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Who is going to benefit by the carnage, save the rats which feed now as they have never fed before? What has brought about this turmoil, this tragedy that cuts the heart of friend and foe alike? Why have the millions of men come here from all corners of Europe to hack and slay one another?


Patrick MacGill, The Great Push
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Foreword


On 3 November 2007 the officers, soldiers and former members of D (London Irish Rifles) Company, The London Regiment, dined together at their TA Centre, Connaught House, Camberwell, South London, in commemoration of the Battle of Loos. It is a tradition of the Company annually to commemorate the battle on the weekend closest to the anniversary of its start on 25 September but, 92 years on, the dinner was postponed to allow those of the Company who had served on an operational tour in Afghanistan with ‘Somme Company’ of the London Regiment, to be present on their return.


The Battle of Loos remains central in the history and consciousness of the London Irish Rifles. It is the occasion that those who still bear the name of the Regiment that was raised in 1908 and provided two battalions in both the First and Second World Wars, remember and honour their dead. The story of the Footballer of Loos still inspires young and old soldiers alike and is the lifeblood of what is known as Regimental spirit.


In this excellent book, which Ed Harris has sub-titled ‘a story’, the history of the 1st Battalion’s contribution to the Battle of Loos has been meticulously researched and has been personalised by an account of the life of Rifleman Edwards. All the misery, futility, stupidity, bravery and glory of the Great War are illustrated in these pages. It will be set reading for members of the London Irish Rifles and a treat for military historians and social historians alike.





Brigadier Digby O’Lone MSc


Honorary Colonel the London Irish Rifles
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Introduction


Moving back into the house where she was born and raised after an absence of twenty years, my wife brought down from the cluttered roof space a small brown suitcase wrapped in a coat of grey dust. I was charged with forcing its small, insubstantial lock, which I did. Inside was a neatly folded Union flag, a small leather truncheon, a policeman’s whistle dated 1915, a tin of medals and a large brown envelope containing a collection of newspaper clippings, mostly undated and featuring the exploit of a First World War Tommy they called The Footballer of Loos.


‘Twenty Years Ago Today’ exclaimed the headline of one fragile cutting, with the sub-heading ‘Loos, and the early-morning football match there’. This came from a two-part series about ‘the Saturday afternoon soldiers’, wherein the London Evening News for 17 Tuesday 1959 recalled the day when the London Irish Rifles ‘kicked a football into battle’. Other clippings from unidentifiable newspapers marked the death of Frank Edwards, the former London Irish rifleman who ‘kicked off’ the Battle of Loos. One in particular trumpeted the headline: ‘Old soldiers go to war again’, in what was clearly an age-old question as to whether or not Frank Edwards was or was not the Tommy they called The Footballer of Loos.


Frank Edwards was my wife’s grandfather and she had talked about him, although I had never really made the association from my childhood of the image of a football booted over the top prior to a great charge. A military swagger stick had always rested by the fireplace in the room where Frank ended his days, next to the German officer’s sword allegedly liberated from the ‘Kaiser’s Palace’, but it was only with his famous exploit in print that the story came alive. Clearly there was a time when Frank Edwards was the man perceived as having ‘kicked his way to glory’. The manner in which he ‘made history’, as one cutting had it, would doubtless be well documented, or so I thought. Alas, the first internet search for ‘The Footballer of Loos’ several years ago was met with pages devoted to the alleged antics of PR Girl Rebecca Loos and footballer David Beckham. ‘The Battle of Loos’ itself fared little better compared to Ypres, the Somme, Passendael, Verdun and the other horrific episodes of mass slaughter in the first global conflict of the twentieth century.


In a nutshell, the Battle of Loos began on 25 September and officially ended on 8 October 1915. In the first two hours more British soldiers died than did the total number of casualties in all three services on D-Day 1944, on both sides. Loos was the scene of the first ‘Big Push’ by the British Army on the Western Front and where it employed asphyxiating gas for the first time. Failure to bring up the reserves countered the initial success and lost a faltering commander-in-chief his job. The Battle of Loos fast became a cliché for all the ills of the First World War and was largely consigned to the footnotes of its history.


