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Introduction



For this book, I have sought out a number of unseen photographs of Winston Churchill and, rather than simply describe them in a one- or two-line caption, I have tried to convey the background to the event and to capture Churchill’s feelings at the time the photograph was taken. I have used his own words or the words of those close to him, or against him, to enhance the images.


Churchill: The Life also contains copies of his great speeches and facsimiles of his letters – sometimes acerbic, sometimes boisterous, but always enlightening. We discover how difficult and disenchanting Churchill found life at school and how he pleaded with his mother and father to show him some affection. We see how his confidence grew at Sandhurst and his reputation develops during his adventures as a young soldier and war correspondent.


We observe how, on his entry into Parliament, he began a whole new and successful life, which was eventually overshadowed by the Dardanelles Campaign. Churchill’s time serving in the trenches of the Great War is vividly portrayed by those who served alongside him.


Throughout the book I have tried to capture the basis of his emotional life with his wife Clementine and their family.


Clementine certainly had the patience of a saint, but their letters, from the early days of their courtship until the end of his life, were never less than tender. Clementine was at times tough in her response to Winston’s wild dreams, yet she was also comforting, particularly during his years in the political wilderness, when he saw himself as abandoned and held in ridicule for pointing out the inexorable rise of Nazi Germany.


Churchill’s many trips to America before, during and after the war were in his view essential to the nation’s defence. They were also a source of income and of inspiration, but it was his home life, at Chartwell, and his love of Clementine that truly sustained him.


The sense of destiny that had been with him since adolescence sustained him through the wilderness years and was vindicated in 1940, when, at the age of 65, he became Prime Minister in his country’s time of greatest need. This book endeavours to capture the life of a man whose abounding confidence and belief in victory steadied the hearts of a nation, even long after the war was won.


While at Harrow, Winston, like all 16-year-old boys, discussed his hopes and expectations for the future with his friends. Murland de Grasse Evans remembered a conversation with him:


‘Will you go into the army?’ I asked.


‘I don’t know, it is probable, but I shall have great adventures beginning soon after I leave here.’


‘Are you going into politics? Following your famous father?’


‘I don’t know, but it is more than likely because, you see, I am not afraid to speak in public.’


‘You do not seem at all clear about your intentions or your desires.’


‘That may be, but I have a wonderful idea of where I shall be eventually. I have dreams about it.’


‘Where is that?’ I enquired.


‘Well, I can see vast changes coming over a now peaceful world; great upheavals, terrible struggles; wars such as one cannot imagine; and I tell you London will be in danger – London will be attacked and I shall be very prominent in the defence of London.’


‘How can you talk like that?’ I said; ‘we are for ever safe from invasion, since the days of Napoleon.’


‘I see further ahead than you do. I see into the future. This country will be subjected somehow, to a tremendous invasion, by what means I do not know, but (warming up to his subject) I tell you I shall be in command of the defences of London and I shall save London and England from disaster.’


‘Will you be a general, then, in command of the troops?’


‘I don’t know; dreams of the future are blurred but the main objective is clear. I repeat – London will be in danger and in the high position I shall occupy, it will fall to me to save the Capital and save the Empire.’
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1874–1892


Childhood:
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‘She shone for me like the Evening Star. I loved her dearly – but at a distance,’ wrote Winston Churchill of his glamorous mother.


Lady Randolph Churchill As a 19-year-old, American heiress Jennie Jerome had captivated young Lord Randolph Churchill during a ball on HMS Ariadne. Within three days the 24-year-old aristocrat had proposed, and the couple married on 15 April 1874.


The young diplomat Edgar Vincent, later Viscount D’Abernon, memorably recalled seeing Jennie for the first time in Dublin in the late 1870s:


‘A dark, lithe figure, standing somewhat apart and appearing to be of another texture to those around her, radiant, translucent, intense. A diamond star in her hair, her favourite ornament – its lustre dimmed by the flashing glory of her eyes. More of the panther than of the woman in her look, but with a cultivated intelligence unknown to the jungle. Her courage not less great than that of her husband – fit mother for descendants of the great Duke. With all these attributes of brilliancy, such kindliness and high spirits that she was universally popular. Her desire to please, her delight in life, and the genuine wish that all should share her joyous faith in it, made her centre of a devoted circle.’


Such brilliance and kindliness, however, did not extend to spending much time with her infant sons in their nursery, and Winston saw little of his mother during his childhood. Their relationship would become much closer after Randolph’s death in 1895.
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Lord Randolph Churchill Lord Randolph Henry Spencer-Churchill was the third son of the 7th Duke of Marlborough and Lady Frances Vane. In 1874, aged just 25, he was elected to Parliament as the member for Woodstock, shortly before Winston’s birth. He would serve as Chancellor of the Exchequer, Leader of the House of Commons and Secretary of State for India before his death at the age of 45.


The young, affection-starved Winston deeply admired his father, but found him as emotionally distant as his mother. ‘To me he seemed to own the key to everything…worth having,’ he wrote in a later memoir. ‘But if ever I began to show the slightest idea of comradeship, he was immediately offended.’


However, Randolph was unquestionably Winston’s political inspiration. Shortly after his father’s death, Winston told Strand Magazine, he ‘read industriously every word he had ever spoken and learnt by heart large portions of his speeches… He seemed to me to have possessed in the days of his prime the key alike to popular oratory and political action… Although a loyal Tory, he was in fact during the whole of his political life…a liberal-minded man.’


Elsewhere he wrote of the catastrophe of his father’s early death: ‘All my dreams of comradeship with him, of entering Parliament at his side and in his support, were ended. There remained for me only to pursue his aims and vindicate his memory.’
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‘When does one first begin to remember?’ wrote Churchill. ‘When do the waving lights and shadows of dawning consciousness cast their print upon the mind of a child?’’


A painted cameo of Winston as a baby Winston Churchill was born on 30 November 1874. His parents had planned for their son to be born at their London home on Charles Street, but he arrived, reportedly six weeks prematurely, while the couple were staying at Blenheim Palace, the Oxfordshire residence of the Dukes of Marlborough. Randolph described the unexpected nature of Winston’s birth in a letter to his mother-in-law:


‘She [Jennie] had a fall on Tuesday walking with the shooters, and a rather imprudent and rough drive in a pony carriage brought on the pains on Saturday night. We tried to stop them, but it was no use. They went on all Sunday. Of course the Oxford physician did not come. We telegraphed for the London man, Dr Hope, but he did not arrive till this morning. The country Dr is however a clever man, and the baby was safely born at 1.30 this morning after about 8 hours of labour.’


