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WAR MEMORIES
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PRINCESS MARIE DE CROY
standing before the window of the old tower containing the hidden
staircase used as a hiding-place by British and Allied soldiers,
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In the early part of the warrincess Marie
de Croy, whose home is at Bellignies on the
Iranco-Belgian frontier near Mons, gave
invaluable service to the Allies during the
German occupation of Belgium. Straying
soldiers were succoured and hidden in her
house, and Nurse Cavell worked in close
association with the Princess up to the time
of her arrest.

“For twelve years,” the author writes in

her Foreword, ‘I have refused all solicitations
to publish my experiences, and if I do so now
it 1s because my silence has allowed various
fables to circulate. . . . From the beginning
of hostilities 1 wrote down regularly the
small happenings of the day. They were
hasty notes, written at odd times, giving the
facts as we thought to know them then. . . .
Much has been written from the military
and political points of view, but less is known
of the life of the inhabitant in occupied
territory, where often one had no choice
between risking imprisonment, or worse, and
betraying a cause of whose justice we were
all absolutely convinced, or leaving fellow-
countrymen and allies in danger for want
of help.”
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FOREWORD

LikKE my country, I was forced into the War.
Everyone who knew Belgium up to 1914 will agree
that it was a peaceful, industrious and hospitable
country. Except for the brutal aggression of which
it was the victim, it would have, doubtless, been
so still. And I also lived a peaceful, busy life, with
friends of every nationality. The war lost me some
on whom I thought I could count ; in compensa-
tion it brought me others whom I least expected.
Modern warfare spares neither age, nor sex, nor
profession, nor situation; it is this which constitutes
its chief horror. For twelve years I have refused all
solicitations to publish my experiences, and if I do
so now it is because my silence has allowed various
fables to circulate, and I am sometimes quite sur-
prised when I read of adventures which are
attributed by imaginative journalists to me and
mine. From the beginning of hostilities I wrote
down regularly the small happenings of the day.
They were hasty notes, written at odd times, giving
the facts as we thought to know them then. Much
was modified later, of course. I do not write to
vi



please anyone in particular, neither to do harm to
anyone; I only try to write the truth as I saw it, as
objectively as possible. It is the mass of the ex-
periences of an epoch which forms notes for future
history. Much has been written from the military
and political points of view, but less is known of the
life of the inhabitant in occupied territory, where
often one had no choice between risking imprison-
ment, or worse, and betraying a cause of whose
justice we were all absolutely convinced, or leaving
fellow-countrymen and allies in danger for want of
help. From the day when our King, voicing the
mind of his whole people, showed us that our duty
lay in resistance to an unjust aggression, I think a
burning desire to help in the cause of right possessed
us all. But I imagined at that time that my share
would confine itself to nursing the sick and
wounded, and helping and consoling my poorer
neighbours. I neither sought adventure, nor cared
for it; I tried only to do the duty which presented
itself, as I saw so many doing around me.

BELLIGNIES, 30th December 1931
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WAR MEMORIES

BELLIGNIES, my home, is on the Franco-Belgian
frontier, between Valenciennes, Mons, and Mau-
beuge. The little neighbouring town of Bavay was
the capital of the Nervii, whom Julius Caesar found
so warlike and brave. Some historians suppose the
name of Bellignies to be derived from ‘“Bel Ignis”
(the fire of Bel or Baal), and truly war and fire have
played a great part in its history.

In 1914 my family consisted of my eighty-four-
year-old grandmother, Mrs. Hellyar Parnell (of a
family now extinct, from the west of England), my
two brothers, and myself. We had many friends in
England, my father having been attached for years
to the Belgian Embassy in London, where my
brother Reginald has also been Secretary or Coun-
sellor for the last ten years. I was staying with my
dear friend, Miss Violet Cavendish-Bentinck, and
her mother when the clouds began to gather on the
political world. About the 2gth of July, a telegram
from a well-informed friend told me, “If you are
going home, go at once”. Notwithstanding the
protestations of my friends, who would not even

contemplate the possibility of war, until they got a
I B



great shock on receiving from the military authori-
ties orders for sending their dearly-loved horses for
census taking, I started on the 1st of August, and
although at that time the “man in the street” in
England had not yet begun to realise the serious-
ness of the situation, the trains were crowded with
Germans leaving for home, and by the time we got
to Calais the least observant could see that grave
events were imminent.

A little anecdote will illustrate the English men-
tality at the time. At Victoria, my friend, who had
come to the station with me, anxious at my travel-
ling in bad health, asked a fellow-traveller to look
after me on the journey. He was an elderly gentle-
man, whom we found comfortably installed in a
corner of the carriage I travelled in, surrounded
with portmanteaux and dispatch-cases, and amply
provided with literature. I put him down in my
mind for a family lawyer, or the head of some well-
established firm. On my enquiry what was his
opinion of the situation, he answered with convic-
tion that Sir Edward Grey would never let it be-
come too serious, that he had every confidence the
situation would soon become peaceful. On my re-
mark (I had bought T4e Times and looked through
it) that I saw the German frontier was closed, he
said, “Well, I am going to Germany myself, on
business, and if that is so I shall have to hire a
motor from the frontier to Cologne.” I have often
since wondered what was the fate of my companion.

At Calais the Rapide for the north was under
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steam, and, fearing to lose it, I approached the Chef
de gare, who was on the platform, told him where I
lived and begged him to order my luggage to be put
on board at once. He acquiesced civilly and told me
at the same time that the frontier was closed, but
that French troops were being rushed up as near
to it as possible. Either he or one of the Customs
officials whispered to me that it was known that war
would be declared next day. My anxiety to get home
was great, and I scarcely felt the discomfort of an
overcrowded carriage, for we must have been twelve
or more people in it, mostly officers, and I was the
only lady. I had English papers with me, and at
once the officers began asking about public opinion
in England, and if there was any hope of her com-
ing into the war. I passed my Times and Telegraph
to the one who seemed best able to read them,
and he translated aloud, frequently asking my help,
until he returned me the papers and begged me to
read them in French. All the way to Valenciennes I
translated the papers to an anxious audience. At
Valenciennes my brother Reginald had come to
fetch me in the car, and as we left the crowded
station we met Monsieur Maurice Dupas, who told
us he had just seen his eldest son off for an unknown
destination. Jacques Dupas was a fine young fellow
of twenty-two, who had been educated on Anglo-
Saxon lines at the Collége des Roches, and had done
his military service in the Cuirassiers. His father
told us that even the station-master did not know
the destination of the train; that an officer had got
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on to the engine and would give orders to the driver
outside the station. Monsieur Dupas never saw his
son again.

