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This record of the work of the Women’s Hospital
Corps in France, and especially at the Military
Hospital, Endell Street, is a valuable contribution
to the literature of the Woman Movement. Dr.
Flora Murray and Dr. Garrett Anderson made
history at Endell Street. Through their initiative,
endeavour, and efficiency they opened the
doors to further fields of opportunity for women
physicians and surgeons, and not only for medical
women, but for all women who are setting out, or
have already set out to conquer fresh territory.
We owe them a debt of gratitude, the recognition
of which will become even more accentuated as
the years go on.

It would be difficult to put into words the pride
with which the members of the Women’s Hospital
Corps served their country in the Great War under
the only woman Lieutenant-Colonel in the British
Army. For this was the rank of Dr. Flora Murray
when acting as Doctor-in-Charge at the Military
Hospital, Endell Street. The War Office withheld
from her both the title and the outward and
visible signs of authority. But the position, with
its responsibilities, pains, and penalties, was hers,
and it is well known how she and the Chief
Surgeon, Dr. Louisa Garrett Anderson, rose to
the demands of the occasion.

It is only on reading these pages that many of
us who worked with them at Endell Street will
realise even partially the difficulties and anxieties
through which they passed during the four years
and more that the Hospital remained open. They
had a double responsibility all through: firstly,
for the lives and welfare of the soldiers entrusted
to their care, and secondly, for the demonstration
of women’s efficiency and vindication of the confidence
placed in their professional and administrative
abilities. If they had failed to satisfy the
Authorities even in the slightest detail, there is
not much doubt but that the charge of the
Hospital would have been handed over to a man,
and that more than one military official would
have had the joy and triumph of saying: ‘There—I
told you so. The women have failed medically
and administratively, and have been unable to maintain
discipline.’

But the opportunity did not occur. The weeks,
the months, the years went on. Thousands of
soldiers poured in and out of that Hospital. A
year after Armistice found it still open. The
women had succeeded—not failed, and had set a
living example of what trained and disciplined
women could do in the service of their country.

Perhaps our C.O. will forgive me for being personal
enough to refer to one of her characteristics
which was greatly appreciated by all—the trust
she reposed in those working under her. You
were given your task, your opportunity, your department,
and you went ahead with it. It was
yours—your own. If you could not do it, you
went. If you could, you stayed. She interfered
with no details, and harassed you with no unnecessary
restrictions. She took it for granted
that you were carrying on in the right way and
in the right spirit—and judged by results whether
it were desirable that you should continue to
carry on. In this way you became and remained
a living part of the administration. Work and
personality alike were benefited, and the young
received a baptism of responsibility, destined to
influence them favourably for the rest of their
lives.

This is surely a great characteristic—and rare.

It is not to be wondered at that the success of
this Military Hospital, officered, staffed, and run
entirely by women, became a source of immense
satisfaction and pride to all women, but more
especially to those who had taken an active part
in the struggle for the Suffrage, and had shared,
with Dr. Flora Murray and Dr. Garrett Anderson,
the ups and downs, the hopes and fears, the disappointments,
disillusions, and encouragements,
and all the stress and strain of a long-drawn-out
political campaign. To these, Endell Street represented
work for the country and work for the
woman movement combined, and to the members
of the Women’s Hospital Corps itself it meant, in
addition, a double chance of service, a double devotion,
a double inspiration, a double reason for
carrying on with undiminished enthusiasm and
faithfulness to the end.


BEATRICE HARRADEN.


4th August 1920.
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In August 1914 it was a popular idea that war was
man’s business and that everything and every one
else should stand aside and let men act. But
there were many persons who failed to endorse
this view and who held that, though men may have
been responsible for the war, the business of it
concerned men and women equally. Far from
standing aside and leaving men to act alone,
every woman in the land accepted her duty and
her responsibility, and recognised at once that if
the war was to be won it must be won by the
whole nation, and by the common effort of all her
children.

