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CHAIRMAN’S COLUMN 
 

Welcome again, Ladies and Gentlemen, to The Tiger. 
 
Once again, it seems fitting to begin my column with a “Thank You” to those who attended our 
September meeting despite the petrol crisis that descended upon us all the preceding week. Whilst 
numbers were, as anticipated, lower than normal, it was still gratifying to see so many of you on 
the night.  
 
The keener eyed amongst you will notice that this edition of “The Tiger” is No. 120, meaning, of 
course, that the Branch is ten years old this very month! The past decade has certainly passed 
quickly, but it is only right and proper that we pause on this occasion to consider all we have 
experienced (and hopefully enjoyed) and all the friendships we have made over the past decade. 
None of this, of course, would have happened had it not been for the efforts of Dr John Sutton, 
our founder and first Chatman in the latter part of 2011. I think we can say with reasonably 
certainty that we have all benefitted from the existence of the Branch and that all those who have 
served and supported it throughout its lifetime deserve our gratitude and thanks. 
 
October is usually the month we also hold our Annual General Meeting but, with our Treasurer, 
Paul Warry, currently working away from Leicester at this time, it has been decided to await his 
return before proceeding further. Annual accounts will, of course, be compiled as usual, but will 
be presented when circumstances permit once the date for the A.G.M. can be ascertained. 
 
Finally, a reminder to all attendees that NO parking fees need be paid by those driving to 
our venue, bur all car registration numbers must be provided when you sign in.  
 
I look forward to seeing you all at our forthcoming meeting.     
  
 
D.S.H. 
 
 
 

OUR FORTHCOMING MEETING 

 

 

 

25th October 2021 
 

Guest Speaker: 
 

Mike Walton 

Cycling the Western Front 
 

A newcomer to the Branch, Mike Walton presents an illustrated 
account of his journey along the Western Front in the footsteps 
of an ancestor whose photograph will be familiar to many of you! 
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DATES FOR YOUR GREAT WAR DIARY 

NOVEMBER 

 

1st   1914 War at Sea Battle of Coronel off Chile 
1st  1916 Italian Front Ninth Battle of the Isonzo 

2nd   1914 Eastern Front Serbia and Russia declare War on Turkey 

2nd  1916 Western Front Verdun – Fort Vaux reconquered by French – no shots fired 

4th    1914 War in Africa Battle of Tanga 
6th   1914 Home Front German spy, Carl Lody, executed at the Tower of London  

6h  1917  Eastern Front Bolshevik revolution begins – Winter Palace bombarded 
7th  1915 War at Sea Italian liner, SS Ancona, torpedoed by U38 – 208 dead 

8th  1917 Western Front Professional cricketer Colin Blythe killed in action 
9th  1918 Western Front Kaiser Wilhelm II abdicates & flees to the Netherlands 

10th  1915 Italian Front Fourth Battle of the Isonzo 

11th   1918 Western Front Armistice comes into effect at 11 a.m. 

12th  1917 Italian Front Battle of Caporetto ends  

13th  1916 Western Front Battle of the Ancre 
14th  1918 Eastern Front Czechoslovakia becomes independent republic 
18th   1916 Western Front Official end of the Battle of the Somme  

19th  1916 Southern Front Serbian and French forces capture Monastir  

20th   1917 Western Front Battle of Cambrai 

21st   1916 Western Front 86 year old Emperor Franz Joseph of Austria dies of Pneumonia 
21st   1916 War at Sea HMHS Britannic sunk in the Aegean - mines planted by SM-U73 

22nd    1915 Middle East Battle of Ctesiphon – River Tigris, Mesopotamia 
22nd  1918 Western Front King Albert of the Belgians returns to Brussels 

25th   1915 War at Sea French battleship Suffren sunk off Lisbon by U52  

28th  1916 Home Front First enemy aeroplane raid on London by a LGV CIV 

29th  1916 War at Sea Admiral David Beatty appointed to command Home Fleet 

30th  1917 Western Front German counter-attack at Cambrai 

 

2nd Lt. Wilfred Edward Salter Owen 
Killed in Action 4th November 1918 

 

If in some smothering dreams, you too could pace 

Behind the wagon that we flung him in, 

And watch the white eyes writhing in his face, 

His hanging face, like a devil’s sick of sin; 

If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood 

Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs, 

Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud 

Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,— 

My friend, you would not tell with such high zest 

To children ardent for some desperate glory, 

The old Lie:  

Dulce et decorum est Pro patria mori. 
 

