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Author’s Note





The first chapter of this book sets the scene on the outbreak of World War One and covers events until the end of 1914. Each of the other chapters deals with a selected aspect of life on the home front.


The reader unfamiliar with the sequence of events may wish to consult the summary of the war which follows.


THE COMBATANTS


The Allies: Great Britain and her Empire, France, Russia, Belgium, Italy, United States of America, Serbia, Montenegro, Rumania, Greece, Portugal, Japan.


The Central Powers: Germany, Austria-Hungary, Bulgaria, Turkey.


THE FOUR PHASES


The war falls conveniently into four parts:


First, the period from August to December 1914, when a quick victory by Germany in the West was frustrated and the opposing armies ended up embedded in trenches running from the Alps to the English Channel.


Second, the period of deadlock and attrition from December 1914 to December 1916, ending with a dubious German peace offer.


Third, the year 1917, with the deadlock still unbroken but with the balance of forces altered through the collapse of Russia and the entry of America on the side of the Allies.


Fourth, the touch-and-go year, when the German spring offensive in the West all but succeeded, followed by an Allied breakthrough and the collapse of the Central Powers.



















Chronology





HOW IT BEGAN


1914 June 28: the Archduke Francis Ferdinand, heir to the


Austrian throne, is assassinated in Serbia.


July 28: Austria-Hungary declares war on Serbia.


July 30: Russia, as ‘protector of the Slavs’, mobilises.


August 1: Germany, supporting Austria-Hungary, mobilises and declares war on Russia. France, bound by treaty to Russia, mobilises.


August 2: Germany, in order to strike at France, invades Luxembourg and presents ultimatum to Belgium, whose neutrality she is pledged to defend.


August 3: Germany declares war on France and invades Belgium.


August 4: Germany ignores British ultimatum to withdraw Belgium. At midnight Britain declares war on Germany.


August 12: Britain declares war on Austria-Hungary.


IMPORTANT DATES


1914 August 20: British Expeditionary Force fights Battle of Mons.


September 5–9: Battle of the Marne. German advance held.


October 12–November 11: First Battle of Ypres.


November 5: Britain declares war on Turkey.


December 16: German cruisers shell Scarborough.




 





1915 February 1: Kaiser authorises Zeppelin raids on London.


March 1: Britain declares blockade of Germany.


March 10–13: Battle of Neuve Chapelle. Shell shortages blamed.


April 22–May 25: Second Battle of Ypres.


April 25: Gallipoli landings by British and Empire troops.


May 7: Lusitania sunk.


May 21: Lloyd George becomes Minister of Munitions.


May 22: Italy declares war on Austria.


May 26: Liberal-Conservative Coalition formed. Asquith still Prime Minister.




 





1916 January 8: Evacuation of Gallipoli completed.


February 21: French begin Battle of Verdun.


March 2: First conscription Act effective.


April 24: Easter Rebellion in Dublin.


May 25: Second conscription Act effective.


May 31: Battle of Jutland.


June 5: Kitchener drowned at sea.


July 1–November 13: Battle of the Somme.


August 27: Rumania declares war on Central Powers.


September 3: First Zeppelin brought down in Britain.


September 23–October 1: Three more Zeppelins destroyed in Britain.


December 6: Asquith resigns. Lloyd George becomes Prime Minister, forms War Cabinet.


December 30: German peace proposals rejected.




 





1917 February 1: Germany declares unrestricted U-boat warfare.


March 12: First revolution in Russia.


April 6: America declares war on Germany.


July 31: Third Battle of Ypres (Passchendaele) begins.


November 7: Bolshevik revolution in Russia.


December 15: Russia signs Armistice with Germany.




 





1918 February 25: First experiments in rationing in Britain.


March 21: Germans open offensive on Somme, Paris in danger.


April 11: Haig’s ‘Backs to the wall’ order.


April 14: Foch appointed Commander-in-Chief, Allied armies.


May 7: Rumania signs peace treaty with Central Powers.


July: General issue of ration books in Britain.


July 15: Last German offensive in West.


August 8: ‘Black day’ of German Army.


September 26: Allies start big advance in West.


September 29: Bulgaria signs Armistice with Allies.


October 23: Germans accept President Wilson’s 14 Points.


October 30: Turkey surrenders.


November 3: Austria-Hungary surrenders.


November 9: Kaiser abdicates and flees to Holland.


November 11: Germany signs Armistice.






















Introduction





The literature of World War One is prodigious in range and depth. There is an unstoppable flow of books about the great battles, about day-to-day life in and behind the Line. There are innumerable books about the causes of the war and its effects, its higher direction, its secret intrigues; there have been endless debates about whether it should have been fought at all and whether it should, or could, have been aborted. But present generations know very little about what went on in Britain in 1914–18. Those who can remember the Great War, as it was once called, are a much-shrunken company, so this book does not pretend to be an exercise in nostalgia. The time is perhaps far enough away to be treated like any other period.


The war which extinguished nearly nine million combatants out of 65 million mobilised and piled up 37 million casualties was the first major struggle in Europe since the days of Napoleon. It embroiled almost all the advanced nations. There were no serious attempts to call it off and the warring powers remained acharné – to use a fashionable word of the day – until the end. Britain and France, starting as democracies, became totalitarian states under pressure of war. Russia, starting as an autocracy, ended in Bolshevism. Germany, starting as a democracy under a Hohenzollern, passed through the totalitarian phase and became a revolutionary shambles. The Austro-Hungarian Empire disintegrated and Habsburgs followed Hohenzollerns into oblivion. The Ottoman Empire ended up under an Allied puppet.


In 1914–18 Britain lost three times as many combatants’ lives as in 1939–45. Her dead numbered roughly three-quarters of a million; but when the Empire dead are included the total nears a million. On the Western Front alone the total British casualties (dead, wounded, missing, captured) came to over two and a half millions. What the British tend to forget is that in 1914–18 France lost twice as many men as Britain and Germany three times as many.




 





In 1914 there were citizens whose fathers remembered Waterloo and there were old soldiers who had served in the Crimea; there were also thousands of men, still of fighting age, who had been blooded in the South African War. That conflict had caused great bitterness at home between imperialists and ‘Little Englanders’ (of whom Lloyd George had been one). The bitterness lingered on. Radical Liberals (a more polite name for ‘Little Englanders’) were determined to keep clear of imperialist and militarist adventures. They refused to be panicked by the increasingly ominous sabre-rattlings from Berlin and regarded the anti-German policy of the Right newspapers as more likely to bring about war than prevent it.