The long years of struggle for the Enfranchisement
of Women which had preceded the outbreak
of war had done much to educate women in
citizenship and in public duty. The militant
movement had taught them discipline and organisation;
it had shown them new possibilities in
themselves, and had inspired them with confidence
in each other. In face of the greater militancy
of men, the Suffragists called a truce, and set
their adherents free for service in government
departments, in factories and in hospitals. Workrooms
were opened, day-nurseries established and
surgical supply depots commenced their useful
labours.

Women who had been trained in medicine and
in surgery knew instinctively that the time had
come when great and novel demands would be
made upon them, and that a hitherto unlooked-for
occasion for service was at their feet. It was
inconceivable that in a war of such magnitude
women doctors should not join in the care of the
sick and wounded, but it was obvious that prejudice
would stand in their way. Their training
and their sympathies fitted them for such
work; they knew and could trust their own
capacity; but they had yet to make their
opportunity.

Amongst others, Dr. Louisa Garrett Anderson
and Dr. Flora Murray were determined that
medical women desiring to give their services to
the nation should not be excluded from military
work and from the great professional opportunities
naturally arising from it. An opening, therefore,
had to be found for them. As militant suffragists
they had had dealings with the Home Office, and
had gained an insight into the cherished prejudices
and stereotyped outlook of officials. One
government department is very like another, and
to have approached the War Office at that time
would only have meant to court a rebuff. But
it was common knowledge that the French Army
was inadequately supplied with surgeons and
hospitals; and they turned their attention where
the need was great.

On the 12th of August these two doctors called
at the French Embassy and were received by one
of the secretaries in an absolutely airless room.
The atmosphere was enhanced by red damask
wall hangings and upholstery, and by an aroma
of stale cigar smoke. In somewhat rusty French
they laid before him an offer to raise and equip a
surgical unit for service in France. The secretary
may have been rather mystified as to their intentions;
for medical women were off his horizon.
Very likely he never realised that they themselves
intended to go to the aid of the French wounded;
but he affirmed again and again the real need of
France for medical and surgical aid, for stores of
all kinds and for English nurses. He begged
‘Mesdames’ to call upon the President of the
French Red Cross in London and discuss the matter
with her, and, tendering with the utmost courtesy
a card of introduction, he directed them to her
house.

Madame Brasier de Thuy was the President of
the branch of the French Red Cross known as
‘L’Union des Femmes de France.’ The title of
her Society was attractive, and she herself combined
great charm of manner with a pleasing
personality. Although she was oppressed with
anxiety for the safety of France and the welfare
of her relations, she was working hard to raise
money and necessaries for the French Red
Cross.

She had few fellow-workers and no organisation
to help her, and both she and Monsieur Brasier
de Thuy often wrote and toiled far into the night.
She received with great cordiality the offer of a
fully equipped surgical unit, comprised of women
doctors and trained nurses. Surgeons were a
godsend and English nurses an indescribable boon.
No difficulties were raised; and the offer was
transmitted to the headquarters of her Society
in Paris. Within a week, a formal acceptance
from Paris reached Dr. Garrett Anderson, accompanied
by a request that the unit might be
organised at once and be ready, if required, to
start on the 1st of September.

There remained exactly twelve days of August
in which to raise the funds required, find a staff
and purchase the equipment and all the stores
which would be needed.

The appeal for money was made privately and
met with a prompt and generous response. Mrs.
Garrett Anderson, M.D., Mrs. Granger and Sir
Alan Anderson led the way with large donations.
Miss S.A. Turle, Miss Janie Allan and other
women interested in women’s work sent liberal
help. Letters of encouragement and further subscriptions
poured in, and within a fortnight the
sum of £2000 was placed to the credit of the
Women’s Hospital Corps, which was the name
decided upon for the unit.

This amount was enough to purchase the
equipment, defray the preliminary expenses and
leave a working balance in hand.

At that time the authorities in Paris had not
decided where the Corps was to be located; it
was thought that it might be established in a
château near Belfort, where it would have to be
self-dependent; and this possibility had to be
taken into account when making purchases.
Comprehensive lists of drugs, stores and hospital
equipment were drawn up with a view to all
emergencies. Many kinds of serum were included,
with cases of invalid foods and chloroform, chests
of tea, clothing, blankets, camp bedsteads, enamel
ware and a full set of surgical instruments.
Altogether, £1000 was spent on the equipment,
which afterwards proved to be adequate for the
needs of both the hospitals managed by the
Corps.