From Owen’s poem “Dulce et decorum est”  
published posthumously in 1920 
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AROUND THE COUNTY . . .  
 

On 30th September, Valerie and David represented 
the Branch at the unveiling of a Green Plaque to 
Captain Robert Gee, V.C. M.C. at the Bosworth 
Conservative Association building on Priory Walk, 
Hinckley. 
 
Amongst those present were representatives of Gee’s 
former Regiment, the Royal Fusiliers, who brought 
with them his medals and the casket awarded to him 
when he received the Freedom of the City of 
Leicester (shown below, right).   
 
Gee enlisted in the Army in 1893, joining the 2nd Battalion, The Royal Fusiliers. After serving during 
the Gallipoli campaign, he was commissioned as Captain and then was seriously injured on the 
opening day of the Battle of the Somme. His Victoria Cross was won in November 1917 when he 
single-handedly attacked and captured a German machine gun post at Masnieres and Les Rues 
Vertes in France. 
 
After the war, Captain Gee entered politics and became MP for East Woolwich in 1921, when he 
defeated the future Labour Prime Minister, Ramsay McDonald. He lost his seat in 1922 but, after 
two unsuccessful campaigns in Newcastle and Bishop Auckland, returned to the House of 
Commons in 1924 as MP for Bosworth. Three years later he resigned his seat and emigrated to 
Australia in 1926, where he died in 1960 aged 84. 

 

 

 

Also present was Gee’s biographer and W.F.A. 
member Derek Seaton (seen above with Valerie 
and David) who had nominated Gee to receive the 
plaque and later appeared on local Television 
News broadcasts, which some readers may have 
seen.  
 

All photographs, including our cover picture, 

are courtesy of Leicestershire County Council 
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On Sunday, 3rd October, a commemoration to mark 
the centenary of the unveiling of Lutterworth War 
Memorial was finally held, having been originally 
postponed due to the pandemic. The Memorial was 
originally unveiled on 24th May 1921 (as depicted 
opposite) by local dignitary Rudolph Feilding, 9th 
Earl of Denbigh  
 
Denbigh, who lived at Newnham Paddox, a country 
house in nearby Monks Kirby, Warwickshire, lost 
two sons in the War. His daughter, Lady Dorothie 
Feilding, may be familiar to our readers for her work 
as an ambulance driver in Flanders. The first British 
women to receive the Military Medal, Lady 
Dorothie was also decorated by the French and the 
Belgians.   
 

 
The original unveiling service of 24th May 1921. 

The Memorial stands on the corner of  

Church Steet and George Street. 
 

 

The commemoration service, delayed for six 
months, was organised by Lutterworth Town 
Council, in partnership with the Royal British 
Legion and the Armed Forces Veterans Breakfast 
Club. Members of the public joined invited 
dignitaries to hear the Town Crier officially 
announce the beginning of the ceremony after 
which Graham Thomas, Chaplain of Lutterworth 
College reminded those present that 52 men from 
the town fell in the course of the conflict.   
 
Poppy wreathes were laid by the guest of honour, 
Michael Kapur, Lord-Lieutenant of Leicestershire, 
and by the president of the Royal British Legion in  Michael Kapur, Lord Lieutenant of 

Leicestershire, lays his wreath 
 
Lutterworth, Dick Stilgoe. The national anthem was 
then played and a commemorative plaque marking 
the occasion was then unveiled by Mr Kapur, 
accompanied by current Lutterworth mayor, Cllr 
Richard Nunn. A booklet giving details of the fallen 
has also been produced. 