However, another account, by Jennie’s sister, told how Jennie was dancing at a ball held in the great ballroom before her contractions started. There was no time to find a suitable bedroom and so Winston was born in a nearby room, which that night had been turned into a temporary cloakroom.
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Portrait of Winston aged five Before Winston’s second birthday the family moved to Ireland, where the Prime Minister, Benjamin Disraeli, had appointed his grandfather as Lord-Lieutenant. Randolph Churchill accompanied his father as secretary, and for nearly three years the family lived in a house called ‘The Little Lodge’. Here, at the age of five, Winston sat for a portrait.


Ringlets of Winston’s hair, preserved in the Birth Room at Blenheim Palace
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‘My nurse was my confidante. Mrs Everest it was who looked after me and tended all my wants. It was to her I poured out many troubles’.


Winston’s nurse Mrs Everest, whom he affectionately called ‘Woom’ or ‘Woomany’ ‘My nurse was my confidante. Mrs Everest it was who looked after me and tended all my wants. It was to her I poured out many troubles... Before she came to us, she had brought up for 12 years a little girl called Ella, the daughter of a clergyman who lived in Cumberland. “Little Ella”, though I never saw her, became a feature of my life. I knew all about her; what she liked to eat; how she used to say her prayers; in what ways she was naughty and in what ways she was good. I had a vivid picture in my mind of her home in the North country.


I was also taught to be very fond of Kent. It was, Mrs Everest said, “the garden of England”. She had been born at Chatham, and was immensely proud of Kent. No county could compare with Kent, any more than any other country could compare with England. Ireland, for instance, was nothing like so good. As for France, Mrs Everest, who had at one time wheeled me in my perambulator up and down what she called the “Shams Elizzie”, thought very little of it. Kent was the place. Its capital was Maidstone, and all round Maidstone there grew strawberries, cherries, raspberries and plums. Lovely!


I always wanted to live in Kent.’
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Winston aged two, with his mother, 1876 Winston had arrived in Dublin dressed, as was the fashion, like a girl. At that time boys and girls were dressed alike for the first few years of their lives, a custom that continued until the period of austerity following the First World War. Winston’s frilly petticoats were gradually replaced by more boyish attire. Later his mother was to write to her husband, who went to London from time to time to attend Parliament:


‘Winston is flourishing tho’ rather X the last 2 days more teeth I think…’


‘Winston has just been with me – such a darling he is – “I can’t have my Mama go – & if she does I will run after the train & jump in,” he said to me. I have told Everest to take him out for a drive tomorrow if it is fine – as it is better the stables shd have a little work…’


‘I bought Winston an elephant this afternoon which he has been asking me for some time, & I was on the point of saying to the shop-woman “An ephelant.” I just stopped myself in time…’


Winston in Dublin at the age of five, with his mother’s sister Leonie (later Lady Leslie) ‘It was at “The Little Lodge” I was first menaced with Education,’ Winston later wrote. ‘The approach of a sinister figure described as “the Governess” was announced. Her arrival was fixed for a certain day. In order to prepare for this day Mrs. Everest produced a book called Reading without Tears. It certainly did not justify its title in my case. I was made aware that before the Governess arrived I must be able to read without tears…


‘We toiled each day. My nurse pointed with a pen at the different letters. I thought it all very tiresome. Our preparations were by no means completed when the fateful hour struck and the governess was due to arrive. I did what so many oppressed peoples have done in similar circumstances: I took to the woods. I hid in the extensive shrubberies – forests they seemed – which surrounded “The Little Lodge”. Hours passed before I was retrieved and handed over to “the Governess”.’
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Right: Winston in a sailor suit, 1881 His parents left Dublin in 1880, taking Winston and his baby brother, who had been born in February, with them to London to prepare for the general election which saw his father reelected. At Easter 1882 Winston was at Blenheim and from there his beloved nurse took him to the Isle of Wight, where her sister lived:


‘When I first stayed at Ventnor we were fighting a war with the Zulus...They killed a great many of our soldiers, but judging from the pictures, not nearly so many as our soldiers killed of them. I was very angry with the Zulus, and glad to hear they were being killed...After a while it seemed that they were all killed, because this particular war came to an end and there were no more pictures of the Zulus in the papers.’


On another occasion, ‘we saw a great splendid ship with all her sails set, passing the shore only a mile or two away. “That is a troopship,” they said, “bringing the men back from the war.” … Then all of a sudden there were black clouds and wind and the first drop of a storm, and we just scrambled home.... The next time I went out on those cliffs there was no splendid ship in full sail, but three black masts were pointed out to me, sticking up out of the water in a stark way. She was the Eurydice. She had capsized in this very squall and gone to the bottom with three hundred soldiers on board. The divers went down to bring up the corpses. I was told – and it made a scar on my mind – that some of the divers had fainted with terror at seeing the fish eating the bodies of the poor soldiers who had been drowned just as they were coming back home after all their hard work and danger in fighting savages.’


Opposite: Winston, 1885
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‘Much worse peril began to threaten. I was to go to school. I was now seven years old. And I was what grown-up people in their off-hand way called a “troublesome boy”.’


Report from 1 March to 9 April 1884, St George’s School, Ascot


Composition: Improved Translation: Improved Grammar: Improved Diligence: Conduct has been exceedingly bad. He’s not to be trusted to do any one thing. He has however notwithstanding made decided progress.


No. of times late: 20. Very disgraceful History and Geography: Very good, especially History General conduct: Very bad – is a constant trouble to everybody and is always in some scrape or other.


‘How I hated this school, and what a life of anxiety I lived,’ Winston was to write later about St George’s. ‘I made very little progress at my lessons, and none at all at games. I counted the days and the hours to the end of every term, when I should return home from this hateful servitude and range my soldiers in line of battle on the nursery floor.