Offers of service were gladly accepted from
Dr. Gertrude Gazdar, Dr. Hazel Cuthbert and
Dr. Grace Judge. Many applications were considered
from nurses and from girls anxious to go
out as supernumeraries or orderlies; and the
staff was rapidly completed. It was decided to
include a few male nurses, and in order to find
suitable men recourse was had to the St. John’s
Ambulance Association, at St. John’s Gate, Clerkenwell.

In these early days every public office probably
presented an air of chaos, and ‘The Gate’ was no
exception. In the central hall a swarm of people
circulated without ceasing through a maze of
chairs and tables; loud crashes of falling furniture,
due to the entanglement of umbrellas and
draperies, punctuated the incessant conversations.
Every one was friendly, anxious to help
and willing to work, but the confusion and noise
of voices had a bewildering effect.
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ORDERLY HODGSON IN THE UNIFORM
OF THE WOMEN’S HOSPITAL CORPS


(Page10)


(Photo, Stuart)






[image: ]

A WARD IN THE HÔTEL CLARIDGE
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In the smaller rooms some kind of departmental
order was growing. With real kindness, the
authorities gave advice and assistance, and one
of the officials put the doctors into touch with
two first-class male nurses, who proved most
valuable assistants.

The place was full of rumours and of special
information brought over by its Commissioners
about military matters and German atrocities.
All the head officials appeared to have different
opinions and to come to different decisions, and
one old gentleman, who held a high office, kept
saying, ‘Kitchener will never let you cross,
you know. Does Kitchener know you are going?
He won’t let any one cross.’

‘The Gate’ distrusted the French Red Cross,
and was quite sure that if anything was left for
it to do it would be muddled; and the French
Red Cross could not understand why ‘The Gate’
should offer to arrange about passports and
baggage, since it was quite able to do all that
itself. As a matter of fact, the arrangements
for the transport of baggage were made, and
most excellently made, by Monsieur Brasier de
Thuy.

The packing was done by Messrs. John Barker
& Co., of Kensington, a firm which also supplied
a great part of the equipment. When the bales
and boxes were complete, they were piled in the
street outside their premises and made an imposing
array. There were more than a hundred packages—many
large Red Cross cases with padlocks, all
labelled and painted with ‘Croix Rouge Française’
and ‘Women’s Hospital Corps,’ with lists
of their contents noted on them and the address.
Piled on the top of them were enormous bales of
wool and blankets, pillows and clothing. The
display attracted crowds of interested spectators
as it lay under the awnings, and members of the
Corps who saw it thrilled with anticipation and
eagerness.

The uniform of the Corps had been chosen
carefully. It consisted of a short skirt with a
loose, well-buttoned-up tunic, and was made of
covert coating of a greenish-grey colour. The
material was light and durable, and stood wear
and weather well. The medical officers had red
shoulder straps with the Corps initials, ‘W.H.C.,’
worked on them in white, and the orderlies had
white collars and shoulder straps with red letters.
The white was not serviceable, and at a later date
blue was substituted for it. Small cloth hats
with veils and overcoats to match made a very
comfortable and useful outfit.



That uniform was a passport which admitted
the women who wore it to offices, bureaus, stations,
canteens, wherever their work took them. It was
equally correct in hospitals, in ambulances, in
the streets of Paris and among troops. In some
magic way it opened doors and hearts and
pockets.

The Parisians murmured, ‘C’est chic, ça!’

The senior British officer asked, ‘Who designed
your uniform?’

And the subaltern said, ‘Where did you get
that jolly kit?’

Feminine, graceful, business-like, it was invaluable
as an introduction to the character of the
Corps.

Before leaving England, it was necessary to
appoint a representative in London to receive
gifts and to send over these and any extra things
which might be wanted. Dr. Louisa Woodcock
undertook this work, and found that it was no
sinecure. For as soon as the work of the hospital
in Paris became known at home, her correspondence
increased by leaps and bounds and her house
was crowded with sacks and parcels coming
from all parts of the country.