 
Following the Service, a range of classic military 
vehicles were also on display near the Memorial, 
with the Lutterworth Town Band entertaining those 
present with a selection of wartime music and songs. 
 

  

 
The assembled dignitaries at the Memorial 

 

Our thanks go to Nicola Brown for providing the photographs shown above 
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. . . AND BEYOND.  
 

Following an article by Valerie in Issue 108 of The Tiger in November 2020, she asked one of our 
Armistice Tour travellers, Carol Burnell of Dorset if, when time and the pandemic permitted, she 
would kindly pay a visit to Abbotsbury Subtropical Gardens, near Weymouth, to visit the grave of 
little Bruce. A cross between an Airedale and an Irish Terrier, Bruce drowned with his master 

during the sinking of H.M.S. Formidable on New Year’s Day 1915. Carol has kindly shared 
photographs of her recent visit and the full story of Bruce and his owner, Captain Arthur Noel 
Loxley, now follows. 
 

 

Arthur Noel Loxley was the eldest of four sons of the Reverend Arthur 
Loxley (1846-1888) former Vicar of Fairford in Gloucestershire and his 
wife Alice, née Duncombe. Arthur junior had joined the Royal Navy as a 
Cadet in 1888 and by the outbreak of War was Flag Captain of the battle 

cruiser H.M.S. Inflexible. On 2nd September 1914 he was appointed 

Captain of H.M.S. Formidable, a 15,250 tons pre-Dreadnought battleship 
that was launched in 1898.  
 

The ship and its squadron undertook operations in the English Channel, 
and was based at Sheerness to guard against a possible German invasion. 
With Loxley was his dog, Bruce, given to him for company by his young 

son Peter. At 2.00 a.m. on the morning of 1st January 1915, Formidable 

was struck by two torpedoes fired from German submarine U-24 thirty  
Captain  

Arthur Loxley 
miles off Portland. The first torpedo hit the number one boiler port side; a second explosion 
caused the ship to list heavily to starboard. Huge waves thirty feet high lashed the stricken ship, 
with strong winds, rain and hail, sinking it in less than two hours. Only 199 men out of a 
compliment of around 750 were saved. When the end came, Captain Loxley walked to the 
forebridge, lit a cigarette and with Bruce loyally by his side, went down with his ship in true Royal 
Navy tradition. Captain Loxley is commemorated on the Chatham Naval Memorial to the Missing.    
Bruce’s body, however, was later washed ashore below Abbotsbury Castle and he was later buried 
in Abbotsbury Sub-tropical Gardens, where his grave can be visited today.  
 

  
Bruce’s headstone at Abbotsbury Sub-tropical Gardens 

 

Amongst Arthur Loxley’s three brothers, who also served in the War, were Vere Loxley (Royal 
Marine Light Infantry) who fell on 13th November 1916 and Reginald Loxley (R.A.F.) who fell on 
18th October 1918. Arthur’s son Peter, of the Foreign Office. was also killed on 1st February 1945 
whilst flying en route to the Crimea Conference at Yalta. 
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A recent visit by Valerie to Norwich saw her pay her respects to Nurse Edith Cavell at both the 
Cathedral, outside which Cavell is buried, and the Cavell monument close by. Her tryptic of 
photographs below records the event, showing the original Cavell headstone on the left, the 
replacement stone, erected in 2016, centre and the Cavell monument on the right.  
 

   
   
The story of Cavell’s heroism in Brussels, subsequent execution and the repatriation of her remains 
to England has been recounted many times before. Less well known is the story of another lady 
who stood trial alongside here, Irish-born Mademoiselle Ada Bodart, which is now recounted.  
 
