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ABSTRACT 

This thesis explores the central importance of locations to the soldiers' 

experience of the First World War. In particular, it examines the ways in 

which place forms their sense of identity during the War, and colours their 

memories after it. The Western Front, through years of concentrated 

bombardment, became a vast and confusing broken landscape. For the 

soldiers who inhabited this landmark-barren terrain a new geographical 

context was required to explain their condition and situation. As villages, 

woods and roads were beaten into non-existence the interlocking system of 

trenches was the only remaining geographical construct that held any 
( 
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meaning. The soldiers discovered and developed a geography of identity based 

on proximity to the front line. This new map of the trenches is not plotted 

through cartography, but through the literature the soldiers produced. 

Using trench journals (magazines written by and for the soldiers of a 

particular unit), popular fiction by serving soldiers, and the memoirs of war 

correspondents, I examine the ways in which the soldier identity is 

constructed and represented. While the landscape of the trenches is 

stringently associated with this soldier identity, it also acts as a topographical 

barrier to accurate and authentic observation of the 'real' soldier. The end of 

the war and the aba donment and reconstruction of the Western Front did 

not diminish the significance of the trenches for those who had fought there. I 

examine the writings of ex-servicemen, both fiction and memoir, and analyse 



the passing of their war-time identity, as well as the dislocation involved in 

considering a place that no longer exists. The thesis charts the relationship 

between the soldier and the geography of the trenches both during and after 

the war in an effort to understand the contrasting associations and 

dislocations that the landscape of the Western Front created as presented in 

the writings of soldiers. 

This dissertation is the result of my own work and includes nothing which 
tcome of work done in collaboration. 
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INTRODUCTION 

In January 1917, Second Lieutenant Wilfred Owen, recently arrived in 

France, spent his first traumatic tour in a complex of captured German 

trenches known as the Heidenkopf. After the so-hour ordeal he wrote a vivid 

account to his mother which described the 'seventh hell' he and his men had 

endured.1 They had not, he wrote, been 'at the front [ ... but ... ] in front of it' in a 

dug-out which was well-known to the Germans and subjected to constant 

shelling and machine-gun fire. (SL, 213) Despite the precaution of positioning 

his sentry 'half way down the stairs during the more terrific bombardment,' 

the unit's only casualty was a sentry who was 'blown down and, I am afraid, 

blinded.' (SL, 214) The incident stayed with Owen and formed the inspiration 

for his poem, 'The Sentry' (1918). 

And thud! flump! thud! down the steep steps came thumping 

And sploshing in the flood, deluging muck, 

The sentry's body; then his rifle, handles 

Of old Boche bombs, and mud in ruck on ruck. 

We dredged it up, for dead, until he whined, 

"O sir - my eyes, - I'm blind, -I'm blind, -I'm blind.''2 

1 Wilfred Owen. Selected Letters. Ed. John Bell. Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1998. 213. 
2 Wilfred Owen. 'The Sentry.' 1918. The War Poems of Wilfred Owen. Ed. Jon Stallw01thy. 
London: Chatto and Windus, 1994. 74. 
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Over So years later, in October 2003, a team of archaeologists excavated the 

corner of a farmer's field which lay just outside the peaceful village of Serre on 

the Somme. They hoped to locate the dug-out that haunted Owen and 

provoked one of his most famous war poems. The team, accompanied by 

Owen's nephew, excavated a section of the trench system and found, in 

addition to the still abundant debris of battle, the original duck-boards and 

the shattered entrance to a dug-out. The bodies of three soldiers, two German 

and one British, were also unearthed, and one of the Germans was identified 

from his rusting identity disc. Three candles were found beside the British 

soldier's body, a discovery that echoed Owen's poem and 'clearly moved' his 

nephew.3 Though the archaeologists knew that it would be 'impossible to 

"prove" that any dugout found would be Owen's,' the project assumed that the 

discovery of the setting of his poem would bring a greater understanding of 
..__ 

the poem itself.4 The literature seems bound to a location. Yet the 

particulars of the poem's composition present perplexing contradictions 

to this assumption. 

Owen may have written to his mother only days after the traumatic 

experience, but he did not begin to write the poem that relied so heavily 

on the incident for many months. According to Stallworthy, Owen began a 

first draft 'between August and October 1917' when he was at 

3 Stephen Bates. 'Researchers' Find Brings Wilfred Owen Poem to Life.' Guardian. 25 Feb. 
2004. 4. 
4 Nils Fabiansson. The Archaeology of the Western Front. 
<http://web.telia.com/-u86517o8o/BattlefieldArchaeology / ArkeologENG.html>. 
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Craiglockhart War Hospital for shell-shocked officers. (WP, 75) He 

continued work on the poem when stationed at Scarborough in May 1918 

and did not complete it until September by which time he was once again 

in France. Owen only 'allow[s]' himself to describe the incident to his 

mother because 'I am never going back to this awful post again.' (SL, 214) 

Yet on at least these occasions, Owen does go back to the awful post and 

the awful experience of being there. He too journeys back and excavates 

his memory of the blinded sentry from the landscape of his mind. Perhaps 

Owen required temporal as well as physical distance from the event to 

enable him to conceive of the experience in literary terms. But his 

personal distance from the place is counteracted by the close geographical 

bond that the poem forms with the specific site of the incident. It is this 

bond that led the archaeologists to the dugout, rather than Craiglockhart 
' 

or Scarborough, as the location in which the poem resides. The poem is 

certainly based on a specific event as well as in a specific place. Thus if we 

as readers cannot revive the incident perhaps the location can be explored 

as a means to gain a greater insight into Owen's harrowing poem. 

This thesis explores the central importance of locations to the 

soldiers' experience of the First World War. In particular, it examines the 

ways in which place forms their sense of identity during the war, and 

colours their memories after it. The unique geographical conditions of the 

war produce new identities for the servicemen and their literature reflects 
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and develops this geographical sensitivity. My first aim is to examine the 

soldier identity as a construction and to explore the ways it is presented or 

subverted by the soldiers themselves. How do the soldiers, many of them 

until recently civilians, consider their new identity as soldiers? My second 

aim is to uncover the close associations formed between the soldier 

identity and the trenches of the Western Front. Is the identity of the front

line soldier the same as that of soldiers situated behind the trenches? The 

thesis maps a geography of identity in which experience of and proximity to 

the front line imply the degree to which soldiers associate themselves with the 

identity constructed by and for them. This geographical and experiential 

delineation among servicemen is more keenly felt and enforced by the front

line soldiers, and the end of the war, the abandonment of the trenches and 

demobilisatlon in no way diminish its immediacy for them. 

The thesis goes on to examine the experience of the ex-servicemen who 

survived and returned from the war leaving behind their identity as soldiers as 

well as the location in which they held it. The third aim of the thesis is to 

explore the ways in which ex-servicemen, in their post-war novels and 

memoirs, recall their wartime selves and locations. Can memory of place 

revive the memory of moment? In a post-war world in which the sacrifice of 

the dead is memorialised above that of the survivors, how do ex-servicemen 

write the identity and location of the dead in terms of their own dislocation 

from the Western Front? The thesis charts the relationship between the 

soldier and the geography of the trenches both during and after the war in an 



effort to understand the contrasting associations and dislocations created by 

the landscape of the Western Front. 

5 

Jean Norton Cru, a French front-line infantryman, studied the 

literature of combatants and developed a specific definition of the First World 

War combatant. Combatants in that war were not only soldiers, but 'every 

man who belongs to the fighting troops or who lives with them under fire.'5 

Thus his study includes novels and memoirs by chaplains, doctors and 

ambulance drivers as well as front-line soldiers. Yet he does not class all 

soldiers as combatants. Any one distant from the field of battle, whether 

Generals or prisoners of war, is not considered a combatant. His definition, 

based on 'exposure to danger and not on carrying of arms,' relies primarily on 

the individual's geographical location in the zone of war. (Cru, 6) It is based on 

proximity as much as it is on occupation and danger. I do not apply quite such 

a strict distinction on my sources, although all of the texts considered are 

those of men who had served in the British Army at some point, in any service 

and of any rank, in the zone of the Western Front. This geographical 

context permits a wide and varied range of perspectives to be considered 

which in turn deepens our understanding of the representations of the 

experience of the soldier in and out of the trenches. Thus I include the 

writings of infantry subalterns (Siegfried Sassoon, Richard Aldington, 

5 Jean Norton Cru. War Books: A Study in Historical Criticism. 1931. Ed. and Trans. Stanley J . 
Princetl, Jr. and Ernest Marchand. San Diego, CA: San Diego State University Press, 1976. 6. 



Edmund Blunden, Ford Madox Ford, Robert Graves), of artillery officers 

(Richard Blaker, Wyndham Lewis), of pilots and observers (V.M. Yeates, 

Goderic Hodges, A.J. Insall), of medical officers (J.C. Dunn), of private 

soldiers (Eric Hiscock, Frank Richards, Frederic Manning, Patrick 

MacGill), of war correspondents (Philip Gibbs, W. Beach Thomas, G. 

Valentine Williams), of regimental historians (Basil Liddell Hart, C.H. 

Dudley Ward, Rudyard Kipling), of war artists and cinematographers 

(Paul Nash, Geoffrey Malins, William Orpen), and of military 

cartographers (John Innes). In addition to this, the archival material of 

the trench journals (Chapter I), which have been considered by few 

literary scholars provide an invaluable and under-appreciated insight into 

the writings of the anonymous and forgotten soldiers of the Great War. 6 

My choice of texts is predominantly non-canonical and non-poetic. 

6 

The war poets (including Owen, Brooke, Blunden, Sassoon, Graves) have, 

with their eloquent and profound verses, done much to construct the post

war attitude of a multitude of readers, as well as literary historians. Their 

prominence, however, has also served to overshadow the prose works of 

many other soldiers. As the former infantry officer Peter Deane wrote, 

these 'simple soldiers' tale[s] of war' may not possess the aesthetic value 

of the poets' works, but they are nonetheless 'a plain record of facts too 

6 Notable exceptions are the works of the social historians J.G. Fuller and Stephane 
Audoin-Rouzeau. 
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great to need any art to make them literature.'? Millions of men served in 

the British Army on the Western Front, and hundreds of them wrote 

about their experiences. By considering the literary and non-literary prose 

produced by these soldiers I aim to achieve a broader evaluation of the 

British soldiers' representations of the experience of the conditions of 

1iving and fighting in the trenches. 

All wars are shaped, to a greater or lesser extent, by a consideration 

of the geographical conditions of the particular battlefield. Even the most 

uneducated commander appreciates the importance of reading 

topography to position his troops and direct the battle. The American 

geographer Douglas Wilson Johnson sets out in Topography and Strategy 

in the War (1918) to evaluate whether the campaigns of the First World War 
" 

were, like previous wars, equally determined by the lay and the condition of 

the land. 

He [Johnson] was particularly anxious to discover how far modern 

military operations are still affected by the element of terrain; and 

whether guns which hurl high explosive shells with marvellous 

accuracy over lofty mountain ridges and across the widest river 

valleys, [an] aeroplane service which permits better observations 

than can be secured from the most favourably situated 

7 Peter Deane. 'The Tragedy of the Survivors.' Nation andAthenaeum. 48 (1930): 102-03. 
102. 
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topographical eminences, and modern engineering devices which 

refuse to be daunted by the deepest stream or steepest cliff, have 

eliminated the surface features of the land as an important factor in 

military calculations. s 

After long examination of newspaper reports, commanders' dispatches and 

large-scale maps, Johnson concludes that 'the role played by land forms in 

plans of campaigns and movements of armies is no less important today than 

in the past.' (Johnson, iii) Modern military technology serves only to expand 

the zone of the battlefield. The limits on the scale of the battlefield set by 

aitillery, manpower, reconnaissance and communications were exploded by 

the armies of the First World War. But the developments in military 

engineering, which in any case were shared between the opposing armies, do 

not negate t~e demands of topography. When Germany invaded Belgium on 4 

August 1914, in accordance with the decade-old Schlieffen Plan, they did so to 

avoid assaulting the defences, both natural and man-made, of the Franco

German border. Similarly, the bloody battles fought on the flat plain of Ypres 

throughout the next four years were for the few minor eminences of ground 

such as Hill 60, Vimy Ridge and the Messines Ridge, which permitted 

observation of a vast panorama of the enemy's territory. The war was fought 

for the same commodities of height and territory as earlier wars, but the 

equality in size and resources of the opposing armies brought a newer element 

into the conflict: scale. 

8 Douglas Wilson Johnson. Topography and Strategy in the War. London: Constable, 1918. iii. 
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The first months of war in the West were fought at a pace and on a scale 

with previous wars. It was a war of movements, in which each side sought to 

outmanoeuvre, to outflank the other. The product of these unsuccessful efforts 

was a continuous trench system that stretched over 450 miles from the North 

Sea to the Swiss border. The Western Front was broad but it was also 

relatively shallow. Only a few miles from the front lines life carried on almost 

as normal. By contrast, the zone of the battlefield was so heavily bombarded 

by artillery and so lacerated by trenches that all features of the landscape were 

blasted out of being. Ernst Jiinger, a German infantryman, remarked that the 

landscape of the trenches was 'dark and fantastic' as the war had 'erased 

anything attractive or appealing from the scene, and etched its own brazen 

features, to appal the lonely onlooker.'9 The observer was solitary because the 

scene was not only barren of villages, woods and roads but also of humanity. 

The conditions of war brought the fighting soldier into the earth.10 It reduced 

their visibility but also their ability to see. Thus Henry Williamson, in The 

Patriot's Progress (1930), describes the landscape of the trenches as 'blasted 

beyond living colour, shape, or movement.'11 Tate argues that the earth comes 

to be seen as a 'maternal body which protects the men but is also subject to 

attack by them,' whilst contrastingly it also 'stands in for the men's own bodies 

9 Ernst Ji.i.nger. Storm of Steel. 1920. Trans. Michael Hofmann. London: Allen Lane, 2003. 39 . . 
10 Closer association with the earth invariably meant closer association with mud. Santanu 
Das has written intelligently and innovatively on the subject of mud and physical contact with 
it and with other soldiers. Santanu Das. Touch and Intimacy in First World War Literature. 
Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 2005. 
11 Henry Williamson. The Patriot's Progress. 1930. Stroud: Sutton, 1997. 96. 
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as targets of extreme violence.'12 In other words, the closeness of the earth 

shelters and provides comfort, yet its devastated aspect seems to imply the 

inevitable death of the soldier. Liam O'Flaherty's novel Return of the Brute 

(1929) provides a corollary to this argument in which the battlefield becomes a 

dead thing. 'The earth seemed a void, barren of life, the crater of a dead 

world.'13 The landscape of the trenches is stripped of both life and landmarks. 

The soldiers aimlessly inhabit a world with apparently no demarcations of 

safety and danger, oflife and death, of ours and theirs. Yet despite these 

absences of territorial objectives and possessions, the military authorities, and 

the soldiers themselves, sought and invented a means of understanding and 

quantifying the landscape. 

When the British Expeditionary Force first landed in France it was 

grossly und~r-equipped with accurate maps and the means to make them. The 

Ordnance Survey maps were of too small a scale to be useful for the direction 

of small units, and the maps provided by the French were produced using the 

continental, rather than the British, scale. Soon, however, the authorities were 

made aware of the pressing need to produce more and more maps for issue to 

all officers by the confined nature of trench warfare. Aerial observation ( which 

is discussed in more detail in Chapter III) was seen as a means of providing 

the data from which these maps could be produced. Yet the photographs that 

were taken, particularly of heavily contested and devastated areas, revealed 

12 Trudi Tate. Modernism. History and the First World War. Manchester: Manchester 
University Press, 1998. 90. 
13 Liam O'Flaherty. Return of the Brute. 1929. Dublin: Wolfhound Press, 1998. 85. 
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~nly a confusing and uninterpretable barren land of shell-holes. A.J. Insall, an 

R.F.C. observer, boasted that in the early days of the war, 'no matter where I 

chanced to be on any particular part of the British Front that we customarily 

patrolled, I could pinpoint the ground beneath me within seconds of coming 

into sight of it after long periods spent in complete isolation above the most 

impenetrable blanket of cloud.'14 He quickly qualifies this clai1x stating that ) I 
this was only possible if the earth 'presented itself to my watering eyes at the 

range at which I was accustomed to seeing it.' (Insall, 69) If it did not, he 

confesses, he would be lost, and his maps 'would be of as little use to you as a 

current copy of La Vie.' (Insall, 70) The problem with aerial photography as a 

means of map-making was simple. By the time a map so produced was in the 

hands of an infantry officer, the landscape would more than likely have altered 

considerably due to artillery fire. Johnson records that the mutating influence 

of shell-fire was actually incorporated into certain maps that were 

commissioned. Before the Battle of the Somme, for instance, 'army geologists 

were required to prepare in advance maps showing the kind of terrain which 

would exist after a proposed bombardment and over which infantry, tanks, 

and other arms would have to advance to their objectives.'1s Furthermore, the 

maps carried all the promise of clarity and accuracy which they did not fulfill. 

Cartography during the First World War was not, and, as many have argued, 

1
4 A.J. Insall. Observer: Memoirs of the R.F.C .• 1914-1918. London: William Kimber, 1970. 69. 

15 Douglas Wilson Johnson. Battlefields of the World War: Western and Southern Fronts. A 
Study in Milita1y Geography. American Geographical Society Research Series 3. New York, 
NY: Oxford University Press, 1921. 120. 
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is never, an objective science.16 As Blocker claims, maps, far from being 'a 

transparent opening to the world,' are in fact 'a particular human way[ ... ] of 

looking at [it].'11 Maps are influenced by the subjectivity of their makers or the 

uses to which they are intended to be put. But the maps of the trenches 

illustrate a world which was largely unidentifiable to the troops on the ground. 

The front-line soldiers did not share the observer's viewpoint and so could not 

comprehend their own world from the abstraction of the pilot's or the 

cartographer's position. They had to find another means of understanding 

their context, their position in the wasteland. They did so by incorporating the 

identities of themselves and others into a geographical framework. 

The names ascribed to places on the British Army trench maps are 

descriptive and reveal much of the nature of the place, of the condition of 

being there. Names, such as Shrapnel Corner and Happy Farm, draw the map

reader into a closer relationship, by their descriptive or ironic qualities, with 

the places themselves. The troops who first occupied or built a position also 

christened it, and these names were adopted by the military cartographers. As 

Miller argues, in another context, place names become 'intrinsic to the places 

they name.' 1s 'You can get to the place by way of its name.' (Miller, 4) As the 

old features of the landscape were destroyed, and the names of towns and 

villages referred only to ruins, the geographical construction of the trenches 

developed as an entirely new means of navigating and interpreting the space. 

16 The subjectivity of maps is discussed further in Chapters III and V. 
1
7 H.G. Blocker. Philosophy of Alt. New York, NY: Sribner, 1979. 43. 

18 J. Hillis Miller. Topographies. Stanford, CA: Stanford University Press, 1995. 4. 
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Richard Phillips argues that 'culture is spatially constituted;' nowhere is this 

theory more appropriate than in terms of the denuded battlefield world of the 

Western Front. 19 The extent to which a society identifies with its territory, de 

Visscher points out, is dependent upon the 'security that people feel in the 

shelter of recognised frontiers.'20 Territorial and societal integrity relies upon 

fixed borders, and, I would argue, the latent or aggressive threat to those 

borders. The border or frontier to the British territory on the Western Front 

was the front line trench. But as Gottmann points out, a border is not simply a 

geographical construct; it embodies a sense of a group of people who occupy 

and defend it. 

In most languages a word exists designating the population settled 

along the border, which is assumed to have some specific 

characteristics and rights that do not apply to the people living 

further inland on the same territory: frontiersmen, frontaliers, 

Grenzleute. This would imply that.frontier connotes in all these 

tongues a concept of zone, containing some population rather than 

just a concept of geometrical line. 21 

The front-line soldiers who occupied and defended the trenches certainly fit 

this notion of a race geographically and culturally distinct from those further 

from the border of the trenches. Geographical space is defined socially by the 

19 Richard Phillips. Mapping Men and Empire: A Geography of Adventure. London: 
Routledge, 1997. 12. 
2° Charles de Visscher. Theo1y and Reality in Public International Law. Trans. P.E. Corbett. 
Princeton, NJ: Princeton University Press, 1957. 197. 
21 Jean Gottmann. The Significance of Territory. Charlottesville, VA: University Press of 
Virginia, 1973. 134. 



activities and identities of the people who occupy it. But the wartime border of 

the front line, wherever it may be, adds greater and more precise distinctions 

of identities based on the proximity of certain groups to it. From the soldiers' 

perspective, one's location within the territory of the Western Front inevitably 

cast an identity upon those who inhabited or acted there. Identity and location 

become bound together in the ways they consider and write about themselves 

and others. 

This thesis sets out to chart the means by which the identity of the 

British soldier is constructed and[ examine the part that geography plays in ./ t ci / 

that construction. To that end, Chapter I focuses on the methods that the 

soldiers themselves employ to write and interpret their new identities as 

soldiers. The trench journals permit the reader (then and now) to study the 

soldiers' concept of a unit identity that is allied to the particular duties and 

locations of that unit. Chapter II provides further insights into the 

complexity of this exclusive right to present and recast the identity of the 

front-line soldier. It examines the works of Ian Hay, Sapper and Patrick 

MacGill, all of whom were, or had experience of, front-line soldiers. 

Nevertheless, they present the soldier in vastly divergent and contradictory 

ways. These soldier-fictionalists became identity cartographers, capable of 

mapping and re-mapping the soldier so as to highlight particular elements 

of his character. With such a vast assortment of character and identity 

traits, the soldier becomes knowable. Yet Chapter III examines the 
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memoirs of the war correspondents who found the precise opposite to be all 

too often the case. Despite the relative freedom given to their movements, 

the correspondents could not locate the vantage point that provided a 

complete and encompassing panorama of the war on either a large or 

small scale. The land itself, as well as the conditions of war, intervenes to 

prohibit accurate observation. Behind these veils, fictional and 

topographical, the actual soldiers floundered on unknown, unobserved 

and unwritten. 

The second part of the thesis addresses the condition the soldiers 

found themselves in after they had left the Western Front. Dealing with 

the post-war fiction and memoirs of ex-servicemen, it charts the various 

ways the writers attempted to recall their wartime selves, their dead 

comrades, and the abandoned landscape of the trenches. Thus Chapter IV 
----

looks at the novels of ex-servicemen such as Sassoon, Aldington, Yeates, 

Ewart and Manning and argues that in their remembrance of dead 

comrades, they inextricably memorialised the dead land of the Western 

Front. By studying the various national ceremonies of commemoration, 

such as those associated with the Cenotaph and the Unknown Warrior, it 

argues that these services all included a sense of dislocation from the site 

of the war and its memory, and continually displace the memory of the 

dead back to the old battlefields. Chapter V develops the argument to 

discuss the memoirs of ex-servicemen, including Graves, Blunden, 

Richards, Dunn and Edmonds, and soldier-critics like Falls, Jerrold and 
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Cru. It centres on the difficulties and contradictions implied in the writing 

of personal war experience from the distance of a decade or more, and 

argues that the veterans often found maps to be the key to unlock their 

partial memories. As their identity was bound to their location during the 

war, so after it their memories are still bound to a specific locale. 

The gap that is formed between the two parts of the thesis is that of the 

Armistice, and Chapter VI focuses on this moment when the trenches and 

the soldiers ceased to have a purpose. Above all, it argues, the moment of 

peace was associated with the sudden sensory awareness of silence. I 

examine Ford in terms of his use of silence and ally it to a consideration of 

the official Two Minutes Silence instituted on Armistice Day 1919. The 

chapter concludes by discussing the pilgrimages made, and the accounts 

written, by ex-servicemen to the old Western Front. Far from being a 

constant and enduring testament to the horrors and sacrifices of the war, 

the trenches and battered wastelands had regenerated and vanished. The 

ex-servicemen observed the landscape of the Western Front that had once 

been so familiar to them but which now presented a foreign and 

unrecognisable panorama. In much the same light and with the same 

result, they searched their memories looking for reminders, for 

familiarity, for long dead friends, and for their former selves. 

The structure of the thesis creates a division that is not often 

implemented in literary studies of the First World War and thus it may be 



~seful to explain it briefly. The first part deals with the period 1914-1918 and 

the second deals with the post-war years. As much as it is possible or 

worthwhile, the writings of soldiers published during the war are thus 

considered separately from those which appeared after its end. This 

segregation has been adhered to so that the means by which the soldiers 

consider and create a character and identity for themselves can be evaluated 

while their status and location as soldiers still exists. Correspondingly the 

second part considers ex-servicemen who are writing from the dislocated 

standpoint of survivors bereft of their former identity and land. 

-
CAMBA! l) I 
UNIVERSITYJ 

LIBRA 
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PARTI 

THE LAND OF TOPSY-TURVY 
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CHAPTER I 

THE FRONT OF THE FRONT: IDENTITY AND LOCATION IN 

BRITISH ARMY TRENCH JOURNALS 

The British and Dominion Army trench journals of the First World War 

present the scholar with as many problems as possibilities. Trench journals 

were magazines produced by and for the soldiers of a particular unit with 

varying degrees of professionalism, official endorsement, circulation and 

longevity. Some journals, such as Aussie: The Australian Soldiers' 

Magazine, could boast a dedicated staff of writers and its own printing press, 

while most had to rely on contributions from the soldiers of the unit. The 

Listening Post, journal of the 7th Canadians, claimed to have a circulation of 

20,000 for one of its issues, whereas the majority could only afford to print a 

considerably smaller run. The officially endorsed journals, those journals 

instigated by rather than tolerated by the General Staff, could rely on the 

funds and the readership to produce a regular monthly or weekly newspaper, 

while most editors had the cost of production and numbers of contributors 

and readers to worry over. The editors of The Red Feather, for instance, 

magazine of the 6th Battalion The Duke of Cornwall's Light Infantry, were only 

able to publish its sixth issue after an absence of seven months when a 

quantity of paper was salvaged from a bombed-out printer's workshop. Trench 

journals were produced under every so1t of condition, from hospitals and 

cadet battalions in Britain to the front line in France and Flanders. Not only 



are they diverse but they are now also incomplete. There are no records or 

catalogues listing all British and Dominion trench journals, nor how many 

issues those which survived ran for. All we have is what was collected at the 

time by various libraries and institutions. 1 These collections have gradually 

shrunk due to the frailty of the journals, or simple loss due to mis-shelving. 
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Soldiers' diaries and letters home are an invaluable resource, but 

unlike the trench journals they are contextually verifiable. The contributors 

to the journals predominantly use pseudonyms ('nom de guerre' as one 

journal editor remarks) or initials. 2 It is impossible and indeed, as I will 

argue, irrelevant to discover their identity. There are hundreds of poems 

printed in the journals, but few have made their way into modern 

anthologies or collections of war poetry.3 A principle and often stated 

purpose of a majority of the trench journals is to encourage a sense of esprit 

1 Cambridge holds a large collection compiled by the then University Librarian, Francis 
Jenkinson (1854-1923), in his War Reserve Collection. The Bodleian in Oxford has at least one 
journal's complete run. In Paris, The Bibliotheque du Documentation Internationale 
Contemporaine at the University of Paris X at Nanterre holds a considerable collection of 
French Army trench journals. German trench magazines are held in the Kriegsbibliothek, now 
called the Bibliothek fiir Zeitgeschichte at Stuttgart. Stanford's Hoover Institute also contains 
some journals. Trench journal editors were aware of the collections and were often requested 
directly to supply copies to them. The collection most often referred to is that of the British 
Museum. This request was so officially endorsed that the War Office issued it as a General 
Army Order. The British Museum closed its printed collections in the 1970s and it seems that 
the trench journals were dispersed to the British Library and the Imperial War Museum. 
2 The Lead-Swinger: The Bivouac Journal of the 1/3 West Riding Field Ambulance. Sheffield: 
Northend, 1916. xiv. · 
3 Lieutenant F.W. Harvey, D.C.M. contributed to his battalion's (the 5th Battalion The 
Gloucestershire Regiment) magazine, The Glo'ster Gazette. In late 1916, a collection of his 
poems was published by Sidgwick and Jackson under the title A Gloucestershire Lad. 
'Beaucourt Revisited' a poem by A.P. Herbert, author of The Secret Battle (1919), was 
published in his Divisional magazine The Mudhook in September 1917. It should also be 
mentioned that Sassoon published four poems ('Dreamers,' 'Wirers,' 'Thrushes' and 'Break of 
Day') in the journal of the Craiglockhart War Hospital, The Hydra, from September to 
December 1917. Wilfred Owen edited the journal at this time and Sassoon's inclusion is no 
doubt due to his admiration. 



de corps, of unit identity. The editors select contributions not necessarily on 

aesthetic merits, but for their ability to give, or create, a voice to the shared 

identity of the unit. C.A. Dawson Scott, reviewing the facsimile reprint of 

The Wipers Times (1930) in The Bookman clearly identifies the 

consequence for the civilian reader of this class of editing. 'It is a paper by 

experts for experts and much is lost on those who were not playing the 

game ofWar.'4 The modern reader is in much the same predicament. 

However, although he may be unable to understand every reference he does 

gain a glimpse into the transient and the common mentality of the British 

soldier in and out of the trenches. 

It is not possible, or worthwhile, to engage with the entire contents of a 

single issue of a journal, let alone every contribution in the entire body of 

journals. As Audoin-Rouzeau statei the journals often seem 'an inextricable ) / 

muddle of propaganda and personal testimony.'s Some form of categorisation 

and selection must take place. Both Audoin-Rouzeau and Fuller, writing of the 

French and the British journals respectively, arrange the journals in order of 

hierarchy based on an interpretation of the journals' "authenticity. "6 Those 

journals produced by infantry regiments in the firing line are given 

preeminence, whereas those from base hospitals or training units are 

geographically more distant from the Front, and thus, it is believed, less 

4 C.A. Dawson Scott. 'The Soldier's Mirror - His Songs and His Humour.' Review. Bookman. 
468 (1930): 342-43. 342. 
5 Stephane Audoin-Rouzeau. Men at War 1914-1918: National Sentiment and Trench 
Journalism in France During the First World War. Trans. Helen McPhail. Providence, RI: 
Berg, 1992. 20. · 
6 See Fuller, 4 andAudoin-Rouzeau, 2. 
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authentic and reliable. However, rather than measuring the distance between 

the firing line and those areas further in the rear upon a spectrum of 

authenticity, I would argue that it should be seen as creating an experiential 

divide that both sides engage with. The no man's land between the opposing 

trenches formed an imaginative, as well as a very real, barrier between the 

armies. Despite the frequent, often nightly, forays from both sides into the 

barren zone between the trenches it ultimately deserved its title; it was a no 

man's land, the property of no-one. The front line, by contrast, was 

imaginatively considered by those who lived and fought there as their own 

exclusive property. The front line becomes a potent symbol in the soldiers' 

contributions to trench journals, whether they have been there or not. Before 

looking at the ways in which the soldiers wrote that Front, however, it is 

important to understand how they wrote themselves. 

THOMAS ATKINS, ESQ. 

The process of transforming a civilian into a soldier is ultimately 
J_ yrp'~. I 

dependent on the removal of his individuality and replaGing it with 

dependability, trust and esprit de corps. As Denis Winter states, the aim of 

training was 'quite simply to break a man, then to rebuild him in his new army 

role as a servant, pliant and totally subservient.'7 As the volunteer stepped into 

his khaki for the first time, he similarly stepped into association with a well

established character. Kipling's Tommy Atkins, inspired by the British soldiers of 

7 Denis Winter. Death's Men: Soldiers of the Great War. London: Allen Lane, 1978. 41. 
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tjle Boer War, was the everyman of the Army. By understanding Kipling, the new 

recruit very soon came to understand his new role. In many ways, Tommy Atkins 

was a model soldier beside which the new recruit could measure himself. He was 

made into a role model, and modernised to be such, by the soldiers of the First 

World War. A statement of this modernisation, while also being aware of Tommy 

Atkins's heritage, comes in the form of an acrostic by Private Currie of the 

R.A.M.C. 

Thomas Atkins, Britain's son, 

Here's to brave deeds you have done; 

0 ft we have toasted a health to you. 

M an and warrior, staunch and true. 

A 11 of us your praises sing, 

S oldier of our glorious King. 

A 11 of us for you do pray, 

Thomas, friend, "Here's to the day," 

K een you are to face the foe, 

I n every test, come weal come woe, 

N ow emulating deeds of old, 

Soldier of Empire, brave and bold.s 

8 Private G.J. Currie. 'An Acrostic to Thomas Atkins, Esq.' N.Y.D .• Incorporating 'The Iodine 
Chronicle,' 'The Splint Record. ' 'Now and Then': The Journals ofNos. 1. 2 and 3 Canadian 
Field Ambulances Respectively. 2 (1916) : 1. 
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It is a simple propaganda poem, but it quite concisely expresses the sense of 

pride in being a soldier in the British Army. It is significant to note that as 

much as the poet addresses Kipling's Tommy, he is simultaneously addressing 

or 'toast[ing] a health to' the current soldiers 'of our glorious King.' And 

though he is a soldier himself, the poet indicates that he feels somehow 

distinct from the character of Tommy. This question of a varying degree of 

association and identification with Tommy Atkins will be returned to later. 

The first and most obvious signifier of the Army's depersonalisation of 

recruits is the donning of uniform. There is much evidence in the trench 

journals that this losing of civilian status is not looked upon at all negatively. 

Appearing like a soldier is indeed the initial desire of the anonymous poet 

writing in The London Scottish Regimental Gazette in November 1914. 

His poem, 'How About It?,' conveys the recruits' frustration at the delay in 

receiving their new uniforms. 

There's a subject here to which I draw attention 

Regarding which we feel a trifle warm; 

We're slowly growing old and the days are getting cold 

And here we are without our uniform. 

[ ... ] 

0 raise a hustle gentle Quarter-master! 

We don't like looking like a lot of tramps, 

We hope to bear our knees and not to go in these, 

Or we'll be sent to Isolation Camps! 



Our much enduring patience is exhausted, 

Our gingerbread is losing half its gilt, 

For the girls would see more charms when we presented arms 

If they observed the owner wore a kilt!Y 

25 

Without uniforms the volunteers are still civilians. The smartness of their 

drilling is diminished by the lack of uniform, or possibly the wearing of the 

much-hated Kitchener's Blue uniform which, due to massive demand, the War 

Office issued as a stop-gap solution. Whichever it is, it is not khaki; the 

recruits cannot consider themselves soldiers and thus the prestige of joining 

the Colours so promptly is losing some of its shine. Wilfred Owen, in 

'Disabled' (1917), expresses an appreciation of the power of the uniform, 

particularly that of the Scottish regiments, to draw men into the ranks. 

Someone had said he'd look a god in kilts, 

' 
That's why; and may be, too, to please his Meg; 

Aye, that was it, to please the giddy jilts.10 

Owen presents the sentiment in a tragic tone which exposes the hollowness of 

the self-pride derived from the uniform but the earlier poem may justifiably be 

read as sincere. This anonymous Scot, at least, longed for a uniform to display 

his enthusiasm and ardour. 

The public display of commitment is just as ready a source of inspiration 

for the soldier after having received his uniform. It seems that not only is it 

9 'How About It?' The London Scottish Regimental Gazette. 19.227 (1914) : 206. 
10 Wilfred Owen. 'Disabled.' 1917. The War Poems of Wilfred Owen. Ed. John Stallw01thy. 
London: Chatto and Windus, 1994. 62. 
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hnportant for the new recruit to look like a soldier, but also to feel and act as 

part of a unit. Drilling and marching is the greatest demonstration of the new 

soldier's identity being subsumed into that of the unit. Officers sought to 

encourage a sense of esprit de corps in the men under their command. It 

seems, however, that a sense of homogeneity, of unit identity, is just as desired 

by some soldiers. Private E.A. Norris, for instance, in 'The Lay of the Recruits,' 

expresses the joy and joint sense of purpose to be derived from working in a 

unit. 

Say! who are those who march along 

With swinging step and cheerful song, 

Who tramp the Drill Hall swiftly round, 

And train upon the Barrack ground, 

Who march in line - column of route, 

Do physical drill - form fours and about? 

[ ... ] 

For wives and children, man's best joys, 

We now become the Cambridge Boys, 

King, Country, Home, call us to war, 

Say, boys, isn't it worth fighting for? 

Come, lads, train quickly as we can, 

Our country needs us to a man.11 

11 Private E.A. Norris. 'The Lay of the Recruits.' Cambridgeshire Territorial Gazette. 1/181 , 2/181 , 

3/181
• 4/181 , 62nd Prov. Battalions. The Cambridgeshire Regiment. 3 (1916) : 53. 



This attitude does not last and it is rare to find a recruitment poem, or a 

marching poem, in a trench journal representing a unit that has joined the 

Army in the field. But while still in training, the young soldier could look to his 

unit's trench journal to provide an easily understood literary interpretation of 

his new character and identity as part of his regiment. In this regard, the 

anonymity of the authors enables the identity that they construct to be more 

readily accepted and adopted. 
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It is just this anonymity that enables the authors to portray themselves, 

to give themselves up to the unity of the Army. They create the identity they 

want for themselves, heavily influenced though it may be. The anonymity of the 

trench journals' contributors, whether using pseudonyms or initials, 

emphasises this sense of shared identity. The individual authors disown their 

personal sense of identity in favour of the larger identity of the unit. The effect 

of their poetry is perhaps the more potent due to the invisibility of the poet. The 

poems could be written by any soldier of the unit. The journals say as much 

about the unit's mentality in the anonymity of the contributors as the articles 

and poems themselves say. As the war dragged on, this sort of unit homogeneity 

declined. No longer was a battalion composed solely of recruits from a 

particular workplace, street or district. Unit identity, such as the "Cambridge 

Boys," ceased to be based on civilian origins, or shared barrack ground 

experiences. But a sense of unity was still vital to the soldiers. Later in the war, 

it begins to be expressed in terms of a shared condition or shared future, rather 

than a shared past. 
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This shift is accompanied by a change in the way in which the soldier 

now considered the task of soldiering. The unabashed zeal of the recruit is lost 

in the flow of war. In August 1916, in the pages of The Whizz-Bang, at least 

one soldier re-evaluated his part in the war. In a series of aiticles titled 'Jobs,' 

this soldier, using the pseudonym 'Jobber,' lays down what amounts to job 

descriptions of the various ranks in the Army. The most insightful is that of 

the Private. 'His job is some job believe me [ ... ] All he has to do is obey orders 

and kill Germans. He does the latter better than the former, but he does both 

pretty well.'12 He has no responsibilities, not even to his own person as the 

Medical Officer looks after his health, and his platoon commander is his 

'devoted slave.' (Whiz z - Bang, 1. 7, 4) All because the Private is 'THE MAN 

WHO KILLS GERMANS.'(Whizz-Bang, 1. 7, 4) In one sense, 'Jobber' has 

degraded the purpose of the soldier. He conceives of the role of soldier as a 
~ 

job, an occupation, and as such it is as restrictive as the civilian jobs the 

recruits eagerly fled hoping for a "Great Adventure" in battle. But it is not 

possible to compare the two employments. 'Jobber' argues that the job of 

killing Germans is actually the most important and effective job in the Army, 

and it is a job that only the Private does exclusively. His description serves to 

invert the Army hierarchy and thus it leads him and his fellow private soldiers 

to derive greater pride from their role as soldiers. 

12 'Jobber.' 'Jobs -The Private.' The Whizz-Bang: 6th Battalion (T.F.) Durham Light Infantry. 
A Periodical from the Front, Written and Edited in the Trenches. 1.7 (1916): 4. 
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But killing Germans is not the only job or act that defines the First 

World War soldier. As important as it is for him to kill Germans, it is just as 

character building to be killed by them. The end of a soldier's life is seen to be 

the coming to fruition of his training. The way he faces death proves how 

much of a soldier he truly is. This ethos has its origins, as far as the trench 

journals express it, in the mentality of the professional army. An anonymous 

writer in The Invicta Gazette recalls the incident that made him aware of this 

aspect of his duties. 

With two men I was posted to guard a barricade of mud (they had 

no sandbags) which stood half-way up a trench joining our front 

line with that of the "Alleymands." A regular officer gave me my 

instructions, ending with the cheering words: "If the Germans 

attack down this trench you must understand that you stay here 

until you are dead!" I was not at all pleased with the phrase at the 

moment, but it occurred to me afterwards that it exactly expressed 

the state of mind of the regular soldier in those days. "You will stay 

here until you are dead."13 

With death in battle presented as an inevitable outcome, not risk, of a soldier's 

life, educating a new soldiei/how to die occupies much space in many trench 
L. 

journals. Expressions of knowing how to die with dignity and f01titude do 

much to explain the trench journals' understanding of who the British soldier 

13 'Soldiers - Old and New.' The Invicta Gazette: 20th Battalion, The London Regiment. 7 
(1917): 10. 
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was. The inevitability, indeed the fulfillment, of the soldier's life is well expressed in 

the poem 'Private Smiff' by a member of the R.A.M.C. calling himself 'Jack Point' 

in The Lead-Swinger.14 The poem is a portrait of a wounded man of the 'Seventh 

Tykeshires,' documenting his last hours from his arrival on stretcher at a Casualty 

Clearing Station, through a graphic account of his treatment, to his final words and 

burial. It serves as a guide for the not yet wounded soldiers, indicating what is 

expected of their behaviour should they be wounded. 

Then the doctor came to see 'im, 

And 'e took the dressings off. 

And 'e saw 'is jagged leg-bones, 

And 'e 'eard 'is blood-choked cough. 

[ ... ] 

And 'e took a pair of forceps, 

And 'e pulled a piece o' bone, 

Then 'e put 'em in position, 

But old Smiff, 'e didn't groan. 

[ ... ] 

Then 'e [Smifi] 'eld 'is shakin' 'and out, 

And 'e shook (as best 'e could), 

And 'e said: "Just grin and stick it, 

14 The Lead-Swinger: The Bivouac Journal of the 1(3 W. Riding Field Ambulance was 
published after the war in a full facsimile edition, which contains, unusually, a key to the 
pseudonyms of its contributors. Thus 'Jack Point,' who also wrote under the name of 'Flam us,' 
is Captain W.B. Allen, V.C., D.S.O., M.C. and Bar. 
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And die as a Tykeshire should. "15 

Private Smiff, in his stalwartness and stoicism, represents the ideal; the absolute 

soldier facing death squarely without fear or regret. Significantly, the poet suggests 

that he is able to attain this level of poise and selflessness by evoking his identity as 

a 'Tykeshire,' as one of a unit. The unit will not die with his death, and thus, it is 

implied, he will not truly die either. Private Smiff is as much a character construct 

as Tommy Atkins. Their characters are intended to be educational, though not 

necessarily to be mimicked directly. Rather, they are meant to illustrate the zenith 

of what can be achieved by the private soldier. On the whole, this sort of 

propaganda of the everyman seems to have been accepted by the soldier-readers. 

Few complaints, whether unwritten or unpublished, appear in the pages of the 

trench journals. However, though most appear to have accepted Tommy Atkins as 

an aspirational figure, one soldier at least considered him an unrealistic and 

unachievable role model. 

Harry McCann's poem 'When It's All Over .. .' featured in The Anzac 

Book (1916), a souvenir of the Gallipoli campaign, expresses clearly this 

soldier's mixed emotions at the thought of returning home after the war to 

find his family's expectations of his character affected by the Tommy Atkins 

propaganda. He fears that the writers and poets, both civilian and soldier, 

have created an unachievable personality in the mythical figure, a personality 

that he feels himself distinct from and even intimidated by. 

15 'Jack Point.' 'Private Smiff (Died of Wounds, July 31st, 1915).' The Lead-Swinger: The 
Bivouac Journal of the 1L3 W. Riding Field Ambulance. 1.5 (1915) : 2. 



Oh! I've snarled to read the phrases that the writers coined for us

"Deathless heroes - lasting glory," and the other foolish fuss; 

For we're simple sinful soldiers, and we're often rude and rough, 

And our characters ain't altered since we donned the khaki stuff. 

[ ... ] 

As I gaze on Bill, me cobber, sure I smile a little smile, 

For his happy, careless nature doesn't fit the poet's style; 

No he doesn't resemble Caesar in his looks or in his speeches, 

Nor Napoleon nor Cromwell - why they ain't within his reach. 

He's a decent sort of cobber, but he doesn't push a claim 

To be classed "a gallant guardian of Britain's honoured name." 

I've a grouch on jingo writers and the poets and them all, 

Who have placed us common persons on a public pedestal; 

Will they dust our coats and speak to us and help us when we fall, 

Or paste a different label on us - something very small? 

It's their fault I'm entertaining just a tiny little dread 

That my friends may want a hero with a halo round his head.16 

This poem aptly expresses the fact that soldiers were aware of a character 

being created for them and by them, and one that did not fully, or perhaps to 

any extent, represent them accurately. McCann's sense of national identity is 

16 Harry McCann. 'When It's All Over .. .' The Anzac Book: Written and Illustrated in Gallipoli 
by the Men of Anzac. London: Cassell, 1916. 151. 
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no\ incorporated in the soldier identity of Tommy Atkins. He attempts to 

create an Australian version of Tommy in his portrayal of his 'cobber' Bill. 

McCann presents an alternative characterisation of the soldier which may be 

more in line with his comrades but is just as heroic in its mundanity. Even 

when countering the force of the everyman soldier, the contributors to the 

trench journals still found it vital to subsume their individuality into the unit 

to which they belonged. As much as the soldiers initially define themselves by 

their origins or experiences, their character is seen in high relief when they 

consider that which they are not, those who are unlike them. 

ALL THOSE BEHIND THE FRONT 

The trench journals do not contain many examples of animosity 

towards civilians expressed in any other form than gentle sarcasm. They are 

gently jibed for their ignorance, blood-thirstiness or pessimism. As one 

journal editor remarks, 'Yes, we have much to thank them for, but a proper 

sense of gratitude will not blind us to their faults.' 17 However, the journals are 

genuinely vitriolic on the subject of cowards and conscientious objectors, or in 

the parlance of the Army, 'shirkers' and 'slackers.' The trench journals aspire 

to work as a kind of literary cap badge, a mark that creates distinction and 

unification. It is infinitely easier, especially when one considers how many 

hundreds of regiments containing possibly as many as 20 or 30 battalions 

17 'Strozzi.' 'The People at Home.' Editorial. The Gasper: The Unofficial Organ of the 181h, 19th, 

20th and 2 1st (P.S.) Royal Fusiliers. 17 (1916) : n.p. 
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were in the Expeditionary Force, to define oneself in such an inclusive 

community by that which is excluded. The old men and women may be 

ignorant, but that ignorance is as a result of their remoteness from the 

battlefields, a predicament they could do nothing about. They know no better. 

However, the men of military age who chose not to volunteer could and should 

know better, and as far as the soldiers are concerned should be forced by their 

conscience to know better. A poem addressed 'To the Slacker' by 'Incog.' 

appeared in The Minden Magazine in March 1916. The poet emphasises the 

shame involved in not answering the call to arms. 

Will you come or be dragged? Now list what I say; 

It's the question that's thrilling all England to-day. 

Come smartly forward and don't be a backer; 

Can't you see what it means to be dubbed a slacker? 

[ ... ] 

I wish I could take you and plant you in France, 

Just to look at the lads who make Bosches dance. 

They are cheerful and happy in mud to the eyes; 

The Germans they hate - but the slacker despise. 

I can say nothing further, so leave it to you; 

If you're British, then unto your Britain be true. 

It is men Britain calls to, to come in their turn, 
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If you can't hear that call, then you're only a worm.18 

It is when addressing those who remain at home but ignored the call to arms 

that the trench journals express their most patriotic emotions, and approach 

propaganda most closely. Here, the poet becomes associated, possibly 

unintentionally, with the women who sought out young men not in uniform in 

order to silently and publicly scold them by handing them a white feather. In 

the hands of the recruiters shame and the fear of non-conformity were indeed 

powerful weapons for inducing volunteers. Yet this sentiment takes on a more 

significant overtone when one considers its presence in a trench journal which 

was predominantly read by men who had already answered the call. It seems 

that the soldier-poet requires more men to volunteer for the reasons he initially 

did so, so that he may renew his belief in those reasons. The slackers, in their 

obliviousness to patriotism, become the anti-Tommy Atkins. The poet is able to 

" 
measure himself positively against men who have not volunteered. Beside them 

he, and every soldier in his unit, can consider himself a 'man' and not a 'worm.' 

An earlier poem in the journal expresses the same sense of 

loathing towards those who chose not to join the army, but in this 

instance it is mixed with a deep distrust of these men's motives in not 

volunteering. The poet 'Notonrofem' in 'The Shirker' assumes the voice of 

one such man as he explains his reasons for suffering the embarrassment 

and shame of not becoming a soldier. 

18 'Incog.' 'To The Slacker.' The Minden Magazine: 2 11d Battalion, The Lancashire Fusiliers. 4 
(1916) : 5. 



Why should I go and fight? 

I have no desire to be killed; 

Fighting to me is a thing that's not right, 

Something in which I'm not skilled. 

Besides, I have nothing to fight for, 

No wife, no kiddies, no self; 

Only father, mother and sister; 

Well, let them go and fight for themselves. 

Let the married go, let the married man fight, 

He's a wife and a home to defend; quite right! 

And while he's away fighting and risking his life, 

I'll mind his home, his job - and his wife.,9 
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Again the slacker's lack of a sense of duty and honour and, indeed, chivalry is 

mocked, all for the benefit of bolstering the confidence and pride of the soldier 

readership. Yet the closing couplet moves beyond mockery towards distrust 

and the suggestion of the shirker's immorality. While the soldiers must feel as 

though they had volunteered in some sense at least to defend and preserve 

their families, the shirker's words imply that those they hold dearest are more 

vulnerable as a result of their volunteering. Fuller argues that the humour of 

trench journals as a whole 'helped smooth over rather than to open up 

19 'Notonrofem.' 'The Shirker.' The Minden Magazine: 2nd Battalion, The Lancashire Fusiliers. 
3 (1916) : 13. 



divisions [ ... ] carried over from civilian society into the war sectors.'20 Humour 

certainly plays a large part in uniting the soldiers into a definable group, but 

the division between 'civilian society' and the 'war sectors' becomes 

correspondingly broad and more apparent. Indeed, it is vital that it is so that a 

sense of exclusion can reassure the serving soldiers as to their own character, 

identity and purpose. 

The treatment, as exhibited in the trench journals, of 

conscientious objectors and cowards is significant and is the only 

instance of genuine animosity, even hatred, directed towards any group 

to be seen in their contents. The sentiment elaborates the eloquent 

cajoling and shaming of the recruitment poster which features an 

embarrassed looking man being asked 'What did you do in the Great 

War, Daddy?' by his children. But, as often as these poems are actually 

addressed directly to the slackers and shirkers at home, it is not for their 

benefit that they are written. Many trench journals were available for 

purchase in Britain, but mostly through private arrangements with 

military tailors or the Y.M.C.A., sites that conscientious objectors would 

hardly visit. Thus it is safe to say that few of these poems ever really 

found their targets. But this is not their purpose. The poems serve to 

more sharply define the two groups, and by so doing bolster and imbue 

the soldier with confidence. Taylor states that the trench journals acted 

20 J.G. Fuller. Troop Morale and Popular Culture in the British and Dominion Armies, 
1914-1918. Oxford: Clarendon Press, 1990. 144. 
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Fig. 2. A group of New Zealanders read a trench journal on an old battlefield. Imperial War 

Museum. 
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as a 'safety-valve for the feelings of an army of civilian soldiers 

confronted by a new world of military discipline. '21 He writes of the 

journals as a whole, but it is a useful phrase with which to consider the 

treatment of those who chose not to come. They form the first and most 

striking division observable in the journals, but there is yet another 

division created by the conditions of the Western Front and emphasised 

by the trench journals. It is the division between the front line and the 

infantry who served there, and all those in uniform who do not live and 

fight in the trenches. 

The officers of the General Staff are an easy target for Siegfried 

Sassoon. They are typically pictured in his war poetry as old, out of date and 

out of touch; all in all everything that the infantryman and 'youth and 

laughter' are not.22 Perhaps one of the clearest expressions of his 

frustration and anger towards the Staff is to be found in his poem 'The 

General' (1917). 

"Good-morning, good-morning! " the General said 

When we met him last week on our way to the line. 

Now the soldiers he smiled at are most of 'em dead, 

And we're cursing his staff for incompetent swine. 

"He's a cheery old card," grunted Harry to Jack 

21 Martin Taylor. "'The Open Exhaust" and Some Other Trench Journals of the First World 
War.' Imperial War Museum Review. 5 (1990): 18-27. 26. 
22 Siegfried Sassoon. 'Suicide in the Trenches.' 1918. The War Poems. Ed. Rupert Hart-Davis. 
London: Faber and Faber, 1983. 119. 
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As they slogged up to Arras with rifle and pack. 

But he did for them both by his plan of attack. 2 3 

The Staff are similarly a source of much sarcastic comment for other soldiers' 

contributions to trench journals, though, undeniably, they are presented in a 

more overtly witty and less caustic tone. The trench journal The Gasper 

presented 'A Burlesque in Three Acts,' in three consecutive issues at the end of 

1915 and beginning of 1916. The script, as it appears in the magazine, includes 

sketches of scenes and so it is possible that the burlesque, 'A Scrap of Paper,' 

was indeed performed. The principal characters are thinly veiled caricatures of 

Sherlock Holmes, Watson and Dr. Moriarty. Indeed, but for the inclusion of 

Lieutenant Monty Marlborough, it could easily be seen as a pre-war slapstick 

comedy. Monty becomes, at the hands of the writers, a receptacle for all that is 

' detestable in the junior Staff officer. Yet he is po1trayed in such a comedic way 

that he is an object of humorous derision, rather than Sassoon-like scorn. His 

first appearance on stage is preceded by a letter written by him to his wife. 

"I've just finished ten days in the trenches, up to my armpits in 

water all the time, and every night it froze so that I couldn't get my 

hands up to blow my nose.[ ... ] Shells were bursting continually all 

around me. I had hundreds of hair-breadth escapes. One Jack 

Johnson burst only eighteen inches away. (Breathlessly) One 

23 Siegfried Sassoon. 'The General.' 1917. The War Poems. Ed. Rupert Hart-Davis. London: 
Faber and Faber, 1983. 78. 
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piece hit a tunic button, another my watch, and a third a braces' 

buckle. I have fourteen bullet holes through my cap and tunic."24 

The excessiveness of Monty's dangers and endurances make a mockery of the 

reality of trench and battle experiences that, undoubtedly, the audience have 

endured. Yet they are so excessive that the humour cleverly shields Monty 

from appearing as a villain, and more as a pathetic, inexperienced prig. Even 

before he appears, the audience appreciates that he is to be laughed at for his 

attempts at imitating them. When he does make his entrance, he remonstrates 

with his wife who is irritated that he was so inconsiderate as not to give her 

prior warning of his arrival. 

"Is this the welcome you give me on my return, soaked in mud, 

and blood, and -- things? Several splashes anyhow. At least I 

thought there was one somewhere." 

(Gasper, 13, 2) 

His ability to get leave easily, the cleanliness of his uniform, even his wife's 

less than glowing welcome, all these factors distance him from the audience. 

Monty is clearly unlike the infantrymen of the audience, but in his ridiculous 

attempts to share their identity the writers demonstrate the superiority of that 

identity. Front line service becomes valuable and desirable, whilst also elitist. 

Monty launches into song, to the tune of 'Tipperary,' and the facts as to his 

real role in the Army emerge. 

24 'A Scrap of Paper.' The Gasper: The Unofficial Organ of the 18th, 191h. 20111 and 2 1st (P.S.) 
Royal Fusiliers. 13 (1916) : 2. 



Perhaps you'll wonder why it is 

That I'm so fresh and clean, 

And wear the things men never wear 

Who to the Front have been. 

I'm aide-de-camp to Captain B, 

Who bottles all the rum, 

And these are bribes I get, you see, 

From sergeants when they come! 

A steel plate on my back and chest, 

A helmet on my head, 

Revolvers, daggers and the rest 

To shoot the Bosches dead. 

If Kaiser Bill could see me now 

The sight would make him pause, 

But warlike plans I disavow 

In Northern France because -

It's a long way to the trenches, 

It's a long way I don't go! 

It's a long way to the trenches, 

What they look like I don't know! 

At Rouen you will find me, 
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Or Boulogne sur la mere -

It's a long, long way up to the trenches, 

But I'm never there! 

44 

(Gasper, 13, 4) 

Monty is a junior Staff officer, and worse still, a corrupt and cowardly one. The 

humour that is derived from the stereotype is based entirely on the 

preconceptions of the soldier-audience. But the humour aims to dissipate any 

resentment that the soldiers may feel towards Monty. He is so ridiculous he 

becomes harmless. In a similar way, Fuller claims that the humour displayed 

by American soldiers in the Second World War allowed for 'a safe discharge 

of dangerous tension.' (Fuller, 144) According to Fuller, humour enabled 

American soldiers to 'achieve a kind of distance from their threatening 

experiences.' (Fuller, 144) I would add that humour, particularly in this 

case of derision of the Staff, allows the infantryman to resituate himself in 

relation to his experiences in and out of battle. It lets him take some 

unexpected pride in his condition. Yet this instance of the Staff being a 

target of troop sarcasm is rare among trench journals. More numerous are 

the examples of the same variety of derision being meted out to the Army 

behind the Army. 

The Royal Army Medical Corps, Royal Engineers and Army Service 

Corps as well as all other branches of the Army that serve from a distance 

receive reasonably harsh criticism in the pages of the infantry trench 

journals. The acrostic to Thomas Atkins above suggests some distance, a 
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kind of abstraction, between the poet and the everyman 'Tommy.' The poet, 

Private Currie, is a member of a Canadian Field Ambulance of the R.A.M.C. 

While he is in contact with the infantry, he is not a part of it, and does not 

share its experiences or dangers. This divide, based on geographical and 

experiential differences, was acknowledged by and mapped by the soldiers 

on both sides in their journals. 

By Christmas 1915, when an unknown battalion of the Royal 

Fusiliers brought out their first (and only) issue of their journal entitled 

The Futile Fusilier, this divide had already been recognised. The short story 

'The Great War' tells the story of a day in the life of an A.S.C. Transport 

Officer. The A.S.C. was responsible for the loading, unloading and 

transportation of everything from ammunition to bully-beef to eve1y branch of 

the Army. The life of its members was by no means sheltered. The 

transportation and man-handling of artille1y shells was a dangerous enough 

task along roads unsuited to heavy lorries. Taken in conjunction with the 

exposed nature of their duties which led to the constant risk of bombing or 

shelling the A.S.C. experienced danger of the same magnitude, ifless 

consistently, as the infantry. However, the infant1y considered these dangers as 

nothing in comparison with their own, offset as they were by the comparative 

luxury of the A.S.C.'s living conditions. These conditions are succinctly parodied 

by the infantryman-author of 'The Great War.' Waking one cold morning, the 

A.S.C. Transport Officer 



noted with relief that it was only half-past eight. His servant 

was kneeling by the stove, murmuring that he couldn't light a 

fire with a piece of coal that big. The Transport Officer didn't 

take much notice of this; it was nine o'clock when he rose in a 

well-warmed room to see a bright fire burning. 2 5 
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The day passes idly for the officer as he trots around the countryside on 

horseback for want of anything better to do. He drinks whisky, dresses for a 

hearty dinner and returns to his well-warmed room for another restful night. 

The ironic moral completes the story; 'After all, the Hun must be conquered.' 

(Futile, 1, n.p.) The A.S.C. undoubtedly suffer the most from the infantry 

soldiers' observations. It is possibly explainable due to the frequency with 

which the two branches met, giving ample time to observe the differences in 

conditions and duties. The soldier would only encounter a member of the 

R.A.M.C. when wounded, or in the battalion's Medical Officer; a typically 

courageous and hard-working figure. Similarly the Royal Engineers were an 

essential element of every attack, carrying and constructing wire 

entanglements or establishing telephone lines after a trench had been taken. 

They shared the dangers of the infantry, if not quite so constantly. No, 

undeniably, the A.S.C. were most easily identified as slackers in uniform by 

the infant1y. Th.e Gasper uses the voice of the 'Cockney Critic' to present a 

typical soldier's point of view on various groups and occurrences in Army life. 

His fourth in the series concerns 'Tommy.' When out of the trenches on rest; 

25 'The Great War.' The Futile Fusilier (First and Only Number). 1 (1915): n.p . 
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the.unfortunate infantryman is pressed into service by the underworked 

A.S.C. 