The Liberals had been in power since 1906, and it was a very sorely buffeted government under Asquith which had to face the challenge of August 1914. Many looked on it as a government which would in no circumstances go to war. It had brought in social security measures like Lloyd George’s National Insurance Act. In the industrial sphere it had passed the notorious Act of 1906 granting trade unions protection from the consequences of their actions, with the result that strife between workers and employers had been unusually splenetic. No less splenetic was the running fight waged by the suffragists against the Establishment. However, the real fount of anxiety in these last years of peace was Ireland. In 1912 the Liberals made an offer of Home Rule, only to provoke fury in Ulster, which began to arm illegally. In March 1914 Army officers at the Curragh ‘mutinied’ at the prospect of fighting their kith and kin in Ulster. Right until the last week of July Ireland had seemed set for an explosion. Any suggestion that a hecatomb was imminent in Europe would have invited the succinct comment popularised that summer in Shaw’s Pygmalion: ‘not bloody likely’.


Asquith’s Liberals lacked the drive and the talent to conduct all-out war. Fatally high-minded, zealous to preserve human liberties, they found themselves forced to truncate one liberty after another. They introduced censorship of the press and speech, internment of aliens, direction of labour, direction of employers, seizure of profits and eventually conscription and rationing. In May 1915 they formed a Coalition with the Conservatives, who also lacked a talent for total war. Lloyd George, the ‘counterjumper’ from Criccieth, who became a furiously energetic Minister of Munitions, was the only popular politician of any real capacity. Asquith, skilful in debate, had a detachment and an inertness which dismayed even his friends; characteristic of his outlook was his comment, after two days of war, that it would be ‘amusing’ to see how Kitchener got on with the Cabinet. To many he seemed less like a war leader than the chairman of a company which is going through a bad patch, more concerned to hold the board together than to do battle with its rivals. Winston Churchill, who began the war as First Lord of the Admiralty, was deeply distrusted by all parties, including his own, for his incorrigible zeal and ‘pushiness’. The small Parliamentary Labour Party lacked any figure of mark.


On the domestic front conscription was the great watershed of the war. In retrospect nothing is more extraordinary than the Liberals’ opposition to compulsion, the overdue spreading of the load which had been borne by three million volunteers. By their delays they wasted the country’s natural leaders and fomented an absurd strife between bachelors and married men. By the time conscription came in Asquith had been ousted by Lloyd George. If the Welshman was not the man who won the war, he was the man who built up a mighty munitions empire and introduced the convoy system when sinkings by U-boat threatened starvation. Rationing was not introduced until the spring of 1918, though some belt-tightening preceded it. Britain never starved; there were undoubtedly more hungry people in 1914, before the war began, than at any time during it. The loss of white bread harmed nobody. Air raids, though a powerful irritant, were never a serious menace; they were something the Sunday papers were prepared to offer free insurance against, up to £50,000.


Britain was accustomed to the idea of her soldiers dying in far parts of the earth. It was a brutal shock to see them being shipped home mangled in the first month of war: armless men, halves of men, groups of three men with three legs between them. Emergency hospitals were brought into commission with astonishing speed – in schools, mansions, stately homes, even judges’ lodgings and bishops’ palaces. Lady Diana Cooper says that when she resolved to become a nurse she went to her kitchen and saw a hare’s insides taken out to prepare her for operations. In time gently nurtured women were able, like Nurse Agatha Christie, to accept severed legs from the operating table and throw them into furnaces without too much of a frisson. The sight of men in hospital blue, with bright red ties, became as familiar as that of route-marching men in khaki. But there were some spectacles which not even stoics could take in their stride: for example, the sight of Westminster Abbey slowly filling with blinded soldiers shuffling up the nave, each man with his hand on the shoulder of the man in front.


Gradually the people of Britain came to realise how many Allies they had. Belgians colonised Richmond-on-Thames, where they had rushed up their own arsenal; Russian princesses nursed the wounded at Highgate; Australian soldiers coo-eed to each other down Piccadilly; Canadian soldiers helped the Australians to beat up strikers and pacifists; wounded Indian soldiers recuperated in the Pavilion at Brighton; and American servicemen played baseball in Arsenal’s football ground. As for those who were not on Britain’s side – well, there was a vast camp in the Isle of Man full of German waiters, barbers and seamen, and a valley in Wales where Sinn Feiners were interned after the Easter Rising.


The wartime traveller in Britain found scores of towns where none had previously existed, like the great munitions complex at Gretna (war workers were married from time to time by the local blacksmiths). He came upon enormous encampments of 50,000 or so servicemen, with hucksters and women clamouring at the gates. Everywhere parks and public places were overrun by wooden huts, most of them serving as canteens. There were aerodromes which, not long before, had been farms and racecourses. In the quads of ancient universities the traveller found no academic peace, only military inspections and pay parades. In the fields he noted two new kinds of labourer: those who had fought for Germany and those who refused to fight for Britain. On the moors he might meet parties of middle-aged women gathering sphagnum moss for bandages, or plucking wool from barbed wire; on the commons he would see women reservists at signal drill, semaphoring with their arms like a well-upholstered corps de ballet.


There were novelties everywhere, if one knew when and where to look. In Richmond Park at one time was a mile-long telpherage system, or aerial ropeway, dreamed up by H. G. Wells, designed to carry supplies to the forward trenches at no cost in men or horses – an idea which failed to enthuse the Army Staff, those ‘fine, handsome, well-groomed, neighing gentlemen’ with their supposed dislike of novelty. Anyone with a valid excuse for hanging about Hatfield Park, early in February 1916, would have seen the first tanks demonstrated. At Shoreham, late in the war, spectacular towers were being built for sinking in the Channel as supports for a twenty-mile submarine net. (The Nab Tower later installed at the entrance to Spithead is one of them.)


Public and private services suffered surprisingly little and some of them were almost scandalously efficient. In November 1916, with manpower supposedly at a premium, ten houses in a row at Hitchin were supplied with bread daily by eight different bakers. As Roy Jenkins has revealed, Asquith was able to post letters to his daughter’s friend, Venetia Stanley, with all the day’s secrets at six pm in Whitehall, and they would be delivered the same evening to the Whitechapel hospital where she nursed. Newspapers were published in uncommon profusion and new ones were started, like the Sunday Pictorial and Sunday Herald, in 1915. The only ones which failed to prosper were Labour sheets; the Daily Herald became a weekly and the Daily Citizen foundered. At the start of the war editors found they were liable to court-martial if they offended under Defence Regulations, but this salutary innovation was scrapped.