Ada Bodart was born Anna Maria Doherty in Newry, Co. Down 
on 22nd July 1874. The eight of eleven children, at the age of five 
she was sent to boarding School at the French Convent of the 
Assumption in Richmond, North Riding of Yorkshire, where she 
stayed for the next 13 years. Expressing interest in learning foreign 
languages, the nuns suggested she offer her services as an English 
teacher at a convent in Europe and a post was secured in Metz. 
According to her later memoirs, Ada found the position “too 
stifling” and found employment in Brussels with a Baron Capelle, 
who resided in Brussels and had a summer chateau at St Denis-
Bovesse, near Namur. 
 
At the latter, Ada met and married coachman Louis Joseph Bodart   

 
Ada Bodart 

in Brussels in November 1898. A son, Phillippe, was born the following April and a daughter, 
Hilda, in December 1900. By the time of her husband’s death in Brussels in 1909, the family were 
living in comfortable circumstances in the capital city until the German invasion of 1914. 
 
How and when Ada first became involved in the activities of what became known as the “Cavell 
Network” remains unknown, although there is no doubt of her participation. Accounts survive of 
her flirting with German sentries, although whether these were attempts at distraction or bribery 
are unclear. The arrest of her son Phillippe at the house of architect Phillipe Baucq, (who was 
subsequently executed the same morning as Cavell) on suspicion of collecting the clandestine 

newspaper La Libre Belgique, was the first indication of her involvement; her naming by Cavell 
at her subsequent interrogation would seal her fate.    
 
One of 35 accused to be tried by Military Court-Martial in October 1915, Ada Bodart admitted 
concealing soldiers in her home, sheltering them until “a guide” collected them for escape  
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purposes. She was, therefore, considered an accomplice in the transport of soldiers and men of 
military age and was sentenced to ten years hard labour. Edith Cavell, as we know, was “shot at 
dawn” and sources suggest Ada was one of the last people to see her on the eve of her execution, 
before Ada was herself interned for the remainder of the War.  
 
Upon her release Ada claimed compensation of some 4.000 Belgian Francs from the British 
Government for services rendered during the War. She was also awarded an O.B.E. and in 1923 

the Sunday Post serialised her own account of her life. In 1928, Ada appeared on film, playing 
herself in the first depiction of the story of Edith Cavell, adapted from a play by Captain Reginald 
Berkeley, M.C., and directed by Herbert Wilcox (whose wife, Anna Neagle, would later play Cavell 
in a further version of the story in 1939).  
 
Entitled “Dawn”, this silent movie cast Dame Sybil Thorndike in the starring role, with Ada 
appearing second in all the publicity material. She appears in one scene based on an incident during 
the court-martial, where Bodart’s son, Phillippe, was questioned over his mother’s activities and 
Ada rose to intervene as her son was still a minor. Thorndike was an appropriate choice for her 
role, having lost a brother Frank and a brother-in-law during the conflict. The film, however, was 
heavily criticised, due to objections over the “brutal depiction” of warfare and anti-German 
sentiments, with pressure exerted by both the German Ambassador and Austen Chamberlain, the 
British Foreign Secretary, to prevent the film being passed for public viewing.   
 

   
LEFT: “Dawn” by Reginald Berkeley in book format, taking full advantage of the censorship of the film. 

CENTRE: Sybil Thorndike as Edith Cavell. RIGHT: The advertising poster for the movie. 
 
Chamberlain, in fact, refused to see it, a decision that caused Ada to return her O.B.E. in protest 
and, according to some sources, refuse further payments of a British pension she had been granted.   
“Dawn” is therefore often cited as an early example of official censorship in Britain, although 
another view offered is that, ten years after the War, people wanted to “move on” and felt the film 
was too anti-German. Somewhat surprisingly, even Edith Cavell's sister criticised the film, saying 
it would promote hate. Ironically, Herbert Wilcox had attempted to portray the Germans in as 
sympathetic light as possible, particularly a character named Private Rammler, whose severe 
misgivings about being asked to shoot a nurse provide the final act with much of its drama. 
 