They puts 'im on fatigue dooty unloadin' railway trucks, carryin' up 

stores and all sorts o' jobs that them transport chaps, Ally Sloper's 

Cavalry, signed on ter do. 'Stead o' which one of these chaps just 

bosses the job and watches Tommy work, unless there's a danger o' 

shellin', when 'e works too, in order ter get away quicker. 26 

Despite, or rather because of, the hardships and trials of being an 

infantryman, his is the most vital and important job in the Army. He is the 

man that deserves most respect, faces most danger, endures most hardship 

and achieves most glory. It is worthwhile noting, however, on reading the 

Cockney-ed words of this monologue that the article appears in the journal of 

what was once the Universities and Public Schools' Brigade. 2 7 It is fairly safe to 

assume therefore, that the writer 'Strozzi,' unlike his character, is "ighly 

heddicated.' (Gasper, 19, 4) Yet for him to present this one-sided viewpoint he 

feels it necessary to adopt the voice and indeed the guise of Tommy Atkins, for 

although it is clear from the piece that though the 'Cockney Critic' is speaking 

26 'Strozzi.' 'The Cockney Critic: No-4 -Tommy!' The Gasper: The Unofficial Organ of the 181\ 

19th, 20th and 21st (P.S.) Royal Fusiliers. 19 (1916): 4. 
27 The Gasper represents the 1St11, 19th, 20th and 21st Battalions The Royal Fusiliers. These 
battalions were formed from the Universities and Public Schools (118th) Brigade. The Brigade 
was formed at the outbreak of war and remained in Britain training until May 1915. For this 
time, the Brigade had a magazine, called The Pow-Wow, and much of its content is taken up 
with the soldiers' concern as to the Brigade's future. The debate was whether these Varsity 
and Public Schools men would be trained for commissions, something they adamantly did not 
want. They finally completed their training, after losing about half their number to Officer 
Cadet Battalions and became the above named battalions of The Royal Fusiliers. The 
battalions saw action in France, but in September 1916 they were disbanded and the men sent 
to 0.C.B.s after all, to replace the many junior officers lost in the Battle of the Somme. 



of 'Tommy,' it is just as obvious that he is speaking of himself. This adoption 

of character implies an awareness on the part of the author of the possible 

injustice of his words, yet he knows that 'Tommy' will be excused uttering 

them, where 'Strozzi' may not. 
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When the common soldier's voice is not used, or at least when the 

writer or poet is using a less obviously assumed accent, the criticism is more 

subtly presented. The anonymously written story 'Under Fire' in The Gasper 

takes place in a drawing room in Britain, with the storyteller bombarded by 

misinformed opinions struggling to keep his self-restraint. The overt target of 

the writer's sarcasm is the curiosity of women, or as he calls them, the 

'chattering harpies.' 2s The story is a typical one: a man home on leave, about to 

start his training for a commission, journeys to London to 'call on some 

relative.' (Gasper, 19, 2) His arrival draws attention from the 'chattering 

females' and he suffers a rapid bombardment of questions all of which he 

attempts to answer 'without contradicting [himself] and at the same time 

providing enough sensation by elaborating a bit.' (Gasper, 19, 2) His trial is 

cut short by the entrance of a Captain in the A.S.C., whom he sarcastically 

describes as 'a representative of our most active and hardworked branch of the 

commissioned ranks.' (Gasper, 19, 2) Whether this sort of criticism is 

justified or not, the sentiment, if not these particular expressions of it, 

28 'Under Fire.' The Gasper: The Unofficial Organ of the 18th. 19th, 20th and 21st (P.S.) Royal 
Fusiliers. 19 (1916) : 2. 



reached the A.S.C. and the other units referred to and stung them into 

occasional retaliation. 
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The demeaning of their role was a slur on the A.S.C.'s identity as 

soldiers though they were not in a position to argue with the infantry in terms 

of bravery and cowardice; they could merely assert the importance of their 

job. The Hangar Herald, the journal of an unidentified A.S.C. supply 

base, does so by quoting the remarks of the Bishop of London when he made 

a visit to the unit in early 1915. 

You are just as surely fighting these battles loading and unloading 

ships and trains, as the men whom I addressed fresh from the 

trenches[ ... ] We are all depending on you quite as much, you men 

do your bit by taking your part in this war the same as them. 29 

The unit modestly makes no claim for its own importance but simply presents 

the opinions of others so as to bolster its own self-esteem. In passing, it is 

worth noting the differences in the source of authority between the A.S.C. and 

the infantry. The infantry, as a result of their unique experience of life in the 

trenches, are imbued with the authority to create their own identity in their 

journals. The A.S.C. on the other hand lack this kind of elitist authority and 

thus feel less capable of asserting the uniqueness of their role. The 

contributors to the journals of front-line and back-area units map this 

hierarchy of constructed literary identities. They base this hierarchy on a 

geographical, as well as an experiential, dissimilarity. It is a dissimilarity that 

29 'Visit by the Bishop of London.' The Hangar Herald. 9 (1915) : 1. 
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the back area's units are aware of when they approach the front. Describing a 

recent action in which the unit took part, the editor of The Jackdaw, a 

magazine for No. 6 Motor Ambulance Convoy, R.A.M.C. writes, 'There were one 

or two close squeaks, Lt. Dunn, Pte. Goodspeed, Pte. Cubitt and Pte. Jones 

came as close to the real thing as was conducive to their well-being.'3° The 'real 

thing' is the danger of the war that infantry journals claim as being integral to 

the identity of the front-line soldier. The other units can only visit it 

sporadically, and cannot tap into the unquestionable authority and identity that 

results from continuous occupation of this geographical location. 

Statements of ove1t pride in the identity of the A.S.C. are rare in the pages of 

the trench journals. One of the few such statements takes the form of the 

anonymous poem 'The Plebians' (sic) in the magazine The 'J', which 

represents an A.S.C. camp at Havre, a location that couldn't be closer to home 

without being in Britain. Significantly, the poet follows the example of 'Strozzi' 

and his creation the 'Cockney Critic,' by voicing his poem in the colloquialisms 

of the uneducated simple soldier. 

Ther's the "Royal" Field Artillery, and the "Royal" Engineers, 

The "Royal" Army Medicals and the "Royal" Fusiliers. 

'Most everything is "Royal" taking part in this ere war -

'bout the only troops not "Royal" is the Army Service Corps. 

We aint out after glory, would'nt git it if we wus, 

30 The Jackdaw: Being the Official Organ of No. 6 M.A.C. 1.9 (1917): 1. 
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V.C.'s don't come our way; an the reason why becos -

We don't git in the limelight, like our pals up there in front, 

So we don't git the charnce to up an' do the 'ero stunt. 

But I think we does our job, tho' in a 'umble kind o' way, 

An' the rations gits up reg'lar, tho' the guns ain't no childs play, 

When they strafe the road to blazes, we've got to git theer just the 

same, 

An' the lads, they don't go 'ungry - if they do tain't us to blame. 

I arsks you this - without 'is grub, 'ow could 'ol Tommy fight? 
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An' what abart the rum what warms him up each cold wet night? 

You bet them "Royal" Units knows they blamed soon be "no more," 

Without the good ol' plain "un-Royal" Army Service CorpS.3' 

This then is the only possible retaliation that the A.S.C. poet feels he can 

make. 32 He suggests that the A.S.C. are quieter and humbler about their job 

than the infantry is about theirs. It is the most tentative of sugg~stions and 

carries little weight. The poet feels more confident in simply stating that the 

A.S.C. does not deserve to be looked upon so scathingly as their task is as 

important as that of any other branch of the service. The purpose of this gentle 

animosity and humorous jibing is not primarily to boast the merits of one 

31 'The Plebians.' The 'J': Magazine of the Annexe J. Camp - Havre. July 1917. n.p. 
32 The Army Service Corps had the 'Royal' prefix bestowed upon it after the war. 
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cqrps over another. Rather it serves as another form of disassociation, of 

identifying one unit by displaying the different circumstances of its service 

from other units. Due to the roles of the A.S.C. and the R.A.M.C. in the Army, 

the infantry's exclusivity naturally results in, or is exhibited through, a sense 

of pride in the hardships, and a sense of sarcasm and criticism at those that do 

not share those hardships. Increased safety, their journals imply, leads to a 

diminished authenticity. Those out of danger, and out of the line, are too far 

away to experience the war. The physical and mental exclusion of the army 

behind the army lets the infantry gain some positive value from the hardships 

and dangers they must experience. But this exclusion that the infantry 

highlight in their journals arises not from the exclusivity of their unit, but 

principally from the exclusivity of their location; the trenches. 

TOMMY IN THE TRENCHES 

The popular Blackadder series concluded its comical insights into 

history with a view of the Western Front in Blackadder Goes Forth (BBC 

Television, 1989). The question can and should the series 'be taken seriously 

by cultural and military historians?'33 asked by Bond is answered by Sheffield 

who accurately points out that 'Blackadder simply would not work in the 

absence of a British national perception of the First World War.'34 Both use the 

33 Brian Bond. The Unquiet Western Front: Britain's Role in Literature and History. 
Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 2002. 86. 
34 Gary Sheffield. Forgotten Victory: The First World War, Myths and Realities. London: 
Headline, 2001. 2. 
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success and popularity of the series to highlight the preconceived modern 

understanding of the Western Front.3s However, although both writers focus 

on the injustice of the Staff stereotype perpetuated by the series and attempt 

to understand and redress it, the other assumption that Sheffield refers to is 

not dealt with. As 'bizarre' as it seems to some 'that there were many able 

generals and highly efficient staff officers,' in the First World War, it is just as 

bizarre for some to imagine that the soldiers did not live constantly in a front 

line trench until wounded or killed. (Bond, 65) Whereas the view of the 

generals is unjustified in terms of the majority of evidence from trench 

journals, the latter assumption has, in some degree, its roots in the journals. 

However, it is not that the infantry soldier actually did live constantly in the 

trenches, or wrote about it, but the character of the soldier, 'Tommy,' was 

most often pictured in the surroundings of the trenches.36 This 

characterisation and identity, it has been seen, was created by careful and 

consistent disassociation and exclusion. What the journal contributors did 

associate the character of the soldier with is not just the conditions of danger 

35 In 2000, the final scene of the last episode was voted number nine in the 100 Greatest 
Television Moments for the most memorable television events of the century. Only one other 
fictional episode featured in the top ten. 
36 The typical cycle of life for an infantry battalion was four days in the Reserve Line (a trench 
about 50 to 100 yards behind the front), then four days in the Firing Line followed by another 
four days in the Reserve Line. Ideally, the battalion would then move out to Rest. The rest that 
was actually achieved depended greatly on the distance from the front line. If relatively close, 
the battalion could expect to provide working parties to the Royal Engineers or the Army 
Service Corps to mend roads, dig trenches or erect wire entanglements. After any length of 
tinie from a few hours to a few weeks of Rest, the cycle would begin again. See Dennis Winter, 
Gary Sheffield, Lyn Macdonald and Richard Holmes. 



and hardships, but, more powerfully, with the trenches themselves. Tommy, 

as the journals represent him, only truly exists in the trenches. 
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The soldiers' ownership of the trenches, with all its hardships and 

dangers, was one they could hardly avoid. Yet the journals express how this 

inevitable association was turned into something positive and affirming. As 

early as October 1915, examples of this association are evident in the journals. 

With more than a little irony, the anonymous poem 'My Little Wet Home in 

the Trench'37 featured in The Listening Post proudly states; 

I've a little wet home in the trench 

Where the rain storms continually drench 

There's a dead cow close by, 

With her hoofs towards the sky 

And she gives off a beautiful stench. 

[ ... ] 

But with shells dropping there 

There's no place to compare 

With my little wet home in the trench.3s 

By combining the image of the rotting carcass of a cow with the reference to 

his dug-out as his home, the poet makes the trench at one and the same time 

disgusting and familiar. It is easy to read these lines with both inflections, 

37 This poem is an acknowledged parody of D. Eardley-Wilmot's 'My Little Grey Home in the 
West.' Eardley-Wilmot, a poet of modest fame, served as a nurse at the 3rd London General 
Hospital, Wandsworth during the war. Coincidentally, the hospital also produced a magazine 
to which she contributed poetry. 
38 'My Little Wet Home in the Trench.' The Listening Post: :zti' Canadian Infantry Battalion. 6 
(1915): 3. 
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either to the detriment or advantage of the trenches and the soldier's 'little wet 

home.' But neither implication is stressed overly. Thus, the poet suggests that 

he feels some sense of ownership and pride in the trenches and in himself for 

enduring the dangers and being capable of picturing the trenches in cosy and 

everyday terms. By Fuller's definition of soldiers' humour this poem acts to 

psychologically distance the soldier-poet from the reality of his surroundings. 

However, the opposite is at work also. The poet strenuously associates himself 

with the scene. The discomfort and perils; the 'dead cow,' the 'mass of wet 

mud and some straw' and the 'snipers who keep on the go' are all made light 

of, but are referred to as being essential and constituent parts of the trench 

scene. The Front simply wouldn't be the Front without them, and just as 

essentially, without the soldier-poet. 

The importance of this familiarity and ownership of the trenches to the 

soldier-writers and poets of the trench journals cannot be overstated. Indeed, 

the editors of the 6th Battalion The Duke of Cornwall's Light Infantry's journal, 

The Red Feather, felt this importance so keenly that they held back 

publication of the journal's fourth issue until the battalion's arrival in France. 

This much desired and long looked forward to event has now come 

to pass, and after many months of waiting we have at last landed on 

the shores of La Belle France and are accordingly bringing out No. 

4. [ ... ] We have at the time of writing no actual battle experiences to 

relate, not yet having had our baptism of fire; but now that we are 



so near the Firing Line no doubt we shall be able to remedy this 

defect in our next number.39 
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The lack of trench experience not only has implications for the identity of the 

soldiers of the battalion, but also for the identity of the journal itself. The 

trench journal cannot be truly called such, suggests this writer, without the 

battalion to which it belongs having been to the line. Similarly, the soldier 

cannot truly call himself a soldier unless he has experienced the Front. Six 

months later, in December 1915, the 'defect' of the journal had indeed been 

remedied; the battalion had been in action. The immediate effect upon the 

journal was the death of its editor and two other members of the editorial staff, 

as well as three further contributors being severely wounded. The temporary 

editor sums up the battalion's 'trial by fire'; 'Only two of the nine [ original 

members of the editorial staff] are still serving at the front, and both of these 

have been away from the battalion for some weeks as the result of wounds and 

sickness.' 4° This uncharacteristic breach of anonymity reminds the reader of the 

difficulties maintaining any kind of continuity in the life of a journal, as well as 

the almost generational strata that battles created in a battalion. The journal 

reflects the characteristics and identity of the battalion and its traditions. The 

individual members may die or be wounded, but the battalion and what it 

stands for, as well as the trench journal, carry on. The new editors of The Red 

39 Foreword. The Red Feather: Being the Regimental Magazine of the 61h (Service) Battalion of 
the Duke of Cornwall's Light Infantry. 1.4 (1915) : 65. 
40 Foreword. The Red Feather: Being the Regimental Magazine of the 61h (Service) Battalion of 
the Duke of Cornwall's Light Infantry. 1.6 (1915) : 105. 
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Feather remind the soldiers of the battaiion that the journal, like the readers, is 

'an old soldier now, and like the rest of us, will do its duty - for the duration.' 

(Red Feather, 1.6, 105) The trench journal is at this moment akin to the Colours 

of the regiment that by the First World War had ceased to be taken into battle. 

The association of the soldiers with the front line is most obvious, and 

indeed most poignant, when they consider land over which men have fought 

and died. If the expectation of the soldier is to die as a soldier, as it has been 

seen, then the land over which he fought or died is treated as his property, his 

reward. The significance and importance of the Front is instinctively known by 

the dead and their surviving comrades alone. The newcomers simply cannot 

comprehend the significance this land holds for them. A.P. Herbert, who was 

to write the novel The Secret Battle (1919) based on his experiences in Gallipoli 

and on the Western Front, explains this significance in his poem 'Beaucourt 

Revisited' which featured in the first issue of The Mudhook, his divisional 

magazine, in 1917. Returning to the site of an old battle, Herbert observes the 

differences in conditions from when he last saw the place. 

I wandered up to Beaucourt, I took the river track, 

And saw the lines we lived in before the Bosches went back. 

But peace was now in Pottage, the front was far ahead, 

The front was flying Eastward, and only left the dead. 

And I thought "How long we lay there, and watched the wire, 

While the guns roared round the valley and set the skies afire." 



But now there are homes in Hamel, and tents in the Vale of Hell 

And a camp at Suicide Corner, where half the Regiment fell. 

The new troops follow after and tread the land we won, 

To them it is so much hillside, re-wrestled from the Hun. 

To us 'tis almost sacred, this dreary mile of mud; 

The shell holes hold our history and half of them our blood. 

[ ... ] 

I crossed the blood-red ribbon that once was No-Man's Land; 

I saw a winter daybreak and a creeping minute hand: 

And here the lads went over, and there was Harmswo1th shot, 

And here was William lying - but the new men knew him not. 

And I said "There is still the river and still the stiff stark trees 

To treasure here our story, but there are only these." 

But under the white wood crosses the dead men answered low 
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"The new men know not Beaucourt, but we are here - we know."41 

The front line has advanced as a result of the attack, and left this former 

battlefield without the significance of its presence. To the replacements this 

place is just another bit of desolation, whereas to Herbert, and all those who 

fought and died here, it is still imbued with an impmtance due to their sacrifice. 

41 A.P. Herb,ert. 'Beaucomt Revisited.' The Mudhook with which is Incorporated 'Dardanelles 
Dug-Out Gossip.' The Journal of the 63rd (R.N.) Division. 1.1 (1917): 3. 
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The_landscape literally and metaphorically signifies the men that lost their lives 

achieving it. It is theirs. The dead have seeped into, been subsumed by the land. 

The harshness of the environment is their memorial. The new men are seen as 

trespassing on sacred ground, not having proved their right to tread with such 

safety in the footsteps of those men who struggled to achieve the land and died 

in the struggle. To recall the names, faces and locations of the men who died the 

poet must reconstruct the scene, the danger, the time when this now quiet area 

was alive with shell-fire. The only familiarity the poet finds in the landscape are 

the barest of geographical fixed-points. A corresponding example of the land 

becoming irrevocably associated with the dead is to be seen in the case of the 9th 

Battalion The Devonshire Regiment on the first day of the Somme. The 

battalion was all but wiped out by a German machine gun post at Mansel Copse. 

Later in the day, when the land had eventually been captured, 160 of the 

battalion's dead were carried back to their old front line trench. They were 

buried there and a notice placed over the filled in trench: 'The Devonshires held 

this trench. The Devonshires hold it still.' 42 Similarly, Herbert is erecting a 

poetic placard over the dead of his battalion. In memorialising the dead, he 

inevitably memorialises their location, what it was and what it has become. 

If the trenches and the front line with all its accompanying hardships 

and perils are the strenuously affirmed property of the infantryman, both living 

and dead, then the back areas, the safer and more comfortable regions are 

42 Mmiin Middlebrook. The First Day on the Somme: 1 July 1916. London: Penguin, 2001. 

249. 



60 

willingly given over to those who have no place at the Front. The Staff, A.S.C. 

and R.A.M.C. are thus tainted inevitably by the implications of not only their 

occupations, but the areas in which they operate. It is a difference in conditions 

that the infantry are most aware of, and they write keenly on the subject. 

Perhaps the best known trench journal, The Wipers Times, is particularly 

satirical and witty on the topic. 

Sir, 

I didn't come out to France till 1918, and then managed to click for 

a job at the Base. Don't you think I ought to have the 1918 Star and 

Garter to show how clever I've been? 

Yours etc. 

J.M. Wangleur.43 

The antithesis of the front line is the Base, and both are vague geographical 

concepts that nonetheless carry much weight and significance. The Base as 

seen from the Front is the repose of those shirkers and slackers who have 

wangled their way to safety and idleness. When the infantryman is there, 

either on his way to or from the Front, he gives the impression that he wants 

nothing more than to leave. The anonymous Lancashire Fusilier whose poem 

'I Want to go Back. . .' featured in his battalion's journal, The Minden 

Magazine, precedes his poem with a mock apology to the divisional base in 

which he is temporarily billeted. 

43 'Letters to the Editor.' The 'Better Times' with which is Incorporated 'The B.E.F. Times. ' 
'The Somme Times.' 'The Kemmel Times.' 'The "New Church" Times' and 'The Wipers Times.' 
1.1 (1918) : 14. 



I want to go back; I want to go back; 

Right to the firing line, 

Far away from here; from the base camp cold and drear, 

I'll miss the C.O. who told me T.O. 

Get a shave at 4.0 a.m. 

I'll miss those endless orders; those pretty flower borders; 

Nevertheless I want to go back. 

I want to go back, 'mong my comrades full of cheer, 

That's why I want to go, where red tape doesn't grow, 

Far, far from here.44 
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There is the suggestion that the soldier feels less like a soldier when taken out 

of the soldiers' (un)natural habitat of the trenches. Surrounded by 'pretty 

flower borders,' he fears he is not himself, or who he was at the Front. The 

identity he has as an infantryman is dissolving due not only to his isolation 

from his comrades, but primarily to his remoteness from the front line. 

Indeed, there is the implication that to stay too long at the Base will lead to the 

soldier being infected by the comfort, and particularly the identity, of the back 

areas. 

As the soldiers associate themselves with the habitation of the Front, so 

too do they associate the Staff and the rest of the Army behind the Army with 

the Base. The R.A.M.C., as one representative of the Base dwellers, have little 

44 'I Want to go Back. . .' The Minden Magazine: 2nd Battalion, The Lancashire Fusiliers. 2 

(1915): 9. 



option.but to acknowledge and accept the 'time-honoured jest against 

themselves.' 45 Other units though, forced to remain at the Base resent this 

association with the area. The anonymous poem 'What Abaht It?,' featured in 

Night Lines, the magazine of the 160th Siege Battery of the Royal Garrison 

Artillery, takes one of the few jabs at the infantry contained in a non-infantry 

journal. 

Yer can tork about the Mons Retreat and all that sort of stuff, 

Yer can praise the Trenchy blokes and lay the praise on thick 

and rough; 

Yer can always tell the story of the blood wot flowed away, 

But what abaht the bloomin' R.G.A.? 

[ ... ] 

I allus did believe in giving other blokes their share, 

Ando' course I ain't denyin' that these fellers 'elped us there; 

But when we come to reckon up who nearly won the day, 

'Twas what abaht the bloomin' R.G.A.?46 
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The poet, and possibly the entire Battery, feels that his significance has been 

marginalised, forgotten in the obsession with the front line. However 

magnanimous he may be in recognising the work of the infantry, he cannot but 

feel overlooked and ill-treated due to his unit's occupation of any area other 

than the front line. But this sort of expression is more representative of the 

45 'Phases of Corps Life' The Searchlight: Monthly Publication of the R.A.M.C., T.F. (E . 
Lanes.), 2nd Western General Hospital, Manchester. 1.1 (1916): 8. 
46 'WhatAbaht It?' Night Lines. 1.1 (1917): 4. 
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typical and traditional type of inter-Army rivalry, used to define by exclusion 

the unit itself, rather than a fear of being associated with the idle Base-dwellers. 

The Artillery, though further from the Front than the infantry, have a clear and 

direct influence upon the action taking place there, and experience similar 

dangers. The Cavalry, on the other hand, were left to languish in the back areas, 

and, as can be seen from Private Anderson's poem 'Somewhere,' from The 

Listening Post, were unable to get used to their inactivity. 

You'd be surprised. You would in fact, 

To find our squadron so intact, 

Despite the German shells and mines, 

It's often dull behind the lines 

Somewhere in France. 

Behind the lines in Belgium too 

You still might find us, quite a few 

Still rusticating on the farms 

Or lying idly on our arms, 

And watching all our sleek chevaux. 

(Our King and Country needs us so.) 

Of Uhlans [ German cavalry] here we see no signs 

It's stagnant, quite, behind the lines 

Somewhere in Belgium. 



We used to have some idle hopes 

Of Charging down the Rhineland slopes 

And doing Cossack Posts, and stunts 

That we have practiced more than once, 

But, nimble troopers as we were 

We could but stay behind and swear, 

And wish to brave the shots and stenches, 

And <Foot-slog> in to man the trenches 

Somewhere in front.47 
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While waiting for the ever-promised breakthrough, the cavalry were engaged 

'guarding farms and things,' and 'watching roads in open view.' (Listening Post, 

144) Their redundancy in the modern technological war and the inevitable 

association that accompanies occupation of the back areas leaves Anderson angry 

and keen to show his unit's willingness to go to the Front. The infantryman's 

censure of the back areas carries such weight, as a result of his contrasting 

occupation of the front line, that all those in the rear in some way measure 

themselves against the standards and identity of the infantryman in the trenches. 

He becomes the start point on a line of authenticity that stretches back to the Base 

and beyond to training camps in Britain. But as has been seen, the infantry 

journals associate that identity with the landscape of the trenches to such an extent 

that when the soldier leaves that world, he leaves a large part of his identity behind. 

47 Private R.T. Anderson. 'Somewhere.' The Listening Post: 7th Canadian Infantry Battalion. 21 

(1917) : 144. 

- - ~ 



65 

It is the landscape then that imbues identity characteristics, whether they are those 

of Tommy in the trenches or Monty Marlborough at the Base, or the shirkers and 

slackers in Britain. All those who remain for any length of time at one of these 

points on the geographical spectrum of the war zone will be mapped by the 

characteristics associated with that place, and will by degrees shed the identity they 

held on arrival. 

TRENCH NOMENCLATURE 

Trench maps of the Western Front describe a land that not only no 

longer exists today, but barely existed when the maps were drawn. The 

assured lines of trenches and villages did not tally with the wasteland of 

devastated buildings and hardly recognisable ditches. But points of reference 

were needed and found, or invented. Ruins of farmhouses, piles of shattered 

bricks, and ravaged woods all became landmarks in a panorama that 

otherwise lacked definition. To accompany this new landscape the military 

cartographers were forced to map a new geography onto the land. They had to 

impose clarity onto the terrain. The most obvious form that this act took is the 

naming of these new geographical points of reference. The map of the Ypres 

Salient in 1917 clearly, indeed with bewitching clarity, illustrates this 

renaming. The landmarks are labelled on the map not in original Flemish, or 

even in bald military terminology. The titles are idiosyncratic and descriptive. 

They range from the uninspired 'Northern' and 'Southern' brickstacks, to the 

onomatopoeic 'Bang Farm' and 'Bomb Farm.' There is the ironic in 'Hope' and 
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'Charity Farms' and 'Paradise Alley.' Places once used as billets behind the 

lines, but now too close to afford rest, bear the names of Regiments and 

nationalities that occupied them; 'Gordon Farm,' 'Irish Farm,' 'Scottish Wood,' 

'Lancashire Farm' and 'Maple Lodge.' There are examples of patriotic titles; 

'Kitchener's Wood' and 'Civilisation Farm' (near Pilkem). Perhaps the most 

evocative and most fitting are titles such as 'Hell's Delight,' 'Hellfire Corner' 

and 'Mouse Trap Farm.'4s As Blunden asks in his poem 'Trench Nomenclature' 

(1928); 'What but genius could compress/ In a title what man's humour said 

to man's supreme distress?'49 In a foreign land, forced by the Censor to simply 

account for their situation as 'Somewhere in France,' the soldiers were 

unsettled by the psychological and physical barrenness of the land. 'To the 

naked eye, the vast new battlefield seemed to be composed of nothing - no 

more trees or vegetation, no more water or even earth.'5° They searched for 

' 
familiarity, and finding none, invented it for themselves. The soldiers situated 

themselves, wrote their own landscape in correspondence to the obliteration 

of the real one. Their own anonymity further contributed to this rewriting. 

Bereft of their own personal individuality, clothed in homogeneous khaki, they 

adopted and created a new character for themselves. The sense of loss, of 

danger, was softened by the soldiers' association with the land. The invisibility 

48 Interestingly, Mouse Trap Farm, a heavily fortified German blockhouse on their front line 
North East of Ypres, was originally known as Shell Trap Farm. When it was captured, in July 
1917, the name was thought to be too demoralising for the new occupants and consequently 
changed. 
49 Edmund Blunden. 'Trench Nomenclature.' 1928. Selected Poems. Ed. Robyn Marsack. 
Manchester: Carcanet, 1982. 62. 
50 Paul Virilio. War and Cinema: The Logistics of Perception. Trans. Patrick Camiller. London: 
Verso, 1989. 14. 
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of the enemy and the infantryman's condition of living literally in the land, all 

magnified this association. The land took on the properties of the men, much 

as the soldiers themselves were often clothed in the cloying mud of the 

trenches. It became inextricably linked with the characteristics of the soldier 

and eventually became the bestower of that identity. No man in France or 

Flanders, either at the very front of the line or in the back areas, lived so 

without taking on the characteristics that were written on them by the 

landscape. 
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CHAPTER II 

MAPPING MEN: SOLDIER'S POPULAR FICTION AND THE 

PRESENTATION OF THE SOLDIER IDENTITY 

The March 1918 issue of The Glo'ster Gazette contains a short story 

entitled 'A War Worker,' that represents the state of mind believed by the 

soldier writer to be common among civilians. The story takes the 

conventional form of an officer, Kennedy Davin, home on leave from the 

Front delivering a message to an unknown female friend of a brother 

officer. While waiting for her to appear, Davin glances idly at a bookcase 

and notices that all the books are on the subject of the war. When the 

lady, Miss Blandish, arrives she quickly engages the unwitting Davin in a 

conversation about the war. She proceeds to bombard him with a barrage 
' 

of misinformed assumptions and ignorant observations. It is, as the writer 

G.H. says, 'not so much a conversation as a parade of knowledge.' 1 Taking 

advantage of a lull in Miss Blandish's monologue, Davin takes his hurried 

leave and breathes a sigh of relief. He regrets a wasted afternoon, but 

appreciates having come face to face with what he sees as a mentality 

produced by remoteness from the war. The story suggests that civilians 

are ruled by their curiosity, and their curiosity is satisfied, and fed, by 

their reading matter. It is based on the obvious experiential distance 

1 G.H. 'A War Worker.' The Glo'ster Gazette. 22 (1918) : 9. 



between the Front and Britain, but in the context of the story where does 

G.H. put that distance? Between Davin and the books, or between Davin 

and Miss Blandish? In other words, who is being criticised here: the 

literature or the lady? 
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Before Miss Blandish's arrival, Davin peruses the bookcase 'to form 

an estimate of the lady's character by the nature of her reading.' (Glo'ster, 

22, 9) From the moment of his arrival Davin's attention is 'arrested' by the 

imposing bookcase which contains 'at least three hundred books.' 

(Glo'ster, 22, 9) The books are prominently displayed so as to attract 

attention and ostentatiously exhibit her interest and understanding of the 

war. Though she tells Davin that she has "'read all those books" (with a 

wave of her hand to the bookcase),' he from his earlier inspection believes 

she has read 'less than a dozen.' (Glo'ster, 22, 9) G.H. cites a number of 

books by name: 

The Great War by Bernhardi 

Men, Women and Guns 

Poems 

Richard Chatte1ton, V.C. 

First Hundred Thousand 

The Great Push 

Sapper 

By Rupert Brook (sic) 

By Ruby Ayres 

Which opened of itself at 

The last chapter. 

Ian Hay (well thumbed) 

McGill (sic) 

(several pages uncut) 



The Tunis History of the War ... 

A Gloucestershire Lad 

At the War 

No Man's Land 

Kitchener Chaps 

With a pin between the 

Leaves at the chapter on 

Belgian atrocities 

Harvey 

Lord Northcliff (sic) 

Sapper 

Neil Lyons 

Several Government blue books and white papers, rather dusty. 
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(Glo'ster, 22, 9) 

The two Sapper books listed separately illustrate the disorder, while the 'well 

thumbed' pages of The First Hundred Thousand and the bookmarked 

Tunis History suggest that they grabbed the lady's attention. By contrast, the 

dusty Governmental papers and the uncut pages of MacGill show their failure 

to interest their owner. The books themselves are not held up to ridicule as 

much as Miss Blandish is for possessing them and informing Davin that she 

has read them when she has not. We are led to conclude, as Davin does, that 

these predominantly unread books imply either an 'astonishing catholicity of 

taste or an undiscerning omnivorousness' on the part of their owner. 

(Glo'ster, 22, 9) 

It seems that the lady believes it to be fashionable to be knowledgeable 

on the subject of the war, and since she cannot earn that knowledge, she can 

buy it. She boasts to Davin 'my soldier friends tell me I know more about the 

war than any woman they know.' (Glo'ster, 22, 9) But she is comically 
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m;iaware of the distance, that strikes the officer so, between her impression of 

the war based on her sporadic reading and his based on personal experience. 

G.H. does not hold the literature accountable for her ignorance. Being largely 

unread, their capacity to create a realistic impression of the war is not brought 

into question. 2 But in their place on Miss Blandish's bookcase they are shown 

as clearly catering for the curious civilian market. In this respect it is Ian 

Hay's, Sapper's and Patrick MacGill's books that are most significant. 

All three were serving soldiers who produced war novels that were well 

received by their civilian audiences. They wrote the war, having experience of 

it, for the benefit of those who had none. Their respective interpretations of 

what that civilian readership desired certainly influenced their narratives. But 

perhaps greater influences were censorship and the degree to which the 

author consciously aimed at propaganda. How, then, do they write the identity 

of the soldier in the field for those who do not know him? Do the novels write 

the character of the soldier as a rigid and fixed constant that does not permit 

the authors' individual interpretation? Or do they take advantage of the 

malleability of his identity to shape him to the particular moral of their 

narrative? 

2 Of course, quantifying G.H.'s knowledge of these books must be a factor in judging their 
influence upon Miss Blandish. On the surface, it appears that he knows them only slightly. 
The mis-spelling of Brooke, MacGill and Northcliffe would tend to indicate this. However, it 
cannot be discounted that these are the typesetter's errors, rather than the author's. 
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MAKING THEM A CREDIT TO THE OLD REGIMENT 

Of the books owned by Miss Blandish, the one that she seems to have 

read and re-read in its entirety is Ian Hay's The First Hundred Thousand 

(1915). She is by no means the only civilian reader who enjoyed the novel. 

The Bookman praised it highly: 'We have read no book quite like this, none so 

faithful, so splendidly illuminating [ ... ] none so full of human revelation, so 

impregnated with the essential stuff and spirit of the new armies.'3 The 

reviewer's praise is based on the seeming authenticity and 'faithfulness' of the 

sketches. The 'essential stuff and spirit' of the novel was provided, we are told, 

by Ian Hay's own personal experiences in training for the New Army.4 As he 

states in his introduction: 'The characters are entirely fictitious, but the 

incidents all actually occurred.'s Hay openly admits to blending fact and 

fiction from the outset. Far from reducing the perceived authenticity of his 

novel, however, it appears that this combination actually adds to it. 

His characters can be 'entirely fictitious,' for he does not centre his story 

on individuals. The principal character is the entirety of the fictional battalion 

the 'Seventh (Service) Battalion of the Bruce and Wallace Highlanders - one of 

3 'The First Hundred Thousand.' Review. Bookman. 49 (1916) : 138. 
4 Ian Hay is the pseudonym of John Hay Beith (1876-1952). He left teaching to make writing 
his career in 1912, joined the Army on the outbreak of war, and served as a Captain on the 
Somme where he earned the Military Cross. His popular sketches of army life were published 
in Blackwood's Magazine, before being collected and published as The First Hundred 
Thousand in 1915. His usefulness to the cause of recruitment was recognised and he was 
appointed to the War Propaganda bureau in 1916. In this capacity he toured America, 
lecturing and promoting the Allies' cause. His other wartime novels are Carrying On: After the 
First Hundred Thousand (1917), a sequel to his earlier novel, and The Last Million (1919), a 
novel about the American soldiers' actions in France. 
5 Ian Hay. The First Hundred Thousand: Being the Unofficial Chronicle of a Unit of 'K(1)'. 
Edinburgh: William Blackwood, 1915. ii. 
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the most famous regiments in the British Army.' (FHT, 6) The plot is provided 

not by Hay, but by the war. The battalion is raised, trained, as the occasional 

undesirable is weeded out and the even rarer idler is given a new sense of pride. 

They are transported to France where they experience life, and the occasional 

death, in the trenches and have the final test of their ability on the battlefields of 

Loos. Hay is unwilling to impose a narrative structure of his own devising. The 

conditions of the New Army provide a model upon which he is able to map with 

keenness and patriotism the progression of the civilian to soldier. Much of the 

power of Hay's novel comes not, therefore, from his plot or characters so much 

as from his narratorial stance. The entire battalion is given a single voice. The 

battalion marches and sings in unison, displaying openly their esprit de corps 

and identity. 

On we swing, full-throated. An English battalion, halted at the 

cross-road to let us go by, gazes curiously upon us. Tipperary they 

know, Harry Lauder they have heard of; but this song [The Banks 

of Loch Lomond] has no meaning for them. It is ours, ours, ours. 

So we march on. 

(FHT, 12) 

His use of the first person plural unites the battalion, giving it a voice which is 

markedly distinct from the onlooking English battalion. A further effect of this 

narratorial style is the invitation to the reader to include themselves in that 

'we' and 'ours.' The battalion marches along and, among its ranks, Hay has 

allowed space for the reader. Referring to the closing episode of the book, one 
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reviewer comments that 'you see the Battle of the Slag-Heaps fought before 

your eyes, or rather you take part in it.' (Bookman, 49, 138) His inclusion of 

the reader no doubt added to the popularity of his book amongst civilians like 

Miss Blandish, but Hay more obviously wishes to include potential volunteers 

in his fictional battalion, in the hopes that they will be inspired to join the 

ranks of a real one. 

But Hay is able to move between the collective and the individual in the 

battalion. That is/ as individual as his characters get, for they are all more or e:, ) 

less defined simply by their social strata in civilian life. Hay picks out a 

handful of characters, mostly officers, to represent the entire personality of 

the battalion. They are emblematic rather than individuals. The reader is 

given the responsibility of filling out the rank and file of the fictional battalion. 

When introduced, a few quick words of identification are all that is required 

for the reader to place the character, and fill in the remainder using his or her 

imagination. For example, when Bobby Little is first encountered, struggling 

manfully to drill his platoon, he is simply described as 'a fresh-faced youth, 

with an engaging smile. Three months ago he was keeping wicket for his 

school eleven.' (FHT, 9) Bobby, as his name implies, is little in many respects, 

but as the novel progresses he grows in stature and rank. Significantly, Hay 

published the serialised version of the novel in Blackwood's Magazine under 

the pseudonym 'The Junior Sub.' A junior subaltern was the lowest 

L 
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commissioned rank in the Army. 6 Bobby is one of these junior subalterns also. 

In as much as the novel predominantly charts Bobby's progress, Hay 

addresses the junior subaltern, and the prospective junior subaltern most 

directly. His novel seeks to educate, encourage and provide imaginative 

preparation. He demonstrates the importance of the subaltern, and the pride 

which can be derived from bearing the responsibility. As Captain Blaikie, Bobby's 

company commander, asks, "'Who takes about nine-tenths of the risk, and does 

practically all the hard work in the Army? The private and the subaltern."' (FHT, 

297) Bobby's, and the readers', education is conducted bythe professional Army, 

predominantly in the guise of the adjutant Captain Wagstaff e. When the battalion 

is preparing to go to France, Wagstaffe informs Bobby what should be brought. 

"Lots of socks, but only one change of other things, unless you care 

to take a third shirt in your greatcoat pocket. Two good pairs of 
~ 

boots, and a pair of slacks[ ... ] Add a pair of canvas shoes - they're 

a godsend after a long day, - an air-pillow, some candle-ends, a tin 

of vaseline, and a ball of string, and I think you will do." 

(FHT, 219-20) 

Wagstaffe serves as a knowledgeable authority on the subject of service essentials. 

His advice is not meant solely for the officer to be, but also for his generous family 

who are the 'victims' of 'enterprising tradesmen who have adopted the most 

6 It should be noted that the rank at which temporary officers would enter the New Army 
would have been that of Second Lieutenant, Bobby Little's rank. Hay considered the role of 
Second Lieutenant's as so pivotal and important to the workings of a battalion that he 
dedicated his sequel Carrying On: After the First Hundred Thousand (1917), to 'All Second 
Lieutenants.' 
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obvious method of getting rid of otherwise unsaleable goods by labelling 

everything For Active Service.' (FHT, 216) A cynical reader might regard Hay 

as being just as much of an 'enterprising tradesman' himself, dealing as he does in 

the retail of experience and advice. His aim is, however, to exploit the enthusiasm 

and patriotism of the would-be recruit rather than the curiosity of the non

combatant civilian. Wagstaffe and Bobby, the two most central characters, become 

symbolic of all that is best in the old and new armies. Wagstaffe has wisdom and 

experience, whereas Bobby has zeal and determination. 

By the time Hay's sequel was written in 1917, Bobby had experienced 

trench life and the Battle of Loos. His keenness and patriotism along with his 

'Dream of Honour and the Hope of Glory' are still intact, and for that matter 

realised. (FHT, 128) However, he is no longer nai've about the conditions of 

life in the trenches. Hay is unable to use him as an educational aid for his 

audience of would-be officers. He must reinvent him, and does so in the 

character of Angus M'Lachlan. Hay unashamedly acknowledges the similarity 

between the two. M'Lachlan is, he says, 'as typical a product of K to the nth as 

Bobby Little had been of K(1).'1 The similarity is meant to imply the 

continuing strength of purpose and temperament of the temporary British 

officer. 'Angus had a long while to wait, for all the youth of England - and 

Scotland too - was on fire, and others nearer the fountain of honour had to be 

served first. But his turn came at last.' (CO, 102) Hay clearly has faith in the 

7 Ian Hay. Carrying On: After the First Hundred Thousand. Edinburgh: William Blackwood, 
1917. 102. 
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reserves of men like Angus M'Lachlan who show the same levels of enthusiasm 

for war that Bobby Little and his generation of subalterns exhibited the previous 

year. In fact, he seems to place more faith in them, implying that their 

prolonged time as civilians has heightened their keenness. It spurs M'Lachlan 

on to perform even greater acts of heroism and bravery than his superiors and 

predecessors. 

The denouement of Carrying On is the Battle of the Somme, and the 

attack on Bazentin le Petit. Angus M'Lachlan leads his platoon into the ruins of 

the village only to come under fire from a German machine-gun. M'Lachlan's 

bravery ensures that the advance is only temporarily checked. He organises his 

men, and then assaults the German position by himself. With grenade and 

revolver, Angus charges them, killing one and forcing the other to flee, while he 

himself falls 'stone-dead a yard from the muzzle of the gun which he, single-

' 
handed, had put out of action.' (CO, 282) The final scene, and the farewell to the 

two chief characters, Bobby Little and Wagstaffe, takes place several months 

later in a London club. Bobby has a Military Cross and a limp, while his 

superior has a D.S.O. and an empty sleeve. Both wounds are received through 

unspecified events, and both are 'aesthetically acceptable and sufficient to give 

both officers permanent base duty until the end of the war.'8 But Angus 

M'Lachlan made the greatest sacrifice and thus reaps the greatest reward: he 

is recommended for the Victoria Cross. It is not specified whether it is 

8 Buitenhuis, Peter. The Great War of Words : Literature as Propaganda 1914-18 and 
After. London: B.T. Basford, 1989. 116 . 
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awarded to him, but nevertheless, Wagstaffe, not quick to express his 

admiration, states '"I think he would have made the finest soldier of the lot of 

us."' (CO, 315) Experience and early service counts for much, Hay shows, but 

not all. Even at this stage in the war, in 1917, there is still opportunity, reason 

and reward in volunteering. 

M'Lachlan exposes himself to danger in order to take out a German 

machine-gun. But occasions of exposing oneself to the full-view of the enemy 

when the occasion does not demand it pepper Hay's The First Hundred 

Thousand. It is Bobby Little, on the battalion's first night in the trenches, 

who inaugurates this practice, and in doing so discloses the significance of the 

action. The men, as Little says, "'did not altogether fancy lookout work1in the 

dark."' (FHT, 207) Sentry duty at night, Colonel Kemp explains, involves 

standing "'on a ledge fixed at a height which brings one's head and shoulders 
~ 

well above the parapet, and stand there for an hour on end, knowing that a 

machine-gun may start a spell of rapid traversing fire at any moment."' (FHT, 

207) Bobby, with measured suavity, recounts how he persuaded his men. "'Oh, 

I just climbed up on the parapet and sat there for a bit [ ... ] They were all right 

after that."' (FHT, 207) Hay clearly demonstrates the power that even a junior 

officer has over his men. He should be aware of it and use it. Bobby, by sitting 

on the parapet, calms the nerves of his men, as well as exhibiting his own 

bravery and coolness. Hay is not just educating the officers-to-be, but teaching 

them how to educate their men. The clearest demonstration of this kind is to 

be found in the death of Lochgair, another subaltern of the battalion. When 
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the trench which the battalion captures is encircled during the Battle of Loos, 

Lochgair leads his platoon in a 'characteristically thorough' manner. (FHT, 

338) 'He climbed in a leisurely fashion upon the parados [the reverse side of 

the trench]; and standing there, with all his six-foot-three in full view, issued 

his orders.' (FHT, 338) He directs the platoon's fire with his walking stick, 

encouraging and rallying them. Eventually, however, he is hit and falls back 

into the trench and into the arms of his commanding officer. 

Kemp caught him in his arms, and laid him gently upon the chalky 

floor. There was nothing to be done[ ... ] 

He closed his eyes and sighed, like a tired child. 

"Carry on, Major!" he murmured faintly. ''I'm all right." 

(FHT, 338) 

The scene is echoed more than a decade later in Sherriffs Journey's End 

(1929), when Raleigh dies before Stanhope in the closing scene of the play. 

Lochgair dies quickly preventing the reader from dwelling upon his death but 

instead to marvel at his sacrifice and bravery. By contrast, Raleigh lingers in 

his death throes, providing a sense of quiet tragedy that is not present in 

Lochgair's almost melodramatic stoicism. Whereas Lochgair seems to realise 

he will die and simply spares Kemp from mourning, Raleigh is entirely 

unaware of his mortal wound and his approaching death. 'I'll be better if I get 

up and walk about. It happened once before - I got kicked in just the same 

place at rugger; it - it soon wore off. It - it just numbs you for a bit [ ... ] I'm all 
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right now.'9 That 'now,' attached to Lochgair's own dying words a decade after 

the war, maps the progress, or rather the descent, of Hay's heroic subalterns 

to unconscious victims. Raleigh's death is random and innocuous, whereas 

both M'Lachlan and Lochgair die bravely and beyond the call of duty. As 

Wagstaffe says of Angus's death; "'he made a great exit from this world, 

Bobby, and that is the only thing that matters these days."' (CO, 315) But, Hay 

implies, it is just as impmtant to be witnessed by your men as you die. As Raleigh 

dies alone with only Stanhope to obse1ve helplessly perhaps it is even more 

important. 

It was Hay's understanding of his audience that no doubt played a large 

pait in the success of The First Hundred Thousand. After he left the troops 

of which he wrote and became officially engaged in propaganda work, his 

books lost some of their effectiveness. The TLS, reviewing The Last Million, 

states: 'We do not say that it is any the worse for the atmosphere of 

propaganda which envelops it, but it has certainly not the gay spontaneity of 

the earlier books.'10 When his work was less overtly propagandist, Hay's view of 

the troops and the Front was more persuasive. As Hynes observes of The First 

Hundred Thousand; 'It was a book that gave imaginative reality to the life of the 

young men who had volunteered, but a cheerful reality, full of humour andgood

fellowship, that the families at home must have found reassuring.' (Hynes, 49) 

Hay's literary success is emblematic of an overall rise in the popularity of fiction 

9 R.C. Sherriff. Journey's End. 1929. London: Penguin, 2000. 93. 
10 'The Last Million.' Review. Times Literary Supplement. 910 (1919) : 342. 

r 
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during the war years. Orel points out that 'over half of what circulated in Smith's, 

Mudie's and Boot's[ ... ] was fiction in one form or another.'11 Furthermore, a list of 

Smith's bestsellers for the year 1915 comprised 150 titles of which over half were 

war books.12 Hay's ability to combine his 'imaginative reality' with what a 

contemporary reviewer described as an 'infectious, boyish, and invincible habit of 

mind' contributed to his success.13 Indeed, it is the blending of fact and fiction that, 

contrary to expectation, encourages trust rather than scepticism in the reader. One 

forgets Hay's admission in his introduction, or at least accepts his narratives 

as an imaginative interpretation of the reality of active service. Either way, 

the novel does not invite the reader to 'separate the fact from the fiction.' 14 

The task would be fruitless. Hay has blended fact and fiction, reality and 

fantasy, creating a narrative that is greater, in its effect if not its quality, 

than the sum of its parts. 

Hay retired from the Army as a Major, received a C.B.E. for his work 

in America and carried on writing until in 1938 he accepted the post of 

director of War Office public relations, and the rank of Major-General. But 

he misjudged his audience in the Second World War, where twenty years 

earlier he had tailored his war narratives so accurately to their needs. His 

tribute to Malta, The Unconquered Isle (1943), failed to entice the Miss 

Blandishes of that war who 'with their own experience of bombing resented 

I[ Harold Orel. Popular Fiction in England, 1914-1918. Hemel Hempstead: Harvester 
Wheatsheaf, 1992. 12. 
12 'Onlooker.' 'Books and the War.' Bookman. 49.289 (1915) : 3-4. 4. 
13 J.P. Collins. 'Soldier's Three.' Review. Bookman. 52 (1917) : 37-38. 38. 
14 Ian Hay. The Lucky Number. London: Hodder and Stoughton, 1922. 6. 
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his cheerful glossing.' 1s Hay created his officer-characters with only one 

intention in mind. He sought to present a view of the infantry officer that 

would encourage his readers to emulate the deeds of fictional characters 

like Bobby Little and Angus M'Lachlan. The non-combatant civilian is left 

largely ignored in Hay's propaganda. He left it to another officer-author to 

present a characterization of the soldier that was more in accordance with 

what he thought the civilian desired. 

IMAGINE IT, DEAR READERS 

Herman Cyril McNeile16 (1888-1937) was a career soldier in the Royal 

Engineers who wrote popular war fiction under the name of 'Sapper.'17 Unlike 

Hay, however, the war provided the inspiration for his first venture in 

literature, but it did not gain for him the same recognition from the 

Government. Hay's novels are more obviously pro-volunteerism than 

Sapper's, and he wrote the story of battalions, be they Scottish or American, 

whereas Sapper wrote the stories of individuals involved in the war. 'It is the 

little things that tell.'1s His books are more collections of short stories on a 

shared theme with a common moral than prolonged narratives, which he 

1s 'John Hay Beith.' Dictionary of National Biography. 
16 McNeile gained his commission at the RM.A. Woolwich and joined the Royal Engineers in 
1907. By the outbreak of the War, he had reached the rank of Captain and served in France 
and Flanders for the duration, winning the Military Cross. He retired from the Army in 1919 
as a Lieut.-Colonel to pursue his literary career. 
17 A Sapper is the lowest rank in the Royal Engineers, as Private is in the Infantry. 
18 Sapper. No Man's Land. London: Hodder and Stoughton, 1917. 34. 
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the isolated thumb-nail impressions that live in one's mind that will 

go with us to the grave. The one huddled form lying motionless in 

the shell-hole, with its staring, sightless eyes; the one small, but 

supreme sacrifice: that is the only thing which hits - hits harder 

than the Lusitania, or any other of the gigantic panels of war. 

(NML, 34) 

His narratives are driven by the desire to stir the emotions of his readers. 'The 

pin-pricks we feel; the sledge-hammer merely stuns.' (NML, 34-35) All of 

Sapper's war stories attempt to prick the reader, both imaginatively and 

emotionally. The enormity of the conflict, Sapper suggests, diminishes the 

distant civilian's ability to empathise with the individuals fighting it. To 

-produce a sense of tragedy and triumph in those readers the war must be 

reduced in scale, down to that of the individual. 

Sapper does not employ Hay's narratorial devices of first-person plural 

or the present tense to tell his stories with immediacy and involvement. 

Instead, he uses contrived structures in an attempt to maximise an emotional 

response. His first novel, Sergeant Michael Cassidy. R.E. (1915), for 

example, uses the formula of a series of interviews with a wounded soldier 

convalescing in England. 19 Cassidy's experienced voice lends the ring of 

19 Neil Lyons in his Kitchener Chaps (1915), another of Miss Blandish's collection, presents a 
brief series of short stories which follow the same pattern. 
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authenticity to the tales. Sapper blends carefully the measures of expectation 

and invention in his characters and stories. On the one hand his tales 

subscribe to the impression that his civilian readers already have of army life 

from diverse sources, and at the same time they create new impressions on 

their foundations. This mixture of preconceived authenticity and originality 

becomes a structural device that Sapper repeats often. It works so effectively, 

that the fictional elements are taken, by The Bookman's reviewer at least, as 

fact. 

The comedy and tragedy and strange romance of them are so 

imaginatively true, even if they are not always actually so, and the 

characters who take part in them wear such a convincing air of 

reality, have such flesh and blood attributes and speak with such 

natural, human voices, that I am persuaded they are so much like 

the truth as to be in all essentials true. 

(Bookman, 52, 40) 

Sapper has made his imaginative reality of army life replace the actual, brute 

reality to such an extent that his version of the war is so much more 

apparently authentic and perhaps more acceptable to his readers. According 

to the reviewer, the combination of Sapper's personal involvement with the 

war and his imaginative and literary abilities bring the war home to the reader 

'as it never can be brought home to you by the most brilliant newspaper 

reports.' (Bookman, 52, 40) Throughout the interviews we learn that Cassidy 

is not one to report hearsay. He was an eyewitness at each of the events he 
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recounts. It is a device that Sapper used time and time again, though 

occasionally the reliability of his narrators is insisted upon so heavily that 

Sapper is unable to provide any depth to their character. They simply become 

faceless mouthpieces. As the TLS accurately observed, 'His emotional 

background is never so real as his descriptive detail. It is, indeed, so much less 

real that the author seems to have gone to look for it as for a peg on which the 

descriptive detail could be hung.'20 If Sapper does not have the skeleton of fact 

upon which he can build up his flesh of fiction, then he has few qualms in 

creating it also. By grounding his stories on such seemingly authentic sources, 

the reader is invited to believe in their truth. Sapper needs this grounding 

because the tales themselves are often so dramatically and heroically 

unbelievable. 

There are two types of men in Sapper's stories; those that are already 

good, and those that are made good by the war. As Sapper portrays his men, the 

war presents them with an opportunity to either display or develop their 

heroism. Michael Cassidy, for instance, has no pretensions of being considered 

a hero, but every one of his stories relates the successes or deaths of brave 

heroes that he personally witnessed. For instance, he tells the story of how he 

was detailed with an officer and men to blow a vital bridge to halt the progress 

of the Germans in the early stages of the war. When the explosives failed to 

ignite, the officer ran on to the bridge just as the first German cavahy scouts 

reached it. 

20 'Men, Women and Guns.' Review. Times Litera1y Supplement. 765 (1916): 439. 



He [the British officer] reached the charge first, and his revolver 

drawn. It was drawn, I say, but it was not at the Uhlans it pointed. 

For a second he stood there, with his head thrown back, and it 

seemed to us as if he laughed at them. 21 

When the Germans make for him, he shoots the explosives, destroying 

the bridge, and killing himself and the Germans. Here and elsewhere, 

Sapper seems to suggest that the greatest achievement of the British is 

their capacity for dumb heroism in times of war. It is a spmtsman's war, 

as he paints it, and as Britain's supremacy in the field of sport is 

assumed, they will always emerge, in his stories at least, as victors.22 'A 

nation of sportsmen going merrily forth, with the ideal of spmt as their 

guide, to fight a nation of swine, with the idea of fouling as theirs.' (NML, 

43) Characters such as Michael Cassidy and the gently laughing officer 

reappear throughout Sapper's work. But they belong to the pre-war 

regular, professional Army. It is unlikely that readers felt any affinity with 

these paper-thin characters. Their purpose is to excite, but not 

necessarily to induce the would-be soldier into volunteering. Sapper 

more consciously portrays the temporary soldier as the war progresses, 

21 Sapper. Sergeant Michael Cassidy, R.E. London: Hodder and Stoughton, 1915. 74. 
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22 Both Fussell and Hynes most expansively discuss this notion of a sporting war and the ways 
in which the language and morals of sport came to be used during the war. Captain Nevill of 
the 8th Battalion The East Surrey Regiment presented a football to each of his platoons on the 
morning of the Battle of the Somme and cheered them with the thought of a prize for the first 
platoon to dribble their ball to the German lines. It is an enduring image, as is that ofNevill's 
instantaneous death as he 'kicked off the attack. Martin Middlebrook. The First Day on the 
Somme: 1 July 1916. London: Penguin, 2001. 124. 
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One of Sapper's longer stories, 'The Lieutenant,' is an account of the first 

two weeks that Gerald Ainsworth spends in France. Sapper holds Ainsworth's 

parents responsible for his maturing into a useless wastrel. 

Given an income that enabled him to do what he liked, certain that 

he would never be called on to work for his living, he degenerated 

into a drifter through the pleasant paths of life - a man who had 

never done one single thing of the very slightest use to himself or 

anybody else.23 

But the war comes along to give him purpose and he gains a commission in the 

infantry. The story opens as he travels to the Front and comes 'face to face with 

the realities oflife.' (Lieut., 9) He endures a heavy bombardment of the lines, 

and a local raid by the enemy in which they capture a section of his trench. 

Sapper sees this as an opportunity for a lesson in the 'realities' of war. 

Ainsworth leads a section of men to repel the Germans from the trench. As they 

near the captured section, the Germans call out their surrender. His sergeant 

rounds the traverse and is instantly shot dead. The 'swinish' Germans simply 

laugh, not having expected Ainsworth to fall for the trick. (Lieut., 4 7) 

'"Extraordinary, wasn't it?" laughed Gerald.' (Lieut., 47) .He calls for grenades 

and, rather unsportingly, informs the Germans that with four inches of fuse 

they will have 'about eight seconds, my dear friends.' (Lieut., 47) The 

23 Sapper. The Lieutenant and Others. London: Hodder and Stoughton, 1916. 1-2. 
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grovelling Germans plead with him, asking if he would murder them after they 

had surrendered. 'Gerald pointed to the dead sergeant lying huddled in the 

corner. "You had surrendered before you murdered him," he remarked 

quietly.' (Lieut., 48) What he does with the grenades and the cowering 

Germans is left to the reader's imagination. But what is clearly pointed out is 

the moral superiority of the British officer, even such a recently reformed one 

as Gerald Ainsworth. The Germans are deceitful, mocking and cowardly while 

Ainsworth is quiet, modest and moralistic. Ainsworth seems to contradict 

Sapper's definition of the sportingness of the British. As soon as the 'rules' of 

war are contravened by the Germans, he takes the opportunity of dropping his 

own sense of sporting fairness to administer some brutal justice. However, 

Sapper obviously intends to present Ainsw01th as being morally in the right. It 

is the Germans that have brought this brutal end upon themselves by their 

own brutality. 

Ainsworth is wounded shortly after this incident and returns to his 

parents' home to convalesce. His time in France, though short, has taught him 

much, and Sapper speculates that his parents 'may have their work cut out' 

with him now. (Lieut., 56) Hay's characters engage, as Sapper's do, in 

contemplation of the benefits of war upon its participants. Wagstaffe speaks 

about the lessons learnt in France coming to fruition after the war, when 

Britain will be 'invaded by several million of the wisest men that she has ever 

produced - the New British Army.' (CO, 313) The benefits, Hay argues, are 

national and will be reaped in the future. Sapper's view is that the benefits are 
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personal and can be achieved quickly, upon personal contact with the war and 

the 'realities of life.' Potter identifies the 'transformative power of war' as the 

common moral of women's romance novels of the war. 24 In terms of the 

gender politics of the pre-war years, the de-feminisation of women through 

suffragism and the fear of de-masculisation of men as a result, the war entered 

to temporarily set the issue aside. Men were given the opportunity to become 

manly men, and women to become 'yielding, mothering pa1tners.' (Potter, 89) 

The war, Potter argues, is 'a eugenic good' for the women romance novelists. 

(Potter, 85) It was seen in this light by some male novelists, and Sapper in 

particular, also. Gerald Ainsworth is fortunate in that he gets to learn of these 

benefits and live. More often in Sapper's stories, the learning of these lessons 

results in coming face to face with the realities of death. 

Reginald Simpkins has many of Ainsworth's characteristics and flaws, 

only lower on the social scale. He is a 'superior young man' on the staff of 

'Mogg's Mammoth Emporium,' where his 'nauseating trade' is the selling of 

women's stockings. (NML, 245-46) He is genteel, elegant and Sapper believes 

that 'for such as him there is no hope save drowning in puppyhood.' (NML, 

245) But for Simpkins, as for Ainsworth, the war intervenes to educate and 

enrich his masculinity. Through a meeting with a veteran, Shorty Bill, he is 

educated in the ways of sniping. He learns to kill from a distance and face to 

24 Jane Potter. "'A Great Purifier": The Great War in Women's Romances and Memoirs, 1914-
1918.' Women's Fiction and the Great War. Eds. Suzanne Raitt and Trudi Tate. Oxford: 
Clarendon Press, 1997. 85-106. 85. 
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face (teaching him the power of his own mind and body and the honest pride 

to be derived there from), how to take orders and shoulder responsibility. A 

large battle takes place at the close of the story, and Simpkins is fatally 

wounded. Bill is on hand, to hear his faltering words. "'I can see 'em [the 

retreating Germans] there, hundreds of 'em running to beat the band. Give me 

the gun, Bill, quick; I must just get one."' (NML, 315) He has been well taught. 

His dying wish is to live up to the efficiency of his training and die whilst 

performing the act which has given him his new sense of purpose and identity: 

killing Germans. As important as it is for Gerald Ainsworth to return home 

conscious of the transparency of the 'creations,' it is important that Simpkins 

dies knowing the errors of his civilian life and is now reformed. Yet I doubt 

whether either of these characters would encourage the would-be officer or 

private to volunteer, and that is not Sapper's primary intention in his stories 

of their lives and deaths. His belief that it is the 'pin-pricks' which cause most 

emotional results is transmitted into text by the telling of the individual's 

experiences of war. More significantly, he shows that the individual has a part 

to play in war, and that war has an even larger part to play in the life and 

mentality of the individual. 

To the civilian at home, the Miss Blandish, this is comforting and 

reassuring. Contrary to the technological aspects of the war, the common 

currency, and the most valuable, is the individual man with a rifle. Sapper's 

belief that 'the gun counts much - but the man counts more,' seems a fallacy in 
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the face of the brutalisation and mechanisation of humanity en masse.2s But 

Sapper's men are not victims but protagonists. To the reader of newspapers, 

whose conception of the war is of a static, mechanised attrition, the faith in 

the British soldier must have been uplifting and invigorating. Sapper sought to 

identify a readership of curious civilians, and attempted to tailor his narratives 

to what he perceived as their needs. In this respect, he shows the same 

sensitivity and awareness that Mrs. Humphry Ward did in catering for an 

intended audience. As Small says of Ward's wartime novels, they 'are not 

demanding, or (in the main) aesthetically ambitious works; they are pick-up

and put-downable - ideal reading for tired nurses, munitions workers, and land

girls.'26 The same could be said of Sapper's works. Not only are they 

straightforward escapist fiction but the very structure of them, in manageable 

sections, allows them to be quickly digested in spare moments. In this respect, 

Sapper's fiction served as imaginative and patriotic food for the civilian workers 

in wartime. This workforce included a substantial number of women and Sapper 

not only writes for them but writes about them also. 

