England could
keep out of the new Franco-German war.

Meanwhile, my son, Charles Lowndes, had come
home from school suffering from severe pains in his
head. I felt acutely anxious, not at my boy's condition,
as I should have been, but because my whole heart was
in France. I had another, immediate, reason for anxiety,
for it was rumoured in Fleet Street that the Government
might order every daily paper to cease publication.

I had always had a woman doctor; my husband
and our children were looked after by Dr. Henry
Troutbeck, who as a little child had been with me at a
dame's school during the two winters my mother had
spent in Westminster after my father's death. I was
very fond of Dr. Troutbeck, and I had great faith in
him; so I felt much dismayed when I learned the outbreak
of war had caught him in Switzerland. The very
young locum who was looking after Dr. Troutbeck's
practice sent for a nurse, and on the Friday of that first
week of war he suddenly told us he wished for a second
medical opinion, as our boy's condition puzzled as well
as alarmed him. The specialist arrived after my husband
had left for The Times office; he was accompanied by
a friend who was also a doctor, and they both examined
the boy. I was then told our son had acute mastoid
trouble, and that an immediate operation was essential,
and must be performed in a nursing-home where he
should be taken as soon as an ambulance could be
procured. The specialist informed me that the usual
fee for the operation was a hundred guineas, but that he
would accept thirty guineas, and he offered to arrange
for a considerable reduction in the usual nursing-home
charges. I went into our study, and telephoned to my
husband. He told me to hold on, and within a few
moments came back to say the Editor of The Times had
himself got in touch with St. Thomas's Hospital, and
arranged for our boy to be taken in there at once.

I had cashed an American cheque for sixty pounds
the day before war had been declared, and I had put the
notes and gold in a box where I kept some lace which
had belonged to my English grandmother. I took out
of the box three gold sovereigns and three shillings, and
I remember, as I thanked him, the look of surprise
which flashed across the face of the specialist when I
handed him the fee. A moratorium had been declared,
and no one was paying out any money.

An ambulance arrived two hours later and, as my
son was being carried out of the house, I told myself that
he had gone through our front door for the last time.

The nurse was a very young woman, and her whole
mind was set on going to France at the very first possible
moment. So when we reached the gates of St. Thomas's
Hospital she refused to go any further, though I begged
her to wait for at least the few minutes it would take
her to explain my son's case to the house surgeon.

Charles Lowndes was carried into what looked to
me like a mortuary, for there were slabs of stone or
marble, on one of which he was laid to be examined
by a doctor. My secretary, a dear friend, was in our
house that day, and I had dictated to her a short account
of my son's illness. I took the typed page with me to the
hospital, and handed it to the doctor. The boy was then
taken to what I learned afterwards was a surgical ward.
I was in a sad state of distress, but I could hardly help
smiling when in reply to my question to the sister in
charge of the ward, "May I see the surgeon?" she
looked as if I had made a most improper suggestion
as to that gentleman, as she exclaimed, "Certainly not!
Come back to-morrow morning, and I will tell you
what it will be right for you to know."

I bade her goodbye, and no doubt she supposed I
was about to go home. But I had seen a notice in the
hall which stated that as long as a patient was on the
danger list, his next-of-kin could stay in the hospital.
So I sat down in the great hall which in St. Thomas's
Hospital overlooks the Thames, and is open to the air
on one side. There I waited till I saw the doctor who
had examined my son. Going up to him, I asked if
I might stay in the hospital till after the operation had
been performed. He said brusquely, "What makes you
think your son is going to have an operation?" I
replied, "Because two noted specialists"—and I gave
their names—"have declared that if he does not have
an operation to-day he will die in agony before to-morrow
morning." He said firmly, "If your son has
an operation to-day he will certainly die, for he is not
in a fit state to have an immediate operation." This
doctor and I became good friends; indeed he was exceedingly
kind to me during the weeks which followed,
and I never pass St. Thomas's Hospital, now badly
shattered by the bombs which fell during the second
World War, without giving him an affectionate thought.
I came to know him and his charming young wife; he
admired my brother's verse, and this formed a tie
between us, apart from my gratitude for all the kindness
he showed me in connection with my son's illness. I
felt a pang of pain when I learned, after peace had been
declared, that he had died as a result of his increasingly
hard work.

Charles Lowndes was soon moved to what I think
was called the medical side of the hospital. In a short
time he was put into a comparatively small room of
which the door opened on the left of the passage leading
into a large ward. There, during that first August of
the first World War, I sat for many hours of each day,
writing and correcting proofs.