Despite this, the film was refused a certificate by the British Board of Film Censors, on the grounds 
that its depiction of Cavell's execution deviated from the official German record. However, the 
London County Council passed it after requesting minor cuts to the final scenes, and most local  
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authorities followed suit, allowing the film to be shown nationally. When eventually released, it 
proved a great success, with George Bernard Shaw amongst those impressed.  
 
In the latter years of her life Ada occasionally gave talks about her past which would, according to 
one historian, alter her place of birth according to where she was speaking! Ada died aged 61 in 
Brussels on 6th February 1933 and a funeral service was held four days later at the Cathedral of St 
Michael and St Gudula, the city’s medieval Roman Catholic church. 
 
In more recent times, Ada has been commemorated in her native Ireland, where the Ulster History 
Circle unveiled a blue plaque in William Street, Newry, dedicated to her on 11th October 2016. The 
plaque is shown below. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

ON THE NOTICEBOARD  
 
 

 

 
 

 
AT RISK 

WAR MEMORIALS 
OPEN DAY 

SATURDAY 
20th NOVEMBER 2021 

 

The Chancel, 
Rear of All Saints Church, 
Highcross Street, Leicester 

 

11.00A.M. – 4.00P.M. 
 

Visit www.atriskwarmemorials.co.uk 
for further details 
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LETTERS FROM THE FRONT 
A SMALL BUT COMPELLING BUNDLE  

by Roy-Anthony Birch 
 

In taking another of my occasional dips into the wartime postbag, this time drawing on items from 
the earliest months of the War, I am struck by the number of press reports describing the influx 
of Belgian refugees to Leicester and by the amount of correspondence testifying to the esteem in 
which Britain’s “plucky little Ally” was so widely held. Such thoughts, in turn, reminded me of 

similar items reproduced in The Wyggestonian; the Magazine of Leicester’s Wyggeston Boys’ 
Grammar School, whose pages regularly featured letters from former pupils now serving in “The 
Military”, in the generally accepted sense, or in various ancillary services. But before coming to 
one such example, I reproduce here an “up to the minute” report, as it was then; not from an Old 
Wyggestonian (an O.W.), but from a then current pupil; one of the five Belgian refugees who were 
already attending the School prior to Christmas 1914. 
 

We learn from the preamble to the piece that it had been translated - from the Flemish, 
presumably, this being the predominant tongue of the city in question, and irrespective of its 
principal waterway being given its French nomenclature. (My understanding is that, with many 
Belgians being bilingual, correspondence written primarily in Flemish, say, will often include 
“proper names” in the French format). As to the author, signing himself Au. De Jong, (the 
abbreviation Au. suggesting Augustus or Antonius, possibly), we learn that he is too old to be 
considered “a child”, and so, a lad of 15 or thereabouts, perhaps. Yet one sufficiently articulate 

and aware to produce an intriguing and poignant narrative. From The Wyggestonian vol. XVI 
issue no. 6, of December 1914, with a light editorial touch from RAB, we read: - 
 

THE BOMBARDMENT OF ANTWERP 
During all of the day preceding that of the bombardment, one could hear the heavy booming 
of the cannon attacking the forts outside Antwerp, while a constant stream of wounded was 
flowing into the town; the ambulances heaped up. What misery! These men had been fighting 
for their King and for Belgium: so unwillingly dragged into this War. They had left their 
wives, their children, and their parents, to defend their beloved country from the unjust attack 
of the Tutons. 
 

The next morning they began to remove the ambulances as they did not wish to expose the 
wounded to the destructive fire of these modern barbarians. Many of the inhabitants of 
Antwerp had tried to flee, but in vain: my mother and I found ourselves among them. During 
the whole day we were at the station, but found no means of leaving – the wounded boarded 
first and then some of the fugitives, but not including us. We were there from 8 a.m. to 3 p.m. 
having tried to leave from another station, but again found it impossible, alas, and we had to 
return home. Finally, as the inhabitants grew accustomed to the gloomy and terrible music of 
those great steel mouths, which were never silent for an instant, and in spite of the din, 
Antwerp slept; to sleep but a short sleep. 
 