Her interest in the formation of the unit was
only equalled by that of Mrs. Garrett Anderson,
the pioneer woman doctor, who, though eighty
years of age, came up to London in order that she
might hear all the details at first hand.

‘If you go,’ she said, ‘and if you succeed, you
will put your cause forward a hundred years.’


CHAPTER II

ARRIVAL IN PARIS



Table of Contents



The authorities in Paris did not require the unit
to travel until later than the date originally
suggested. It was September before they decided
that it should be located in Paris and should
open a hospital in the Hôtel Claridge, which had
been placed at the disposal of the French Red
Cross.

On Tuesday the 14th of September 1914 the
Women’s Hospital Corps left Victoria for Paris.
The heavy baggage had gone the day before, and
was to be forwarded on the boat by which the
party would travel. Empty trucks were to await
it on the other side, and these were to be attached
to the Paris train.

A personal friend among the traffic managers
reserved a saloon for the travellers and procured
them the great privilege of having friends on the
platform to see them off. This was immensely
appreciated, and many well-wishers gathered round
them, offering greetings and tokens of affection
in the form of flowers and fruits. Madame
Brasier de Thuy and her husband, accompanied
by several French ladies, were there. Mrs. Granger
came with her arms full of grapes. Many
women doctors, well-known suffragists, journalists
and photographers joined the little crowd.
Relatives brought roses and chocolates, and ladies
with sons in France asked that letters and parcels
might be conveyed to them.

A little apart, Mrs. Garrett Anderson, a dignified
figure, old and rather bent, stood quietly observing
the bustle and handshaking. One wondered of
what she was thinking as she contemplated this
development of the work she had begun. Her
eyes were tender and wistful as she watched her
daughter in uniform directing the party and
calling the roll of the Corps. A friend beside her
said:

‘Are you not proud, Mrs. Anderson?’

The light of battle—of old battles fought long
ago—came into her face as she raised her head
and surveyed the scene.

‘Yes,’ she answered. ‘Twenty years younger,
I would have taken them myself.’

* * * * *

Late that afternoon the boat steamed into
Dieppe, past the long low lines of the Quay,
outlined by silent, watching people. As the
women in uniform followed one by one down the
gangway, the groups of sailors and porters gazed
at them with grave attention. The English
Consul had come to meet them, and wished that
they were staying in Dieppe; for the hospitals
were crowded with wounded and there were not
enough helpers. The agent, M. Guérin, was there
too, with his complement of empty trucks for the
baggage, which, it now transpired, had not been
put on the boat. The perjured purser, who had
given assurances that all was well, stood ashamed;
but M. Guérin, claiming him as a great friend of
his son, demanded that he should use his best
endeavours to expedite the missing luggage.
Leaving them to arrange the matter between them,
the women followed the Consul to the Douane.

A picturesque old French lady in a chenille cap
asked no questions but made marks with a stubby
bit of chalk on the hand-baggage; an excitable
British Red Cross lady explained that nothing
was any good here. ‘The red tape was awful—all
the arrangements had broken down. The
sepsis was appalling. The town was full of
Germans whose legs and arms had been cut off
and who were being sent to Havre next day
like that!!’

And so talking the party came to the station,
and travelling like soldiers, ‘sans billets,’ on
account of their uniform, they were hustled into
the train, which jolted slowly away.

The last part of the journey was very slow,
and Paris was not reached till ten o’clock at night.
From Pontoise onwards the train was held up at
every little station, and gentlemen in blue blouses
came to the carriage windows asking with immense
interest who the travellers were and where they
were going, or volunteering amazing information
on military matters, and as it grew dark indicating
lights which they called patrolling aeroplanes or
signals or searchlights.

The Gare du Nord was dimly lit and there were
no porters on the platform, but a representative
of the French Red Cross met the train with the
information that rooms were reserved in the
Station Hotel. He watched with silent astonishment
while Orderly Campbell and Orderly Hodgson
commandeered a large luggage trolley and, having
loaded it with all the bags and wraps, proceeded
to trundle it out of the station. Then drawing
a deep breath, he led the way through the darkness
to the hotel. The station entrance to it
was locked; the lifts were not working; the
cuisinier was mobilised. There could be no supper.
Impossible even to make a chocolat. But there
were bedrooms on the third floor, and the ladies
might go up and take their choice. So, shouldering
the bags, they mounted the half-lit staircase,
found a whole corridor of rooms at their disposal,
and settled down cheerfully to picnic out of the
still well-stocked luncheon baskets.