If he seems blustering and occasionally dogmatic in his rendering of the 

benefits to be gained by men's involvement with war, he is more 

compassionate and sympathetic when he considers women's role. The tale of 

Clive Draycott, an Indian Army officer making his way through France to his 

regiment at the outbreak of war, gives Sapper the opportunity to witness 

25 Sapper. Men, Women and Guns. London: Hodder and Stoughton, 1916. 302. 
26 Helen Small. 'Mrs. Humphry Ward and the First Casualty of War.' Women's Fiction and the 
Great War. Eds. Suzanne Raitt and Trudi Tate. Oxford: Clarendon Press, 1997. 18-46. 21. 
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women alone after their soldier husbands have left. 'And now he was going; in 

half an hour her Pierre was going to leave her. For him the bustle and glamour 

of the unknown; for her- the empty chair, the lonely house, and her thoughts.' 

(NML, 21) The sight of this French wife weeping makes Draycott consider for 

the first time the innumerable British women who will soon be weeping for 

their own departed husbands. "'My God![ ... ] I didn't realise before what war 

meant to a woman. And we shall never realise what it means to our own 

women."' (NML, 23) Sapper realises that the war zone creates a divide 

between the soldier and the civilian which leaves each ignorant of the other's 

situation. In attempting to reduce this gap, he creates as simplified and 

comfmting a view of civilian life as he does of trench life. 

Sapper is, it must be remembered, in the war zone, and must imagine 

the women's life at home as much as he attempts to permit them to imagine 
' 

the men's life in the trenches. In one of his more expansive stories, 'The Land 

of Topsy Turvy,' Sapper replays the same scene at a railway station from the 

British perspective. 'To them [the wives] the leave-train pulling slowly out of 

Victoria Station, with their man waving a last adieu from the carriage window, 

means the ringing down of the curtain once again. The unknown has 

swallowed him up - the unknown into which they cannot follow him.' (MWG, 

247) In this story, Sapper tells the tale of Jim Denver, an 'ordinary 

Englishman - casual, sporting, easy going,' who returns on leave to his wife 
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Sybil, 'a thinker as well, at times almost a dreamer.' 2 7 (MWG, 246) His time on 

leave is brief and he is unable to readjust temporarily to civilian life. As Sapper 

states; 'He is back again in France almost before he realises he has left it. In 

his mind he has never left it.' (MWG, 246) Sybil, perhaps like many of 

Sapper's readers, has to deal with this simultaneous absence and presence of 

her husband for the duration of his leave. He must return to what she calls the 

'glorious madness' of the Front, and she in her self-sacrificial way is able to 

betray her own feelings on his behalf so as to tell him: 

"I understand exactly. And I wouldn't have you sane, except just 

now for a little while. Because it's a glorious madness, and" - she 

put both her arms round his neck and kissed him passionately -

"and I love you.'' 

(MWG, 156) 

Until his return from the unknown, she will live in darkness and in 'clutching 

terror.' (NML, 327) Jim Denver does return to his wife, wounded and with the 

D.S.O. for his heroic scrap in a captured trench. He has returned home safe 

and a hero, and, thus vindicated, is able to lift himself from the madness of the 

Front. "'Thank God, I'm sane again now."' (MWG, 310) For some, as Sapper 

says, the end of the war will bring just this sort of 'great reunion, the blessed 

feeling that it is over.' (NML, 327) But he similarly attempts to comfort those 

others, those who will forever live with 'the chair he used, the crumpled 

27 He is so characteristic of Sapper's officers that at one point he even laughs gently before 
burying a pick into a fiendish German officer's skull. 
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morning paper, the discarded cigarette.' (MWG, 247-48) He admits his words 

ar-e hopelessly inadequate, but would tell the widows that 'somewhere or 

other, in the Soldier's Valhalla, he is waiting for you - waiting with a trusty 

band of friends, happy, contented, proud. He was glad to pay the final price; 

he knows now, where all is clear, that it was necessary. He would have you 

know it too.' (NML, 327-28) From the woman's perspective, Sapper believes 

that her soldier has gone 'where the woman to whom he counts as all the 

world cannot even picture him in her mind.' (MWG, 247) Of course, some 

women could at least do this. 

Rebecca West's The Return of the Soldier (1918) presents the 

homecoming of a shell-shocked soldier to his wife and sister. Even before his 

return, Jenny, his sister, imagines his world of the trenches in dreams. 'By 

night I saw Chris running across the brown rottenness of No Man's Land, 

starting back here because he trod upon a hand, not even looking there 

because of the awfulness of an unburied head.' 2s West had no such personal 

experiences or impressions of the Front, but she is nonetheless able to 

imagine no man's land no less credibly than Sapper. Sapper provides another 

imaginative vocabulary, one of many available (including the press and film), 

with which the wife or sister may picture her soldier. But by presenting a 

vision of the war for the female reader, and also including these wives and 

sweethearts in his stories, Sapper creates a notion of civilian life as much as he 

28 Rebecca West. The Return of the Soldier. 1918. London: Daily Express Fiction Library, n.d. 
13. 



constructs a notion of army life. He shows men made good or exhibiting 

goodness, and he presents women adapting to recognise and appreciate this 

goodness. His officers are quiet and heroic, his women are silent and patient 

and unostentatiously proud. 
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Sapper's post-war books feature characters, like Bulldog Drummond 

and Jim Maitland, who are merely civilian versions of the gently-laughing 

officer heroes of his earlier works. Us borne believes that Sapper had two 

distinct and opposed styles. He is, on the one hand, a writer who has 'been 

through the thick of the fighting, and wants to get the tension of nerves and 

the smell of fear through the medium of the printed word into the reader's 

mind and nostrils.' 2 9 Yet he is just as often a writer with 'an easy manner, a glib 

type-casting of characters, avoiding the problems of sensibility and motive, 

laying on the pathos, the tight-lipped nobility, the good-chappery.'(Usborne, 

145) Sapper attempts to convey and console yet his often thin characterisation 

prevents the emotion from sticking. Sapper creates an identity and character 

for his officers and soldiers which is certainly influenced by his understanding 

of a civilian audience's demands. His stories offer adventure, intrigue, 

romance and melodrama to an audience which is willing to be taken in by the 

narrative. Yet his characterisation of the British soldier, and the war, is 

presented in a way that both excites and reassures. Ultimately, he attempted 

29 Richard Usborne. Clubland Heroes: A Nostalgic Study of Some Recurrent Characters in the 
Romantic Fiction ofDornford Yates, John Buchan and Sapper. London: Barrie and Jenkins, 
1974. 145. 



to render a version of the war that would not be too painful to read. Sapper's 

narratives do not in any way search for a problematically realistic means of 

presenting the war and the soldier. Perhaps he believed that to write the war 

as he personally experienced it would reduce his popularity, yet one soldier 

attempted to do just that. 

LOOKING ON THE GODS 

96 

In 1917, Patrick MacGill published a collection of 'songs,' some 

original, some amended and some reproductions of those sung by British 

troops. His introduction to the book takes the form of a dedicatory letter to 

his publisher. 'You have often asked me what are the favourite songs of the 

soldier on Active Service, the rhymed lines which give expression to his 

soul.'3° Yet even as he presents a volume of over 40 songs from France, he 

admits the impossibility of them communicating anything but dislocation 

to the civilian reader. 'The soldier and his song cannot be separated from 

their surroundings.' MacGill was a sergeant in the 1st Battalion The London Irish 

Rifles and author of among other war novels, the largely uncut The Great Push 

3° Patrick MacGill. Soldier Songs. London: Herbert Jenkins, 1917. 7. 
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(1917) in Miss Blandish's possession.31 His novel receives a very different 

treatment to those of Hay and Sapper from Miss Blandish, and while those two 

writers are quite similar in their attitudes and atmosphere, MacGill's perspective is 

subtly but markedly different. 

MacGill's novels are personal accounts of his life in the battalion, but tell 

not the stmy of the battalion, but that of his immediate circle of soldier friends. 

Hay and Sapper have officers as their central characters, but MacGill's novels 

hardly refer to any. The central character is MacGill himself and there is little 

lecturing, even when he expresses his faith in the integrity and honesty of his 

private soldier friends. Hay and Sapper's attitudes to the war hardly developed, 

in fact as the war progressed, their early idealism and patriotism became more 

entrenched. MacGill is not a propagandist and his attitude develops with the 

progress of the war and his own involvement and observation. He was invalided 

' out of France after 256 days on active service, and his books are all set in the 

period he spent on the Western Front. Thus MacGill, unlike Hay or Sapper, 

writes in an attitude which borders on autobiography. The resulting novels 

3i Patrick MacGill (1890 - 1963) was born to a poor family in Glenties, Co. Donegal. At the age 
of 14 he moved to Glasgow to work as a labourer, a 'navvy,' on the railways. His poems, which 
appeared in newspapers, financed his self-publication of his first book, Gleanings from a 
Navvy's Scrapbook (1910). Two years later he began work on the Daily Express and also 
in the library at St. George's Chapel at Windsor. His novels from this period, telling of the 
harsh life of Irish immigrant workers in Scotland, Children of the Dead End (1911) and The 
Rat Pit (1913), were bestsellers. MacGilljoined the London Irish Rifles on the outbreak of 
war and was wounded at Loos in October 1915 whilst serving as a stretcher-bearer. He spent 
the rest of the war posted to various holding units, such as the Labour Corps and the 
Gloucestershire Regiment, in the London area as he was, according to Osborne, 'of more use 
to the war effort as a writer than as a stretcher-bearer.' Bernard Aspinwall. 'Patrick MacGill.' 
Contemporary Review. 258.1505 (1991) : 320-25., and Brian D. Osborne. Introduction. The 
Great Push: An Episode of the Great War. 1916. By Patrick MacGill. Edinburgh: Birlinn, 2000. 
vii-xiv. 
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seem not to blend fact and fiction as Hay claims of his own work. Like Barbusse, 

another private soldier writer, MacGill's novels were popular with the troops. As 

Brearton writes, 'the popularity of his war memoirs, notably amongst soldiers, 

during the war itself is now sometimes forgotten.'3 2 This could explain G.H.'s 

awareness and inclusion of him in his list of war books. Hay and Sapper 

regularly address their civilian readers, but when MacGill mentions a 

readership, it is one comprised of fellow soldiers. "'Are you MacGill, the feller 

that writes?"' he is asked one evening in an estaminet.33 MacGill had a wide 

audience of civilian readers also. By Christmas 1916, The Red Horizon, 

published in February, had reached its third impression selling 37,000 copies. 

By the same time, The Great Push, published in June, had sold 45,000 

copieS.34 MacGill uses his novels to present the reader with scenes and 

observations which are somehow still veiled. His novels may include, but the 

characters and situations continually and subtly exclude. 

Hay and Sapper often utilise the technique of comparison to give their 

readers an impression of what certain aspects of trench life are like. Hay 

attempts to present a description of 'a busy road junction behind the trenches.' 

(CO, 29) 'If you can imagine what the Mansion House crossing would be like if 

called upon to sustain its midday traffic at midnight - the Mansion House 

crossing entirely unilluminated, paved with twelve inches ofliquid mud, 

32 Fran Brearton. The Great War in Irish Poetry: W.B. Yeats to Michael Longley. Oxford: 
Oxford University Press, 2000. 40. 
33 Patrick MacGill. The Great Push: An Episode of the Great War. London: Herbert Jenkins, 
1916. 22. 
34 Herbert Jenkins Ltd. Advertisement. Bookman. 51 (1916) : 42. 
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intersected by narrow strips of pave, and liberally pitted with "crump-holes."' 

(CO, 29) Invoking the imagination of the reader is as important to the 

effectiveness of Hay and Sapper's novels as directly addressing them is. But 

MacGill only once refers to his civilian readership, and it is also the only 

occasion upon which he uses comparison for their benefit. When describing 

the act of carrying the wounded in a blanket due to the narrowness of a trench 

preventing a stretcher to be employed, he illustrates his point. 

An idea of this method of bringing wounded away from the firing

line may be gathered if you, reader, place a man in a blanket and, 

aided by a friend, carry him across the level floor of your drawing

room. Then, consider the drawing-room to be a trench, so narrow 

in many places that the man has to be turned on his side to get him 

through, and in other places so shaky that the slightest touch may 

cause parados and parapet to fall in on top of you. 

(GP, 237) 

Imagining the Mansion House crossing at midnight covered in mud and shell

holes is feasible at least, but by transposing this act to the familiar and 

comfmtable surroundings of a drawing-room, MacGill consciously distances 

the reader, rather than draws him in. It is, of course, laughable to imagine that 

such a scene would be re-enacted. But MacGill does not laugh. He does not 

mock the civilian for being curious or dislocated. It is a natural state of affairs 

which he accepts and rarely refers to. He does not lecture; he lets the ordinary 

soldiers speak naturally of what they have seen and heard. MacGill' s dialogue 
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appears so sincere that, unlike Sapper, one would not describe his narratives as 

'overcharged.'3s Reviewers praised MacGill's ability to portray the ordinary 

soldiers, the everyman of the New Army. The TLS, for instance, praised the 

'simplicity and straightforwardness' of his soldiers.36 However, MacGill's 

characters are rather more complex and problematic. They are, indeed, simple 

and straightforward on occasions, but they are also at times cynical, murderous, 

dispirited and terrified. MacGill's section displays a more rounded representation 

of the soldier's identity than is present in either Hay or Sapper. Yet while he may 

present this fuller account of the soldier's identity, he regularly emphasises the 

distance between the civilian and that soldier identity. 

On the eve of the Battle of Loos, MacGill and his section of six or seven 

men are in their billet at La Bassee taking note of the addresses of each other's 

next of kin. It is a task they find onerous. 'By doing it we reconciled ourselves to a 

dread inevitable; the writing of these addresses seemed to be the only thing that 

stood between us and death. If we could only put it off for another little while.' 

(GP, 57) Another bottle of wine is uncorked and passed around the circle. 

MacGill, strengthened by the alcohol, starts the dread process. "'If I'm 

killed write to --- and---, tell them that my death was sudden - easy."' (GP, 

57) But the process is not passed on as willingly as the wine. The men are 

reluctant, and when forced to consider who they would want to protect 

from the brevity and harshness of the official telegram, they grow angry. 

35 'Two War Books.' Review. Times Literary Supplement. 754 (1916) : 302. 
36 'Men of the New Army.' Review. Times Literary Supplement. 694 (1915) : 151. 
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Pryor starts; "'There's a Miss-------- But what the devil does it matter! I've 

nobody to write to, nobody that cares a damn what becomes of me."' (GP, 

57) Civilian ties seem to pose a threat to the integrity of the close circle of 

soldiers. One can't help but wonder how many women reading this scene 

had received letters from dead husband's friends, telling them just this 

version of his death. MacGill's words would surely not be much of a 

consolation. In fact, the scene serves to expose the secrecy of the soldiers, 

and their reluctance, and even fear, of breaking that circle. Judged by the 

same standards as Sapper and his consolatory attitude towards women, 

MacGill appears quite heartless. But he is not to be judged on these 

standards. His thoughts are not directed homewards. The scene does 

exclude the civilian reader, but it does so only to point out the exclusion of 

the reader by the natural conditions of war. Bracco argues that 

'companionship is most often portrayed as the powerful bond between men 

inhabiting a world which no outsider can understand or visit.'37 By 

presenting this scene, MacGill is attempting to demonstrate the soldiers' 

closed community. The little community ofMacGill's section is a community 

within those of company and battalion, but is clearly demarcated not just by 

origin but, more stringently, by time. 

MacGill's first war novel, The Amateur Army (1915), is set 

predominantly in England and tells the story of training and preparing for 

37 Rosa Maria Bracco. Merchants of Hope: British Middlebrow Writers and the First World 
War, 1919-1939. Providence, RI: Berg, 1993. 89. 
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France. His next book, The Red Horizon (1916), charts the section's progress 

towards the trenches but ends atypically without a big battle; that is reserved 

for his next work The Great Push (1916). Thus the progress of civilian to 

soldier is charted. Three books for three phases of life in the Army, and each 

one acting as demarcation of the generational strata of the troops, and further 

steps away from civilianhood. 'The curtain which surrounded our private life 

was being lifted.'38 The curtain still surrounds the civilian, and MacGill and his 

section are hidden beyond it. But on their way to the trenches they meet men 

who at this stage have more experience of the war, and more of the curtain 

removed. In the Base Camp they encounter wounded soldiers serving in the 

canteens. 'They had lived for long in the locality for which we were bound, and 

the whole raw regiment had a personal interest in the narratives of the 

wounded men.' (RH, 22) But they are soon on the road to the Front, and like 

pilgrims they come upon those who have already made the journey. '"Going up 

the slaughter line, mateys?" he enquired, an amused smile hovering about his 

eyes, which took us all in with one penetrating glance.' (RH, 50) They learn 

nothing from this enigmatic soldier, only that he has been out "'a matter of 

nine months."' (RH, 50) A further march brings them to another old soldier, 

also in France '"only about nine months."' (RH, 59) A couple of weeks later, 

after their first tour in the trenches, MacGill and Bill, his closest friend, are in 

an estaminet, when a couple of even newer soldiers enter. When asked how 

long they have been in France, Bill gives the learnt line "'Just about nine 

38 Patrick MacGill. The Red Horizon. London: Herbert Jenkins, 1916. 26. 
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months."' (RH, 217) The naive newcomers act much as they had done a few 

w.eeks previously. Bill lays on the hyperbole, "'At Mons we went eight 'undred 

strong. We're the only two as is left."' (RH, 217) Faced with men who are 

newer than them to the Front, the temptation to prove that they are not 

newcomers is too insistent, and already too much of a tradition to which they 

have recently been introduced. Bill feels he must distinguish himself from the 

new soldiers with their 'clean shirts, neat putties and creased trousers.' (RH, 

217) So he uses the language he has learnt, as it is the only method he knows 

of demonstrating that for him the curtain has been raised further, the distance 

from home greater. But they themselves are distanced from an exclusive 

community; that of the dead. 

On their way to the trenches for the first time, the battalion marches to 

a communication trench where a helpful sign reads 'This way to the war.' (RH, 

' 
63) The war is encountered a few yards further. Two dead men, 'mere boys, 

clean of lip and chin and smooth of forehead,' lie in an adjoining trench, while 

a couple of stretcher-bearers stand by feeling, as MacGill interprets, 'impotent 

in the face of such calamity.' (RH, 65) The men, though dead, do not present 

ghastly wounds to the viewing soldiers. Sapper believes a distance exists 

between the soldiers and the civilians at home, and his books seek in some 

way to bridge that observational gap. 'To the spectator behind, it was one dead 

Hun - one of thousands. To the man who happened to see him as he passed, it 

was an individual whose chalky face had been ripped by one of the barbs as he 

fell. And there is a difference.' (NML, 311) But he believes that this distance is 
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purely physical and geographical. MacGill, however, implies that this is not 

the case. He and the rest of his section are unable to empathise with these 

dead strangers. It is left to Bill Teak to verbalise their emotions. '"It might be 

two of us, but it isn't."' (RH, 66) There is relief and guilt in those words, more 

than sympathy. Unless there are associations in life, MacGill seems to say, 

there can be none in death. 

MacGill worked as a stretcher-bearer in the Battle of Loos and his 

accounts of that battle in The Great Push are full of the sort of impotence and 

futility that he had seen in the faces of those other stretcher-bearers. In such a 

role, he is absolved of the task of killing and burdened with the task of helping 

and witnessing the wounded and dead. But again, even when ministering to 

the men of his own battalion, he finds it almost impossible to empathise. 'My 

soul was barren of pity; fear went down into the innermost parts of me, fear 

for myself.' (GP, 77) Everything he sees and comes across on the battlefield is 

immeasurably distanced from him by this gulf of fear. Not only is MacGill 

alone physically, surrounded by the dead and dying, but he is alone mentally 

also. There is no linking of arms here and no brave and dogged comradeship. 

The community that was once so protective is shattered by shrapnel and 

individual fear. 

Men and pieces of men were lying all over the place. A leg, an arm, 

then again a leg, cut off at the hip. A finely formed leg, the latter, 

gracefully putteed. A dummy leg in a tailor's window could not be 



105 

more graceful. It might be X; he was an artist in dress, a Beau 

Brummel in khaki. Fifty yards further along I found the rest of X. 

(GP, 77) 

The sight of X raises no emotion in MacGill. He is not callous, he is simply 

prevented from piecing together his memories of X, ( even his name has been 

blasted from the dead man) as much as X himself is fragmented. Bracco believes 

that the death of friends in war is related as 'the tragic violation of the profoundest 

human value in war, and as a tormented, unbreakable link between the dead and 

the surviving soldiers.' (Bracco, 94) But I would argue the opposite for MacGill. He 

does not reveal whether X was a close friend of his or not; the fact that he doesn't 

implies still further the severance of the link, that far from being 'unbreakable,' is 

as delicate and fragile as X himself was in the face of shrapnel. The mass of 

suffering and his inability to help result only in repulsion. The fragments of men 

lying around him are 'symbols of insecurity,' an insecurity that threatens and has 

defeated the closeness and security of the community of soldiers that he shares. He 

is left asking himself on a battlefield strewn with the bodies of the dead and dying, 

'Where could I begin? Everything was so far apart.' (GP, 78) He would hope to 

reconstitute that security of the community as much as for the sake of the wounded 

as for himself. But ultimately that ability is robbed from him. In a world in which 

'no discretion could save a man,' nobody is capable of healing the wound that has 

torn familiarity from his friend. (GP, 77) MacGill states that 'on the field of war 

Death is denied its privileged privacy.'39 MacGill ultimately deals not with the 

39 Patrick MacGill. The Brown Bretheren. London: Herbert Jenkins, 1918. 144. 
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there is little difference between the surviving soldiers and the distant 

civilians. 
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Because of his work as a stretcher-bearer to his battalion, MacGill 

becomes preoccupied with this exclusion, this secrecy of the dead. 

Significantly, this community of the dead is physically and psychologically 

associated with the trenches and the battlefield. On two separate occasions, 

MacGill is deeply affected by the presence of the dead. Once, when he sleeps in 

a dug-out with a dead soldier and dreams that he goes with the dead man, 

'who knew that he was dead,' to dig a grave for him in no man's land, and 

again when he is sick after sleeping in a trench over the place where, it is 

discovered, a dead soldier sank into the mud many months earlier. (GP, 203) 

Occupying the land itself, the trenches that the living inhabit, the dead become 

' 
nightmare reminders of an obstinate otherness. They are part of a silent and 

persistent community that the living must look upon but constantly be 

excluded from. As Pryor says, quoting Epictetus "'Where death is I am not, 

where death is not I am."' (GP, 59) MacGill finds himself in this land where 

death is the night the battalion took the town of Loos. Picking his way through 

the battlefield of a few hours previously, he trips over a corpse, 'a mere 

condensation of shadows with a blurred though definite outline.' (GP, 210) 

Again, he is reminded of the fragility of the connections between himself and 

life, and the corpse, for whom the connection has been severed, is simply 'a 

man who was not.' (GP, 211) The dead man is 'one with the mystery of the 
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night, the darkness and the void.' (GP, 211) He hurriedly leaves the corpse, as 

the rats return to their meal, and with revulsion stumbles into the old British 

front line of that morning. It is now deserted, empty oflife and purpose. As 

MacGill wanders reluctantly alone through the trench his mind is full of 

'presentiments of evil.' (GP, 213) Everything, he feels, seems to be leading up 

to happenings 'weird and uncanny, things which would not be of this world.' 

(GP, 213) But indeed he is the thing that is not of this world, this world of 

abandoned trench life. 

The trench was peopled with spectres; soldiers, fully armed, stood 

on the fire-steps, their faces towards the enemy. I could see them as 

I entered a bay, but on coming closer the phantoms died away. The 

boys in khaki were tilted sandbags heaped on the banquette, the 

bayonets splinters of wood sharply defined against the sky. 

(GP, 213-14) 

The trench has been captured, but not by the taking of lives, but by the sad 

and mad giving of them. The ghosts of the dead, like the corpse over which he 

stumbled, have returned home to the trench. In a world such as this, where 

MacGill himself is the unwanted stranger, he can do nothing but leave, be 

repulsed by the silent onslaught of his dead friends. 'The trench was a grave 

unfilled .... I scrambled over the top and took my way across the open 

towards my company.' (GP, 214) He charges off to find the rest of his 

company; the company of the living. 
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How well G.H. of The Glo'ster Gazette knew the books he listed in 

Miss Blandish's collection is impossible to categorically state. However, his 

comment on MacGill's book, suggests that he at least knew it well. It is hardly 

surprising that there are 'several pages uncut' in Miss Blandish's copy of The 

Great Push, for there is little for the likes of Miss Blandish to appreciate or 

even comprehend in those pages. (Glo'ster, 22, 9) But that comment is not 

just criticism of Miss Blandish; it is, I believe, an appropriate metaphor for the 

book and MacGill's war novels as a whole. Even for the soldiers, they that 

serve their time at the Front, amongst the living and the dead, there are also 

several pages uncut in their understanding of the experience. The cutting of 

the leaves comes with the cutting of the ties with life, familiarity and 

community, and the understanding of a new experience and a new and silent 

community. 

FAR FROM THE RED HORIZON 

Sassoon, in his famous anti-war protest of July 1917, attacked the 

political policies which he believed 'deliberately prolonged' the war.4° 

Central to this unnecessary prolongation was the 'callous complacence' of 

civilians who 'regard the continuance of agonies which they do not share, 

and which they have not sufficient imagination to realise.' (Sherston, 496) 

Though Miss Blandish does not receive such vitriolic treatment at the 

40 Siegfried Sassoon. The Complete Memoirs of George Sherston. 1937. London: Faber and 
Faber, 1972. 496. 
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hands of G.H., her inability to fully imagine and, as a result, to comprehend 

and empathise is criticised, albeit humorously. Hay and Sapper created an 

identity for the British soldier which was intended to fire their readers' 

imaginations. In Hay's admission of his blending of fact and fiction, he 

acknowledges that his fictional soldiers act on the imagination to serve his 

own propaganda purposes. They are not meant to be realistic, and Hay 

never intends them to be taken as such. But he believes that the readers' 

imaginations will be better served by his fiction than by the factual 

elements he incorporates in his narratives. 'Make-believe has its thrills as 

well as the genuine article.' (FHT, 131) MacGill, during his early days in 

training with the Army, experienced this imaginative power. During battle 

practice, men are 'detailed off to be casualties for the education of the 

Medical Corps.41 These men lay on the imaginary field of battle with labels 

attached to their tunics describing their imaginary wounds. "'Flesh wound 

in arm and leg"[ ... ] "Leg blown off.'" (AA, 96) Compared to his own 

experience later in the Battle of Loos, and his uselessness in the face of 

literal, rather than make-believe, wounds, the thrill and excitement comes 

purely in the imagination, not in the reality. 

Buitenhuis comments that war fictionalists, like Hay and Sapper, 

create 'a brightly painted fa<;ade of glory behind which the armies fought on 

in the terror and degradation of the real war in Flanders.' (Buitenhuis, 116) All 

41 Patrick MacGill. The Amateur Army: Experiences of a Soldier in the Making. London: 
Herbert Jenkins, 1915. 95. 
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three soldiers emphasise different characteristics of the British soldier. Hay's men 

are enthusiastic, patriotic and courageous. Sapper's fictionalised soldiers are 

typically heroic, romantic and flawed, a flaw that importantly is resolved when the 

man joins the army. MacGill, who writes the soldier at his most contradictory, 

creates men who are brave and hardworking yet also frightened, selfish and 

roguish. The authors select from a wide variety of character traits that can be used 

to identify the British soldier so as to create a character that will serve the purposes 

of their moral. They map the soldier's identity for their civilian readership, unlike 

the trench journals which map him for their soldier readers. The Miss Blandish 

type of civilian, who as Wells says, can't conceive of 'any world outside the circle of 

the horizon,' are denied the possibility of understanding the soldier's identity in a 

more authentic way. 42 But he and his world are hidden beyond the curtain 

that MacGill is aware of encircling the Western Front. The geographical 

and experiential distance involved prevent the civilian reader of war novels 

the ability to understand more emphatically than the cheerful and uplifting 

glossing of Hay or Sapper. They certainly added to the misrepresentation, 

and perhaps exploited the ignorance and curiosity of the civilian, but 

MacGill suggests that the reality of the war was unknowable even to the 

soldier fighting it. Neither civilian nor soldier could understand the entirety 

of the conflict. The metaphoric curtain of ignorance was drawn between the 

two, preventing both from comprehending the other's situation. But a more 

substantial barrier lay between all the living and all the dead. 

42 H.G. Wells. Mr. Britling Sees it Through. London: Cassell, 1916. 47. 
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CHAPTER III 

ACCIDENTAL OUTSIDERS: THE OBSERVATION OF THE 

LANDSCAPES OF BATTLE AND THEW AR CORRESPONDENTS 

H.G. Wells's Mr. Britling spends the morning of 4 August 1914 

pacing his garden, nervously smoking cigarettes and eagerly expecting the 

arrival of the day's newspapers. He craves information, and most of all the 

reassurance and authority of the newspapers. Yet when they eventually 

arrive, he finds the news 'wide and sweeping, and rather inaccurate.'1 

Nevertheless, he, his wife and eldest son, Hugh, read the Daily News and 

The Times thoroughly, and then pass the day in anxious speculation about 

Europe's path towards war. All activities are mere distractions until the 

arrival of more news. 'Games of Badminton were begun and abruptly 

truncated by the arrival of the evening papers.' (Wells, 199) In Germany, 

Berliners experienced the same thirst for information though, according 

to Eksteins, they were less patient than the Britlings. 

A reporter for the Tagliche Rundschau has left us, in breathless 

prose, a picture of the crowds storming newspaper delivery vans for 

news of the Serbian response, tearing open newspapers, and 

reading with fierce involvement! 2 

1 H.G. Wells. Mr. Britling Sees it Through. London: Cassell, 1916. 189. 
2 Modris Eksteins. Rites of Spring: The Great War and the Birth of the Modern Age. London: 
Black Swan, 1989. 92. 
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Across Europe, people wanted the news, and the newspapers wanted to 

s1,1pply it to them. Put simply, 'war was good business for newspapers.'3 It 

not only created a supply of news but also a demand for it. An anonymous 

Northcliffe editor was candid enough to remark at the time that "'a paper 

has only to be able to put up on its placard, A GREAT BATTLE for sales to 

mount up.'" (cited in Knightley, 85) The acquisition of news, observations 

and reports was vital, both to the public and to the newspaper chiefs. 

Men such as William Howard Russell and Archibald Forbes, through 

their dispatches from the Crimea and South Africa in the nineteenth century, 

had created a romantic and adventurous myth of the war correspondent. 

When the war broke out in Europe, their would-be successors vied for the 

opportunity to cover it. In 1915, Philip Gibbs wrote that 'special 

correspondents, press photographers, the youngest reporters on the staff, sub

editors emerging from little dark rooms with a new excitement in eyes that 

had grown tired with proof correcting, passed each other on the stairs and 

asked for their Chance.'4 War correspondence could not only lead to personal 

fame and renown, but also to a secure and prestigious career.s War 

correspondents were, and still are, considered the 'elite of the journalistic 

profession.'6 Rupe1t Furneaux's account of war correspondents deals 

3 Philip Knightley. The First Casualty: The War Correspondent as Hero. Propagandist. and 
Myth Maker from the Crimea to Vietnam. London: Andre Deutsch, 1975. 85. 
4 Philip Gibbs. The Soul of the War. London: Heinemann, 1915. 5. 
5 One has only to consider the journalists who achieved the greatest fame and recognition in 
the last 25 years to realise that they were all involved initially in war correspondence. Max 
Hastings in the Falklands War, Jeremy Bowen in Bosnia, John Simpson and Kate Adie in the 
Gulf War and, most recently, Rageh Omaar in Iraq. 
0 Pat Hodgson. The War Illustrators. London: Osprey, 1977. 20. 
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significantly with the period from 1854 to the outbreak of the First World War, 

the 'Golden Age of war-correspondence' as he terms it, which he describes as a 

period in which 'the adventures of the men who made war sound so exciting 

that it appeared worth playing for the game's sake.'7 The idea of making the 

coming war 'sound so exciting' drove many correspondents to editors' offices 

and to the War Office at the outbreak of the war. However, their experience of 

the Western Front was markedly different to the accounts they had read of the 

famous war artists and reporters of earlier wars. Their forerunners had been 

writers and artists, and on occasion soldiers and medics, all at once. 8 The new 

breed were either treated as spies (not a new experience) and outlawed from 

journeying to or about the Armies in the field, or, after May 1915, as honoured 

guests of British G.H.Q., constrained by military protocol on issues of 

movement and censorship. Despite, or perhaps because of, these conditions, 

the war correspondents' reports were read and circulated widely and with 

much authority in the press, and received with much cynicism by the soldiery 

in the field. 

Trench journal contributors often hold the war correspondents up for 

ridicule. The Glo'ster Gazette, for instance, advertised a course for would-be 

war correspondents offered by 'Phillip Fibs' (an obvious and much used 

reference to Philip Gibbs). The advertisement states the following 'invaluable 

7 Rupert Furneaux. News of War: Stories and Adventures ofthe Great War Correspondents. 
London: Max Parrish, 1964. 7. 
8 Philip Gibbs did spend a few months in early 1915 with the Red Cross acting as a stretcher
bearer. However, his experience was unique and short-lived. 
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hints' for aspiring reporters: 'Write most of what you know least. This is an 

unfailing maxim. It appeals to the general public who will believe you 

implicitly.'9 The anonymous author implies that the war correspondents are not 

simply misinterpreted by their civilian readership, but that the misinterpretation 

conceals their ignorance. This soldier seems to believe that the correspondents, 

safe behind the lines, practice their craft knowing that it is not what they write of 

but how they write of it that will gain them notoriety. The fictitious Phillip Fibs 

thus reminds the reader of the importance of 'Sensationalism' in their reports. 

'Sensationalism is Fame.' ( Glo' ster, 18, 13) This view is upheld by another trench 

journal contributor who writes a mock diary of a Canadian war correspondent. 

Sitting in his room, the reporter hears a shell fall in the street outside; he 

immediately runs off '15 foolscap pages of copy describing the thrill of being under 

shell fire for the first time.'10 Later, he notes that what he took for a shell was in 

' 
actual fact the 'puncturing of a tyre on a Ford Car.' (N.Y.D., 2, 8) The author 

criticises both the war correspondent's remoteness from the field of battle and 

their ignorance. Barbusse has his soldiers express their displeasure in more 

vitriolic terms. 'You can hear the editor saying to his scribes, "Now, boys, get 

into it! Find some way of brushing that up again for me in five sees, and make 

it spin out all over those four damned white sheets that we've got to mucky!"'11 

These soldiers criticise the war correspondents' inability, whether knowingly 

9 'Fibulous.' 'Startling Truth Discovery: From Phillip Fibs - Revelations of a Journalist.' The 
Glo'ster Gazette. 18 (1917) : 13. 
10 'Further Extracts from the Diary of a Canadian War Correspondent at the Front.' N.Y.D.: 
Incorporating 'The Iodine Chronicle.' 'The Splint Record,' Now and Then.' The Journals of 
Nos. 1, 2 and 3 Canadian Field Ambulances Respectively. 2 (1916) : 8. 
11 Henri Barbusse. Under Fire. 1917. Trans. W. Fitzwater Wray. London: Dent, 1988. 35. 
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or in ignorance, to understand what they have seen and heard in the context of 

th~ front-line experience. Philip Knightley, a critic of the press's role in 

conflicts of the last century, thoroughly sides with the soldiers. 'More 

deliberate lies were told than in any other period of history, and the whole 

apparatus of the state went into action to suppress the truth.' (Knightley, 80) 

For this, says Knightley, the British war correspondents must take a 'large 

share of the blame.' (Knightley, 81) They were, he claims, 'in a position to 

know more than most men of the nature of the war.' (Knightley, 81) But is this 

a fair criticism, considering the constraints and regulations placed upon their 

excursions and reports? 

Frederick Palmer, an American journalist attached to the British Front, 

commented wistfully that 'there was not the freedom of the old days, but there 

can never be again, for the correspondent.'12 Palmer is not simply referring to 

the lack ofliterary freedom imposed by rigid censorship laws, but, as Farish 

puts it, to the essential freedoms required for accurate war correspondence, 

'the freedom to move and the freedom to see.'13 These constraints were 

imposed by the military authorities, and, far more powerfully, by the nature of 

the war itself and its effect upon the landscape of the battlefield. The 

correspondents, aware of their precarious position, certainly shied away from 

criticism of their military hosts. But were they prevented froin knowing the nature 

12 Frederick Palmer. With My Own Eyes: A Personal Story of Battle. Indianapolis, IN: Bobbs
Merrill, 1933. 319. 
13 Mathew Farish. 'Modern Witnesses: Foreign Correspondents, Geopolitical Vision, and the 
First World War.' Transaction of the Institute of British Geographers. 26 (2001) : 273-87. 276. 
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of the war by their own sense of diplomacy or by the geography of the Front itself? 

Wells comments that for Mr. Britling, and 'for most of the world,' the war was 

difficult to apprehend and understand. (Wells, 206) Relying on newspapers and 

their war correspondents to inform him, Mr. Britling sees the war as 'an illimitable 

multitude of incoherent, loud, and confusing impressions.' (Wells, 206) At the 

distance of the war correspondents' H.Q., observing the war and trying to 

contextualise and condense it into concise and encouraging reports, could the war 

have come across as any different, any more in focus? Have the conditions of the 

war itself acted as a more effective censor than either the eager to please war 

correspondents or the military authorities? 

TOWERS FOR THE PANORAMAS OF BATTLE 

At the outbreak of the war certain correspondents, including Philip 

Gibbs of the Daily Telegraph and the Daily Chronicle, Granville Fortescue of 

the Daily Telegraph and the New York American, and G. Valentine Williams 

of the Daily Mail, were fmtunate enough to be already in France or Belgium. 

Others, like Basil Clarke of the Daily Telegraph, The Times and the 

Manchester Guardian, W. Beach Thomas of the Daily Mail and H. Perry 

Robinson of The Times, contrived to get themselves unofficially to Calais or 

Boulogne and attempted to get out of the ports and into the field. The 

remainder who followed the War Office's directions applied for licences, 

bought horses, hired servants and were promptly instructed to await further 

orders. They were to wait for the next ten months. Lord Kitchener, the newly 
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appointed Minister of War, distrusted war correspondents and had no 

intention ofletting them in to what he hoped to keep a private war. Those 

correspondents already in France and Belgium exercised extreme caution in 

their movements and dispatches for fear of arrest and even execution as spies. 

Basil Clarke noted the disparity between the official line and the reality of the 

war correspondents' precarious position. "'Officially" every man's hand was 

against you, in practice no one, except the jack-in-office and the authorities at 

home, wished you very serious harm if you were a reasonable sort of person 

and tactful in what you wrote.'14 Eventually, however, all the correspondents were 

apprehended, cordially in the most part, though Clarke believed that 'many British 

newspaper men had been arrested and undergone great hardships,' and were 

promptly deported. (Clarke, 77) In the absence of their irregular reports, news 

from the Front dried up. The newspaper chiefs renewed their clamouring to the 

War Office, and all the while Kitchener stood firm, informing the correspondents 

waiting in London that they would not be joining the British Army 'until the 

French General Staff had sent for its own French correspondents.'1s Certain 

events such as the disclosure of the British shell crisis in early 1915 by Charles a 

Court Repington, military correspondent of The Times, and the general criticism 

of'Eye-Witness' (irreverently known as 'Eye-Wash'), G.H.Q.'s solution to the lack 

of news from the Front, led the authorities to realise the reievancy of Lord 

14 Basil Clarke. My Round of the War. London: Heinemann, 1917. 12. 
15 Martin J. Farrar. News From the Front: War Correspondents on the Western Front 1914-
1918. Stroud: Sutton, 1998. 5. 
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Roberts's comment to Lord Northcliffe that '"We shall lose this war by secrecy."'16 

Under increasing pressure, Kitchener permitted five correspondents to be 

accredited and to travel to the British Front where they were placed under the 

command of Major-General Charteris and Major the Hon. Neville Lytton. 

According to Knightley the publicised aims of enlightening the public and 

preventing the enemy from obtaining helpful information were false. The 

correspondents' real aims, he suggests, were 'to provide colourful stories of 

heroism and glory calculated to sustain enthusiasm for the war,' and, more 

subversively, to 'cover any mistakes the high command might make.' (Knightley, 

97) Certainly the correspondents were flattered by their new official status and 

rights and, though realising the implication of their close association with 

G.H.Q.,17 they did little to assert their journalistic independence.18 The Army had 

transformed the 'latent enemies' of the war correspondents into 'docile friends.' 19 

The correspondents were so keenly aware of their debt to the military authorities 

that 'the formal mechanisms of control [became] almost redundant.' (Carruthers, 

66) But, before or after their official recognition, the war correspondents were 

severely hindered in their ability to move. 

16 Cited in Gary S. Messenger. British Propaganda and the State in the First World War. 
Manchester: Manchester University Press, 1992. 151. 
17 War correspondents were issued with officer's uniforms without any insignia, but with a 
green brassard on their arm. The Intelligence department of G.H.Q. wore green flashes on 
their collars. The similarity between the roles of the two departments was clearly intended by 
G.H.Q. 
18 On one occasion, the war correspondents went on strike as an objection to the excessive 
repression of one particular censor. They won the case. Knightley, 97. 
19 Susan L. Carruthers. The Media at War: Communication and Conflict in the Twentieth 
Century. Basingstoke: Macmillan, 2000. 66. 
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The opening stages of the war and the Germans' rapid advance through 

Belgium and Northern France required the clandestine correspondents to match 

their manoeuvrability with that of the opposing armies. In the war correspondents' 

memoirs the ability to move quickly became synonymous with the ability to be in a 

position to report accurately. Thus Granville Fortescue states with pride that 

'during the first four months of the Great War I covered more mileage than any 

other correspondent in the different theatres of operation.'2 0 His initial method of 

covering the rapidly moving forces was to 'place myself where I expected the 

"front" to come and there await developments.' (Fortescue, 153) Fortescue's 

intuition in positioning himself in the right place to await the right time lends his 

reports and memoirs some considerable authority. But the war of positions did not 

last long. The outflanking race to the sea fixed the trench lines across Europe from 

Belgium to Switzerland. It was a development as welcome to the roving 

correspondents as it was unwelcome to the Army Staffs. Philip Gibbs remarked 

It is all very well to advance towards the :fighting lines when the 

enemy is opposed by allied forces in a known position, but it is 

quite a different thing to wander about a countryside with only the 

vaguest idea of the direction in which the enemy may appear, and 

with the disagreeable thought that he may turn up suddenly round 

the corner after cutting off one's line of retreat. 

(SW, 73) 

20 Granville Fortescue. At the Front with Three Armies: My Adventures in the Great War. 
London: Andrew Melrose, 1915. 9. 
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With the lines in place, and relatively static, the war became fixed, locatable. The 

tr·en~hes rooted the men of the opposing armies, and their movements became 

limited and predictable. The ability of the war correspondents to negotiate the back 

areas of the war zone quickly and intuitively became less significant. Instead their 

ability to negotiate and extract information from the soldiers of the war zone 

became all important. Thus G. Valentine Williams could proudly claim to have 

spoken with Generals 'who directed the fight,' and with 'humble privates' also.21 

Clarke could use almost the same polar opposites of dining with a General 'in his 

chateau, sitting in priceless chairs of two centuries ago,' and also having 

lunched with a junior subaltern in a dug-out with 'an upturned packing-case 

for a table - each meal having a subtle charm of its own.' (Clarke, 173-74) The 

skill of the war correspondent to manoeuvre had become less a geographical 

concern and more a social one. 

But despite the fact that the trenches had made the task of predicting 

and locating the war easier for the war correspondents, they were still unable 

to approach it. As Crozier points out, 'most of the correspondents' work was 

patient slogging behind the lines.'2 2 When they attempted to slog up to those 

lines they seem to have lost their ability to observe the war. The closer they 

got, the more out of focus the image appeared. Clarke recalls trudging to the 

front line through the mud. He asks directions from a soldier and learns that 

the Front is "'just two hundred yards away."' (Clarke, 231) With the ground in 

2 1 G. Valentine Williams. With Our Army in Flanders. London: Edward Arnold, 1915. 47-48. 
22 Emmet Crozier. American Reporters on the Western Front 1914-1918. Oxford: Oxford 
University Press, 1959. 114. 
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the condition it is, he reckons that 'that two hundred yards would take me a 

long time.' (Clarke, 231) Standing 'helpless on a pinnacle of slippery clay,' he 

thinks of 'the shrapnel and the bombs and the snipers' and also of the 'grey

clad bundles, and sometimes khaki bundles.' (Clarke, 231-32) With those 

thoughts the 'evening wind seemed to blow more freezingly' and Clarke 

'turned back.' (Clarke, 232) He expresses no sense of regret at not reaching the 

trenches that or any other night. War correspondents, as well as visiting 

politicians and dignitaries, were permitted to enter the front line trenches, 

providing they were properly escorted and were visiting a quiet part of the line 

at a quiet time of day. The war correspondents, however, seem not to have 

taken up this offer frequently, or at least rarely write of it in their memoirs. 

One who did, Williams, describes the surprisingly detrimental effect of visiting 

the trenches. A walk around the trenches of 'a single company' which took him 

' 
'a good half-hour' leaves him with only 'a confused mass of impressions.' 

(Williams, 210) He is unable to interpret and understand the activities of the 

'rather grimy figures' of soldiers who inhabit those trenches. (Williams, 210) 

All he sees is a collection of men in apparent disorder, 'in all stages of undress, 

cooking, eating, washing, writing.' (Williams, 210) Ultimately, this proximity 

to the trenches renders the task of getting a 'comprehensive view[ ... ] utterly 

impossible.' (Williams, 210) Williams implies the constraints placed upon his 

vision. In the trenches, his view is restricted, impeded, by the walls of the trench. 

He is too close to the men, and importantly too close to the earth. 
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Height was a rare and precious commodity for the armies and for the 

obs~rvers of those armies also. On the Western Front, the flat plain of Flanders 

'where there is seldom view of the enemy's lines from any rising ground' was in 

stark contrast to the rolling hills and gently sloping valleys of Picardy in which 'one 

could see very clearly and with a strange, unreal sense of safety.'2 3 Faced with the 

visual claustrophobia of the trenches, the war correspondents strove for height, for 

'watch-towers for the panorama of battle.'2 4 From a hilltop he is incapable of 

observing accurately the battle's detail, but he is compensated by knowing its 

expanse. As W. Beach Thomas commented, conscious of this observational 

compromise, the observer sees the war's 'breadth rather than its depth.' (Thomas, 

57) This remove inevitably holds connotations for the correspondents' interaction 

and understanding of the events unfolding before him. The war correspondents' 

geographical location compounds the already obvious fact that he is an 'onlooker 

rather than a participant.'2s Private Giles Eyre recalls in his account of his time on 

the Somme the disparity between the varying perspectives of the soldiers and the 

correspondents. One of his comrades remarks with bitterness: '"I bet the Press 

reporters, writing their rot miles away, would give their souls to see this [a night 

bombardment on the front lines] from our grand-stand!"'2 6 The soldiers' mockery 

of the war correspondents' attempts to get close to the war by perching on hills 

miles from the fighting can be readily understood. The correspondents, however, 

2
3 Philip Gibbs. The Battles of the Somme. London: Heinemann, 1917. 31. 

2
4 W. Beach Thomas. With the British on the Somme. London: Methuen, 1917. 56. 

25 'Our Army in the West.' Review. Times Literary Supplement. 722 (1915) : 410. 
26 Giles E.M. Eyre. Somme Harvest: Memories of a P .B.I. in the Summer of 1916. London: 
Jarrolds, 1938. 129 . 
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can be equally understood, though they rarely are, for their choice of observation 

points. Beach Thomas admits that from the promontory he chose to observe the 

first day of the Somme, 'the landscape below[ ... ] was so wide and sweet that the 

commotion of war and its equipment, in spite of their insistence, seemed as little 

and paltry as the bickering of a bevy of sparrows.' (Thomas, 30) The altitude of his 

remove has caused the significance of the war to recede, and he looks upon the 

battle with 'a sort of idle curiosity.' (Thomas, 30) His eye is drawn towards the 

'near and homely things' such as the 'elm tree twigs already in tiny leaf.' (Thomas, 

30) In light of Thomas' s pre-war agriculture journalism, this inclination to look on 

the natural rather than the unnatural world of the trenches is perhaps 

understandable. But he hints at an awareness of a distance that not only affects the 

correspondents' visual but also their empathic keenness. 

When Basil Clarke was warned of his imminent arrest in early 1915, and 

retired to England hurriedly, he was almost immediately dispatched by his 

newspaper to Rumania to report on Austria's battles with Russia. There he is 

fortunate to have a ring-side seat for the 'little battle' of Marmornitza. ( Clarke, 140) 

Though 'hardly one of the world's battles,' from a journalistic perspective it had a 

'quality quite unique.' (Clarke, 140) He is only 'a hundred yards or so away,' on a 

little hill (though he has proximity, the correspondent still demands a degree of 

height), with a conveniently situated telegraph office at hand for the transmission 

of his reports. (Clarke, 140) It is 'the most accessible of battles.' (Clarke, 140) 

'Nothing could have been more handy or more safe.' ( Clarke, 140) The Russian 

artillery open ferociously on the Austrian troops who flee for protection behind a 
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house that is clearly visible to Clarke. From his vantage point, he could 'watch even 

the c:µfferent expressions on their [the Austrians'] faces.' (Clarke, 142) He can see 

them 'draw their bodies still closer to the white walls,' and clasp their 'hands to ears 

or round their heads in a paroxysm of terror.' (Clarke, 142) He is struck most by 

how startling it is to be able 'to see one's enemy in this way - to watch every face, 

every finger-twitch, so to speak, so intimately, and yet to be safe oneself.' (Clarke, 

142) These thoughts lead him to wonder if the Russian gunners 'would aim so well 

if they could watch at close quarters, as I was watching, the fall of their shells.' 

(Clarke, 142) He doubts they would, for, 'to kill your man at a mile or two is quite 

impersonal - an easy matter.' (Clarke, 143) Similarly it is emotionally easier to 

observe and write of the course of a battle from the remove of a mile or two. 

The reason for this lies in the dual nature of the war correspondents' 

observation points. Clarke's experience of being able to observe the effects of 

artillery upon the enemy is, as he appreciated, unique; more often the 

correspondent stood side by side with the gunners, absolved thus of the moral 

dilemma of seeing the shells find their targets. Gibbs presents this more typical 

standpoint of the war co1Tespondent. On the eve of the first day of the Somme, he 

stands in the 'centre of a crescent' or a 'circle of guns.' (Somme, 23/ 44) Similarly 

Robinson observes the same battle from a point which 'combined reasonable 

height of ground with a position approximately central to the whole field.' 

(Robinson, 178-79) Centrality and height were all important not simply for the 

correspondents but for any observer, civilian or military. The observation points 

for correspondents, it appears, were often observation posts for the artille1y 
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also. As Farish points out, 'Army officials recommended these viewpoints to 

j01.1-rnalists,' and if G.H.Q. knew of these vantage points, then they 

undoubtedly were utilising them for their own purposes. (Farish, 284) 

Artillery observation officers were installed in tethered balloons, in front line 

trenches and on hills overlooking the battlefields. 'A very little rise, especially 

for artillery and observation purposes, is all important.' (Robinson, 63) As 

Paul Virilio argues: 

From the original watch-tower through the anchored balloon to the 

reconnaissance aircraft and remote-sensing satellites, one and the 

same function has been indefinitely repeated, the eye's function 

being the function of a weapon.27 

In other words, to be able to see was becoming synchronous with being able to 

destroy. The connotations of this to the war correspondents' purpose is telling. 

They do not observe to kill, but observe to report. The abstraction that Clarke 

believes is required for the gunners to work effectively and without remorse is 

similarly required by the correspondents. Clarke finds it difficult to see the 

cringing enemy and still believe that 'for my nation's sake[ ... ] these men on 

the steps must be killed, the more the better.' (Clarke, 143) The eye of the war 

correspondent is uncannily similar to the eye of the artillery observer. They 

both seek to locate the friends and foes on the battlefields. They both attempt 

to gain a greater panorama and thus a greater context within which to read the 

27 Paul Virilio. War and Cinema: The Logistics of Perception. Trans. Patrick Camiller. London: 
Verso, 1989. 3. 
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movements of the opposing armies. They both rely on reading the geography 

of the war-zone to enable them to read the human action taking place upon it. 

The clear line of sight, and the panorama of the landscape which the 

observers on the hill-tops are entitled to are denied to the infantry. The 

soldiers in the 'muddy ditches' of the trenches are stranded in a 'viewless 

plain.' (Thomas, 14) Thomas suggests that the greatest discomfort of trench 

life is this absence of visual clarity, of geographical context within which to 

place oneself. Worse though than being unable to see was the consciousness of 

being seen. Thomas quotes a gunner describing his batteries move from a well

concealed position on high-ground to a place 'uncomfortably near sea-level[ ... ] 

where nothing is below you.' (Thomas, 37) Opposite their new position a German 

observation balloon which 'looked full of eyes' commanded the plain. (Thomas, 38) 

The gunner officer explains, "'Directly you arrived in the place, even at night, you 

had the feelings that eyes were observing you. You were the mouse to the owl or the 

lark to the hawk.'" (Thomas, 38) This may be an unusual predicament for the 

gunners, but the infantry suffered the observation of the enemy almost constantly. 

As Thomas points out, in the Ypres Salient, 'every one who moved up or back [to or 

from the trenches] had the feeling that an evil eye was upon him.' (Thomas, 22-23) 

The eye was not necessarily evil; friendly eyes were upon the soldiers also. 

War correspondents, artillery and Staff officers directly observed, and 

civilians at home and throughout the world were indirect spectators, albeit with 

many inaccuracies, of the soldiers in the firing line. From in front and behind the 

infantry were bombarded, literally and metaphorically, by lines of sight that they 
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could not share or oppose. Thomas puts it succinctly: 'Our army had the sense of 

b~ing overlooked.' (Thomas, 22) The dual connotations of that statement, 

acknowledged by Thomas, describe the constant attempts to see the soldiers in 

the landscape and the simultaneous failure of this vision from afar to therefore 

know. Observers did not share the soldiers' eye-line, and therefore could not 

share or interpret their experiences. The onslaught of eyes both inquisitive and 

murderous drove the soldiers down into the earth. While the observers held high 

ground, the observed must blend into the ground. To survive, soldiers must 

become invisible and the correspondents to survive in their occupations must learn 

to see what is not there to be seen. 

THE ENCHANTMENT OF DISTANCE 

Winston Churchill, the First Lord of the Admiralty and himself a one-time 

war correspondent, famously commented that the First World War was going to be 

"'fought in a fog"' and advised potential reporters that 'the best place for 

correspondence about the war was London.'2s Churchill was speaking 

metaphorically, implying that the Army intended to conduct their war in private. 

Charles a Court Repington instinctively understood the restrictions that would be 

imposed upon journalists at the Front. He followed Churchill's advice and 

'remained at the London nerve centre.'2 9 But those accredited correspondents who 

travelled to the 'seat of war' when the political fog of secrecy had lifted found a 

28 W. Beach Thomas. A Traveller in News. London: Chapman and Hall, 1925. 57. 
29 Charles a Court Repington. Vestigia. London: Constable, 1919. 253. 
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denser, more literal fog impeding their observations. (Repington, 253) Describing 

hi$ view on the morning of the Somme, Robinson concludes that the 'most terrible' 

of all sights on that day was 'the constant cloud of smoke which overlay the 

landscape.' (Robinson, 9) This is the artillery-made fog of war. The bursting high 

explosive and shrapnel shells churned up the earth and disguised the movements 

of the men and the landscape itself. Smoke barrages, specifically intended to 

obscure the view of the enemy observers, obscured the view of Staff and journalists 

alike. Behind the clouds of smoke and dust 'it was impossible to guess what was 

passing, only one knew that they must be terrible things.' (Robinson, 17) Gibbs 

recalls seeing nothing of the opening day of the Somme due to the 'mist and the 

smoke,' (SW, 87) and Robinson's view is obscured by the smoke barrage which 

combined with the mist and the 'fumes of shells.' (Robinson, 17) Even when mists 

cleared, the advancing troops were still hidden. '[T]he visibility came too late to 

enable one to see our men actually moving.' (Robinson, 17) The infantry and the 

front line, wherever they were, were invisible from a distance. Gibbs stood, much 

as he did for the Somme, on high ground with Staff and artillery officers awaiting 

the beginning of the Third Battle of Ypres the following year. As dawn approached, 

and the moment for the assault neared, the artillery barrage and the 'clouded 

and storm-swept' conditions reduced visibility.3° The gathered spectators 

'waited, and pulses beat faster than second-hands.' (Bapaume, 89) But the 

only indication that the advance had begun were the 'signals of distress' rising 

30 Philip Gibbs. From Bapaume to Passchendaele. London: Heinemann, 1918. 89. 
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from the Front. (Bapaume, 89) From the observers' position, reached with 

th~ hope of gaining a broader view, the human scale has been reduced. 

The weather and artillery certainly hampered the vision of the by

standers, but there was little to be seen on a clear and quiet day. 'Along all this 

stretch of the battle-front there was no sign of men. It was all inhuman [ ... ] 

and man himself was in hiding from these great forces of destruction.' 

(Somme, 2 5) John Sargent, the artist commissioned to document the 

interaction between British and American troops late in the war, summed up 

this phenomenon, this impossibility of observing the front line, in a letter to 

his friend and future biographer, Evan Charteris. "'The farther forward one 

goes the more scattered and meagre everything is. The nearer to danger the 

fewer and more hidden the men - the more dramatic the situation the more it 

becomes an empty landscape.'"3, Robinson recalls a detachment of British 

troops bound for the Front passing him on a road at night. 'One felt their 

presence and heard, more than one saw, them.' (Robinson, 15) The first 

French detachments went into action wearing their vividly coloured uniforms 

that had hardly changed since the time of Napoleon. But the importance of 

invisibility was soon impressed upon the French General Staffs sensibilities 

by the initial heavy losses. The uniforms were replaced and modernised and 

came into line with the dull khaki of the British and thefeldgrau of the 

Germans. Northcliffe remarked on the 'wonderful blue' of this 'new French 

31 The Hon. Evan Charteris, K.C. John Sargent. London: Heinemann, 1927. 214. 

7 
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invisible cloth.'32 The men and the movements that the correspondents, artists 

and journalists alike, had been charged with documenting were invisible to 

· them. But the conditions of war can be held accountable for this blindness 

only partially. The distance which the observers had had to assume for the 

sake of height advantage was responsible to a much greater extent. It had 

imposed the problems of perspective upon their view. 

Virilio points out that the overriding importance of invisibility to the 

troops in the lines created such an absence of humanity that 'literally no one 

passed across the field of vision.' (Virilio, 14) Thus when the battle had moved 

on, and German eyes were focused upon more advanced infantry, the soldiers 

behind could, with relative safety, tread above ground. The sight of soldiers 

walking about in the open shocks and confuses the correspondents. Soldiers 

when fighting, they had learnt by the conditions of war, are hidden from sight, 

thus these visible men in khaki must not be soldiering at all. Gibbs describes 

this experience rather prosaically. 'It was curious to watch our soldiers 

walking about this battlefield. They seemed very aimless, in little groups, 

wandering about as though picking wild flowers.' (Somme, 45) Occasional 

shells land in this old battlefield below him, but the soldiers 'seemed as 

careless of war as holiday-makers on Hampstead Heath.' (Somme, 45) The 

soldiers are not 'aimless' or 'wandering' but to the distant eye of Gibbs they 

appear so. When he 'went among them,' he discovers that each had 'his special 

32 Lord Northcliffe (Alfred Harmsworth). At the War. London: Hodder and Stoughton, 1917. 
167. 
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mission,' such as 'laying new wires for new telephones.' (Somme, 45) When 

Gibbs closes the gap, reduces the distance between his high ground and their 

charred battlefield, he discerns their purpose. When perspective is no longer 

at work, the soldiers come into focus. Robinson implies the reason the 

correspondent chose this elevated distance from the battlefield: 'War in its 

detail is a gruesome thing.' (Robinson, 25) But Gibbs's perspective when 

among the men is rarely achieved by the correspondents. More often than not 

the gruesome detail of the war drives the observers away to find something 

more cheerful to look at, or at least to allow perspective to let them imagine 

they are seeing something cheerful. The comforting tendency of the 

correspondents to imagine the troops as crowds at football matches or idly 

picking flowers on the battlefield, might have fired the readers' imaginations, 

but was thought not only misleading but ultimately counter-productive by the 

head conducting officer at the correspondents' headquarters. Major the Hon. 

Neville Lytton believed that the correspondents should be allowed to close the 

gap that allowed misleading perspective to influence their observations. He 

recognised its effect as being the chief cause of the troops' anger towards the 

correspondents. 'When you think of chaps lying out with a leg blown off, you 

can hardly wonder that everybody in the army wishes to murder those 

correspondents who bring in "the bank holiday touch.'"33 When he attempted 

33 Keith Grieves. 'War Correspondents and Conducting Officers on the Western Front from 
1915.' Facing Armageddon: The First World War Experienced. Eds. Hugh Cecil and Peter H. 
Liddle. London: Leo Cooper, 1996. 719-35. 728. 
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to persuade his commanding officer, Lytton admits that he was 'not altogether 

suc.;cessful.' (Grieves, 728) So the correspondents carried on describing the 

groups of soldiers that they could make out from their distance in the only 

terms they could. But some seemed aware that they were simply too far away 

to observe accurately. 