Towards half-past eleven at night, the cannonade seemed to increase more and more and the 
noise was greater still. But what was that? What did I hear? It seemed to me that I was 
dreaming, but alas, it was indeed the sad truth: shots, followed by a terrible howling like that 
of a dog, but much louder. It was the projectiles that howled thus. Suddenly, a bomb exploded  
not far from our house: what a terrifying din! But first, an explosion which made everything 
shake, followed by the falling down of part of a house, struck. A short time after, the night  
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watch-man came to warn us that the town was being bombarded, and advised us to take 
refuge in the cellar to protect ourselves from the direct danger of the shells. 
 

 

What terrors we passed through. At each thundering shot, one 
feared that the roof which sheltered us would fall. Slowly the 
time passed; minutes seemed hours; not a moment of respite in 
the bombardment. Why were they working thus, the men from 
beyond the Rhine? For the pleasure of destroying? An odour of 
petroleum spread itself through the city. How was that 
produced? Who will answer you? No-one! Do the Germans 
have projectiles containing benzene? Did the Zeppelins pour 
out inflammable liquids? Opinions on this subject diverged. 
Towards four o’clock, I climbed to the attic with my aunt’s 
concierge. What a sad but imposing sight unfolded itself before 
our eyes. On the east, a huge fire: on the south, fuel tanks had 
been set on fire by the Belgian soldiers: on the north and west, 
nothing remarkable. Yet above us, projectiles flew unceasingly 
like vultures seeking their prey. 
 

At last, dawn appeared and we resolved to depart. First I went 
to the Central Station with the concierge but found no means of 
leaving and no trains running in any direction. What was to be 
done? I remembered boats for Ostend. We returned home  

 

German Zeppelin airships 

during the bombing on Antwerp 

during the night of the 25th/26th 

August 1914. 

quickly, always across bombs, and keeping close to the walls. Everyone was going for the 
boat. Too late, alas. We arrived just in time to see the mail depart. The officials could no more 
be sure there would be another sailing. Not far from where we were, a bomb fell into the River 
Escaut. After that, we left rather hurriedly. We resigned ourselves to leaving half of our 
luggage, and to walking to Holland. What a painful road it was: black with people: mothers 
carrying sleeping children: men pushing carts filled with luggage and old people. Such a sad 
sight. After five hours’ walking we arrived at the frontier from where we still heard the 
cannon, without pause. We were not yet at the end of our troubles. The women and children 
could go from the frontier to Bergen-op-Zoom, by cariole. For me, alas, I could not profit by 
this good fortune, and to my five hours of marching, I found I must add three more. At seven 
o’clock the train left for Flushing. Arriving at Middelburg, however, the refugees were invited 
to detrain since there was no room elsewhere, and we remained where we were until our 
departure for England. 
 

For the first days, one is thankful to be out of the hurly-burley, but after one thinks of what 
one has lost – the house and what it contained, one’s friends – had they been able to flee?, and 
the others at the War; Where are they? Do they still live or are they dead on the field of battle? 
And we, exiled, deprived of all, far from the loved country; What shall we find again on our 
return and what fate is reserved for us? 
 

Readers of the October 1914 edition of The Wyggestonian (vol. XVI issue no. 5) had in fact 
already been alerted to the dire situation in Antwerp and to the plight of the Belgian soldier. A  
letter received by the Magazine’s editorial team served to corroborate and indeed to foreshadow 
young Monsieur De Jong’s December offering, and in equally vivid terms, albeit from a somewhat 
different perspective. The date of this Old Wyggestonian’s missive – Sunday October 4th 1914, 
might have been of greater significance vis-à-vis the retention of the city in Allied hands, marking  
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as it did the arrival of units of The Royal Naval Division midway through what proved a 12-13 day 
siege. In the event, however, this somewhat makeshift force was ineffective in attempting to secure 
the deliverance of the port, which duly surrendered to the Tutons six days later, with the R.N.D. 
compelled to retire from October 8th. Headed BRITISH FIELD HOSPITAL ANTWERP, and 
again, with a little light editing from the present writer, Hugh Watts Taylor’s despatch reads: - 
 

At a time when all eyes are anxiously watching the envelopment of Von Kluck’s Army, and 
the gradual but glorious progress of our own men in France, it seems to lie beyond our power 
of resistance to say a few words about Belgium. 
 