The following morning the President of the
French Red Cross, Madame Pérouse, called at the
Hôtel to discuss matters with Dr. Louisa Garrett
Anderson and Dr. Flora Murray. She was a
charming old lady, gentle and unaccustomed to
office work. She was confused by the multiple
claims made upon her, and oppressed by the
burden of work, which was far beyond her strength
and her powers.

Speaking no language but her own, without a
stenographer or typewriter, and supported by
officials who were all advanced in years, her difficulties
must have been very great, and no one
could blame her if she was not entirely successful.
There was friction to contend with between the
three branches of the Red Cross, which caused
overlapping instead of co-ordination of effort;
and each and every section had obstruction to
meet from the Army Medical Department, the
military authorities and the Military Governor
of Paris. Thus, if the Society seemed slow in
its decisions and uncertain in its action, there
were extenuating circumstances; and the number
of old people at the head of affairs could
not fail to be a drawback. For has it not
been written: ‘Men of age object too much,
consult too long, adventure too little, repent too
soon, and seldom drive business home to the full
period’?

Madame Pérouse was accompanied by an
English doctor, who was attached to another
voluntary hospital. He gave a lurid account
of the French Army, its hospitals and the state
of its wounded as he saw them, including in his
remarks advice against trusting the French Red
Cross or anything else that was French. While
he talked to Dr. Garrett Anderson, Dr. Murray
came to an understanding with Madame Pérouse.
Realising that the old lady really did not know
what she wanted them to do and had no instructions
to give, she proposed that they should go
with her to the Hôtel Claridge and inform themselves
as to the possibilities of that building.

The Hôtel Claridge was a large modern caravanserai
on the Champs Élysées. As the builders
had only just completed their work, the walls
were hardly dry, and the floors were covered with
débris. The whitening had not been cleaned off
the windows, and men were still working at the
electric light and in the boiler house. On the
ground floor a series of large salons and dining-rooms
opened out of one another. They had been
designed so that no ray of sunlight ever entered
them! But they were structurally capable of
making good wards for a hundred patients.
Luxurious and comfortably furnished bedrooms
on the first floor offered accommodation for the
staff, and large stores of new beds and expensive
blankets were available. The building was intersected
by long gloomy corridors, each one laid
with an elaborate tesselated pavement and decorated
with enormous mirrors. The chauffage
had not yet been persuaded to act, and the
atmosphere was cold and damp; but there were
many conveniences in the shape of gas ovens and
sinks as well as service-rooms—a fact which made
the Hôtel a suitable place for a hospital.

The French Red Cross had already accepted the
services of a Red Cross commandant and a small
party of English nurses, and had quartered them
in the Hôtel. Madame Pérouse proposed to
attach them to the staff of the Women’s Hospital
Corps and to let them work under the direction of
the doctors. In the kitchen a chef had been
installed, with some Belgian women to assist him,
and the rest of the establishment included
M. Perrin, the engineer, and M. André, the concierge,
with his wife and family.

It was obvious that the Unit ought to move in
at once and begin to get the wards into order.
Meanwhile, there were certain formalities to be
observed. The members of the staff had to be
registered with the police; cards of identity had
to be issued for each one of them; photographs
were needed to complete these; and arm brassards
with cryptic figures must be procured from the
offices of the French Red Cross in the rue de
Thann.

The Red Cross offices were the scene of great
activity. In one large room numbers of ladies
were engaged in writing examination papers
which would qualify them as nurses after an
intensive fifteen days’ course of study. They
were ‘très bien mises,’ and the first lecture of the
course gave careful instructions for the care of
the hands and complexion, and included recipes
for the preparation of pommades and other cosmetics!
In an adjacent room ladies in white
robes were winding bandages; and an office upstairs
was tenanted by two gentlemen who occupied
the position of directeurs.