Thomas describes the dawn of a localised British attack against 'an 

intrusive angle of German trench,' as one of 'surpassing charm.' (Thomas, 7) 

'The sun rose blood-red. The shrapnel hung like clouds painted by old masters 

to hold mediaeval angels. The horizon glittered with firefly sparks. In spite of 

the tumult the first songs of spring were twittered in the hedgerow.' (Thomas, 

7) But he realises that this is merely the 'semblance.' (Thomas, 8) 'What,' he 

asks, 'is the reality?' (Thomas, 8) He proceeds to describe the earth battered 

by shells 'crumbled out of all consistency,' reduced to a 'state of foul 

swampiness' over which the troops 'charged and struggled.' (Thomas, 8) And 

for what end? For two days the attacking soldiers lived in this 'Slough of 

Despond,' fighting to 'keep back the enemy from a few paltry yards of 

Flanders.' (Thomas, 8) Thomas wrote up his report on this little battle before 

talking with the troops who had been engaged in it. Having presented, 

presumably, the semblance rather than what he later learned to be the reality, 

he is shamed, feeling as ifhe has 'committed unconscious treason.' (Thomas, 

8) Perspective had fooled him, and disguised the horrific realities. 'So easy is it 

to make the foul appear fair, to be tricked by the enchantment of distance.' 

(Thomas, 8) Thomas holds space responsible, when in fact it is the disparity in 
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perspectives between himself and the soldiers in the attack that has enchanted 

h~m. Thomas seems aware, if unsure of the precise culprit, of this remove, of 

this disparity between himself and the soldiers. But he comforts himself by 

stating that 'avoidance of the brutality of war is in some sort inevitable.' 

(Thomas, 9) He suggests that the cause of this 'wrong impression' is due to his 

status as observer, as a visitor to the battlefields. (Thomas, 9) 'Every visitor to 

the front has so far escaped without hurt; most visitors have seen a few tragic 

and many singularly picturesque sights.' (Thomas, 9) The soldiers come across 

as cheerful so that the observer comes to regard 'their occupation as in itself 

an almost cheerful thing.' (Thomas, 9) The observers, whatever their status or 

purpose, do not share the same purpose of the soldiers. Nor do they share the 

soldiers' perspective on the war or the geographical trench lines. In short, 

distance and perspective rob the correspondents of the ability to be anything 

more than visitors and outsiders. 

Faced with the impossibility of discerning success or failure from the 

distance of their observation posts, the war correspondents resorted to 

questioning those who returned from the battle as to its progress. Gibbs, for 

instance, gets his first news of the battle for Passchendaele from the British 

wounded and the German prisoners. 'From these men, hit by shrapnel and 

machine-gun bullets, I heard the first news of progress. They were bloody and 

exhausted but claimed success.' (Bapaume, 89-90) Similarly, at the Battle of 

the Somme the previous year, he spent the day travelling about the back areas 

'trying to gather the threads together[ ... ] going among the wounded and the 
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prisoners.' (Somme, 42) Thomas is forced to do the same but hears that, 

although the wounded British soldiers speak of victory, it is 'victory without 

definition, without nicely pencilled precision or satisfied curiosity.' (Thomas, 

9 6) The soldiers know only of 'their own little piece of landscape' within 

which they fought and over which they struggled. (Northcliffe, 74) No matter 

how many individual viewpoints the correspondents gather, they still find it 

difficult, near impossible in fact, to assemble the parts, to thread them 

together meaningfully or authentically. 'You were forced to guess at the plot, 

though certain acts or parts and all the scenes were clear enough.' (Thomas, 

96) Robinson presents the practice of news gathering as that of assembling a 

mosaic. 'In the future we may be able to look at the whole mosaic. For the 

moment one has only the little separate cubes of colour.' (Robinson, 95) He 

concludes that ultimately it is not possible to write accurately of the war, but 

only of 'splendid generalities.' (Robinson, 95) The sources for their reports 

were therefore an amalgam of information based on their own observations as 

well as those of soldiers on both sides. 

In fact, the correspondents wove together more information than those 

gathered at first hand. Clarke recounts how in the evening over tea, the 

correspondents would regroup in their chateau and share their observations 

and thoughts. 'The news he [a particular correspondent] had himself collected 

might be the most important of the day or it might be overshadowed and 

dwarfed by facts which a colleague had collected.' (Clarke, 174) The 

correspondents ceased to be 'individual and became collective.' (Clarke, 170) 
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The war, or even a limited battle, could not be taken in by one pair of 

observant eyes. In much the same way that the correspondents sought out 

high ground from which to view the widest possible panorama of the 

battlefield, they similarly sought to gain a panorama of views, perspectives 

and subjective observations. When it was impossible to predict where the 

significant events of a battle would take place, correspondents did not think 

that they should be denied writing of them simply because they were not 

there. 34 But this experiential remove, combined with their physical one, drew 

some disapproval. As Crozier says there was considerable criticism that the 

correspondents were gathering 'their material at second and third hand, in 

bars and restaurants and railway stations.' (Crozier, 114) Their stories were 

charged with lacking 'freshness and authenticity,' most likely due to the 

collective rather than individual nature of their reporting practices. ( Crozier, 

114) The journalists' defence was that 'many honest, significant stories were 

gleaned in taverns and bars.' (Crozier, 114) The correspondents retreated 

under the overwhelming onslaught of perspectives and lines of sight to the 

'nexus of an informational web' that they hoped would produce 'all possible 

perspectives.' (Farish, 278) In this respect they reproduced in miniature the 

34 This assumption of personal presence was by no means a new development in war 
reporting. Melton Prior composed a sketch, for the Illustrated London News , of a 
detachment of British troops retreating from Majuba Hill on 27 February 1881, during the 1st 

Boer War. However, he had arrived late and missed the engagement, but was able to draw the 
scene based on a description given by the reporter John Cameron who witnessed the event. 
Melton Prior. Campaigns of a War Correspondent. Ed. S.L. Bensusan. London: Edward 
Arnold, 1912. 133. 
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newly developed modes of intelligence gathering which G.H.Q. practised.35 But 

the,ir news gathering was subjective, potentially inaccurate, partial and 

delayed. The delay may have been only a quarter of an hour or several days, 

but in that amount of time the reality of the situation and the landscape had 

potentially altered beyond measure. Thomas believed that all those who wrote 

about the war (he implies civilians rather than soldiers) have been 'doubly 

deceived by the distance of time and space.' (Thomas, 9) Against such 

powerful elements, the correspondents had no way of staunching the flow of 

time and its accompanying changes of perspective. 'One clean forgot [ ... ] the 

interval that separated the spectator from the fighter.' (Thomas, 124) The war 

correspondents were forced to exercise their imaginations in their weaving 

together of the partial and distorted fragments they observed or were told 

about. As Williams says 'imagination breathes life into the dead bones of 
~ 

reality.' (Williams, 335) It is with such horrific realities of what they have and 

have not seen that the war correspondents had to contend. 

But even if the onlooking correspondents were lucky enough to have a 

clear line of vision, and were informed enough to understand what they saw 

and heard, they were still faced with the struggle that so many of them were 

continually conscious of: the impossibility of reproducing their observations 

accurately in print. John Sargent was well aware of the difficulty of 

communicating what he had seen. He was commissioned to paint a scene 

35 Geographically, as well as in their perspective, the war correspondents were significantly 
more proximal to G.H.Q. than to the trenches. Their base was in a small chateau in the village 
ofTattinghem which was only a few miles from British G.H.Q. at St. Omer. Farrar, 72. 
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illustrating British and American troops working together. '"Though,"' he 

writes, the thing happens "'historically and emotionally[ ... ] the naked eye 

cannot catch it in the act, nor have I, so far, forged the Vulcan's net in which 

the act can be imprisoned and gaily looked upon."' (Charteris, 214) Whether 

their medium was oils or ink, observers found it difficult to represent the 

things they had seen and been told about. Gibbs despairs of any form of 

documentation encapsulating the condition. 'Neither by colour nor language 

nor sound could mortal man reproduce the picture and the terror and the 

tumult of this scene.' (Bapaume, 103) Indeed the value of such a text should it 

be possible is doubted by Thomas. Should anyone be able to write the war 'at 

its worst [ ... ] then man and woman would not endure to read the tale,' nor for 

that matter would anyone 'consent to publish it.' (Thomas, 5) Thomas seemingly 

absolves himself of the responsibility of attempting to create such an authentic text. 

' 
He believes that such a work will only come 'from the ranks of those who have 

themselves known the worst.' (Thomas, 5) To be written by such a one as him, it 

would be nothing more than 'morbid, unwholesome, false.' (Thomas, 6) Truth, 

authenticity, it was thought, could not be reproduced by the subjective hand and 

eye of writer or painter. But the new technology of cinematography perhaps had 

the potential to be an objective and truthful weapon in the war to observe the war. 

As Eksteins comments, the cinema was thought of as possibly being 

'the only appropriate vehicle for capturing the movement to the abyss.' 

(Eksteins, 302) As Thomas watches a night bombardment before the Somme, 

he is struck by how much the flicker of gunfire appears like 'a bad 
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kinematograph film.' (Thomas, 62) Robinson observes the assaults on Railway 

Copse and Shelter Wood in the same battle and remarks how 'curiously 

unreal' they were, 'like some scene on the cinematograph which had been 

carefully rehearsed before being photographed.' (Robinson, 38) The imagery 

of cinematography is evoked by the correspondents, not as authentic and real, 

but rather as staged and faked. The illusion and trickery practised by the 

cinema had been exposed but somehow still accepted. The battlefield 

becomes, as Virilio suggests, 'a film set,' in that it is both original and 

interpretation at once. (Virilio, 11) Film, despite its apparent advantages, was 

faced with the same difficulties of encompassing and interpreting the war. The 

enormous popularity of The Battle of the Somme (1916), filmed and edited 

by Geoffrey Malins, brought home to the War Office and G.H.Q. alike the need 

to produce more motion picture propaganda. Its widespread distribution and 

implied realism guaranteed its impact and effectiveness. The British public, 

Malins writes in his memoir, had been told of the conditions of the war by 

press, Parliament and lecturers, 'but to no purpose,'36 To truly convey the 

meaning, they 'must be shown; they must see with their own eyes.' (Malins, 

183) But the film's audiences throughout Britain saw not with their own eyes, 

but those of Malins and the censor. While many scenes from the film were 

authentic, some were faked and presented by Malins as genuine. Among the 

36 Lieut. Geoffrey H. Malins, O.B.E. How I Filmed the War: A Record of the Extraordinary 
Experiences of the Man who Filmed the Great Somme Battles etc. 1920. Ed. Low Warren. 
Imperial War Museum, Department of Printed Books Facsimile Series 6. London and 
Nashville, TN: Imperial War Museum and Battery Press, 1993. 183. 
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most enduring images from the film are the scenes of troops going over the 

top, threading their way through the wire entanglements and vanishing into a 

cloud of smoke leaving a few fallen comrades in the trench and on the wire. 

However, these were filmed far from the action, and indeed even before the 

battle commenced, at a trench mortar school near St. Pol. Official 

photographers and cameramen knew the school well and considered it 'an 

ideal spot for taking realistic front line pictures.'37 This fakery was necessary 

due to the conditions of the war. The capturing of these scenes as they actually 

occurred would have been too dangerous, something that seems not to have 

bothered Malins, or lacking in impact. Thus, the act must be staged so as to 

add the greatest emotional, not historical, weight. The technology may 

promise the semblance of authenticity and objectivity, but men, non

combatant civilians, still operated the cameras. In short, there was no reliable 

" and authorative eye on this war. Not in the trenches, not on the hills 

surrounding them. The men were often obscured and invisible, but they made 

themselves so due to the conditions of the war. And those conditions were 

established and imposed upon friend and foe alike by the topography of the 

battleground. Observers and soldiers chose their respective positions based on 

height and depth accordingly. The land itself, obliterated and continually 

altered by artillery fire as it was, became a combatant. 

37 Nicholas Hiley. Introduction. Lieut. Geoffrey H. Malins, O.B.E. How I Filmed the War: A 
Record of the Extraordinary Experiences of the Man who Filmed the Great Somme Battles etc. 
1920. Ed. Low Warren. Imperial War Museum, Department of Printed Books Facsimile Series 
6. London and Nashville, TN: Imperial War Museum and Battery Press, 1993. xv-xl. xxxii. 
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In 1915, Lord Northcliffejourneyed to the Western Front on a "fact-finding" 

mission on behalf of the British Red Cross Society. He visited hospitals and base 

camps and occasionally made it to a quiet sector of the trenches. He spoke for all 

civilian observers when he commented, 'One's first impression of war is chaos and 

confusion, and the immensity of it all.' (Northcliffe, 36) This war was unlike other 

wars that had been fought by any army in history. The overriding newness of the 

war was in its scale, not only in terms of the number of combatants, but especially 

in its geographical expanse. As Royle argues, 'the battlefields were large and 

confusing places which frequently denied observers an overall view.' (Royle, 109) 

Fortescue was conscious of the sheer enormity of the battles that he attempted to 

document. He remarks that the Battle of the Aisne, early in the war, was still going 
...._ 

strong after 'twelve days of unintenupted fighting, and it was being fought on a 

front of one hundred miles.' (Fortescue, 153) Modern battle, he concludes, 'had two 

distinct drawbacks. It was too long in time, and too long in space.; (Fortescue, 153) 

The modern battle had no distinct margins, no obvious indicators of victory or 

defeat, no clear and decisive result. War correspondents were unable to cope 

with the modernity and scale of the conflict. Robinson bluntly excuses the 

partiality of his observations by saying that 'it is not possible for one witness, 

however industrious, to have knowledge of all the incidents - even of all the 

38 
David Jones. In Parenthesis: Seinnyessit e Gledyfym Penn Mameu. 1937. London: Faber 

and Faber, 1963. 70. 
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major incidents - of a drama so gigantic.' (Robinson, v) The reports that the war 

correspondents wrote up from their various sources are still incomplete 

'miniatures' of a purely 'local interest.' (Fortescue, 154) At times though, the 

scale of the war was small, with crucial and desperate actions being fought in 

confined spaces. Robinson recognises the 'terrible, intensive character' of the 

fighting in which 'as many men and as many casualties as considerable battles 

in ordinary wars were fought out on a single acre of ground, around a trench or 

in the shadows of a wood.' (Robinson, 37) Whether the scale was gigantic or 

narrow and confined, the battlefield was 'a world apart.' (Northcliffe, 46) It was 

a world of shifting scales, of invisibility and obscurity and of uncertain 

significance. A section of the front line, after an attack, was a sight that all 

correspondents saw, but the realisation that this confined area was repeated 

over miles and miles of unseen land 'the same dusty figures at the parapet, the 

" 
same headless and armless dead, the same suffering wounded, the same rain 

of shells,' stunned the onlookers' imaginations. (Williams, 79) There was 

simply too much to be seen, if it could be endured to be seen. 

Thomas asks despairingly 'who shall say where safety or danger is 

found?' (Thomas, 147) What he is truly asking is the unanswerable "Who shall 

say where peace or war is found?" If the battlefield has 'no boundaries, no 

definition,' then it is also fought, in a different way, in hospitals and dressing 

stations all over France and Flanders. (Thomas, 145) The artillery several 

miles behind the lines are engaged as are the munitions dumps and base 

camps that supply shells and men for the battlefields. To a lesser extent, 

~, 
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though still tangible, the war's atmosphere must also be detectable in 

hospitals and depots and factories in Britain. Zeppelins and long-range Gotha 

bombers flew over South East England in 1916 and 1917 killing many civilians. 

Almost every British home mourned the loss of a son, brother, husband or 

father to the war. The war existed in Mr. Britling's garden that early August 

morning. It existed, however unre 

reader and cinema audience. The war was immeasurable in its extent and 

effect even when considered in the context of solely the Western Front. The 

war correspondents could not gauge where significance, where the meaning of 

the war would occur. Their only recourse was to cling to their vantage points 

and dream of a greater panorama. The skies promised the military and civilian 

observers alike the possibility of unlimited and unhindered views. 

On the morning of the Somme, Thomas counted between 22 and 32 

British observation balloons. 'They seemed to grow on the view like stars on a 

photographic lens.' (Thomas, 54) The superiority in numbers thrills him, as 

they seem to forecast the inevitable success of the troops on the ground. Virilio 

accounts for his excitement stating 'Seeing and foreseeing[ ... ] tend to merge 

so closely that the actual can no longer be distinguished from the potential.' 

(Virilio, 3) To be able to see had come to mean to be able to destroy. Thus the 

artillery were forced to retreat from the Front and dig in to carefully 

camouflaged positions. As they became invisible to the enemy, it follows 

that the enemy were invisible to them. Observation balloons and aircraft, 

containing artillery officers, were thus used to direct the battery's fire onto an 

0 
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invisible target. A.J. Insall was one such observer who found the task of 

direc;ting artillery fire to be 'extraordinarily satisfying_'39 Situated in his 

aeroplane so as to be able to see both the target and the battery, Insall 

delighted in 'seeing the smoke unroll within a few short paces of the target, 

and in being able to tell them down there to let go with all they had.' (Insall, 

172) As the task oflocating the enemy's artillery became increasingly vital to a 

successful operation much effort was expended developing means of piercing 

the enemy's camouflage.4° Aeroplanes were not solely engaged directing the 

artillery, however. Their most vital work was done for the infantry. 

Photographic reconnaissance developed into perhaps the most vital 

function of the air forces. The photographs they took were analysed and the 

intricacies of attacks planned accordingly. For the first time since the 

imposing of stationary warfare, the sides no longer had to rely upon earth-

" 
bound perspectives. For the first time, 'the Army would have eyes, would be 

able to see beyond ridges and round corners; and the troops preparing for the 

coming battle would lmow precisely where they were going and what they would 

be up against.' 41 The need to see and to prevent the enemy from seeing were all 

39 A.J. Insall. Observer: Memoirs of the R.F.C., 1914-1918. London: William Kimber, 1970. 
172. 
40 'Flash Spotting' and 'Sound Ranging' became vital techniques in this war to locate the 
enemy's guns. Flash Spotting involved the observation of the instantaneous flash a gun 
produces as it is fired. By means of thread and a map the observer in the Survey Post 
could lay out the bearings and coordinate with another Post. Microphones were placed at 
precise intervals behind the lines to record the reports of the enemy's guns. In a similar 
way the readouts could be coordinated and the approximate location identified. Now, the 
guns did not even have to be seen to be destroyed, simply being heard or being fired at 
night was sometimes enough to lead to their destruction. John R. Innes, comp. Flash 
Spotters and Sound Rangers: How They Lived. Worked and Fought in the Great War. London: 
George Allen and Unwin, 1935. 
41 Lyn Macdonald. 1915: The Death oflnnocence. London: Penguin, 1997. 70. 

--
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important. The war in the air, it is true to say, was predominantly a war for the 

right to see. The RF.C. flew thousands of reconnaissance flights over the trenches 

and produced some 650,000 photographs during the war.42 It was not simply the 

side that was taking the aerial photographs that learnt from these mosaic maps, 

but also the side being photographed. Lieut-Colonel Hemming of the Survey 

Group explained, 'By plotting these paths, superimposed on each other for a 

month, one saw very clearly what areas they were photographing and what areas 

they were not interested in.' 43 Aircraft were far from invisible in a war that in all 

other respects was conducted beneath the veil of invisibility and camouflage. The 

exhibition of intent became so irregular as to be a potential source of confusion to 

enemy. Thus, during the Battle of the Somme, Goderic Hodges, a balloon 

observation officer stationed to the north of the advance, was ordered to ascend in 

his balloon 'to make the Germans think something was going to happen there too, 
--.. 

and prevent them from moving reserves southwards.' 44 His commanding officer 

told him, "'You probably won't be able to see anything useful. That doesn't matter. 

The only thing that matters is that you should show yourself to the enemy as much 

as possible."' (Hodges, 67) Being observed on the ground without being in a 

position to observe was senseless, resulting only in the drawing of hostile attention 

to oneself and to one's position. But the presence of a balloon in the sky was such 

an obvious feature that its mere presence, it was hoped, was enough to imply the 

42 Peter G. Cooksley. The R.F.C./R.N.A.S. Handbook 1914-1918. Stroud: Sutton, 2000. 139. 
43 Sir Lawrence Bragg, C.H., O.B.E., M.C., F.R.S., Major-General A.H. Dowson, C.B., C.B.E., 
Lieut-Colonel H.H. Hemming, O.B.E., M.C. Artillery Survey in the First World War. London: 
Field Survey Association, 1971. 20. 
44 Goderic Hodges. Memoirs of an Old Balloonatic. London: William Kimber, 1972. 67. 
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possibility of attack. The aerial war was fought, despite the obvious dissimilarities, 

for -µie same commodities as the ground war: height and perspective. The trench 

lines had simply been elevated and dug invisibly over thousands of feet in the sky. 

The war correspondents were quick to see the advantages of observation 

from the air. They were rooted to the earth, albeit on high ground, but without 

significant benefit from their view. If they could be released from the groun~, to see 

from the height of thousands rather than hundreds of feet, surely this would be a 

position from which to view the war in its entirety. At the end of July 1916, 

Robinson was lucky enough to gain permission to fly over the back areas of the 

Somme battlefields. He was not allowed to be taken over the current front 

line, or into enemy territory, for fear he would encounter hostile aircraft. His 

first observation was of the 'wonderful clean-cut neatness of the landscape.' 

(Robinson, 105) The villages, which at ground-level appear in 'squalor and [ ... ] 
~ 

disrepair,' from the air are 'glorified,' with their 'nice rain-washed roofs and 

tree-tops.' (Robinson, 105) Enchanted by his height and distance from the 

land, he remarks, 'it is really a much more beautiful world as the birds and the 

angels see it.' (Robinson, 105) Flying parallel to the new trench line, Robinson 

looks down on the old trench systems, noticing that they are 'strangely 

distinct.' (Robinson, 106) From the ground as one walks along these 

abandoned trenches, they are 'all untidy, with the irregular parapet[ ... ] and all 

the rubbish littered near.' (Robinson, 106) But from the air, the trench 

appears 'as cleanly cut as if it were made with a sharp penknife cutting into 

cardboard.' (Robinson, 106) But that is where the semblance of neatness ends. 
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The transition from the patchwork of harvested fields to the devastation of the 

old pattlefields is gradual with 'no clean-cut edge to the belt of desolation.' 

(Robinson, 106) There is simply an 'intermediate country of indeterminate 

greens and browns; and then the waste.' (Robinson, 106) Looking further 

towards the area of fighting distinctness and clarity disappear altogether. The 

new and distant trenches are 'all blurred in perspective,' recognisable only as 

'yellow and brown and dulled green.' (Robinson, 106) For clarity of 

observation, the aircraft must be directly over its target, as it is when taking 

reconnaissance photographs. When looking into the distance, the laws of 

frustrating perspective come into play again. Clearly the height and scope that 

can be gained by airborne observation is not in itself enough to provide 

understanding and clarity. As Williams says, the reconnaissance pilot must 

have a 'certain measure of intuition' to decipher the significant from the 

" 
unimportant. (Williams, 326) A degree of imagination is required for aerial 

observation, as it is for the war correspondents on the ground, if the pilot is to 

interpret 'that black thread on a white strip [as] troops marching along a 

road.' (Williams, 326) Malins who was taken up to film the front lines, remarks 

that but for 'a puff of white smoke' which signified 'a bursting shell,' he 'might have 

been thousands of miles away from the greatest war in history.' (Malins, 112) The 

human scale had disappeared almost entirely from the war correspondents' 

viewpoint from hills on the edge of the battlefields. It was removed by the infantry 

and the conditions of warfare that required their invisibility for survival. When the 

height is increased to thousands of feet, the human scale is removed completely. 
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The actions of the opposing armies were difficult to observe clearly and 

harder still to interpret. The difficulty for the onlooker was the absence of any 

· mode of reference. The distances involved and the land seized or conceded 

were small in comparison with earlier wars, but no such comparisons could be 

made. There was no context, historically or geographically, for the observer to 

read the success or failure of attacks. Robinson writes of the taking of 'twenty 

square miles of ground with nine villages,' on the Somme, that 'the 

achievement was not to be measured by geography.' (Robinson, 92) The land 

and villages taken could not be measured by geography simply because the 

geographical landmarks mentioned no longer existed in any recognisable form 

that would add significance to their capture. Thomas comments that on the 

Somme no village had been taken 'while the houses stood.' (Thomas, 178) 

Most, like Boiselle, Souchez and Guillemont, 'only existed below the ground.' 

(Thomas, 178) Thomas recalls seeing a French padre return to his home of 

Souchez after its capture, but the town was so devastated that he 'passed and 

repassed without discovering the place where he had known every soul, every 

bush for years. "The place of it was no more seen."' (Thomas, 178) War artists, 

like A.Y. Jackson and Paul Nash, were horrified and captivated by this absence 

of detail. Jackson found that his artistic technique was incapable of capturing 

the enormity or reality of the scenes he witnessed. 

What to paint was a problem for the war artist. There was nothing 

to serve as a guide. War had gone underground, and there was little 

to be seen. The old heroics, the death and glory stuff were gone 
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forever; there was no more "Thin Red Line" or "Scotland For Ever." 

I had no interest in painting the horrors of war and I wasted a lot of 

canvas. The impressionistic technique I had adopted in painting 

was now ineffective, for visual impressions were not enough.4s 

Conversely, Nash subverted the landscape genre in his Ruined Country 

(1917-18) (Fig. 4), We are Making a New World (1918) (Fig. 5) and The 

Menin Road (1919) (Fig. 6). His landscapes, as Sillars points out, 'lack 

naturalistic truth' but the 'semi-abstract compositions' that result 'create a 

symbolic and inner reality which is far more accurate and incisive than the 

slavish draughtsmanship of the popular illustrators.'46 The shell-pitted scenes 

he paints, almost entirely absent of a single human figure, depict the 

enormity of the devastation and the starkness of these barren wastelands. 

The viewer looks, as Clarke says of the Somme battlefields, for 'some sign of 

an end to this disorder, some ceasing crater and hummock and shell pit and 

litter of war.' (Clarke, 226) But there is none. Geographical detail through 

its progressive decimation and disappearance from the landscape of the 

battlefields ceased to bear any meaning. Captain F.C. Hitchcock, of the 2nd 

Battalion The Leinster Regiment, described the Ypres Salient as it appeared 

from the ramparts of the city in 1918. He sees 'no vegetation, no foliage, just 

stretches of wastes of rank, bleached grass intersected by dykes, trenches and 

45 A.Y. Jackson. A Painter's Country: An Autobiography of A.Y. Jackson. Toronto: Clarke, 
Irwin and Co., 1958. 40. 
46 Stuart Sillars. Art and Survival in First World War Britain. Basingstoke: Macmillan, 1987. 
85-86. 



Fig. 4. Paul Nash. Ruined Country. 1917-18. Imperial War Museum. 

Fig. 5. Paul Nash. We are maldng a New World. 1918. Imperial War Museum. 

Fig. 6. Paul Nash. The Menin Road. 1919. Imperial War Museum. 
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a railway cutting[ ... ] Beyond, all colour gradually transformed into a dull 

brown, which carried on to the rugged sky-line.'47 Hodges, observing from the 

perspective of his balloon, was all too conscious of the destruction wrought 

upon the landscape. From 5,000 feet he looks down day after day upon the 

'seemingly endless ribbon of a kind of obscene porridge.' (Hodges, 53) He 

searches for recognisable features but can only sum it up forcefully as a 'band 

of nothing at all [ ... ] no tree, no bush, no trace of track or path, nothing; nothing at 

all - nothing.' (Hodges, 53) With no landmarks to chart distance and progress and 

danger or safety, the panorama was one of 'an unnatural landscape that resisted 

description.' (Farish, 285) (Fig. 8) If the land defied description to the observer on 

or near the ground, then another vantage point must be used to give context to 

movement. 

When Lord Northcliffe visited General Sir Julian Byng on the Western 

Front in 1916, he remarked on the 'red-hot maps showing German positions of 

yesterday afternoon' on the walls of his study. (Northcliffe, 291) The speed and 

accuracy of the production of these maps impresses him. The German lines had 

been 'photographed by aviators, developed, mapped, printed and circulated up and 

down the line' in the space of 24 hours. (Northcliffe, 291) Maps created from 

photographs had become 'a life saver of the first importance' in planning attacks 

and also give the soldier 'some idea of what is going on.' (Northcliffe, 291) The map 

represents some rational, scientific and, most importantly, reliable provider of 

47 Captain F.C. Hitchcock, M.C., F.R.S. 'Stand To': A Diary of the Trenches 1915-1918. London: 
Hurst and Blackett, 1937. 284. 
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context. It is an objective rendering of the landscape in which the map maker is 

guiqed by the 'rules of scientific procedure and convention.' 4s But it requires an 

immense leap of faith on the part of the map-reader to situate himself in the map. 

Maps do not, despite their stylised contour lines, impart the significance of height. 

Perspective is absent. Scale is subjective and open to misinterpretation. The entire 

field of battle is simplified, presented as a one-dimensional and humanity-less 

god's eye view of unreality. An artillery observer, writing anonymously during the 

war, significantly notes that maps 'look down on things with a calm judicial air, 

whilst I can only peer at them from their own level.' 49 It was a predicament that the 

war correspondents shared. Thomas describes the difficulty of attempting to 

interpret the meaning of a map when faced with the reality before him. 'It was 

difficult beyond belief to discover even approximately which line of earth 

corresponded to the map-line.' (Thomas, 193) Furthermore, the speed of 
~ 

production and distribution that Northcliffe admired so, was still not sufficient to 

keep pace with the continual destruction and re-plotting of the landscape by 

shell-fire. (Fig. 7) In preparation for an attack, a subaltern might think on 

referring to his map, 'The lines look so regular and the rival lines so close 

together. What is there to do but cross that little gap at all speed?' (Thomas, 

66) But in reality, by the time he steps over the parapet he will realise that the 

48 John Pickles. 'Texts, Hermeneutics and Propaganda Maps.' Writing Worlds: Discourse, 
Text and Metaphor in the Representation of Landscape. Eds. Trevor J. Barnes and James S. 
Duncan. London: Routledge, 1992. 193-230. 197. 
49 F.0.0. With the Guns. London: Eveleigh and Nash, 1916. 54. 



Fig. 7. Three aerial views showing the effects of artillery fire on Faffemont Farm on the 

Somme. The photographs are dated; 26 April 1916, 28 July 1916 and 1 September 1916. 

Imperial War Museum. 

Fig. 8. The landmark barren 

terrain of the Ypres Salient in 

1917. Imperial War Museum. 

Fig. 9. Trench map of 

the Hindenburg Line 

with superimposed 

aerial photograph, 

from Trench Maps of 

the Western Front. 
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gap is 'neither little nor regular.' (Thomas, 66) What has to be understood is 

th~t cartography is 'an interpretive act, not a purely technical one.' (Pickles, 

210) It is particularly interpretive in the landscape of the battlefields where 

the usual cartographic markers are absent. And if map-making is interpretive, 

then so also is map-reading. 

It seems hard to believe that any modern war, fought with modern 

technology, could be strategically organised without the indispensable aid of 

the humble map. British military cartography lagged behind Germany's. Lord 

Napier pointed out, in 1886, that in the recent Franco-Prussian War of 1870-

71, 'every company in the German army had been equipped with maps.'s0 A 

decade later, during German army manoeuvres, 'every third soldier was issued 

with a map.' (Stoddart, 92) Yet during the South African War, the British 

generals 'doubted the value of maps because they did not know how to use 

' them themselves.' (Stoddart, 92) This ignorance was felt keenly by the 

intelligent young Repington who was engaged in that war. He wrote in The 

Times, in 1904, that the study of military cartography had "'been rigorously 

excluded from the programmes of our military colleges and universities, and 

remains excluded to the present hour.'" (cited in Stoddart, 90) It was not until 

1877, as opposed to 1688 in France and 1810 in Germany, that an Intelligence 

department was created in the British Army, and even then it was engaged 

mostly in the 'haphazard amassing of information.' (Stoddart, 93) By the time 

50 D.R. Stoddart. 'Geography and War: The "New Geography" and the "New Army" in 
England, 1899-1914.' Political Geography. 11:1 (1992) : 87-99. 92. 

r 
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of the First World War, the cartographic department of the Intelligence 

Seryice was not much more advanced or efficient. It was not until March 1915 

that survey staff were introduced at army or corps level. Pre-war handbooks 

laid down that the execution of maps forward of the British firing lines were 

the responsibility of G.H.Q.'s Intelligence department. And, as Chasseaud 

points out, 'few if any "i" officers had any form of cartographic training beyond 

field-sketching, and the compilation of accurate detail on a trigonometric 

framework was beyond their capabilities.'51 In the early stages of the war, it 

was up to the resourcefulness and bravery of infantry officers to discover the 

ground that lay before their trenches. One such, Captain Dick Macdonald 

Porteous of the 1st Battalion The Argyle and Sutherland Highlanders, was 

awarded the D.S.O. for continually crawling through the mud of no man's land 

in the winter of 1914-15 returning with 'a rough plan he had drawn and details 

of the German trenches and how they ran.'52 Even with the developments in 

aerial photography and a more modern attitude towards map making, the 

conditions of warfare still left the battalion or company commander in the 

field with a representation of what he could not see that did not correlate by 

the time he had the opportunity to see it. Maps may have established a context 

within which to chart movement in such a visually barren landscape, but they 

were not objective or even realistic. 

51 Peter Chasseud. Topography of Armageddon: A British Trench Map Atlas of the Western 
Front 1914-1918. Lewes: Mapbooks, 1991. 8. 
52 Peter Chasseud. Artillery's Astrologers: A History of British Survey and Mapping on the 
Western Front 1914-1918. Lewes: Mapbooks, 1999. 51. 
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The map-reader, whether subaltern in the line or war correspondent far 

behind them, still had to try to transpose the one-dimensional representation 

on to a landscape that in every way defied its attempts to contain it. Basil 

Clarke, spending a day with an artillery battery behind the lines, observes the 

commander's map, with its plotted and invisible targets. The officer explains, 

'He pointed out a black ink mark on a map, saying: "We are here"; then to a 

small triangle marked in pencil away north about five miles or so and within 

the German lines. "We are going to fire on that triangle."' (Clarke, 222) With 

an 'angle finder and a pair of dividers,' the commander plots the direction and 

angle of fire. The orders, mere trigonometry which, as much as the map does, 

distract from the reality of purpose, are passed to the guns. The battery fires 

and Clarke listens to the gradual fading of the shells as they whistle towards 

'that fatal triangle marked in pencil on the map in the dug-out.' (Clarke, 223) 

The officer talks to him excitedly about the guns, but Clarke's mind is 'going 

through the air with that ponderous, screaming shell towards that pencilled 

triangle in the Boche lines.' (Clarke, 223) He imagines it falling 'on a house or 

on a working party in the roads or on a trench or on a dug-out.' (Clarke, 223) 

The map has been used to give such vagueness to the nature of the target that 

it is as unidentified as it is invisible. Harley argues that military maps, such as 

the artillery officer's, 'palliate the sense of guilt which arises [ ... ] [so that] 

killing is more easily contemplated.'53 'The silent lines of the paper landscape 

53 J.B. Harley. 'Maps, Knowledge and Power.' The Iconography of Landscape: Essays on the 
Symbolic Representation, Design and Use of Past Environments. Eds. Dennis Cosgrove and 
Stephen Daniels. Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1988. 277-312. 284. 
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foster the notion of socially empty space.' (Harley, 284) The plots on the map 

are ~imply "here" and "there." They mean nothing else. The advantage of 

height as it is rendered in the military maps blinds the eyes of the earth-bound 

to the humanity hidden in the land. But the land both hides and protects. It 

defeats the attempts to chart it and to satisfactorily quantify and explain it. 

WAR HAS BEEN ONE OF THE GREATEST GEOGRAPHERSs4 

The war correspondents have been criticised for their conscious 

subversion of the true realities of the war. Undeniably, they were willingly 

complicit in the suppression of certain pieces of information they knew to be 

true, but similarly knew the damage such information would cause if it were 

made generally known. In everything they wrote they were guided by the fear 

of informing the enemy. To the civilians at home the war correspondent is, in 
~ 

the opinion of Captain F.M. Cutlack writing in The Gazette of the 3rd 

London General Hospital, Wandsworth, 'a mighty man indeed.'ss To the 

soldiers in the line, he is 'the object of some scorn and amusement.' 

(Wandsworth, 310) The reason for this according to Captain Cutlack, is not 

his journalistic inaccuracies for 'the War Correspondent in this war has not 

the faintest earthly hope of making his readers realise what modern fighting is 

like.' (Wandsworth, 310) But rather because he looks upon the battlefield 

from afar, and visits it when the battle has passed by. He is removed in both 

54 Sir George Goldie. 'Geographical Ideals.' Geographical Journal. 29 (1907) : 1-14. 8. 
55 Captain F.M. Cutlack. 'The War Correspondent's Case Sheet.' The Gazette of the 3rd London 
General Hospital, Wandsworth. 3.12 (1918): 310. 

~I 
I 
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time and space from the Front, but writes as if he has been in the trenches. 

The "."ar correspondents were aware of their distance, describing themselves 

as 'outsiders' (Robinson, 109) and even 'intruders.' (Northcliffe, 35) They 

misinterpreted the characteristics of the fighting men who also censored 

themselves in their comments to war correspondents. But to a far greater 

extent the landscape and geography of the battlefield itself obscured their 

ability to observe. The fog of war was the trenches and shell holes and blasted 

villages and woods. The correspondents attempted to observe the war, as the 

military observers did, but there was simply no recognisable facet of the Front 

that permitted understanding or context. The war correspondents failed, and 

knew it. They did not see the war, let alone learn to adapt their reports to its 

conditions. But the war was everywhere and nowhere. It could not be 

quantified or charted so that significance and meaning could be extracted. No 
~ 

observer, in observation posts or balloons or aircraft, could understand what 

he was seeing. All too often the war was simply not there to be seen. 



158 

PARTII 

AFTER THE ARMISTICE 
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CHAPTER IV 

REMEMBERING, WE FORGET: THE DEAD AND THE LOCATION OF 

THEIR MEMORY IN EX-SERVICEMEN'S FICTION 

The second anniversary of the Armistice was marked, not by a victory 

parade as had been seen the previous year, but by a ceremony of national 

mourning, appreciation and absolution. On this day, 11 November 1920, the body 

of the Unknown Warrior was buried at Westminster Abbey. No officially 

sanctioned repatriations of the dead had taken place during or since the war, 

though a few bodies had been unofficially brought home for private burials in the 

early days of the conflict, and the significance of this homecoming was not lost on 

the British public.1 The significance lay in the anonymity of this unknown 

serviceman. He was made to stand for all the war dead. The Government had 

deliberately created an 'aura of mystery' around the Unknown Wani.or, so that it 

was possible for 'all the relatives of the missing to believe that this was the body of · · 

their son, husband, brother or lover.'2 This aura of mystery seems to still affect the 

research of historians, and several different versions of the process of selection of 

the body are proposed. There were between four and eight bodies, possibly placed 

on stretchers, possibly in coffins, chosen by a senior officer who may or may not 

1 Neither the French nor the British were in favour of the proposal to repatriate the dead. If 
the bereaved families of officers who could afford the transportation costs were permitted to 
proceed, then the cemeteries in France would be misrepresentative of the British effort. The 
thought was that the officers and men should remain with the comrades they had fought and 
died with. 
2 David W. Lloyd. Battlefield Tourism: Pilgrimage and the Commemoration of the Great War 
in Britain, Australia and Canada, 1919-1939. Oxford: Berg, 1998. 65. 
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have been blindfolded. What seems clear though is that Brigadier-General L.J. 

Wy~tt was charged with the production of an unidentified body, and to this end 

dispatched burial parties, on the night of 7 November, to recover a suitable corpse 

from each of the main battlefields. These battlefields are identified by Lloyd as the 

Aisne, the Somme, Ypres andArras.3 (Lloyd, 67) From these bodies, collected 

together at St. Pol, Wyatt chose the one to be transported to Britain. The Unknown 

Warrior was paid the highest honours at every point of his journey. Marshal Foch 

personally saw the coffin aboard the British destroyer Verdun, which received a ten 

gun salute on entering Dover. 4 On the morning of the 11th, the coffin was drawn 

through the streets of London on a gun carriage, flanked by members of the 

Coldstream Guards with the Royal Family and the Prime Minister in attendance.s 

This anonymous soldier received the pomp and ceremony due to a Field Marshal. 

Sassoon, writing more than a decade later, 'can't repress ironic thoughts' 

concerning the man who has 'entered his unmolestable immunity.' 6 But 

Sassoon's irony is centred solely around the thought of the Unknown 'honest' 

soldier smiling 'serenely at this G.H.Q. community,' and at his exalted and 

3 The Unknown Warrior was made to represent all the war dead, not just those who had died 
on the Western Front. The chosen sites represented areas in which battle had been continuous 
for the duration of the war. Significantly, bodies from the far flung battlefields of Gallipoli and 
Mesopotamia were not considered. Their exclusion lies in the stipulation of the Abbey 
authorities that the body chosen be a 1914 body. He is therefore a professional regular soldier 
or officer; not a volunteer or conscript. The title Unknown Warrior was chosen, rather than 
Unknown Soldier, so as to make it inclusive of all arms of the service. However, few if any 
Naval personnel would have been buried in these areas, and proportionally the chances of the 
corpse being that of an airman are slim. The Unknown Warrior is not so unknown. Lloyd, 67. 
4 Derek Boorman. At the Going Down of the Sun: British First World War Memorials. York: 
William Sessions and The Ebor Press, 1988. 4. 
5 In an ambiguous symbolism, the coffin was draped with the Union Jack that had covered the 
coffin of Nurse Edith Cavell. Boorman, 3. 
6 Siegfried Sassoon. 'Memorial Service for an Honest Soldier.' 1933. Collected Poems 1908-
195.Q. London: Faber and Faber, 1984. 168-69. 169. 



honoured state, superior in death to those who had commanded him and 

ulti~atelywho are responsible for his death. (CP, 169) 

An incorruptible persistent man 

Who ended as Field-Marshal and began 

As private soldier, in our thoughts to-day 

Takes, when his mortal manliness is mute, 

The Nation's last invisible salute, 

And from Officialdom receives his pay. 
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(CP, 169) 

The Unknown Warrior is treated with almost spiritual reverence by the 

assembled dignitaries, 'Now for a miracle! Let hearts be changed/ And truth 

emerge from fraudulence and fiction.' (CP, 168) The Unknown Warrior is the 

bestower of this 'benediction,' Sassoon implies, because of his unique return to 

the land of peace from the land of war. It is almost an inversion of Brooke's 

famous sentiment; 'There shall be / In that rich earth a richer dust concealed.'? 

The redemption and absolution comes, however, not because that rich earth is 

English, but because it is French. 

In fact, the Unknown Warrior never returned to England at all. When 

the coffin was interred, King George V 'sprinkled French soil onto the coffin 

from a silver shell,' and a further 100 sandbags of French soil had been 

supplied for the purpose of filling the grave. (Boorman, 4) After four days of a 

7 Rupert Brooke. 'The Soldier.' 1914. The Collected Poems of Rupert Brooke: With a Memoir. 
Ed. Edward Marsh. London: Sidgwick and Jackson, 1931. 148. 
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triumphal and reverent journey to England, the soldier was laid to rest in 

exactlr the same soil from which he had been taken. The burial was not just of 

· 'a body of England's,' but, just as symbolically, a ceremonial transplant of 

'some corner of a foreign field.' (Brooke, 148) The eternally unknown wanior is 

geographically distant from the multitude of war dead which he, in his anonymity, 

represents, but symbolically he implies that they and the memory of them are 

inseparable from the mud of France and Flanders. The ambiguous presence and 

absence of the Unknown Warrior firmly connects the concept of memory with 

geography. Where is the Unknown Warrior? And, not how but where is the war to 

be remembered? 

This issue is problematised still further for the soldiers that lived to 

return home after the war, demobilised from the Army and detached from the 

site and society that predicated their identity for up to four years. They are not 

given the honours due to Field Marshals, and their novels clearly reflect the 

disenchantment and disillusionment of their unheralded return. But this 

dissatisfaction has been so documented that the other elements of their fiction 

have been largely overlooked. The ex-servicemen's novels raise vital questions 

concerning the location of memory, of their memories of the war, in the face of 

the dislocation of the war's imaginative presence from France to England, and 

the concurrent disappearance of the trench world they constructed and 

inhabited. The ex-soldiers imaginatively retrace their steps through their 

fictional communication trenches and gaze at the no man's land of their 

wartime selves. 
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A GoOD DEAL OF FORGE'ITING HAD TO BE DONE 

The distinction between fiction and memoir becomes especially 

difficult to discern when considering the writings of ex-servicemen of the First 

World War. Onions, like other critics, notes that many novels of this type are 

but 'thinly disguised autobiography.'s Certainly, there are many similarities 

between the wartime experiences of the writers and events that occur in their 

novels. Frederic Manning's Private Bourne and his fellow Westshires' 

whereabouts exactly mirror the 'passage of the 7th battalion of the Shropshires 

while Manning was with them.'9 Perhaps most obviously, George Sherston's 

journey through the war is almost precisely that of his creator Siegfried 

Sassoon. At the very least, ex-servicemen tended to write their main character 

as of the same arm and rank as they themselves were. Thus Aldington's 

George Winterbourne, Sassoon's George Sherston and Wilfrid Ewart's Adrian 

Knoyle are all junior infantry officers, while V.M. Yeates's Tom Cundall is an 

R.A.F. pilot and Frederic Manning's Private Bourne is an educated enlisted 

soldier. But this apparent reliance on autobiographical experience serves 

merely as a framework upon which to hang the fiction. It forms a time-line of 

authenticity that enables the writers to construct a fictional representation of a 

personal war. As the TLS comments on Ewart's highly successfu~, Way of 
I 

Revelation (1921), 10 'There is no story[ ... ] Like the war, this novel does not 

8 John Onions. English Fiction and Drama of the Great War. 1918-39. Basingstoke: 
Macmillan, 1990. ix. 
9 Jonathan Marwil. Frederic Manning: An Unfinished Life. Durham, NC: Duke University 
Press, 1988. 258. 
10 Within a few months of its publication, Way of Revelation had sold 30,000 copies. 

t) I 
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reach a climax: it stops.'i1 If this can be said to be true of the most contrived 

and, carefully constructed novel under consideration, relying heavily as it does 

on unconvincing circumstances of chance to tell its tale, then it holds all the 

more for the other novels. 

What matters, according to Onions, is the novels' 'self-proclaimed status as 

fiction and their consequent commitment to fictional truth.' (Onions, ix) Bergonzi 

states the difference more simply: autobiography involves a 'good deal of selectivity 

and discrimination,' while the novelist may do much the same thing, he has 'more 

freedom in selecting and rearranging.'12 Manning made his selections and 

rearrangements with the memory aid of his wartime poems written on the Somme. 

Yeates used his wartime letters to his wife. Sassoon similarly relied on his wartime 

diaries (since published) to reconstruct his past, noting that 'nothing will be gained 

by embroidering them [the diaries' wartime observations] with afterthoughts.'13 

The memory and thoughts of their wartime selves had to be recaptured by the 

novelists before the process of writing could be begun. Thus Marwil can claim that 

'in a very real sense[ ... ] the Frederic Manning of 1916, had written the book.' 

(Marwil, 255) For Manning, the composition of his novel was 'an act of memory 

rather than imagination.' (Marwil, 258) The same is clearly true for Sassoon. Yet 

Sherston, as fictional writer, is conscious of the gulf between himself now and then. 

11 'New Novels: Way of Revelation.' Review. Times Literary Supplement. 1036 (1921) : 769. 
12 Bernard Bergonzi. Heroes' Twilight: A Study of the Literature of the Great War. 
Manchester: Carcanet, 1996. 163. 
13 Siegfried Sassoon. The Complete Memoirs of George Sherston. 1937. London: Faber and 
Faber, 1972. 332. 
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The trilogy becomes as much about the act of remembering as about the memories 

themselves. 

Sassoon's memoirs of George Sherston constitute three volumes written 

and published separately between 1928 and 1936; the following year they were 

collectedandissuedasone. Thefirstvolume, Memoirs of a Fox-Hunting 

Man (1928), recalls the rural idyll of Sherston's youth filled with hunting and 

cricketing episodes and culminating in the outbreak of war and Sherston's 

recruitment and training with the Downfield Yeomanry. On one of Sherston's days 

with the Ringwell Hunt, he finds himself galloping past a 'square pink Queen Anne 

house with blank windows and smokeless chimneys.' (Sherston, 188) The house 

is evidently unoccupied, and the only inhabitant is a 'stone statue' that 'stares' at 

him. (Sherston, 188) "'I am riding past the past,"' thinks Sherston. 

(Sherston, 188) He tries to imagine who lived there when the house was first 

built, who enjoyed the 'formal gardens with lawns' and strolled past the 'clipped 

yew hedges.' (Sherston, 188) The house is distanced from him by a 'sunk fence,' 

barricading him, as much as his occupation in the hunt does, from his ability to 

perceive and reconstruct the past. (Sherston, 188) There are three moments 

evident in this episode: the Queen Anne moment in which the house resides, the 

pre-war hunting moment, and the post-war 1928 moment of Sherston the 

memoirist. Sherston, the writer, is riding past his own past, attempting to cross the 

gulf of the intervening years and recall himself. It is an act that he recognises as 

practically impossible in the face of the 'blank windows' of his former self. 'I cannot 

turn my field-glasses on to the past.' (Sherston, 332) Faced with a staring stone 



166 

statue of himself in youth, Sherston admits that a memory stimulus is required, but 

none is ,adequate or available. 

Recalling his arrival in France with a draft of men for his battalion, he 

remembers the wearisome hours of marching to the Front, and particularly the 

serving of tea to the exhausted men outside of Amiens. 'We had some tea . .. If I 

could taste that tea out of the dixies now I should write it all very much as it was.' 

(Sherston, 252) If he could taste that tea, simple though it may seem, then 'living 

spontaneity would be revived.' (Sherston, 252) Butthetaste of the tea 'cannot 

be recovered byanyeffortofmemory.' (Sherston, 252) Thus the emotions, the 

weariness, the excitement and anxiety of the moment cannot be recovered 

authentically either. They are lost, though they were lived through. What is left is a 

picture of Sherston grappling with his elusive memory, finding 'some difficulty in 

believing I was there at all.' (Sherston, 443) It is all so remote and the vibrancy of 

" the war years do not lend themselves to revisiting from the perspective of peace 

and rest. When attempting to reconstruct the 'living texture' of moments of his 

personal war, he discovers that his 'mind eliminates boredom and physical 

discomfort, retaining an incomplete impression of a strange, intense, and 

unique experience.' (Sherston, 311) Sherston is dislocated from his past, it 

eludes him as if it never happened, or as if it happened to somebody else. His 

story may look 'straightforward enough in print,' but the reality of the 

experience 'remains hidden.' (Sherston, 457) What is hidden is the 'harsh 

horror' which over time necessarily 'mellows and recedes' in the mind of 

Sherston the old soldier. (Sherston, 457) The immediacy has gone, 
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indignation mellowed and exaltation vanished; Sherston is left imaginatively 

ridii;ig past his own past incapable of illuminating the blank windows or 

stoking the fires of his emotional memory. 

The remembrance of the past is not only of importance to Sherston the 

memoirist; it is just as important to Sherston the young officer recently 

arrived in France. Stephen Colwood and Denis Milden, his one-time 

inseparable hunting friends, are distanced and remote. Stephen has been 

killed in action with the artillery, and Denis has receded so far into Sherston's 

past that he 'seldom remembered him, though I couldn't say why it was.' 

(Sherston, 265) Already his world has changed beyond all recognition. 

The first casualty is his joyous past, which becomes decimated in the bomb

blast of the war. 'Everything I had known before the War seemed to be 

withering away and falling to pieces.' (Sherston, 265) But there is one last 

' 
hope to cling to the past, to rejuvenate his former self. Dixon, his aunt's groom 

and Sherston's constant companion and encouragement in the worlds of 

hunting and cricketing, has joined the Army, arrived in France and written 

suggesting his transfer to his master's battalion. Sherston is immediately 

invigorated by the prospect: 

With Dixon to talk to I should still feel that the past was holding its 

own with the War; and I wanted the past to survive and to begin 

again; the idea was like daylight on the other side of this bad 

weather in which life and death had come so close to one another. 

(Sherston, 265) 
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It is not so much having Dixon to talk to, but all that he represents that excites 

Sherst<;m. Yet before the transfer can be put through, Sherston learns of his 

death to pneumonia. With him dies Sherston's last tentative hope that the past 

was 'holding its own with the War.' Returning home on leave shortly 

afterwards, Sherston realises that his 'past was wearing a bit thin.' (Sherston, 

2 6 9) Sitting in his room, he looks at the 'enlarged photographs of my hunters' 

and his horse-racing trophies which shone 'without conviction.' (Sherston, 

269) What was once so vibrant has lost its sheen, its personalities and its 

reassurance due to the tarnishing effect of the war. 'The War seemed to have 

made up its mind to obliterate all those early adventures of mine.' (Sherston, 

269) He comes to the slow realisation that 'perhaps, after all, it was better to 

be back with the battalion.' (Sherston, 270) He accepts the death of his past, 

and of his former self. Without those who remember him as he was, he must 

" accept who he now is. He must accept that his modest triumphs in the fox-

hunting and cricketing world are redundant now that he no longer inhabits 

them. Sassoon portrays his life as a journey from 'ignorance to knowledge and 

thence to [an] understanding[ ... ] of heroic suffering.' (Onions, 136) Sherston 

must initially suffer the amputation of his past from his present. It exists still, 

but only in his insubstantial memories to be revisited in occasional nostalgic 

ruminations. 

Sherston mourns the loss of his past, and his inability in the face of the 

war's destruction to recreate and remember it. Aldington in Death of a Hero 

(1929), on the other hand, rejoices in his announcement of the death of the 
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pre-war. Rather than nostalgically and hopefully reassembling the pre-war 

world ~n a desperate rear-guard action against the onslaught of the war's 

destruction as Sassoon does, Aldington wilfully machine-guns what Bergonzi 

calls 'a large number of predictable targets: the Victorians, the Edwardians, 

the upper-classes and Establishment generally, civilians in the Great War, 

[and] the higher command in the British Army.' (Bergonzi, 173) Aldington 

attempts to make these predictable targets responsible for the deceit, 

destruction and continuation of the war to the bloody end that is George 

Winterbourne's death a week before the Armistice. Faced with these malicious 

driving forces, Winterbourne becomes, not a tentative rebel as Sherston 

became, but a 'sacrificial lamb offered up to false values in war and peace.'14 

Aldington's intention is to show that war was the 'apotheosis of Victorian cant' 

and that Britain was ruled by 'grotesques and a groaning Civil Service of 

disheartened men and women.'1s Yet, as Onions argues, he tampers with the 

'emotional scales of justice,' to such an extent that he 'fail[s] to do so.' 

(Onions, 72/69) Bergonzi describes the book as 'a massive ejaculation of 

pent-up venom,' the concentration of which is so laboured that it fails to damn 

the targets through an 'excess of emphasis.' (Bergonzi, 173/175) Where the 

novel succeeds, however, is in exhibiting the gradual separation and 

14 Hugh Cecil. The Flower of Battle: How Britain Wrote the Great War. South Royalton, VT: 
Steerforth, 1996. 45. 
15 Richard Aldington. Death of a Hero. 1929. Ottawa: Golden Dog Press, 1998. 11. 
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and l?ver Fanny, left in England. 

170 

When George Winterbourne returns home from the Front to train to be 

an officer, he is met by Elizabeth at the railway station. After months away 

enduring the harsh drudgery of life as a private soldier he is self-conscious of 

his haggard appearance, and 'hung back in the crowd of passing soldiers, 

watching her.' (Hero, 276) 

Again he was amazed at the beauty of women. Could it be that he 

knew, that he had dared to touch, so beautiful a creature? She 

looked so slender, so young, so exquisite. And so elegant.[ ... ] She 

was scanning the faces as they passed; twice she looked at him, and 

looked away. He made his way through the throng towards her. She 

looked at him again carefully, and once more began scanning the 

passing faces. He walked straight up to her and held out his hands: 

"Elizabeth!" 

She started violently, stared at him, and then kissed him 

with the barrier between them: 

"Why, George! How you've altered! I didn't recognise 

you!" 

(Hero, 276) 

They have both been transformed through contact with the war. Elizabeth has 

become a vision of beauty and elegance that Winterbourne is initially too 

awestruck to approach. He, on the contrary, has been reduced to a disheveled, 
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mud-encrusted soldier that he himself, as well as Elizabeth, finds it next to 

impo~sible to recognise. 'An immense effort of imagination was needed to link 

himself now with himself then.' (Hero, 275) The evening after his arrival, 

Winterbourne finds himself in a Soho restaurant dining with some friends of 

Elizabeth's. There are some familiar and some new faces, all civilians, talking 

about 'various topics he didn't quite follow, and titteringly gossip[ing] about 

people he didn't know.' (Hero, 278) He sits disconsolately ignoring them, as 

they ignore him, drinking too much wine for his wife's liking and feeling 'very 

uncomfortable, like a death's-head at a feast.' (Hero, 278) Presently Mr. 

Upjohn and Mr. Tub be, symbols of the artistic and literary worlds he once 

belonged to, talk to him, barely pausing to permit response and gently 

reproving him for his ignorance of current artistic trends ("'I'm working at 

Concavism now. It's by far the greatest contribution that's been made to 

" 
twentieth-century civilization.'") and the 'true' course of the war ('"The Navy is 

the impmtant arm in the war; that and the marvellous home organization, of 

which you, of course, can know nothing.'") (Hero, 278/280) In the 

'comforting oblivion' of his drunkenness, Winterbourne broods and inwardly 

swears. 'Blast her. Blast Upjohn. Blast the lot of them.' (Hero, 279) 

Winterbourne experiences a sense of estrangement from the society to which 

he once belonged. It seems to have forgotten his absence and is now 

embarrassed and irritated by his reappearance. He truly is a 'death's-head' 

figure, a memento mori, seemingly already dead and uncomfortably avoided. 

But this estrangement and remoteness from his wife and former friends 
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Wi:qterbourne from his former self. 
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During his leave, Winterbourne investigates his old studio and discovers 

amongst the stacks of his canvases a 'forgotten portrait of himself.' (Hero, 281) 

He gazes at it trying to recall when and where he had painted it, yet, despite a 

'prodigious effort of memory,' he 'could not remember anything about it.' (Hero, 

282) What is implied, of course, is that he cannot remember anything about 

himself. As if to compound his irritation with himself, with his ignorance of his 

own pre-war self, he dramatically destroys the portrait. 'He deliberately put his 

foot through it, tore away the strips of canvas from the frame and burned them.' 

(Hero, 282) This is the death of the former self that precedes and predicts the 

death of the wartime self at the end of the novel. These two acts of destruction are 

Winterbourne's only consciously active acts in the book, everything else happens 

to him, be it his choice of career, wife or lover. Yet these self-destructive acts, 

symbolic and actual, are just as much out of his control. Winterbourne steps 

into the line of machine-gun fire not simply because he can see no way of re

integrating himself into the mess of his civilian relationships, but mostly 

because he can see no way of recapturing what the war has robbed from his 

memory of himself. Bonadeo calls this a degradation of his 'humanity,' which 

causes Winterbourne to march 'to his own destruction oblivious ofhimself.'16 

He certainly is oblivious of himself, in that he can no longer recall the memory 

16 Alfred Bonadeo. Mark of the Beast: Death and Degradation in the Literature of the Great 
War. Lexington, KY: University Press of Kentucky, 1989. 117. 
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of his past, but he is aware and fully conscious of this absence that has been 

created by the war. It is the war, and its eradication of the young 

Winterbourne from his own mind, as well as the minds of his wife and friends 

which drives him to an angry death. 

Both Sassoon and Aldington are conscious of the rupture the war has 

created in the time-line of their existence. Whether they deal with their pre

war memories in an effort to weave together the transition from peace to war, 

or to cynically shred the peacetime world's ignorance and complacency, they 

both place the past, theirs and their characters', in the forefront of their 

narratives. Hilderbidle asks the question of the ex-servicemen writers: 

'Granted that they survived at the time; could they survive the 

remembering?'17 In other words, Sassoon and Aldington, along with all the 

survivors of the war, have to come to terms with the guilt of their survival in 

the face of the millions of dead, the 'lakes and seas of blood.' (Hero, 21) The 

dead seem to Aldington to force the living to ask of themselves "'What right 

have I to live?"' (Hero, 159) The silent dead rise up 'like a cold reproach' to 

the living.18 Somehow the survivors must atone. 'Somehow or other we have to 

make these dead acceptable.' (Hero, 21) This reproach and this desire for 

atonement do not come, Aldington claims, from the dead but from within 

themselves. 'Most ofus don't know it, but it is there, and poisons us.' (Hero, 

17 John Hilderbidle. 'Neither Worthy nor Capable: The War Memoirs of Graves, Blunden, and 
Sassoon.' Modernism Reconsidered. Eds. Robe1t Kiely and John Hilderbidle. Harvard English 
Studies 11. Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 1983. 101-21. 118. 
18 Richard Aldington. 'Love for Love.' Roads to Glory. 1930. Arts and Literature Series 7. 
London: Imperial War Museum Department of Printed Books, 1992. 207-26. 223. 
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21) Thus Aldington's narrator writes the story of George Winterbourne's life 

and.death in a 'desperate effort to wipe off the blood-guiltiness.' (Hero, 22) In 

his dedicatory letter, Aldington states that his novel is really a 'memorial in its 

ineffective way to a generation which hoped much, strove honestly, and 

suffered deeply.' (Hero, xxvi) In a similar vein, R.H. Mottram in his preface to 

Sixty-Four, Ninety-Four!, the second book of his The Spanish Farm Trilogy 

(1927), believes that the 'war is only tolerable, as a memory, when one can feel 

that some one learned something from it.'19 And if that lesson is not learnt by 

the post-war generation, 'we shall have betrayed all those dead comrades of 

ours, rendered their willing sacrifice a ridiculous futility.' (Mottram, 177) In 

the light of these statements, Mottram also proposes his book as a 'real 

Cenotaph, a true War Memorial.' (Mottram, 177) The novel, as War Memorial, 

is dedicated not only to the passing of the author's past but in a far more 

significant way to those who did not survive to remember. Binyon's famous 

poem, 'For the Fallen' (1914), asserts strongly, like a life sentence for the crime 

of survival, that 'At the going down of the sun and in the morning / We will 

remember them.'20 The ex-servicemen can mourn the loss of their personal 

estrangement from their past, but they must do more than mourn, they must 

remember, those that died before them. 