The Globe was briefly suspended for publishing a false rumour about Kitchener. Reports of sensational trials still occupied much space, notably the ‘Brides in the Bath’ trial in 1915. Photographs could still be taken in court, as of a judge putting on his black cap. For most of the war the courts continued to waste the time of their busiest and ablest citizens by calling them to serve on pre-trial grand juries. Although new laws brought much new litigation there was always time to settle such arguments as: Is a winkle a fish? Punishment in those days was graded; for hardened offenders there was penal servitude or imprisonment with hard labour, and for the gently reared, like Bertrand Russell, there was comfortable lodging in the First Division. In the Guildhall Police Court in December 1915 a father was invited to flog his thieving son with ‘our birch rod’, which was kept in pickle. He did so, returning ‘more upset than the boy’.


The days of domestic service were numbered, but the death was a slow one. Footmen of military age were called up; if discharged wounded they often became footmen again, suitably badged. Although tens of thousands of housemaids left for the war factories, more than a million women remained in service, washing money for old ladies, lighting fires for intellectuals who would rather shiver than carry their own coals. The Bloomsbury women tried to break down the traditional mistress-maid relationship, but as Quentin Bell has related, it did not work out. Although the fabric of society might be fissuring in all directions, the Law of Subordination had not yet been repealed.


By modern standards there was much that was bizarre. The author of The Little Victims Play, Vera Ryder, who became a Land Girl and mucked out byres, was invited, late in the war, to attend a ball for Empire soldiers. ‘Of course my maid travelled with me,’ she writes. ‘It would have been unthinkable for me to go by myself and she was most useful in getting me unpacked, my dress ironed and myself eventually attired in all my glory.’


A writer in the Sporting Times (the Pink ’Un) in February 1917 mentions a friend’s daughter who is being sent up to London to do her bit as a kitchen maid in a war hospital, and who is taking her maid with her. ‘Which is, I suppose, about the first time a kitchen maid has kept another maid to do her hair and button her boots.’


The war brought dismaying problems of etiquette. Ursula Bloom, married to a captain, employed a between-maid who was being courted by a major, and her husband was expected to call him ‘Sir’. There were difficult moments, too, when male servants returned home commissioned, like the Baden-Powells’ chauffeur, or the footman from Cliveden who was kind enough to say that he owed his advancement to the good manners he had learned at the Astors’ table.


Whatever else it did, wasting the nation’s youth cured unemployment and brought prosperity to millions who had never enjoyed it. It was not only the ‘hard-faced men’ who did well out of the war; so did quite a few hard-faced young women. The pretence by engineers that women were incapable of performing ‘highly skilled tasks’ was exposed as nonsense; it turned out that anyone, man or woman, could learn most of the precious skills in a week or two, even a day or two. This calling of male bluff was behind much of the industrial unrest of the war years. The reader will find some disconcerting parallels between events on the industrial scene then and now, notably in the way in which shop stewards made the running and defied their union leaders. In 1917 there were bruising quarrels between the same two railway unions which fight each other relentlessly today.


Financial comparisons with modern times are difficult, but a few figures will tell their own story. In 1914 income tax was 9d in the pound on earned incomes; by the end of the war it had reached 6s. At the start the average wage was not much more than £1 a week, with skilled shipyard workers receiving about £2 or upwards. An old age pensioner was paid from 5s to 1s a week, depending on circumstances. After two months of war the Cabinet took a vote on how much pension to pay a private soldier’s widow. Churchill suggested 7s 6d a week, others 6s 6d, and Lloyd George and eight others voted for 5s; so 5s it was. The King was not alone in thinking this ungenerous (by 1918, with the cost of living rising, the pension had tripled). Whitaker’s for 1914 shows that the Permanent Under-Secretary for the Foreign Office, with fifteen letters after his name, was paid £2,500; junior clerks, first class, in that department received from £200 to £500. A judge’s salary was £5,000. For writing articles in the Sunday Pictorial on how to win the war, Winston Churchill, Arnold Bennett and Horatio Bottomley received never less than £100 a time and often much more. The Duke of Westminster’s revenue in 1914 was put at £1,000 a day, a sum which would have bought five Morris-Oxfords (‘190 guineas – complete and ready for the road’). 



















CHAPTER 1


THE GREAT ANGER





On the night of August 4, 1914, a single cable remained open between Britain and Germany: the line to Berlin. The British Government awaited a reply to its demand that the Kaiser should withdraw his troops from Belgium or face the consequences. At midnight – according to Sir Evelyn Murray, then Secretary to the Post Office – the Whitehall operator sent the signing-off signal GN, meaning Good Night. The line stayed dead for more than four years.


In the morning the Post Office finished the job. Engineers severed the Anglo-German cables below low-water mark. A cable ship which had been standing by at Dover put to sea to cut the German cables to Brest, Vigo, Tenerife and New York. For overseas communications the Germans were now forced to use the new-fangled ‘wireless’.


Meanwhile, as the London crowds whooped for joy, soldiers commandeered horses from the shafts of carriages. Railway managers, newly transformed into colonels, cleared the lines so that troop trains could speed to Newhaven and Southampton. Scotland Yard rounded up the most dangerous of the known German agents. To prevent a run on savings and investments, the August Bank Holiday was extended for two days and a moratorium was declared on the settlement of debts. The country was warned to prepare for paper money, instead of gold sovereigns. It was also warned, bluntly, in the first recruiting advertisements, that this was to be ‘the greatest war in the history of the world’.


In this unprecedented hour quite a few people knew exactly what to do and were doing it. Among them were the Army’s armourers who, in accordance with the rules of mobilisation, were sharpening officers’ swords for battle.


*


If Germany had not invaded Belgium, the Liberal Government under Asquith might well have chosen neutrality. Austria’s threat to Serbia (then usually called Servia) had raised few pangs in the breasts of ‘Little Englanders’. The Liberal Daily News said (July 29): ‘Not a British life shall be sacrificed for the sake of a Russian hegemony of the Slav world.’ And (July 30): ‘We must not have our Western civilisation submerged in a sea of blood in order to wash out a Servian conspiracy.’ The Manchester Guardian was saying the same sort of thing, bluntly denying that it was Britain’s business to keep the peace of Europe. The John Bull posters on the buses said TO HELL WITH SERVIA! On August 1, Asquith noted, Lloyd George was ‘all for peace … sensible and statesmanlike’, although Winston Churchill was ‘very bellicose’.