In 1976, military historian Philip Warner wrote The Battle of Loos. The first examination of any consequence before that was in Alan Clark’s highly controversial The Donkeys, written in the 1960s. Warner felt that it was time for a comprehensive account of the actions at Loos and so mustered what first hand accounts could be drawn from survivors of the battle. Armed with more than 150 replies from veterans and with unprecedented access to the diaries of Sir John French, he believed such a combination would allow for a reconstruction of the battle ‘as it appeared to the men who fought it’. While it does contain a wealth of personal recollections, expert criticism comes from the lack of core debate surrounding what history records as the failure at Loos. Niall Cherry’s Most Unfavourable Ground, published in 2005, essentially concludes that all the chaos experienced by the British at Loos was as a result of a series of adverse external factors and not entirely the fault of the generals, as Alan Clark and others would have it. In 2006 Gordon Corrigan used contemporary accounts, war diaries and his own personal knowledge of the ground to chart the course of the battle in Loos 1915: The Unwanted Battle to assess the competence of commanders and the capabilities of men and equipment in what was effectively the last gasp of the old regular British Army. Then there is military historian, Nick Lloyd, who has produced what is generally regarded as the definitive study in Loos 1915, again drawing upon available eyewitness accounts, war diaries and post-battle reports to provide what he describes as a full account of what occurred once the main assault began on the morning of 25 September 1915. None of these authors, however, spend much time concentrating on the Battalions of the London Division, of which the 1st London Irish was afforded ‘the honour’ of leading the charge, begun by following Frank Edwards’ football.


In any account of Loos the casual observer can be forgiven for thinking that the battle was essentially a Scottish affair, a notion that Nick Lloyd does little to dispel, concentrating chiefly on the heroic assault of the 15th (Scottish) Division, although this is not something unique to him. From the illustrated weekly periodicals of the day through to Lloyd’s contemporaries, the Scots loom large at Loos in picture and in print, and so they should. Like any killing field of the Great War, the Battle of Loos is steeped in bloody disaster and it is not the business of this account to question the achievements of any of those brave souls who took part. Rather it is the business of this investigation to explore why historical references to the 47th Division in general and to the London Irish Rifles specifically are as rare as they are clipped. Many other eyewitness accounts exist, almost all of which are missing from earlier studies. Captain C. J. C. Street, OBE MC, for example, was a forward observation officer with the Royal Garrison Artillery Reserve. In his memoirs With the Guns, published in 1916, he recalls:





Of those who took part in the struggle agree, the 47th Division, London Territorials all of them, the heroes of the day, but of whose performances, because less showy, little has been heard, had by 9.30a.m. surmounted a series of obstacles, the storming of any one of which would have earned them lasting fame. Like a tide they poured over the western end of the dreaded Double Crassier, utterly regardless of withering machine-gun fire, and swept to the attack of the walled cemetery that stands to the south-west of Loos. From here, after a titanic struggle, they dislodged the strong party of its defenders, and, gaining fresh impetus from the check, irresistibly fought their way through the outskirts of the village, in which every point of vantage was held against them, right up to its heart, the mine buildings that cluster at the foot of the Pylons. This fortress they stormed and won, and the rush of their assault carried them on its crest over the Loos Crassier – another high embankment of refuse and slag – over the exposed surface of the plain, into the copse that stretches westward from Loos Chalk Pit. Here at last for a while they rested … May the great city be for ever proud of the achievements of her sons this day, the thousand forgotten deeds of heroism of which her ears will never hear!





The official record paints a somewhat different picture. The 47th was favoured by higher ground, so that the poison gas, first used by the British, would roll more satisfactorily into the enemy in its sector than it did elsewhere. It faced enemy rifle and machine-gun fire that was inaccurate and once the gas cylinders were spent, slackened off considerably. The Londoners also enjoyed comprehensive pre-battle preparations and more effective artillery support. Division Brigadier-General, A. A. Montgomery, noted that their mission was ‘far easier’ than the tasks allotted other divisions deployed further north that were required to make all-out attacks. In his opinion, because the limited objective proved easier, did not make it the right decision, nor did the failure of the all-out attack prove to be a mistake. The latter failed because of a ‘faulty method of execution, and not the selection of the wrong form of objective’, whatever that means. Semantics aside, the 47th succeeded in the taking of its objectives with minimal casualties, and perhaps it is because of this its achievements sit uneasily outside of the first mass slaughter of British troops on the Western Front.