19 R.H. Mottram. The Spanish Farm Trilogy. 1914-1918. 1927. London: Penguin Modern 
Classics, 1979. 177. 
20 Lawrence Binyon. 'For the Fallen.' 1914. Out in the Dark: Poetry of the First World in 
Context and with Basic Notes. By David Roberts. West Sussex: Saxon Books, 1999. 28-29. 28. 
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IF IN SOME SMOTHERING DREAMS21 

. The ex-servicemen's memory of death, as it is expressed in their novels, 

is more traumatic and less ignorable than the actual sight of death occurring 

all around them. Faced with death on the battlefield, Manning writes that 

though 'one suffers vicariously[ ... ] The mind is averted as well as the eyes.'22 

The living must, as Aldington agrees, 'protect themselves from the dead.' 

(Hero, 1) To continue to live in the hell of the trenches, surrounded by the 

sights and smells of the dead, the living must ignore them, 'gambling[ ... ] on 

that implicit assurance each one of us has of his own immortality,' forgetting 

that they too may die. (Manning, 11) But with the end of the war, and the end 

of killing, the psychological muscle of self-preservation is relaxed. It occurs so 

abruptly that the ex-servicemen are unprepared for the tide of repressed 

memories that seems to have been held in abeyance solely by the fear of 

acknowledging them. Thus Aldington' s narrator is shocked by his memories of 

George Winterbourne' s companionship and death. At the time, Winterbourne' s 

death 'meant very little to me [ ... ] there were eighty deaths in my own 

battalion on the day George was killed.' (Hero, 17) So itwasnotuntil 'two or 

three years after the war that I began to think much, if at all, about George.' 

(Hero, 1 7) Though of necessity Winterbourne' s death caused little impact at the 

time, the memory of it was 'waiting inside patiently to be dealt with in due course.' 

21 Wilfred Owen. 'Dulce et Decorum Est.' 1918. The Poems of Wilfred Owen. Ed. John 
Stallworthy. London: Chatto and Windus, 1990. 117-18. 117. 
22 Frederic Manning. The Middle Parts of Fortune, Somme and Ancre, 1916. 1930. London: 
Penguin, 2000. 11. 
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(Hero, 17) But those memories, those 'ugly thoughts' that Sassoon, in 'Repression 

ofW~ Experience' (1917), has 'gagged all day' come back to the weary mind of 

soldiers not only after the war, but during it also. 2 3 As Manning says, the soldier 

'forgets, but he will remember again later, if only in his sleep.' (Manning, 11) The 

dead return in the nightmares of the soldiers, when they are too weary to resist. 

Sassoon found himself, in late July 1917, in Craiglockhart War Hospital, as 

a result of his anti-war statement and thus his 'fictionized self,' Sherston, is sent to 

'Slateford War Hospital' for the same reason. 24 There he is surrounded by the 

'wreckage and defeat of those who had once been brave.' (She rsto n, 5 3 8) At 

night, the officer-patients 'lost control' of their thoughts and Sherston 

imagines the hospital becoming 'sepulchral and oppressive with saturations of 

war experience.' (Sherston, 556) He is conscious that all those around him 

are plagued by dreams that are 'morbid and terrifying.' (Sherston, 556) 

They are haunted by 'submerged memories of warfare and its intolerable 

shocks and self-lacerating failures to achieve the impossible.' (Sherston, 

556-57) In such nightmarish moments, no doctor can save them. The uneasy 

sleep of the patients is polluted by 'some ghastly experience' of their war and 

the 'livid faces of the dead.' (Sherston, 557) Sherston's dreams are similarly 

filled with images of the dead and dying. The previous year he had been 

wounded when on a bombing raid and evacuated for convalescence to 

London. There at night, with the sounds from the munitions factory across the 

23 Siegfried Sassoon. 'Repression of War Experience.' 1917. Collected Poems, 1908-1956. 
London: Faber and Faber, 1984. 89-90. 89. 
24 Siegfried Sassoon. The Weald of Youth. London: Faber and Faber, 1942. 73. 
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road throbbing in his ears, he was 'worried by bad dreams.' (Sherston, 453) 

Un.sure whether awake or asleep, Sherston believes he sees 'shapes of 

mutilated soldiers[ ... ] the floor seemed to be littered with fragments of 

mangled flesh.' (Sherston, 453) The figures crawl across the ward in the half 

shadow, and one, 'a livid grinning face with bristly moustache peered at me 

above the edge of my bed, his hands clawed at the sheets.' (Sherston, 453) 

The horribly dead soldiers seem to look at Sherston 'reproachfully, as though 

envying me the warm safety oflife.' (Sherston, 454) 

Aldington's Lieutenant Hall is so haunted by the reproachful ghost of a 

dead German that the guilt causes him to take his own life. Awaiting 

demobilisation, Hall's diary records the fear of sleeping. When he does 

unintentionally fall asleep, he immediately awakes 'with a vision of that face of 

loathing and hatred threatening me.' 2 5 He feels his 'loathsome presence in the 

room' as he writes. ('Hall,' 243) Though demobilised and returned to England, 

Hall is still haunted by the apparition and still feels 'his decaying face against 

mine' when he falls asleep. ('Hall,' 252) Tortured by the nightmare, and 

unable to sleep for fear, Hall shoots himself with his service revolver. 

Manning's Private Bourne is just as plagued by dreams of unknown horrors; 

'terrible dead hands came out of that living mud and fastened on to him, dragging 

him down inexorably, and the mud seemed full of rusty cruel wire, and men with 

exultant bestial faces rushed at him, and he fought, fought desperately.' (Manning, 

25 Richard Aldington. 'The Case of Lieutenant Hall.' Roads to GI01y. 1930. Arts and Literature 
Series 7. London: Imperial War Museum Depa1tment of Printed Books, 1992. 229-53. 243. 
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224) Bourne's closest companion is Martlow whom he nicknames 'kid' thus 

sho~ng the affection and responsibility that Bourne feels towards the 

younger man. (Manning, 216) But when Martlow is killed in an attack, Bourne 

leaves his body 'almost indifferently' though he is also 'filled with a kind of 

tenderness that ached in him.' (Manning, 217) Bourne knows that he must 

protect himself from the 'intrusive dead.' (Hero, 1) Though he has known 

other men die and pass 'out of sight[ ... ] leav[ing] very little trace,' Maitlow 

perplexingly persists in his memory. (Manning, 238) The dead Martlow seems 

to be 'only out of sight, behind the hut, as it were, or even just on the point of 

coming through the doorway.' (Manning, 238) Whether in waking or in 

sleeping moments, the dead become ghosts, more than mere nightmares, 

almost physical presences, in the minds and memories of the ex-servicemen. 

Bourne has the opportunity of seeing Martlow's dead body before he 

" 
rushes off in anger and fury for revenge. But the air war permitted no such 

intimate realisations and conclusions. The dead were dead because they had 

vanished. V.M. Yeates's novel, Winged Victory (1934), tells the story of a 

scout squadron during six months of 1918, and in particular of the friendship 

between two pilots, Cundall and Williamson. The relationship between the 

two gives structure and creates a climax for the book, but the central theme is 

'the fatigue caused by prolonged danger.' (Cecil, 78) The debilitating fatigue of 

constant anxiety has its roots in the fact that there is no delineation on a 

geographical level of safety or danger in the air, as there is to a greater extent 
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on the ground. 'Barbed wire could not be staked to the sky.'26 When flying, one 

was ,'always in the front line, even in England.' (Yeates, 31) There is no respite 

from danger when flying, and the anxiety is exacerbated by the loneliness and 

the sense of detachment of combat flying. Cundall notes this isolation from 

events when witnessing a German aeroplane shot down by his flight. 'It 

seemed wrong that an event of passing and of no great importance for one 

should be ultimate and catastrophic for another.' (Yeates, 67) The isolation of 

the air war, and its remoteness from those on the ground, was noted by one 

infantry officer also. Graham Greenwell wrote to his mother describing an incident 

in which a British aeroplane was shot down in flames over the trenches. 'So curious 

it seems to live more or less peacefully in this village and to see people killed a mile 

away with no noise, no fuss, no excitement and very little interest.'2 7 Cundall is 

detached by technology from the act of killing. Death in the air is not 'like going up 

-
to a man and sticking a bayonet into his neck or guts and giving it a twist; nothing 

like that: you pressed the lever.' (Yeates, 100) Distanced from the responsibility of 

killing, he finds himself distanced from the ability to mourn. 

Cundall shares a hut on the aerodrome with three other pilots: Smith, 

Seddon and Williamson. Over the course of two days all three disappear. Smith 

and Seddon are shot down, the latter in flames, and Williamson simply vanishes 

during combat. Cundall' s batman confesses to him that with all three gone, "'This 

26 V.M. Yeates. Winged Victory. 1934. Echoes of War. Leatherhead: Ashford, Buchan and 
Enright, 1985. 147. 
27 Graham H. Greenwell M.C. An Infant in Arms: War Letters of a Company Officer 1914-1918. 
1935. London: Allen Lane The Penguin Press, 1972. 98. 
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'ut fair gives me the creeps.'" (Yeates, 256) Cundall comes to believe also that 'the 

hut w<:15 haunted.' (Yeates, 257) He can hear 'faint echoes of dead voices,' and is 

· startled to realise that Smith's watch is still running but 'who had wound it up?' 

(Yeates, 257) He sits alone watching the 'three empty beds' in turmoil at the 

realisation he must accept: 'they had gone ... for ever.' (Yeates, 257) The 'dull light' 

of his lamp 'peopled the hut with shadows, grotesque caricatures.' (Yeates, 257) 

These malicious shadows appear to be 'a society of ghosts [ ... ] waiting to crowd into 

deep penumbra for some damnable purpose.' (Yeates, 257) He springs to his feet 

when he sees a 'congregation of shadows in Seddon's corner.' (Yeates, 257) He is 

certain that he 'had seen Seddon sitting on his bed.' (Yeates, 257) It seems 

impossible that Seddon with whom he had made so many plans for after the war 

was now 'just charred and bloody garbage.' (Yeates, 256) Though he can imagine 

Seddon's corpse, the physical absence of it leads Cundall to question the reality of 

' 
his death. Furthermore, it leads to Cundall' s memory of Seddon being manifested 

as a ghostly presence both horrifying and threatening. For the remainder of his 

time with the squadron, Cundall is haunted by Seddon who was 'still almost 

present to him,' as if at any moment 'his voice might ring out.' (Yeates, 264) Other 

ghosts join him, even those with whom Cundall shared less of an affinity. Grey, a 

generally disliked new pilot in the squadron, becomes, after his death, a 'tall 

awkward ghost, a nervous pompous ghost with a deep voice.' (Yeates, 295) Cundall 

tries to convince himself philosophically that Seddon 'had been something; he was 

nothing; it did not matter to him.' (Yeates, 264) The dead themselves do not feel 

death, it is only the living who are conscious and pained by their passing. And in 
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time, they too, Cundall included, would die and 'soon the utter blank of forgetting 

wo~d destroy the very fact that he [Seddon] had ever lived.' (Yeates, 265) Seddon's 

identity lived in 'names and in other people's perception of it.' (Yeates, 265) In 

other words, Seddon is only Seddon in Cundall' s memory of him. In the case of 

Cundall's death, Seddon would be 'no more one person than another,' he would 

merge into the 'indeterminate community' of the dead. (Yeates, 265) But while 

Cundall still lives, he must live with the ghostly memory of Seddon. 

Over the course of the next few months the squadron suffers many 

more deaths, and the Mess is populated with new faces that Cundall is 

reluctant to know. Instead he is lost in a world of ghosts of former 

companions, with the returned Williamson as practically his only surviving 

friend. At dinner one night, as the wine flows freely, Cundall imagines more 

figures 'than the living sitting at the long table.' (Yeates, 393) He seems to see 

-the 'ribs and spines and grinning skulls showing through a mist of flesh' of 

those who had died. (Yeates, 393) The squadron had become a 'squadron of 

ghosts,' living only in the memory of the survivor Cundall. (Yeates, 453) As 

Bracco points out, 'communion with the dead underlines most poignantly the 

concept of a race apart.'2 s Cundall is truly separated from his living 

companions 'doomed to live within the emotional confines' of an experience 

that he cannot resolve. (Bracco, 95) In his dreams, he searches for 'someone 

who was ill, always searching.' (Yeates, 365) He feverishly continues searching 

28 Rosa Maria Bracco. Merchants of Hope: British Middlebrow Writers of the First World 
War. 1919-1939. The Legacy of the Great War. Providence, Rl: Berg, 1993. 95. 
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'troubled all the while by a feeling of horror, passing among great crowds of 

alien, faces[ ... ] himselflost beyond the verge of known things, for ever seeking 

vainly.' (Yeates, 365-66) He searches for the resolution that would purge his 

mind of the horror of remembering; the dead body of those that haven't died 

in his consciousness but simply vanished from his vision. 

But the dead do not always present such a reproachful and threatening 

ghost to the mind of the ex-servicemen. Wilfrid Ewart's Way of Revelation 

(1921) gives a more uplifting and optimistic view of the dead. It does so by 

conforming to conservative cliches of worthy sacrifice and romance. 

Consequently it was highly popular; as Cecil argues, 'This was a message that 

people wanted to hear just after the war: it was comforting, but did not 

trivialise the calamity.' (Cecil, 139) The novel tells the story of Sir Adrian 

Knoyle and his closest friend Eric Sinclair who gain commissions and serve at 

the Front together. Though Ewart evokes the horror and degradation oflife at 

the Front, Knoyle is more troubled by his relationship with Lady Rosemary 

Meynell who agrees to marry him, and then during his absence falls into the 

company of Gina Maryon and her drug-taking circle. When Rosemary takes 

up with the civil-servant Upton and breaks the engagement, Knoyle loses 

interest in life and is only shocked out of his introversion by the death of 

Sinclair. He dies cleanly and quickly, and is given the unusual (in the context 

of these novels) privilege of a funeral in the company of 'his brother-officers 

and the rank-and-file who had served beside or under him,' and the drums 
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and fifes of the regimental band. 29 Sinclair, so loved, so admired, is 

incon~eivably remote from Knoyle. 'He could not see the face he had known 

better than his own, any more than he could hear the voice that had been with him 

so few hours before.' (Ewart, 406) The Last Post is played, hymns are sung, and 

Sinclair's brother-officers salute his grave, but for Knoyle the 'supreme 

moment of desolation' is not then, not at the moment of parting, but the next 

day when returning to the billet they had shared. (Ewart, 410) Sinclair's 

servant had somehow not been informed of his death and so Knoyle finds 

'Eric's sleeping-bag laid out as usual[ ... ] [and also his] peculiar array of 

brushes, hair-washes, eau-de-Cologne, and toilet equipment.' (Ewart, 410) 

Knoyle says nothing, and lives with these relics of Eric's life for three days 

before he summons 'sufficient resolution to pack them away out of sight.' 

(Ewart, 410) Knoyle takes over command of Sinclair's old company, and 

' 
marching at its head on the way to or from the trenches, he is comforted; he 

feels no 'despairing loneliness of his thoughts.' (Ewart, 461) In the past, even 

with Sinclair's presence to cheer him, he laboured under these thoughts and 

this loneliness, but now 'he never was alone.' (Ewart, 461) Though deprived of 

his companionship, 'often Eric accompanied him on the long marches.' 

(Ewart, 461) The persistence of Sinclair in Knoyle's memory is not 

nightmarish or threatening; it is comforting and calming. 

29 Wilfrid Ewart. Way of Revelation: A Novel of Five Years. London: G.P. Putnam's Sons, 1921. 
406. 
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· the widely believed but fabricated fable of the Angels of Mons does. (Fig. 11) The 

painting depicts Christ, shining in translucent garments, shielding a medical 

officer and a wounded soldier from the gunfire of the enemy. The claim that God 

aided the British soldier in times of hardship must have been a comfort and a 

justification for the righteousness of the war to civilians. But Knoyle is aided not 

by his intuitive awareness of Christ's presence but by the terrestrial ghost of 

Sinclair. Bourke has found further instances of dead soldiers comforting their 

surviving comrades: 'spirits of dead servicemen[ ... ] claimed (through their 

mediums) that they remained on the battlefield, "doing a man's part still ... 

bring[ing] comfort and aid to the wounded."'3° The dead are not angrily dead; 

they are accepting of their fate and still human enough to be conscious of the fear 

of the still living. They carry out their duty to their comrades for as long as they 

are needed. The climax of Ewart' s book comes in the dramatic scene of the 

Victory Ball in London. Knoyle attends along with all of aristocratic London 

society and meets a repentant Rosemary Meynell, who, confused and stricken, 

has come to beg Knoyle's forgiveness. Presented with her genuine apologies, 

Knoyle does forgive her and the two dance in the crowded ballroom. As they 

dance, and Rosemary clings close to him, Knoyle sees 'phantoms of the past 

take human shape [ ... ] out of that mad swirl.' (Ewart, 514) The shadows 

30 Joanna Bourke. Dismembering the Male: Men's Bodies, Britain and the Great War. 
Picturing History. London: Reaktion Books, 1996. 233. 
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coalesce, as they did for Cundall in the ghostly deserted hut, but not with 

men~ce, though some do present horrific visions. 'Some held fear in their eyes, 

and some horror, and some seemed caught up in the passion oflast moments, 

sightless, stricken.' (Ewart, 515) But others are 'gay' and 'grinned' and 'wore 

the gentle look of everlasting peace.' (Ewart, 514-15) But, importantly, 'all 

were there.' (Ewart, 515) All the dead, all those that died before Knoyle, 

'stepped forth from the throng.' (Ewart, 515) Sinclair too emerges from the 

crowd of dancers, at one moment appearing as he did at the moment of his 

death, and at the next he 'waved to them - they could even hear his laugh - and 

now was lost among shadows.' (Ewart, 515) It appears to Knoyle that all the 

war dead had 'risen at the call of their comrades to celebrate with them the 

victory and the triumph.' (Ewart, 516) The ghosts of the dead, those that had 

sacrificed their lives to attain that victory, 'formed up on parade, rank after 

' 
rank, file beside file, awaiting their final dismissal.' (Ewart, 516) The army of 

the dead, their duty done, their dying and their comforting at an end, take 

their final roll-call in the memory of the survivors. With victory achieved, they 

can finally rest. But there is one last casualty of the war to fall. Rosemary, 

desirous of Knoyle' s forgiveness but fearful of her capacity to transgress 

further, has taken a drug overdose and dies at length in the arms of her 

forgiving former lover. The dead, all those struck down by the war, are 

released at the moment of Peace. 

Whether in reassuring apparitions or, more often, in terrifying 

nightmares, the ghosts of the once familiar dead come back to haunt the 
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minds of many soldiers, both during and after the war. Robert Graves, though 

the ~ar had ended, remembers that 'shells used to come bursting on my bed at 

midnight,' and in his waking hours 'strangers[ ... ] would assume the faces of 

friends who had been killed.'31 Wilfred Owen, whose nickname in his battalion 

was 'The Ghost,' appeared to his brother Harold in a dream. 32 Harold recalls 

that Wilfred 'did not speak but only smiled his most gentle smile.'33 Similarly, 

Hugh Dalton, when revisiting the Italian Front on which he had fought three 

years earlier, dreams of meeting his Cambridge friend Rupert Brooke who 

talks to him of literature.34 Manning, in his prefatory note to The Middle Parts 

of Fortune, states that during the writing process 'I seemed at times to hear the 

voices of ghosts.' (Manning, xxi) It is useful on this point to consider the concepts 

of survivor guilt that R.J. Lifton proposes in his book on the survivors of 

Hiroshima. Without equating the two events, or the experience of the survivors of 

' 

each, it is sufficient to be aware of the similar overwhelming sense of guilt that each 

event incurred. To overcome this guilt, Lifton states that 'three essential elements 

of psychic function' must be re-established.3s These are 'the sense of connection 

[ ... ] the sense of symbolic integrity[ ... ] and the sense of movement.' (Lifton, 367) 

The most significant of these, in the context of this discussion, is the first, which 

31 Robert Graves. Goodbye to All That. 1929. London: Penguin, 1960. 298. 
32 Jon Stallworthy. Wilfred Owen. London: Chatto and Windus and Oxford University Press, 
1974. 277. 
33 Harold Owen. Journey From Obscurity. Vol. 3. Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1965. 198. 
34 Hugh Dalton. British Library of Political and Economic Sciences, Dalton Papers, Dalton 
Diaries, s September 1921. Cited in J .M. Winter. The Great War and the British People. 
Basingstoke: Macmillan, 1986. 298-99. 
35 Robert Jay Lifton. Death in Life: Survivors of Hiroshima. New York, NY: Random House, 
1968. 367. 
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Lifton explains as 'the sense of connection, or organic relationship to the people 

[ ... ] in one's life space, whether immediate or distant and imagined.' (Lifton, 367) 

To defeat their guilt, it is implied, the survivors must believe that the dead do not 

resent their survival. The trenches of the First World War were a place of uncertain 

and sudden dangers; 'Death from above, from before, from behind, death, 

shapeless and repulsive.' (Ewart, 139) Denied the opportunity to mourn at the 

time, the ex-servicemen must forge a connection with the dead who haunt them. In 

many cases this implied the ex-soldiers must return to the site of their memories. It 

is not just their minds that are haunted. The entirety of the old British lines in 

Northern France and Flanders is manned by the spirits of the dead. 

HE IS NOT MISSING; HE IS HERE 

The processional route of the Unlmown Warrior passed through Whitehall 

" 
on its way to Westminster Abbey. This moment was chosen to unveil the 

permanent Cenotaph designed by Lutyens. (Fig. 10) The two memorials were 

unmistakably interlinked in their significance. The Unknown Warrior, this one 

man taken from the mud of France to represent in his anonymity all the 'Glorious 

Dead' that the Cenotaph memorialised. Two coffins momentarily side by side, the 

one filled with the remains of a dead soldier, the other empty, forever symbolising 

the continual sense ofloss and detachment. Lloyd George had approached the 

eminent architect Sir Edwin Lutyens with the request that a catafalque (a 

memorial with a symbolic coffin) be erected so as to form the 'saluting-point for 

the march-past of Allied troops' for the Peace celebrations which took place in 



Fig. 11. Print of The White Comrade by 

G. Hillyard Swinstead, 1915. 
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Fig. 10. The Unknown Warrior and 

the permanent Cenotaph, 11 
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Gate at Midnight. 1927. 

Australian War Memorial. 
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London on 19 July 1919.36 Lutyens suggested, however, that it should not be a 

catafi:~lque but a cenotaph, an empty tomb. Since it had to be ready in only ten 

days, the approved monument had to be a temporary structure of wood and 

plaster. The Cenotaph was so well received by the press and public alike that it 

was rendered in stone and unveiled the following Armistice Day.31 Winter 

ascribes this popularity to the monument's simplicity. 'It says so much 

because it says so little.'38 On Lutyens's insistence it was non-denominational, 

conscious as he was of Indian troops being required to salute it, and the 

simple inscription 'The Glorious Dead' memorialises the fallen in 

unproblematic universality.39 It soon became a place of pilgrimage for all the 

bereaved who believed, as Lloyd says, that 'the Cenotaph was a place where it 

was possible to feel closer to the spirits of the dead.' (Lloyd, 58) If the tomb of 

the Unknown Warrior was of chief significance to the bereaved of all those 

" with no known grave, then the Cenotaph, in its simplicity, became the 

devotional focal-point of all those who had lost loved ones to the war. 

But in its emptiness, the Cenotaph also came to represent the 

'widespread belief or wish to believe in the continuing presence of the dead.' 

36 Colin McIntyre. Monuments of War: How to Read a War Memorial. London: Robert Hale, 
1990.197. 
37 "'The plain fact emerged and grew stronger every hour that the Cenotaph was what the 
people wanted, and they wanted to have the wood-and-plaster original replaced by an 
identical memorial in lasting stone."' Edwin Lutyens. Quoted in Mary Lutyens. Edwin 
Lutyens. London: Murray, 1980. 165. 
38 Jay Winter. Sites of Memory, Sites of Mourning: The Great War in European Cultural 
History. Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1995. 104. 
39 There is some confusion as to whom proposed this inscription. Lutyens's daughter, Mary, 
ascribes it Lloyd George, whereas Roderick Gradidge, another biographer, gives the credit to 
Lutyens himself. Mary Lutyens. Edwin Lutyens. London: Murray, 1980. 165. Roderick 
Gradidge: Edwin Lutyens: Architect Laureate. London: George Allen and Unwin, 1981. 76. 
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(Lloyd, 62) Psychic photography and spiritualism were widely accepted forms 

of .comfort to the bereaved. Mrs. Deane, Winter tells us, practised this form of 

photography, most notably exposing a photographic plate throughout the Two 

Minutes Silence on Armistice Day 1922. 'The inchoate mass floating above the 

heads of the mourners was flecked by faces, presumably of the dead.' (Winter, 

74-76) Indeed, even as the Army marched past the temporary Cenotaph in 

1919, they are there not to be triumphant, but, in Dyer's words, to 'comprise 

an army of the surrogate dead.' 4° This emptiness, this blankness onto which 

the living can project their emotions, was not just written into the form of the 

ceremonies surrounding the Cenotaph, it was essentially implicit in its very 

architecture. As Hussey explains, 'The four corners if produced upwards, 

would meet at a point about 1,000 feet above; all the horizontal lines are 

radials of circles, from a common centre at 900 ft below ground.41 In other 

' 
words, all the lines of the Cenotaph, both horizontal and vertical, are not in 

fact straight, as they seem to be, but minutely curved. These gently curving 

lines unconsciously draw the viewer's eye away from the structure to an 

invisible point both above and below the monument. The Cenotaph has 

emptiness as its symbolic core in the vacant tomb, but this absence is 

compounded by the architectural dislocation. The Cenotaph resonated in the 

national sentiment because of its monumental presence, and the seemingly 

4° Geoff Dyer. The Missing of the Somme. London: Phoenix, 1994. 22. 

41 Christopher Hussey. The Life of Sir Edwin Lutyens. London: Country Life, 1950. 392. 
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paradoxical 'abstract purity' of absence at its displaced centre.42 Lutyens seems 

to pe making a bold statement; we can remember and mourn, but the dead are 

not 'here,' not in body, not in spirit. Sassoon, in his 'Repression of War 

Experience,' imagines the 'crowds of ghosts among the trees' in the gardens 

outside the silent house in which he sits 'quiet and peaceful, summering safe 

at home.' ( CP, 89) But the ghosts are those of' old men with ugly souls,' not of 

'people killed in battle.' (CP, 90) These imagined 'horrible shapes in shrouds' 

are the ghosts of civilians who died 'slow, natural deaths.' (CP, 90) The spirits 

of dead soldiers are not there in England; 'they're in France.' (CP, 90) For 

Sassoon and the other ex-servicemen, remembering those that died in the war 

necessitated remembering the landscape and the place of the war. 

The landscape, as we have seen, became an obstructive and 

uninterpretable force in the observations of the war correspondents and all 

those who viewed the battlefields from afar. But more significantly, the ex

combatants imagine the landscape as victim, rather than perpetrator, of the 

crimes of mankind being played out on the battlefields. To Cundall flying over 

the old Somme battlefields, the 'desolation of the dead land' seems to 

'impregnate the atmosphere with gloom and horror, exhaling contagion that 

defiled the air and tainted the clouds with death and corruption.' (Yeates, 138) 

The land itself has been wounded with the scars of the battle so that, as Ewart 

notes, 'all sign or suggestion oflife vanished.' (Ewart, 388) The invisibility of 

42 Roderick Gradidge. Edwin Lutyens: Architect Laureate. London: George Allen and Unwin, 
1981. 76. 
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humanity on the battlefield is mirrored by the desolation of nature. To Ewart, 

this "I?eating that the land has taken, makes it almost human. 'Socket-like 

shell-holes whose sunken eye-balls were discoloured glistening pools, gaped 

and grinned on either hand.' (Ewart, 388) A wood that Adrian Knoyle and his 

company pass through has been so battered that what is left of the trees 

resemble 'skeletons of giant men, maimed, killed, and rotted where they 

stood.' (Ewart, 388) The landscape shares the same fate as mankind. Its 

suffering is expressed in human terms. 'The darkening landscape presented 

itself to Adrian as some seared and dreadful human face wrought by its 

passions, horrors and sins to a last extremity.' (Ewart, 389) 

This vision of the landscape of battlefields is common in the works of 

ex-servicemen. The devastation is so comprehensive that it defies description 

and indeed loses impact through repetition. By the time Sherston returns to 

the Western Front in July 1918, Sassoon briefly sums up the landscape of the 

front line as being of the 'deadly conventional Armageddon type.' (Sherston, 

624) It is through this type oflandscape that Brandon travels in Aldington's 

'Farewell to Memories.' He is travelling back by train over the scarred 

battlefield of the Somme on his way to England and demobilisation. Evident 

are a 'broken tank,' 'guns, cocked sideways on broken wheels' and the 'tumult 

of shell-holes.'43 The wreckage and debris of man-made war and destruction 

present an 'awful symbol of the hatred of men for men.' ('Farewell,' 277) But 

43 Richard Aldington. 'Farewell to Memories.' Roads to Glory. 1930. Arts and Literature Series 
7. London: Imperial War Museum Department of Printed Books, 1992. 257-78. 277. 
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notably absent from this scene are the bodies of the dead. This is not 

surprising. As Bourke explains, although not always possible, the dead were 

buried quickly 'if only because the sight and stench of death upset those 

servicemen who remained alive.' (Bourke, 214) So, instead of dead bodies, 

Brandon sees 'little groups of crosses,' and in the distance a 'large, neatly lined 

cemetery.' ('Farewell,' 277) With tears welling in his eyes, Brandon realises 

that those crosses are the 'symbol of the youth of a generation[ ... ] a graveyard 

on a battlefield.' ('Farewell,' 277) Aldington clearly associates the wreckage of 

the human and the natural worlds. Those that died remain forever in the 

'unlimited cemetery' of what was once the Western Front.44 

Soon after the outbreak of war, a Red Cross section under Fabian Ware 

(later Major-General Sir Fabian Ware) began, in addition to its normal task of 

transporting and ministering to the wounded, to make a record of the 

locations and identities of burials. This section grew with increased casualty 

lists into the Graves Registration Committee (and the Prince ofWales's 

Committee for the Maintenance of Military Tombs) in 1916 and the following 

year into the Imperial (now Commonwealth) War Graves Commission. 

(Winter, 23) Between August 1914 and April 1915, 4,300 graves were 

registered, and 27,000 more in the following five months.4s The Commission 

44 Richard Aldington. 'Victory.' Roads to Glory. 1930. Arts and Literature Series 7. London: 
Imperial War Museum Department of Printed Books, 1992. 35-45. 45. 
45 Information on the history and organisation of the Imperial War Graves Commission is 
taken from Philip Longworth. The Unending Vigil: A Histo1y of the Commonwealth War 
Graves Commission. 1917-1984. London: Leo Cooper in association with Secker and Warburg, 
1985., and Major Edwin Gibson, M.B.E. and G. Kingsley Ward. Courage Remembered: The 
Story Behind the Construction and Maintenance of the Commonwealth's Military Cemeteries 
and Memorials of the Wars of 1914-1918 and 1939-1945. London: H.M.S.O., 1989. 
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would be notified of burials by chaplains, medical and army units and crosses 

were. made to mark the graves if possible. At the same time, the information 

was transferred to index cards noting location and accessibility of the graves 

should the relatives of a dead soldier contact the Commission. Despite this 

immense organisational task, burials were carried on haphazardly throughout 

the war, and many thousands of men were buried around sites that were once 

medical aid posts. Many more graves were isolated and dispersed as men were 

buried where they fell, simply rolled into the nearest shell-hole singly or in 

groups of five or six. There are some notable exceptions. The Canadian Corps, 

before their attack on Vimy Ridge in 1917, marked out land with the aid of the 

Commission and dug vast pits for their prospective dead. Within twenty-four 

hours of the attack, Longworth tells us, 'all the graves were marked and 

recorded.' (Longworth, 22) Aldington's Winterbourne notices, on his way to 

" 
the trenches before a big assault, 'ranks and ranks of wooden crosses' stacked 

in a wayside cottage. (Hero, 250) The crosses are already inscribed with the 

name of one or other of the battalions in his division and, underneath, the 

'present month and year, with a blank space for the day.' (Hero, 250) 

A week after the Armistice, it was decided to concentrate these graves 

into organised cemeteries. A huge search for an estimated 160,000 isolated 

graves was initiated, but the problem was not just the locating of so many 

graves in a land that had been constantly fought over and devastated, but with 

the finding of the labour to undertake the task. (Dyer, 14-15) Much of the 

15,000 strong Labour Corps that was raised in Britain to carry this search out 
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was recruited from the recently returned and demobilised soldiers. 

(Lon~orth, 62) In total 918 cemeteries were constructed on the Western 

Front containing the remains of 580,000 named and 180,000 unidentified 

bodies. (Dyer, 15) By September 1921, the official searches had been 

completed yet between then and the outbreak of the Second World War, 

despite 'the major battlefields having been searched as many as six times, the 

remains of 38,000 men were discovered in Belgium and France.' (Dyer, 15) 

But men were not just needed for the searching. Gardeners, stone-masons, 

headstone-makers and architects were required to build and tend the 

cemeteries. By March 1921, 876 gardeners had been recruited to work in 

France and Belgium and 'all had served in the war, many in the sectors in 

which they were now to serve.' (Longworth, 62) Similarly, the 'bulk of the 

Commission's headstones were made by ex-servicemen.' (Longworth, 72) Sir 

Reginald Blomfield was principal architect to the Commission and was 

charged with the design of the cemeteries. He designed the simple but 

imposing War Cross or Cross of Sacrifice (Lutyens designed the Great Stone of 

Remembrance) and entrusted the design of many cemeteries, subject to his 

approval, to his staff of assistant architects 'many of whom had fought in the 

war.'46 Many men returned to the land of the trenches, perhaps sharing 

Winterbourne's fears at the difficulty of re-integrating into a post-war society, 

and to the comrades in arms that had not survived. 

46 Richard A. Fellows. Sir Reginald Blomfield: An Edwardian Architect. Architects in 
Perspective. London: A. Zwemmer, 1985.107. 
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Sassoon's 'Two Hundred Years After' (1916) could be interpreted as a 

pen~ant to his later 'Repression of War Experience.' In it he shows a man 

'Trudging by Corbie Ridge one winter's night' who sees 'straggling files of men' 

marching through the 'ruts and mud/ To trench-lines digged two hundred 

years ago.' 47 When arrived at the village below the ridge, he tells an old man of 

what he had seen. The man tells him 

That he'd seen soldiers pass along that hill; 

"Poor silent things, they were the English dead 

Who came to fight in France and got their fill." 

(WP, 55) 

The poem has its origins in a passage from Sassoon's diary of 3 June 1916, in 

which he reflects on 'the possibility of the spirits of the dead men surviving.'4s 

'If there are ghosts, then they will be all over this battle-front forever[ ... ] in a 

' 

hundred or two hundred or two thousand years, [ ... ] these French roads will 

be haunted by a silent traffic of sliding lorries and jolting waggons and tilting 

limbers.'49 The incident is narrated again in Memoirs of an Infantry Officer 

(1930) when Sherston, placed in reserve, sees his battalion arrive weary and 

battered from an engagement during the Battle of the Somme. 

After this rumble of wheels came the infantry, shambling, limping, 

straggling and out of step. If anyone spoke it was only a muttered 

47 Siegfried Sassoon. 'Two Hundred Years After.' 1916. The War Poems. London: Faber and 
Faber, 1983. 55. 
48 ,Jean Moorcroft Wilson. Siegfried Sassoon: The Making of a War Poet. A Biography (1886-
1918_}. London: Duckworth, 1998. 304. 
49 Siegfried Sassoon. Diaries 1915-1918. Ed. Rupert Hart-Davis. London: Faber and Faber, 
1983. 71. 
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word, and the mounted officers rode as if asleep[ ... ] Thus, with an 

almost spectral appearance, the lurching brown figures flitted past 

with slung rifles and heads bent forward under basin-helmets[ ... ] It 

was all in the day's work- an exhausted Division returning from 

the Somme Offensive - but for me it was as though I had watched 

an army of ghosts. It was as though I had seen the War as it might 

be envisioned by the mind of some epic poet a hundred years 

hence. 

(Sherston, 362) 

The soldiers are alive, though barely, but for Sherston they represent all those 

comrades who did not survive to walk away from the battlefield. Aldington too 

conceives of this ghostly army on eternal march from the killing grounds of 

the front line in his 'Farewell to Memories.' Just before dawn, 'the ghosts of 

' 

the dead armies march down, heroic in their silence, battalion after battalion, 

brigade after brigade.' ('Farewell,' 270) Again Aldington imagines the journey 

of ghosts as being through a vast unlimited cemetery; the road the ghosts 

march down is 'the Place of Skulls - for it starts from a graveyard, and passes 

through graveyards, and ends in a graveyard.' ('Farewell,' 269) An Austrian 

officer described the Italian Front in 1915 as a Totenlandschaft; a 

'landscape of the dead.' (Dyer, 117) The phrase is just as appropriate as a 

description of the Western Front. The ex-servicemen conceive of the spirits of 

their dead comrades as permanently engaged in their wartime tasks. They are 

as eternally entrenched in their wartime positions in the front line as their 
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bodily remains are forever buried there. Thus, imaginatively or physically the 

ex-se,rvicemen novelists journey to the old Western Front to the places they 

knew in wartime because it is only there that they will feel the presence of 

those whom they knew in wartime. The Imperial War Graves Commission was 

just as conscious as the ex-servicemen of the significance of the association 

between the place of death and the memorialisation of death. 

Nowhere is this more evident than in the commemoration of the 

missing, the dead with no known grave. As Dyer asks, 'How to make visible 

this invisible loss?' (Dyer, 122) Initially it was suggested that the missing 

should be commemorated on a regimental basis, but as one member of the 

public astutely put it, "'The 'regiment' to the temporary army means 

practically nothing while the 'place' means everything."' (cited in Longworth, 

85) Thus it was decided that sixteen monuments should be erected in France 
' 

and Belgium to the missing, of all regiments, from that particular region or 

battle.so The sites were chosen for their significance to the battlefield. Thus, 

the missing of the Ypres Salient are remembered on Blomfield's Menin Gate 

through which almost every British soldier in the Salient would have passed at 

so The French authorities were unhappy about the amount ofland that would be needed to 
build so many memorials, and aired their doubts at a meeting of the Anglo-French Mixed 
Committee. The British members sympathised, also thinking that perhaps so many memorials 
might devalue their significance. In the end only four were built in France and four in 
Belgium. Longworth, 100. 
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one time.51 At Thiepval on the Somme, site of the great German strongpoint 

that ,claimed thousands of British and Dominion lives during the Battle, 

Lutyens's enormous arch to the missing was constructed. So involved in the 

geography of the battlefield is it that when work commenced on its 

foundations, the 'workmen struck tunnels and dug-outs which once were part 

of the German second line.'52 At the unveiling of the Menin Gate on 24 July 

1927, Field Marshal Lord Plumer announced in his speech to the attendant 

crowd in reference to what Sassoon calls the 'intolerably nameless names' 

inscribed on the monument, '"He is not missing; he is here.'"53 (cited in Dyer, 

87) R.H. Mottram, who witnessed the scene, sees beyond the dignitaries and 

the crowd and imagines that he 'really sees[ ... ] [a] long procession of spirits' 

marching through the Gate out towards the trencheS.54 The former war artist 

Will Longstaff was also at the unveiling ceremony. That night he had a 'reverie 
~ 

about British soldiers rising from the ground, passing out of Ypres and into 

eternity.' (Winter, 61) The dream inspired his painting The Menin Gate at 

Midnight (1927) which shows a swarm of dead soldiers making their way 

through the Gate to the trenches. (Fig. 12) As Winter says, 'even after the 

51 The Menin Gate contains the names of 54,896 men who died with no known grave in the 
Ypres Salient. Monumental as the Gate is, it is still not big enough to commemorate the 
Salient's missing for the entire war. The 54,896 names represent three years worth; from 
August 1914 to 15 August 1917. The remainder of the missing from then until the end of the 
war, 34,926, are commemorated on a vast screen which forms a back wall to the cemetery at 
Tyne Cot near Passchendaele. 
52 H.A. Taylor. Good-Bye to the Battlefields: To-Day and Yesterday on the Western Front. 
London: Stanley Paul, 1928. 57. 
53 Siegfried Sassoon. 'On Passing the New Menin Gate.' 1927. Collected Poems 1908-1956. 
London: Faber and Faber, 1984. 188. 
54 R.H. Mottram. Through the Menin Gate. London: Chatto and Windus, 1932. 4. 



200 

Armistice, the fallen are still at their posts.' (Winter, 69) They alone are given 

sole po,'.,session of the old trenches that formed the Western Front. They 

represent the most exclusive of communities, one from which the surviving 

ex-soldiers are excluded. In Graham Seton Hutchinson's novel, Life Without 

End (1932), the curate Hugh Richmond, plagued by religious doubt and 

estranged from the Church and his family, travels to Bazentin on the Somme 

where he was wounded nine years earlier. He hopes for some sign from God. 

He meets instead the ghosts of thousands of dead soldiers who tell him to 

return to his place in life. Only the dead and the missing continue to occupy 

the old battlefields as they were, not as they now are. The survivors cannot 

journey to their own past and the identity they once held. The living, soldier or 

civilian, are excluded by the time and place of the post-war from this world of 

the dead and the disappeared. 

It is a separation from comrades and landmarks that some ex

servicemen could not endure. Arthur Graham Butler, a former medical officer 

in the Australian Medical Service (and their official historian) wrote to a 

colleague in 1932, '"I should love to go to the front line again and stay there.'"ss 

Similarly, Aldington's Lieutenant Hall, just a few days before his suicide, 

cleans his service revolver of the trench mud still caked on it and finds himself 

'almost wishing I was going up the line again.' ('Hall,' 251) Perhaps the most 

55 A.G. Butler to Dr. H. Pern. 24 September 1932. A.G. Butler Papers, Australian War 
Memorial. Cited in Stephen Garton. 'Longing for War: Nostalgia and Australian Returned 
Soldiers after the First World War.' The Politics of War Mem01y and Commemoration. Eds. 
T.G. Ashplant, Graham Dawson and Michael Roper. Routledge Studies in Memory and 
Narrative 7. London: Routledge, 2000. 222-39. 223 . 
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poignant illustration of this sense of the ex-servicemen's dislocation is the case 

of Os~ald Bates. In 1928, Bates, who had fought in the trenches, swallowed 

poison and asked a friend 'not to get help but light him a cigarette, stand him 

up against the fence, and let him fall on his face "like the good lads on the 

other side."'s6 But that continuity of brotherhood with distant and deceased 

friends was increasingly impossible under the conditions of temporal and 

geographical separation. Winterbourne, hours before his self-inflicted death, 

aware of the impending Armistice, seems conscious of not just the 

unappealing mess of civilian relationships that await him, but also of the 

horrible burden of living with his experiences and memories of war. 'He 

wished he was one of the skeletons lying on Hill 91, an anonymous body 

among the corpses lying outside in the street.' (Hero, 303) The dead are to be 

envied their death, their unquestionable right to both remain in the land and 

to forget. As Aldington says, in one of his frequent narrative interruptions, 

'You, the war dead, I think you died in vain, I think you died for nothing[ ... ] 

But at least you died.' (Hero, 160) The guilt of survival bears with it the threat 

of implied cowardice. The dead are free from this, as well as the burden of 

atonement and remembering. 'You got rid of it all.' (Hero, 160) Aldington 

envies the dead and their absolution from memory and, importantly, their 

location. On Sundays 'the Union Jack flies over the cemetery at Etaples,' over 

all the 'acres and acres' of war cemeteries, and 'it's too late to get one's little lot 

in the acres.' (Hero, 160) For all those who survived the war, who returned to 

56 Sydney Morning Herald. 4 April 1928. Cited in Garton, 223. 



civilian life and are 'unlucky or lucky enough to remain' to remember those 

that pied it is 'too late, too late' to forge a connection with the land and the 

people that form their memories. (Hero, xxv /159) 

ABSENCES AND INVISIBILITIES 
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War Memorials in Britain seek to memorialise the dead in a very 

different fashion to those on the old Western Front. Memorials appeared in 

every village, town and city, in churches, on village greens and in schools, 

universities and businesses. In the autumn of 1919, the Royal Academy 

organised a War Memorial Exhibition to assist promoters of such schemes. On 

display were 'models, photographs, designs and sketches, and actual statues, 

tablets, rolls of honour and stained glass.' (Boorman, 2) An advisory service 

was offered to all who chose to apply. The real need for memorials, Connelly 

explains, lay in the fact that 'the bereaved had no graves to grieve over and 

through which to exorcise emotion.'s7 The Imperial War Graves Commission 

was organising the burial and headstone of the actual body or the 

memorialisation of the missing. The relatives of the dead, apart from choosing 

an inscription for the base of the headstone, had no involvement, financial or 

emotional. By subscribing to the erection of a memorial in Britain, the 

bereaved 'paid for a surrogate headstone or grave.' (Connelly, 44) These 

memorials helped the bereaved relatives to grieve, and in Aldington's words, 

57 Mark Connelly. The Great War Memory and Ritual: Commemoration in the City and East 
London. 1916-1939. Woodbridge: Royal Historical Society and Boydell Press, 2002. 44. 

--
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to atone. But more than this they allowed those that have lost to forget the 

loss. The Cenotaph acts as an emotional nexus point of sorrow. The sheer 

number of memorials throughout Britain serve to perpetuate the memory of 

the dead so conclusively that the living are absolved of the burden of their 

mournmg. 

The immense memorial at Hyde Park Corner to the 49,076 dead of the 

Royal Artillery is surmounted by an enormous stone howitzer. According to 

Boorman, 'the gun's elevation and position is such that a shell from it, if it 

could be given sufficient charge, would land on the Somme.' (Boorman, 33) 

The Cenotaph mournfully, and this memorial more aggressively, both point 

towards the Western Front as the true location of the dead and their memory, 

and manifest this sense of dislocation in their design and architecture. But to 

those that had survived the war and returned to Britain, this form of 

absolution by memorialisation was not sufficient. They themselves, and the 

novels they wrote, were like War Memorials; striving to atone and 

remembering in order to forget. As the men and the places they remembered 

were relocated and buried and made invisible, they recreate them in their 

fiction. But on the reconstructed battlefields the only reminder of their having 

ever been there is in the 'lines of humble crosses marking a world destroyed.' 

('Farewell,' 276) Once they had identified themselves by their proximity to the 

front line. Now, in a post-war world robbed of that absolute marker, they 

consider themselves in relation to the cemeteries that silently map the 

progress of the war on every headstone. Sherston takes every opportunity of 
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visiting battlefields and trench systems which the war has left in its wake, 'it 

would be almost accurate to say that they fascinated me.' (Sherston, 422) 

Other ex-servicemen are just as fascinated and journey in their fiction to the 

remembered front lines, knowing that 'battalion after battalion had endured 

intensities of experience in that intensified strip of territory.' (Sherston, 422) 

They cannot ignore the intensity of their own experience, and thus they must 

imaginatively journey, now as strangers, to their old battlefields. 
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CHAPTERV 

TE]}iPORARY LIARS AND VISIONARIES: MEMOIRS, UNIT 

HISTORIES AND THE BELIEF IN A TRUTH ABOUT THEW AR 

In 1924, Edmund Blunden travelled to Tokyo to take up his new 

position as Professor of English at the Imperial University. Over the next three 

years, he was to write his war memoir Undertones of War (1928). He did not 

use his wartime diaries or letters to help him recreate his experiences with 

authoritative accuracy. The only aids to memory he took were 'the old maps 

Hazebrouck 5A and Lens 11 and one of the Cemeteries in [the] Ypres Salient.'1 

Taken together the maps cover the entire area of the British Army's Front in 

France and Flanders. Blunden's memories of the war were intrinsically bound 

to its geography. Memory of place, he hoped, would inspire memory of 

moment. His act of memoir writing forges a connection between maps of place 

and maps of experience. He transposes the personal map of his time in France 

and Flanders onto the wartime trench maps. The maps of the war-zone 

represent a distant and by then vanished land and form a parallel to Blunden's 

memoir which seeks to map his own receding and fragmenting memories of 

his war experience. Blunden thus becomes a literary cartographer, plotting the 

landmarks and contours of his memory in an attempt to furnish the reader 

with a landscape of moments. 

1 Edmund Blunden. Undertones of War. 1928. London: Penguin, 2000. xiii. 
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The acts of the cartographer and that of the memoirist are not as 

dissirpilar as at first they may appear. Maps, as Blocker explains, are assumed 

to form a 'transparent opening to the world,' but they are in fact only 'a 

particular human way [ ... ] oflooking at the world.'2 The personality of the 

cartographer is evident in every map. For instance, as Wright demonstrates, a map 

drawn by a 'man familiar with geology and physiography is likely to be far more 

expressive of relief and drainage than one drawn by an untrained observer.'3 

Whether intentionally or not, therefore, all maps distort the reality of geography. 

The cartographer 'selects, sifts, and emphasises' the particular data he has to 

match his intention or audience, much as the memoirist does.4 The 

cartographer must select the extent of a terrain to be mapped, while the 

memoirist selects the extent of his past to document. As the cartographer sifts 

the mass of scientific data and photographs, so must the memoirist sift 

through his memory and his own and others' papers from the time. The 

cartographer may elect to emphasise certain features of the landscape in 

accordance with the use to which the map will be put. So too the memoirist 

may elect to emphasise certain features of his past which stand out as worthy 

of note, or demonstrate a particular point that he wishes to impress upon his 

audience. 

2 H.G. Blocker. Philosophy of Art. New York, NY: Sribner, 1979. 43. 
3 John K. Wright. 'Map Makers are Human: Comments on the Subjective in Maps.' 
Geographical Review. 32-4 (1942) : 527-44. 528. 
4 John Pickles. 'Texts, Hermeneutics and Propaganda Maps.' Writing Worlds: Text and 
Metaphor in the Representation of Landscape. Eds. Trevor J. Barnes and James S. Duncan. 
London: Routledge, 1992. 193-230. 221. 
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Both documents, cartographic and literary, will be subjective maps of 

terrajn or time. Yet they will not necessarily be viewed as such. Wright states 

that the 'trim, precise and cleancut appearance' of a map lends it an 'air of 

scientific authenticity that may or may not be deserved.' (Wright, 527) The 

memoir, or personal history, will be similarly lent an air of historic or 

documentary authenticity in contrast to fictional works on the same subject, 

which again may or may not be deserved. But if the events that are to be 

mapped by the memoirist are the traumatic and numbing episodes oflife in 

the trenches, the act of sifting through memories becomes especially 

problematic. How does one remember clearly what has been repressed for a 

decade? What information is worthy of documenting, and what emphasis is to 

be put on it? Yet before these issues are dealt with, the ex-serviceman must 

choose the form, whether fiction or memoir, that his memories will be 

presented in. 

RECALLING THE VIVID LANDSCAPE OF THE TIME 

Richard Aldington dramatised the conditions that many ex-servicemen 

found themselves in upon returning to England after the war. His collection of 

short stories Roads to Glory (1930 ), though published later, constitutes a 

sample of false starts he made before writing his novel Death of a Hero (1929). 

'Meditations on a German Grave' relates the experiences of Roland Cumberland, 

a demobilised infantry officer, as he attempts to find work in a post-war London 

suddenly flooded with demobilised, disappointed and desperate men. Many must 

r 
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have experienced the same depressing prospects as Cumberland. 'Several years of 

life in the Army had unfitted him for most human activities. Without capital, 

without influence, without training, what could he do?'s Many looked to literature 

as a means of making their war experience into something both personally and 

professionally profitable. The attempts of ex-servicemen to interpret the 

experience of war through fiction can be seen, according to Hilderbidle, as an 

effort to organise and comprehend 'an experience which seems otherwise utterly 

foreign, chaotic, and incomprehensible.'6 Some ex-servicemen considered that 

the fictionalisation of the war was disfiguring and deceptive. By consciously 

permitting the reader the safety of fictional detachment, it was felt that the 'truth' 

about the war might not be fully acknowledged. 

Robert Graves criticised Sassoon on just these grounds for choosing to 

write his memoirs through the fictional device of George Sherston. Sassoon 

answered Graves's implication that his Memoirs of a Fox-Hunting Man was a 

'piece of facile autobiographic writing' by saying that 'Sherston is 1/ 5 of myself, 

but his narrative is carefully thought out and constructed.'? But it was the element 

of construction, and therefore what could be construed as contrivance, that 

Graves objected to. When he came to write his own memoir, he was quick to set 

out his attitude to those who fictionalise personal history. Invoking his great-

s Richard Aldington. 'Meditation on a German Grave.' Roads to Glocy. 1930. Arts and 
Literature Series 7. London: Imperial War Museum Department of Printed Books, 1992. 3-32. 
6. 
6 John Hilderbidle. 'Neither Worthy nor Capable: The War Memoirs of Graves, Blunden, and 
Sassoon.' Modernism Reconsidered. Eds. Robert Kiely and John Hilderbidle. Harvard English 
Studies 11. Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 1983. 101-21. 112. 
7 Robert Graves. In Broken Images: Selected Letters of Rob~rt Graves. 1914-1946, Ed. Paul 
O'Prey. London: Hutchinson, 1982. 208. 
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uncle, the 'first modern historian' Leopold von Ranke, he states that his intention 

is '"simply to find out how the things actually occurred."'8 Furthermore, he quotes 

von Ranke' s comments on the French historian Michelet; "'He wrote history in a 

style in which the truth could not be told."' (GTAT, 4) This could just as easily be 

taken as a statement from Graves himself on the misrepresentation inherent 

in war fiction. Indeed, Goodbye to All That had started life as a fictionalised 

account as early as 1916 when Graves was recuperating in England. This early 

version was 'stupidly written as a novel,' and soon abandoned. (GTAT, 92) He 

was 'ashamed at having distorted my material with a plot.' (GTAT, 333) The 

distortion, it is implied, protects not just the reader, but the ex-serviceman 

struggling with the reality of his experiences. To fully relate the truth, 

according to Herbert Read, an ex-infantry officer who was of the same 

opinion, the events must be allowed to 'speak for themselves unaided by any 

art.'9 The reality of the war can only be told, and only believed, if the account 

has the hallmark of 'undisguised history' upon it. (GTAT, 333) The genre of 

the ex-serviceman's testament is thus all important. The author's acceptance 

of a form which implies veracity will, it was hoped, encourage authenticity and 

dispel the sensationalism and exaggeration that Blunden classified as 

belonging to those books that made up the 'gaudy literature of "war."'10 But, as 

is implied by Graves's early fictionalisation of events and his post-war 

8 Robert Graves. Goodbye to All That. 1929. London: Penguin, 1960. 4. 
9 Herbert Read. In Retreat and The Raid. 1925, 1927. Arts and Literature Series 4. London: 
Imperial War Museum Department of Printed Books, 1991. 7. 
10 Edmund Blunden. 'The Storm of Battle.' Review. Fortnightly Review. 758 (1930): 275-76. 
275, 
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translation of those fictions into history, it is not simply a question of how to 

write,. but when to write that is important. 

In 1922, C.E. Montague predicted that 'a goodly literature of 

disappointment' would shortly emerge from the ranks of the ex-servicemen. 11 

The 'ungifted young people' had returned from the war and complained 

simply that they were "'fed up."' (Montague, 1) Now the gifted ones are 

'coming down to detail.' (Montague, 1) War books, by which I mean books 

both fictional and autobiographical by ex-servicemen relating the individual's 

experience of war, began to appear soon after the Armistice. They were 

published, in no great numbers, throughout the early 1920s and consequently 

they created little impact and were outweighed by the numerous regimental 

and divisional histories that appeared at the time. Towards the end of the 

decade, however, there occurred a seemingly incomprehensible explosion of 

war books. In 1928, Edmund Blunden's Undertones of War appeared, as did 

the first of Sassoon's Sherston trilogy. But 1929 was clearly the high-tide of the 

boom with Aldington's and Erich Maria Remarque's novels appearing, as well 

as Graves's and Charles Edmonds's memoirs. In the same year, R.C. Sherriff s 

acclaimed play Journey's End opened at the Savoy Theatre, London. The 

following year, Onions has calculated, saw the publication of thirty-six more 

war books, including Sassoon's Memoirs of an Infantry Officer and 

Manning's The Middle Parts of Fortune. The next few years saw a gradual 

decline in the production of war books though they continued to be written 

11 C.E. Montague. Disenchantment. London: Chatto and Windus, 1922. 1. 

r---
1 
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and published.12 Guy Chapman's A Passionate Prodigality and Frank 

Rich,ards's Old Soldiers Never Die both appeared in 1933, and Captain J.C. 

Dunn's The War the Infantry Knew was published as late as 1938. The rise 

and decline in numbers has as much to do, it must be said, with the attitudes 

of the publishers who wished to capitalise on the lucrative market by 

increasingly accepting more manuscripts from ex-servicemen writers. 

Graves believed that the conditions of war had upset his nervous 

system to such an extent that it was many years before he regained a sense of 

equilibrium. 'It has taken some ten years for my blood to recover.' (GTAT, 178) 

Only with the aid of temporal distance can he look back upon those events and 

experiences and conceive of recording them. Blunden, too, required a sense of 

perspective achieved through time to be able to consider his experiences on 

the Somme and at Ypres in literary terms. He had, like Graves, written a 

fictional account of his war, up to the outbreak of the Battle of the Somme, in 

1918, but, again like Graves, he did not proceed further with it. 13 His time in 

Tokyo provided the temporal, as well as the geographical, distance required 

for writing. According to Webb, the work is an 'attempt to see 1916-18 from 

12 For a year-by-year evaluation of the rise and decline of the war books boom see John 
Onions. English Fiction and Drama of the Great War, 1918-1939. Basingstoke: Macmillan, 
1990. 50., and Samuel Hynes. A War Imagined: The First World War and English Culture. 
London: Bodley Head, 1990. 424-25. 
13 Blunden had written this fictional account covering the period of his war from landing in 
France to his leaving Richebourg for the Somme in 1916. It was not published until 1930. It is 
quite possible that this version, entitled De Bello Germanico, would never have seen the light 
of day had not Blunden's brother, Gilbert, been given the manuscript to aid his intention of 
becoming a publisher. 
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1928.'14 Blunden did not just physically and mentally require time to recover, 

but actually incorporated it into his attitude to the writing of his personal 

history, allowing him to 'add perspective to the narrative.' (Webb, 89) There 

is, in the cases of both these writers, the sense that their later versions of 

events could not have been completed and would not have been composed 

with the attitude which they have, had the earlier accounts not been written. 

In his 'Preliminary' to Undertones of War, Blunden refers to his wartime 

account as being 'not much affected by the perplexities of distancing memory.' 

(UW, xi) Distance on the events has added a perspective which strips Blunden 

of the assumptions and attitudes he had at the time, allowing him to 

understand both himself and the events better. 

It is an attitude that the historian Basil Liddell Hart would have 

roundly commended. In 1930, he published his history of the conflict, entitled 

The Real War. Criticism was levelled at it, not simply on the grounds of the 

claims of the title, but on the issue of whether a participant in an event can 

achieve the level of objectivity demanded by historical documentation. In 

response to this issue being raised by the TLS reviewer, Liddell Hart wrote to 

the journal stating that if the reviewer had read his impressions written soon 

after the Battle of the Somme, in which he fought, the reviewer would have 

seen 'that I then shared the rose-coloured official view.' 1s By contrast, 'time, 

and fuller knowledge, have given me a different and perhaps truer 

14 Barry Webb. Edmund Blunden: A Biography. New Haven, CT: Yale University Press, 1990. 
91. 
15 Basil Liddell Hart. Letter. Times Literacy Supplement. 1480 (1930): 496. 
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perspective.' (Liddell Hart, 496) But, though this perspective achieved 

thr:ough the passing of time can be seen to aid objectivity and awareness, the 

memoirists, writing not the history of the entire conflict, but only their own 

part in it, do not require objectivity but a fuller understanding of their own 

subjectivity to write. The writing of memoirs, then, involves a compromise of 

timing. Distance and perspective are needed to disentangle one's personality 

from the damaging echoes of the war's terrible experiences. Yet the gradual 

lessening of these reverberations necessarily removes the ex-serviceman from 

the immediacy of his experience. The vividness, as well as the horror and daily 

anxiety, recede in the memory of the writer. 

The novelists, as has been seen, consulted their notes to spark their 

memory, but the accurate remembrance of detail and the frustration at its 

elusiveness were less troubling to them. The novelists, free from the 

constraints of autobiography, sought to encapsulate a general, some hoped 

universal, essence of the war rather than a specific and historical view. The 

memoirists, however, needed contemporary detail to flesh out the memories 

they had not been able to forget. Graves, like Blunden, uses a map issued to 

him before the Battle of Loos on the back of which he wrote the orders for the 

attack. Herbert Read preserved, 'rather by accident than by design,' a number 

of messages and maps relating to his experiences during the German advance 

of 1918. (Read, 7) Guy Chapman finds among his papers an old platoon roll: 

'three pages of names, numbers, trades, next-of-kin, religions, rifle numbers, 
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and so forth.' 16 Cecil Lewis complains that the task of memoir writing is not an 

easy ~:me as he kept no diary. But he still has his pilot's logbook in which each 

flight he made during the war is listed. Sassoon desired the taste of the trench 

tea in order to evoke the atmosphere of the time. 17 Similarly, Henry 

Williamson upon smelling the smoke from a wood fire, 'it must be deal wood, 

of which the ammunition and ration boxes were made,' is immediately 

transported back to the 'German dugouts above the Ancre valley at 

Baillescourt farm.' 18 Whether by stimulating the memory or the senses, the 

memoirists need reminding of the significant and the trivial details of their 

experience. Yet, even with the aid of such stimulants they are ever conscious of 

the gaps in their memory. 