What good Liberals could not swallow was the idea of fighting on the same side as the Czar, fugitives from whose rule had for long been crowding into the East End of London. By supporting Russia, the argument ran, would not Britain be supporting the knout and the torture chamber? France posed a more delicate problem. Britain was not bound by treaty to support her, any more than she was bound to support Russia, but there had been an Entente Cordiale since 1904. The Entente apart, could Britain look calmly on a German occupation of the French Channel ports, or a bombardment of the French coastline, or the destruction of France as a Great Power? There was a standing, if unadvertised, agreement that if the French Navy maintained a presence in the Mediterranean the British Navy would guard French interests in the Channel and North Sea. Not all the Cabinet seemed aware of this arrangement. While the heart-searchings went on, the British Fleet, which was already on manoeuvres, was kept ready for instant action.


From their exquisite and half-comprehended dilemmas the Liberals were delivered by the Germans’ contemptuous invasion of Belgium, in defiance of the ‘scrap of paper’ in which they had guaranteed her integrity. With unimportant exceptions, those who, like Lloyd George, had been ‘all for peace’ were now all for war. The Conservatives, while by no means baying for blood, had no doubt where the path of honour and duty lay and were ready to observe a party truce. As for the press, no editor, not even Horatio Bottomley, dared cry TO HELL WITH BELGIUM! On August 4 the reluctant Daily News braced itself to say: ‘Let us fight, if it must be, without bitterness and without malice, so that when the tragedy is over we may make an honourable peace.’ But who could not be bitter about Belgium?


Ireland, a week earlier, had seemed on the edge of civil war. After the invasion of Belgium, John Redmond, Parliamentary leader of the Irish Nationalists, rashly pledged his country’s support in the struggle against Germany. The Government, he said, was free to withdraw all its troops from Ireland; but this was one invitation the Government did not see its way to accept.


No card house could have collapsed faster than the edifice of International Socialism. On August 2 resolutions were passed in Brussels urging workers to refuse to fight workers everywhere, but already the brothers were arming to exterminate each other. Vainly Keir Hardie harangued a ‘Red Flag’ meeting in Trafalgar Square. Beatrice Webb summed up the dilemma facing British workers: ‘If we are not to defend Belgium, why defend ourselves? There is no morality in watching a child being murdered, refusing to interfere until you yourself are attacked….’ From now on anti-war orators were liable to manhandling and ducking.


Ramsay MacDonald, Member for Leicester, soon to be the most loathed man in Britain, resigned the leadership of the Labour Party, which backed the war. He blamed everyone for what had happened. He was convinced Britain should have stayed neutral. Yet even he banged the drum, saying ‘those who can enlist ought to enlist and those who are working in munition factories should do so wholeheartedly’. But soon enough the MacDonald line began to be muddied as he increasingly found his friends in the pacifist-Marxist Independent Labour Party and various bodies which gave the impression of fighting for liberties rather than liberty. Like Bernard Shaw and Bertrand Russell, he had a fatal talent for playing into the hands of German propagandists.


So there it was: an unwanted but now well-supported crusade, with even that once-execrated pacifist, Lloyd George, putting his heart and soul and oratory into it; a man destined to be hailed, by his friends at least, as the greatest war minister since Chatham. He would tell the nation, in his first big speech, to set its eyes on the forgotten peaks of ‘Honour, Duty, Patriotism and, clad in glittering white, the great pinnacle of Sacrifice pointing like a rugged finger to Heaven’. In one sentence he deployed the four abstractions which, over the years, were to suffer a near mortal devaluation.


The men who would tackle these forgotten peaks were of necessity imperfect, but they were nobler on the whole than the reservists described by Sylvia Pankhurst struggling aboard the ship at Dublin: ‘… incognisant as oxen; or wildly uproarious … glassy-eyed, purple of face, foul-mouthed, with bibulous lips slobbering … a writhing agglomeration of human folly, of shuddering horrified reluctance … untouched by the cleansing fires of enthusiasm, going like cattle to the slaughter.’


Sylvia Pankhurst remained splendidly untouched by the cleansing fires of enthusiasm for war, other than the war against capitalism.


*


Eric Linklater, in Fanfare for a Tin Hat, had a theory that the derision which is nowadays inspired by the patriotism of 1914 might be silenced if it were given another name. Suppose, for example, it were called ‘protest’.


‘Protest is regarded as a contemporary phenomenon. But in 1914 protest was louder, more general and much angrier than it is today. It was, however, all directed against the insufferable pretensions of the German Empire and the brutal behaviour of its marching armies. Indignation was fierce and popular, and everyone was delighted when [Rupert] Brooke, raising it to a higher plane, identified it with patriotism, and simultaneously made patriotism righteous.’


Sir Alan Herbert, who was caught up in that surge of anger, strongly resented the implications in the musical play, Oh What A Lovely War!, that he and his generation were ‘duped into the Forces by damsels singing patriotic songs or bullied in by peremptory posters’. He calmly believed that Britain had gone to war for a just cause and that he ought to be in it.


It is fashionable now to pretend that the German atrocities were invented. But what happened? The Belgians, by refusing to surrender their forts on demand, dared to upset the Schlieffen Plan to invade France; they objected, as they were entitled to object, to their flags being hauled down, their cities occupied, their cathedrals burned and their hostages massacred. Six hundred citizens were shot in the market square at Dinant before the town was sacked – see any guide-book, or see Barbara Tuchman’s August 1914. If some atrocity tales were false, were these not atrocities enough?


Any notion that the war was a bankers’ ramp, or a plot by industrialists to wipe out their rivals, was scotched long ago by Lloyd George. ‘Money was a frightened and trembling thing,’ he says of the days when, as Chancellor, he had to steady the City’s nerves; the last thing the bankers wanted was Armageddon. There are many comical stories about what financiers said on the eve of war. Lord Clark, then aged eleven, recalls hearing the Governor of the Bank of England, Walter Cunliffe, a guest on the family yacht at Inverewe, saying there would be no war because ‘the Germans haven’t got the credits’. He adds: ‘I was much impressed.’ A few weeks later Cunliffe was raised to the peerage.