My son's condition remained very serious, and none
of the doctors seemed able to discover what was the
matter with him. I was told that on one occasion nine
physicians were gathered round his bed. Then one
day the house surgeon said to me, "Has your boy been
in contact with a case of scarlet fever?" I reminded
him that, in the account of the boy's illness I had dictated,
I had stated there had been cases of scarlet fever at
Westminster School just before the outbreak of war. In
that statement I had also told how he had gone to a
swimming-bath just before he had fallen ill. The account
I had written was found, and his illness was diagnosed
as rheumatic fever complicated with suppressed scarlet
fever. Till then it had been believed he had an abscess
on the brain, and was bound to die. This, however, I
did not learn at the time.

Two things have remained in my mind concerning
those summer weeks of 1914. The first was coming out
of the hospital at six o'clock one evening, and seeing
on the newspaper placards the news of the fall of Namur.
I realized, with a sensation of anguish, what this would
mean to France. The second thing I remember was
the sudden arrival at the hospital of certain of the
soldiers who had fought at Mons—those who will live
in English history as "the Old Contemptibles".

The Germans have an expression which means "joy
in another's pain". I have only once felt that despicable
feeling. I felt it, coupled with a certain bitter amusement,
when I became aware that the nurses who had
looked forward so eagerly to the coming of the wounded
that they had done everything in their power—and
that power was considerable—to stay the influx of
ordinary patients, were having a most unpleasant time
with the gallant survivors of the British Expeditionary
Force. These men were naturally all Regulars, and to
me they recalled the most famous of Kipling's characters.
They were full of cheer, full of courage, and regarded
the war as being as good as won. Splendid fighters they
had already proved themselves, but they were very
different to what the nurses had expected them to be,
and with these patients it proved impossible to keep
up the ordinary hospital discipline. They insisted on
smoking in bed, and their relations and friends brought
them bottles of gin and whisky cleverly concealed about
their persons.

Well do I remember, when the King and Queen
visited the hospital for the first time after the beginning
of the war, going into a stifled fit of real hysterical
laughter—a thing which had only happened to me
twice in my life—when I overheard one of the sisters
telling the Queen how much they all enjoyed nursing
these heroes.

During the summer of 1914 I led a strange, and in a
sense a most unnatural, life. I arrived at the hospital at
nine o'clock each morning, and I stayed till six, bringing
sandwiches for my lunch. I also kept there everything
necessary to make an early afternoon cup of tea.

Meanwhile my son went on suffering from acute
pains in his head, and there was still nothing to show
what was the matter with him. Two of my women
friends came to see us at St. Thomas's, and each told
me, long afterwards, that she had felt there was no hope
of Charles Lowndes leaving the hospital alive. But I,
on my side, once he was in St. Thomas's, believed he
would get well. The war filled my mind to the exclusion
of everything else, yet it never occurred to me that a time
could come when he, too, would be in the fighting line.

And now I come to the strangest part of the story.
The frightful pain in my son's head was finally cured by
massage, administered by a Swedish masseur attached
to the hospital. So at last I was able to take him by
road, in a friend's car, to a little holiday house we had
at Epsom. Almost at once he had a serious relapse,
but I battled through with it alone, and eventually he
became once more the strong healthy boy he had been
before his illness. I wrote to a friend, "I have had no
change at all this dreadful summer. I had hoped to go
to France for a few days, for of course all my men relations
aged under forty-five are fighting, and I want to see their
mothers, sisters, and wives. But Lord Haldane says the
Channel has become very unsafe, as there are German
submarines about."

Evening after evening, as I walked home after having
spent the day by my son's bedside, I told myself that
after all it was well that the stillborn child, whose loss
I had so bitterly mourned, had not lived to take his
place among the youths whose leaving for Flanders now
rent my heart.

Owing to my mother's early friendship with Dante
Gabriel Rossetti I was familiar with his verse. Only
once have I seen quoted the lines:


The hour which might have been but could not be,

Which man's and woman's heart conceived and bore,

Yet whereof life was barren, on what shore

Bides it the breaking of Time's weary sea? ...

But lo! what wedded souls now hand in hand

Together tread at last the immortal strand

With eyes where burning memory lights love home?

Lo! how the little outcast hour has turned

And leapt to them and in their faces yearned:

"I am your child: O parents, ye have come!"