Diaries, logbooks and notes made at the time certainly provide the ex

serviceman with a framework of historical detail. For Charles Edmonds this 

factual evidence was all that was required to write his memoir which was 

intended as 'an account of how a young soldier occupied his time, and a list of 

duties he was called on to perform,' and not 'a record of impressions 

received.'19 But most memoirists tried to give more than a 'factual war record' 

16 Guy Chapman. A Passionate Prodigality: Fragments of Autobiography. 1933. Southampton: 
Ashford, Buchan and Enright, 1990. 56. 
17 There was much debate over the genre of Sassoon's memoirs. He himself stated that 
Sherston's 'experiences were mine.' But Graves and Ottoline Morrell, amongst others, 
complained about his inaccuracies and omissions. Arnold Bennett, reviewing the first volume, 
classifies it as an 'autobiographical novel,' which is much closer to the truth. In any case, 
Sassoon considered it to be almost autobiographical, and thus his concerns with the 
recapturing of elusive memories are in line with the memoirists. See Onions, 135 and Thorpe, 
96. 
18 Henry Williamson. 'Reality in War Literature.' The Linhay on the Downs and Other 
Adventures in the Old and the New World. 1934. Stroud: Sutton, 1984. 224-62. 226. 
19 Charles Edmonds [C.E. Carrington]. A Subaltern's War. 1929. London: Anthony Mott, 1984. 
9-10. 
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in their accounts. (Edmonds, 10) In their cases the memory aids of diaries and 

notes give detail, but they are details that lack substance, that fail to recall the 

workings of their wartime minds. Thus, though Lewis has his pilot's logbook 

which notes details of each flight made, the facts 'strangely evoke[d] no 

answering ring in my memory.'20 His logbook informs him that on 25 May 

1916, for instance, he flew machine no. 5133 for one hour over the lines at La 

Boiselle at an altitude of 5,800 feet. His passenger was Lieutenant Brown, the 

weather was perfect with the wind from the West. His remarks for this flight 

provide some slight elaboration on these uninspiring but thorough details. 

'Officer to see segment of trenches. He saw more than he bargained for - i.e. 4 

Archies [anti-aircraft shells] right under our tail.' (Lewis, 90) But looking back 

on this entry twenty years later he 'do[es] not remember Lt. Brown. I do not 

remember the perfect day, nor the Archies under our tail.' (Lewis, 90-91) He 

regrets that he made no observations at the time other than those cold facts. 

What he thought insignificant and unworthy of recording then, the 'trivial 

passing impression[s],' might serve to 'unlock closed vistas in the mind.' 

(Lewis, 91) But as it is memory 'eludes and deceives.' (Lewis, 3) Lewis uses a 

suitably aeronautical metaphor to describe his situation in 1936. 

I am like a man on a rise, looking back over a plain where white 

ground mists lie, seeing isolated trees and roofs, upthrust 

haphazard, floating on the sea, without apparent connection with 

2° Cecil Lewis. Sagittarius Rising. 1936. London: Greenhill, 2003. 90. 



the lanes and fields beneath. I remember only incidents, and lose 

the vivid landscape of the time. 
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(Lewis, 91) 

Chapman, too, finds his memories of the war elusive, even though he has a roll of 

the men in his platoon. But for him the 'barren details' of names, numbers, trades 

and religions encourage the remembrance of 'the face of this man dead, of that 

vanished for ever.' (Chapman, 56) His memory is in fact so inspired that he can 

even recall 'their habits, their nicknames, the look of one as he spoke to you.' 

(Chapman, 56) But the recollection of those details only serves to remind him how 

little he knew of the men under his command. 'Did any of us know you?' he asks. 

(Chapman, 57) Chapman' s memories of his men are incomplete, but those sides of 

them that he is unaware of now, he was ignorant of at the time. Thus they 'still 

remain a line of bowed heads, of humped shoulders[ ... ] waiting, hoping and 
~ 

waiting - but unknown.' (Chapman, 57) The last months of the war, however, are 

almost entirely forgotten. 

The military effectiveness of an officer declined over time and through 

exposure to danger, and it seems also that the 'emotion-recording apparatus' of the 

mind of the officer was similarly affected. (GTAT, 305) Chapman certainly is 

afflicted with forgetfulness as individuals and events of the last six weeks of the war 

have 'lost their sharp outline.' (Chapman, 267) In retrospect those weeks are a 

mere 'set of disconnected pictures with periods of complete blankness.' (Chapman, 

267) Referring to an itinerary of villages and billets passed through during his 

battalion's advance, he can summon up 'no more explicit detail than the comer of a 
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shed and an icy wind.' (Chapman, 267) At the time he took little note of incidents 

and eyents and so his inability to recall those details fifteen years later is in fact an 

accurate recreation of his wartime mind. The details are elusive partly due to the 

passing of time and the conscious and unconscious effects of repression of horrific 

events but also because the ignorance of those details was actually a common 

predicament of the front-line soldier. 

Eric Hiscock, a young private soldier in the Royal Fusiliers at the time of the 

German advance of 1918, recalled as late as 1976 when he wrote his 

'autobiographical fragment,' that often he 'hadn't the vaguest notion where we 

were or what we were about to do.'21 He makes no reference to consulting 

memory aids whether he had them or not, but freely admits that 'days came 

and went without me knowing or caring more than whether the rations[ ... ] 

had arrived safely.' (Hiscock, 60) Certainly a private soldier had fewer 

responsibilities and less information given to him, and doubtless, though 

unacknowledged, the forty-odd years difference between the composition of 

his memoir and the majority of the others has further added to his 

forgetfulness and ignorance of detail. Blunden, too, is conscious of what he 

knew at the time, and what he has learnt since the war, and, though Cecil 

believes that 'inaccuracies infuriated him,' he is careful to separate the two.22 

Thus, his over-riding remembrance of the Somme, though since informed by 

21 Eric Hiscock. The Bells of Hell Go Ting-a-Ling-a-Ling: An Autobiographical Fragment 
Without Maps. 1976. London: Corgi, 1977. 100. 
22 Hugh Cecil. 'Edmund Blunden and First World War Writing 1919-36.' Focus on Robert 
Graves and his Contemporaries. 2.1 (1993) : 13-21. 14. 



218 

historical accounts, is that 'no one[ ... ] could say what had happened, or what 

was 4appening.' (UW, 73) Therefore in 1928, as in 1916, the battle for Blunden 

disappears into 'mystery.' (UW, 73) His own actions are recorded with what 

strength of memory he can muster, but as to accounting for the rest of his 

battalion, brigade or division, no attempt is made. Reference to the regimental 

diaries would no doubt correct this omission, as well as provide a more 

reliable historical verification of his own actions, but he does not investigate 

them. Yet, asks Blunden, 'does it matter greatly' that these details, unknown at 

the time, are missing? (UW, 17) His introduction to the second edition of 1930 

gives his emphatic answer. 

Returned to England, Blunden now has access to sources which were 

unavailable to him in Ja pan. 'I am now in reach of authorities and papers 

which could perhaps direct me towards blue-book precision.' (UW, xiii) 

However, he has undertaken 'no heavy reconstruction' for the new edition. 

(UW, xiii) In fact, some inaccuracies of 'time and situation' about which he has 

been informed have been left uncorrected. (UW, xiii) The reason for this, 

Blunden explains, is because 'their character is genuine.' (UW, xiii) The 

presence of inaccuracies in the memoirs of ex-servicemen, far from being 

symptomatic of a general inattention to historical research, is actually entirely 

authentic to the situation and the subject. Graves elucidates this point in a 

letter to the TLS. He initially cites all the varying factors of trench service that 

result in little contemporary detail being available to the ex- servicemen writer. 
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It was practically impossible (as well as forbidden) to keep a diary 

in any active trench-sector, or to send letters home which would be 

of any great post-War documentary value and the more efficient the 

soldier the less time, of course, he took from his job to write about 

it. Great latitude should therefore be allowed to a soldier who has 

since got his facts or dates mixed. 23 

Graves states a paradox which entirely reverses the normal conception of 

authenticity in autobiographies and which is uniquely applicable to the memoirs of 

those who served in the First World War. 'The memoirs of a man who went 

through some of the worst experiences of trench warfare are not truthful if they do 

not contain a high proportion of falsities.' (Graves TLS, 534) This mode of 

categorisation inevitably causes a split based on a front line and back areas divide 

among the many writers of the memoirs. If you can remember the wheres, whens 

and hows of your active service, Graves implies, you were not really there. It is the 

constant exposure to shell and machine-gun fire that causes these inaccuracies to 

creep in to the memories and the memoirs of ex-servicemen. 'High-explosive 

barrages will make temporary liar or visionary of anyone.' (Graves TLS, 534) 

Misremembering of detail is, in fact, entirely authentic. 'The old trench-mind is at 

work in all over-estimation of casualties, "unnecessary" dwelling on horrors, 

mixing of dates and confusion between trench rumours and scenes actually 

witnessed.' (Graves TLS, 534) But whether the ex-soldiers could remember the 

23 Robert Graves. Letter. Times Literary Supplement. 1482 (1930) : 534. 
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actualities of their experience, with or without the aid of diaries and contemporary 

notes, tpe translation of memories into text proved almost as problematic. 

One of Aldington' s short stories tells the tale of a troubled young officer 

contemplating the inevitability of his death. The officer, Bill Davison, tries to 

unburden himself of these oppressive and disenchanted thoughts by writing about 

them. But every time he tries to write it, 'he was immediately disgusted.'24 Words 

fail him. 'That wasn't what he had meant to say.' (Aldington, 177) Blunden realises 

that his account of the war is 'very local, limited, incoherent,' and as such 'almost 

useless' and oflittle value to anyone who has not experienced the war. (UW, xi) 

Chapman, similarly, explains that it was, both during and after the war, impossible 

to make those who have no experience of it understand life in the trenches 'as it 

must be understood, through all the senses.' (Chapman, 138) That the experience 

of the war is somehow indescribable is more than just a 'writer's complaint about 

the intractability of his material.' (Hilderbidle, 112) It is instead a statement of the 

fundamental nature of the experience of war. But many took issue with these 

attitudes when present in novels and memoirs. Admitting the inaccuracies seemed 

to permit the writer to willfully misrepresent the war. The concern was not just 

about how the writers remembered, but what effect a fragmented memory had on 

the memoirs and the inexperienced readers. 

24 Richard Aldington. 'Sacrifice Post.' Roads to Glory. 1930. Arts and Literature Series 7. 
London: Imperial War Museum Department of Printed Books, 1992. 163-86. 177. 
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THE LIE ABOUT THE WAR 

Memories of the war are not absolute and concrete in the minds of the ex-

. servicemen. They may seem pure and of the time but they have surely been 

affected and reconstructed by the experiences of the intervening years. Aldington 

dramatises this condition in his tale of Roland Cumberland's post-war memory of a 

visit he had made during the war to a German cemetery. Cumberland's recollection 

of his thoughts at a German soldier's grave are 'different from the event itself, 

although he thought it was the same.' (Aldington, 3) In fact, his memory has been 

affected by his 'subsequent experiences and reflections.' (Aldington, 3) A moment, 

no matter how significant, he implies, is never independent of personal 

experiences and memories. 'When something happened to us in the past, that 

experience was complicated by former experiences, and when we return to it in 

memory, it is complicated again by our present situation and all that happened in 

' 
between.' (Aldington, 3) This is clearly to be seen in Hiscock's memoirs, in which 

on two occasions he describes company officers with reference to Sheniff's 

Journey's End. 'Think of Osborne[ ... ] and you have Stewart [his company 

commander in England], avuncular, quietly courageous and doomed.' (Hiscock, 

16) His company commander in France, Captain Mason, on the other hand, is 'a 

slightly more extrovert Stanhope.' (Hiscock, 91) The play has been integrated into 

his personal memories of the war. The reality of the soldier's war and his memory 

of it are affected by his experiences of peace. Thus the memories can be 'distorted 

and discoloured by years of disillusion and regret' or sometimes 'sentimentalised 
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by the distance of time slowly widening between memory and fact.'2s Whether the 

wri~er remembers with cynicism or sentimentality, this issue caused a bitter battle 

amongst the ex-servicemen community of readers. As Leed argues, 'after the war 

the glowing memories of comradeship and endeavour were commonly separated 

from the horrors of war. Emphasis of one at the expense of the other often split 

veteran's groups into contending factions.'2 6 The argument centred on the issue of 

how the war should properly and authentically be remembered and depicted and 

flared up in response to the boom in war books of the late 1920s. 

Accounts of the war, both fictional and historical, began to appear during 

the war, and throughout the first few years of peace. But the arrival in 1929 of a 

play (Sherriffs Journey's End), a novel (Remarque's All Quiet on the Western 

Front) and an autobiography (Graves's Goodbye to All That), and the immense 

populru.ity of all three overshadowed all that had been written before. The first 

salvo of the disgruntled ex-servicemen readers was therefore levelled at the 

popularity of these works and the public's ignorance of those war books that 

preceded them. Douglas Jerrold, a former Naval Division officer and author of his 

unit's history, wrote a pamphlet, entitled The Lie About the War in which he 

attacks among other things the fact that many worthy books about the war had 

been ignored and denied their rightful place in the canon. 

History after histmy, diary after diary, personal records of great 

commanders, of junior officers, of journalists, of civilians, not to 

2s 'Pictures of the War.' Army Quarterly. 20.2 (1930): 361-69. 361. 
26 EricJ. Leed. No Man's Land: Combat and Identity in World War I. Cambridge: Cambridge 
University Press, 1979. 25. 

-
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published and hastily buried.27 
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The reason for this, claims Jerrold, is that the earlier books were written by men 

who 'had been close to the events [they] were writing of,' not for the public at 

large, but for 'men who also knew and had also suffered.' (Jerrold, 15) 

Though a slightly later book, Jerrold would have agreed with H.M. Tomlinson's 

appreciation of Blunden' s memoir as a book written 'by a ghost for other 

ghosts.'28 The great mass of the reading public, made up, in the opinion of 

Jerrold, of 'the literary profession[ ... ] the adolescent, and the middle-aged,' were 

in the early years of peace recovering from the 'silly illusion of inferiority' caused 

by the return of the demobilised soldiers. (Jerrold, 15) Thus Blunden surmises 

that these books, and he names A.P. Herbert's The Secret Battle (1919) and 

Arthur Graeme West's Diary of a Dead Officer (1918) as examples, came to 

the reading public 'too soon to be bound[ ... ] in cloth of gold.'2 9 Blunden does not 

imply that Sherriff or Remarque are 'authors of inferior stuff,' but simply points 

out that it is 'dangerous' to 'canonise' them, or to assume that, due to popularity 

or notoriety, 'A and B are monopolists of the genius and that all the rest of the 

alphabet can be left alone.' (MG, 12) Sherriffs play and Remarque's novel despite 

their immense success were not universally praised, however. 

27 Douglas Jerrold. The Lie About the War: A Note on Some Contemporary War Books. 
Criterion Miscellany 9. London: Faber and Faber, 1930. 15. 
28 H.M. Tomlinson. 'A Footnote to the War Books.' Out of Soundi~. London: Heinemann, 
1931. 213-45. 236. 
29 Edmund Blunden. 'Readers and Writers.' Manchester Guardian. 5 Dec. 1929 : 12. 
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Two anonymous letters to The Army Quarterly attack the 

represen,tation of trench life in the play. The common idea, states the first, is that 

the 'extremely effective melodrama' reproduces life in the trenches with 

'wonderful accuracy.'3° 'This it does not do.' (AQ, 20.1, 189) The second praises 

the 'excellence of its entertainment' but points out that it is 'not war as it was, but 

rather, to put it mildly, a tissue of impossibilities.'31 Every company commander, 

ranker officer and mess sergeant may well consider himself to have been 'grossly 

caricatured, if not cruelly libelled.' (AQ, 20.1, 190) He sums up by stating that far 

from exposing the reality of the war, or the reality oflife in the specific time and 

place of the play's setting, the play is actually 'dangerous and false as 

propaganda.' (AQ, 20.1, 190) Remarque's novel, similarly, which probably, writes 

Bond, 'exercised the widest influence,' also caused bitterness at the 

misrepresentation of the actuality of the war.32 The Army Quarterly's reviewer 

cannot but wonder 'how is it that translators and publishers are found for all 

these filthy foreign books?'33 The novel was launched with 'calculated publicity 

in Germany and was received there and in other countries[ ... ] with enormous 

enthusiasm.' (Bond, 822) The 1971 Mayflower edition of the novel claims on 

the sleeve, probably accurately, that it has had the 'largest sale of any war 

novel.'34 Jerrold hints that these writers have only gained their immense 

3° 'Company Commander.' Letter. Army Quarterly. 20.1 (1930): 189. 
31 'Ex-R.F.A.' Letter. Army Quarterly. 20.1 (1930) : 190. 
32 Brian Bond. 'British "Anti-War" Writers and their Critics.' Facing Armageddon: The First 
World War Experienced. Eds. Hugh Cecil and Peter H. Liddle. London: Leo Cooper, 1996. 
817-30. 822. 
33 'War Books and their Effect.' Army Quarterly. 20.2 (1930): 373-75. 
34 Erich Maria Remarque. All Quiet on the Western Front. 1929. Trans. AW. Wheen. London: 
Mayflower, 1971. 
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popularity by consciously targeting an audience outside of the community of 

ex-s~rvicemen. They have courted those readers that cannot match the literary 

accounts beside their own experience, and thus have sensationalised their 

recollections in order to cause a greater impact. 

Robert Graves's autobiography was published in November 1929 and 

very quickly gained both success and notoriety. Yet even before it reached 

publication it had caused two of his friends, Sassoon and Blunden, to become 

bitter and indignant towards him. After reading an advance copy of Goodbye 

to All That, Blunden was obviously seething with fury when he wrote to 

Sassoon on 11 November. 'I don't think a worse book was ever flung 

together.'35 He attacked Graves's inattention to detail, his 'trivial 

sensationalisms,' his 'coarseness' and his 'cruelty,' summing up the work as a 

'slop-bucket' and a 'thing in book's clothing.'36 Sassoon read the memoir and 

" was stung in particular by two passages. The first was a thinly disguised 

description of a visit Graves made during the war to Sassoon's home, where 

Sassoon's mother's desperate attempts to contact her dead son had kept him 

awake at night. Sassoon felt that the account would upset his mother. The 

second was a more contentious issue of copyright infringement. Graves had 

included, without Sassoon's permission, a copy of a verse-letter that Sassoon 

had sent to him from hospital in 1918. Sassoon went to the offices of Graves's 

35 Edmund Blunden. Letter to Siegfried Sassoon. 11 November 1929. Harry Ransom Research 
Center. The University of Texas, Austin. 
36 Edmund Blunden. Letter to Siegfried Sassoon. 17 November 1929. Harry Ransom Research 
Center. The University of Texas, Austin. 
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publisher, Jonathan Cape, and made a formal and angry demand that these 

passag~s be deleted before the book was published. Blunden certainly 

encouraged Sassoon's anger at Graves, but even without his intervention it is 

unlikely, writes Moorcroft Wilson, that Sassoon 'could have accepted Graves's 

book.'37 The friendship of the three had become strained by this stage, and 

Graves's book was for Sassoon, the 'last of a series of irritants in their 

relationship.'38 (Moorcroft Wilson, 239) Jonathan Cape informed Graves of his 

meeting with Sassoon six days before the intended date of publication, telling 

him that "'in order to quieten him down and prevent him from taking some 

drastic legal action"' he was forced to agree to his wishes and would replace 

the contentious passages with asterisks.39 But both Blunden and Sassoon were 

incensed at more than these two passages. 

Graves believed, according to his nephew's biography, that 'literal truth 

is relatively unimportant,' and that 'an artist can tell the truth by a 

condensation and dramatization of the facts.'4° The book was written in just 

three months, and Blunden and Sassoon believed that this was responsible for 

the inaccuracies that they felt to be a 'betrayal of the fighting men.' (Webb, 

37 Jean Moorcroft Wilson. Siegfried Sassoon: The Journey From the Trenches, A Biography 
(1918-1967). London: Duckworth, 2003. 239. 
38 These irritants were not on a purely professional level, and had much to do with their 
mutual interference in each other's personal affairs. For a full, if not conclusive or unbiased 
account of the breakdown and eventual reconciliation of the friendship, see Richard Perceval 
Graves and Martin Seymour-Smith for Graves's side; Barry Webb and Thomas Mallon for 
Blunden's side and a more objective perspective as presented by Jean Moorcroft Wilson. 
39 Cited in Martin Seymour-Smith. Robert Graves: His Life and Work. London: Hutchinson, 
1982. 195. 
40 Richard Perceval Graves. Robert Graves: The Years with Laura, 1926-1940. London: 
Weidenfeld and Nicolson, 1990. 103. 
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170) A week before its publication, the two sat down to annotate Goodbye to 

All That with 'over 300 corrections and hostile comments in the margins.' 

(Webb, 171) There are in all 5631 words of annotation on 250 of the book's 

448 pages, the greater part of these, including the sub-title 'The Welsh-Irish 

Bull in a China Shop,' being Blunden's. They were not the only readers critical 

of Graves's inaccuracies. Captain J.C. Dunn, the well-respected former 

medical officer of the 2nd Battalion The Royal Welch Fusiliers in which both 

Sassoon and Graves had served for a time, received an advance copy at 

Graves's request. Dunn's copy is also annotated, less thoroughly, with 

marginal notes such as 'rot' (twice), 'hyperbole,' 'fiction,' and 'balls.' Blunden 

and Sassoon's intention was to deposit their annotated copy in the British 

Museum. This plan was not carried out, and Blunden had to console himself 

with highlighting the book's fallacies through his review instead. 

Blunden was certainly antagonistic towards Graves, and probably still 

irritated by his review of Undertones of War which had appeared in the 

Nation and Athenaeum the previous year. Though Graves compared the 

memoir favourably to R.H. Mottram's Ten Years Ago, he complained that 

Blunden was 'too much of a gentleman,' and that everyone mentioned in the book 

is, similarly, 'more or less of a good fellow, or a stout fellow at least.' 41 However, he 

did complement its authenticity, stating that the memoir, unlike Mottram's, was 

full of 'the real stuff.' ('TH,' 420) Graves believed that Blunden' s loyalty to the 

Army, and the official view of the war, prevented him from 'heaping the shames on 

41 Robert Graves. 'Trench History.' Review. Nation and Athenaeum. 44.11 (1928) : 420. 
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critic~es Graves not just for heaping on horrors, but for the attendant 
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· misrepresentation of the war. His criticisms are less literary and more personal as 

he refers to Graves as 'incoherent' and 'aware of his own importance,' failings that 

are evident in the book, as well as the man.42 He corrects certain statements that 

Graves makes that pertain to him personally, and concludes that 'if Mr. Graves 

includes his slipshod prose in "All That,'' the valediction has its merits.' (TT, 1448) 

Blunden's review seems to support Seymour-Smith's evaluation that he was 

'simply envious' of Graves's success. (Seymour-Smith, 197) Blunden had modest 

hopes for the success of his own memoir, as his introduction implies: 'no one will 

read it[ ... ] No one? Some, I am sure; but not many.' (UW, xi) Indeed, this doubt 

seems to be upheld by The Bookman reviewer who states that Blunden's 

memoir could only be read with 'unflagging interest' by someone whose 

'experiences covered much the same ground and events.'43 Graves, by contrast, had 

every intention of reaching as wide an audience, and making as much money, as 

possible. 'He needed cash and was in a tearing hurry.' (Seymour-Smith, 191) 

Graves had planned a best-seller, and to that end, as he explained, 'more or less 

deliberately mixed in all the ingredients that I know are mixed in other popular 

books.' 44 While Blunden wrote for those who had experienced the war, Graves 

intentionally 'got hold of a large section of the non-literary public, and profited 

42 Edmund Blunden. 'The Soldier's Farewell.' Review. Time and Tide. 10,49 (1929): 1447-448. 
1447, 
43 R.L. Megroz. 'Undertones of War.' Review. Bookman. 75.448 (1929): 250. 
44 Robert Graves. 'Robert Graves Replies.' Daily Mail. 16 Dec. 1929 : 10. 
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thereby.' (Seymour-Smith, 193) But other critics, not driven by Blunden's personal 

anger ~d bitterness, found his book to be guilty of the greatest crime of war 

· literature: sensationalism. 

Commercial success, it was felt by many, could only be achieved by the 

conscious misrepresentation of the war through a morbid dwelling on the horrific 

elements to the exclusion of practically all others. The editor of The Bookman, 

writing in February 1930, found the recent 'ultra-realistic' class of war books 

'hysterical' in comparison to other less sensationalist works by other ex

servicemen.45 He considers Blaker's Medal Without Bar (1930) and H.M. 

Tomlinson' s All Our Yesterdays ( 19 3 o) to be fine examples of works that have 

a 'breadth of vision and sympathy,' and an understanding of the 'real significance 

of things.' (Bookman, 292) By comparison, the ultra-realistic novelists seem to 

be able to achieve their effect only through 'overloading their pages with crude 

details of abhorrent sights and obscenities of dialogue.' (Bookman, 292) The 

anonymous writer of a TLS leader, entitled 'The Garlands Wither,' set out to more 

comprehensively attack those books that are made up of scenes which are intended 

merely 'to shock, to excite, and to pander [to] the latent brutality of their readers.' 46 

The means by which they do this is to focus on the most horrible features of 

warfare: 'ghastly wounds, flowing blood, stinking corpses, rats feeding upon the 

slain, lice, mud, whole units mown down by machine-gun fire, military executions.' 

('GW,' 485) Significantly, in Graves's review of Undertones of War, Blunden is 

45 'The Bookman's Diary.' Editorial. Bookman. 77-461 (1930): 292-94. 292. 
46 'The Garlands Wither.' Times Literazy Supplement. 1480 (1930): 485-86. 486. 
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criticised for mentioning only 'one single self-inflicted wound' and 'no suicides or 

cou~-martial for cowardice.' ('TH,' 420) Graves was no doubt already 

considering the composition of his own autobiography which was to include 

instances of all three. 

Cyril Falls, a former infantry and staff officer and author of the 36th (Ulster) 

Division's history, compiled a partial survey of, predominantly English, war 

literature. His book served, according to the TLS leader writer, as a 'signpost 

pointing [ ... ] to where the healthy spots may be found and the paths that avoid the 

unhealthy.' ('GW,' 485) Falls sawthe success ofRemarque's novel as leading 

directly to the explosion in disillusioned and bitter war books. As many ex

servicemen saw Remarque's sales 'go soaring up into the hundred-thousands' 

many must have decided to venture into literature who may not have otherwise 

done.41 'This evidently was the stuff to give 'em.' (Falls, ix) In the cases of these 

works, and Falls certainly seems to be suggesting Graves's and Sherriffs in 

particular, 'shooting for cowardice[ ... ] is painted as a common occurrence,' 

and 'drunkenness among officers often appears to have been the rule rather 

than the exception.' (Falls, x) In short, the characteristics of these books, 

whether fiction or reminiscence, is a dwelling on 'every dirty little meanness -

of which in truth you will meet more in a month of peace than in a year of 

war.' (Falls, x) Summarising Goodbye to All That, Falls further foregrounds 

the exaggeration of detail that incensed Blunden and Sassoon. 'One might 

gather that thousands of men instead of a few hundred were executed, and 

47 Cyril Falls. War Books: A Critical Guide. London: Peter Davies, 1930. x. 
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that suicides were as common as blackberries.' (Falls, 202) These criticisms 

cannot be dismissed as personal and envious bitterness at the popularity and 

commercial success of Graves, Remarque or Sherriff. Instead, they are based 

on the attitude presented in the books which they believe misrepresent the 

war by a conscious or unconscious reliance on sensationalism. 

It was feared that these portrayals of the war could so fire the 

inexperienced reader's imagination that the reality or truth about the war 

would be overshadowed and entirely obscured. Douglas Jerrold complained 

that in books of this kind 'every ration party, every fatigue party and every 

wiring party is the subject of murderous fire, and[ ... ] a slightly wounded man 

is unknown.' (Jerrold, 20) In an attempt to illuminate these exaggerated 

claims, he wrote to a newspaper claiming that 'more than nine out of ten 

wounded men who reached the base hospitals recovered.' (Jerrold, 20) He 

received 'a score or more letters deriding the statement as a lie.' (Jerrold, 20) 

The illusion presented by the war books has been accepted to such an extent 

that Jerrold's statistics (the source of which is unstated) are damned as lies. 

Graves found himself under attack for making certain statements about the 

reliability of a Scottish battalion in his brigade during the Battle of Loos. He 

claims that he wandered into their neighbouring front line trenches and found 

most of the men asleep, no sentries posted, and no officers to be seen. Graves 

was interested to see that a number of senior officers of the Highland Light 

Infantry, the regiment in question, 'who were not present, however, at the 

time,' proposed to take 'official action' against him for printing the account in 
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his memoir.48 It is a notion that a writer for The Army Quarterly would have 

wholly supported. 'I agree with Sir Ian Hamilton that it would be a good thing 

· if an inquiry could be held so that some of these writers could be made to 

produce the evidence on which their alleged facts rest.'CAQ, 20.2, 374) The 

greatest lie, however, is that created inadvertently by the writers' attitudes to 

dwelling on the horrific moments of attack and inevitable slaughter. A book so 

full of massacres, military blunders and suicides has not the capacity to 

present the moments spent away from the trenches and danger. 

To present the war as a whole, it was felt that equal attention should be 

paid to those lighter moments of comedy and comradeship which existed side 

by side with the moments of fear, danger and death. Indeed, more time should 

be taken over describing the lighter than the darker moments as they occurred 

more frequently. Jerrold claims, with the help of statistics, that 

an infantryman of the old army, never sick, never on leave, never 

transferred to other duties and never absent from an engagement, 

could not have seen, during the whole duration of the war, more 

than 1,000 hours of actively dangerous fighting. 

(Jerrold, 37) 

In addition to this fact, he points out that 'countless hundreds of thousands of 

the soldiers of all the armies' never experienced 'more than the slightest risk.' 

(Jerrold, 37) Those books which choose as their subject the life of the 

infantryman in the moments of attack and slaughter are presenting, Jerrold 

48 Robert Graves. 'Soldier-Poet Hits Back at his Critics.' Daily Herald. 23 Dec. 1929 : 1 +. 1. 
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believes, a statistically small percentage of the life of a minority. They are not 

repres~ntative of the condition of war in all its facets. He believes that the 

writers' omissions of moments of rest prevents the 'relationship of the part to 

the whole' to be seen. (Jerrold, 23) Exaggeration of danger and discomfort, 

and minimisation of comradeship and mundanity is, to him, the 'ultimate, 

dastardly lie.' (Jerrold, 23) Where, asks Jerrold, are the periods of rest behind 

the lines, the football and cricket matches, the concert parties and sports days, 

the comradeship and where are the endless nights spent marching to and 

behind the lines, the fatigue, the boredom? 'The months of inactivity[ ... ] 

which make up nine-tenths of the life of an infantry soldier are missing.' 

(Jerrold, 30) Charles Edmonds, who had tried more than anything to write an 

historical account of his experiences on the Somme and at Ypres without 

'literary flourishes,' writes that his battalion lost seventy men killed on the 

first day of the Somme, 'about one in seven of our numbers.' (Edmonds, 

10/28) However, after being relieved from the front line, Edmonds makes a 

point of noting that when resting behind the lines 'someone organised a 

cricket match, officers versus serjeants (sic).' (Edmonds, 30) Furthermore, 

throughout their rest the battalion was entertained nightly by a 'troupe of 

pierrots, the divisional concert party, performing in a barn.' (Edmonds, 30) 

The absence of events such as these from disenchanted and bitter war books 

was thought to be the fault of the individual obsessed with the fate of the 

individual in wartime. As Williamson says of Graves, he 'has keen sight but 

with one eye, as it were.' (Williamson, 241) The war was not an individual 
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experience and thus to present it as such leads only to a misrepresentation of 

the r~ality. The truth about the war could only be told as it was lived: through 

a multitude of individual perspectives collected in a unit. 

THE INDIVIDUAL AND THE UNIT 

Jean Norton Cru, himself a French infantryman, began reading 

accounts written by his fellow soldiers as early as 1915. This study continued 

well after the Armistice and towards the end of the 1920s he struck upon the 

idea of assembling a catalogue of war books which 'exclude[d] the accounts of 

civilians and all but eye-witnesses.' 49 To this end he categorises and 

distinguishes the books by investigating the military record of their authors. 

In addition to judging the works by the authors' 'natural gifts, style, [and] 

manner of setting down their impressions,' Cru also takes into consideration 

' 
their 'duties and rank at the front, their fate (killed, wounded or unhurt) and 

the time they spent under fire.' (Cru, 4) This concern with establishing the 

author's 'credentials' and whether they are 'competent to testify' is based on 

Cru's belief, shared by many, that the front-line soldier is the only person 

situated to discover and disclose the reality of the war. (Cru, 2) Falls does not 

enter into a similar measuring of an author's right to speak of the war, but this 

sort of criticism appeared in many reviews. 

49 Jean Norton Cru. War Books: A Study in Historical Criticism. 1931. Trans. Jean Norton Cru, 
Stanley J . Pincetl, Jr. and Ernest Marchand. San Diego, CA: San Diego State University Press, 
1976. 3. 
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The easiest way to criticise a war book that did not evoke the essence of 

the wa~, it seems, was to call into question the author's knowledge of it. Thus 

Graves writes that R.H. Mottram's Ten Years Ago is so full of 'moralistic 

generalisations and Flanders Poppy sentiment' that it 'might as well have been 

written by someone who had never been in the B.E.F. at all.' ('TH,' 420) 

Graves's own experience of the Front is brought into question by Blunden in a 

letter to Takeshi Sato in which he points out that Graves 'saw relatively little of 

the front line.'s° Frank Richards was a regular soldier who served at the Front 

without interruption, never being wounded, transferred or promoted. Seeing 

veterans at post-war Armistice Day parades, he regrets that there is 'no 

distinction between the War medals' so that a clear demarcation between 

those who had served at the Front and those who had served at the base could 

be drawn.s1 It is a sentiment that Edmonds shared. In conversation with a man 

of his generation Edmonds can quickly tell whether he is, not was, a front-line 

soldier. 'Like a masonic password, a village-name, an allusion to some detail 

of trench-routine, a reaction to an anecdote, revealed a man as your comrade 

[ ... ] or as an impostor.' (Edmonds, 16) In a similar vein, Edmonds comments 

that Remarque's novel left him 'with a lingering doubt whether he had ever 

been there [the front line].' (Edmonds, 15) Many had written about the war, it 

seemed, who had not the experience to justify their impressions. But it was 

similarly thought that even those who had been to the Front and were now 

50 Edmund Blunden. Letter to Takeshi Sato. 4 Jan. 1930. Cited in Webb, 171. 
51 Frank Richards, D.C.M., M.M. Old Soldiers Never Die. 1933. London: Faber and Faber, 
1954. 323. 



writing with bitterness about things they had experienced were not only not 

represe,ntative of the Army as a whole, but unsuited to write objectively 

because of their backgrounds. 
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The editor of The Army Quarterly stated his belief that should a 

census be taken of the authors of the most popular war books, it would surely 

be found that a 'large proportion of them were professional writers.'s2 To these 

men, whose 'education and upbringing made their souls revolt against life in 

the Army,' the misery and waste of the war 'must have appeared in all its 

naked ugliness.' (AQ, 20.1, 9) Cru says that the French Army during the war 

was made up a higher percentage of 'educated men' serving in the front line 

than at any other time in its history. (Cru, 5) But, far from being an advantage 

to the soldier who attempts to document the particulars of his experience, the 

sensibilities of the writer actually hinder objective observation. For Cru, as for 

others, the natural sensitivity of the professional writer inevitably, in times of 

war, dwells on the horrifying miseries which are thus reflected in their 

disenchanted books. The TLS leader writer believes that the 'professional man 

ofletters [ ... ] is in many respects a bad witness to the effects of war upon his 

fellowmen.' ('GW,' 486) Significantly, he writes, professional authors are 

responsible for 'most of the gloomiest books,' whereas the 'unskilled' writers 

'bear their sufferings with far less complaint.' ('GW,' 486) An angry article in 

The Army Quarterly is vitriolic about these ex-servicemen authors, who 

were 'never strong-minded' and have since evidently become 'somewhat 

s2 Editorial. Army Quarterly. 20.1 (1930): 9-11. 9. 
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Considering all those far better men who died in the war and the way their 

237 

· mem01y has been degraded, he 'regret[s] that these writers were not among 

the fallen.' (AQ, 20.2, 374) Falls, summing up Graves, agrees that the educated 

and the imaginative are less able to see and write simply and without bias and 

exaggeration. Graves, he writes, is 'another example of the "intellectual" 

whose intelligence with regard to the War penetrates a much shorter distance 

than that of the plain man.' (Falls, 202) According to Jerrold, however, the ex

serviceman authors are not prone to dwelling upon the miseries and 

senselessness of the war purely due to their education, but predominantly 

because they are individuals writing the experience of the individual in war. 

The war appears 'meaningless and futile' when considered from the 

'standpoint of the individual.' (Jerrold, 22) Whether consciously or not, the 

disenchanted writer presents the war 'always and continuously' from the 

viewpoint of the individual helplessly caught up in it. (Jerrold, 22) Thus, 

inevitably the atmosphere of the account will be infused with hopelessness, 

confusion and futility. One individual soldier engaged in a modern battle 

which involves hundreds of thousands of men on both sides cannot affect the 

outcome with either his independent success or failure. The real fighting unit 

of the First World War, according to Jerrold, was not the 'individual, the 

section or the company[ ... ] but the division.' (Jerrold, 22) Victories or failures 

could not be created by one man, or even a thousand men, but only by the 

12,000 men of a division. The effect that this has upon our reading of the 
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memoirs is clear. The writing of one man's life or death is pointless; little 

overall $ignificance will be derived from it. The life of an entire division must 

be written in order to comprehend the war and its meaning. 

A British division consisted of three brigades made up of three or four 

infantry battalions. A division was an army in miniature, with its own medical, 

artillery, transport, supply, training and intelligence detachments. The writing 

of a unit history thus required, unlike the writing of an individual's memoir, 

thorough understanding of the activities of all these constituent parts. Each 

detachment, and battalion, kept a war diary, a record of movements, locations 

and losses, and every one of them must be consulted. Yet even this is too 

narrow a resource base, according to Everard Wyrell.s3 Focusing on one 

division only, without considering the 'larger view,' leads to a history which 

lacks 'all sense of proportion, or relation with the operations as a whole.'54 The 

scale grows ever larger, almost to the point of describing the 'position of the 

whole British Army so that major operations may be more easily understood.' 

(Wyrell, 389) In this ever expanding viewpoint, there is no room for 

mentioning individuals. Wyrell recommends that the historian does not 

'lumber the text of your history with casualty lists, honours, etc.' (Wyrell, 

390) The place for these is in the appendices. Actions for which the Victoria 

s3 Everard Wyrell was a professional writer of regimental histories and was much in demand 
in the decades following the war. He was commissioned to write the official histories of The 
Middlesex Regiment, The Gloucestershire Regiment, The Duke of Cornwall's Light Infantry, 
The Somerset Light Infantry, The West Yorkshire Regiment, The King's (Liverpool) Regiment 
and the histories of the 19th and the 50th Divisions. 
54 Everard Wyrell. 'On the Writing of "Unit" War Histories.' Army Quarterly. 6.2 (1923) : 386-
90. 389. 
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Cross is awarded may be included in the body of the text, but only 'if they have 

any tactical effect,' otherwise they should be included as a footnote only. 

(Wyrell, 3 9 o) The individual is almost completely excluded. Cyril Falls, 

however, believed that it was vital to include 'some tinge of humanity' in a unit's 

history without which it would appear 'bald and dry.'ss He attempted to do so in 

his history of his old division, the 36th (Ulster) Division, because military history 

without a 'picture of life as it was lived in the days of war' is like 'dry bones 

without flesh to cover them.' (Ulster, xv) Kipling also, who was commissioned in 

1917 to write the history of his late son's regiment, The Irish Guards, attempted to 

include as much about the personalities of the regiment as about the facts and 

figures of its war service. 

Kipling is certainly atypical of regimental historians. He had no experience 

of the war with which to appreciate the veracity, or lack of it, of his sources. He 

was, however, sensitive to the inherent difficulties of authoritative reporting by 

his sources. 'Survivors confuse dates, places and personalities, and in the 

trenches, the monotony of the waiting days and the re iti)11.on-work of repairs P- / 

breed mistakes and false judgements.'s6 Thus he tries only to give 'soberly and 

with what truth is possible' the facts about the activities of the regiment. (Kipling, 

23) Kipling seems to follow Wyrell' s advice to this end, and relies primarily on the 

battalions' war diaries and maps and a 'few private letters and documents' which 

he received. (Kipling, 23) The history has, as Buitenhuis writes, 'plenty of glory' 

55 Cyril Falls. The History of the 36th (Ulster) Division. 1922. London: Constable, 1996. xiv. 
56 Rudyard Kipling. The Irish Guards in the Great War: Edited and Compiled from their 
Diaries and Papers. 1923. 2 vols. Staplehurst: Spellmount, 1997. 23. 
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but 'also a great deal of sombre fact.' 57 He does not draw any more attention to 

the de&ths or instances of valour of men of the regiment than that supplied by his 

appendices. His technique rests, in the opinion of George Webb, upon his 

'exceptional descriptive powers, his empathy with soldiers under breaking-strain, 

and his habitual passion for detail.'5s The 'flatness' of Kipling's narration and his 

'almost numbing' attention to detail is the 'hallmark of the book.' (G.Webb, 13) 

Yet reviewers, including Falls and Blunden, made special note of Kipling's 

moments of inaccuracy in matters of detail. 

Falls regrets that Kipling 'had not more expert assistance' in the searching 

out of the truth. (Falls, 117) Similarly, Blunden notes that Kipling 'constantly falls 

sh01t [ ... ] in sheer want of comprehension.'59 Inaccuracy of detail is not to be 

accepted in unit histories, as they are in individuals' memoirs. But the implication 

is in both reviews that Kipling, ignorant as he is of the actuality of trench life, is 

not situated favourably for the compilation of such a book. Having said that, 

Kipling's record 'cannot be regarded as orthodox military history' in any case, not 

because of the inaccuracies but because he has made no such pretensions. 

(G.Webb, 15) No volume, Kipling announces, 'could hold the full tale of all that 

was done.' (Kipling, 25) Instead he attempts to recreate the 'authentic 

atmosphere' of the battalions. (G.Webb, 15) To do so, he invokes an anonymous 

57 Peter Buitenhuis. The Great War of Words: Literature as Propaganda 1914-1918 and After. 
London: B.T. Batsford, 1989. 170. 
58 George Webb. Foreward. The Irish Guards in the Great War: Edited and Compiled from 
their Diaries and fapers. By Rudyard Kipling. 1923. 2 vols. Staplehurst: Spellmount, 1997. 7-
19. 13. 
59 Edmund Blunden. 'Mr. Kipling Reconstructs.' Review. Nation and Athenaeum. 33 (1923) : 
122-23. 123. 
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and fictional Guardsman to provide comment and opinion in parentheses which, 

he hopes, lends authenticity and personality to the stark details of the military 

history. The Army Quarterly reviewer, as well as Falls, found this affectation 

'very effective,' likening the role of the anonymous soldier to that of the 'chorus in 

a Greek play.'60 The fact that these remarks are most probably fictional does not 

trouble the reviewer, believing as he does that they 'seem to give what was in the 

men's minds at particular moments.' (AQ, 6.2, 432) Blunden, however, found 

them to be 'incongruous,' full of'languidness' and 'exaggeration' which 'conflicts 

with memory' for one who had experienced the conditions of trench warfare. 

(NA, 33, 123) Kipling was aware, as Falls was, of the danger of producing a dry 

and unevocative account of war based on regimental records and attempted to 

counteract and enrich their blandness. He realised that both the magnitude 

and the humanity of the war must be combined to produce a lasting and 

complete account. It was, however, Captain J.C. Dunn, D.S.O., M.C., D.C.M., 

former medical officer of the 2nd Battalion The Royal Welch Fusiliers whom 

Sassoon, Graves and Richards admired and respected so much, who managed 

to fulfill this ethos. 

The incubation period of Dunn's book was longer than most books of 

its kind, but this is indicative of the enormity of the project. Dunn had kept a 

diary throughout his almost three years of uninterrupted service with the 

battalion and this formed the basis of his account. In addition to his own 

recollections, he solicited contributions from over sixty ex-soldiers, mostly 

60 'The Irish Guards in the Great War.' Review. Army Quarterly. 6.2 (1923) : 430-33. 432. 
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officers, of his own battalion as well as other battalions in their brigade. He 

began.this process of collecting testimonies in 1925 on learning that a 

regimental committee had been appointed with the task of gathering material 

and selecting an editor for the regimental history. Major C.H. Dudley Ward, 

formerly of The Welsh Guards, was appointed as editor and Dunn 

immediately began corresponding with him and the committee suggesting a 

syllabus to cover the 2nd Battalion's activities, which 'forcefully and clearly 

outlined his approach to writing a regimental history.'61 Dunn argued that 

what was required was 'as much personal recollection as possible from as 

many officers, N.C.0.s. and other ranks,' thus presenting a broad perspective 

and panorama of the war and the battalion. (Simpson, xxv) He submitted the 

fruits of his research to Ward but was 'bitterly disappointed' when the 

regimental history was published in 1928. (Simpson, xxix) Dunn felt that 

Ward had 'failed to use the best contributions' as well as producing many 

'factual errors.' (Simpson, xxix) He had by this time worked his sources into a 

narrative manuscript of his own for which he had gained permission from the 

regimental committee to publish, provided he waited until after Ward's 

history had appeared, and that he did not call his work a "history." 

Dunn believed that the significant factor in his book should not only be the 

amalgamation of many recollections, but also the immediacy of those recollections 

61 Keith Simpson. Introduction. The War the Infantry Knew 1914-1919: A Chronicle of Service 
in France and Belgium with the Second Battalion His Majesty's Twenty-Third Foot, The Royal 
Welch Fusiliers, Founded on Personal Records, Recollections and Reflections, Assembled, 
Edited and Partly Written by One of their Medical Officers. By Captain J.C. Dunn. 1938. 
London: Abacus, 1994. xix-li. xxv. 
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'with a minimum of afterthought if any at all.' (Simpson, xxxii) Thus Dunn 

rewor}<ed his manuscript 'restor[ing] it to the form of a diary.' (Simpson, xxxii) He 

· would have wholeheartedly agreed with Cru's description of the suitability of the 

diary form for war memoirs. Dates 'constitute a frame' which prevents the 

contrivances of novels and some memoirs. (Cru, 37) Furthermore, they are an 

'obstacle to invention, a reminder to honesty.' (Cru, 37) The strict adherence to 

dates certainly requires Dunn to place equal emphasis on moments out of the line 

as on moments of attack. Thus the telescoping of events, the quick reduction of the 

activities of 'months into paragraphs - or even into three asterisks on a page,' is 

avoided. (Jerrold, 21) Similarly the presentation of a number of individuals' 

testimonies displays both the magnitude and the humanity of the events described. 

For instance, Franks Richards recalls in his memoir the ordinary soldiers' irritation 

at having their rum ration docked by a certain Divisional General. Yet this 

'impmtant item was omitted' from Ward's history which has no space to 

accommodate the trivial and the personal. (Richards, 273) Significantly, however, 

Richards's disgruntlement at the lack of rum is recorded in Dunn's book. Both 

Richards and Sassoon contributed, but Dunn rejected Graves's proffered testimony 

'on the grounds that [it was] heavily infiltrated by fiction.' (Bond, 821) There was 

no place for Graves's literacy interpretation and inaccuracy in Dunn's literal and 

factual account. 

It is the range and quality of Dunn's contributors, and the way in which they 

are allowed to stand independently and acknowledged in their own words that 

impresses Blunden who, with Sassoon, had encouraged Dunn to go ahead with his 
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project. 'It would seem that the infantry battalion concerned never lacked someone 

who w:as really in action and could observe and write.'62 Even so, there are episodes 

for which Dunn is forced to admit he has insufficient testimony. Dunn served with 

the battalion from August 1915 until he was gassed and forced to leave it in May 

1918. For this time, his account relies heavily on his own diaries and notes. The 

events that are not as well documented fall outside of Dunn's time with the 

battalion. Thus on 23 October 1914 the battalion was engaged in stopping the 

German advance from the Fromelles Ridge near La Cordonnerie Farm. 

The day proved to be the prologue to an epic f01tnight during which 

shelling and sniping went on all day, and never quite stopped at 

night; there were occasional attacks by day, and repeated attacks 

every night: about which the Battalion has contributed only meager 

scraps of news, and few of these refer to the two Companies that 

endured most, C and D.63 

However such moments of insufficient data are rare. The book as a whole is 

'more varied and many-sided than perhaps anything attempted yet on similar 

lines.' (LM, 220) Indeed, the significance of the book is that, despite it being 

a record of one particular battalion's war, it manages to transcend the specific 

appeal of such histories and communicate something about the condition of 

the war as a whole. It could almost be the account of any infantry battalion, for 

62 Edmund Blunden. 'Four Years of War.' Review. London Mercury. 39.230 (1938) : 220-22. 
220. 
6

3 Captain J.C. Dunn. The War the Infantiy Knew 1914-1919. 80-81. 
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every ex-serviceman would recognise at least one event, character or location 

in the book which recalls an element of his own war. 

The account was published anonymously and though Dunn was a 

modest man, and deeply sensitive of the fact that he was only an attached 

officer to the battalion, the predominant effect is the distancing of a subjective 

and biased hand from the work. His refusal to accept authorship implies 

above all his understanding that the war cannot be told from the lone 

individual's perspective, but only from a multitude of individuals' viewpoints 

collected to present a mosaic of experience. Perhaps the highest praise is that 

bestowed by The Army Ouarterly's reviewer. The book, in his opinion, 

deserves to be entitled 'The Real War,' had not Liddell Hart appropriated it 

with 'considerably less justification.'64 But as it stands, the title The War the 

Infantry Knew speaks volumes as to Dunn's intentions. It suggests the 

generic qualities in the book while also declaring that the infantry's point of 

view was special, unlike any others and perhaps only partial. Furthermore, he 

establishes an attitude that is unaffected by post-war retrospection whether of 

factual details or personal or political opinions. The book took twenty years to 

produce, thus missing the boom of the previous decade. Unaffected by the 

publishing atmosphere of that time, it is able to stand as a record in all its 

diversity and immediacy of events which occurred in the rapidly receding past. 

64 'The War the Infantly Knew.' Review. Army Quarterly. 38.1 (1939) : 145. 
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MAPPING MEMORY 

~lunden clearly discovers that the memories of his war are bound to 

the geography of his war. Officers were issued with larger maps of the Front 

on arrival at their battalion, and more detailed ones before going into battle. 

Chapman received the maps Lens 11 and Hazebrouck 5a, the same two maps 

that Blunden took with him to Japan, when he was posted to his battalion in 

1915 and they were to be his 'constant bedfellow[s] for another three years.' 

(Chapman, 33) Thus, for this class of ex-serviceman, cartography which was 

so integral to their understanding of their daily life at the Front is the key by 

which they recall those activities. Enlisted soldiers, however, were prepared 

for attacks by life-size recreations of the battlefield, rather than abstract 

interpretations. Manning dramatises one such instructional exercise during 

the Battle of the Somme. The 'patient, rather unimaginative men' advance 

over a field marked out with tape to represent the trenches and objectives they 

are to assault, knowing that the intention is to furnish them with a 'kind of 

map.'6s But the absence of shell and machine-gun fire, barbed wire and 

casualties actually makes the soldiers 'more perplexed.' (Manning, 165) 'They 

knew there was something incomplete about it.' (Manning, 165) The apparent 

realism of the field, and the disconce1ting simplicity and abstractness of it, 

makes them realise that they will be unprepared when they see the actual 

battlefield. What they want is not a map of the physical terrain they must 

65 Frederic Manning. The Middle Pa1ts of Fortune, Somme and Ancre. 1916. 1930. London: 
Penguin, 2000. 164. 
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traverse, but a 'map of the strange country through which their minds would 

travel on the day, with fear darkening earth and filling it with slaughter.' 

(Manning, 165) This is what the memoirs are retrospectively attempting to 

provide. 

Much can be derived from the way in which memoirists and historians 

use maps in their texts. It is significant to note that though Blunden utilised 

maps to aid his memory, he does not provide them in his memoir. (Fig. 13) In 

fact, only Edmonds, the most historical of the memoirists, uses maps in order 

to aid the reader. Hiscock even subtitles his account 'an autobiographical 

fragment without maps.' (Hiscock, 73) On the other hand, when the scale of 

the writers' attention broadens from the individual to the unit, the inclusion of 

'good and suitable maps' to explain troop disposition becomes 'most 

important.' (AQ, 10.1, 113) 'It is possible to show on a map information that 

' 
would require many lines of print.' (AQ, 10.1, 113) Even in the histories 

discussed, there is complete diversity in representation style. Dunn includes 

twenty-seven 'sketches' (rather than 'maps') to illustrate his account. The 

sketches are of large scale and simplified design, resembling the military style 

of map-making which features only the most important elements of the 

landscape with the minimum of aesthetic distraction. (Fig. 15) Significantly, 

David Langley's biography of the same battalion, though necessarily 

borrowing much from Dunn's work, elects not to use these sketches, though 

they are 'full of intimate and vital detail.' (Langley, 3) He feels they 'fall short 

of modern reader's expectations.' (Langley, 3) (Fig. 14) Falls unusually uses 
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only one large scale map in his history, whereas Ward includes dozens of maps 

and ~mbeds them in the text rather than isolating them, as Dunn does, in the 

appendices. Kipling's maps are the most idiosyncratic. They are highly 

decorative with calligraphic flourishes for place names, crossed sabres at the 

sites of battles, and intricately stylised borders in which birds, skull-and

crossbones and shamrocks are interwoven. (Fig. 16) The TLS reviewer found 

them to be invested with the 'romance and dignity of charts of old voyages.'66 

They may well be, but quite how such a style is appropriate for the subject 

matter is not clear. George Webb, too, is unsure of Kipling's intention but 

hazards that he may have found the maps an 'effective foil to the mud and 

blood of reality.' (G.Webb, 14) Even in this, the most scientific means of 

representing the history of the war, there was diversity and subjectivity in 

style and scale. 

There was no authoritative and entirely reliable viewpoint on the war. 

The battles conducted over the memories of ex-servicemen as presented in 

memoirs and autobiographies were bitter because there was an assumption 

that there was an experience of the war that could be classed as 'average' or 

'normal.' Indeed, Graves's soundest defence of his book was to describe it as 

an account of a 'particular and not at all typical time in which I took part.' 

(DM, 10) If Graves acknowledges his experience as atypical then the 

arguments as to his misrepresentation of the conditions of war cannot be 

valid. The events could be true, as far as he can remember. Every serviceman 

66 'Mr. Kipling and the Irish Guards.' Review. Times Litermy Supplement. 1109 (1923) : 265. 
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had different experiences of the war, and those who survived had their 

memqries influenced by their survival and their experiences of the post-war 

world. Whether these memories have become elaborately exaggerated like 

Kipling's maps or sternly and unimaginatively factual like Dunn's sketches, 

then they must still be acknowledged as authentic. They are created by the 

war, and coloured by the peace. That there was no average and universal 

experience of the war is not acknowledged by ex-servicemen engaged in the 

struggle to represent the war. It is a disconcerting concept which only serves 

to isolate them in a lonely salient of individual and personal memory. 
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CHAPTER VI 

WH:eN THE GUNS FELL SILENT: THE ARMISTICE, SILENCE 

AND THE DEATH OF THE BATILEFIELDS 

At 11 o'clock on 11 November 1918, the guns finally fell silent all along 

the Western Front. They had rumbled on for over four years reaching a 

crescendo in Ypres, on the Somme and at Verdun for months at a time. The 

preliminary bombardment for the Battle of the Somme in 1916, and the 

blowing of the mines on the Messines Ridge in 1917 were of such magnitude 

that they could be heard, and even felt, in Southern England. But the long 

months between campaigns saw only a slackening, not a cessation, of the 

continual artillery activity. It was never all quiet on the Western Front, not in 

incident and certainly not in terms of artillery, machine-gun or rifle fire. Dawn 

and dusk in the Ypres Salient were heralded by the routine half-hour German 

artillery strafes of the lines. As techniques were developed, artillery and 

machine-guns could be targeted on roads and villages known to be used at 

night, ensuring that even in darkness there was no cover. The ever-presence of 

the guns made many combatants, like Robert Graves, conceive of the end of 

the war in terms of their silencing. 'We always thought of the end of the war as 

"when the guns stop."'1 Now, on the morning of 11 November, in a second, the 

guns did stop. 

1 Robert Graves. Goodbye to All That. 1929. London: Penguin, 1960. 210. 
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The tide of war had favoured the Allies since the summer. The German 

breakthr~ugh in March, and their unrelenting pressure in the following 

months, had retaken all the land gained by the Allies in 1916 and 1917 and 

almost split the British and French armies. The Allies retreated in the face of a 

progressively exhausted German army and struck back in late summer. The 

Germans were now forced to retrace their steps over the scarred battlefields, 

leaving isolated and resilient machine-gun posts as their rear-guard. Days 

before the Armistice was actually announced, it was evident to many 

combatants that the war was nearing its end. On the evening of 9 November, 

the British 33rd Machine Gun Battalion at Aulnoye held a 'one-franc 

sweepstakes about the exact time of the armistice.'2 The nature of this new 

phase of open warfare, the antithesis of all those years of static trench fighting, 

was such that units were dispersed, and their precise locations hard to 

pinpoint. 

Nevertheless, the news of the approaching ceasefire spread rapidly on 

the morning of the 11th, reaching most units before the appointed hour and 

some advanced units after it. Despite the prospect of peace, there was no 

slackening of the British advance, and hostilities continued right up to the 

appointed moment. Perhaps the most famous incident of this kind is that of 

Brigadier-General Freyburg's attack on the German-held village of Lessines. He 

wrote to Winston Churchill reporting that his cavalry 

2 Stanley Weintraub. A Stillness Heard Round the World: The End of the Great War. 
November 1918. London: Allen and Unwin, 1986. 77. 
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rushed [the German] outpost lines at the gallop at 5 minutes to 

eleven and charged into the village only 9 strong shooting up the 

streets with revolvers and chasing bosche round blocks of 

buildings. We captured a bridge head at 2 minutes to eleven and 

mopped up the village to the tune of 4 officers 102 other ranks and 

several machine guns.3 

It was, in Freyburg's opinion, 'the most wonderful finish to my war.' (Gilbert, 

416) Private Orin Fye, an American gunner, recalls his officer reminding the 

unit that 'an 11:00 cease-fire meant that they were to fire until 11:00.' 

(Weintraub, 202) For the artillery, who were left behind in the wake of the 

rapidly advancing infantry and cavalry, the moment of the Armistice could be 

marked in only one way. 

The guns could not be permitted to peter out. Peace should not be 

allowed to spread slowly, but should be heralded in by the crash of a1tille1y 

fire. The significance of the guns falling silent was not lost on the artillerymen 

and several batteries, according to Frank Sibley, acted out a ceremony of noise 

in anticipation of the stillness. 'In one battery each man took a shell and 

waited in line for his turn to fire the gun.' (cited in Weintraub, 202) The 

officers of another battery all took hold of the firing lanyard of a single gun 

and fired the unit's last shot. Yet another battery, with a desire to include as 

many men as possible in that momentous moment, attached long ropes to its 

3 Martin S. Gilbert. Winston S. Churchill. Vol. 4. Companion Part I. London: Heinemann, 
1977. 416-17. 



255 

guns' lanyards. 'Some two hundred men got hands on each rope, and one man, 

with a. watch, went out forward.' ( cited in Weintraub, 170) On the stroke of 11 

o'clock, the man dropped a handkerchief and the guns sounded in unison for 

the final time. 'Eight hundred men could claim to have fired that "last shot."' 

(Weintraub, 170) What followed was silence. The Western Front was 

suddenly, not progressively, at peace. An American Signals unit, conscious 

that peace would not be seen but heard, made a recording of the moment of 

Armistice. (Fig. 17) The read-out from their six microphones makes that 

silence visible. The jagged lines clearly show that all guns are firing before 11 

o'clock. After the hour, the lines are at rest and flat, but for two small 

depressions picked up by one microphone which are due to the exuberance of 

a soldier firing his pistol in celebration. Apart from the occasional excited 

American, the Western Front was silent. It was a silence that many found 

unnerving. Captain Llewelyn Evans of the 2nd Battalion The Royal Welch 

Fusiliers recalls that 'the most remarkable feature of that day and night was 

the uncanny silence that prevailed.' 4 It is only when he hears 'no rumbling of 

guns, no staccato of machine-guns' that the reality of this new peace is borne 

in upon him. (Dunn, 568) 'The War was over.' (Dunn, 568) The association of 

peace and silence was similarly made by many other combatants. Richard 

Blaker's a1tillery officer in his novel Medal Without Bar (1930), Captain 

4 Captain J.C. Dunn. The War the Infantzy Knew, 1914-1919: A Chronicle of Service in France 
and Belgium with the Second Battalion His Majesty's Twenty-Third Foot, The Royal Welch 
Fusiliers, Founded on Personal Records, Recollections and Reflections, Assembled, Edited 
and Partly Written by One of their Medical Officers. 1938. London: Abacus, 1997. 568. 
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Charles Cartwright, wakes after taking a long earned rest on the afternoon of 

Armisti.ce day. On waking, Cartwright suddenly notices the stillness. He 

stands 'suspended in the void of the new silence that was peace.'s The men of 

the battery 'moved and shouted,' and the horses 'chuffed and stamped and 

snorted,' but they do not break Cartwright's awareness of the 'deathly quiet.' 