Then listen! Belgium deserves the very utmost we 
can give her. Just a fortnight ago, at the time of the 
Battle of Hofstade, we worked day and night for 
three days. The rush of wounded was so great; 
five thousand entered Antwerp in two days; train 
load on top of train load, allowing no rest. Poor 
chaps; most of them were terribly mauled and it 
took all that we could do, in many cases, to sustain 
them. Yet, if that sortie had not been made, 
Second German Army Corps would have been 
free to support their right wing at the time of the 
great defeat. But the Belgians have suffered  

 
Belgian artillery at Hofstade, 1914 

terribly and unjustly, and they are fighting alone. 
 

At least that was true until today, when the arrival of some of our own troops has rather 
altered the complexion of things. All through the campaign, anxious faces have confronted 
one on every side. “Les Anglais, Les Anglais”, came the cry: “Where are they?” – to which 
they answered, in exasperation, “There are none”. And the bitter dejection following our own 
negative response was terrible to behold. But now all is changed – Antwerp yells with joy at 
the sight of a khaki-clad figure, and holds high carnival, although three of its forts are already 
down. Its soldiers are retreating and the ominous booming of the heavy guns rises above the 
din of traffic. 
 

And the Belgian soldier; What of him? I have stood alongside him in action; dressed him, 
wounded on the battlefield, and seen him after days and nights of heavy fighting; and helped 
him carry his dead comrade. I have watched him everywhere and all I can say is “Hats off to 
our brother, The Belgian”. You chaps at School, – think kindly of the Belgian peasant who has 
had to take up arms to defend his home, and say a good word for him whenever you can. If I 
could write a good yarn, I would make your blood tingle with some of the sights I have 
witnessed out here, but will perhaps be able to tell these things personally, at another time. 
 

We turn now to the columns of The Leicester Daily Post for a perhaps more immediate sense of 
what war was like for front line troops in what I shall call “comparatively traditional” fighting 
conditions – Howitzers notwithstanding, and with poison gas, the flamethrower, and the tank etc, 

yet to epitomise a more modern, industrialised, and dehumanising type of conflict. The Post of 
Tuesday November 10th 1914, for example, carried the following: - 
 

LEICESTER MAN IN THE TRENCHES AT YPRES 
Writing to Mr Baddeley, Headmaster of the Bridge Road School, Private P. Laird of the 
Cameron Highlanders, an Old Boy and member of the Old Boys’ Committee, wounded at 
Ypres, says: 
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I got wounded at Ypres on the 22nd. We had a nine miles’ march on the 21st, and straight away 
had to attack the enemy. We had a good go at them and all was quiet at night. The next 
morning, 16 of us were sent out to fetch some prisoners in. We managed them all right. Then 
we were ordered to fetch in the wounded Germans, but had to retire owing to the heavy firing. 
We had one killed and five wounded. The enemy commenced an attack which lasted all day. 
I was watching a road along with another man, and the Germans kept coming and we kept 
fetching them down. But they came too thick for us, and it was getting dark, and they got right 
into our trenches. It was a job to distinguish friend from foe. 
 

I got through all right ’till darkness came on, and then I got hit – shot through the hand. I have 
to undergo X-ray treatment. I hope to see you soon and tell you all the news. Remembrances 
to the Old Boys. 
 