‘The greatest pleasure I had in those days was reading. When I was nine and a half my father gave me Treasure Island, and I remember the delight with which I devoured it. My teachers saw me at once backward and precocious, reading books beyond my years and yet at the bottom of the Form. They were offended. They had large resources of compulsion at their disposal, but I was stubborn. Where my reason, imagination or interests were not engaged, I would not or I could not learn.’
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A letter from Winston to his mother, 1883 It looks as if young Winston was writing this letter unsupervised and from the heart. Other letters from the school are written much more neatly. Here he begs his mother to visit him and covers the page with hugs and kisses (crosses and circles).
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‘This was a smaller school than the one I had left. It was also cheaper and less pretentious. But there was an element of kindness and of sympathy which I had found conspicuously lacking in my first experience.’
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Left: Pupils and staff at Churchill’s boarding school in Brighton, run by the Misses Thomson As a young boy Churchill suffered from repeated bouts of ill health, so much so that the family doctor advised that he should leave St George’s in Ascot (which Churchill called St James’s in his memoirs) and go to a school by the sea.


Above: Winston Churchill, 1884 Churchill later wrote in My Early Life:


‘ Our family doctor, the celebrated Robson Roose, then practised at Brighton; and as I was now supposed to be very delicate, it was thought desirable that I should be under his constant care. I was accordingly, in 1883, transferred to a school at Brighton kept by two ladies.


‘This was a smaller school that the one I had left. It was also cheaper and less pretentious. But there was an element of kindness and of sympathy which I had found conspicuously lacking in my first experience. Here I remained for three years; and though I very nearly died from an attack of double pneumonia, I got gradually much stronger in that bracing air and gentle surroundings. At this school I was allowed to learn things which interested me: French, History, lots of Poetry by heart, and above all Riding and Swimming. The impression of those years makes a pleasant picture in my mind, in strong contrast to my earlier schooldays memories.’
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‘Darling Mummy I despair,’ Churchill wrote in a letter home while he was at Harrow. ‘I’m so wretched. I don’t know what to do. Don’t be angry I am so miserable.’


Harrow School register of pupils and their next of kin Churchill entered Harrow School as a boarder in April 1888. This extract from the Admissions Register is part of the 1822–1892 volume. Every boy who was admitted to Harrow was recorded in a handwritten register like this. Entries tended to include the boy’s name, date of birth, current address and father’s name. Sometimes they also noted the boarding houses which boys entered and the name of the master in charge.


Lady Randolph Churchill with her sons, Winston and Jack, in London, 1889 By this time, Winston was at Harrow.
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Letter from Winston to his mother, December 1891


My darling Mummy, Welldon [the headmaster] whom I have just seen says ‘I am going to let you go home for the Sunday and that’s all.’ He says one thing to you, but quite another to me. If he doesn’t let me come home till Sat.


I do hope you will let me have 2 or 3 more days. Darling Mummy, do attend to my letter. I am so wretched. Even now I weep. Please my darling Mummy be kind to your loving son. Don’t let my silly letters make you angry. Let me at least think that you love me. – Darling Mummy I despair. I’m so wretched. I don’t know what to do. Don’t be angry I am so miserable.


Please don’t expect me to go on Monday if he doesn’t let me come till then. Oh how I wish I had not believed him. How I have been tricked. I don’t know what to do. Do please write something kind to me. I am very sorry if I have ‘riled’ you before. I did only want to explain things from my point of view.


Good Bye my darling Mummy.


With best love I remain, Ever your loving son WINSTON.


Letter from Winston to his mother, June 1891


Dear Mamma, I wish you would try & get someone to come down here on Speech Day. I suppose grand mamma Duchess could not come.


Try and get Auntie Clara to come if no inconvenience to her. Do get someone as I shall be awfully ‘out of it’ if no one comes. Next Thursday is Speech Day.


Please try and arrange something darling Mummy. I hope to be able to spend Lord’s at Banstead with you. Jack will probably be well enough by then.


Good bye Mamma with Love & Kisses I remain Your loving son WINSTON S. CHURCHILL


23









[image: image]





‘This interlude at school’, Churchill wrote of his time at Harrow, ‘makes a sombre grey patch upon the chart of my journey. It was an unending spell of worries that did not seem petty.’


Roll call or ‘bill’ at Harrow, with Winston third from the left ‘The Harrow custom of calling the roll is different from that of Eton. At Eton the boys stand in a cluster and lift their hats when their names are called. At Harrow they file past a Master in the school yard and answer one by one. My position was therefore revealed in its somewhat invidious humility…


I frequently heard the irrelevant comment, “Why, he’s last of all!”’


The old fourth form room at Harrow ‘[Harrow] was an unending spell of worries that did not seem petty,’ Churchill wrote, ‘and of toil uncheered by fruition; a time of discomfort, restriction and purposeless monotony.’
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A letter from Winston to his mother, c.1890 Winston would often include drawings within his letters. Here he is asking his mother’s advice about the trousers, knickerbockers, ‘nice and bagsy over knee’, jacket and waistcoat that he wanted to buy. He also enclosed a sample of the cloth that he wanted.


25









[image: image]





‘I thought my father with his experience and flair had discerned in me the qualities of military genius. But I was told later that he had only come to the conclusion that I was not clever enough to go to the Bar.’


Below and opposite: Harrow School Rifle Corps


The Corps’ tactics in mock battles were not impressive, as J.W.S. Tomlin, the head of the school, was later to recall:


‘Sergeant Grisdale, a fine specimen of the old army, used to drill a small squad every morning in the school yard, but very few kept their drills, and the field days, though jolly picnics, were often ludicrous from a military point of view. I remember on one occasion during a sham flight in Cassiobury Park, Watford, a master who was captain of the corps, tying a white handkerchief to the point of his sword, and going out of his company shouting to the enemy who were in close formation about fifty yards off: “Gentlemen, I maintain that you are all dead men.”’
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Above : Head Master’s House, Harrow School, 1892 Winston Churchill is seen here at the age of 17, peering at the photographer over the railings of the staircase to the left of his classmate George Philip Gurney Hoare. Many of the young men who gathered for this annual school photograph went on to distinguish themselves in the First World War. Hoare was badly wounded and died in hospital aged 39. Of the 2,917 Harrovians who served in the war, 642 lost their lives.


Churchill would later write about his own military career, remembering a conversation he had with his father at the age of 14:


‘This orientation was entirely due to my collection of soldiers. I had ultimately nearly fifteen hundred.