Now and again, in writing to my mother, I struck
a cheerful note, such as, "The Rothschilds say it must
end next winter, as Germany will then be bankrupt".
And again, "The news looks really good this week,
because people expect the Russians to be in Silesia
before Christmas, and that this will be the beginning
of the end. As to possible raids, who can tell? Hilaire
thinks a descent on the coast unlikely, though possible."

A little later I wrote, "I don't believe in either
Zepps or an Invasion. I did believe Zeppelins might
come over London till I learned they are very fragile.
The Germans have not yet ventured to send a Zeppelin
over France. But I can't help being impressed by the
preparations which are now being made with a view to
their coming over London." I did not add that I had
been told by a member of the Government that it was
thought that if they did come, there would be ten
thousand casualties. I did, however, write, little thinking
of what was going to happen twenty-six years later,
"I have been told by a man concerned with our defences
that they can do very little damage". And the next day,
"I had a long talk with Sir Edward Grey last night. He
seemed fairly cheerful; and he is quite convinced, in
his quiet way, that England will win through. But he
said the fighting is very fierce, and I could see he felt
very anxious about his nephew."

Some of my friends were becoming extremely
worried as their dividends were being "passed". That
anxiety was spared my husband and myself, both then
and during the rest of our married life. We had no
capital, and we were never able to save. But I did not
allow this fact to disturb me unduly. What troubled
me as time went on were the rising prices. I became
very uneasy, and I wrote, "The war is costing ten
pounds a second now, and will soon cost twenty pounds
a second. Everything in the way of necessities is going
up by leaps and bounds. I feel rather worried about
this." As a matter of fact I was acutely anxious, as all
my journalistic work had stopped.

Few of the people I knew left London during the
first months of a war which was to last four years, and
I went out almost every evening, while my husband was
at The Times office, to see my friends and acquaintances.
What was happening in Flanders filled every one's mind
to the exclusion of all else, and very soon long lists of
casualties were being published in every newspaper.

Yet there were times, during that strange summer
and autumn of 1914, when it appeared to me as if I
alone realized what war meant. Most of my childhood
and girlhood in France had been overshadowed by the
memories of those about me concerning what had
happened there during 1870-1871; thus not only war,
but war with Germany, was to me a frightful reality.

With the exception of a few British and French
officers, and the German High Command, I think it
may be said with truth that no one in Europe had any
conception of what modern warfare would be like.
This, however, was not true of a certain General
Grierson. Not only was he a brilliant soldier; he was
a remarkable man with a fine mind who had given the
whole of his grown-up life to the study of war. He was
also one of the very few Englishmen who knew the
German Army; for he had been Military Attaché in
Berlin, and spoke German perfectly, a rare accomplishment
among the British officers of that day.

I was acquainted with a woman who was a close
friend of General Grierson, and I recall a conversation
during which she told me his views. He had no illusions
as to the might, power, and scientific knowledge, of
those commanding the German Army. Those people
who even now, when writing of 1914, think poorly of
Sir John French, may be reminded that Grierson was
the first officer Sir John asked should be attached to
his staff, after the Expeditionary Force had left for
France. But in a French train, while on his way to
the Front, General Grierson died from what was
described as a stroke, a few minutes after drinking a
glass of lemonade.

The censorship of all war news had been put in the
hands of a brilliant young lawyer. Rightly or wrongly,
he regarded the British public as apathetic, and just
after the battle of Mons there appeared in a
British newspaper an alarmist account of the first
military operations. It began with words which
approximated to "Oh God, that I should have to reveal
what you are about to read!" Then followed a terrifying
description of the fate which, according to this
correspondent, had befallen the Expeditionary Force.
He wrote as though that Force had disintegrated. This
report from an unknown war correspondent—though
it was soon discovered who he was—created fierce anger
and surprise rather than the fear the writer had hoped
it would induce. What appeared certain to those who
knew the man, was that he had lost his nerve. The
fact that the article had been passed by the War Office
deeply shocked a great many people.

As was the case in the second World War, very few
men and women thought it conceivable their country
could be vanquished. This feeling of confidence was
an immense asset to the British people, and proved the
truth of Foch's dictum that an army is never beaten
until it believes itself to be.

At that time of my life I had a large circle of friends
and acquaintances, and I only knew one person among
them—a woman who had been brought up in Germany—who
thought it possible the Allies might lose the
war. Even so, pathetic and terrible stories began to
seep through. They were not published in the newspapers;
they were passed from one to another by word
of mouth.