It might be argued that the 1st Battalion London Irish Rifles was the victim of its own success at Loos, its memory largely confined to the Mess Room. On the tenth anniversary of the battle in 1925, the grand Wembley Searchlight Tattoo was devoted to the action on the Somme a year before its actual anniversary, forcing the London Irish Rifles to defer commemorations of Loos to the following year with a Torchlight Tattoo at the regiment’s headquarters in Chelsea. Frank Edwards, then a sergeant in the Military Police, returned to his old unit to re-enact the moment he sent a football flying over the parapet towards the Germans lines. The 20th anniversary of the battle (in 1935) was more widely commemorated in a number of newspapers, particularly a feature article written for the London Evening News by S. F. Major, formerly a Second Lieutenant in the 1st Battalion London Irish Rifles. In it he laid out the ‘Irish’ action at Loos and the pivotal role of the 47th Division. Frank Edwards, as the ‘mad footballer’, was subsequently invited by the BBC to talk of his famous exploit.


Where this account of the Battle of Loos deviates from the few published histories to date is in its focus on the lead battalion of the 47th Division, the 1st Battalion London Irish Rifles, and in particular on the journey of Frank Edwards from volunteer to veteran. During the research process hard evidence proved as sparse as it was inaccessible. The source materials, where they exist, are hidden in published memoirs, some long forgotten or only briefly in the public domain. Personal correspondence is like the newspaper reports, fragmentary and tantalisingly illusive. In November 1915, despite the draconian censorship laws of the war years, the popular Weekly Despatch published the first and only full account of the London Irish at Loos, courtesy of an anonymous rifleman returned home wounded. In it, the football exploit is recorded, although the name of Frank Edwards is not. Its veracity is muddled with intention as a result of its publisher’s quest to soothe the troublesome ‘Irish Question’, which carried into the war a residual anti-Irish prejudice long open to manipulation as a political force in British politics. Germans troops would call out across No Man’s Land, wanting to know the names of regiments. When asked the same question themselves, they liked to answer provocatively: ‘We’re a battalion of Irish rifles’, as if to imply that the Irish regiments were disloyal to England and not to be trusted. To counter this perception, a highly controlled British press took every opportunity to celebrate the Irish regiments and their place in the doings of Empire, which begs the question why the success of the London Irish at Loos was not widely exploited.


Within the strict censorship laws in place at the time, there is much in Captain Street’s account that bravely bucks the trend. Unlike the many other personal accounts and memoirs of the war that filled the bookshelves between 1914 and 1919, Street’s only concession to the prevailing authoritarianism was in his use of the non-de-plume F.O.O. (forward observation officer). Street, it later transpired, was also Henry Williamson’s main authorial source for the Battle of Loos in his acclaimed novel A Fox Under My Clock. While Street’s account is strictly limited to that of an observer reporting back to those behind the lines, Williamson’s account of Loos is regarded as one of the finest illustrations of history by fiction ever written. But due to his heavy reliance on the Official History, the London Territorials enjoy nothing more than a passing reference. The prolific inter-war crime writer, Geoffrey Belton Cobb, however, actually served with the London Irish Rifles and like Frank Edwards was wounded at the Battle of Loos. He returned to England where he wrote Stand To Arms! under his own name, but casting himself as Allan Webb, late of the fictitious Eatonshire Regiment. Only the self-professed ‘Navvie’ poet and writer, Patrick MacGill, a stretcher bearer with the London Irish Rifles, writes openly of his own experience, the London Territorials and their place in Loos history. In The Great Push, he evokes the true calamity of the trenches and the futility of the murderous war, drawing on the footballing episode as a sprinkling of humanity. Other writers and journalists such as Philip Gibbs and James Hall also bucked the trend and took on Kitchener’s propaganda machine to breathe life into that about Loos which has subsequently become lost in translation.


While the body of evidence drawn from the customary sources is small, it becomes highly significant within the context of the history of the 1st Battalion London Irish Rifles in the Great War, which lay undisturbed in the vaults of the Imperial War Museum since the 1970s. Former Second Lieutenant S. F. Major was charged in the 1920s with writing it up, a task he did not complete until half a century later when his son had it privately bound and presented to the Museum. From all of this emerges a fresh perspective on Loos, embracing the exploit of a football-mad stationer’s assistant called Frank Edwards who, three days after Britain had declared war on Germany, took himself along to the Duke of York’s Headquarters in Chelsea to sign up with 1st Battalion 18th (County of London) Regiment, Territorial Force, London Irish Rifles. Earl Kitchener’s call for 100,000 volunteers on 11 August was answered in two weeks. A fortnight after that and the situation in France led to a call for a further 100,000 volunteers, one of whom would add another twist of fate wherein Frank’s audacious act would be overshadowed by the greatest loss on the battlefield in British military history.