Everyone seemed to be in the streets, but the
crowds were orderly, rather serious than sad. In
Bellignies we heard that all the men belonging to
the reserve had received orders to join their regi-
ments next morning. We were anxious about my
elder brother Leopold, who was on a yachting
cruise in the Baltic, and had been in Cronstadt and
Petersburg when we last had news of him. The last
letter received described the fétes in honour of
President Poincaré and the latter’s departure, and
had announced his intention of going on to Moscow
before leaving Russia. But that same evening of my
return, Leopold arrived also, having come from
Brussels by the most unorthodox ways, partly even
on foot,and, of course, without any luggage. He told
us that ata banquetgivenbya Grand Duke, I believe
the Grand Duke Dimitri, the English Ambassador,
Sir George Buchanan, had warned him and the rest
of the yachting party that if they were thinking of
leaving Russia it would be wise to start that night.
They took the hint, and left at midnight, and heard
that the port was mined before morning. On com-
ing through the Kiel Canal they had been aston-
ished to see the German Fleet taking in coal at full
speed, even piling it on to the decks, and on signal-
ling for information, were informed it was ‘“‘the
grand manceuvres”. But still they were so far from
realising events that their chief interest was to
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know if Madame Caillaux, who had been tried in
Paris for the shooting of Calmette, was condemned
or acquitted. Off Ymuiden they were astonished at
being brought under a powerful searchlight, and
when the pilot came on board and told them it was
war, all were aghast. The Frenchmen left at once to
rejoin their respective regiments. Leopold also took
the train for Brussels, where friends told him of the
rumour of an imminent German aggression against
Belgium. Theyalldecided to volunteer next day, but
in the meanwhile he came home, where I had just
arrived, and told us of his decision.

That night no one went to bed. We talked to-
gether and tried to make plans for the future, but
who could know what the future would be? We
tried to hide the truth from my grandmother, whose
age and many sorrows had made us anxious to
shield her from further care, and we persuaded my
brother Reginald to await events and not volunteer
also at once.

Next morning at daybreak Leopold left us. I saw
no more of him for over four years, and he never
saw our grandmother again.

I had obtained my diploma after a course of
nursing in Paris, and we at once offered our home
to the French Red Cross to be used as an ambu-
lance or field hospital. The Marquis de Vogiié tele-
graphed accepting it as a French hospital for offi-
cers, which made us think we were not expected to
be occupied by the enemy. The different house-
holders in the village and the owners of the marble
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works were all called to their posts in the army, and
their wives decided to follow where they could keep
as far as possible in touch with their husbands; but
before leaving they told us to dispose of beds and
bedding from their houses for our ambulance. The
whole village wished to help, and even those whom
we scarcely knew brought some contribution, a
mattress, a pair of sheets, and an offer of help when
there should be nursing to do. So I made a list and
arranged for shifts of eight hours, in each of which
some of the village ladies and one of ourselves
should be on duty. Alas! for goodwill, when the
enemy arrived nearly everyone had fled, except our
Curé, his housekeeper, and the foreman of one of
the factories, an elderly man, a militant Socialist,
and antagonist of the Church. But before a common
danger, Jean-Baptiste Frangois forgot all, except
that he was a Frenchman and a patriot, and became
our useful and devoted helper.

At the neighbouring little town of Bavay all
parties, united under the presidency of the Mayor,
and the effective direction of Mademoiselle de
Montfort, daughter and sister of French generals,
and head of the Red Cross in the region, had pre-
pared the College of the Assumption to receive
wounded soldiers. While all this preparation was
going on we heard no news. But as we were ex-
tremely anxious about Leopold, Reginald deter-
mined to try and reach Antwerp to get news of him.
He started, and managed in some way to find the
regiment, the First Guides, who, while doing their
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training, were lodged in a barn at Beveren-Waes.
With Leopold were Robert d’Ursel, Robert de la
Barre, Baudoin de Ligne, Renaud de Briey, and
many others.! Robert d’Ursel and Leopold had
pulled some handfuls of hay out to lie on, but the
younger men had climbed on to the top, and, playing
games up there, often made those below fear they
would fall on them. Just about this time, some of
them, among whom was young Ligne, distinguished
themselves at the battle of Haelen. Leopold has told
me since how ardently Baudoin wished to do some
extraordinarydeed of valour, often saying, “Thewar
will be over in three weeks; this is my one chance,
perhaps in a lifetime”’. Alas, a few days later, driving
his auto-mitrailleuse into an ambush, this ardent
young warrior of eighteen fell for his country.

Leopold’s experience, when he went to enlist,
was a curious one. After passing three hours in a
queue of people who also were enlisting, when he
arrived before the officer he was at once asked for
his certificate of “bonne vie et mceurs”. He had
carried his birth certificate, and thought this to be
sufficient. Fearing the want of the document would
cause great delay, he was hesitating what to do,
when a small boy scout touched his arm and said:
“Is there anything you want, Monsieur?”’ In his
perplexity, Leopold said to the youngster, “Yes, I
want a certificate of ‘bonne vie et meeurs’ and don’t
know where to get it”’. Immediately the little fellow

! The Duc d’Ursel, Comte Robert de la Barre, Prince Baudoin
de Ligne, Comte Renaud de Briey, etc.

7



pulled out a small notebook and a pencil, asked for
name, address, and other details, which he noted
down, and saying, “Wait here”, trotted briskly
away. To Leopold’s amazement, he returned in a
short time bringing with him the necessary docu-
ment, on presentation of which Leopold became a
soldier of Belgium until six months after peace
should be declared.

The few papers that arrived were so severely
censored that, apart from wildly exaggerated
accounts of Belgian victories, we knew nothing of
events. The French Army might have been non-
existent as far as we were concerned. Of course,
most of it had been concentrated towards the East
frontier.

At last, on Friday, the 21st of August, news came
that British troops were arriving, and orders were
given that everyone must be prepared to lodge or
feed them. My brother and I motored into Bavay.
As we entered the town we met the British Expedi-
tionary Force marching up the hill towards the
Grand’ Place amidst the enthusiastic welcome of the
population. At once I was hurried to the College
hospital, for casualties had been brought in and an
interpreter was required, and my brother was kept
busy helping with billeting, translating, and so on
for the Staff. He made the acquaintance of Sir
Charles Fergusson and Lord Graham, who were
lodged at Mademoiselle de Montfort’s. The general
impression the army gave was that, thoughindividu-

ally the men appeared worn-out, on the whole
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they looked orderly and business-like, very confi-
dent and even cheerful. Many wore flowers that
the French girls had given them, and an admiring
population was proffering drinks, cigarettes, and
chocolates.

As soon as I could leave the hospital, having
heard that troops were marching to Bellignies,
we hurried home and met a company of the
Middlesex Regiment entering the gates. The officer
in charge, a tall, tired-looking lieutenant, asked for
some boiling water to make tea for his men, saying
thatthey had had scarcely anything to eat for twenty-
four hours. In those days in the country one kept
big stores, and so without letting them get out their
emergency rations we were able to provide a sub-
stantial tea for the men, who sat around the edge
of the lawn to eat it. While all we volunteers cut
and spread bread and jam, the officer stood in the
conservatory door and, as man after man came for-
ward with his mug, kept order, murmuring gently,
“No wolfing”, if some seemed too eager in their
hunger. At last I begged him to sit down and rest,
and leave us to work, but he said, “If I sat down I
could not get up again”, and a glance at his drawn
face showed me that he only told the truth. On my
asking if a room could be got ready for him that
night, he answered that no one must think of sleep-
ing, that they had the roads and bridges to guard
between us and the Belgian frontier, and perhaps
might have to blow up the bridges. So he went off
with guides we provided, and posted his men, and
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only when all was done came back for the meal pre-
pared for him. We left him quite alone that he
might rest, and when a little later he came to say
“Good-bye”, his words were, “I believe you have
saved my life”.