Finally, a piece from The Post of Wednesday December 2nd 1914, offering a hint of the still greater 
hardships to be endured by a now dismounted Yeomanry and the “PBI” in the not too distant 
future: - 
 

YEOMANRY AT THE FRONT; LEICESTER TROOPER’S LETTER 
 

Trooper H.W. Breese, of “B” Squadron Leicestershire Yeomanry, writing from the Front to 
friends in Leicester, says: - 
 
This line or two I write just to take advantage of a hard-earned chance. At last we are resting 
after a fortnight in the thick of it, around ********, where the greatest battle of the War is raging. 
In the trenches, which are occupied together with the 1st and 2nd Life Guards and the 
Coldstream Guards, the water was nearly knee deep, and the roads to them were the same 
depth in mud. For a fortnight we have been in the trenches periodically, but always wet 
through and with no chance of a change. I took my boots off on Tuesday for the first time in 
three weeks, and have not been able to walk since. We are, to a man, footsore, and ill-health 
is very prevalent. But after a few days rest, no doubt all will be fit again. The mud and water 
were relieved a few days ago by heavy snow and severe winter weather. In the trenches under 
either conditions, it is awful: one dare not go to sleep, for when waking, one finds every limb 
frozen beyond feeling. Of course, then it only takes a sally on the enemy’s side to make us 
warm! 
 

The Life Guards and Coldstreams have lost very heavily. But the Yeomanry, I think, are the 
luckiest regiment at the Front, having had only three wounded. A week ago we lost 30 horses 
killed, though not one man was hurt. We were all asleep in a large house about 300 yards 
away. The shell fire is appalling and unceasing; day and night. On the march or when 
bivouacked, we are heavily bombarded. We pass, en route, many grim sights, which force 
home the cruel, murderous, and inhuman aspects of the War. It is beyond the greatest 
imagination – it must be seen, if only at a glance. It is frightful to see the fine old churches and 
historic buildings, and peasant’s homes, all laid low by German guns. 
 

We are all well supplied with tobacco and cigarettes, and we are just in receipt of some 
underclothing from The Queen and “The Women of The Empire”. There is one thing we all 
crave but cannot get for anything; - that is chocolate! There will be no “Good Old Christmas” 
at home for us this year, but let us hope that this terrible carnage will be cut short by a crushing 
defeat to our enemies. 
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CONTACT US  
     

 

 
 

Leicestershire & Rutland 
 

YOUR BRANCH 
COMMITTEE MEMBERS: 

 
David Humberston 

 Chairman & Speakers List 
 

Paul Warry 

 Vice Chairman, Treasurer & Website 
  

Valerie Jacques  

Secretary & Newsletter Editor 
 

 Angela Hall  

Events 
 

 Roy-Anthony Birch 

Promotion & War Memorials 
 

YOUR COUNTY TOWN 
REPRESENTATIVES: 

 

Greg Drozdz - Hinckley 

David & Karen Ette - Loughborough 
 

Branch Website Address: 
www.leicestershireandrutlandwfa.com 
 

Branch Twitter Address: 
@WFALeicester 

 

We thank once again those readers who 
contacted us following the production of  

previous issues of  The Tiger. Your comments 
are valued and welcomed and we are always 
open to suggestions as to what you, our 

readers, would like to see included/excluded.  
 
All articles reproduced in this newsletter are 
accepted in good faith and every effort is 
always made to ensure accuracy of  the 
information given. It should be noted however 
that the opinions expressed by the 
contributors are not necessarily those of  the 
Editor, her associates or the Western Front 
Association. The Editor reserves the right to 
amend, condense or edit any article submitted 
although the full version will be available, via 
e-mail, upon request.   
 

Anyone wishing to submit material is 
more than welcome to contact us by  

e-mail at: foft@live.co.uk 
 

The deadline date to ensure inclusion 

in your next edition of  The Tiger is: 
 

Friday 19th November 2021 
 

“We very much value your  

continued support” 

EXPLORE, LEARN, SHARE 
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