‘The day came when my father himself paid a formal visit of inspection. All the troops were arranged in the correct formation of attack. He spent twenty minutes studying the scene – which was really impressive – with a keen eye and captivating smile. At the end he asked me if I would like to go into the Army.


I thought it would be splendid to command an Army, so I said “Yes” at once: and immediately I was taken at my word. For years I thought my father with his experience and flair had discerned in me the qualities of military genius. But I was told later that he had only come to the conclusion that I was not clever enough to go to the Bar. However that may be, the toy soldiers turned the current of my life.’
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‘If you would only trace out a plan of action for yourself & carry it out & be determined to do so – I am sure you could accomplish anything you wished,’ wrote Churchill’s mother to her 15-year-old son.


Winston as a schoolboy, c.1889 Churchill’s school reports caused his parents continual anxiety. On 12 June 1890 his mother wrote to him: ‘…your work is an insult to your intelligence. If you would only trace out a plan of action for yourself & carry it out & be determined to do so – I am sure you could accomplish anything you wished. It is that thoughtlessness of yours which is your greatest enemy.’


Winston dressed as a junior boy at Harrow A fellow student at Harrow School at the time Winston was a pupil wrote to The Times in 1928:


‘If your mother wrote to ask if she could come down to see you, you told her what hat to wear, and if her figure was beyond the accepted standard, you suggested postponement; and above all, there should be no form of endearment. Mr. Winston Churchill invited his old nurse down for a day at Harrow to her intense happiness; she arrived in an old poke bonnet, her figure had attained ample proportions, and Mr. Churchill walked arm-in-arm with her in the street! It is about the nicest thing a Harrow boy has ever done.’
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The Harrow punishment book This extract from the Harrow punishment book is taken from a larger volume (1889–1965). Entries less than a hundred years old are closed to the public due to their personal nature. Punishment books were used to record the ‘crimes’ that boys committed (more often than not, the rules which they disobeyed) and the punishments that were meted out to offenders. Entries also include the name of the offending boy and of the master who delivered the punishment. Note that both misdemeanours and punishments are quite wide ranging: offences included lateness, rudeness and lighting a match in school. Churchill is listed here for ‘breaking into premises & doing damage’, the punishment for which was flogging.


Sketch for a battle plan These battle plans for an imaginary invasion of Russia by British forces were part of a school essay Churchill wrote in 1889. This 16-page manuscript was kept by Robert Somervell, a Harrow master who was an astute and thoughtful mentor in English and History to Winston.


Later in life Winston developed a love for painting, which possibly could have started here with these sketches.
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Letter from H.O.D. Davidson, Winston’s house master for his first three terms at Harrow, to Lady Randolph Churchill, 12 July 1888


Winston, I am sorry to say, has, if anything got worse as the term passed. Constantly late for school. Losing his books, and papers, and various other things in which I need not enter – he is so regular in his irregularity, that I really don’t know what to do: and sometimes think he cannot help it. But if he is unable to conquer this slovenliness (for I think all the complaints I have to make of him can be grouped under this head, though it takes various forms), he will never make a success of a public school. I hope you will take the opportunity to impress upon him very strongly the necessity of putting a check on himself in these matters, and trying to be more businesslike.


As far as ability goes he ought to be at the top of his form, whereas he is at the bottom. Yet I do not think he is idle: only his energy is fitful, and when he gets to his work it is generally too late for him to do it well. I thought it wd do him good to spend a day with you, and have therefore let him go: but unless he mends his ways, he will really have to be heavily punished… He is remarkable in many ways, and it would be a thousand pities if such good abilities were made useless by habitual negligence.


While at Harrow, Winston twice failed his exams for entry into Sandhurst and it was decided that he should go to a ‘crammer’ run by a Captain James. However, before he could start there he had to recover from a near fatal accident he had suffered while at his aunt’s estate at Bournemouth.
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Winston and his brother Jack, on holiday, 1892 In the winter of 1892, Winston visited his aunt, Lady Wimborne, at Bournemouth. Churchill later wrote, ‘[T]hrough the middle [of the estate] there fell to the sea level a deep cleft called a “chine”. Across this “chine” a rustic bridge nearly 50 yards long had been thrown. I was just 18 and on my holidays. My younger brother aged 12, and a cousin aged 14, proposed to chase me. After I had been hunted for twenty minutes ...I decided to cross the bridge. Arrived at its centre I saw to my consternation that my pursuers had divided their forces. One stood at each end of the bridge; capture seemed certain. But in a flash there came across me a great project. The chine which the bridge spanned was full of young fir trees. Their slender tops reached to the level of the footway. “Would it not,” I asked myself, “be possible to leap on to one of them and slip down the pole-like stem, breaking off each tier of branches as one descended, until the fall was broken?” I looked at it. I computed it. I meditated.... To plunge or not to


plunge, that was the question! In a second I had plunged, throwing out my arms to embrace the summit of the fir tree. The argument was correct; the data were absolutely wrong. It was three days before I regained consciousness and more than three months before I crawled from my bed.’


However hard on him his parents may have been while Winston had been at school, they now responded to his accident with urgency and compassion and thought nothing of the financial outlay. Churchill later wrote, ‘My father travelled over at full express from Dublin. He brought with him the greatest of London surgeons.’
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2


1893–1900 A Young Soldier:
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Churchill with his fellow cadets at Royal Military College, Sandhurst, 1894 On 3 September 1893, after three days as a cadet at Sandhurst, Winston wrote to his father: ‘The Discipline is extremely strict – Far stricter than Harrow. Hardly any law is given to juniors on joining. No excuse is ever taken – not even with a plea of “didn’t know” after the first few hours: and of course no such thing as unpunctuality or untidiness is tolerated. Still there is something very exhilarating in the military manner in which everything works; and I think that I shall like my life here during the next 18 months very much.’


He was to write later: ‘At Sandhurst I had a new start. I was no longer handicapped by past neglect of Latin, French or Mathematics. We had now to learn fresh things and we all started equal. Tactics, Fortification, Topography (mapmaking), Military Law and Military Administration formed the whole curriculum. In addition were Drill, Gymnastics and Riding. No one need play any game unless he wanted to. Discipline was strict and the hours of study and parade were long. One was very tired at the end of the day. I was deeply interested in my work, especially Tactics and Fortification.’
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constantcare. Iwas accordingly, in1883, transferred toa
school at Brighton kept by two ladies.