If the Kaiser had been beaten by Christmas, as the more innocent hoped and believed, the war would have been hailed as the most salutary triumph of Right over rampaging Might for a millennium. Even Bertrand Russell, instead of jeering at the eagerness of parents to sacrifice their children, might have been tempted to accept it as a not wholly despicable crusade of youth. As it was, the German plan for a quick knock-out blow was frustrated, thanks in no small part to the Belgians. (Belgium put the kibosh on the Kaiser, said the song, with some truth.) The great deadlock set in and eventually not only the young men but the younger grandfathers had to be called up.


*


What would greatly have surprised the passionate young was that on the first day of war, August 5, Lord Northcliffe, the greatest Hun-hater in the land, was busy writing an article for his Daily Mail entitled NOT ONE BRITISH SOLDIER TO LEAVE ENGLAND’S SHORES. In his view, and indeed in that of some members of the Cabinet, the Royal Navy could do all that was needed. The editor of the Daily Mail, Thomas Marlowe, boldly opposed Northcliffe’s argument and had another article, expressing a contrary view, set up. After a spirited dispute the noble proprietor allowed his article to be thrown away. He spent the rest of the war urging young men into the trenches.


Perhaps Northcliffe had been over-alarmed by the Britain Invaded serials which his newspapers and magazines had been publishing for a decade. To be sure, there was an invasion scare, possibly helped along by the defensive preparations of those who knew exactly what to do and were doing it. Along the East coast boats were hauled in from the sea, even carried inland on carts, to prevent their use by the enemy as pontoons. Many buildings were destroyed by Sappers, either because they were thought to offer an irresistible target to warships or in order to extend the defenders’ arcs of fire. Pleasure piers were blown up or bisected to deny their use to landing troops. At Bridlington old ornamental cannon in the sea-front gardens were removed lest they be used as a pretext for firing on the town. Everywhere barbed wire was being uncoiled on the beaches. A new phenomenon, the motorcycle dispatch rider, raced about the country with passwords and was much barked at by dogs.


Invasion posters had already been secretly printed, though the secret was widely shared. In Hove the Instructions to Inhabitants urged people to stay quietly in their houses unless the military ordered them to move. If that order came, and roads and railways were blocked, the order was: ‘Direction: Proceed north-west over the Downs. Special constables at crossroads will direct you. Obey their instructions. Take to fields when necessary. What to take: money, food and blanket.’


Everywhere the rule was that the enemy should be denied the use of cars, carts, cycles, livestock, food, forage, petrol and even tools. In Folkestone special constables were assigned to look after the evacuation of hospitals, and motorcyclists were given handbells to ring as a signal to assemble. If animals could not be evacuated and if the Army did not want them, they were to be ‘rendered useless to the enemy’. Owners of cars were instructed how best to destroy them and petrol not required by the military was to be ‘run to waste’. (Luckily, petrol existed only in modest quantities.)


The Army on mobilisation had only eighty motor vehicles and 25,000 horses, but it had wide powers to commandeer. On the first day magistrates sat early, signing warrants authorising the seizure of horses, vans and cars. Farmers learned that the Army’s long-standing interest in their beasts had not been an idle one; parties of soldiers descended and led away their stock to the mustering grounds, sometimes illegally and to the detriment of the harvest. In the village of Manaton in Devon a policeman lost no time in informing John Galsworthy that the Army needed his favourite horse Peggy; to his great relief she was rejected as unfit.


Most of the horses were required for transport, but the Yeomanry were paying up to £75 for an officer’s charger and £50 for a trooper’s. Everywhere parks and village greens were the scene of haggling and branding. At the Tower of London a long line of horses filled the moat. The mixture of equine temperaments and the excitement in the air sometimes led to fatal stampedes.


Many motorists who had been touring Europe (a rugged recreation in those days, even without the hazards of mobilisation) had their cars seized on the dash back to the Channel; Lord Lonsdale lost his new Napier at Boulogne as he was trying to book a passage. The risks were almost as high in London. Broad Walk, Kensington, was lined with cars for War Office inspection; Army buyers denuded Bond Street showrooms of their Sunbeams and snapped up new cars at the factories; even private petrol supplies were seized. While many London buses were hurriedly repainted and driven off to the war, commercial vans were turned into troop transports and mobile larders. In spite of requisitioning, car firms were able to advertise offering vehicles to those whose horses had been taken.


In the heroic hour not all were heroic. There was a run on the food shops, an exercise in which those with cars and carriages were not ashamed to use their advantage; however, some of them had to fight to retain their haul when others saw what was going on. A few laid in such stocks that four years later, when hoarding was banned, they had to disgorge their first fruits. Arnold Bennett, who served on an anti-invasion committee in Essex, met a farmer who was laying in ammunition ‘against the time when the population will raid the countryside demanding provisions … he is determined to give out his stores evenly and not to the strongest’.


Attacks of ‘breeze up’ were few and soon the unbelievable became routine. Elderly countrywomen grew used to the sight of a couple of billeted soldiers dossing down in their parlours and it was some consolation that the folk in the big house had the figures ‘20’ or ‘30’ chalked on their gateposts. The papers ceased to publish Sunday editions and people showed less interest in the war telegrams displayed in town halls and post offices. Cinema pianists were no longer badgered to play all the Allied anthems, though God Save The King, hitherto much neglected, now became obligatory at entertainments and Will Crooks, a Labour Member, even persuaded the Commons to sing it at the prorogation in September.


Eighty thousand American tourists had gone home, some of them in a vessel, the Viking, which they had clubbed together to buy. Sir Owen Seaman, having doubted whether Punch should publish at such a time, had been persuaded to stay at the helm. Advertisers began to show their products being acclaimed by jolly, rubicund Tommies in an idyllic Flanders, and soon enough the world would know: ‘How English Army Officer’s Widow Killed Her Superfluous Hair’. A group of society ladies, among them the Duchess of Devonshire, tried to discourage any display of mourning, save for a white armlet to express grief and pride; but Courtaulds had other ideas, their advertisement for waterproof crape being boldly headed, ‘For Fashionable Mourning’. Deny and Toms put out patriotic handkerchieves to enable people to blow their noses into the Union Jack. Those with venom to spare after abusing Ramsay MacDonald (soon to be excommunicated by Moray Golf Club) found another target in Bernard Shaw, whose stream of ill-judged witticisms about the war caused H. G. Wells to liken him to ‘an idiot child screaming in a hospital’. The jest which was to haunt him was his assertion that the British officer caste and the Prussian junkers were indistinguishable and that if soldiers had any sense they would shoot their officers and go home.