The Middlesex Regiment was dreadfully cut up
at Mons; many, many of its men lie in the little
cemetery on Mont Panisel.! I often wonder, when
I walk between their head-stones, which of those
who lie there ate their last meal sitting in the even-
ing sunlight on our quiet lawn. Had it not been for
a low rumbling sound like that of distant thunder,
nothing would have seemed farther than we were
from ‘‘battle, murder, and sudden death”.

August 22.— At daybreak the next morning,
Saturday, my maid called me to the window to see
a strange sight. In the middle of the lawn lay long
khaki-clad figures studying maps stretched on the
dew-laden grass. The gates were open and a group
of orderlies held horses near them. I soon dressed
and went out, and an officer asked me if I could
give them any maps of the region. He held in his
hand a map of the Namur country, and from that I
suppose that they had hoped to get so far. These
were, I believe, part of General French’s Staff, and
they soon left on the way to Mons with the motor-
ing maps we were able to give them. All that day
and the next the battle raged. We heard the troops
pouring down the hill going northwards; all the

1 T heard later that our young Lieutenant, Audrey Albrecht,
was reported missing.
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men left in the village, among them our old coach-
man, stood in the roads admiring the beauty of the
horses and the perfection of their harnessing and
equipment. At that time, to our inexperienced eyes,
the army seemed immense, but later on, in com-
parison to that of the enemy, it was as a stream to a
great river.

August 24.—Soon we heard that wounded and
sick men were lying in farm-houses and on the
roadside, so my brother and the chauffeur started
out to bring them in. All the rooms were ready, and
I had a large provision of food cooked in readiness
for emergencies. The first wounded that came in
were so exhausted from want of food that I had jugs
of milk and glasses ready by the door to give them
before they were lifted down from the cars or horses
which brought them in. One officer arrived between
two troopers who held him on his horse, and when
the glass of milk was lifted to his lips it was im-
mediately red with blood. He had been shot
through the palate, splinters of which were running
into his tongue. Having removed these and filled
the hole with a tampon of wadding, we were able
to get the poor fellow into bed and attend to other
cases. Attracted by the Red Cross flag which flew
from the tower, they came, some for food and rest,
some to have wounds dressed. Now and then a
doctor would arrive, and I took him around the
wards to ask his advice. One malaria case worried
me very much. Many of the old regulars had been
for years in the colonies and were subject to fever.
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The young doctor, evidently inexperienced too,
worn-out and confused at being in a foreign land,
told me to give so much quinine, using the English
measure, which, even if I had known it, no one here
would have possessed the weights of. Seeing he
knew nothing of the metric system, I begged him to
tell me about how much was a dose. He stammered,
“Gi-gi-give it until you see signs of p-p-poison-
ing”’.

About this time a car brought in a superior
officer accompanied by a doctor. He was a Major
of the Gordon Highlanders, who had a bullet
in his shoulder which could not be extracted at
once. He had lost much blood, and must have a
night’s rest and be sent by special train to the
English base at Amiens next day, the doctor told
us. After the coat sleeve had been cut off, the wound
dressed and a sleeping draught administered, I saw
the doctor preparing to leave, and asked him, “Who
will give orders for the special train to-morrow?”
“You must,” said he, as if it were the most natural
thing in the world, and before I got back my wits
he was gone.

Feeling like a character out of Alice, I went back
to my work until my brother called me to the front
door. There was a long ammunition car, on which
lay two sorely wounded men, an artillery officer and
his driver. I handed a glass of milk to the officer
first, but he took it and gave it to his man to drink.
It was a thing I noticed often, that the British
officer’s first care was for his men. But these two
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looked so very bad that, having no doctor in the
house, after a consultation with my brother, we
decided it would be wiser to send them on to
Bavay, where we knew there was a large British
ambulance. So Reginald got up by the driver of the
car, and drove off with him to Bavay Hospital, and
on arriving met the two Princes, Pierre and Antoine
d’Orléans, who were on General French’s Staff,
for, being members of the French Royal family,
they were not allowed to serve in their own army.
Before many weeks, Captain Preston, the wounded
officer Reginald had taken away, was to come back
to us and have a terrible experience.

I had been too busy to leave the house, and none
of those who came in seemed to have any very clear
idea of the events that they were taking part in, so
I felt a shock when I heard that the army was now
marching southward, up the hill instead of down.
My brother had not come back, the unwounded
had gone forward, the wounded were sleeping the
sleep of exhaustion, so I went out into the high road
and watched the troops go by. But even to my eyes
the order was far different to what it had been at
first. Regiments were mixed up, and only that the
men seemed perfectly unconcerned, I should have
guessed at once that they were in full retreat. I
spoke to one or two non-commissioned officers, who
all assured me that they had given the enemy “‘a
proper dressing”’. I asked for an officer, and was in-
formed that “one would be along soon”. I have
since realised what great numbers of the English
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officers were killed or wounded at Mons. At last
one made an appearance, and I begged him to stop
a minute, saying the house was full of wounded,
and I wished to know if there were any danger of
the enemy coming. Before answering me, and look-
ing at the little group of villagers who had crowded
around, he asked, “Can anyone understand Eng-
lish?” On my assuring him that they could not, he
said, “Do not tell them that the enemy is close be-
hind, as we must keep the roads free. I fear the
Germans will be here in a few hours, and you must
send away the wounded as soon as possible, and had
better leave too, for we shall probably have to blow
you up.” After this he hurried on, and I went back
to the house.

It was very quiet, and as my brother had not yet
returned I went up to the senior officer, hoping to
get directions. He was sleeping the heavy sleep
opium gives, and his wounded shoulder made it
impossible to shake him awake. As no amount of
calling had any effect, I fetched some strong black
coffee which I got him to swallow by pouring it
down his cheek, much as one doses a dog. Upon
which he opened his eyes and said, “What day is
it?”’ “Still Monday”, I answered; “but the Ger-
mans are coming.” “Do not let them take me”, said
he, and fell asleep again. In despair I went down to
send a messenger after my brother, when I met at
the door a young neighbour, Marthe de Pas, who
had come up with her little English maid to say
good-bye. Her parents, fearing to be cut off from
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their four soldier sons, had made up their minds to
leave their home, the Chiteau de Rametz. They
had dropped her in passing while the car went on
to fetch her married sister, Baroness de Witte, who
lived at the Chiteau de Gussignies, about a mile
away. I requisitioned both girls to come and help to
get the wounded ready by the time the car came
back. When Reginald returned, we lifted the men,
wrapped in blankets, two by two on to the car,and he
drove them on to Bavay. He went forward and back
until late that night, taking the sick and wounded,
and handing them over, when fit to travel, to any-
one who was going south; but he left those who
could not stand the journey at Bavay ambulance.
By the evening all were, as we thought, in safety,
except four men who were not fit to be moved.
My brother and I thought it would be right to
put our grandmother in safety too, so we called in
the chauffeur, a faithful servant, who was too young
to be left behind the lines, and told him we were
going to confide her to his care, that he was to try
and join the Countess de Pas and her family, travel
with them, and, if possible, get into touch with
Leopold. The latter was the motive we gave to in-
duce my grandmother to consent to go. The idea
that my brother had no one to look after him, if ill
or wounded, was enough, and we knew that if cut
off from all of us, many friends’ homes would be
open to her.! Taking a stock of petrol and all the