(Blaker, 637) Yet how can this new silence of peace still carry the association 

of death when it ultimately indicates life? To see how silence is redefined by 

the Armistice, we need to understand the serviceman's interpretation of the 

clamour of war. 

ALL NOISE AND NO NOISE 

Shell-fire could be intense when an attack was being made or repulsed but 

in a bizarre consequence, it could be too intense to be heard. Sassoon's George 

Sherston learns of this odd effect of war from a wounded comrade in 1916. Durley, 

who has been wounded in the throat forcing him to speak in a 'strained whisper' 

has the war 'very much on his mind.'6 The vividness of his account of the battalion's 

engagement at Delville Wood, from which Sherston was absent, and his own 

muted voice reveal the inaudibility of the shelling. Waiting to go over the top, 

Durley remembers that the shells of the preliminary bombardment were 

'screeching overhead.' (Sassoon, 389) But he does not recall the sound of the 

shells impacting, only their effect: 'the earth going up in front of the Wood, 

5 Richard Blaker. Medal Without Bar. London: Hodder and Stoughton, 1930. 637. 
6 Siegfried Sassoon. The Complete Memoirs of George Sherston. 1937. London: Faber and 
Faber, 1972. 388. 
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and twigs falling on my tin hat.' (Sassoon, 389) As the moment for the attack 

appr?ached, the shelling intensified, but this too has a visual rather than an 

auditory impact. 'When it got near zero, the earth was going up continuously.' 

(Sassoon, 389) The intensity of the sound had dulled his senses. The 

explosions were not heard but felt. 'You couldn't hear the shells coming -

simply felt the earth quake when they arrived.' (Sassoon, 389) It was, he says, 

a strangely cinematic effect of 'all noise and no noise.' (Sassoon, 390) Blaker, 

too, dramatises this inaudibility of intense gunfire. Cartwright stands in an 

observation post directing his battery's fire upon Beaumont Hamel during the 

Battle of the Somme. Though the shells pour into the shattered village, he can 

hear 'no distinguishable sound' from the place. (Blaker, 179) The noise is so 

powerful and uniform that it 'cancelled itself out into something not unlike 

silence.' (Blaker, 179) The effect, whether from the proximity of Durley's 

advanced trench, or Cartwright's more distant observation post, is visual 

rather than auditory. The earth seems to Cartwright to be 'engaged in a tense 

writhing,' though no distinct sound seems to accompany its death throes. 

(Blaker, 179) Noise, then, when it is present in abundance, is paradoxically 

also absent. It drowns itself. When it is truly absent, however, the resultant 

unexpected silence is palpable and grows into something more terrible than 

the inaudible shells. 

In his 1933 memoir, Private Franks Richards of the 2nd Battalion The 

Royal Welch Fusiliers remembers the front line on an unusually still night in 

the summer of 1917. Despite the pleasant summer's night, Richards finds it 
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'much too quiet for my liking.'7 The guns on both sides are silent and the 

'still~ess was uncanny.' (Richards, 167) He passes along the trench talking 

with 'several of the old hands' and learns that these experienced soldiers 

'didn't like it no more than I did.' (Richards, 167) They all felt that 'something 

was going to happen.' (Richards, 167) The stillness of the night is interpreted 

by the old soldiers as a premonition, much as preliminary bombardments 

were, of some approaching action. The silence is measured only as an absence 

of expected noise. It is merely an intermission, a false peace, which will be 

broken, with some relief, by a further outbreak of machine-gunning or 

shelling. In Undertones of War (1928), Blunden recalls coming in after two 

hours spent supervising a wiring party. He similarly associates the heightened 

anxiety of the 'horrid silence' of the trenches with the darkness of the night. 8 

The enemy was always invisible to the men in the trenches, but the close 
~ 

companionship of comrades did much to ease the anxiety. At night, even one's 

fellow soldiers were often rendered invisible. Sound then becomes both a 

frightening and reassuring reminder of the proximity of others. It breaks the 

isolation but also exposes. Manning's Private Bourne, in The Middle Parts of 

Fortune (1930), notices this loneliness rendered by silence and darlmess as he 

makes his way with his company along a communication trench to the front 

line. He hears an occasional 'shell travel overhead' and the 'distant rattle of a 

machine-gun' but they do not serve to break 'a silence which seemed to touch 

7 Frank Richards, D.C.M., M.M. Old Soldiers Never Die. 1933. London: Faber and Faber, 1954. 
167. 
8 Edmund Blunden. Unde1tones of War. 1928. London: Penguin, 2000. 124. 
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the heart with a finger of ice.'9 The night remains 'so still, so peaceful' and yet 

'so e~raordinarily tense.' (Manning, 160) The silence is only broken when the 

man in front of him, whom the night and the scene had rendered invisible and 

inaudible, stumbles on a duck-board and curses. 'That reminder of man's 

proximity broke for a moment the dream.' (Manning, 160) But for the 

momentary intrusion of others, Bourne is trapped by darkness and silence in 

'some soulless region on the shadowy confines of hell.' (Manning, 160) 

Richards, Blunden and Manning record the anxiety of the strangely silent 

trenches only in passing, but in Ford Madox Ford's Parade's End (1924-28) 

the noise and silence of the war become its principal terror. 

Ford Madox Hueffer was 42 when he gained a commission in The 

Welch Regiment in the summer of 1915.10 A year later he was posted to the 9th 

Battalion who were engaged on the Somme. He was stationed with the 

battalion transport when, in late July, he received minor wounds and 

concussion from a nearby explosion. He struggled with his shell-shock thereafter 

and was engaged on various jobs behind the lines in France until, in the spring of 

1917, he was sent home for good. He spent the remainder of the war attached to the 

Staff in Yorkshire lecturing troops on a wide range of military subjects for which he 

had both a talent and an enthusiasm. Ford, according to Saunders, realised when 

9 Frederic Manning. The Middle Parts of Fortune: Somme and Ancre, 1916. 1930. London: 
Penguin, 1990. 160. 
10 He did not Anglicise his name until after the war, apparently some time during the summer 
of 1919. The following biographical information is taken from Max Saunders. Ford Madox 
Ford: A Dual Life. 2 vols. Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1996., and Max Saunders. 
Introduction. War Prose. By Ford Madox Ford. Manchester: Caracenet, 1999. 1-21. 
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he was in France that he was 'the only novelist of his age to be in the fighting.' 11 This 

made it, all the more necessary that he should 'bear witness,' and from this time in 

late 1916, he 'began to take a literary view of the war.' (Saunders, 5) It took him 

until 1923, when he wrote to H.G. Wells to tell him that he 'had got over the nerve 

tangle of the war and [felt] able at last really to write again.'12 What he was writing 

was the novel that would turn out to be the first of his Parade's End tetralogy. 

From the very outset of the first book, Some Do Not ... (1924), Christopher 

Tietjens, Ford's principal character, is defined by his reluctance to talk. Macmaster, 

Tietjens's opposite in his affability and ambition, believes that women in general, 

and Tietjens's beautiful but ruthless wife Sylvia in particular, do not like him due to 

his taciturnity. Tietjens's 'looks and his silences alarmed them.'13 But Tietjens is 

soon to meet Valentine Wannop at breakfast in the country house the two are 

journeying to visit. As the owner, Rev. Duchemin, rants, and Macmaster 

ingratiates himself with Mrs. Duchemin, Valentine and Christopher talce the 

opportunity of'gazing at each other.' (Ford, 86) Ford bases their ensuing 

relationship on the inability of speech to truly communicate. As Calderaro points 

out, Ford uses the 'breakdown oflanguage' and the disjointedness of his own 

narrative structure as a symbolic recreation of the breakdown of 'a fading world 

which had to establish new codes and new means of communication.'14 Tietjens's 

11 Max Saunders. Introduction. War Prose. By Ford Madox Ford. Manchester: Caracenet, 
1999. 1-21. 5. 
12 Richard M. Ludwig. Ed. Letters of Ford Madox Ford. Princeton, NJ: Princeton University 
Press, 1965. 154. 
13 Ford Madox Ford. Parade's End. 1928. London: Penguin, 1982. 19. 
14 Michela A. Calderaro. A Silent New World: Ford Madox Ford's Parade's End. Bologna: 
Cooperativa Libraria Universitaria Editrice Bologna, 1993. 73-74. 
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taciturnity is nowhere more clearly seen, or rather heard, than in the episode in 

which he escorts Valentine to her home on a dog-cart. The two had been 

transporting Gertie, a suffragette friend of Valentine's, to a safe-house, and 

Ford shows them first when they are travelling homewards through the misty 

and still night. Valentine has just jumped from the cart and 'completely 

disappeared into the silver' of the low-lying mist. (Ford, 124) Tietjens is 

suddenly alone. Valentine, the horse and the ground are entirely obscured by 

the mist. Valentine asks him to '"make a noise from time to time'" to navigate 

by. (Ford, 125) But Tietjens is unable to say a word. Their journey thus far had 

been peppered with sporadic conversation but mostly they had travelled in 

silence. 'Not absolutely silent of course, but silentish!' (Ford, 130) After she 

jumped and vanished, Tietjens wanted to call out but he was unable to. 'He 

had not known this young woman twenty-four hours, not to speak to, and 

already the convention existed between them that he must play stiff and cold, 

she warm and clinging.' (Ford, 129) But Valentine needs sound to orientate 

herself in the dark and invisible world of the mist. Tietjens finally manages to 

make noise, but not by speaking. He whistles, sings, recites German poetry 

and rattles the whip-stock. The relationship between the two is already cast in 

the convention of silence. In marked contrast to the gossiping and vindictive 

Sylvia and Mrs. Duchemin, they seek the only remaining form of intimate 

communication. Silence becomes, according to Calderaro, a 'favourable, 

positive solution' to the noise and prattle of hurtful and dishonest speech. 

(Calderaro, 81) When Tietjens finds himself at the Front, or rather just behind 
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it, Ford is able to show this silent and taciturn figure in the face of blasting and 

forceful poise. 

The second book of the series, No More Parades (1925), is centred 

almost entirely in France and on Tietjens. It begins in a reinforcement depot 

which is being shelled while Tietjens and a fellow officer, the shell-shocked 

Captain Mackenzie, go through the paperwork of a waiting draft. The 

explosions outside and all around the hut in which they sit reverberate with 

such force that their effect is not merely auditory but physical. 

An immense tea-tray, august, its voice filling the black circle of the 

horizon, thundered to the ground. Numerous pieces of sheet-iron 

said, "Pack. Pack. Pack." In a minute the clay floor of the hut shook, 

the drums of ears were pressed inwards, solid noise showered 

about the universe, enormous echoes pushed these men - to the 

right, to the left, or down towards the tables, and crackling like that 

of flames among vast underwood became the settled condition of 

the night. 

(Ford, 291) 

Later, when Tietjens is in temporary command of a battalion in the trenches, the 

sound of shelling becomes figuratively imagined as the dropping of 'an immense 

collection of fire-irons: all the fire-irons in the world.' (Ford, 610) At another time, 

the sound is like 'the rushing up of innumerable noises determined not to be late.' 

(Ford, 556) The sound seems to be the insane music of a lunatic orchestra. 'The 

performers threw about biscuit tins filled with horseshoes; they emptied sacks of 
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coal on cracked gongs, they threw down forty-storey iron houses.' (Ford, 559) But 

alway~, despite his varied attempts to describe the sound of explosions, Ford insists 

· on the physical impact of those sounds. The reverberations, running through a 

trench, like 'black angels gone mad,' are like solid noise which 'swept you off your 

feet. .. Swept your brain off its feet.' (Ford, 557) Silence was employed by Tietjens 

and Valentine as an appropriate means of overcoming the intolerably prattling and 

meaningless noise of society. But the sounds, the solid noise, of explosions cannot 

be defeated so passively. Tietjens and Mackenzie argue in the hut during the 

bombardment, yelling 'sharp, injurious, inaudible words' in an attempt to drown 

out the engulfing noise. (Ford, 293) Comfort comes, not from ignoring the 

crescendo of noise, but by attempting to defeat it by creating more noise. The 

extravagant display of power that the shelling represents leaves the two in an 

intolerably frail position. But by trying to 'out-shout the row you were safe ... That 

was not sensible, but you got ease that way!' (Ford, 305) When the shelling stops 

the ensuing silence is also felt physically. 

The sudden absence of noise leaves a vacuum which silence floods to fill. 

After being braced against the noise, the stillness is 'painful to ears in which the 

blood audibly coursed.' (Ford, 293) The silence is not only physically but 

emotionally painful. The anticipation and anxiety of awaiting the next searing 

crash of an explosion could strain the nerves immeasurably. With the Armistice 

that anxiety should have been lifted. Before examining Ford's interpretation of the 

moment of peace, it is worth examining how that moment was received by the 

troops at various points on the Western Front. 
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C.E.W. Bean, the war correspondent and official historian of the Australians 

in the w1:1r, described the Armistice as 'the gates of the future silently open[ing].'1s 

The phrase is particularly apt. The future and the prospect of a peaceful life free 

from danger broke upon all the armies in a sudden and engulfing rush of silence. 

It was, moreover, a silence that was too profound for many soldiers to dream of 

breaking. The editor of the 56th (London) Division's magazine, The Dagger, 

records that when victory came 'we were perhaps too tired to shout.'16 There was 

'no cheering, no noise,' only a 'sigh of thankfulness.' (Dagger, 2, 2) Lieut. B.H. 

Puck.le of the 9th Battalion The Royal Welch Fusiliers wrote the following day that 

he had seen 'no signs of rejoicing or revelry.'11 Ultimately the soldiers of his 

battalion received the news 'so quietly.' (Liddle, 54) The New Zealanders received 

the news with the same air of subdued relief that their Australian and British 

comrades did. Their unit magazine records that the news 'fell strangely flat,' and 

the day passed 'as many an old day had done - marching back to billets.'1s The 1st 

Battalion The Queen's Own Cameron Highlanders also received the news 'very 

quietly' when they were at rest at Fresnoy le Grand.19 Ten days later they were 

marching to the Rhine as a part of the Army of Occupation when, on the outskirts 

1s C.E.W. Bean. Anzac to Amiens: A Shorter History of the Australian Fighting Services in the 
First World War. Canberra: Australian War Memorial, 1946. 515. 
16 Editorial. The Dagger or 'London in the Line': The Magazine of the 56th (London) Division. 
2 (1919): 2. 
17 Lieutenant B.H. Puckle, 9th Battalion The Royal Welch Fusiliers, letter 12.11.18. Liddle 
Collection. Cited in Peter Liddle. 'Britons Overseas.' At the Eleventh Hour: Reflections, Hopes 
and Anxieties at the Closing of the Great War. Eds. Hugh Cecil and Peter Liddle. Barnsley: Leo 
Cooper,1998.52-67.54. 
18 'The Division.' Chronicles of the N.Z.E.F.: Record of Matters Concerning the Troops. 5.58 
(1918) : 219. 
19 '1st Battalion Notes.' The 79th News: The Queen's Own Cameron Highlanders. 145 (1919) : 
32. 
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of Laneffe, they were met by 'a procession carrying a banner and headed by the 

local b~nd.' (79 th News, 145, 3 2) The inhabitants of the village, they surmised, 

had apparently 'decided to await the arrival of the first British unit to be billeted 

there, in order to celebrate the Armistice.' (79th News, 145, 32) The band 

intended to march the battalion into town where 'the Burgomaster and the Cure 

were to make welcoming speeches.' (79th News, 145, 32) But at a fork in the 

road on the outskirts of the village, the troops, who had been 'held back with 

the very best intentions,' left the procession despite their 'alarm and 

despondency' and avoided the village, the speeches and the celebrations. (~ 

News, 145, 32) There were no celebrations for Guy Chapman's battalion 

either. In A Passionate Prodigality (1933), he records that they were 

marching back to rest at Bethencourt when they heard the news, and although 

the regimental band played, 'there was very little singing.'20 In an effort to cure 

the officers' apathy, their recently arrived American medical officer 'drank half 

a bottle of whisky, and danced a cachucha.' (Chapman, 273) The officers 

watched 'his antics with dull eyes and at last put him to bed.' (Chapman, 273) 

But at least Chapman and his fellow officers had access to alcohol, had they 

been so inclined. Most units who where in the forefront of the advance had no 

such resources for celebration. Frank Richards recalls that, in the village in 

which he was billeted, 'there was no booze[ ... ] to add to our cup of happiness.' 

(Richards, 314) As the correspondent for the Cameron Highlanders reports, 

20 Guy Chapman. A Passionate Prodigality: An Autobiographical Fragment. 1933. 
Southampton: Ashford, Buchan and Enright, 1990. 272. 
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Fresnoy le Grand had by Armistice Day 'no inhabitants, shops, or estaminets,' 

and t,hus the place 'did not exactly lend itself to celebrations.' (79th News, 

145, 32) The reality of the conditions in the forward zones of the advance 

present a practical, rather than an emotional, reason as to why the front-line 

troops received the news silently. There was simply neither the resources nor 

the temperament for revelry. Further behind the lines, where life was more 

normal, the opportunity for celebrations was presented and taken noisily. 

At Heule, near Courtrai, Sergeant A.J. Butler records that all of the 

'pipe bands of the battalions were out playing one against the other.'21 The 

men added to the cacophony by firing Verey lights and rockets and the 

civilians joined in the celebrations. Liddle suggests that the troops who had 

not so recently been in action were also more receptive to celebrations, as too 

were the civilians who had 'not been under the additional strain of a German 

fighting withdrawal through their streets.' (Liddle, 55) Though the troops in 

the front line remained 'calm and sober,' the further one was from the Front 

the greater, and the noisier, were the celebrations.22 Ekins, discussing the 

Australian units reception of the Armistice, points out that the enthusiasm of the 

rejoicing 'tended to increase with distance from the front line.'23 Armistice night 

was at its noisiest, of course, outside of France. Oliver notes that in Canada, from 

21 Sergeant A.J. Butler, Lowland Division, Signal Company R.E. Letter 8.30 p.m. 11.11.18. 
Liddle Collection. Cited in Peter Liddle. 'Britons Overseas.' At the Eleventh Hour: Reflections, 
Hopes and Anxieties at the Closing of the Great War. Eds. Hugh Cecil and Peter Liddle. 
Barnsley: Leo Cooper, 1998. 52-67. 54-55. 
22 J.M Bourne. Britain and the Great War 1914-1918. London: Edward Arnold, 1989. 101. 
23 Ashley Ekins. 'Australians at the End of the Great War.' At the Eleventh Hour: Reflections, 
Hopes and Anxieties at the Closing of the Great War. Eds. Hugh Cecil and Peter Liddle. 
Barnsley: Leo Cooper, 1998. 157-80. 158. 
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'Sydney, Nova Scotia to Victoria, British Columbia, Canadians rang in peace with a 

bang.'.24 In Canada, if not in Mons where the Canadian detachment was billeted, 

'relief was palpable and loud.' ( Oliver, 186) Relief was perhaps at its loudest in 

London. 

The threat of bombers had caused the street lamps to be extinguished in 

the capital for the duration of the war, and so the peace was greeted with 

illumination as well as noise. The celebrating crowds could best be described as 

well-mannered rioters as they 'blew horns, waved flags, sang and danced.'2s They 

overturned trams, set fire to them and even chased those they thought to be 

conscientious objectors.26 Troops of many nationalities mingled and were feted by 

the civilians. The only moment of silence came when a group of blinded and 

disabled soldiers paraded through the streets. They were all 'cheerful, singing and 

hurrahing,' but the civilians who saw them 'could not summon the courage to 

cheer.'27 Sassoon himself was in Llmdon dining with Richmond Temple at an 

Armistice dinner of the 'kind calculated to annoy him with its triumphalism.'2s 

Graves too was not at the Front for the Armistice but received the news as if he had 

been. The 'hysteria' did not touch his camp in Wales, despite some Canadians 

travelling to Rhyl to celebrate in 'true overseas style.' (Graves, 289) The news sent 

24 Dean Oliver. 'A Canadian Armistice.' At the Eleventh Hour: Reflections, Hopes and 
Anxieties at the Closing of the Great War. Eds. Hugh Cecil and Peter Liddle. Barnsley: Leo 
Cooper, 1998. 181-88. 186 
2s 'Delight of Light: Radiant Joy at Night.' Daily Mail. 12 Nov. 1918 : 3 . 
26 A group of Australian soldiers reportedly overturned an omnibus, and, taking the wooden 
floorboards from it, set fire to them at the base of Nelson's Column in Trafalgar Square. The 
marks of the fire can still be seen at the base of the Column. 
2 7 'The Cheerful "Broken Men."' Times. 13 Nov. 1918 : 3. 
28 Jean Moorcroft Wilson. Siegfried Sassoon: The Journey From the Trenches, A Biography 
(1918-1967) . London: Duckworth. 2003. 11. 
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him out alone 'cursing and sobbing and thinking of the dead' as he walked on the 

anciel).t battlefield of an older war at Rhuddlan. (Graves, 289) Ford's Tietjens is 

also absent from the Front on Armistice Day. He too is on an old battlefield, that of 

the rooms in Lincoln's Inn that he had once shared with his estranged wife, rooms 

that she has vindictively stripped of all furniture, light and sound. 

The third book of Ford's tetralogy, A Man Could Stand Up-- (1926), 

which is almost entirely set on Armistice Day, begins at the girls' school in which 

Valentine is employed as a 'physical instructress.' (Ford, 503) At the precise 

moment of the Armistice she is walking through the 'underground passage from 

the playground to the schoolroom,' and thus does not hear the sound 'for which the 

ears of a world had waited for years.' (Ford, 505) The maroons or sirens or aircraft 

guns, 'whichever it had been,' had sounded noticed by all but her, leaving her in 

silence. (Ford, 505) The telephone that she had been summoned to answer, thus 

dislocating her from history, did not adequately herald the news. Instead, the call 

from Mrs. Duchemin, now Lady Macmaster, had actually warned her of Tietjens' s 

presence in London. The 'long, tinny, nightjar' s calls' of the telephone and the 

disjointed connection with Mrs. Duchemin remind her instead of the prattling, 

hurtful noise of years ago. (Ford, 528) She tears the receiver from its cord finally 

severing the pre-war connection with futile sounds. She is left alone, 'in a sort of 

nonconformist cloister,' as all noise recedes. (Ford, 513) The girls have been 

dismissed and with them goes the sound of celebration 'towards a cumulation at a 

distance.' (Ford, 508) Thus Valentine's silent reception of the news of peace is 

inadvertently in accordance with that of the troops at the Front. Unlike the 
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schoolgirls and the rest of the city, she is alone but she does not think of the dead as 

Graves does. Her brother in the Navy is safe, Tietjens is, after two years of silence, 

still alive and on Armistice night, at this moment which constitutes a 'crack across 

the table of History,' she will go to him. (Ford, 510) 

Entering the square in which his rooms are situated is for Valentine 'like 

being suddenly dead.' (Ford, 645) The square is like a backwater which the flowing 

tide of celebrating and cheering humanity ignores. The house itself is dark and 

silent and empty. Meixner suggests that the barrenness of the house mirrors post

war England stripped, as it is, of its 'treasure, human and otherwise.'2 9 Hynes 

believes it reflects Tietjens' s emptied and bare state of mind.3° I would argue, 

however, that Ford is forging a stronger relationship between this little corner of 

cloistered London and the barren and scarred battlefields of France than with the 

surging and celebrating crowd outside. The shouting of the crowd through which 

Valentine had jostled had become a 'solid and unvarying thing.' (Ford, 645) It 

becomes 'like life' and thus the house which is by contrast 'so silent and so still' 

assumes the aspect of death. (Ford, 645) The house is not entirely emptied of 

furniture. There is a telephone which, like the one in the schoolroom, is 'dead' and 

'disconnected.' (Ford, 649) 'They would be cut off from the world on Armistice 

Night.' (Ford, 649) In an upstairs room she finds 'a camp-bed for the use of officers 

[and] a bucket with a rope handle, a washing-basin, a table.' (Ford, 650) These are 

29 John A. Meixner. Ford Madox Ford's Novels: A Critical Study. Minneapolis, MN: University 
of Minnesota Press, 1962. 216. 
3° Samuel Hynes. A War Imagined: The First World War and English Culture. London: Bodley 
Head, 1990. 433. 

I ---
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all army issue khaki items which are foreign and incongruous in the eighteenth

century ];louse and the twentieth-century celebrations. Valentine is being 

imaginatively dragged silently to the Western Front, to Tietjens' s life there. The 

connection with the front line is further reinforced and the connection with 

England further severed when Tietjens returns. Captain Mackenzie arrives still 

shell-shocked and irascible, and is followed by a number of subalterns with whom 

Tietjens had served. Tietjens had been wearing civilian clothing when she arrived, 

but in the front line tinged upstairs room, he excuses himself and returns in 

uniform. The two are pushed together by the group of celebrating officers who are 

'doing their best to make a little roaring unit.' (Ford, 672) 

An officer, yelling like an enraged Redskin, dealt him an immense blow 

behind the shoulder blades. He staggered, smiling into the centre of the 

room. An officer gently pushed her into the centre of the room. She was 

against him. Khaki encircled them. They began to yell and to prance, 

most joining hands. Others waved the bottles and smashed underfoot 

the glasses. [ ... ] 

They were going round them: yelling in unison: 

"Over here! Porn Porn Over here! Porn Porn! 

That's the word, that's the word; Over here .... " 

At least they weren't over there! They were prancing. The whole world 

round them was yelling and prancing round. They were the centre of 

unending roaring circles. 

(Ford, 673-74) 
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The celebration of their long-awaited coming together is, as Haslam comments, 

proof that 'some little joy can be salvaged from the suffering undergone.'31 But the 

joy to be salvaged is not, as she claims, in their impending 'sexual union,' but in 

their resolution and victory over the unnecessary and prattling noise that 

attempted to destroy their relationship. (Haslam, 108) "'One has desperate need,"' 

stammers Tietjens, finally connecting conversation with emotion, "'of talk.'" (Ford, 

659) Out of his years of self-imposed silence, the Armistice has significantly 

brought his 'one consuming need' to the surface: 'the desperate desire to talk, to 

enjoy intellectual companionship.'32 The anniversary of the Armistice, however, 

would not be celebrated but commemorated. And instead of being associated 

with the raucous noise of England, it would be forever linked in memory and 

ritual with the silence of the front line. 

Exactly one year on from the Armistice, at 11 o'clock on 11 November 1919, 

the guns, maroons and sirens sounded momentarily throughout Britain. What 

followed was two minutes of complete and engulfing silence. King George V had 

requested this national pause as a fitting and suitable form of remembrance and 

communal commemoration. The notion was quickly seized upon and advertised 

through the press. The Daily Express announced four days before Armistice Day 

that all would 'gladly interrupt our business and pleasure, whatever it may be and 

31 Sara Haslam. Fragmenting Modernism: Ford Madox Ford, the Novel and the Great War. 
Manchester: Manchester University Press, 2002. 108. 

32 Richard A. Cassell. Ford Madox Ford: A Study of his Novels. Baltimore, MD: The Johns 
Hopkins Press, 1961. 237. 
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unite in this simple service of Silence and Remembrance.'33 The impact of "The 

Silence/ as it soon came to be called, was 'enormous.'34 The public had 

'universally responded' and many believed that it should become a 'regular act of 

commemoration, occurring annually.' (Gregory, 17) Gregory has attributed the 

success of the Silence to its multi-layered symbolic meaning. Firstly, it carried a 

religious sense of prayer and 'communion between the living and the dead.' 

(Gregory, 18) In this regard, it mirrors Valentine's appreciation of the silence 

inhabiting the square in Lincoln's Inn. Secondly, it is both a public and a private 

ceremony. It enforced a 'public unity of action' requiring all through 'fear of 

shame' to be silent and reverent, yet it was paradoxically 'intensely private.' 

(Gregory, 18) 'Each individual was alone for two minutes with his or her own 

thoughts.' (Gregory, 18) The sense of isolating silence that Manning, Blunden and 

Richards experienced on the Western Front here is thus partly recast. This post

war silence is not terrifying and anxious, it is solemn and respectful, but it is still 

only an intermission from the general bustle and noise of the city. Most 

significantly for this study, the Silence acts as an obvious symbolic recreation of 

the moment the guns stopped firing on the Western Front. Even today, the firing 

of a gun indicates the partition between the noise of general life and the Silence. 

All of the varying meanings of the significance of the Silence must be seen 

as an effort to drag the national consciousness back in time and geographically 

33 Editorial. Daily Express. 7 Nov. 1919 : 1. 

34 Adrian Grego1y. The Silence of Memory: Armistice Day 1919-1946. The Legacy of the Great 
War Series. Oxford: Berg, 1994. 17. 
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away to the Western Front of November 1918. It seems to suggest a retrospective 

shame.at the memory of the wild and raucous celebrations of the first Armistice 

Day in Britain. The silence of the front line was more appropriate and is thus 

adopted. It becomes a war memorial in its inaudibility. It connects the listener with 

the Western Front as much as it, like the Cenotaph and the Unknown Warrior, 

serves to show the distance between the living and the dead, between Britain and 

the front line. The link it forges with the dead becomes paramount to the meaning 

of the Silence, particularly for the bereaved relatives. For Gregory, the Silence 

acknowledges and honours the sacrifice that the relatives have made, as well as 

that made by the dead and is a perfect demonstration of 'mute solidarity with the 

bereaved.' (Gregory, 24) The Oxford Magazine writes on the tenth anniversary of 

the Armistice that the commemorative ritual is 'essentially a civilian ceremony' 

which 'no soldier could have invented.'35 Yet the original ceremony of silence was 

created by soldiers and gunners and existed only on the Western Front. The 

ceremony, if not the sentiment, was transported to Britain the following year. 

Silence at the Front meant life free from death; in Britain it meant remembering 

the sacrifice of the dead and bereaved. The civilians and the dead were 

incorporated into the meaning of the Silence, but an important group were 

excluded: the ex-servicemen themselves. 

35 'Anniversary.' Editorial. Oxford Magazine. 47 (1928) : 147-48. 148. 
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THE VANDAL HAND OF PEACE IS SPOILING THE BATTLEFIELDS 

, Moments after the Armistice in When A Man Could Stand Up--, 

Valentine ponders the fate of Tietjens now that he has returned from the war. Lady 

Macmaster considers him to be mad. 'Dotty and too morally deteriorated' to be 

welcome to the fashionable rooms of the socially ambitious Macmasters. (Ford, 

521) Valentine realises that there will soon be millions of ex-servicemen in exactly 

the same predicament. 'The impoverished War Heroes would all be coming back.' 

(Ford, 521) These 'bothering' ex-servicemen were already a 'pressing national 

problem;' soon however, they would become an 'overwhelming one.' (Ford, 521) As 

early as 1916, discharged and disabled soldiers began to band together with the 

common sense of justice that they must not be treated as men who had 'once 

been useful but were no longer.'36 September 1916 saw the birth of the National 

Association of Discharged Sailors and Soldiers in Blackburn. At around the same 

time, in East London, J.M. Hogge, a Liberal M.P., founded the National 

Federation of Discharged Sailors and Soldiers. Both groups were linked to 

political parties and had an unofficial anti-officer outlook. The Military 

Service (Review of Exceptions) Act of 1917,31 and the two groups virulent 

opposition to it, was proof that these groups were 'tal<lng on political colour, and 

36 Graham Wootton. The Official History of the British Legion. London: MacDonald and 
Evans, 1956. 2. 

37 The Military Service Act was brought into being in response to the manpower shortages of 
the previous year. It proposed that all men of military service age, whether they had 
previously served or not, should be reviewed to assess whether they were fit for active duty. 
This caused much consternation to men who had been disabled in the war but would still be 
forced to undergo a medical examination to see if they were capable of further service. The 
Federation and Association's slogan for their campaign against the passing of this Bill was 
'Every man once before any man twice.' 
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one, at least, tended distinctly to the far Left.'3s A third group, which was seen to 

be ma~e up almost exclusively of officers, was formed by Lieut.-Colonel Sir John 

Norton-Griffiths, a Conservative M.P. This new group, the Comrades of the Great 

War, was founded with the intention of keeping ex-servicemen out of politics. 

Thus by Autumn 1917, there were three rival groups of ex-servicemen 'glaring at 

each other with suspicion, envy and bitterness, and struggling each with the 

others for the mastery of the ex-service movement.' (Wootton, 5) After the 

Armistice, three more groups were formed feeding directly off the ex

servicemen' s disaffection with the tardiness of demobilisation, and the lack of 

sufficient governmental support in the search for employment.39 In the 

immediate post-war period, Gregory points out, "'unemployed man" and 

"unemployed ex-serviceman" were close to synonymous.' (Gregory, 54) The 

National Union of Ex-Service Men (NUX) and the International Union ofEx

Service Men (IUX) were pseudo-Communist organisations that believed the 

interests of the ex-servicemen were identical to those of unemployed workers 

from any trade. The Officers' Association was founded in January 1920 to 

support the needs of ex-officers. Before (and after) the unification of these 

disparate and political organisations under the non-political banner of the British 

Legion in early 1921, the voice of the angry and ignored ex-serviceman was 

38 Katherine Mayo. Soldiers What Next! London: Cassell and Co., 1934. 305. 
39 In actual fact, approximately only one in nine ex-servicemen were unemployed. However, in 
early 1922, approximately 600,000 of the 1,000,000 registered unemployed were ex
servicemen, representing over two-thirds of the male unemployed. Gregory, 54. 
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heard.4° It was raised at the one moment when the ex-service man could be sure 

the ~ntire nation was listening; the Two Minutes Silence on Armistice Day. 

R.H. Mottram, ex-infantry officer and writer, wholeheartedly supported 

the Silence, believing it to be a 'stroke of genius that has made our national 

celebration of the end of the great disaster of our generation take the form of 

Silence.' 4, Indeed, in his opinion, it could take no other form. No speech could be 

made that would adequately express the intensely private emotions that one felt 

during those two minutes. 'Nothing can be said that is sufficient to the subject.' 

(Menin, 204) Yet he has a different interpretation of the Silence to that laid out 

by Gregory. Mottram believes it to be a 'silent tribute' to all those who 'gave up 

youth or early manhood' as well as those who 'gave up life.' (M enin, 2 o 5) The 

distinction is vital. Mottram believes that the Silence is an opportunity to 

remember not only those who died but also those who were willing to die. The 

' 

members of the ex-servicemen's groups would have wished that this were true, 

but believed that they were being forgotten in the national consciousness. More 

importantly, they felt that they were being forcibly silenced. If the national form 

of commemoration takes the form of Silence, and speech is cast as being 

'impotent,' then any objection or testimony put forward by the ex-servicemen can 

4° The groups had realised that to attain their ultimate goal (assuring the well-being of all ex
servicemen and the championing of their causes), they must unite and present a single unified 
voice. After much negotiation, principally concerning the organisation of the various funds 
belonging to each group and the equal distribution of seats on the committee, they did finally 
unite. However, the NUX and IUX did not agree to the terms set out in the conference, and 
refused to join the British Legion. Starved of their support and members, the two groups 
disbanded by the end of 1921. 

4• R.H. Mottram. 'In Those Two Minutes.' Through the Menin Gate. London: Chatto and 
Windus, 1932. 203-09. 204. 
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sce~e' in Liverpool on Armistice Day 19 21 was reported in just these tones. 42 

278 

About 2 o o ex-servicemen, 'purporting to represent the unemployed of 

the city,' forced their way through the crowd who were gathered for the Two 

Minutes Silence at 11 o'clock and proceeded to 'demonstrat[ e] their grievances.' 

(L WP, 10) The 'scandalous procedure lasted for nearly a minute,' as the men 

shouted "'Anyone want a medal"' and "'What we need is food not prayers."' 

(L WP, 10) The crowd remained 'silently still' as mounted police 'compelled' the 

demonstrators to 'remain standing for the remainder of the two minutes.' (LWP, 

10) The symbolic silence was enforced and maintained, and no impinging 

objection permitted. Two years earlier, the sense of injustice was even more 

keenly felt, and the Peace celebrations in July and Armistice commemoration in 

November were, writes Ward, blighted 'in several towns and cities' by 'riots and 
~ 

arson.' 43 As late as 1930, Peter Deane felt strongly enough about the continued 

neglect of ex-servicemen that he wrote in the Nation and Athenaeum: 'We 

neglect the survivors as though they didn't exist, and keep our pity for the dead 

who have no need of it.' 44 The divide between ex-servicemen and civilians that 

had developed during the war was increased further by their varying 

interpretations of the meaning of Armistice Day. 

42 Liverpool Weekly Post. 12 Nov. 1921 : 10. 
43 Stephen R. Ward. 'Great Britain: Land Fit for Heroes Lost.' The War Generation: Veterans 
of the First World War. Ed. Stephen R. Ward. National University Publications Series. Port 
Washington, NY and London: Kennikat Press, 1975. 10-37. 26. 
44 Peter Deane. 'The Tragedy of the Survivors.' Nation and Athenaeum. 48 (1930): 102-03. 
103. 
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Many veterans wanted to re-enact the celebrations of Armistice Day 1918, 

while t~ose who had missed them by virtue of being at the Front wanted to 

experience the party. Charles Carrington was one ex-serviceman of this opinion. 

In his autobiography Soldier From the Wars Returning (1965) he writes that he 

was 'one of a group of friends' who met every Armistice Day at 'the Cafe Royal for 

no end of a party.' 45 He avoided the ceremony at the Cenotaph, explaining that it 

felt 'too much like attending one's own funeral.' (Carrington, 258) Many veterans, 

he claims, found the sentiment of mourning surrounding Armistice Day 

'increasingly discomforting' in the post-war years. (Carrington, 258) But the idea 

of recreating the party of the first Armistice Day was, according to Gregory, just 

as discomforting to two distinct groups. The unemployed ex-servicemen felt it to 

be a 'mockery of their poverty,' while the bereaved civilians thought it 'unseemly 

behaviour on a day that should be marked by reverence.' (Gregory, 67) The 

debate flared up with each successive Armistice Day. Earl Haig, the President of 

the British Legion, sought to resolve the issue in 1925. Above all, he believed that 

Armistice Day should be treated 'throughout the Empire as a day of 

remembrance.'46 In the morning, there should be a thanksgiving service and a 

parade of veterans to the local war memorial. In the afternoon, 'games suited to 

the climate should be played.' (Haig, 1) Diplomatically, Haig then suggests that 

the evening should be spent rejoicing 'according to taste.' (Haig, 1) However, 

Carrington felt that over time 'the do-gooders captured the Armistice.' (Carrington, 

45 Charles Carrington. Soldier From the Wars Returning. London: Hutchinson, 1965. 258. 
46 Earl Haig. 'Message from Earl Haig.' Daily Express. 6 Nov. 1925: 1. 
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258) The veterans who were determined to celebrate soon found themselves 'out of 

key wi~h the new age.' (Carrington, 258) 'The Feast-Day became a Fast-Day and 

one could hardly go brawling on the Sabbath.' (Carrington, 258) Ex-servicemen felt 

themselves under increasing pressure to forget their past, to be silent. They were 

gradually dispossessed of their past identities and felt dislocated from themselves 

and the society in which they now lived. Many, of course, wanted to forget their 

time at the Front, but a significant number fought against this enforced amnesia. 

The war was not being commemorated as they remembered it. There was one 

objective, mute and absolute witness of their war in all its horror and familiarity: 

the landscape of the old Western Front. Surely that was the place to feel something 

of the past, to remember one's former self. 

During the war, Fabian Ware, who headed the organisation that would 

grow into the Imperial War Graves Commission, had tried to catalogue graves not 

' 

only for the Army records, but also for the next-of-kin. Wherever possible he sent a 

photograph of the grave when requested and in the card in which this was placed, 

he supplied additional information such as the situation of the grave, and, when it 

was in a cemetery, 'directions as to the nearest railway station, which might be 

useful for those wishing to visit the country after the war.' 47 Travel to the sites of 

graves was prohibited for bereaved relatives during the war, but with its end Ware 

knew that many such pilgrims would be travelling to the old Western Front. 

Indeed, Thomas Cook and Sons began advertising such tours the day after 

47 Major-General Sir Fabian Ware. Preface. The Silent Cities: An Illustrated Guide to the War 
Cemeteries and Memorials to the 'Missing' in France and Flanders 1914-1918. By Sidney C. 
Hurst. London: Methuen and Co., 1929. vii-ix. vii. 
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Armistice Day. The company's secretary informed The Daily Telegraph that 

arrangements were already 'in a practically complete form for visits to the various 

battlefields by those who have lost relatives.' 48 One such early pilgrimage was made 

by writer and ex-officer Wilfrid Ewart and his sister Angela in October 1919. 

The two searched for the grave of Angela's husband, Jack Farmer, who had 

been killed in August 1916. They made their way with difficulty across the still 

ravaged battlefields strewn with haphazard graves, over-grown shell-holes and the 

debris of war. 'Fragments ofletters we found, photographs of women, and the stray 

names of men who had long since gone to dust.' 49 Their search is in vain; 'the dead 

lie too thick.' (Ewart, 179) Early pilgrims found the battlefields much as they had 

been left by the departing troops in November 1918. J.H. Franklin, an American 

visiting the battlefields in 1919, found them to be perilously 'bestrewn with 

unexploded shells and other missiles.'5° He concluded that the ravaged battlefields 

' 

were 'not yet a land for tourists.' (Franklin, 64) The following year the writer and 

former nurse Enid Bagnold wrote that travellers to the battlefields were not only at 

risk from unexploded ordnance but from 'deserters' who 'lived under the earth in 

holes and cellars and used strange means to gain a living.'51 Yet despite the dangers, 

which were lessened as reconstruction progressed, many felt that those who had 

not been to the war should see the battlefields, to bear witness to the atrocity of 

48 'Visits to Battlefields.' Daily Telegraph. 12 Nov. 1918 : 10. 

49 Wilfrid Ewart. Scots Guard: On the Western Front, 1915-1918. 1934. Stevenage: Strong Oak 
Press, 2001. 175. 
5° J.H. Franklin. In the Track of the Storm: A Report of a Visit to France and Belgium. with 
Observations Regarding the Needs and Possibilities of Religious Reconstruction in the 
Regions Devastated by the World War. Philadelphia, PA: American Baptist Publications 
Society, 1919. 64. 
51 Enid Bagnold. The Happy Foreigner. 1920. London: Virago, 1987. 239. 
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war. Six days before the Armistice, The Daily Telegraph exhorted the need for 

the w~men of England to see the price their nation's manhood had paid to protect 

them. 

Send women, young women from every county and every town in 

the United Kingdom [ ... ] let armies of them be taken over the shell

shattered soil of France, that they may tell their children's children 

of the Hell of the Hun. I don't want the tea-gossipers of the West

end alone to go. I want the women from every class to see these 

things. Then they will know what war is in all its fearful brutality.52 

The destroyed landscape becomes a visual metaphor for the damage done to the 

manhood of Europe. It becomes a text that should be approached in the spirit of 

pilgrimage if it is to communicate its full meaning. 'Seeing is not enough, one must 

understand.'53 For the civilians, tourists and pilgrims alike, journeying to the 
~ 

Western Front was an opportunity to see sites and scenes that had been unknown 

to them during the war. For the ex-servicemen, however, revisiting the old line was 

not about seeing the unfamiliar but reacquainting oneself with the once familiar. 

Their journeys were less about visiting dead comrades than they were about being 

reminded of the receding past that clung to them as much as they clung to it. 

Edmund Blunden's We'll Shift Our Ground or Two on a Tour (1932) 

written in collaboration with Sylva Norman, is a thinly disguised, 'almost a 

52 'When We Talk of Peace.' Daily Telegraph. 5 Nov. 1918 : 4. 
53 Michelin Illustrated Guides to the Battlefields. Battlefields of the Marne 1914, Clermont
Ferrand and London: Michelin et Cie., 1919. 2. 
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novel,' relating the pair's journey to France in 1932.54 For his biographer 

Wehl;>, it is Blunden's 'least distinguished literary venture' yet it still contains 

valuable insights into Blunden's inability to shake off the experiences and the 

landscape of wartime France.55 In one of the first scenes, Duncan and Chloe, 

Blunden and Norman's fictionalised selves, dine with Max, a 'mellow literary 

sportsman' and ex-serviceman, possibly intended to be Sassoon.56 Chloe is 

soon alienated from yet another excited conversation about trench routine and 

shell-fire. Duncan suddenly realises the two ex-servicemen's obsession with 

their wartime experiences. "'What weird old vultures we are, Max, still 

hovering over the bones of our young selves."' (Blunden, 18) He intends 

someday to revisit the Front "'before the last trace is ploughed out."' (Blunden, 

11) Max encourages him to do so, saying that while he himself would not go 

back, "'it strikes me as a sort of necessity for you."' (Blunden, 11) Duncan's old 

Colonel heard the call to old familiar haunts also and commissions him to 

travel to France and produce sketches and descriptions of locations familiar to 

their battalion, 'no matter how ~uch or little it resembled its war-time self.' 

(Blunden, 98) Duncan travels to France, followed by Chloe, and sets about the 

54 The title is a possibly unconscious echo of Blunden's phrase in his 'Preliminary' to 
Undertones of War (1928). Then he had written, 'I must go over the ground again, ' and done 
so with the aid of his memory and his wartime maps. In 1932, as he continued to do every year 
after, he physically went over the ground of his trench past. The 'shift' is significant. It implies 
the shift that he has made since the war, and also the shift the land has made through 
reconstruction and regeneration. Blunden, and all ex-servicemen who revisit the front, must 
constantly shift his ground, move his point of view so as to attempt to gain a glimpse of the 
fleeting past. 
55 Barry Webb. Edmund Blunden: A Biography. New Haven, CT: Yale University Press, 1990. 
205. 

56 Edmund Blunden and Sylva Norman. We'll Shift Our Ground or Two on a Tour, Almost a 
Novel. London: Cobden-Sanderson, 1933. 11. 
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task but soon realises that all signs of the war have been "'magically 

oblitrrated."' (Blunden, 141) Near Thiepval, site of the recently completed 

Lutyens monument to the missing, Duncan comes across a Frenchman selling 

postcards. He is shocked by Duncan's lack of interest in the memorial and is 

unable to answer his questions, "'I suppose there's not a dug-out or anything 

left now? How about the Koyli Tunnels, or Mills Post, or St. Martin's Lane up 

here?"' (Blunden, 179) The postcard-seller tells him he never heard of such 

places, and that he will not see "'much in the way of old trench sites and 

workings now."' (Blunden, 180) It is, as his postcards prove, "'the Memorials 

people come to see."' (Blunden, 180) Indeed the trenches were disappearing 

and by 1932 they were almost invisible in most places. The only indication that 

they had ever existed was in the new cemeteries' locations and names. 

Retired Captain H.A. Taylor, on his visit to the site of the 'tangle of 

trenches' in the vicinity of the Bois Frarn;ais, finds that 'no trace remains' of the 

trenches or shell-holeS.57 There is, however, a 'small collection of graves known 

officially as Point 110 Old Cemetery.' (Taylor, 34) In his memoir, Graham Seton 

Hutchinson, a retired infantry Colonel, finds the cemeteries near to and named 

after trenches or dressing-stations such as Bridge House Cemetery and 

Sanctuary Wood Cemetery to 'recall for all times the familiarities of the British 

Trench Map.'5s They are 'simple, homely names,' and yet are invested with a 

'heroic glory' that is rightly 'preserved in their cemeteries.' (Hutchinson, 200) 

57 H.A. Taylor. Good-Bye to the Battlefield: To-Day and Yesterday on the Western Front. 
London: Stanley Paul, 1928. 33-34. 
58 Graham Seton Hutchinson. Pilgrimage. London: Rich and Cowan, 1935. 200. 
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But the majority of ex-servicemen did not journey to the old front line to see the 

new.cemeteries and memorials. Stephen Graham, revisiting the Front in 1920, 

soon finds them 'all too frequent and unremarkable.'59 The signs of the dead had 

replaced the signs of the living for which the veterans searched. It is yet another 

feature of the ex-servicemen's growing awareness of their marginalisation in the 

commemorative acts of the war. Reconstruction of villages, roads and farms, all 

of which were economically necessary for the revival of the battered 

countryside, progressed at the price of the destruction of the trenches and the 

dislocation of the survivors. 

Reconstruction began almost immediately after the war ended. Initially, 

it was felt that the battlefields were too ravaged to ever produce fertile soil and 

thus support farming and industry again. The idea of turning such unworkable 

areas into 'a kind of national shrine,' such as aforet sacree, was suggested and 

an even grander plan was put forward to build a 'broad commemorative 

highway from the Channel to the Alps.'6° This highway would follow the route of 

the old front line and 'would be spanned by triumphal arches identifying 

particular phases of the war, be marked by monuments to recall the actions of 

specific divisions and brigades, and would give access to great cemeteries for 

the war dead.' (Clout, 263) In general, though, the former owners of the land 

settled the matter, and began returning to their ruined homes and farms in the 

59 Stephen Graham. The Challenge of the Dead: A Vision of the War and the Life of the 
Common Soldier in France, Seen Two Years Afterwards between August and November, 1920. 
London: Cassell and Co., 1921. 24. 
60 Hugh Clout. After the Ruins: Restoring the Countryside of Northern France After the Great 
War. Exeter: University of Exeter Press, 1996. 262-63. 
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wake of the armies. Roads and villages were rebuilt in a manner that improved 

theii; pre-war condition. Villages and towns were often not, as Taylor believes, 

rebuilt exactly according to their pre-war specifications. La Boiselle, he 

observes, was 'a nullity, without form and void' in 1916, hen he saw it twelve 

years later, it was a village with 'bright brick houses' which have been 'built on 

exactly those sites upon which houses stood before.' (Taylor, 30) But, as Clout 

tells us, as early as 1916 the French Ministere de l'Interieur instructed local 

officials to investigate improvements that could be made to the 'streets, 

sanitation, public health, and aesthetic character' of destroyed towns. (Clout, 

185) For instance, the village of Pinon together with its chateau and woods 

had been completely obliterated by the war, and the authorities grasped the 

opportunity to 'relocate the settlement a little further north on a site closer to 

its railway station.' (Clout, 290) Comparatively few villages that were wiped 

off the map during the war were not rebuilt. 61 Most were reconstructed in 

roughly the same location with improved roads and layouts. But if the 

Frenchman could expect to return to the site of his destroyed home and feel 

confident that it would in time be rebuilt and indeed improved, the British ex

serviceman revisiting familiar locations of his wartime past could feel no such 

confidence. 

61 Nine villages in the region of Meuse, two in Meurthe-et-Moselle and seven in Marne were 
not reconstructed. The mayors of these villages had to inform their inhabitants that their 
homes would not be rebuilt. Such villages were honoured by the Ministre de la Guerre as 
marts pour la France. Clout, 287. 
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Mottram made several journeys back to the Western Front after the 

war, ai;id though he considers the reconstruction work to be 'wonderfully 

complete, considering the difficulties,' the new roads, farms and towns 'mean 

nothing to me.'62 Blunden's Duncan too thinks that it must surely be a comfort 

to his 'old companions in the little warren of a strong-point called Port Arthur,' 

now presumably dead, that this place, which once 'drummed with the impact of 

shells,' would in a few years be a site where a 'good civilian meal would be served.' 

(Blunden, 139) And yet he asks, "'Why all that trouble, when a few years have made 

it as though it hadn't been?"' (Blunden, 111) One ex-serviceman, 'H.', writing in the 

New Statesman, follows the route he had tal<:en with his battalion up to the front 

line only to realise with a shock that 'it was as though I had never been there.'63 

Another ex-serviceman nurses a 'dawning resentment' on returning to the Front 

when it is made apparent to him that he and his comrades are 'nothing better than 

strangers on our own ground.'64 'These trees, these telegraph posts, the road we 

foot have blotted out the past.' (Swinton, 287) Taylor speal<:s for many when he 

quotes the anonymous Colonel who made 'a gesture of despair' on seeing the work 

of reconstruction and observed, 'The vandal hand of peace is spoiling the 

battlefields.' (Taylor, 207) It is then with a mixed reception of relief and depression 

that the ex-serviceman visits the sites that were once so familiar to him. 

62 R.H. Mottram. Journey to the Western Front. London: G. Bell and Sons, 1936. 49/66. 
63 'H.' 'The Old Road, September 1916-1921.' New Statesman. 18 (1921) : 74. 
64 'A Sub-lieutenant Looks Back.' Twenty Years After. Ed. Major-General Sir Ernest Swinton. 
Vol. 1. London: George Newnes, 1936. 287. 
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As much as reconstruction provides comfort in the evidence that the 

tragedy of the war is reversible (a realisation that must have surely heartened some 

veterans who were still psychologically scarred), it also seemingly negates not only 

the horror but the honour that they experienced there. In his account of a post-war 

visit to Flanders, Henry Williamson walks on the ramparts of a rebuilt and 

'unrecognizable' Ypres accompanied, he imagines, by the ghost of his wartime 

self.65 The 'wraith' of his youth is filled with 'fear and disquiet and homesickness.' 

(Williamson, 62) He believes he can see Ypres in its wartime desolation, with the 

'marching of the feet of men in sweat and fear' and the horizon ringed by the 'pale 

white wavering lights.' (Williamson, 63) But these things are heard and seen only 

in his mind, 'farther away than my mind.' (Williamson, 63) His past is ghostlike, 

distant and unresponsive. He seems to learn nothing from it. As Lloyd explains, 

these ex-servicemen felt a very real sense of dislocation from both the land and 

from their own past because they attempted to travel to the 'places in their 

memories' and found that 'these places no longer exist.' (Lloyd, 151-52) What they 

sought was a brief moment of the past that has literally been paved over. 

The 56th (London) Division's magazine, The Dagger, contains in its 

February 1919 issue a long comic advertisement for the 'Tours in the Line' 

organised by the 'old-established British firm of Messrs. Schweinhaus and 

Co.'66 The firm has acquired a large area of the British and German front lines. 

No man's land contains among other things '327 roomy shell-holes each 

65 Henry Williamson. The Wet Flanders Plain. London: Faber and Faber, 1929. 58. 
66 M.D. Armstrong. 'Tours in the Line.' The Dagger or 'London in the Line:' The Magazine of 
the 56th (London) Division. 2 (1919) : 12-15. 12. 
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capable of accommodating five persons,' and the trenches themselves have 

been.floored throughout with duckboards 'thus making all parts of the line 

easily accessible to ladies.' (Dagger, 2, 12) Three tours are offered with varying 

degrees of realism. The first features only a light bombardment at stand-to, 

while the second offers a more intense barrage of the trench, '(N.B. Visitors 

please keep their heads down).' (Dagger, 2, 13) In the third tour, the realism 

'rises to great intensity.' (Dagger, 2, 13) As visitors troop up the 

communication trench they are soaked with rain 'by means of hose and 

syringe parties posted along the parapet.' (Dagger, 2, 14) As comic as this 

article is, and as unlikely as the author perhaps believes it may become a 

reality, certain sections of the lines were maintained in their wartime state. 

They were intended to be monuments to the men who had held them and died 

there, as well as tourist attractions for those who had not been to war. The 

trench systems at Hill 60 and at Sanctuary Wood were (and still are) 

preserved privately by 'commercial operators' who realised that 'travellers 

would pay to see a battlefield in its "'original state."' (Lloyd, 119) These two 

sites, close to Ypres, were 'extremely popular with tourists.' (Lloyd, 119) 

Mottram visited the trenches at Sanctuary Wood where tourists paid a small 

price to 'walk a hundred yards, bobbing under shelters, peering into what were 

dug-outs and machine-gun posts, stumbling over decayed duck-boards.' 

(Journey, 66) Other stretches of line were preserved as part of memorial parks 

such as Vimy Ridge, Delville Wood and Beaumont Hamel by the Dominion 

governments of Canada, South Africa and Newfoundland respectively. 
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Generally little was done to preserve these trenches and Taylor found, on 

visiting, those at Beaumont Hamel, that 'nature prefers to heal wounds.' 

(Taylor, 50) Long grass 'waves over the shell-holes,' there are shrubs growing 

in no man's land, and at the preserved trenches at Thiepval, he is shocked to 

find 'birds' nests in the parapet.' (Taylor, 50/56) Wardens were employed to 

not only stay the healing hand of nature, but to also act as guides to visitors. 

These guardians of the trenches were all veterans and former inhabitants of 

the stretches of front line they protected. Taylor is disturbed to think that the 

'trenches have come to this!', when he hears the guide at Beaumont Hamel 

explaining to 'a group of women visitors: "This is a dug-out."' (Taylor, 51) The 

warden 'Billy' Brown, a former warrant officer of the Newfoundland 

contingent, has also taken 'interesting relics of battle' into the trench and 

displayed them at various points. 'There is something to catch the eye at 

almost every step.' (Taylor, 51) (Fig. 18) The trench has become a museum, 

and is itself less an original wartime trench than it is an imitation of one. 67 

Although it may give a 'fair idea' of what life was like in the trenches, those 

who had experienced such life are aware of the discrepancies, of the distance 

between this recreation and the original. (Taylor, 51) 

67 The maintained trenches, due to their rarity, become somehow less of the Western Front 
than they had been when part of the entire trench system. They are obviously affected by the 
character and identity of their inhabitants, and so when visited by curious tourists they lose 
their affinity with the soldiers that built and inhabited them during the war. Their original 
purpose no longer defines them; they are tourist attractions, museums, memorials. The end 
point of this dislocation from the now imaginary Western Front is 'The Trench Experience' in 
the Imperial War Museum, London. There the visitor can walk through a small stretch of 
trench, and experience an interpretation of the sights, sounds and smells of the trenches with 
less recourse to the imagination than a visit to the maintained trenches in France and 
Flanders would require. 
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The most altered of the preserved trenches are undoubtedly those on 

Vimy Rjdge. The Canadians who had procured the site as a location for their 

national memorial proceeded to ensure that the trenches would not be washed 

away by rain, looted or gradually eroded by tourists. They cast the trenches in 

concrete. Thus when one wanders through the trenches today, as in the 1920s, 

one sees concrete sandbags, duckboards, loopholes and dug-outs. (Fig. 20) 

This expediency certainly protects the trench for all time, but Blunden's 

Duncan has to wonder if the 'representation of a duck-board in concrete can 

be considered a duck-board.' (Blunden, 185) Mottram, when he saw the 

trenches at Vimy, realises that something is lacking. 'It is not our trenches.' 

(Journey, 188) The concrete sand-bags are 'too neatly piled,' the duck-boards 

'too unbroken,' and the trench as a whole 'too neat and empty.' (Journey, 188) 

It is empty of life, of the life that the men who inhabited the trench lent to it. 

Only the rusting rifle-barrels lying on the concrete parapet remind him that 

these trenches were once precarious, disorderly and dangerous. The smell of 

'explosives and sewerage, of hasty burials and brazier smoke' has been finally 

blown clear of the place. (Journey, 188) But most crucially the sound, 'that 

hardly audible murmur' of the men, is silenced. (Journey, 188) With their 

removal from the trenches and internment in the neatly organised and 

cultivated cemeteries, these replica trenches are 'empty and meaningless.' 

(Journey, 66) The ex-servicemen had travelled back to the old front lines 

looking for familiarity, for a landscape that matched the one in their memory. 
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Fig. 18. Maintained Trenches: Newfoundland Memorial Park in the 1920s, from John Giles. 

The Somme -Then and Now. London: Battle of Britain Prints, 1986. 14. 

Fig. 20. Vimy Ridge as it is today. 

Concrete trenches and school children 

have replaced the mud and weary 

soldiers, from David Roberts. Minds at 

War. West Sussex: SaJwn, 1996. 358. 

Fig. 19. Vimy Ridge as it was when 

captured by the Canadians in April 

1917. Imperial War Museum. 
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But the progress of reconstruction, and even the well-meaning preservation of 

trenche~, have left them in a land unfamiliar and thoroughly foreign. 

The only reminder that they had ever been there is not in the occasional 

piece of preserved shell-pocked ground, or in the rebuilt villages, but in the 

cemeteries. The sight of cemeteries named after familiar trenches, and of 

comrades' new and bright headstones, remind the survivors that they had 

once known places and people who have passed away. As Mottram observes, 

surveying the maintained trenches, 'we are looking at the ghosts of trenches.' 

(Journey, 190) Ypres was perhaps the most devastated oflarge towns and its 

wartime significance ensured that it was a post-war tourist and pilgrimage 

centre. 6s When Graham saw it in 1920, it was a 'terrible place still.' (Graham, 

36) 'Death and the ruins completely outweigh the living.' (Graham, 36) The 

city exerts a pull on the living, like a 'lodestone of death,' that drags on the 

'heart and spirit.' (Graham, 36) The living, all who possess life in Ypres, be 

they tourist, souvenir-seller, bereaved relative or ex-serviceman are dislocated 

from the place and made to feel 'ashamed to be alive.' (Graham, 36) The dead 

remain, defending the land still, 'drawn up in solid columns,' and issuing a 

challenge to the living in 'choruses of silence from broad fields of burial.' 

(Graham, 88) The challenge, made by the dead soldiers to their surviving 

68 Henry Beckles Wilson, a Canadian, founded the Ypres League in 1919 to protect Ypres from 
what he saw to be the potential desecration of the site by visiting tourists and entrepreneurial 
souvenir traders. The League aimed to unite veterans who had served in the Salient with the 
bereaved relatives of the men who had died there. Pilgrimage to the town was encouraged, 
and a plan was even put forward to preserve the ruins of Ypres as a 'holy site' and not rebuild 
it. The plan was not adopted. See Lloyd, 36 and Jonathan F. Vance. Death So Noble: Memory, 
Meaning and the First World War. Vancouver, BC: University of British Columbia Press, 1997. 
201-02. 
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former comrades, is uncontestable and insistent. The dead, who possessed the 

land a~ the ex-servicemen had, possess it still. Death has preserved, cast in the 

clean Portland stone of their headstones, their geography and their identity. 