“This was asmaller school that the one I had left. It
wasalso cheaperand less pretentious. But there was an
elementof kindness and of sympathy which T had found
conspicuously lackingin my firstexperience. Here I
remained for three years; and though Ivery nearly died
from anattack of double pneumonia, I got gradually much
stronger in that bracing air and gentle surroundings. At this
school Iwas allowed tolearn things which interested me:
French, History, lots of Poetry by heart, and above all Riding
and Swimming. Theimpression of those years makes a
pleasant picture inmy mind, instrong contrast tomy earlier
schooldays memories.’
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“This interlude at school’, Churchill wrote of his
time at Harrow, ‘makes a sombre grey patch upon
the chartof my journey. It was an unending spell
of worries that did not seem petty.’

Rollcallor ‘bill’ at Harrow, with
‘Winston third from the left

“The Harrow custom of calling the roll
isdifferent from that of Eton. At Eton
theboys stand in acluster and lift their
hats when their names are called. At
Harrow they file past a Master in the
school yard and answer one by one.
My position was therefore revealed
inits somewhat invidious humility...
Ifrequently heard the irrelevant
comment, “Why, he’slast of all!™

The old fourth form room at Harrow
‘[Harrow] was an unendingspell

of worries thatdid not seem petty,”
Churchill wrote, ‘and of toil uncheered
by fruition; a time of discomfort,
restriction and purposeless monotony.’
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Aletter from Winston to his mother, c.1890

‘Winston would often include drawings within his letters.
Here he is asking his mother’s advice about the trousers,
knickerbockers, ‘nice and bagsy over knee’, jacketand
waistcoat that he wanted to buy. He alsoenclosed a sample
of the cloth that he wanted.
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‘Darling Mummy I despair,” Churchill wrote in
aletter home while he was at Harrow. ‘T'm so
wretched. I don’t know what to do. Don’t be
angry Iam so miserable.’
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Harrow School register of pupils and their next

ofkin

Churchill entered Harrow School asaboarder in April1888.
This extract from the Admissions Registeris part of the
1822-1892volume. Every boy who was admitted to Harrow
was recorded in a handwritten register like this. Entries
tended toinclude the boy’s name, date of birth, current
address and father’s name. Sometimes they also noted the
boarding houses which boys entered and the name of the
master incharge.

Lady Randolph Churchill with her sons, Winston
and Jack, in London, 1889
By this time, Winston was at Harrow.
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Letter from Winston to his mother, December 1891

Mydarling Mummy,

Welldon [the ] whom I havejust seensays Tam goingto
letyougohomefor the Sunday and that's all.’ He says one thingto
you, but quite another to me. If be doesn’tlet me come home ill Sat.
Idohopeyouwillletmebave 20r3more days. Darling Mummy, do
attendtomyletter. Iam sowretched. Even now Iweep. Please my
darling Mummy be kind to your loving son. Don’tlet mysilly letters
makeyouangry. Let me at least think that you love me. - Darling
Mummy Idespair. I'msowretched. Idon’tknowwhattodo. Don’tbe
angrylamsomiserable.

Pleasedon’t expect meto goon Monday if be doesn’tlet me come till
then. OhhowIwish I ba{lnntbeheued bim. How Ihave beentricked. I
don’t todo. D indtome. Iamvery
sorryifIhave ‘riled’you before. I did onlywant to explain things from
mypointofview.

Good Bye my darling Mummy.
With bestlove I remain, Everyourloving son
WINSTON.

[,_”Ld wof— e -

Letter from Winston to his mother, June1891

Dear Mamma,
Twishyouwouldtry &get Jownbereon Speech
Day.I. Duch 1.

Try and get Auntie Clarato come ifno inconvenienceto ber. Do
getsomeoneas Ishall beawfully ‘outofit’ ifno one comes. Next
Thursday is Speech Day.

Please tryand arrange something darling Mummy. I hopeto be
abletospend Lord’s at Banstead with you. Jackwill probably be
wellenough by then.

Good bye Mammawith Love & Kisses

Iremain Yourlovingson

WINSTON S. CHURCHILL
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‘If you would only trace out a plan of action for
yourself & carry it out & be determined to do so - I
am sure you could accomplish any thing you wished,
wrote Churchill's mother to her 15-year-old son.

‘Winston as a schoolboy, c.1889

Churchill'sschool reports caused his parents continual
anxiety. On12 June 1890 his mother wrote to him:
yourworkisan insult to your intelligence. If you would
only traceouta plan of action for yourself & carry it out &
be determined todo so - Tam sure you could accomplish
anything you wished. Itis that thoughtlessness of yours
whichis your greatest enemy.’
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Winston dressed as a junior boy at Harrow
A fellow student at Harrow School at the time Winston was
apupil wrote to The Timesin1928:

“If your mother wrote to ask if she could come down to
see you, you told her what hat to wear, and if her figure was
beyond the accepted standard, you suggested postponement;
and above all, there should be no form of endearment. Mr.
Winston Churchillinvited hisold nurse down foraday at
Harrow to her intense happiness; she arrived inan old poke
bonnet, her figure had attained ample proportions, and Mr.
Churchill walked arm-in-arm with herin the street! It is about
thenicest thinga Harrow boy hasever done.”
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offences included lateness, rudeness
and lighting amatch in school.
Churchillislisted here for ‘breaking
into premises & doing damage’, the
punishment for which was flogging.

Sketch for a battle plan

These battle plans for an imaginary

invasion of Russia by British

forces were partof a school essay

Churchillwrotein1889. This 16-

page manuscriptwas kept by Robert

Somervell,aHarrow master who was

anastute and thoughtful mentorin

English and History to Winston.
Later in life Winston developed a

love for painting, which possibly could

have started here with these sketches.
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‘I thought my father with his experience and flair had
discerned in me the qualities of military genius. But
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Above : Head Master’s House, Harrow School, 1892
Winston Churchill is seen hereat the age of 17, peering at the photographer over
therailings of the staircase to the left of his classmate George Philip Gurney
Hoare. Many of the young men who gathered for this annual school photograph
wenton todistinguish themselves in the First World War. Hoare was badly
wounded and died in hospital aged 39. Of the 2,917 Harrovians who served in
thewar, 642 lost their lives.