! T heard later that our good friend the Marquise de Lespinay,
anxious on our account, had persuaded the Préfet de la Vendée to
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money she dared, for, the banks being closed, we
did not know when we should be able to get any
more, my grandmother left us about evening,
dreadfully worried in mind, not for herself but for
us. Some hours later the car came back; they had
got in the midst of the retreating armies, the roads
were so crowded with guns, men, and material that
they were impassable, and all the country lanes
were filled by refugees taking their cattle and goods
into safety. The poor country folks had lost their
heads entirely, and some carried quite worthless
objects, while losing their children or their parents.
My grandmother seemed so relieved to be back
that we could not regret her return, but we thought
it better to let the chauffeur try once more to get
where he could do his duty to his country, as well
as put the new powerful car out of reach of the
enemy. So armed with recommendations he started
off again and eventually attained the Belgian Army,
where he served for the rest of the war. The car
also did good service until it was destroyed by the
enemy during the advance on Bailleul in 1918.
August 25.—That night was extraordinarily quiet
after the noise and confusion of the last days, and
only an occasional shell disturbed the peaceful air.
When early in the morning we made a round of the
village, it seemed like a deserted place; not a creature

telegraph to the Préfecture du Nord to get news of us, and offer
to take us all in. The answer that the Préfecture du Nord kindly
sent announced that we were already cut off from all com-
munication.
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was to be seen. About eight o’clock we heard the
noise of horses trotting, and saw two Uhlans, hold-
ing their lances stretched before them, go by the
gates. Nothing can describe the feeling of revolt, of
nausea almost, that the first sight of the enemy in
one’s country provokes. Although we are Belgians,
our family had been settled here for centuries, be-
fore the modern Kingdom of Belgium was consti-
tuted. Under Burgundian or Spanish or French
domination we had been here. And the common
danger had united Belgium and France so closely
that one heart seemed to beat between them. A
Belgian woman, once in our service, and who lived
in a cottage near the frontier, made her appearance
that morning. She said she felt she must come to
see what we thought of the situation. I was often to
remark at that time that the simple people turned
naturally to us, confident that we should be able to
counsel and console them. She had heard that
Liége and Namur had fallen, but “What does that
matter? Belgium will not be conquered until every
Belgian is dead”’, were her brave words.

We walked up to the gates with her,and there met
Baron de Witte, our neighbour of Gussignies, walk-
ing down the deserted streets in the most uncon-
cerned way, followed at a short distance by a whole
German regiment. A very stout officer in front
stopped his horse to ask the way to St. Waast, and
the troop went slowly by, looking sullenlyat our little
group,who no doubt looked with as little favour back
at them. De Witte told us that his wife and the ser-
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vants had left with her parents, as his sister-in-law,
Marthe, had told me they intended doing. He had
never done any military service, having outgrown
his strength when young, but he tried, as soon as
war was declared, to volunteer. His wrath against
the official in Valenciennes, who had repeatedly
said, “Go home and wait until you receive your
mobilisation papers”, was great, and he chafed
under inaction until he found work, and dangerous
work, later. He returned to the house with us, and
while we were talking together, a long grey motor-
car came quickly to the door, and an officer sprang
out of it, saluted, and said in guttural French: “In
an hour you will receive an Army Staff which you
must lodge”. Not waiting for an answer, he drove
away as rapidly as he had come. As all the rooms
were ready, just as they had been in use for the
British, we went to tranquillise our wounded men,
who by now were very nervous, and to put their
arms and equipment out of reach of the enemy.
Several days before this an order had come from
the Mairie telling us to send all arms, sporting guns,
etc., down to where they would be locked up in
safety until the end of hostilities, after which they
were to be restored to us. We had obeyed the order,
but now the soldiers’ rifles were a new problem,
and so, after a rapid discussion with the English
sergeant, a long-service man, we decided that the
safest thing to do with the soldiers’ rifles was to
throw them down an old and very deep cistern. It
was hard to induce the men to give up their well-
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kept rifles, or rather let us take them from under
their beds, but as time was short and we had been
told that anyone found with firearms would be shot,
de Witte, my brother, and I took them one by one
and carried them down to the cistern. During this
while, watch was kept by our Curé, Monsieur
I’Abbé Vallez, and Jean-Baptiste Frangois, our
Socialist helper. I may say that the two latter made
up all old differences during this anxious time, and
remained friends until death parted them. Sud-
denly the servants came in to say that someone was
knocking violently at the doors that gave on to the
highroad from the stableyard, but they dared not
go to open, whereupon Reginald hurried to the spot
and unlocked the door. A wrathful German was
there at the head of a waiting regiment, asking
rudely why the doors were not opened at once, and
demanding drinking water. The men poured in and
were about to fill their cans from taps with water
usedforcleaning carriages, when Reginald humanely
told them that this water was not fit for drinking,
and showed them the only tap of clean water. This
was small, and the filling of cans went very slowly.
The fuming officer asking rudely why we had no
more and bigger taps, Reginald told him curtly
that, if he preferred, they could drink the other
water and get poisoned, on which he became silent
until, finding they did not move off rapidly enough,
he began kicking his men about as if they were a
flock of sheep.

When my brother came back and we were stand-
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ing talking near the drawing-room, now turned into
a ward, we saw, through the open front door, come
gliding in at the gate a whole procession of long
grey cars, each with a high steel blade erect in the
front of it. They made one think of the early Norse-
man ships as they must have appeared coming up
the rivers of France and England. A few days later,
when I asked the object of the steel blade of a
German officer, he answered: ‘“To cut the wires that
your Belgian compatriots stretch between the trees,
and which cut the heads of our brave soldiers off
when they motor past”.

Almost at once the first car was at the door;
two superior officers got out and saluted us. The
first, a stoutish, bearded man, speaking good
French, presented his companion as ‘‘General
von Kluck”. The latter, tall and thin, grey-
haired and serious-looking, said, “And this is
our Empress’s brother, the Duke of Schleswig-
Holstein”. In the meanwhile the other cars dis-
charged more officers, and just as the Duke and
General were going up to their rooms, they per-
ceived through the open door the soldiers lying in
their beds. ‘“Englische Soldaten”, they cried ex-
citedly, and at once asked me if there were any
officers. I answered quietly, but withinward delight,
“No, the last had left us yesterday”. Giving an
order that I did not catch to a blue-uniformed,
pompous-looking doctor, whom they named
“Generalarzt’’, the Duke went upstairs.