The general state of morale could be judged by the incidence of attacks on aliens, who were persecuted in times of bad news. If a historian of Piccadilly is right, the numerous German street walkers became Belgians overnight and thereby attained a gratifying popularity. The circulation of false atrocity stories received a check when a seventeen-year-old Dumfries girl was arrested for uttering forged letters, purporting to come from Belgium, saying that her sister, a nurse, had had her breasts cut off by German soldiers before being put to death; the girl was a hysterical adolescent at odds with her father and stepmother and her ‘literary creation’ (as her counsel called it) cost her three months in custody. Not all literary creations of the war were exposed so resolutely.


The universal solvent for female hysteria was war work: usually dull, exhausting labour in hospitals, canteens and refugee centres. After a week of war the imprisoned suffragists had been amnestied; and though some of them were in bad shape they began putting their terrifying energies into the new crusade, abandoning the old one. Even the thousands of old ladies who had never made a pot of tea in their lives began to look for ways to make themselves useful.


There was such an outbreak of sock-knitting that the Government intervened, asserting that the War Office had enough socks and that there were better things people could do. When this caused an outcry, a Parliamentary spokesman said the authorities would try to regulate and co-ordinate production. It was also the day of ‘Sister Susie’s Sewing Shirts For Soldiers’, but the standard of Britain’s needlework was not always of the highest and many garments were almost unwearable. (‘The soldiers in epistles say they’d rather sit on thistles’.) Some ladies with social graces, accustomed to singing to guests after dinner, now sang to captive audiences in hospitals.


Boys were doing men’s jobs as perhaps never before. For Scouts there were hundreds of tunnels and bridges and reservoirs to guard, hundreds of miles of coastline to patrol daily. The pick of the Sea Scouts were given coastguard cottages where they cooked and cleaned for themselves, then went out to look for suspicious ships, suspicious aircraft, suspicious persons. Hospitals by the score needed orderlies; there were crashed aircraft to be guarded and (as a test of manhood) propellers to be swung. Not wholly welcome was the lady scoutmaster, but patrol leaders paid suitable courtesies until it was their time to lead platoons in France. There had been a scattering of Wolf Cubs early in 1914, and the war now gave the movement a big impetus. However, the first Wolf-Cub Handbook, which took its ideas from Kipling’s Jungle Book, was not published until 1916.


Britain lacked an army remotely comparable in size with those of her allies and enemies. Kitchener, the new War Minister, scorning to build on the Territorial structure established by Haldane, asked for 100,000 volunteers as a first instalment of an army of seventy divisions, as against the existing six. He was thinking of a war lasting at least three years.


Winston Churchill is credited with saying that Britain was fortunate in having a large number of truculent young men used to giving orders, a category in which he probably included himself. She certainly had a large number of public schoolboys reared in the tradition of Newbolt’s ‘the voice of a schoolboy rallies the ranks’, and who never doubted their right, as products of the Officers’ Training Corps, to lead men old enough to be their fathers into battle. Britain also had a swarm of deceptively precious young men known as ‘knuts’ or ‘nuts’, for whom everything was ‘absolutely too much bally fag, what?’ Young men in spats were not what drill sergeants were looking for, but the ‘knuts’ saw themselves as officers; and having wangled commissions, they set about acquiring monocles, exotic firearms, swords, wide breeches, gleaming jackboots and fashionably squashed caps. The Prussians had monocled wasp-waisted officers too, but there the resemblance probably ends. Pavement artists loved the ‘knuts’ as they loved Admiral Beatty (of the rakish cap), but by the autumn of 1915 most of the breed had been wiped out, including Basil Hallam, who as ‘Gilbert the Filbert’ had caricatured the type on the stage.


There is a passage in Ernest Raymond’s Tell England in which two young would-be officers inform a War Office colonel that they are eighteen years of age. ‘Eighteen, by Jove!’ exclaims the colonel. ‘You’ve timed your lives wonderfully, my boys. To be eighteen in 1914 is the best thing in England. England’s wealth used to consist in other things. Nowadays you boys are the richest thing she’s got. She’s solvent with you and bankrupt without you.’ This has drawn many jeers, but the sentiments expressed are only a variation on the theme, more elegantly phrased, of Rupert Brooke’s sonnets. Those who were eighteen, or even in their middle teens, shamelessly pulled every string to get into ‘the show’.


Harold Macmillan, serving in a Kitchener battalion, wanted to join the Grenadier Guards in action and urged his mother to use her influence. ‘It was privilege of the worst kind,’ he says, ‘it was truly shocking. But, after all, was it so very reprehensible? The only privilege I, and many others like me, sought was that of getting ourselves killed or wounded as soon as possible.’ When Macmillan crossed to France with the Grenadiers the officers sat down to a two-hour luncheon served by Charles of the Ritz, with a posse of Ritz waiters – a gesture by the wealthy officer commanding No. 1 Company.


For those with no strings to pull there were advertisements in the Personal columns, by officers who performed the function of the hostess prepared to coach debutantes: ‘An officer commanding an infantry unit for Imperial Service is prepared to recommend suitable applicants for FIRST COMMISSION. Preference will be given to public school men of good appearance and address.’ Some, of course, scorned to pull strings and entered the ranks, which had an unexpected social handicap, for all over the country hotels and restaurants were proclaiming ‘Officers only’, if not in so many words then by pretending to other ranks that they were fully booked.


Men who volunteered did so for the usual mixture of reasons: patriotism, love of adventure, an urge to escape domesticity, boredom in a dull job and a desire to be with one’s friends. For the last category the Pals Battalions opened up some specialised opportunities; there were units for public school men and university men, sportsmen, footballers, bankers, ‘commercials’, artists and others. A press advertisement in September 1914 was directed at ‘West End men’, otherwise employees of West End stores, shops, outfitters and drapers who might wish to serve side by side in a regiment of the Line. All that ‘West End men’ had to do was to call at the enrolling office of Knight, Frank and Rutley, the estate agents in Hanover Square.


The psychological pressures which were applied to those slow to enlist will be discussed later. But even in these early days employers were dropping heavy hints. An advertisement in August 1914 by Aquascutum, the sporting tailors, said the firm had issued a notice to their employees saying: ‘We think it is absolutely necessary for every single man between nineteen and thirty to answer his country’s call. We shall be pleased to pay half his present salary to any of our present employees while serving and will keep his situation open for him on his return. In the event of a parent or parents being dependent on the volunteer, full salary will be paid him during his service.’ This was a fair hint that it was time to join one’s West End pals.