Churchill would later write about his own military career, remembering a
conversation he had with his father at the age of 14:

“This orientation was entirely due to my collection of soldiers. Thad ultimately
nearly fifteen hundred.

“The day came when my father himself paid a formal visit of inspection. All
the troops were arranged in the correct formation of attack. He spent twenty
minutes studying the scene - which was really impressive - with a keen eye and
captivating smile. At the end he asked me if Twould like togo into the Army.
Ithoughtit would be splendid tocommand an Army, so Isaid “Yes” atonce: and
immediately Iwas taken at my word. For years I thought my father with his
experience and flair had discerned in me the qualities of military genius. But Iwas
told later that he had only come to the conclusion that I was not clever enough to go
to the Bar. However that may be, the toy soldiers turned the currentof my life.”
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‘She shone for me like the Evening Star. I loved her
dearly - butata distance,” wrote Winston Churchill
of his glamorous mother.

Lady Randolph Churchill
Asal9-year-old, American heiress
Jennie Jerome had captivated young
Lord Randolph Churchillduring a
ballon HMS Ariadne. Within three
days the 24-year-old aristocrat had
proposed, and the couple married on
15 April 1874.

The young diplomat Edgar Vincent,
Tater Viscount D’Abernon, memorably
recalled seeing Jennie for the first time
inDublinin the late1870s:

‘Adark, lithe figure, standing
somewhatapartand appearing to
beofanother texture to those around
her, radiant, translucent, intense. A
diamond star in her hair, her favourite
ornament - its lustre dimmed by the
flashing glory of her eyes. More of
the panther than of the woman in her
look, but with a cultivated intelligence
unknown to the jungle. Her courage
notless great than thatof her husband

fitmother for descendants of the
great Duke. With all these attributes
of brilliancy, such kindliness and
highspirits thatshe was universally
popular. Her desire to please, her
delightin life, and the genuine wish
thatall should share herjoyous faithin
it, made her centre of adevoted circle.”

Suchbrilliance and kindliness,
however, did notextend to spending
much time with her infantsonsin
theirnursery, and Winston saw little
ofhis mother during his childhood
Their relationship would become
much closer after Randolph’s death
in189s.
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AT L 5 Portrait of Winston aged five
% Before Winston's second birthday the family moved to Ireland, where the Prime
Minister, Benjamin Disraeli, had appointed his grandfather as Lord Lieutenant
Randolph Churchill accompanied his father as secretary, and for nearly three
vears the family lived in a house called “The Little Lodge’. Here, at the age of five,
Winston sat fora portrait.

SIR WINSTON Ringlets of Winston’s hair, preserved in the Birth Room at Blenheim Palace
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‘My nurse was my confidante. Mrs Everest it was
who looked after me and tended all my wants.
Tt was to her I poured out many troubles’.

Winston's nurse Mrs Everest,
‘whom he affectionately called
“Woom'’ or ‘Woomany’

‘My nurse was my confidante. Mrs
Everest it was wholooked after me

and tended allmy wants. It was to her
Ipoured out many troubles... Before
she came to us, she had brought up
for12 yearsalittle girl called Ella, the
daughterof aclergyman who lived

in Cumberland. “Little Ella”, though
Ineversaw her, became a feature of

my life. T knew all about her; what
sheliked to eat; how she used tos;
her prayers; in what ways she was
naughty and in what ways she was
good. Thad a vivid picturein my mind
ofher homein the North country.
Twasalso taught tobe very fond of
Kent. It was, Mrs Everestsaid, “the
garden of England”. She had been
bornat Chatham, and wasimmensely
proud of Kent. No county could
compare with Kent, any more than
any other country could compare
with England. Ireland, for instance,
wasnothing likeso good. As f
France, Mrs Everest, who had at one
time wheeled me in my perambulator
up and down what she called the
“Shams
it. Kent wa

the place. Its capital was
Maidstone, and all round Maidstone
there grew strawberries, cherri

raspberries and plums. Lovely!
Talways wanted tolive in Kent.’
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Lord Randolph Churchill

Lord Randolph Henry Spencer-
Churchill was the third son of the
7th Duke of Marlborough and Lady
Frances Vane. In1874, aged just 25,
hewaselected to Parliament as the
member for Woodstock, shortly before
Winston's birth. He would serve as
Chancellor of the Exchequer, Leader
of the House of Commons and
Secretary of State for India before his
death at the age of 45.

The young, affection-starved
‘Winstondeeply admired his father,
but found him asemotionally distant
as hismother. “To me he seemed to own
thekey toeverything..worth having,’
hewroteinalater memoir. ‘Butifever
Ibegan toshow the slightestidea of
comradeship, he wasimmediately
offended.”

However, Randolph was
unquestionably Winston's political
inspiration. Shortly after his father’s
death, Winston told Strand Magazine,
he‘read industriously every word he
had ever spoken and learnt by heart
large portions of his speeches... He
seemed tome to have possessed in
thedaysof his prime the key alike to
popular oratory and political action...
Although aloyal Tory, he was in fact
during the whole of his political life...a
liberal-minded man.’

Elsewhere he wrote of the
catastrophe of his father’s early death:
‘Allmy dreams of comradeship with
him, of entering Parliament at his side
and in hissupport, were ended. There
remained for me only to pursue his
aimsand vindicate his memory.’
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“‘When does one first begin to remember?”
wrote Churchill. ‘When do the waving lights
and shadows of dawning consciousness cast
their print upon the mind of a child?”

A painted cameo of Winston
asababy

Winston Churchill was born on

30 November 1874. His parents had
planned for their son tobe bornat
their London home on Charles Street,
buthearrived, reportedly six weeks
prematurely, while the couple were
staying at Blenheim Palace, the
Oxfordshire residence of the Dukes
of Marlborough. Randolph described
the unexpected nature of Winston's
birthinaletter to his mother-in-law:

‘She [Jennie] had a fall on Tuesday
walking with the shooters, and a
ratherimprudent and roughdrive
inapony carriage brought on the
painson Saturday night. We tried
tostop them, butit wasno use. They
wenton all Sunday. Of course the
Oxford physiciandid notcome. We
telegraphed for the London man,
DrHope, but he did not arrive till this
morning. The country Dris however
aclever man, and the baby wa
bornat1.30 this morning after
8hoursoflabour.’