We passed before our little chapel, which is on the
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landing of the first-floor staircase, where out of pre-
caution (a wise one as we saw later) Monsieur le
Curé had brought the Blessed Sacrament to the
house from the church. Knowing it was useless to
send for servants, who were far too terrified to ap-
pear, my brother and I showed the Duke and the
General to two communicating bedrooms. Their
first precaution was to examine the fastenings of the
door, and the solid locks must have satisfied them.
They retired, saying that they were weary after a
very long march and were going to rest. We re-
turned downstairs, but almost at once the Duke
descended again and, saying to Reginald that he
wished to see the ‘“‘prisoners”, went in with the
doctor to the ward, where they began dragging the
bandages off our poor wounded men. One, whose
broken leg had been only set the day before, fainted
from the pain of being made to stand on it. On my
violent intervention the doctor calmly answered
that he wished to make sure that the men were
really wounded, and were not shamming with the
intention of getting up in the night to cut all their
throats, as English officers had been known to do
before. The Duke asked Reginald where were their
arms, and requested that they should be delivered
up. On my brother’s protest that they had no arms,
as this was merely a hospital, he said, “I am sure
they have knives and they must give them up,” and
he collected them himself, going from bed to bed.
Taking hold of one of these pocket-knives and lean-
ing over a man whose state had caused us great
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anxiety, as he appeared almost moribund, the Duke
said, ‘“These are the things we hear you fellows use
to kill off our wounded.” George Goodier was still
sufficiently conscious to realise what he meant, and
his indignation roused him and, I believe, saved his
life. He suddenly opened his eyes and said, ‘“Who-
ever told you that told you a damned lie.” From
that moment he began to pick up. We were allowed
at last to bind up the wounds again, and put our
poor fellows back to bed in comfort.

Slowly the house settled down, and at last
Granny, Reginald, and myself, as de Witte had gone
home, had a cup of tea, our first meal that day. The
silver had been buried, and we were served in an
earthenware service prepared for the soldiers. In
the middle of tea, down came the Duke of Holstein
again, this time accompanied by his nephew and
aide-de-camp, Prince Georg of Saxe-Meiningen.
The Duke presented his tall, young nephew politely,
and, hearing my grandmother speak English, in that
tongue, which he spoke perfectly, he began a con-
versation as if the circumstances were quite normal.
According to him, King Edward had been the insti-
gator of the war. His jealousy of his nephew, whose
Empire was getting too big in comparison with that
of the British, had made him form an alliance with
France and Russia, the natural enemies of England.
But it would probably be fatal to the British Em-
pire, as her coloured troops could never be brought
to fight against white troops, and would doubtless
revolt against their Suzerain. We answered that
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General French’s Staff had assured us that the
Indian Princes were sending their Home Troops to
the aid of their Emperor, that many were even on
the way. He questioned us eagerly about the British
Army, and the officers whom we had seen. I doubt
whether the answers he received, which I own were
rather exaggerated, can have been very pleasant
hearing. As to Belgium, he spoke despisingly of the
country, and especially of its King, notwithstand-
ing that he himself had married a granddaughter
of King Leopold II. He ended by saying that now
the country was conquered. I repeated to him the
words of our Belgian compatriot quoted before.
The conversation continued for some time ‘“‘aigre-
doux”, and the Duke’s temper appeared to have
changed for the worse by the end of the meal. His
nephew was evidently uncomfortable, but remained
polite and courteous.

The rest of the afternoon was taken up by calls
in every direction, terrified villagers arriving to say
their houses were invaded and food demanded at
the pistol-point. Generally they were made to taste
any food provided before the Germans would eat
it. Now and then shells burst at no great distance,
aeroplanes flew by overhead, and in one case one
appeared to graze the roof of the house. We were
standing just then near a group of officers who had
been examining some prisoners in the courtyard.
In an instant a hundred rifles were fired at the
’plane, and bullets came falling around us. I did not
realise any danger, my brother and I both wishing
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that the aviator would throw a bomb, which, while
certainly it would have killed us, would have wiped
out the whole Staff of the First Army. There was a
general sauve qui peut, and in one moment all were
in the house watching from open windows the pro-
gress of the English ’plane. It appeared for an
instant to have been hit, as it dipped towards the
ground, but in another moment was rising rapidly
and flying due south.

In our relief my brother and I clapped our hands,
which made all the Germans pull in their heads and
shut the windows violently. Shortly after this, to
our dismay, we saw a tall Frenchman, with his arms
tied behind his back, and a rope round his neck,
being dragged down the drive between two Uhlans.
In an instant he was surrounded by soldiers who
began pulling his clothes off roughly to search him.
The sight of one unarmed man among many
gesticulating, insulting enemies was too much for
me, and I went out and stood beside him and pro-
tested against this treatment. By this time the Duke
and General had arrived on the scene, and on see-
ing me the former said violently, “Into the house,
Madame, this is no place for you.” “I beg your
pardon, Monseigneur,” I answered, “this is a Red
Cross hospital and I am its Head; no one shall be
maltreated here.” Waiting until I saw that orders
had been given to treat the prisoner more humanely,
I returned to the house and watched the scene
from the windows. Some papers found in a satchel
carried by the Frenchman were carefully examined,
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and he was marched off between a guard of soldiers
to an unknown destination. The calm, brave look
on the man’s face haunted me for a long time. I was
never able to know if he had been shot as a spy or
merely retained as a prisoner, but the sound of a
volley during dinner left anguished doubts.

The aide-de-camp had told me that there would
be twenty-two officers for dinner, and heard me
order twenty-two places to be laid. We determined
to have our own meals anywhere rather than sit
at table with our enemies. A few minutes before
dinner was served, as I was crossing the hall torelieve
my brother, who had been on duty in the ward, I
met the Duke of Schleswig-Holstein, who seemed
in a towering rage. “‘I hear, Madame, you will not
dine with us. No doubt you wish to poison us all.”

“I am here to save life, Monseigneur, not to take
it, as you know”’, I answered.

“Well, then, you will have to take the con-
sequences if you wish to be treated as enemies. I
will begin by sending your brother as a prisoner of
war to Germany.”

Our controversy was broken into here by some
new prisoners arriving who had to be examined,
and the Duke, crimson with rage, went out to the
courtyard. Almostat once his nephew, Prince Georg,
came to me, and in the kindest way begged me not
to anger his uncle “for all your sakes and for the
sake of the village and its inhabitants”. On my ask-
ing what his mother and sisters would do if the
roles were reversed, and the enemy in his country,

25



he looked distressed and said, “I understand, but
I beg you for all your sakes to sit at table”. Turning
to my brother, who had come in, the Prince asked
him as a personal favour that we would dine with
them, and Reginald answered that there was no
reason to do him a personal favour as he came in
circumstances which made it out of the question:
he added, however, that as the Duke had suggested
we wished to poison him, we were quite prepared
to sit at table so as to reassure him. So two more
places were added, and a few moments later we sat
down to dinner, my grandmother remaining in her
room.