Not all employers by any means offered to make up salaries to this degree. Edward Thomas, who carried out a sort of Mass Observation survey into the state of England for the English Review, was told that ‘the best firms’ were dismissing their younger men in order to induce them to enlist – ‘not exactly to drive them, but to encourage’. Few complained, since it was assumed the Government had put the employers up to it. One old man at Sheffield remarked, ‘It used to be “Oh, you are too old for a job”, now it’s “You’re too young”.’ At Birmingham a workman expressed the hope that not too many well-to-do men would go to the Front, as they were needed to give employment and control it; a rare spirit, this. In Guildford the local Member of Parliament, Edgar Home, had his own idea for helping recruiting: he booked whole pages of the local paper and filled them with names of Guildford men who had joined the Colours.


In the rush to enlist – during one September day 35,000 men signed on – it was inevitable that some sprats should slip into the Army’s net. Victor Sylvester, the dance band leader, enlisted at fourteen and was later discharged when his age was discovered. Late in 1915, Sir Arthur Markham in the House of Commons badgered the Government with accounts of lads as young as thirteen in the ranks. In Westminster Hospital, within 200 yards of Parliament, lay a fifteen-year-old who had lost a leg in the Dardanelles; he had gone out there after one month’s training.


Markham’s first ventilation of this subject brought him 300 letters from parents of under-age soldiers, some of whom were being rounded up as deserters. In the Daily Mirror on September 18, 1916, appeared a picture of Private S. Lewis, newly discharged, who joined the East Surreys in August 1915 when he was twelve and served for six weeks on the Somme. The Navy made no bones about enlisting boys. When the Fleet was mobilised Winston Churchill was asked privately to intercede to extract two fourteen-year-old midshipmen from one of the capital ships, but the Admiralty was in no mood to waive tradition. In the eighteenth century boys often served aboard men-of-war in battle and at least one stumped back to school with a wooden leg.


The raising of the new armies might have proceeded more smoothly if Britain’s favourite soldier had not been so distrustful of Celts. When Lloyd George in September 1914 lent his support to a clamour for a Welsh regiment of Guards, if not a Welsh division or a Welsh corps, Kitchener vigorously opposed him. He was happy for Welshmen to volunteer for English regiments and for Wales to remain as a recruiting area for the Grenadier Guards, but the idea of a major military formation speaking its own language and going its own Welsh way seemed to him asking for trouble. In short, the Welsh were suspect and peculiar; it was no secret that when the Territorials were founded, Welsh congregations had been warned against mixing with them and girls walking out with them were held as having broken with their religion. Lloyd George conceded that the Welsh were not a martial race, ‘but neither were the men who composed Cromwell’s Ironsides’.


He thought that if they allowed themselves to be treated as inferiors, if they gave way to timidity, ignorance and indolence they would be unable to live down their shame for generations. The dispute between soldier and politician became uncommonly bitter and to Asquith it looked as though either or both might resign: ‘The whole thing could have been settled in ten minutes by the exercise of a modicum of common sense and imagination.’ (The Prime Minister had earlier said it might be ‘amusing’ to see how Kitchener got on with the Cabinet and now he was finding out.) Suddenly Kitchener gave in handsomely and agreed that there should be a Welsh division, and on St David’s Day, 1915, Welsh Guardsmen performed sentry duty outside Buckingham Palace. (Compton Mackenzie had already invented the Welsh Guards in his Sinister Street.) With some misgivings, Kitchener also agreed to the formation of a Northern Ireland Division with the emblem of the Red Hand of Ulster, but baulked at the raising of a Southern Ireland Division displaying the Irish Harp. The Irish were very welcome to fight, but only in their existing, or in English regiments.


*


In December 1914, when the land war had reached stalemate and the trenches ran from the Swiss border to the sea, the home front suffered the sort of outrage from which it had been led to believe that, thanks to the Royal Navy, it was immune: bombardment from the sea of Scarborough, Whitby and the Hartlepools. This was a forty-minute breakfast-time onslaught by four German cruisers, causing the deaths of about forty, including women and children, and casualties of some 400. Among buildings hit were the Grand Hotel, Scarborough, and Whitby’s ruined abbey. According to Wells’s Mr Britling, it was ‘the same kind of experience that our ships have inflicted scores of times in the past upon innocent people in the villages of Africa and Polynesia’. However, the inhabitants of Scarborough hardly thought of their spa as a corsairs’ nest or a stronghold of slavers. Grimly, King George commented, ‘This is German kultur.’


The raiders achieved the notable impertinence of hurling a piece of shell through the front door of Sir George Sitwell, who was dressing at the time. According to his son, Sir Osbert, he was convinced the Germans would return and claim him as a hostage, so to frustrate their plans he proposed, when that day arrived, to commandeer his doctor’s car and get away to York. In the meantime he planned to establish a second-line retreat in a nearby lake hut, where he could live as a species of hermit.


The people of the bombarded towns drew what satisfaction they could from Winston Churchill’s denunciation of the ‘baby-killers’. The Germans, he said, had risked many large and valuable ships, largely irreplaceable, for ‘the passing pleasure of killing as many English people as possible, irrespective of sex, age or condition, in the limited time available. To this act of military and political folly they were impelled by the violence of feelings which could find no other vent. This is very satisfactory and should confirm us in all our courses. Their hate is the measure of their fear.’


This act of ‘hate’ came shortly after the publication in the British press of a translation of Ernst Lissauer’s Hymn of Hate which earned him an Iron Cross. The spirited English version was produced for the American press by Barbara Henderson and its best-known lines ran:






French and Russian they matter not,


A blow for a blow, a shot for a shot;


We love them not, we hate them not.


We hold the Weichsel and Vosges-gate,


We have but one and only hate,


We love as one, we hate as one,


We have one foe and one alone –


England!







He is known to you all, he is known to you all,


He crouches behind the dark grey flood,


Full of envy, of rage, of craft, of gall,


Cut off by waves that are thicker than blood …


We will never forego our hate,


We all have but a single hate,


We love as one, we hate as one,


We have one foe and one alone –


England!








There was a verse describing how the German officer corps, feasting together, rose as one man to drink the toast: ‘To the Day!’ Then came further assurances of enmity:






We fight the battle with bronze and steel,


And the time that is coming Peace will seal.


You will we hate with a lasting hate,


We will never forego our hate,


Hate by water and hate by land,


Hate of the head and hate of the hand …








and so on, much as before. Occasionally British military bands played the Hymn for a joke, but the tune was an indifferent one.



