The death which most impressed me at the beginning
of the war was that of a man for whom I had a great
liking. This was General Hubert Hamilton, who belonged
to a famous Irish military family. I had
often met him in the house of his sister, Lady Allendale,
whose first husband, Sir George Colley, had
perished in the battle of Majuba Hill. I remember how
astonished I felt when I learned that Hubert Hamilton
and his staff had been killed many miles behind the
lines, while they were smoking on the terrace of a French
château.

As many of my friends were older than myself,
almost every married woman I knew had one or more
sons already fighting, and I used to open The Times
every morning with a feeling of acute fear and pain.

During that first summer of the war I was amazed
at the confidence shown by those about me. Many
who should have known better were certain the war
would only last a short time; this was so even after what
could truly be called the tragedy of Mons.

In the first World War, next to the loss of my brother's
eldest son, Louis Belloc, what most distressed me, partly
because I regarded it as a serious loss to his country,
was the death of Denis Buxton, the son of Lord and Lady
Buxton. The finest strain of the Society of Friends ran
in his veins, for he was a great-great-nephew of Elizabeth
Fry. Though under twenty when he was killed, Denis
Buxton had a mature mind, and he had already mapped
out his life in a way that was in those days most unusual.
He and I once had a discussion as to his future. It took
place in the long narrow drawing-room of Fort Belvedere,
which was then occupied by his uncle, Colonel
Baring. Denis was exceedingly modest, and not apt to
speak of himself, but on that occasion he told me he
meant to go into Parliament, and intended to make
politics his career. As he talked I felt him to be very
different from the other youths with whom I was at that
time thrown in contact. His whole being was absorbed
in the thought of giving those contemporaries whose
circumstances and birth made it difficult, if not impossible,
to lead lives which would be of value to their
country, the chance to do so. Not only was he highly
intelligent and cultivated, he also possessed a delightful
gift of humour. I often think of Denis Buxton, and it is
as if I could see him standing before me. I am grieved
that I never saw him in the country home he loved so
truly.

It was there in Sussex, twenty miles from the sea,
that I had spent some happy days in the summer of 1914,
just before the outbreak of war. Gathered together
were the foreign members of a committee which had just
met in London to consider means of saving life at sea,
yet within a few weeks the U-boats were hard at work
sinking British ships. During that visit I had made
friends with the German delegate. He spoke perfect
English, though he had never been to England before.
I recall feeling grieved that the French delegate did not
appear to such advantage as did the German, for the
Frenchman could not speak a word of English.

In that same party was the then Lord Harcourt.
He was one of the most cultivated and agreeable men
I had ever met, and I remember discussing with him
at some length the question of his father's letters. A
dull life of Sir William Harcourt had been written by
a man who had not known him. I pressed Lord
Harcourt to publish a selection of Sir William's letters,
as I had heard they were extremely amusing, and full
of pungent wit. They are still unpublished.

I have wondered since that visit whether Lord
Buxton, who under a quiet reserved manner was very
shrewd, and had a sound judgment, foresaw even in a
dim measure the coming calamity. But not one of the
members of the Liberal Party I was then meeting in
London, not even Mr. Asquith, had a suspicion of
Germany's plans. Their minds were wholly absorbed
with the troubles in Ireland and a possible rebellion
in Ulster.

Although so much of that, to me, memorable house-party
remains clear in my mind, I have but a vague
recollection of a great political meeting in Brighton,
at which we were all present. A brilliant speech was
made by the Prime Minister's elder daughter (now
Lady Violet Bonham Carter), who was one of the finest
political speakers of that day.

One of the pleasantest traits in Margot Asquith's
character was her interest in every kind of human being.
This was remarkable at a time when London society,
though far more catholic than was Paris society, was,
even so, composed of sets and cliques. To give only one
example, the man who stands out most clearly in my
memory as having been perhaps the most interesting
of my fellow-guests in Margot's hospitable house was
Basil Zaharoff. There were those who called him "the
mystery man of Europe". But as a matter of fact
there was nothing mysterious about him. Though I
believe he was of Greek birth, he was to all intents and
purposes a Frenchman, and had been educated in
France. Two facts were certainly true. The first was
that of his immense wealth—he was said to have a
finger in every financial pie in Europe, and it was
believed that he owned the majority of the shares in
the Casino at Monte Carlo. The second fact was that
he had married a connection of the Spanish royal family,
by whom he had two daughters.