In September 1914, the first of 84,000 young men passed through the gates of Kingston-upon-Thames Barracks to sign up with the 8th (Service) Battalion, East Surreys. Come the spring of 1915, both it and the 1st Battalion London Irish Rifles were deemed ready, prepared and sent to France as part of Kitchener’s New Army. By autumn, the 7th and 8th Battalions East Surreys were part of the first Big Push into the German lines at Loos where the initial charge was led by the 1/18th London Irish Rifles following a football booted into No Man’s Land by Rifleman Frank Edwards. Shortly after, the overtly propagandist weekly, The War Illustrated, carried a dramatic full-page representation, not of Frank, but of a sporting young officer in an unnamed stretch of trench before ‘a recent battle’. The caption further explained that this young sport had chalked the name of his regiment on the ball.


The remainder of the East Surreys joined their 1st battalion on the Somme in July 1916 where, highly reminiscent of Loos, a massive British bombardment was underway, designed to decimate enemy wire defences and remove the threat of their front line machine-gun posts. Leading the British charge was Captain Wilfred Percy (‘Billie’) Nevill of the 8th East Surreys. Almost certainly inspired by the illustration of the dashing young officer pictured in War Illustrated six months earlier, Nevill provided his men with the same reassuringly familiar rallying point in the form of a football for each of his platoons to be kicked ahead of the advance. Like the officer depicted in the popular magazine, Nevill chalked a message on each ball for the Hun. The Surreys were making for Montauban, the southern most of the Somme villages. Failure to reach it meant the difference between victory and defeat. Whereas the 47th Division at Loos reached all of its objectives, events conspired to undermine that success. While Edwards fell wounded and gassed, Nevill paid with his life on the blackest day in British military history. National heroes, the Daily Mirror showed men of the East Surreys cheering their comrades who had taken part in the advance. The fallen captain was pictured with Private Draper, ‘one of the dribblers’, holding a football, described as one of the ‘sacred emblems of the battalion’s heroism and devotion’. Sir Arthur Conan Doyle wrote of the battalion ‘which, with the ineradicable sporting instinct and light-heartedness of the Londoner, had dribbled footballs, one for each platoon, across No Man’s Land and shot their goal in the front-line trench.’ An assiduous recorder of events on the Western Front, Conan Doyle failed to report the same sentiment expressed by those Londoners who had likewise led the way at Loos almost a year earlier.


Today, the Somme ranks reverentially with Ypres, Passendael and the other ‘big’ names evocative of the First World War, and rightly so. Loos, however, languishes as a failure in a passage of consummate catastrophes. Billie Nevill’s footballing exploit was used by the propagandists to garner a measure of positivity. Loos followed the first Christmas of the conflict where fraternisation with the enemy followed that curiously companionable combination of sport and war. Strict orders were in place to prevent any repetition of this sporting rebellion. Then, as now, the language of conflict was ubiquitous in the words used to describe the etiquette of competitive sport with talk of battle and conquest, a clash of wills and the destruction of the opponent. Critics of sport’s role in today’s society often focus upon its competitive nature and claim that it can cause psychological scarring, similar to that of war. The more naive defenders of sport look to the playful nature of contest, where sporting competition is characterised by friendship rather than the enmity required for war, although in reality it is often difficult to differentiate between the warrior, the competitor and even the spectator at full tilt. Frank Edwards’ footballing exploit was but one of a million individual acts of valour, heroism and audacity throughout the war to end all wars. His being there with his pals at the front, hatching a plan to confound the enemy with the unexpected, epitomises the character of hundreds of thousands across all classes, ranks and creeds, many who gave of their lives imbued with the necessary attributes of ‘decency, fortitude, grit, civilisation, Christianity and commerce’ all blended into a single virtue – ‘The Game!’