However, another account, by
Jennie'ssister, told how Jennie was
dancingataballheld in the great
ballroom before her contractions
started. There was no time to find
asuitablebedroomand so Winston
wasborn in anearby room, which
thatnight had been turned into a
temporary cloakroom.
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‘Much worse peril began to threaten. I was to go
to school. I was now seven years old. And I was
what grown-up people in their off-hand way
called a “troublesome boy””

Lariil.
S. GEORGE’S SCHOOL,
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Report from1Marchto9 April1884,
St George’s School, Ascot

Composition: Improved

Translation: Improved

Grammar: Improved

Diligence: Conduct bas been exceedingly
bad. He's not to be trusted todo any one
thing. He bas however notwithstanding
made decidedprogress.

No. of times late: 20. Very disgraceful
Historyand Geography: Very good,
especially History

General conduct: Very bad - is a constant
trouble to everybody and is always in some
scrapeorother.

‘How I hated this school, and whata life
of anxiety Ilived, Winston was towrite
laterabout St George’s. ‘Imade very
little progress at my lessons, and none
atallatgames. Icounted thedays and
the hours to the end of every term, when
Ishould return home from this hateful
servitude and range my soldiers inline
ofbattle on the nursery floor.

“The greatest pleasure I had in
those days was reading. WhenIwas
nine and a half my father gave me
Treasure Island, and Iremember the
delight with whichIdevoured it. My
teachers saw me at once backward and
precocious, reading books beyond
my years and yet at the bottom of the
Form. They were offended. They had
large resources of compulsion at their
disposal, but Iwas stubborn. Where
my reason, imagination orinterests
were notengaged, I would notor
Icould notlearn.’
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Winston aged two, with his mother, 1876

‘Winston had arrived in Dublindressed, as was the fashion,
like agirl. At that time boys and girls were dressed alike
for the first few years of their lives, a custom that continued
until the period of austerity following the First World War.
Winston’s frilly petticoats were gradually replaced by more
boyishattire. Later his mother was to write to her husband,
who wentto London from time to time to attend Parliament:

“Winston is flourishing tho’ rather X the last 2days more
teeth I think..”

“Winston has just been withme - suchadarling he is
“Ican’thave my Mamago - &if she does I'will runafter the
train & jumpin,” he said to me. I have told Everest to take
himout for adrive tomorrow ifitis fine - asitis better the
stables shd havea little work...

‘Ibought Winston an elephant this afternoon which he
hasbeen asking me for some time, & I was on the pointof
saying to theshop-woman “Anephelant.” I just stopped
myselfin time..."

‘Winston in Dublin at the age of five, with his mother’s sister
Leonie (later Lady Leslie)
‘Ttwas at “The Little Lodge” I was first menaced with

nister
figure described as “the Governess” was announced. Her

Education, Winstonlater wrote. “The approach ofa

arrival was fixed for a certainday. In order toprepare for
thisday Mrs. Everest produced abook called Readingwithout
Tears. Tt certainly did notjustify its title in my case. Twas
madeaware that before the Governessarrived Imustbe
able o read without tears...

“We toiled each day. My nurse pointed with a pen at the
differentletters. Ithoughtitall very tiresome. Our preparations
were by nomeans completed when the fateful hour struck
and the governess was due to arrive. Idid what somany
oppressed peoples have donein similar circumstances:
Ttook to the woods. Thid in the extensive shrubberies
forests they seemed - which surrounded “The Little Lodge”.
Hours passed before I was retrieved and handed over to
“the Governess””’
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Right: Winston in a sailor suit, 1881
His parents left Dublin in 1880, taking
Winston and his baby brother, who
had been bornin Februar:
to London to prepare for the general
election which saw his father re-
elected. At Easter 1882 Winston was at
Blenheim and from there his beloved
nurse took him to the Isle of Wight,
where hes

v, with them

ter lived

‘When I first stayed at Ventnor
we were fighting a war with the
Zulus...They killed agreat many of
oursoldiers, but judging from the
picture:
soldier:

not nearly so many asour
illed of them. Twas very
angry with the Zulus, and glad to hear
they were beingkilled... After a while
it seemed that they wereall killed,
because this particular war came to
anend and there were no more

picturesof the Zulus in the pape
Onanother occasion, ‘we saw a great

splendid ship with all her sails set,

passing the shore only amile or two

away. “Thatisatroopship,” they said,

“bringing the men back from the war.”

Thenall ofa sudden there wereblack
clouds and wind and the firstdropofa
storm, and we just scrambled home.

Thenext time I wentouton those cliffs
there wasno splendid shipin full sail,
but three black masts were pointed out
tome, stickingup out of the waterin
astarkway. Shewas the Eurydice. She
had capsized in this very squall and
gone to thebottom with three hundred
soldiers onboard. The divers went

down tobring up the corpses. Twas
told - and it made a scar on my mind
that some of the divers had fainted

with terror at seeing the fish eating

the bodies of the poor soldiers who
had been drowned just as they were
comingback homeafterall their hard
work and dangerin fighting savag

Opposite: Winston, 1885
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Aletter from Winston to his

mother, 1883

Itlooks asif young Winston was
writing this letter unsupervised and
from the heart. Otherletters from the
school are written much more neatly.
Here he begs his mother to visit him
and covers the page with hugs and
Kkisses (crosses and circles).
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Introduction

For this book, I have sought outa number of unseen
photographs of Winston Churchill and, rather than
simply describe theminaone- or two-line caption, [ have
tried to convey the background to the eventand to capture
Churchill's feelings at the time the photograph was taken.
Thave used his own words or the words of those close to
him, oragainst him, to enhance the images.
Churchill: The Life also contains copies of his great speeches
and facsimiles of hisletters - sometimes acerbic, sometimes
boisterous, but always enlightening. We discover how
difficult and disenchanting Churchill found life at school
and how he pleaded with his mother and father to show
him some affection. We see how his confidence grew
at Sandhurst and his reputation develops during his
adventures asa young soldier and war correspondent.
We observe how, on hisentry into Parliament, he began
awhole new and successfullife, which was eventually
overshadowed by the Dardanelles Campaign. Churchill's
timeserving in the trenches of the Great War s vividly
portrayed by those who served alongside him.
Throughout the book I have tried to capture the b
hisemotional life with his wife Clementine and their family.