The Duke sat on my right,and General von Kluck
on my left. Ostentatiously, we, Reginald and myself,
took one mouthful of each dish. The conversation
was strained, both sides trying to obtain informa-
tion while giving none, but the General was rather
silent, and I was grateful to him for only being
coldly correct; it was more soldierly. But I soon
discovered that the Germans really knew very little
about general events, and seemingly nothing of the
situation outside Germany. On our mentioning
happenings in Italy and in the United States they
asked whence we got the news, and were astonished
to hear that our post had arrived regularly until the
previous morning, in proof of which letters lay, I
told them, on my desk which had been posted only
a few days ago from Rome. I left these letters pur-
posely where indiscreet eyes might see them: the
assurance that the whole of public opinion in Italy
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was on the side of the Allies cannot have been very
pleasant reading. Also letters from America were
full of indignation at the violation of Belgian
neutrality, and wishes for our speedy victory. Even
the German Staff had received no correspondence
for many days, their rapid march forward being
the cause of this. My brother repeated, for the use
of the Staff in general, the information we had given
about the imminence of the arrival of Indian troops.
We noticed an expression of dismay on all the faces:
indeed, Germans appeared terrified at that time of
being opposed to natives of whatever race, their
special terror being the French “Turcos”. To calm
this effect, the General said, ‘“They will hardly have
time to arrive. In a week we shall be in Paris, and
in six weeks peace will be declared.”

“According to the English, war will not begin for
six months, and may last from three to five years.”
The officers who came to us during the retreat from
Mons had reported these to be the exact words of
Lord Kitchener. I hasten to say that happily at that
time we did not believe them.

“With the present means of destruction 7o war
can last six months,”’ asserted von Kluck. ‘“‘Be-
sides,”” said the Duke, ‘“‘our army is far greater than
the enemy is prepared for. France knows we have
four and a half million soldiers, and believes we
may have six, but we can put ten million in the
field.” However, the General turned to the officers
and said in German, ‘“Please do not discuss the
war.” This showed me, for the first time, a thing
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which I noticed very often afterwards, that the Ger-
man is singularly impressionable, and easily takes a
pessimistic view, where a Frenchman would shrug
his shoulders.

The scene that evening round the house would
have been picturesque if one had had the heart
to contemplate it with a detached eye. Groups of
soldiers sat around the lawn and under the trees
eating their meal, their rifles stacked near them,
beside fires on which they were stirring their pots
and pans containing chiefly chickens and rabbits
looted from the farms. Every hole and corner was
requisitioned for a sleeping-place, straw was being
carried about for bedding, and buckets of water
used for toilet purposes. Every now and then a car
would arrive, out of which an officer sprang to go
and report to the General. In the meantime, in the
back hall, long tables had been set up on which
telephones and typewriters were already in use.
The organisation seemed as perfect as anything
could be. Still the distant guns roared and an occa-
sional aeroplane went by, but otherwise the scene
appeared very peaceful, the soldiers being too worn-
out to move more than necessary.

Late that night a messenger brought important
news. We saw the officers conferring together in the
hall, which, with the dining-room, formed the only
rooms downstairs not turned into hospital wards.
Presently the Duke of Schleswig-Holstein came and
asked me where was the Chiteau de Rametz, as
they had decided to go on there at once, having
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heard that the English army was in full retreat. In-
deed, so many stores, especially oats, had been left
behind, that the retreat must be almost a débdcle.
Our hearts sank at hearing this, but we managed
to keep a serene countenance and to watch the
hurried departure of our uninvited guests. The
men, who had had only a few hours’ rest, instead
of the good night they expected in comfortable
quarters, were very loth to leave. During that night
the guns seemed nearer and their noise more and
more violent.!

August 26.—Next morning we could be sure that
a terrible battle was raging not far off. Many volun-
teers came to help clear up the evidence of last
night’s invasion, but the poor lawns were badly cut
up by the motor-wheels, and straw and refuse lay
everywhere. After a busy and anxious day, when
we hoped at last for a little rest, a whole new Staff
arrived, having at its head General von Bauer and
accompanied by its Sovereign, the Grand Duke of
Mecklenburg-Strelitz, in person. This time there
were only ten officers, with twenty-five non-com-
missioned officers and orderlies. Dinner had to be
got again, and the beds remade. The Duke, a hand-
some young man of thirty-four, appeared most
anxious to spare us trouble, and the whole Staff
were well-mannered and discreet. There was an
aide-de-camp with a French name which I have
unfortunately forgotten, who told us he was of

! Sir John French said the 26th August was the most critical
day for the British Army.
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French descent, and whose politeness conciliated
everyone.

A few hours previously Monsieur le Curé had
come to tell us that the troops that passed the day
before had committed great damage at the neigh-
bouring village of Houdain. They had stabled their
horses in the church, taking altar-cloths and vest-
ments for them to lie on, while they must have had
a regular orgy there themselves. The worst of all
was that they had sacrilegiously thrown the conse-
crated wafers in every direction, while a great many
things belonging to the altar had disappeared alto-
gether. There was no doubt that this was done out
of pure malice, for they had destroyed, by tearing
them into small pieces, the books containing re-
cords of births, deaths, and marriages of the parish.
On hearing of this from us, the General and Staff of
the Mecklenburgers seemed profoundly annoyed,
and the Grand Duke at once sent officers to have
cleared up, as far as was possible, the devastation
in Houdain Church.

I heard the officers talking in low tones to each
other about the excesses that the preceding troops
had committed. In the shops all the groceries
that they had not consumed had been emptied in
a heap on to the floor, where sugar, flour, soap,
etc., were saturated with oil and vinegar from the
barrels whose taps were set running. Jam was
emptied into the beds, which were carefully
covered over again, and the empty jam-pots, filled
with offal, were restored to their places in the cup-
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boards. At our neighbours’ home, the Chiteau de
Rametz, the cellars had been opened, and empty
bottles and jewel-cases strewed the ground. In the
daughter’s room, where their attached old German
governess, on her hurried departure at the outbreak
of war, had left books and papers, these had been
ruthlessly torn into tiny bits, and filth emptied over
them. In another neighbouring chiteau, a notice
was found nailed to the table, signed by a German
name, saying that the writer had once been a
servant here, and now was master. As soon as the
officers were out of sight, the rowdy elements
among the troops took possession and destroyed
all that they could not use.

When the rest of the Staff had gone to work or to
rest, the Grand Duke came down and asked if he
might visit the sick with us. He spoke in the kindest
fashion to the English soldiers, gave them cigarettes
and, to their great joy, some Daily Mirrors which he
had procured in Belgium. Seeing my grandmother
preparing to descend the stairs, he ran up and
offered her his arm, brought her down and installed
her in an arm-chair, saying, “I have an English
grandmother, too, whom I love dearly.” In the con-
versation that followed, he told us that he was only
accompanying hismen, as he considered a Sovereign
should, but that he hated the war, and had most of
his best friends in England and France. Later on
the General and some of the other officers came in
and joined in the conversation. They also were in
absolute ignorance of events, did not even know
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which Staff had preceded them, and heard with
great astonishment from us of the death of the
Pope. They told us that, according to the last news
they had received, revolution had broken out in
Russia,and her armywas marching back to Moscow.

We had heard of an English soldier lying dead
not far from our gates, and Monsieur le Curé came
down to ask my brother to go and help to bury him.
With the aid of an old man, and carrying a ladder
as a stretcher, they fetched the poor fellow, as well
as a French peasant who had also been killed, no
one knew how, and carried them to the cemetery
where they put them in hastily dug graves. They
took from the Englishman his army papers, which
we sent later on, with many others, through the
American Embassy in Brussels to the War Office.

Some time later, the American Minister, Mr.
Brand Whitlock, forwarded a letter he had received
for us from the British Government, thanking us
for the services we had rendered to the army.
Reginald placed this in his desk and forgot it, but
it was to cause trouble later on.