CHAPTER 2


NOBLESSE OBLIGE





The war shattered the nomadic life of high society, the leisured seasonal migrations on the château and Schloss circuit. It was now time to atone for one’s wealth and set an example of public spirit. Summoned by drums, the young heirs went straight to their regiments and straight to their deaths.


No one guessed what a squandering of blue blood was now to take place. In the first year of war forty-seven eldest sons of peers died of battle wounds. By the end more aristocrats had been killed than in the Wars of the Roses. The roll, as kept by Debrett, was: twenty-three peers, thirty-eight baronets, fourteen knights, 913 companions, 151 sons of peers, 157 sons of baronets and 277 sons of knights. The succession of 217 hereditary honours was either accelerated or diverted. Some lines were extinguished, others were threatened with extinction. Thanks to the law of primogeniture, childless wives lost not only their men but their homes, as entailed estates passed to aged non-combatants or infants.


The war that was to have been over by Christmas was indeed over by Christmas for nearly 150 old Etonians, the vanguard of 1,157 who were to become names on the school memorial. Since wars were thought to be won on the playing fields of Eton, the newspapers carried tragi-comical photographs of squads of Eton boys performing rifle drill in top hats and tails. In 1915 there were alarming doubts as to the resolution of Eton’s Headmaster, Dr Edward Lyttelton, who preached a much-abused  sermon looking to the day when war might be abolished and suggesting that if Britain wanted the Kiel Canal internationalised she might have to think about internationalising Gibraltar. On learning how the Germans were acclaiming his sermon, Lyttelton formally denounced German aggression, but the governing body of Eton were happy to let him resign.


Much was written about the ‘blood tax’ willingly paid at the outset by leading families. Colonel Repington, the war commentator and intriguer, thought the fact that the public held steady was due to the example set by the upper ranks of society, though he did not overlook the stoicism of ‘many humble homes’. The editor of the Daily Express, R. D. Blumenfeld, believed that peers’ sons and labourers’ sons together set the great example; the middle classes might be the backbone of society in trade, but they were not so in war, for while they could fight bravely their contribution was less spontaneous. These assessments need not be taken too seriously; the point is that such views were widely held.


*


Not the least problem for a nobleman was what to do with the family seat. For the wealthier grandees – a Rosebery or a Buccleuch – this could be a problem in quadruplicate or quintuplicate. The smart thing was to have one’s principal mansion taken over by the military as a divisional or corps headquarters; this not only reflected glory but had the advantage that the building could be maintained in civilised fashion, provided not too many young officers swung on the chandeliers. However, the commonest use for a great house was as a hospital or convalescent home. An appeal by the Duke of Sutherland to his fellow aristocrats to lend their homes for this purpose resulted in the immediate offer of 250 country seats, including the most famous castles in the land. Some owners alloyed their generosity by trying to stipulate ‘officers only’.


As it turned out, there was one great snag, revealed by ‘Eve’ in the Tarter: ‘some of the finest of our old country seats are lamentably lacking in that very first essential not only of a hospital but of the most ordinary residence, proper drains….’ It was true that the people who lived in such houses were the fittest class of all, possibly because they never occupied them for very long, but it was another matter to expect sick soldiers to recover amid smells and damp. So the War Office whittled through the list of insalubrious citadels and declined a great many of them. The best propositions tended to be the town houses of the nouveaux riches, since they were efficiently heated and fitted with lifts. There was talk of using Buckingham Palace as a hospital but this too was declined, not on account of drains but of old-fashioned layout. The King suggested that the Royal Pavilion at Brighton would make an ideal hospital for Indian troops. According to Clifford Musgrave, historian of Brighton, stories have persisted of wounded Indian soldiers being brought into the Pavilion unconscious, waking amid fantastic Oriental splendours and assuming they had died and been transported to Paradise. Those who did die were cremated on a burning ghat on the Downs.


In the stately homes which passed muster the noble châtelaines looked proud and fulfilled as they posed in crisp hospital white in ancestral halls filled with heavily bandaged men, or sat reading to officer patients or even turning the handle of a sewing machine. Depending on the luck of the draw, a wounded officer shipped home to Blighty might find himself tended by a French empress, a Russian grand duchess, a Rumanian princess, an English duchess, a Scots marchioness or the wife of a naturalised profiteer. The octogenarian Empress Eugénie, widow of Napoleon III, gave a wing of Farnborough Hill as a convalescent home and engaged Lady Haig as commandant. The atmosphere tended to be that of a house party, but each ‘guest’ was required to dine alone on one occasion with his hostess. In the early days patients were regaled with extracts from Haig’s diary, copied out by his wife, a privilege to which the medical superintendent eventually took exception, on security grounds. The Empress kept the home going for five years from her own resources.


For those who had no objection to being nursed by Russian autocrats there were three hospitals at Highgate superintended by the Grand Duchess George of Russia, wife of the Grand Duke George Mikhailovich, assisted by her daughters, the Princesses Xenia and Nina. However, the best hospital at Highgate and perhaps in London, according to Robert Graves who was a patient there, was Queen Alexandra’s, in the big town house of Sir Alfred Mond, the chemicals magnate.


Duchesses, grand or otherwise, were not expected to have medical knowledge, but the wife of the Duke of Bedford, later famous as the ‘Flying Duchess’, had already trained in a London hospital to fit her to run the model hospital she founded at Woburn. This became a military hospital and she supervised it in conjunction with the base hospital at the Abbey, rising each day at dawn. At the same time she trained in the duties of a surgeon’s assistant and radiologist. Among her staff were the crew of the ducal yacht Sapphire.


Cliveden’s hospital was built over the tennis court and bowling alley, leaving Nancy Astor to entertain undisturbed on a scale which was to shock Sylvia Pankhurst, who was easily shocked. The patients were mostly Canadians. The lives of Lady Astor contain alarming stories of how the handmaiden of Christian Science adopted a policy of taunting those patients who seemed to be losing the will to live. ‘Yes, Saunders, you’re going to die. You’re going to die because you have no guts. If you were a Cockney, or a Scot, or a Yank, you’d live. But you are just a Canadian, so you’ll lie down and die.’ To two sailors wounded at Jutland she said, ‘Where are you from? Yorkshire? No wonder you don’t want to live.’ The therapy of insult apparently worked wonders; but how many patients failed to respond to baiting we shall never know. Forty Canadian soldiers are buried in the grounds at Cliveden.
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