‘While at Harrow, Winston, like all 16-year-old boys,
discussed his hopes and expectations for the future with
his friends. Murland de Grasse Evans remembered a
conversation with him:

‘Will yougo into thearmy?’ L asked.

Tdon’tknouw, itis probable, but Ishall b
beginning soonafterleave here.”

Jiti For®

Areyougoing ir Following yous
“Idon’t know, but it is more than Tikely because, you see, Lamnot
afraidtospeak inpublic.’

“Youdonot.

aboutyouri oryourdesires.”
“Thatmay be, but I have awonderful idea of where Ishall be
eventually. Ihave dreams about it.’

‘Whereisthat?’ Lenquired.

Clementine certainly had the patience of asaint, but their
letters, from the early days of their courtship until the end
of hislife, were never less than tender. Clementine was at
times tough in her response to Winston's wild dreams, yet
she was also comforting, particularly during his years in
the political wilderness, when he saw himself as abandoned
and held in ridicule for pointing out the inexorable rise of
Nazi Germany.

Churchill’s many trips to Americabefore, during and after
the war were in his view essential to the nation’s defence. They
were also a source of income and of inspiration, but it was his
homelife, at Chartwell, and hislove of Clementine that truly
sustained him.

The sense of destiny that had been with him since
adolescence sustained him through the wilderness years
and was vindicated in 1940, when, at the age of 65, he
became Prime Minister in his country’s time of greatest
need. This book endeavours to capture the life of a man
whose abounding confidence and belief in victory steadied
the hearts of anation, even long after the war was won.

‘Well, I can see ing over:
greatupheavals, terriblestruggle. b,
imagine; and1 tellyou Londonwill be indanger - Londonwill b

e

kedand I pprominent in th of London.’
‘How canyou talk like that? Isaid; ‘wearefor eversafefrom

invasion, sincethe days of Napoleon.’

“Iseefurthe do. Isee intothe future. This country
ill je b dous invasion, by what means
1 , but @warming up bject) Itell youIshall be in

command of thedefences of London and I shallsave London and
Englandfrom disaster.’

“Willyou be ageneral, then, in command of the troops?”
‘Tdon’t know; dr f in obje
isclear. I'repeat - Londc illbe i ; i itionI
shalloccupy, itwill fall to me tosave the Capital and save the Empire.’
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For Sir Martin Gilbert, my friend and inspiration.
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‘Winston and his brother Jack, on holiday, 1892
In the winter of 1892, Winston visited his aunt,
Lady Wimborne, at Bournemouth. Churchill
later wrote, [ T]hrough the middle [of the estate]
there fell to the sea level adeep cleftcalled a
“chine”. Across this “chine” a rustic bridge nearly
50 yardslong had been thrown. Iwasjust18 and
onmy holidays. My younger brother aged 12, and
acousinaged 14, proposed to chase me. After I
had been hunted for twenty minutes....Idecided
tocross the bridge. Arrived atits centre I saw to
my consternation that my pursuers had divided
their forces. One stood ateach end of the bridge;
capture seemed certain. Butin a flash there came
across me agreat project. The chine which the
bridge spanned was full of young fir trees. Their
slender tops reached to the level of the footway.
“Woulditnot,” Lasked myself, “be possible to

leap on to one of them and slip down the pole-like
stem, breaking offeach tier of branches as one
descended, until the fall was broken?” Ilooked at
it. Icomputed it. Imeditated.... To plunge or not to
plunge, that was the question! Ina second Thad
plunged, throwing outmy arms to embrace the
summit of the fir tree. The argument was correct;
the datawere absolutely wrong. It was three days
before Iregained consciousness and more than
three months before Icrawled from my bed.’

However hard on him his parents may have
been while Winston had been at school, they
now responded to his accident with urgency and
compassion and thought nothing of the financial
outlay. Churchill later wrote, ‘My father travelled
overat full express from Dublin. He brought with
him the greatest of London surgeons.’
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Letter from H.O.D. Davidson, Winston’s Asfaras abilil b bt to be at the fhisform, whereas
for his first three terms at Harrow, to Lady dolph heisatthe be YetIdonot think be s idle: only bis energy is
Churchill, 12 July 1888 fitful, andwhen be gets to his work it is himto
doitwell. Ithoughtitwddohim good. di ith you, and
Winston, Iamsorry tosay, bas, if i m eforelet him go: b I mends bis ways, be will really
passed. Constantly late for school. Losing bis bﬂoks andpapers, and havetobe i Hei: wways, and
various otherthings inwhich Ineed: - be larin itwould bea ities if such good abilities were made useless
bisirregularity, that Ireally don’t todo: and. b i
hink b it. But if be is unable
(for Ithinkall th intsIh ke of bir be iped ‘While at Harrow, Winston twice failed his exams for entry
undeﬂbuhead tblmgb it takes various forms), bewill mm’w int¢ and it was decided that he should go toa
a I bope ill take the ‘crammer’ run by a Captain James. However, before he could
i bir i i b lf/m start there he had to recover from a near fatal accident he had

bimselfinthese mamrs and trymg 10 be more businesslike. suffered while at his aunt’s estate at Bournemouth.
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Churchillwith his fellow cadets at Royal Military College, Sand hurst, 1894
On3September 1893, after three days as acadet at Sandhurst, Winston wrote
tohis father: “The Discipline is extremely strict - Far stricter than Harrow.
Hardly any law is given tojuniors on joining. Noexcuse s ever taken - not
evenwithapleaof “didn’tknow” after the first few hours: and of course no such
thingas unpunctuality or untidinessis tolerated. Still there is something very
exhilarating in the military manner inwhicheverything works; and I think that
Ishalllike my life here during the next 18 months very much.’

He was to write later: ‘At Sandhurst Thad a new start. Twas nolonger
handicapped by pastneglectof Latin, French or Mathematics. We had now to
learn fresh things and we all started equal. Tactics, Fortification, Topography
(mapmaking), Military Law and Military Administration formed the whole
curriculum. Inaddition were Drill, Gymnastics and Riding. No one need play any
game unless he wanted to. Discipline was strict and the hours of study and parade
were long. One was very tired at the end of the day. I was deeply interested in my
work, especially Tactics and Fortification.’
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