A few days afterwards we met a young country-
man who told us that he had been digging potatoes
in a field on the way to Bavay on the 25th of
August, at a spot where the road is sunken, and a
hedge at right angles to it shuts off the view in our
direction. Suddenly he had seen two English
soldiers climb up the bank and kneel down behind
this hedge. He heard horses trotting in the road be-
neath, two shots were fired, and the Englishmen
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jumped down the bank again. He dared to creep
along under cover of the hedge, where he saw two
dead German soldiers lying (doubtless the first
Uhlans whom we had seen pass by), while the Eng-
lishmen, mounting the Germans’ horses, trotted
briskly away. Fearing to be made responsible for
the death of these Germans, this boy of seven-
teen had hurried to the little farm where he lived,
only to find it empty; the whole family had fled with
their waggon and horses, but not being able to get
far they eventually returned home again. The two
Uhlans were buried where they lay, their pointed
helmets marking the spot, on which was also stuck
a board with the words: “Here lie two brave Ger-
man soldiers . They remained there many months,
and we saw the grave every time that we passed on
our way to Bavay, but they were removed later.
All our hope at this time centred in the fortress
of Maubeuge. We believed the place to be very
strong, and knew large quantities of troops to be
concentrated there, and wondered if they were well
informed about what was happening around. We
could see that spies and traitors were helping our
enemies. Frequently cars arrived, in which, with a
German officer, were people who seemed to belong
to the country, and young girls and men came in
on bicycles, and were immediately surrounded by
officers who appeared to question them eagerly.
I remember especially a boy of about twelve whose
arrival caused much interest. We heard that the
first German regiment marching down the road
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from Malplaquet to Bavay had had an officer killed
near the entrance to the town. A patrol of French
cyclists were ambushed near there, and doubtless
one of these fired. But the Germans, evidently
thinking it was a “franc-tireur”’, seized on a man
who was sitting peeling potatoes outside a house
by the roadside and shot him. He happens to have
been, if not an idiot, at least simple in mind, which
is why he was not serving in the army, and he cer-
tainly had done no one any harm, but an immediate
victim was necessary.

On Thursday, the 26th of August, we had a
visit during lunch from Prince Georg of Saxe-
Meiningen, whose brother had just been reported
missing from near Maubeuge, only his horse having
been found. Thatmorning, one of the villagers, who
had managed to get into Maubeuge on foot, had
brought news that a German prince was reported
to be lying wounded in the hospital there, having
been shot through the head by a patrol the day be-
fore. We promised Prince Georg to try and obtain
further information, and he left us after lunch, but
came again very shortly bringing with him a sick
German officer. He asked us to nurse the latter,
saying he was confident we would treat our enemy
in the same humane way we treated our Allies. To-
wards evening, an ambulance brought six German
wounded men, and we put them in a ward by them-
selves, next to the room where the English lay. At
first we noticed that they shrank from us every
time we approached them as if frightened of being
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ill-treated. After having with much difficulty re-
moved their clothes and boots, the hard leather
top-boots especially having stuck to their swollen
feet and causing great agony when pulled off, we
got them into bed, where in a few minutes all were
sleeping the sleep of utter exhaustion.

That night General von Bauer told us that the
English had fought magnificently at Mons, but that
they personally had only seen a few French soldiers
for the first time on the previous day. The French
regiments that had fought on the Meuse were in
retreat on the English right flank, and did not come
further west than Maubeuge during their retreat
from Namur and Charleroi, so that it was natural
that those Germans who had fought at Mons should
not have seen them. Also, of course, the greater part
of the French Army wason the eastern frontier. The
General assured us to our dismay that the forts at
Liege had fallen, and that he had visited the ruins
of two of them himself. He also was deeply incensed
at reported remarks of King Albert, which showed
us that everything was being done on the German
side to arouse feelings of hatred and revenge in their
army against our beloved Sovereign and his people.
I had on their arrival asked the Grand Duke rather
stiffly if he also, like his predecessor, the Duke of
Schleswig-Holstein, enforced our presence at table
with him. With a pained look he answered that on
no account would he force our feelings in any way,
but that he would feel greatly honoured if we might
dine together.
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During the whole night cars were coming and
going and the lights were kept lit. Every now and
then messengers arrived and ran up to the General’s
room to report. Even during a thunderstorm, when
the lightning lit up the scene outside, the activity
never ceased; but the next day, Friday, was com-
paratively quiet. We heard big guns firing at inter-
vals and a large convoy went by the gates. The sick
and wounded kept us busy, especially one English-
man who was in high fever and made us anxious, as
in his delirium he kept speaking of the battle in
which he had taken part near Boussu Wood. He
had been one of fifteen crack shots posted along the
outskirts of this wood to prevent the enemy passing.
He had fired every time a horseman came in sight
between trees in front of him, keeping count of
every one who fell. His voice and those of his com-
panions counting “fourteen — fifteen — sixteen”,
were ringing in his ear, and he kept saying, “It’s
men I’'m killing”.

August 28.—In the midst of this we were fetched
to the big farm at the entrance of the village to find
the farmer Prévost, who had tried to fly with his
numerous family, but had been overtaken by the
German Army and obliged to return home, had
been run over by a motor-car on the way back. We
found several ribs were broken and running into
his lung, and realised at once that he was dying. We
washed and bound up his wounds, and tried gently
to prepare his wife, sending word at the same time
to the Curé to come at once. While the priest was
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administering the last Sacraments, Reginald and I
attended to the children, of whom several were
lying in hysterics in the courtyard of the farm. On
our way back we met a man from the village re-
turning from a round on foot; indeed, half the vil-
lage seemed to be making these rounds to see what
was happening, although they ran great risks in
doing so of being killed by stray shots or arrested
as spies. This man, greatly excited, told us of
an aeroplane battle that he had witnessed near
Cousolre, a French ’plane flying around a large
German one, the officer in it shooting repeatedly
until he killed the German aviator, or so Carpentier
thought. At that time, as far as we could under-
stand, the Allies, not being prepared for war, were
very inferior to the Germans in military aviation.
As soon as we arrived home we had a visit from our
good doctor from Bavay, with his wife and sister-
in-law, who had been visiting various wounded men
on the way out to us and came in to see ours too. I
took him upstairs to see Lieutenant Thérl, Prince
Saxe-Meiningen’s friend, whose fever had been
rising, and who had developed double pneumonia.
I shall quote now textually from my notebook,
which, of course, being written daily, is in the
present tense.

“The German soldiers downstairs, most of whom
have been sleeping for 24 hours, still shrink every
time we go near them. Vicky (the little fox-terrier)
having followed me into the room, I spoke to her in
English and saw that one of the Germans under-
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stood. But pretending not to notice, I went on
speaking English to Reggie, expressing pity for
these poor men, who like ourselves are the victims
of German militarism. Then we left the room for
a few minutes and on my return smiling faces met
us, and it was, ‘Schwester, look here,” or ‘Please,
Schwester, come to me,” with perfect confidence.
When I asked them why they had appeared so
frightened at first, they told me that they had
heard that Belgian ladies cut out the eyes of their
wounded! They are all imbued with the idea that
Belgium is full of sharp-shooters, ‘franc-tireurs’
they call them, although they own that none of them
have seen any, but all have heard of dreadful doings.
Now, with proper care and food their strength is
returning, theirspiritsarerising, and their independ-
ence of mind is asserting itself. Two or three are
Socialists, and speak disparagingly of their Govern-
ment, saying they would never have fought if they
had not believed Germany to have been attacked.