At the time of the outbreak of the first World War
Basil Zaharoff was hated in one section of the London
world—the section composed of the intellectual Socialists,
headed by the Sidney Webbs. They all regarded
Zaharoff as a war-monger, owing to the fact that he had
a large share in the Creusot armament firm. When war
came he at once threw his great wealth and immense
influence on the side of the Allies.

Although I last saw him over thirty years ago, and
though he had a quiet and what the French call an
effaced personality, I remember Basil Zaharoff very
clearly. This is partly because, although he spoke
English well, he was more at home in French, so I was
generally put next to him both at 10 Downing Street,
and in the house of the Reginald McKennas. No man
of his day can have had a shrewder notion of the part
money plays, or can play, in life. He was believed to
be the richest man in Europe, and he gave huge anonymous
gifts not only to the British Red Cross, but to
every kind of war charity. There were certain members
of the Government who regarded him with deep suspicion.
This suspicion was increased when the following
story became known. A girl in the political world was
engaged to be married. Basil Zaharoff sent her a bouquet,
and when she opened the envelope which contained
the name of the donor, she found, in addition to
his card, a thousand pounds in notes.

Sir Basil was much courted in Government circles,
for it was thought he was in a position to swing Greece
to the side of the Allies. He was certainly strongly
pro-Ally, and deserved the knighthood of which, to my
thinking, he was amusingly proud.

When I was in his company I felt sure he was a
Frenchman. I also felt sure of something else. This
was that every man or woman, in his opinion, had his
or her price. What astonished me was the way certain
of his English acquaintances—I cannot call them his
friends—sponged on him.

I recall that, on one occasion, when I was anxious
concerning some childish ailment of my younger
daughter, he learned the fact, and wrote me a touching
little note. I regret I did not keep that note, for he
was certainly one of the outstanding figures of what was
an extraordinary time of European history.
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In the summer of 1914 my mother, Bessie Parkes
Belloc, was eighty-five, and the outbreak of war brought
back a surge of memories of 1870-1871. Although she
spent the four years at Slindon, she was often in London,
and took the keenest interest in everything that happened.
Thus my elder daughter remembers it was from her
grandmother she first heard of the tanks. It is probable
my brother told her of this new engine of war, and it
had impressed her imagination. Even in the darkest
days she never faltered in her conviction that the Allies
were bound to win. Yet her belief in the strength of
Germany was not affected by Germany's defeat. She
felt convinced that Germany would again attack, though
she did not think that attack would take place as soon
as it did. This conviction was partly owing to what had
happened in 1870-1871, and also because all through
her youth the growing strength of Prussia had disturbed
and made anxious her father and certain of his friends.

Her attitude to this matter was the more remarkable
because all her English friends had by then turned
against France, and were becoming, even if unaware of
the fact, pro-German. She had no belief in a German
republican regime and had hoped that in 1919 the
Allies would reconstitute the Germany of her youth,
with Prussia once more a kingdom.

My son Charles joined the 52nd Light Infantry,
being then eighteen. He was stationed for a short time
at Shorncliffe, and went to France for the first time on
September 8th, 1916. He fought in the battle of Beaumont-Hamel,
where he won the Military Cross. After
being out in No-Man's Land for three days, wounded,
he was sent to England. I remember with deep gratitude
an officer at the War Office, whose name I never
knew, who telephoned and asked me where I wished my
boy to be sent. I told him Lady Ridley's Hospital, in
Carlton House Terrace, because my closest friend was
an aunt of Lady Ridley. As to that we were very
fortunate—England was full of wounded, and private
houses had been turned into hospitals all over the
country.
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	ARMÉE DE TERRE ET ARMÉE DE MER


	
	
	


	ORDRE

	DE MOBILISATION GÉNŔALE


	
	
	


	—————


	
	
	


	Par déscret du Président de la République, la mobilisation des armées de terre at de mer est ordonnée, ainsi dew la réquisition des animaux, voiture et harnais nécessaires au complément de ces armées.


	
	
	


	
Le premier jour de la mobilisation est le Dimanche Deux Août 1914



	
	
	


	—————


	
	
	


	Tout Français soumis aux obligations militaires doit, sous peine d'être puni avec toute la rigueur des lois, obéir aus prescriptions du FASCICULE DE MOBILISATION (pages coloriées placées dans son livret).