Chapter One


Sport and War


Towards the end of the First World War, in 1918, when asked by Prime Minister David Lloyd George to paint a picture showing collaboration between British and US troops, John Singer Sargent rejected the commission and instead painted ‘Gassed’, his epic depiction of the aftermath of a mustard gas attack on the Western Front. In it, he includes a discreet but stark reminder of the close proximities of sport and war. In the distance, beyond the haunting lines of blinded soldiers painfully groping their way to a field dressing station, a football match is taking place. Some commentators suggest that the wounded ranks of soldiers are making their way towards eternal redemption, or that the eerie yellow glow of the polluted sky is in fact the sun setting on a society wasteful of its youth. But it is in the contrast between suffering and play that Gassed is also a comment on how sport is often used as a metaphor for war. When war broke out in 1914, many thousands of young men were inspired by the words of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle to fight for their country: ‘If a cricketer had a straight eye, let him look along the barrel of a rifle … if a footballer had strength of limb let them serve and march in the field of battle.’


Fewer men were refused military service in 1914 than were accepted. The nation as a whole was marginally better nourished than the previous generation where the factory and the mill financing Britain’s greatness continued to take its toll. However, relatively few of those fighting for survival in the industrial stews of the towns and cities could boast a straight eye or strength of limb. The value of a proper diet was identified after the Crimean War but still remained an issue at the time of the Boer Wars. In Edwardian Britain, the lesson still needed to be learned that a healthier workforce not only meant increased productivity but also a fitter fighting force.


Frank Edwards was born on 29 September 1893 to Alfred, a coachman and Emily Jane, a domestic servant, who were living just off the King’s Road, Chelsea. In the 1960s this was the trendiest address in the world, but half a century earlier it was only marginally superior to the many decaying working class streets in the immediate area. The poverty and depredation, however, was relative to the upper middle class areas around Sloane Street, although much less onerous than the slums of London’s East End. About a quarter of Chelsea’s population was considered to be living in poverty when Frank, aged fourteen, was granted a requisition certificate from the Superintendent Registrar of Births and Deaths to enable him to quit school and begin full-time employment. The family had by this time moved out of the social housing provided by the Guinness Trust and were living at number 8 King Street, not far from the Stamford Bridge Athletics ground, acquired by Chelsea Football Club in 1905 when it was formed and entered the Football League. Fulham – the oldest of London’s first class football clubs with a history stretching back to 1879 – had settled at Craven Cottage in 1896. As Frank grew up, so the game of football became a part of his life. Nearby Chelsea Barracks represented an even earlier connection with football history when the British Army was called upon to break up an unruly village game between the Derbyshire parishes of All Saint’s and St Peters on Shrovetide Tuesday in 1846.


By the turn of the twentieth century, the growing popularity of and accessibility to sport went hand in hand with the radical concept of recreation. Participatory sport for the working classes was found principally in the form of association football, or soccer, and to a greater extent in the north of England, rugby. In the spring of 1914, King George V watched Burnley beat Liverpool in the FA Cup Final in front of 72,778 spectators. With the outbreak of war a few months later, men from the upper classes were ‘allowed’ to join regiments such as the First Sportsman’s Battalion, the 23rd Royal Fusiliers. Gentlemen viewed sport as a pastime undertaken according to gentlemanly conduct with strict adherence to rules and fair play. It was not about winning, it was about taking part. In times of war, gentlemen became officers. To Britain’s elite, the Battle of Waterloo was won on the playing fields of Eton. War was simply an extension of sport played at home, as the lyrics of the popular 1914 song ‘Your King and Country’ make plain:





We’ve watched you playing cricket and every kind of game.


At football, golf and polo you men have made your name.


But now your country calls you to play your part in war.


And no matter what befalls you we shall love you all the more.





Sir Henry Newbolt’s ‘Vitai Lampada’ was a popular poem that had for some time prior to the global conflict peddled the same union of sport and war:





The River of death has brimmed its banks,


And England’s far, and Honour a name,


But the voice of a schoolboy rallies the ranks:


‘Play up! Play up! And play the game.’





Endurance, submission to discipline, good temper, judgment, quickness of observation and self-control were all qualities deemed essential in a good polo player as in a good soldier. Lower down the social scale, however, it was football that was used during the first months of the First World War as a major incentive to enlistment, offering the chance to participate in what was described as ‘The Greatest Game of all’.


Sport as a symbol for war and peace continues to motivate subsequent generations, but participation has never been enough. Losing is not an option. The heaviest member of India’s first ever rugby team, Minal Pastala, maintained that ‘competitive sport is like a war’. The eccentric American Media mogul, owner of the Atlanta Braves, evoker of the Goodwill Games and winner of the coveted America’s Cup, Ted Turner, famously echoed George Orwell in stating that ‘sport is like a war without the killing’. And Vietnam veteran, Michael Clancy, captured the irony well when he wrote in a song: ‘there’ll never be a sport quite like war’.