The senior of these two was M. le Docteur M——,
a man of a highly irritable nature which made
him a terror to the Red Cross ladies. ‘Pour rien
du tout,’ they whispered, his long grey hair
would stand on end, his pendulous cheeks quiver
and his corpulent person be convulsed; then,
with threatening finger and bitter gibes, he would
drive them from his presence. His method of
conducting affairs was unintelligible to British
people; and seeing how obstructive and perverse
he was, it was a marvel that his staff accomplished
anything. Dr. Garrett Anderson and Dr. Flora
Murray, having stated their requirements to a
secretary, were asked to sit down while he made
out some papers for them, and from two chairs
against the wall they had leisure to make their
observations. With deep interest they heard a
senior clerk try to obtain a decision from M. le
Docteur and his white-haired, sleepy colleague as
to the situation of ‘L’Hôpital Base des Alliés.’
Both directors were deaf, and he had to read the
letter in question in a loud voice. The letter
was ten days old, and the clerk urged this as a
reason for deciding that afternoon.

‘Il y a déjà dix jours,’ he pleaded.

‘Et s’il y avait vingt jours!’ roared M. le
Docteur; and suddenly subsided as he became
aware of the interested spectators against the
wall.

The clerk tried another line, produced a map
and made further suggestions; but the older
gentleman was tired of the matter. He turned
his back on his colleague—still growling over the
map—and concentrated his attention upon ‘ces
dames anglaises.’

The papers being ready, the secretary directed
them to another office where brassards might be
obtained. Here a lady, with great volubility
and in most rapid French, explained her intricate
reasons for not giving them any! And as they
did not much mind whether they had them or
not, they bade her a friendly farewell and left the
premises. Just outside they met M. Falcouz and
laid the foundation of a pleasant little friendship.
With his white hair ‘en brosse’ and his little
tufted beard, he presented a sufficiently un-English
and interesting appearance. It was his
habit always to dress in black and to wear a black
satin tie and gloves two sizes too large for him.
He was the Red Cross Treasurer, and as beseemed
his office, he beamed on the doctors and fell to
discussing money matters.

‘Have you money? How have you raised it?’
he asked.

On hearing how the money had been found, he
exclaimed:

‘Épatant.’

And then added:

‘In France it would not be possible, mesdames.
Nobody would be trusted with such a sum!’
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The second morning in Paris found the Corps
busily engaged at the Hôtel Claridge. There was
a great deal of cleaning to do and many arrangements
to make before the place would be habitable.
In the centre of the building was a handsome
paved hall with a many-coloured marble table
and enormous glass chandeliers. Out of this
four good-sized salons opened, and it was in these
that wards were first arranged.

The salons were only divided from one another
by plate glass; and some degree of privacy is
necessary for a ward. Doctors and nurses alike
put on aprons and rolled up their sleeves, and while
some cleaned the whitening off the glass, the others
pasted the lower part over with white paper.
With help from the Belgian refugees, who were
lodged on the seventh story, the floors were
cleaned and polished, beds were put up and order
began to be evolved.

The ladies’ cloakroom, with its pavement, its
hot-water supply and basins, was converted into
the operating theatre. A gas steriliser and a
powerful electric light were fixed in it. Though
small, it proved serviceable and well equipped.

The cleaning was sufficiently advanced to allow
of the Corps moving into its quarters on the first
floor next day, and they spent the morning carrying
bedding and furniture down to the wards.
These at once began to have a professional look,
and by concentrating on two wards they were
successful in getting fifty beds prepared for patients
by the evening.

The work of preparation was at its height when
a doctor from the American hospital walked in.
Upon the outbreak of the war, the American
colony in Paris had organised their fine hospital
in the Lycée at Neuilly and had established a
fleet of ambulances. Their ambulances enabled
them to carry hundreds of men from the fighting
line in to Paris. Both French and British wounded
were in terrible straits; for there was no organised
motor transport service, and the Armies depended
on the railways for the removal of the sick and
injured. The long delays and the conditions under
which the men lay whilst waiting for removal
were fatal, and the American service was the
means of saving numbers of lives.
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