	
	
	


	Sont visés par le présent ordre TOUS LES HOMMES non présents sous les Drapeaus et appartenant:


	
	
	


	
1° à l'ARMÉE DE TERRE y compris les TROUPES COLONIALES et les hommes des SERVICES AUXILIAIRES;


	
	
	


	
2° à l'ARMÉE DE MER y compris les INSCRITS MARITIMES et les ARMURIERS de la MARINE.


	
	
	


	—————
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Before he left for the Front again, my mother sent
Charles a letter, which I read long afterwards, telling
him what she knew would interest him concerning
Slindon, the village in Sussex where he had spent a
good deal of his childhood. She ended with the words,
"You are rarely out of my thoughts. This little house
seems to me full of you at every age, and you know I
remain, always Your loving Granny."

She felt fearfully anxious when her two grandsons
were both fighting and she was deeply moved by the
death of my brother's eldest son, Louis Belloc, in 1918.
She felt for him a special affection, as he had been named
after his grandfather. The memory of the husband she
had lost after five years filled with happiness was constantly
in her mind.

In the December of 1918, after my son had come
back from France, where he had nearly died from a form
of Russian 'flu caught in a German dug-out the day of
the Armistice, she wrote a letter to be given him on New
Year's Day, in which, with her characteristic simplicity,
she wrote, "I thank God, my dear, your life has been
spared".

She was not in any way deaf and used occasionally,
in her Sussex garden, to hear the guns in France. She
wrote in one of her letters to me, "They seem to bring
the War nearer home. How well I remember seeing
the gun carriages go by our house in the early August
of 1870 just after your brother's birth."

She took the closest interest in the young men who
had joined the Army from Slindon. When she heard
a rumour in August 1915 that approaches had been
made separately to France and England on the part of
Germany, she expressed a strong hope that no peace
offer would be accepted unless it meant total victory.
The only time she seemed anxious and disturbed was
during the three weeks my brother spent with the French
Army. He had told her he hoped to be in the French
trenches for a few days; she thought this foolhardy and
also wrong on his part.

August 5th, 1915, was to be one of the very few times
in my life that I was not with my mother on my birthday.
She wrote me a touching letter, telling me various
incidents connected with my birth, and she ended her
letter, "When you appeared, it was an occasion for
deep rejoicing. Hilaire, when he was born, was very
ugly, whereas you were as lovely as the dawn. How
well I remember the wonderful cradle given you by your
Aunt Louise, which the brutal Prussians made away
with." In the same birthday letter, she gave a vivid
sketch of Lady Sarah Lennox, and of how Horace
Walpole had written from Goodwood, saying that she
had an incommunicable charm. My mother had a cult
for Lady Sarah, and in this same letter she sent me the
following lines, apropos of a certain statue in Trafalgar
Square:


Napier, who in the bright light stand,

Of all the triumphs that you won,

Proclaim to all the listening land

That you were Lady Sarah's son.




She read again and again the letters of Lady Sarah and
her friends. I remember at Goodwood her once surprising
a man who was with us, by observing that it
always gave her pleasure to be present at those races
because she felt it probable that Lady Sarah as a child had
run across the strip of down where we were then standing.

So unexpected was the outbreak of war that one
of the English difficulties in the summer of 1914 was
getting money for the Secret Service. All London was
raked for French gold and notes; yet the sum required
was only ten thousand pounds. Any amount, however
small, was welcome. I heard of one well-known peer
who kept four thousand pounds in francs, as he wished
to be always ready to go to France at a moment's
notice. He gave them at once to the Government.
Six weeks before the war, the Germans had managed
to extract three hundred millions sterling from British
bankers, by offering a little more interest than could be
got in London.

During the early months of the war, my brother,
Hilaire Belloc, made many determined efforts to join
the British or French Army as a liaison officer. His
remarkable knowledge of French military terms (owing
to his having served in the French Army in his early
youth) would have been of considerable value to the
British General Headquarters; but the fact that he had
stood as an Independent Liberal went against him with
the then Government. He twice prepared his kit, and
twice was told that he could not leave England. At
last de guerre lasse, to use an old French expression, he
began writing articles on the war, and there came a
joyful day when he called on me to say he had had a
very good offer of work on a paper called Land and Water.
He often came in to see me for a few moments, and I
remember his telling me one morning that the war just
started would be the first of many wars, and not as the
people about me said, "the war to end war".