Sport has kept prisoners of war alive during the most appalling states of depravation, or has focused the mind on freedom. During the Second World War the Red Cross despatched footballs, rugby balls, cricket and tennis equipment and boxing gloves to captured troops. Otherwise, prisoners made do with what was at hand. British prisoners held at Stalag Luft III in Germany made golf balls from string and later more sophisticated versions manufactured from rubber gym shoes stitched in leather. They even built a golf course with 18 holes of 50–70 yards. The same camp gave rise to the classic prisoner of war film, The Wooden Horse where vaulting provided the screen for Allied soldiers’ escape attempts.


In 1971 table tennis led to a discussion that resulted in a thawing of the relationship between the United States and China. What became known as ‘ping-pong diplomacy’ paved the way for President Nixon’s breakthrough visit to China. ‘It’s fascinating what sport can do’ recalled former US Secretary of State, Colin Powell, prior to a high-drama cricket series between India and Pakistan, which, he believed, would end decades of hostility. He pointed out that when people come together and travelled to each other’s countries to watch a conflict played out on the field of sport, they better appreciate their differences. At the outbreak of the First World War some of Britain’s leading sportsmen were among the first to join up. And of all the tennis and rugby players, rowers, athletes and cricketers, it was football that provided the bulk of professional sporting volunteers.


By the close of 1914 it is estimated that half-a-million men had joined up at football matches. By the following spring, all spectator sport throughout the British Isles, including professional football, had been banned. The book Abide With Me – written in 2003 by Frances David – celebrates the 89th anniversary of the Glossop North End players volunteering for duty at the local community hall. Here, as elsewhere throughout the country, young footballers especially were targeted because they were the most fit and disciplined of the Nation’s youth. Through the memory, documents and letters of one widow, Abide With Me centres on the Derbyshire players who came to volunteer as part of a football battalion and how they ultimately sacrificed their young lives.
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1. Navy internees playing football in Holland.
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2. Indian Football Cup taking place in a British prisoners’ camp in Germany.





The most famous football battalion was the 17th (Service) Battalion (1st Football), or the Duke of Cambridge Own (Middlesex) Regiment, raised at the Richmond Athletic Ground on 12 December 1914 by the Right Honourable William Joynson Hicks, Member of Parliament for Brentford. Like the Artists’, the Civil Service and other ‘branded’ rifle battalions raised primarily from a specific profession or group, the 17th Middlesex was comprised mostly of football players. In November 1915, it embarked for France where it was transferred to 6th brigade 2nd Division under the command of Frank Buckley, the first professional football manager of the modern school, appointed by Leeds. As a player, Buckley was a tough centre half, turning out for Aston Villa, Brighton, Manchester United, Manchester City, Birmingham, Derby County and Bradford City, and winning a cap for England against Ireland just before the outbreak of war. Having fought in the Boer War, he acquired the rank of major with The Footballers’ Battalion and was wounded in the shoulder and lung in 1916. ‘The Major’, as he became known, recovered to become manager of Wolverhampton Wanderers.


While the 17th and its companion battalion, the 23rd (Service) attracted many London players, the 16th Royal Scots was doing the same north of the border. Author Jack Alexander meticulously lays out their story in his book, McCrae’s Battalion, which was formed by Sir George McCrae in response to the call for sportsmen throughout the land to exchange the field of play for that of battle. For those who did not, the third Earl of Durham informed a patriotic meeting held on 11 November 1914 that he ‘almost wished that the Germans would drop a shell among these footballers some Saturday afternoon’ as the best method of ‘waking up the young men’. Weeks later and every member of Heart of Midlothian – Scotland’s most successful team – enlisted for the new Edinburgh battalion, inspiring many other footballers and fans to do likewise. The Edinburgh Evening News was moved to rebuke Celtic’s win over Hearts for the championship in so far as it and Rangers had yet to send ‘a single prominent player to the Army’. There was only one football champion in Scotland, it concluded, ‘and its colours are maroon and khaki’. Seven members of the Hearts team never returned home. Three of them, Harry Wattie, Duncan Currie and Ernie Ellis, were killed on the first day of the Somme offensive.
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3. The Sportsman’s Battalion marching to camp in October 1914.
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4. A football party on Belgium beach by James Thriar.
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