The survivors have lost their right to the land. It has been stolen from them, 

along with their wartime identity, by the silence of peace. They are dislocated 

and dispossessed, strangers in their own vanished land and their own 

imperfect memories. 

OLD MAPS, OLD MINDS 

Friederich Sieburg was a young German officer when the war ended 

suddenly on the Western Front. In his memoir Es Werde Deutschland 

(1933) he expresses uneasiness and a reluctance to leave the battlefields he 

had fought over for four years. "'I would like to live my life walking along these 

country roads."'69 The war had recast his imaginative geography. "'My 

Germany begins where the flares go up and ends where the train for Cologne 

departs. "' (Hagenliicke, 37) He wishes that he could spend his days in his new 

homeland "'measuring the world by co-ordinate squares and divisions' combat 

sectors."' (Hagenliicke, 37) But these signifiers are already redundant. There is 

no longer any sense of identity to be gained by proximity to the front line. In 

his memoir, Guy Chapman expresses the same reluctance and the same sense 

of dislocation from his native country. 'England had vanished over the horizon 

69 Friedrich Sieburg. Es Werde Deutschland. 1933. Cited in Heinz Hagenli.icke. 'Germany and 
the Armistice.' At the Eleventh Hour: Reflections, Hopes and Anxieties at the Closing of the 
Great War. Eds. Hugh Cecil and Peter Liddle. Barnsley: Leo Cooper, 1998. 33-51. 37. 
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of the mind.' (Chapman, 281) The Armistice left soldiers on both sides of the 

suddei;ily meaningless lines dislocated from the trench world, and though 

most had no desire to remain there, demobilisation was for all a painful 

stripping away of both the wartime geography and wartime identity that had 

held them for over four years. 

Returning to the location of the Western Front after the war was an 

attempt by many to be reminded of at least those lost places and people they 

once knew. But the ex-servicemen travel with a wartime map of the land in 

their minds, only to find that the places they thought they remembered have 

largely reverted back to a pre-war aspect. Their geography, however, is still 

bounded by the war. For them, there is still a front line, now only conjured up 

by the familiar names of towns or roads that once meant so much. Taylor 

travels along the Menin Road out of Ypres, recalling that in wartime the road 

had led to the notorious trenches at 'Hooge, Tower Hamlets and Polderhoek, 

and, perhaps, even Gheluvelt,' but the town of Menin seemed 'as remote as 

Lille or Brussels, or one's next leave.' (Taylor, 145) Menin itself was never the 

site of momentous events. It could not even claim the 'distinction of having 

been blown off the map.' (Taylor, 145) And so for the ex-serviceman's sense of 

geography, 'we might say that the Menin Road[ ... ] ends in nothing.' (Taylor, 

145) Even to Blunden's Chloe, alighting from the train with Duncan at the 

village of Cuinchy just inside what had once been the British lines, it seems 

'incredible[ ... ] that a train should cut through the British front line to No 

Man's Land.' (Blunden, 127) Duncan had thought, when he discovered that 
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Chloe had followed him on his journey to the Western Front, that her presence 

wo.uld restrict his immersion into the past. He had thought her 'modern 

presence an anachronism, or at least a superfluity.' (Blunden, 126) But it is he 

that is the anachronism. He has tried, as many other ex-servicemen tried, to 

revisit the past, his own past. Stripped of his wartime khaki, he discovers that 

the land has been similarly stripped of its wartime appearance of destruction 

and danger. The ex-servicemen travelled back to a place that existed only in 

their memory. That memory was becoming fragmented and imperfect as the 

landscape was contrastingly being healed of its scars. 
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CONCLUSION 

In the foreword to his 1930 memoir Haunting Years. William Linton 

Andrews describes a predicament that must have been common among ex

servicemen writers. His foreword, entitled 'We forget because we must,' 

addresses the author's contradictory and perplexing attitude towards his 

memory of war. 1 After the war, throughout which he served in the 4th Battalion 

The Black Watch, he was troubled by nightmares and horrifying memories. 

His doctor advised him to 'forget the War and build up with hearty feeding.' 

(Andrews, 5) He duly changed his diet, but how was he to go about forgetting 

the war? 

I did my best to forget. There were hundreds of letters I had sent 

home. I burned nearly every one of them. There were my War 

diaries. There were souvenirs, maps, battalion orders, German 

badges, the usual trophies and mementoes. I put them away in a 

worn-out trunk. 

(Andrews, 6) 

Immediately after the war, he banished its reminders from his sight hoping 

that their absence would cause a similar lapse in his memory. And so it seems 

to have been. 'Time has healed many wounds and many minds.' (Andrews, 6) 

Yet over a decade later he feels the need, 'like many others,' to retrace his 

steps, to try to revive the incidents and comrades he had once known, to try to 

1 William Linton Andrews. Haunting Years: The Commentaries of a War Territorial. London: 
Hutchinson, 1930. 5. 
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'remember the War I have tried so hard to forget.' (Andrews, 6) This effort to 

account.for the experience is not, he suggests, motivated primarily by the need 

to ease his traumatised mind but to appease and commemorate his dead 

friends. 

I want very much to tell you about my comrades - great-hearted 

comrades - many of whom did not come home. They wanted to be 

remembered, not as pale ghosts, but as honest, suffering soldier 

lads. Can I make some of them live again? Please God, I will try. 

(Andrews, 6-7) 

Yet when he comes to write, Andrews, like Blunden, Sassoon and many other 

ex-servicemen, finds only fragments of memory and shards of incomplete 

recollections. During the Battle of Neuve Chapelle in March 1915, the first 

action in which he was involved, Andrews, a journalist in civilian life, had tried 

to make an 'hour by hour' record of his experience. (Andrews, 7) 'I was 

intensely anxious to record how a man felt in battle.' (Andrews, 7) So while 

under bombardment he made his notes but the 'effort was wasted.' 

(Andrews, 7) After three days in the lines, when his battalion was relieved, 

he brought out his notebook to find that 'the pencil had smeared illegibly 

through the sweat of our enormous burdens and the water in which we lay 

on the first night of rest. When I tried to remember it all it was impossible. 

I had gone through most of the battle like a sleep-walker.' (Andrews, 7) 

Even immediately after the event, he was unable to recall the particulars of 

the battle as he saw and felt it. What hope does he or any other ex-
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serviceman have of accurate recollection from the distance of years rather 

than hours? They had lived through a vivid and often terrifying time, but 

the vividness and even the terror had dissipated with the progression of 

peaceful years. Their memories, like Andrews's notes, became smeared and 

illegible. 

William Orpen, who had been an official war artist, was 

commissioned by the Imperial War Museum to create three pictures 

documenting the Versailles Peace Treaty. The last of these initially 

followed the same pattern as its forebears: dignitaries, gilded architecture, 

pomp and ceremony. But Orpen lost patience with the work and its 

subjects, and he painted all the dignitaries out and replaced them with a 

simple Union Jack covered coffin bearing a soldier's helmet flanked by 

two skeletal 'mad-looking half-nude' soldiers surmounted by a pair of 

floating cherubs.2 (Fig. 21) It was exhibited at the Royal Academy in 1923 

and was well received, but the Imperial War Museum refused to accept 

the painting into their collections. In 1928 he painted out the soldiers and 

the cherubs and resubmitted it to the Museum who now accepted it. There 

was, argues Hynes, 'no longer [ ... ] anything to mystify or offend old 

soldiers.' (Hynes, 460) This painting, To the Unknown British Soldier in 

France (1921-28), is on display once again as part of a larger exhibition of 

2 Samuel Hynes. A War Imagined: The First World War and English Culture. London: Bodley 
Head, 1990. 295. 



Figs. 21 and 22. Sir William Orpen. To the Unknown British Soldier in France (1921-28) 

versions 2 and 3. Imperial War Museum. 

oOO 

Fig. 23. Aerial view of a section of the Somme battlefield today with the ghosts of trenches 

visible bottom left and right, from John Giles. The Somme - Then and Now. London: Battle of 

Britain Prints, 1986. 145. 
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Orpen's work in the Imperial War Museum now.3 (Fig. 22) In his review of 

the .exhibition, McConkey draws attention to this painting. Oil paint, he 

explains, 'sinks and becomes more transparent with age.'4 If the viewer 

peers closely at the canvas, they will see the ghosts of those mad and 

naked soldiers faintly emerging from the over-painted oils. The conflicting 

elements of Orpen's painting are still there and are only now reinstating 

themselves. 

Looking at Orpen's To the Unknown British Soldier in France is like 

looking at aerial photographs of the battlefields as they are today. A faint 

white stain running through an otherwise ordinary landscape betrays the 

presence of a former trench. (Fig. 23) From ground level one can still 

occasionally discern the small undulations in an unused and untended 

farmer's field that reminds one that this was once a shell-hole strewn 

wasteland. Scratching the surface of the earth in Flanders or Picardy may 

still reveal shrapnel, or barbed wire, bullets, badges or bones. As Green 

writes of the Somme battlefields, now like 'any other peaceful place,' the 

'unobtrusive marks of war are many.'s The relics and reminders of war 

still lie in the land. The monuments and cemeteries may act like Orpen's 

flag-draped coffin, but the anonymous and maddening confusion of the 

war still exists ghostlike beneath its thinning oil paint or surface soil 

3 The exhibition William Orpen: Politics, Sex and Death is in the Imperial War Museum from 
27 January to 2 May 2005. 

4 Kenneth Mcconkey. 'Killing Fields.' Sunday Times. Culture. 15 Jan. 2005 : 19. 

s Colonel Howard Green M.C. 'The Battle ofthe Somme.' Introduction. The Old Front Line. 
1917. By John Masefield. Barnsley: Pen and Sword Military Classics, 2003. 11-74. 68. 
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veneer. The writings of the ex-servicemen form the Portland stone 

Imperial War Graves Commission headstone they never received. They 

are the testimony of the survivors, but buried beneath them lie the bones 

of a distant and shell-blasted identity that is now more than half forgotten 

yet is still rooted in the mud of the Western Front. 
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No. 4; 31 August 1918. 

No. s; 10 October 1918 (X-mas No.). 

Notes: All issues stamped with Australian Red Cross, Weymouth insignia. 

4th Australian Infantry Brigade Sports, Querrieu Chateau. France. 20 July 

1918, Programme. 

Unit: The 4th Australian Infantry Brigade. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: n. p. 

Classmark: WRD-40.301 

Notes: Donated by H. Thomson, Commandant, A.I.F. Education Service 

Training School. 



B.1: The Chronicle of the Reserve Garrison Battalion. Royal Welch Fusiliers. 

Unit: The Reserve Garrison Battalion The Royal Welch Fusiliers. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Oswestry. 

Classmark: WRC-459 

UL: No. 1; October 1917. 

The B.E.F. Times: A Facsimile Reprint of the Trench Magazine. 

Unit: The Sherwood Foresters. 
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Editors: Lt. Col. F.J. Roberts, M.C. and Major J.H. Pearson, D.S.O., M.C. 

Printed: London: Herbert Jenkins, 1918. 

Classmark: WRB.108.2 

B.I.M. 

Unit: British soldiers and sailors interned in Switzerland. 

Editor: Lt. L.S. Hubbs (Vol. I, No. 1-Vol. I, No. 4). 

Lt. J. Harvey Douglas (Vol. I, No. 5-Vol. I, No. 6). 

Lt. R. DuB. Evans (Vol. I, No. 7-Vol. I, No. 10). 

Captain G.T. Button (Vol. II, No. 1-Vol. II, No. 10). 

Printed: Murren, Switzerland. 

Classmark: WRC.538 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; (n.d.) 

Vol. I, No. 2; July 1917. 

Vol. I, No. 3; July 1917. 

Vol. I, No. 4; August 1917. 

Vol. I, No. 5; August 1917. 

Vol. II, No. 1; January 1918. 

Vol. II, No. 2; February 1918. 

Vol. II, No. 3; March-April 1918. 

Vol. II, No. 4; May 1918. 

Vol. II, No. 5; June 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 6; September 1917. Vol. II, No. 6; July 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 7; October 1917. Vol. II, No. 7; 15 September 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 8; October 1917. Vol. II, No. 8; 30 September 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 9; November 1917. Vol. II, No. 9; 15 October 1918. 



Vol. I, No. 10; X-mas 1917. 

Bairns Gazette. 

Unit: Unknown. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: n. p. 

Classmark: WRC.531 

UL: May 1917. 

Notes: Missing. 

Vol. II, No. 10; 31 October 1918. 

The Barncroft Magazine: 'D' Company. No. 14 Officer Cadet Battalion. 

Jan-June 1918. 

Unit: D Company, No. 14 O.C.B. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Catterick, Yorks. 

Classmark: WRB.18.301 
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Barrak. The Camel Corps Review: The Official Organ of the Imperial Camel 

Corps. 

Unit: Imperial Camel Corps. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Cairo. 

Classmark: WRC-402 

UL: No. 1; 1 July 1917. 

No. 2; 1 September 1917. 

Battery Babble. 

Unit: Unknown. 

Editor: Lt. G.L. Norsworthy. 

Printed: London. 

I I 



Classmark: WRC-425 

UL: Vol. I, No. 2; November-December 1916. 

Notes: Continuation of Bostall Heath Camp Magazine. 

The Blimp: Being the Souvenir of the 'F' Company. No. 2 Officer Cadet 

Battalion. Christ's College-Ridley Hall. July-October, 1917. 

Unit: F Company, No. 2 O.C.B. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Cambridge. 

Classmark: Cam.b.917.6 

Bostall Heath Camp Magazine. 

Unit: Unknown Royal Garrison Artillery unit. 

Editor: Rev. T.W. Taylor, C.F. 

Printed: Bostall Heath. 

Classmark: WRC.424 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; October 1916. 

Notes: Continued as Battery Babble. 

The Brazier: Printed at the Front by the 16th Battalion. the Canadian 

Scottish. 

Unit: The 16th Battalion The Canadian Scottish Regiment. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: France. 

Classmark: WRB-482 

UL: No. 1; 15 February 1916. 

Breath o' the Heather. 

Unit: The 236th (Overseas) Battalion The New Brunswick Kilties, Canadian 

Expeditionary Force. 
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Editor: Captain J.D. Black. 

Printed: Valcartier Camp. 

Classmark: WRB-483 

UL: No. 3; June 1917. 

No. 7; November 1917 (Boat Edition). 

The British Prisoner of War: Being the Monthly Journal of the Central 

Prisoners of War Committee of the Red Cross and Order of St. John. 

Unit: Central Prisoners of War Committee of the Red Cross and St. John. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRA-458 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; January 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 2; February 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 3; March 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 4; April 1918 . 

Vol. I, No. 5; May 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 6; June 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 7; July 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 8; August 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 9; September 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 10; October 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 11; November 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 12; December 1918. 

Notes: Missing. 

Buzz! The Organ of the Bizzie Bees: Being the Record of 'B' Company. No. 2 

Officer Cadet Battalion. 

Unit: B Company, No. 2 O.C.B., Pembroke College, Cambridge. 

Editors: Lt. E.C. Midgley and Lt. C. Fox. 
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Printed: Cambridge. 

Classmark: Cam.b.31.1 

UL: No. 1; December, 1917: Containing a List and Record of all Past and 

Present Members of the Company. From February 1916 

December 1917. 
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No. 2: June, 1919: Being the Nominal Roll and Record of 'B' Company, 

No. 2 Officer Cadet Battalion, from its Inception in February 1916 

to May 1918, in which month the Sixth Course, the Last to be 

Completed before the Armistice, Terminated. 

Calliope Clarion. 

Unit: H.M.S. Clarion, Royal Navy. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Manchester. 

Classmark: WRC-418 

UL: Christmas Number 1915. 

Cambridgeshire Territorial Gazette. 

Unit: The Cambridgeshire Regiment. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Cambridge. 

Classmark: Cam.c.31.5 

UL: No. 1; March 1916. 

No. 2; May 1916. 

No. 3; July 1916. 

No. 4; October 1916. 

The Camp Magazine: First Royal Naval Brigade. Interned in Holland. 

Unit: Prisoners of War, First Royal Naval Brigade. 

Editor: Unknown. 



Printed: Groningen, Holland. 

Classmark: WRC.543 

UL: No. 1; April 1915. 

No. 2; May 1915. 

No. 3; June 1915. 

No. 4; July 1915. 

No. 5; August 1915. 

No. 6; September 1915. 

No. 7; October 1915. 

No. 8; November 1915. 

No. 9; December 1915. 

No. 10; January 1916[X2]. 

No. 11; February 1916. 

No. 12; March 1916. 

No. 13; April 1916. 

No. 14; May 1916. 

No. 15; June 1916. 

No. 16; July 1916. 

No. 17; August 1916. 

No. 18; September 1916. 

No. 19; October 1916. 

No. 20; November 1916. 

No. 21; December 1916. 

No. 22; January 1917. 

No. 23; February 1917. 

No. 24; March 1917. 

No. 25; April 1917. 

No. 26; May 1917. 

No. 27; June 1917. 

No. 28; July 1917. 

No. 29; August 1917. 

No. 30; September 1917. 

No. 31; October 1917. 

No. 32; November 1917. 

No. 33; December 1917. 

No. 34; January 1918. 

No. 35; February 1918. 

No. 36; March 1918. 

No. 37; April 1918. 

No. 38; May 1918. 

No. 39; June 1918. 

No. 40; July 1918. 

No. 41; August 1918. 

No. 42; September 1918. 

No. 43; October 1918. 

No. 44; November 1918. 

The Canadian Sapper: Official Magazine of the Canadian Engineers. 

Unit: Canadian Engineers. 

Editor: Captain Chetwynd D.C.M. 

Printed: Seaford. 

Classmark: WRB.633 
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UL: Vol. I, No. 2; March 1918. 

The Chaplain's Bulletin. 

Unit: Chaplain Force. 

Editor: B.K. Cunningham, C.F. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRB.431 

UL: No. 1; October 1917. 

No. 2; December 1917. 

No. 3; January 1918. 

No. 4; March 1918. 

No. s; May and June 1918. 

No. 6; July and August 1918. 

No. 7; September and October 1918. 

No. 8; November and December 1918. 

No. 9; January 1919 (Special No.). 

Chronicles of the White Horse. Queen's Own. Royal West Kent Regiment. 

Unit: The Queen's Own, The Royal West Kent Regiment. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: n. p. 

Classmark: WRB-484 

UL: No. 2; April 1917. 

No. 3; July 1917. 

Notes: Continuation of The Queen's Own Gazette. 
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Cinque Ports Gazette: An Active Service Magazine for the 5th Royal Sussex 

Regiment. 

Unit: The 5th Battalion The Royal Sussex Regiment. 

Editor: Unknown. 



Printed: n.p. 

Classmark: WRA.574 

UL: No. 1; May 1916. 

Notes: Missing. 
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The Codford Wheeze, with which is incorporated The Wiltshire Wangler. 

The Wylye Wail, The Salisbury Swinger. 

Unit: No. 3 New Zealand General Hospital, Codford. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Salisbury. 

Classmark: WRB-485 

UL: Christmas Day 1918. 

The Compressor: A Weekly Effort at Military Hilarity. 

Unit: Unknown. 

Editor: Captain G.G. Simons. 

Printed: Egypt? 

Classmark: WRB-486 

UL: July 1916. 

The Con Camp Chronicle. 

Unit: Unknown R.A.M.C. unit. 

Editors: Rev. H.F.S. Collier and Pte. William Farrow. 

Printed: Rouen. 

Classmark: WRA-460 

UL: No. 9; 3 September 1917. 

The Dagger or 'London in the Line'. 

Unit: 56th (1/1st London) Division (Territorial Force). 

Editor: Unknown. 



Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRC-415 

UL: No. 1; November 1918. 

No. 2; February 1919. 
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The Dead Horse Corner Gazette: A Monthly Trench Journal of Breezy 

Comment, Printed when possible by the 4th Battalion First Canadian 

Contingent. B.E.F., on Active Service. 

Unit: The 4th Battalion The First Canadian Contingent, B.E.F. 

Editor: Pte. R.W. Trowsdale. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark:WRB-422 

U.L.: No. 1; October 1915 (Souvenir No.). 

No. 2; December 1915. 

No. 3; June 1916. 

Notes: Presented by the editor, 20 August 1920. 

The Direct Hit: The Journal of the 58th London Division. 

Unit: The 58th (London) Division. 

Editor: Major Hayne, Royal Fusiliers. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRC-483 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; September 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 2; October-November 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 3; December 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 4; July 1917 [Last Issue]. 

Dornock Souvenir Magazine, 1916-1919. 

Unit: Munitions Factory at Gretna. 

Editor: Unknown. 



Printed: Dumfries. 

Classmark: WRC.303.1 
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Echoes of 'E': Being a Souvenir of'E' Company. No. 2 Officer Cadet Battalion. 

February-June, 1918. Peterhouse and Downing College. Cambridge. 

Unit: E Company, No. 2 O.C.B. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Cambridge. 

Classmark: Cam.b.918.12 

EcoEcho: A Souvenir of 'E' Coy .• No. 5 Officer Cadet Battalion. St. John's 

College, Cambridge. 

Unit: E Company, No. 5 O.C.B., St. John's College, Cambridge. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Cambridge. 

Classmark: Cam.c.31.1 

UL: No. 1; January 1917 (1st 'E' Company). 

No. 2; May 1917 (2nd 'E' Company). 

The Fag End: An Unofficial Journal of the Fortieth Reinforcement. N.Z.E.F. 

Unit: 40th N.Z.E.F. Reinforcement, H.M.T. 'Tahiti'. 

Editor: Pte. C. Godfrey Turner. 

Printed: n. p. 

Classmark: WRB.543 

UL: August 1918. 

The Fifth Glo'ster Gazette: A Chronicle. Serious and Humorous. of the Battalion 

while serving with the British Expeditionary Force. 

Unit: The 5th Battalion The Gloucesterershire Regiment. 

Editor: Padre G.F. Helm M.C. 

f1 



Printed: April 1915-July 1917; Amiens. 

August 1917-January 1919; Gloucester. 

Classmark: WRA-494 

UL: No.13; July 1916. No. 20; August 1917. 

No. 14; September 1916. 

No. 15; October 1916. 

No. 16; Dec. 1916 (X-mas No.). 

No. 18; April 1917. 

No. 19; June 1917. 

No. 21; November 1917. 

No. 22; March 1918. 

No. 23; July 1918. 

No.24;September1918. 

No. 25; January 1919. 
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Notes: Due to censorship the journal became The Glo'ster Gazette from No. 19. The 

journal has recently been published in its entirety in a facisimile edition. The 

Fifth Glo'ster Gazette 1915-1919: A Trench Magazine of the First World War. 

Stroud: Sutton, 1993. 

Four More Whistles: 9th Officer Cadet Battalion, November, 1918. 

Unit: D Company, 9th O.C.B. 

Editor: Unlmown. 

Printed: Glasgow. 

Classmark: WRB.518 

Four Whistles: 'D' Company, 9th Scottish Officer Cadet Battalion. April 1918. 

Unit: D Company, 9th Scottish O.C.B. 

Editor: Unlmown. 

Printed: Gailes. 

Classmark: WRB.517 

The Futile Fusilier: First and Only Number. 

Unit: Unlmown Battalion of the Royal Fusiliers. 

Editor: Unlmown. 

Printed: n. p. 



Classmark: WRC-427 

UL: Christmas 1915. 

The Gasper: The Unofficial Organ of the 18th. 19th, 20th, and 21st Royal 

Fusiliers. 

Unit: The 18th, 19th, 20th, and 21st Battalions The Royal Fusiliers. 

Editor: Pte. G.M. Green, the 19th Battalion The Royal Fusiliers. 

Printed: Salisbury. 

Classmark: WRA.487 

UL: No. 10; 22 December 1915. 

No. 12; 29 January 1916. 

No. 13; 21 February 1916. 

No. 17; 29 April 1916. 

No. 18; 5 June 1916. 

No. 19; 26 June 1916. 

No. 14; 28 February 1916. No. 20; 24 July 1916. 
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No. 15; 15 March 1916 (Double Issue). No. 21; 30 September 1916. 

No. 16; 6 April 1916. 

Notes: Continuation of The Pow-Wow: Organ of the 98th (Universities and 

Public Schools) Brigade. 

The Gazette of the 3rd London General Hospital. Wandsworth. 

Unit: 3rd London General Hospital, Wandsworth. 

Editor: Cpl. Ward Muir (Vol. I). 

Sgt. Noel Irving (Vol. II-Vol. IV). 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRC.301 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; October 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 2; November 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 3; December 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 4; January 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 5; February 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 6; March 1916. 

Vol. III, No. 1; October 1917. 

Vol. III, No. 2; November 1917. 

Vol. III, No. 3; December 1917. 

Vol. III, No. 4; January 1918. 

Vol. III, No. 5; February 1918. 

Vol. III, No. 6; March 1918. 



Vol. I, No. 7; April 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 8 ; May 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 9; June 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 10; July 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 11; August 1916. 

Vol. III, No. 7; April 1918. 

Vol. III, No. 8; May 1918. 

Vol. III, No. 9; June 1918. 

Vol. III , No. 10; July 1918. 

Vol. III, No. 11; August 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 12; September 1916. Vol. III, No. 12; September 1918. 

Vol. II, No. 1; October 1916. Vol. IV, No. 1; October 1918. 

Vol. II, No. 2; November 1916. Vol. IV, No. 2; November 1918. 

Vol. II, No. 3; December 1916. Vol. IV, No. 3; December 1918. 

Vol. II, No. 4; January 1917. 

Vol. II, No. 5; February 1917. 

Vol. II, No. 6; March 1917. 

Vol. II, No. 7; April 1917. 

Vol. II, No. 8; May 1917. 

Vol. II, No. 9; June 1917. 

Vol. II, No. 10; July 1917. 

Vol. II, No. 11; August 1917. 

Vol. II, No. 12; September 1917. 

Vol. IV, No. 4; January 1919. 

Vol. IV, No. 5; February 1919. 

Vol. IV, No. 6; March 1919. 

Vol. IV, No. 7; April 1919. 

Vol. IV, No. 8; May 1919. 

Vol. IV, No. 9; June 1919. 

Vol. IV, No. 10; July 1919. 

The Gehenna Gazette: Being the Summer Number of the Hades Herald. the 

(Un)Official Organ of the Inns of Court 0.T.C. 

Unit: Inns of Court Officer Training Corps. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Berkhamstead. 

Classmark: WRA.610 

UL: August 1917. 

The Glad Rag: A Chronicle of 'C' Company, No. 2 O.C.B. at Work and Sport 

during the Course, Emmanuel College, Cambridge. Nov. 1916 - March 

1917. 
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Unit: C Company, No. 2 O.C.B., Cambridge. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Cambridge. 

Classmark: Cam.b.917.7 

The Gnome. 

Unit: No. 3 School of Military Aeronautics, Royal Flying Corps, Egypt. 

Editor: Captain J.E. Dixon-Smith. 

Printed: Cairo. 

Classmark: WRB-481 

UL: No. 2; January 1917. 

No. 3; March 1917. 

No. 4; May 1917. 

No. 5; August 1917. 

The Golden Horseshoe: Written and Illustrated by Men of the 37th Division, 

B.E.F. 

Unit: 37th Division, B.E.F. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: London: Cassell and Co., 1919 . 

Classmark: WRB.101.1 

Graduating in Arms: A Souvenir of 'E' Coy., No. 2 Officer Cadet Battalion, 

Peterhouse - Downing College. Dec. 1916 - April 1917. 

Unit: 'E' Company, No. 2 O.C.B., Cambridge. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Cambridge. 

Classmark: Cam.b.917.5 
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T 

The Grim Old Lion's Dare-Devils Gazette. 

Unit: Unknown Officer Depot. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Clonmel, Ireland. 

Classmark: WRC-426 

UL: One Issue, n.d. (Received 27 October 1916). 

Growler, R.M.R: Royal Montreal Regiment. 

Unit: The 14th Canadian Battalion The Royal Montreal Regiment. 

Editors: Lt. Graham L. Dobson and Lt. R. Marion. 

Printed: Folkestone. 

Classmark: WRA-433 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; 1 January 1916. 
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Gunfire: Being the Souvenir Publication of the British Heavy Artillery in Italy. 

Unit: British Heavy Artillery in Italy. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Colli Euganei. 

Classmark: WRB.459 

UL: Christmas 1918. 

The Hades Herald: The Organ of the Inns of Court Officers Training Corps. 

Unit: Inns of Court O.T.C. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Berkhamstead Camp. 

Classmark: WRC.457 

UL: No. 1; August 1916. 

Hangar Happenings. 



Unit: Unknown Army Service Corps unit. 

Editors: Sapper C.A. Browne and Sapper C. Beaumont. 

Printed: Plymouth. 

Classmark: WRC.528 

UL: No. 1; June 1917. 

No. 2; August 1917. 

No. 3; November 1917. 

No. 4; X-mas 1917. 

The Hangar Herald. 

Unit: Unknown Army Service Corps unit. 
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Editors: Captain E.C.L. Towne, Lt. G.F.M. Campion and Lt. J.R. Truscott. 

Printed: France. 

Classmark: WRB.541 

UL: No. 9; 1 May 1915. 

No. 10; 15 May 1915. 

No. 11; 1 June 1915. 

Happy Though Wounded! The Book of the 3rd London General Hospital. 

Unit: 3rd London General Hospital, Wandsworth. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: 1919.9.362 

Haq. 

Unit: Unknown. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Lahore. 

Classmark: WRA.616 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; 21 July 1918. 



Hazeley Down Camp. 

Unit: Hazeley Down Camp. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Hazeley Down. 

Classmark: WRC-455 

UL: August, 1916(Memorial No.). 
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Notes: The 13th, 15th, 16th, and 20th Battalions The London Regiment 

trained at Hazeley Down Camp. This journal marks the occasion on 

which a Memorial Service and erection of a wayside cross at the 

Camp in honour of their dead took place. 

Highland Light Infantry Chronicle. 

Unit: The Highland Light Infantry Regiment. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Glasgow. 

Classmark: L540:7.b.9 

UL: Vol. XV, No. 3-4; July-Oct 1915. Vol. XVIII, No. 1; January 1918. 

Vol. XVI, No. 1; January 1916. Vol. XVIII, No. 2; April 1918. 

Vol. XVI, No. 2; April 1916. Vol. XVIII, No. 3; July 1918. 

Vol. XVI, No. 3; July 1916. Vol. XVIII, No. 4; October 1918. 

Vol. XVI, No. 4; October 1916. 

Vol. XVII, No. 1; January 1917. 

Vol. XVII, No. 2; April 1917. 

Vol. XVII, No. 3; July 1917. 

Vol. XVII, No. 4; October 1917. 

Vol. XIX, No. 1; January 1919. 

Vol. XIX, No. 2; April 1919. 

Vol. XIX, No. 3; July 1919. 

Vol. XIX, No. 4; October 1919. 

Honk! The Voice of the Benzine Lancers and Organ of the Gear-Box Musicians. 

Printed every sometimes for the Australian Ammunition Park. 

Unit: Australian Ammunition Park. 

Editor: Unknown. 



Printed: France. 

Classmark: WRC.527 

UL: No. 8; 12 August 1915. 

No. 9; 29 August 1915. 

The Incubator: The Magazine of the 2nd Reserve Battalion RN.V.R. 63rd Royal 

Naval Division Reserves. 

Unit: 2nd (Reserve) Battalion, 63rd RN.V.R 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: n. p. 

Classmark: WRD-405 

UL: No. 1; September 1918. 

The Invicta Gazette: 20th Battalion The London Regiment Monthly Journal. 

Unit: The 20th Battalion The London Regiment. 

Editor: Captain Thomas. 

Printed: Hazeley Down Camp, later Winchester. 

Classmark: WRB-404 

UL: No. 1; May,1916. 

No. 2; June 1916. 

No. 3; September 1916. 

No. 4; October 1916. 

No. 6; December 1916. 

No. 7; January 1917. 

No. 8; February 1917. 

No. 9; March 1917. 

No. 5; November 1916. No. 10; April 1917. 

Notes: Journal finished due to paper shortages. 

The Iodine Chronicle: No. 1 Canadian Field Ambulance. 

Unit: No. 1 Canadian Field Ambulance, Canadian Army Medical Corps. 

Editors: Major George J. Boyce and Cpl. R.O. Spreckley. 

Printed: France. 

Classmark: WRA.538 
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UL: No. s; 20 January 1916. 

The ''J': Magazine of the Annexe J Camp, Havre. 

Unit: Unknown Army Service Corps unit. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Havre. 

Classmark: WRC,458 

UL: July 1917. 

The Jackass: The First Australian General Hospital Monthly. 

Unit: The 1st Australian General Hospital. 

Editor: Pte. J.R.W. Taylor. 

Printed: n.p. 

Classmark: WRC.526 

UL: No. 1; June 1918. 

No. 2; July 1918. 

No. 3; October 1918. 

The Jackdaw: Official Organ of No. 6 M.A.C. 

Unit: No. 6 Motor Ambulance Convoy, R.A.M.C. 

Editors: J. Benjamin and A. Latham. 

Printed: In the Field. 

Classmark: WRC.537 

UL: Vol. I, Nos.9-10-11; Sept.-Oct.-Nov., 1917 (One Issue). 

Vol. I, No. 12; December 1917. 

Kamp Knews: The Officious News-ance of the 3rd West Lanes. Brigade 

R.F.A. 

Unit: The 3rd West Lancashire Brigade, Royal Field Artillery. 

Editor: Unknown. 
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Printed: Liverpool. 

Classmark: WRB-489 

UL: No. 22; Christmas 1917. 

The Lead-Swinger: The Bivouac journal of the 1/3 West Riding Field 

Ambulance. 

Unit: The 1/3rd West Riding Field Ambulance, R.A.M.C. 

Editor: Pte. E. Northend. 

Printed: Sheffield: J.W. Northend. 

Classmark: WRB.112.1-2 

UL: Two volumes; Vol. I; Sheffield: Northend, 1916. 

Vol. II; Sheffield: J.W. Northend, 1921. 

Lines: The Official Organ of the Divisional Signal Company, R.E. 

Unit: Divisional Signal Company, R.E. 

Editor: G.H. Millner. 

Printed: In the Field. 

Classmark: WRB.639 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; November 1917. 

The Link: H.M.N.Z.T. 

Unit: New Zealand Transport ship. 

Editor: Sgt.Maj. D.J. Guiney. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRC-414 

UL: One issue, n.d. (Received 31 May 1918). 
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The Listening Post: 7th Canadian Infantry Battalion (1st British Columbia Regt}. 

Unit: The ih Canadian Infantry Battalion The 1st British Columbia Regiment. 

Editor: Captain W.F. Orr (No. 1-No. 24). 



Major D. Philpot (No. 25-No. 31). 

Major A.C. Nation, M.C. (No. 32). 

Printed: France. 

Classmark: WRA-488 

UL: No. 1; 10 August 1915. 

No. 2; 30 August 1915. 

No. 3; 12 September 1915. 

No. 4; 26 September 1915. 

No. 6; 20 October 1915. 

No. 7; 29 October 1915. 

No. 8; 25 November 1915. 

No. 12; 15 March 1916. 

No. 13; 30 March 1916. 

No. 14; 21 April 1916. 

No. 15; 18 May 1916. 

No. 16; 17 June 1916. 

No. 19; 10 August 1916. 

The London Scottish Regimental Gazette. 

Unit: The London Scottish Regiment. 

Editor: John Godbraith. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRC-401 

UL: Vol. XIX, No. 217; January 1914. 

Vol. XIX, No. 218; February 1914. 

Vol. XIX, No. 219; March 1914. 

Vol. XIX, No. 220; April 1914. 

Vol. XIX, No. 221; May 1914. 

Vol. XIX, No. 222; June 1914. 

Vol. XIX, No. 223; July 1914. 

No. 20; 10 December 1916. 

No. 21; 25 January 1917. 

No. 22; 15 February 1917. 

No. 23; 22 March 1917. 

No. 24; 20 April 1917. 

No. 25; 21 May 1917. 

No. 26; 20 July 1917. 

No. 27; 10 August 1917. 

No. 28; 20 September 1917. 

No. 29; 1 December 1917 (X-mas). 

No. 30; April 1918. 

No. 31; July 1918. 

No. 32; December 1918 (X-mas). 

Vol. XXI, No. 246; June 1916. 

Vol. XXI, No. 247; July 1916. 

Vol. XXI, No. 248; August 1916. 

Vol. XXI, No. 249; September 1916. 

Vol. XXI, No. 250; October 1916. 

Vol. XXI, No. 251; November 1916. 

Vol. XXI, No. 252; December 1916. 
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Vol. XIX, No. 224; August 1914. Vol. XXII, No. 253; January 1917. 

Vol. XIX, No. 225; September 1914. Vol. XXII, No. 254; February 1917. 

Vol. XIX, No. 226; October 1914. Vol. XXII, No. 255; March 1917. 

Vol. XIX, No. 227; November 1914. Vol. XXII, No. 256; April 1917. 

Vol. XIX, No. 228; December 1914. Vol. XXII, No. 257; May 1917. 

Vol. XX, No. 229; January 1915. 

Vol. XX, No. 230; February 1915. 

Vol. XX, No. 231; March 1915. 

Vol. XX, No. 232; April 1915. 

Vol. XX, No. 233; May 1915. 

Vol. XX, No. 234; June 1915. 

Vol. XX, No. 235; July 1915. 

Vol. XX, No. 236; August 1915. 

Vol. XX, No. 237; September 1915. 

Vol. XX, No. 238; October 1915. 

Vol. XX, No. 239; November 1915. 

Vol. XX, No. 240; December 1915. 

Vol. XXI, No. 241; January 1916. 

Vol. XXI, No. 242; February 1916. 

Vol. XXI, No. 243; March 1916. 

Vol. XXI, No. 244; Ap1il 1916. 

Vol. XXI, No. 245; May 1916. 

Machine Gun Corps Magazine. 

Unit: The Machine Gun Corps. 

Editor: Lt. F. Storey Christopher. 

Printed: Grantham. 

Classmark: WRB.43 o 

UL: Vol. II; July 1918. 

Vol. II; September 1918. 

Vol. XXII, No. 258; June 1917. 

Vol. XXII, No. 259; July 1917. 

Vol. XXII, No. 260; August 1917. 

Vol. XXII, No. 261; September 1917. 

Vol. XXII, No. 262; October 1917. 

Vol. XXII, No. 263; November 1917. 

Vol. XXII, No. 264; December 1917. 

Vol. XXIII, No. 265; January 1918. 

Vol. XXIII, No. 266; February 1918. 

Vol. XXIII, No. 267; March 1918. 

Vol. XXIII, No. 268; April 1918. 

Vol. XXIII, No. 269; May 1918. 

Vol. XXIII, No. 270; June 1918. 

Vol. XXIII, No. 271; July 1918. 

Vol. XXIII, No. 272; August 1918. 

Vol. XXIII, No. 273; September 1918. 

Vol. XXIII, No. 274; October 1918. 
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Vol. II; October 1918. 

Memento. No. 2 Company (XXIII, O.C.B.). June-December, 1918. Hipwell 

Camp, Catterick. 

Unit: No. 2 Company, 13th O.C.B. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Middlesborough. 

Classmark: WRB.519 

Middlesex Yeomanry Magazine. 

Unit: Middlesex Yeomanry. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Cairo. 

Classmark: WRC.18.307 

UL: Vol. I, No. 6; June 1918. 

The Minden Magazine. 

Unit: The 2nd Battalion The Lancashire Fusiliers. 

Editor: Captain W. P. Salt. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRC-489 

UL: No. 1; November 1915. 

No. 2; December 1915. 

No. 3; January 1916. 

No. 4; March 1916. 

No. 5; May 1916. 

No. 6; June and July 1916. 

No. 7; August 1916. 

No. 8; September 1916. 
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Notes: Journal finished due to the death of Captain Salt, the editor, in action 

on 27 October 1916. 

The Mossband Farewell Magazine, 1916-1919. 

Unit: Munitions Factory. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Dumfries. 

Classmark: WRC.302.1 

The Mudhook, with which is incorporated 'Dardanelles Dug-Out Gossip.' The 

Journal of the 63rd (R.N.) Division. 

Unit: The 63rd (Royal Naval) Division. 

Editor: U nlmown. 

Printed: Boulogne. 

Classmark: WRB-479 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; September 1917. 

Vol. I, No. 2; November 1917. 

The Mudlark or the Bedfordshire Gazette. 

Unit: The 1st Battalion The Bedfordshire Regiment. 

Editor: Unlmown. 

Printed: Manchester. 

Classmark: WRC-403 

UL: No. 1; April 1916. 

Night Lines. 

Unit: The 160th Siege Battery, Royal Garrison Artillery. 

Editor: Unlmown. 

Printed: Portsmouth. 

Classmark: WRC-493 



UL: Vol. I, No. 1; February 1917. 

The Norperforce Gazette. 

Unit: Unknown. 

Editors: Lt. A. Greer and Cpl. R Williamson. 

Printed: Kasvin, Persia. 

Classmark: WRC.511 

UL: No. 1; 20 March 1919. 

Now and Then: Being the Official Organ of No. 3 Canadian Field Ambulance, 1st 

Canadian Division, B.E.F. 

Unit: No. 3 Canadian Field Ambulance, C.A.M.C., 1st Canadian Division. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Yeovil. 

Classmark: WRB,480 

UL: No. 1; 15 December 1915. 

N.Y.D.: Incorporating 'The Iodine Chronicle,' 'The Splint Record,' 'Now and 

Then.' The Journals of No. 1, 2 and 3 Canadian Field Ambulances, 

Respectively. 

Unit: Nos. 1, 2 and 3 Canadian Field Ambulances, C.A.M.C. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRA.540 

UL: No. 1; 10 May 1916. 

No. 2; 15 June 1916. 

No. 3; 5 August 1916. 

No. 4; 22 December 1916. 

No. 6; 12 July 1917. 
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The O.T.C. and Naval Cadets' Magazine: A Journal of Naval and Military 

Training Throughout the Empire. 

Unit: O.T.C. and Naval Cadets. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRB.590 

UL: Vol. V, No. 10; December 1918. 

The 'On Guard': Being the Monthly Magazine of the 339 and 341 Coy. Royal 

Defence Corps, Stationed at Oswestry. 

Unit: 339 and 341 Coy., Royal Defence Corps. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Oswestry. 

Classmark: WRC.554 

UL: No. 1; March 1919. 

No. 2; April 1919. 

Vol. I, No. 3; May 1919. 

Vol. I, No. 4; June 1919. 

Vol. I, No. 5; July 1919. 

Vol. I, No. 6; August 1919. 

Vol. I, No. 7; September 1919. 

Vol. I, No. 8; October 1919. 

Vol. I, No. 9; November 1919. 

The Open Exhaust: The Unofficial Organ of 358 Coy. 

Unit: 358 Company, Army Service Corps. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: n. p. 

Classmark: WRA.566 
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UL: Vol. I, No. 4; April 1916. 

The Outpost. 

Unit: Unknown Battalion of the Highland Light Infantry. 

Editor: Pte. W.J.F. Hutcheson. 

Printed: Glasgow. 

Classmark: WRB.583 

UL: Vol. V, No. 4; August 1917 (Memorial Service No.). 

Vol. V, No. 5; September 1917 (Third Anniversary No.). 

The Parting of the Ways: A Souvenir Record of the Triumphs. Tribulations 

and Maritime Musings of Returning Draft No. 217. 

Unit: Returning Draft No. 217. 

Editors: Major L.F. Purchas and Rfm. James H. Sargent. 

Printed: Auckland, New Zealand. 

Classmark: WRB.18.305 
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Notes: Draft left England on 18 January 1919 and reached New Zealand on 26 

February 1919. 

Peninsula Press. 

Unit: Anzacs at Gallipoli. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Q.H.Q. M.E.F., Imbros. 

Classmark: WRA.644 

UL: No. 87; 5 November 1915. 

The Pennington Press. A.S.C. M.T. 

Unit: Army Service Corps, Motor Transp01t. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Bromley. 



Classmark: WRB-496 

UL: Val.I, Na.1; 1 Sept. 1916. 

Val\ No.2; 8 Sept. 1916. 

Vol.I, No.3; 15 Sept. 1916. 

Vol.I, No-4; 22 Sept. 1916. 

Val.I, No.5; 29 Sept. 1916. 

Vol.I, No.6; 6 Oct. 1916. 

Vol.I, No.7; 13 Oct. 1916. 

Vol.I, No.8; 20 Oct. 1916. 

Val.I, No.9; 27 Oct. 1916. 

Vol.I, No.10; 3 Nov. 1916. 

Vol.I, No.11; 10 Nov. 1916. 

Vol.I, No.12; 17 Nov. 1916. 

Val.I, Na.13; 24 Nov. 1916. 

Vol.I, No.14; 1 Dec. 1916. 

Vol.I, No.15; 8 Dec. 1916. 

Vol.I, No.16; 15 Dec. 1916. 

Vol.I, Na.17; 22 Dec. 1916. 

Vol.I, No.18; 29 Dec. 1916. 

Vol.I, No.19; 5 Jan. 1917. 

Vol.I, No.20; 12 Jan. 1917. 

Vol.I, No.21; 19 Jan. 1917. 

Vol.I, No.22; 26 Jan. 1917. 

Val.I, Na.23; 2 Feb. 1917. 

Vol.I, No.24; 9 Feb. 1917. 

Vol.I, No.25; 16 Feb. 1917. 

Vol.I, No.26; 23 Feb. 1917. 

Val.II, No.27; 2 March 1917. 

Vol.II, No.28; 9 March 1917. 

Vol.II, No.29; 16 March 1917. 

Vol.II, No.30; 23 March 1917. 

Val.II, Na.31; 30 March 1917. 

Vol.II, No.32; 6 April 1917. 

Vol.II, No.33; 13 April 1917. 

Vol.II, No.34; 20 April 1917. 

Val.II, Na.35; 27 April 1917. 

Vol.II, No.36; 4 May 1917. 

Vol.II, No.37; 11 May 1917. 

Vol.II, No.38; 18 May 1917. 

Vol.II, No.39; 25 May 1917. 

Vol.II, No-40; 1 June 1917. 

Vol.II, No-41; 8 June 1917. 

Vol.II, No.42; 15 June 1917. 

Vol.II, Na-43; 22 June 1917. 

Vol.II, No-44; 29 June 1917. 

The Periscope: Being the Official Organ of a Reserve Battalion. 

Manchester Regiment. 

Unit: Unknown Reserve Battalion of The Manchester Regiment. 
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Editors: Captain A. Leach, Captain C.S.S. Higham and 2/Lt. H.A. Upton. 

Printed: Manchester. 

Classmark: WRC-423 



UL: Vol. III, No. 4; January 1919 (Last No.). 

Poison Gas: The Unofficial Organ of the 3rd Battalion, Queen Victoria's 

Rifles. 

Unit: The 3rd Battalion The Queen Victoria's Rifles. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Salisbury. 

Classmark: WRB.588 

UL: Vol. I , No. 1; February 1916. 

The Pow-Wow. 

Unit: The 118th (Universities and Public Schools) Brigade. 

Editor: Pte. C. Hurry. 

Printed: Epsom. 

Classmark: WRA-492 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; 18 Nov. 1914. 

Vol. I, No. 2; 25 Nov. 1914. 

Vol. I, No. 3; 2 Dec. 1914. 

Vol. I, No. 4; 9 Dec. 1914. 

Vol. I, No. 5; 16 Dec. 1914. 

Vol. I, No. 6; 23 Dec. 1914. 

Vol. I, No. 7; 8 Jan. 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 8; 22 Jan. 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 9; 29 Jan. 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 10; 5 Feb. 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 11; 12 Feb. 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 12; 19 Feb. 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 13; 26 Feb. 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 14; 5 March 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 15; 12 March 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 20; 16 April 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 21; 23 April 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 22; 30 April 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 23; 7 May 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 24; 21 May 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 25; 28 May 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 26; 4 June 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 27; 11 June 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 28; 18 June 1915. 

Vol. II , No. 29; 25 June 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 30; 2 July 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 31; 9 July 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 32; 16 July 1915. 

Vol. II , No. 33; 23 July 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 34; 30 July 1915. 
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Vol. I, No. 16; 19 March 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 17; 26 March 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 18; 1 April 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 19; 9 April 1915. 

Notes: Continued as The Gasper. 

Pulham Patrol. 

Vol. II, No. 35; 13 August 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 36; 20 August 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 37; 27 August 1915. 

Vol. II, No. 38; 3 Sept. 1915. 

Unit: Unknown Royal Naval Air Service Squadron. 

Editor: L.C. Jones. 

Printed: Pulham. 

Classmark: WRB.432 

UL: Vol. I, No. 4; December 1917. 

Vol. I, No. 5; February 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 9; May 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 10; June-November 1918. 
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The Queen's Own Gazette: A Monthly Record of Regimental Doings of The 

Queen's Own, (Royal West Kent Regiment). 

Unit: The Queen's Own, The Royal West Kent Regiment. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Maidstone. 

Classmark: WRB,412 

UL: Vol. XXXV, No. 4, No. 489; April 1916. 

Vol. XXXV, No. 5, No. 490; May 1916. 

Vol. XXXV, No. 6, No. 491; June 1916. 

Vol. XXXV, No. 7, No. 492; July 1916. 

Vol. XXXV, No. 8, No. 493; August 1916. 

Vol. XXXV, No. 9, No. 494; September 1916. 

Notes: Continued as Chronicles of the White Horse. 



The Quirk: RN.AS. RN. College, Greenwich. 

Unit: Royal Naval Air Service, R.N. College, Greenwich. 

Editor: Lt. H.F. Mercer. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRB-493 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; December 1917. 

Vol. I, No. 2; January 1918. 

The Red Feather: The Regimental Magazine of the 6th (Service) Battalion of the 

Duke of Cornwall's Light Infantry. 

Unit: The 6th (Service) Battalion The Duke of Cornwall's Light Infantry. 
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Editor: Major C.A Barnett (Vol. I, No. 1-Vol. I, No. 4) [Killed in Action June 1915]. 

Major AW. Stericker (Vol. I, No. 5 - ). 

Printed: Aldershot. 

Classmark: WRC-429 

UL: Vol. I, No. 4; June 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 6; December 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 7; March 1916. 

The 'Repulse' Magazine. 

Unit: Unlmown. 

Editor: Unlmown. 

Printed: Edinburgh. 

Classmark: WRD-46.346 

UL: Vol. I, No. 5; Christmas 1918. 

Reveille. 

Unit: Troopship 'Euripides'. 

Editor: Unlmown. 

Printed: At Sea. 



Classmark: WRA.630 

UL: One Issue; 23 October 1916. 

Notes: The troopship 'Euripides' carried 3,000 men of the A.I.F. from Sydney to 

Plymouth. 

The Salient: Being a Seasonable Supplement to the 6 Corps. 

Unit: 6 Corps. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: France, at the Front. 

Classmark: T537.b.6 

UL: X-mas 1915. 

The Searchlight: Monthly Publication of the R.A.M.C .• T.F. (E. Lanes). 2nd 

Western General Hospital. Manchester. 

Unit: The 2nd Western General Hospital, Manchester. R.A.M.C., T.F. (E. 

Lanes). 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Manchester. 

Classmark: WRC-408 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; October 1916. 
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Second London General Hospital Chelsea. S.W .• Souvenir. August. 1914-April. 

1917. 

Unit: The 2nd London General Hospital, Chelsea. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRB.14.309 
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The '718': A.S.C. M.T. 718 W.T. Company's Magazine, Illustrated and Printed 

at the Front. 

Unit: 718,Company Water Transport, Army Service Corps Motor Transport. 

Editors: Lt. G.L. Strina and Sgt. G.C. Wood. 

Printed: Amiens. 

Classmark: WRC.529 

UL: No. 1; September 1916. 

No. 2; January 1917. 

No. 3; March 1917. 

No. 4; April-May 1917. 

Notes: Nos. 3 and 4 entitled The 'Illustrated' 718. 

79th News: The Queen's Own Cameron Highlanders. 

Unit: The Queen's Own Cameron Highlanders. 

Editor: Major S.S.S. Clarke. 

Printed: Inverness. 

Classmark: WRB.500 

UL: No. 128; October 1914. 

No. 129; January 1915. 

No. 130; April 1915. 

No. 131; July 1915. 

No. 132; October 1915. 

No. 133; Janua1y 1916. 

No. 134; April 1916. 

No. 135; July 1916. 

No. 136; October 1916. 

No. 137; January 1917. 

Si-Eda: Annals of the Men of Anzac. 

No. 138; April 1917. 

No. 139; July 1917. 

No. 140; October 1917. 

No. 141; January 1918. 

No. 142; April 1918. 

No. 143; July 1918. 

No. 144; October 1918. 

No. 145; January 1919. 

No. 146; April 1919. 

No. 147; July 1919. 

Unit: Australian and New Zealand Army Corps. 



Editor: Captain George C. Neech. 

Printed: London. 

Cl~ssmark: WRC-456 

UL: No. 1; May 1916. 

No. 2, June-July 1916. 
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The Singapore Searchlight: A Periodical Devoted to the Doings of the Singapore 

R.E. (Volunteers). 

Unit: Singapore Royal Engineers (Volunteers). 

Editors: Cpl. F.Keller and Sapper K. Douglas. 

Printed: Singapore. 

Classmark: WRC-409 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; November 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 2; December 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 3; February 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 4; May 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 5; November 1916. 

Sircle Snips: The 184th Brigade Group Magazine. 

Unit: 184th Brigade Group. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: n.p. 

Classmark: WRC.508 

UL: No. 1; 15 December 1918. 

No. 2; 31 December 1918. 

The Sling: A Little Journal Printed by the Boys of a Canadian Field Ambulance. 

Unit: Unknown Canadian Field Ambulance, C.A.M.C. 

Editor: Unlmown. 

Printed: London. 



Classmark: WRB.516 

UL: No. 1; January 1917. 

N~. 2; October 1917. 

Soldiers' Pie: Being the Unofficial Journal of the C. D. E and F Coys. Artillery 

Specialists. N.Z.E.C., Tunnellers, N.Z.M.C. of the 32nd Reinforcement. 

Unit: 32nd Reinforcement, New Zealand Expeditionary Force. 

Editor: 2 /Lt. L.M. Hughes. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRC.413 

UL: One Issue, n.d. (Received 31 May 1918). 

Spit and Polish: 'B'.120 RF.A. 

Unit: 'B' Battery, 120th Brigade Royal Field Artillery. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: The Low Countries. 

Classmark: WRC-487 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; St. David's Day 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 2; 23 March 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 3; May [Date Illegible] 1916. 

The Splint Record: No. 2 Field Ambulance, 1st Canadian Division. B.E.F. 

Unit: No. 2 Field Ambulance, C.A.M.C., 1st Canadian Division. 

Editor: Captain A.RB. Duck. 

Printed: Flanders. 

Classmark: WRA.539 

UL: December, 1915 (Souvenir No.). 
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374 

Stand To!: The Journal of the 20th (S.) Battalion, 'The Duke of Cambridge's Own' 

The Middlesex Regt. 'The Die Hards'. 

Unit: The 20th (Service) Battalion 'The Duke of Cambridge's Own' The Middlesex 

Regiment. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRB-492 

UL: No. 1; May 1916 (Albuhera No.). 

Notes: Missing. 

The Standard of C Company. 

Unit: C Company, 26th Battalion A.I.F. 

Editor: Lt. H.R. Bruford, M.M. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRC.525 

UL: July 1918. 

'Tchun!: Printed by the Canadian Corps Training School, B.E.F., France. 

Unit: Canadian Corps Training School. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRC.504 

UL: Vol. I, No. 3; 30 June 1917. 

Vol. I, No. 4; 8 September 1917. 

Vol. I, No. s; 15 December 1917. 

Te Huia: The Magazine of the 33rd Reinforcement. 

Unit: 33rd Reinforcement, N.Z.E.F. 

Editors: 2/Lt. W.J.R. Hill and Sgt. T.M. Geddis. 

Printed: London. 



Classmark: WRB.514 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; February 1918. 

The Third Battalion Magazine, (A.I.F.). 

Unit: The 3rd Battalion, Australian Imperial Force. 

Editor: Unknown. 
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Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRB.645 

UL: August 1918. 

Trench Echo: Printed 'Every Little While' by the City of Winnipeg Battalion. 

Unit: City of Winnipeg Battalion, C.E.F. 

Editor: Lt. S.G. Harrison. 

Printed: France. 

Classmark: WRB-494 

UL: Christmas 1917. 

Trot-Talk, or East Coast Splashes. 

Unit: Unknown Royal Navy unit. 

Editor: Eng-Commander Rosbrye. 

Printed: Ipswich. 

Classmark: WRB.520 

UL: Vol. I, No. 2; 1 April 1918 (Spring No.) . 

Vol. I, No. 3; 1 July 1918 (Summer No.). 

Vol. I, No. 4; 1 October 1918(Autumn No.). 

Vol. I, No. s; 1 January 1919(Final War No.). 

The Two Asuwere. 

Unit: The 2/21st Battalion The London Regiment. 

Editor: Unknown. 



Printed: Hockerith, Bishop's Stortford. 

Classmark: WRB.523 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; October 1915. 

Vol. I, No. 21 November-December 1915. 

'Ultimus' Magazine. July 1918 to January 1919. 'D' Company. 14th Officer 

Cadet Battalion. 

Unit: D Company, 14th. O.C.B. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Catterick, Yorks. 

Classmark: WRB.18.302 

United Services Gazette: The Journal of His Majesty's Forces. 

Unit: British and Dominion Armies and Navy. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRA.563 

UL: No. 4501; 17 April 1919. 

376 

The Veteran: Official Organ of the Great War Veterans' Association of Canada. 

Unit: The Great War Veterans' Association of Canada. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Ottawa. 

Classmark: WRB.564 

UL: Vol. I, No. 8; July 1918. 

The Volunteers' Magazine. 

Unit: Corps of Citizens, later renamed the 2nd Battalion The City of London 

Volunteer Regiment. 

Editor: Platoon Commander A. Rowland Harris. 



Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRC-406 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; March 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 11; January 1917. 

The W.R.A.F. on the Rhine Unit: Women's Roval Air Force. 

Unit: Women's Royal Air Force, Rhine Unit. 

Editor: Member Eleanor Foster. 

Printed: Cologne. 

Classmark: WRD,412 

UL: No. 1; July 1919. 

No. 2; August 1919. 

No. 3; September 1919. 

The Wasp. 

Unit: A.I.F. Transport Ship. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: At Sea. 

Classmark: WRD,416 

UL: No. 1; July 1917. 

Notes: Continuation of The Ascanian. 

The Watch on the Rhine. II Corps Newspaper. 

Unit: 2 Corps. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Cologne. 

Classmark: WRA.521 

UL: No. 1; 30 December 1918. 

No. 2; 3 Januaiy 1919. 

No. 3; 7 January 1919. 
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Welsh Division New Year Souvenir, 1917. 

Unit: The ·wdsh Division. 

Editor: Captain T .. E. Elias, Royal Welch Fusiliers. 

Printed: Cardiff. 

Classmark: WRB.525 

Welsh Division Souvenir, 1918. 

Unit: The Welsh Division. 

Editor: Jeffrey E. Jeffrey. 

Printed: London. 

Classmark: WRB.525 

The Whippet: 24 Tank Corps O.C.B. 

Unit: 24 Tank Corps, O.C.B. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Winchester. 

Classmark: WRC.560 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; December 1918. 

Vol. I, No. 2; January 1919. 

The Whizz-Bang: A Monthly Journal from the Front, Written and Edited in 

the Trenches. 

Unit: The 6th Battalion (Territorial Force) The Durham Light Infantry. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Darlington. 

Classmark: WRC-404 

UL: Vol. I, No. 1; January, 1916. 

Vol. I, No. 7; July-August 1916. 
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Wind Up: A Souvenir of 'Breezy' Days at Gailes. 

Unit: 9th Scottish O.C.B. 

Editor: Cadet J.B. Nicholas. 

Printed: Gailes. 

Classmark: WRB.524 

UL: No. 1; August-November 1917. 
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Wind Up: CVIII. A Souvenir of the Winding Up of the First F Company, No. 8 

Officer Cadet Battalion. Oct .• 1916. 

Unit: F Company, 8th O.C.B. 

Editors: Cadet H. Archibald Taylor and Cadet Cyril F. Gamon. 

Printed: Lichfield. 

Classmark: WRB-46.321 

UL: October 1916. 

The Wipers Times and After: A Facsimile Reprint of the Trench Magazines:

The Wipers Times - The 'New Church' Times - The Kemmel Times -

The Somme Times - The B.E.F. Times. 

Unit: The Sherwood Foresters. 

Editors: Lt. Col. F.J. Roberts, M.C. and Major J.H. Pearson, D.S.O., M.C. 

Printed: London: Herbert Jenkins, 1918. 

Classmark: WRB.108.1 

The Wipers Times: Including for the First Time in One Volume a Facsimile 

Reproduction of the Complete Series of the Famous Wartime Trench 

Magazines. 

Unit: The Sherwood Foresters. 

Editors: Lt. Col. F.J. Roberts, M.C. and Major J.H, Pearson, D.S.O., M.C. 

Printed: London: Eveleigh, Nash and Grayson, 1930. 

Classmark: WRB.108.3 



The Wire: W.O. School of Education. Newmarket Course. 

Unit: The War Office School of Education. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: Newmarket. 

Classmark: WRC-416 

UL: Vol. I, No. 2; September 1919. 

Vol. I, No. 3; December 1919. 
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Notes: War Office organised school teaching officers and N.C.O.s awaiting 

demobilisation a range of courses including Economics, Mathematics, 

Handicraft, Languages, Science, Method, Business, History, Social 

Science and English. 

The Wormlet. 

Unit: 33rd Field Ambulance, R.A.M.C. 

Editor: Unknown. 

Printed: France. 

Classmark: WRC.530 

UL: No. 1; 20 July 1918. 

Notes: Copy forwarded from British Library. 
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