I have a note of something he told me which makes
it clear that he foresaw with startling clarity what was
to happen in 1939-1945. He always believed that the
Allies would win the first war, but he was convinced
that Germany would fight in due course a war of revenge.

Before the summer of 1914, few Englishwomen went to
France except to buy clothes in Paris, or to escape from
the cold to the Riviera, but a great number of people—in
fact all those who could afford to do so—sent
their young daughters to be what was called "finished"
in Germany. This not only led in some cases to Anglo-German
marriages, which were on the whole happy and
successful, it also caused many young people in this
country to have a most affectionate feeling for Germany.
This being so, the outbreak of war in 1914 seemed to
stun many of my friends.

For some time no one read anything except the war
news. This state of things made me feel very anxious,
but I told no one of my anxiety except my mother. To
her I wrote in that first September:


"No one is now reading fiction, and my literary
agent warns me that he doubts whether my publisher
will be able to carry out the contract he made with
me. Thus I am far more anxious about money than
I am about the War. I also feel that when England
begins paying for victory, all those who have money,
or who earn money, will be in a very bad way, and
no one will think of buying books."



How amazed, and oh, how relieved I should have been,
to learn that fairly soon reading would become the
principal diversion of the British public, and that my
war novels would all do well.

My brother came to see me one morning at eight
o'clock. We had a long talk, and he told me that he
was convinced no invasion would take place. He said
it would be easy for the Germans to make a landing, as
the British coast-line is so long. "But," he exclaimed,
"once here, how could they get away again?"

I have often felt, since that far-off day, that it was
indeed unfortunate no landing on the English coast was
attempted by the Germans during the first World War.
Had such an attempt been made, I feel sure the war of
1939-1945 would not have taken place. Even a small
landing would have roused England to the German peril,
and what would then have happened might have halted
Hitler in 1939. As it was, there was very little anti-German
feeling—I heard, to my indignation, far more
criticism of the French than of the Germans.

I wrote to my mother in the autumn of 1914:


"London has become very melancholy. The
mourning worn by relations of the soldiers who have
been killed is beginning to show in the streets, and
strikes a tragic note. Everything is going to be terribly
dear. I got in a case of China tea this morning
at the old price, and in the afternoon it went
up twopence a pound, so now I wish I had got in
two cases. I am being offered more work, but it
is to be very badly paid."



Our children stayed on in Epsom, as my husband
believed a bombing-raid on London might take place
any night. After spending a week-end out of town I noted:


"There is a regular panic in Epsom, trenches
being dug, and so on. But I am not in the least
nervous. How can the Germans land while the
British fleet is in being? Yet it is true that
troops just starting for France are being kept
back. Lord Roberts believes in a possible invasion,
Kitchener and Asquith do not."



As time went on, the whole of my working income
stopped. I did, however, write a short life of Lord
Kitchener, for which I received fifty-five pounds. Then
I suddenly thought of writing a war book for children,
to be called Told in Gallant Deeds. For that book I
received an advance of a hundred and fifty pounds from
my kind friend, Bertram Christian, of Nisbet's. The
gallant deeds described were not only those of the Allies,
for I put in a number of gallant deeds performed by
the Germans. I went on receiving letters about this
book for years, and from all over the world.

Gradually the food situation in London became
serious, for Germany intended to starve England out.
But I could regard myself as more fortunate than
most people in the winter of 1914-1915. For some
years I had had six pounds of butter posted to me each
week from Ireland, and the parcels went on arriving long
after butter had vanished from London, and I was able
to give some away. But at last the parcels stopped
altogether.

There were two households within a short walk of
our house in Westminster where I was always welcome.
The one was that of Lord Haldane, in Queen Anne's
Gate, and the other, in Smith Square, close to Barton
Street, belonged to the Reginald McKennas. The men
and women I met in those two houses were very different,
though equally interesting to me, as they were almost
all connected with the Government, the War Office, or
the Admiralty.

I had a standing invitation to dinner at 48 Lennox
Gardens, where lived the Judge, Sir Edward Ridley,
and his wife. She was my closest friend for exactly
forty years. Their elder son was in the Grenadier
Guards, and when he was on leave I saw him constantly,
and so heard what to me were extraordinarily exciting
accounts of what life was like on the Western Front.
Certain of my friends much disliked what they called
"war talk", but it was the only talk I wished to hear.
Edward Ridley was the first British officer I had the
privilege of knowing really well, and I was exceedingly
fond of him.

I was also in constant correspondence with three
men at the Front, a general, a major, and a captain.
I used to send them books and newspapers.

A friend of mine, Guy Ridley, who was a lawyer, was
doing important work at Scotland Yard. It was fortunate
for me he was there, for a strange misfortune befell
me in 1915, while I was writing a spy story, Good Old
Anna. The plot of the novel had as central figure a dear
old German woman who had been a nurse in England
for many years, and had stayed on with her nursling
and the nursling's mother as housekeeper, and, without
knowing it, was used by the German spy service. In
due course she was asked to keep a parcel for her
German friends, and in that parcel was a bomb.

I took considerable trouble to find out what a bomb
was made of, and I described the process in my story.
I was bringing the manuscript from Epsom to London,
and because I was very tired, I left it on the rack of a
railway carriage. There it had been found, and sent
to Scotland Yard. An official called on me, and said
that he did not think the book could be published until
after the war, as I described the making of a bomb.
When the war was over, the story would have been of
little interest; I therefore appealed to Guy Ridley, and
I went to see Sir Basil Thomson at Scotland Yard. He
was very kind, and, having read the passage in question,
told me he thought it was of no consequence.

Good Old Anna was the first real success I had ever
had. It was for a time refused in America as it was
thought un-neutral, but in the end it did appear there,
and did very well. I wrote another war story I far
preferred, called Lilla; A Part of Her Life, in which
the hero was drowned with Lord Kitchener in the
Hampshire.

All sorts of curious tales were being told concerning
people who had been caught in Germany at the outbreak
of war. Many Englishwomen were well treated
by the Germans. This was especially the case with my
friend Alice Hughes, the noted photographer. In her
unhappiness after her father's death, she had sold her
studio in London, undertaking not to start again within
a thousand miles. She was warmly invited by a group
of people attached to the Court in Berlin to settle in
Germany, and she had just arrived there in the spring of
1914. When war began, several ladies of the German
nobility at once came to see what they could do for her,
and they succeeded in getting her back to England.

Among the stories going the rounds was one concerning
a telegram sent by a Scotch peer who was in
Germany at the outbreak of war. It was to his wife, and
ran as follows, "To think that in a week I shall have left
this——" and he signed the telegram with the initial
"L", as if his name were "Leopold" or "Lancelot".

I felt intensely interested as to what was going on
in the German capital, and a friend of mine, knowing
this, asked me to meet an American who had just come
from Berlin. He was obviously very pro-German, and
spoke to me with great anger about the possibility of
Germany being starved out by the British blockade.

Some time in the August of 1914, two women, neither
of whom knew the other, came to see me in order to ask
(perhaps owing to my known friendship with Haldane,
then Minister for War) whether I could help, in one case
a dearly loved husband, in the other an adored brother,
to be sent to the Front. In each case the request struck
me—I can truly say dumb with surprise. In those
days society, using the word in its narrowest sense, still
appeared to live in the atmosphere of the Boer War.
There had been tragic losses in South Africa, but it had
not been war in the sense in which I understood the term,
and I felt distressed and dismayed when some friend
would speak to me exultantly of her son's "luck" in
having been sent to the Front two or three weeks earlier
than he had expected to be. That he would probably
be killed or, to my mind worse, seriously injured, did
not seem to occur to her.

As I look back, I am astonished at the calmness
shown, and the lack of anxiety felt, in the London of
that first war summer. One of the most intelligent
soldiers I knew was convinced that the fighting would be
over within three months. Portugal, England's friend,
was the only country which steadfastly believed in her
final victory. Every neutral was convinced that at the
best, from the British point of view, the war would end
in a "draw".

Again and again, during the winter of 1914-1915, I
quoted in my letters well-known men and women who
believed the war would soon be over. Sometimes a year
was mentioned, sometimes two years, but never longer
than three years.

The only soldier I met now and again who foresaw
what was going to happen I foolishly thought a pessimist.
This was Richard Pope-Hennessy. He was a fine soldier,
and never doubted that in the end Germany would be
defeated. I noted in the March of 1915 that he estimated
that between the coming Easter and October, fifty
thousand British officers and men would be killed and
wounded. When I asked him if he believed the Allied
armies would ever reach German soil, he replied, "Yes,
they will certainly do so. For one thing, nothing else
would be of any lasting good."
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