“ As soon as they are well enough to leave their
beds, they go into the room where the English are,
and smoke and chat together, one German acting
as interpreter. This afternoon Reginald took two
Englishmen and two Germans out to lie on the
lawn at the back, where they seemed perfectly
happy, until hearing a car coming I called them in
to prepare for a doctor’s visit. It was comical to see
the haste with which they jumped into bed, not
wishing to appear too well for fear they should be
sent to the front again. The Germans even jumped
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into bed with their boots on. As the windows of
their ward do not look on to the front, they asked
me to warn them next time the doctor is coming.”

(A few days later.) “Dr. Jacquemart (our French
doctor) came. After I had given the promised warn-
ing, the German sergeant said, with an amusing
smile of complicity, ‘It doesn’t matter about Aim ;
it’s our doctors you must warn us about.” However,
I must say that generally speaking the German doc-
tors seem both humane and conscientious. One of
them told me that his chief preoccupation is the
excesses both in eating and drinking of his officers.”

After the Grand Duke of Mecklenburg and his
Staff left us, we had a few quiet days, during which
we were kept very busy nursing. Lieutenant Thorl’s
illness had not yet come to the crisis, and it was a
great responsibility when I saw the fever rising and
feared for the strain on his heart. He was very
heavy to lift when putting on cold compresses, and
when Reginald was not available I took an elderly
woman -servant with me. One day in his half-
delirium he shook her off so violently that she
bruised herself against the wall, after which I was
obliged to get other help.

On the 2nd of September we were invaded by
another Staff, thatof General von Kiihne, with many
officers and innumerable men. They soon settled
down, and annexed the ground-floor rooms in the
left wing for offices, and in a short while were
telephoning to Berlin.

I go back to my notebook: “Happily they pro-
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vide their own food, as our poultry-yard has very
much decreased, and food is getting scarce in the
village. There has been terrible waste in this re-
spect, the Germans killing cattle and pigs from
which they take only the best pieces, leaving the
carcasses to rot in the fields. The villagers are afraid
to touch this meat, fearing that it may have been
poisoned. Often the only parts of a pig taken are the
hams and head. The doctor who has come in with
the Staff has sent away some of our men, both Ger-
man and English, much to the latter’s dismay, but
we could not protest as they were undoubtedly fit
to be removed. We gave the English a little money,
telling them to hide it if possible on their persons.”
(These were the days of the big French five-franc
silver pieces which the Englishmen called cart-
wheels.)

“Last night a German soldier was brought in,
shot through the face, and another one shot through
the foot. The head of the one who was shot through
the face has swelled out to abnormal proportions
and his face has gone black. It is almost impossible
to see his features, which are mere creases in this
black balloon. I helped the Staff doctor to dress
these wounds, while Reginald gave the patient a
little red wine and water by teaspoonfuls. He does
not seem to suffer much, and when we say, ‘Wie
geht’s, Atterman’ (his name is in his pointed hel-
met), he answers cheerfully in his Rhenish accent,
‘Hoot’ (gut). The other man’s wounds had been in-
sufficiently bound up, and we have had to stanch
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blood all day and most of the night. Hearing sob-
bing in the hall, we find a Staff Lieutenant there
who has just heard that his brother has been killed
to-day. He had been at the telephone taking down
lists of casualties when the name of his brother came
through with those of five other officers killed.
Reginald and I console the young man, while the
others go and dine, and we hear them laughing and
joking. After dinner one of the officers asks for a
bouquet for the Captain, whose fortieth birthday is
to-morrow.

“We hear that this army is besieging Maubeuge,
and, indeed, the noise of the guns gets louder and
louder, and more and more wounded are brought
in. Even on Sunday neither of us can go to Mass;
we are kept busy dressing wounds and arranging
for food. The cook has her work cut out. Breakfast
is ordered between 5 and 6.30. Some of the officers
require tea, some coffee, some chocolate, all want
eggs in various manners. Then comes the hospital
breakfast, then ours and our helps’, while orderlies
are coming all the time with various demands.
Some want lunch to carry away to the old mill,
whence the artillery fire on Maubeuge is being
directed. Others of the Staff lunch here, twelve or
more dine each night. On the 6th they celebrate
the Captain’s birthday, lighting forty tallow candles
which, so the servants told us, melted and mingled
with the icing on the cake. The gardener gave them
awreath for the funeral of Lieutenant Schwartz, who
was buried to-day with another officer killed at the
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same time, whose luggage the doctor has confided
to our care as well as his watch and papers.” (These
I forwarded some time later by the orderly of an-
other officer who was returning home to Paderborn,
the town whence the dead man came. I hope they
reached his mother safely; he was the only son of a
widow.)

One morning, Mademoiselle Carpentier, the
brewer’s sister, came in looking very excited, say-
ing she had met two English troopers with their
horses in a lane near her house. She had hurriedly
hidden them between the trees of the little nursery
plantation or pépiniére near our back gate, the
young trees screening men and horses from the
Germans who passed on the road a few yards away.
Reginald and the Curé went out to them at once,
and found the men feeding their horses with
loaves of bread. No one thought that Maubeuge
could be taken, and so it was decided that the
English troopers had better go there, where they
believed some English troops still to be. Monsieur
le Curé offered to creep near the lines and guide
the men as close to Maubeuge as possible, passing
through Houdain Wood and trusting to darkness.
The brave priest, having bound up the hoofs of
the horses to prevent noise (he had tried in vain to
induce the men to kill them and escape on foot),
guided them through fields and lanes until they
were within reach of the fortress. Passing quite
close to a German bivouac in Taisniéres Wood, he
had had the greatest difficulty to prevent the Eng-
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lishmen rushing forward when they heard what
they took to be “God save the King” sung by
soldiers sitting round a fire. Of course, in reality it
was “Heil, dir im Siegerkranz”, and only the
horrified tones of the Curé saying, ‘“‘Germains,
Germains”, saved them.! When poor Abbé Vallez
got back to us, what with fatigue and nervousness
he looked as if he had tumbled into a pond.” (Un-
doubtedly, had they been discovered, he would have
been shot at once, the fate of so many priests in
Belgium who had done nothing compared to this.)

“The Staff doctor has brought in four more
wounded men, among them Lieutenant von Hart-
mann, who has been shot through the head and
is a ghastly sight. The bullet went in just above
his eye and came out behind his ear; the blood has
run into his beard and saturated his uniform. It
took me several hours, after the wounds had been
dressed by the two doctors who brought the case
in, to wash off the blood. The orderly who has
come in with him tells us that this officer is a
nephew of the Archbishop of Cologne, and son of
the Regierungs-Prisident (Prefect). Before leaving,
the army surgeon told me that Lieutenant von
Hartmann’s life hung by a thread, that a violent
movement would cause the artery to burst out
bleeding and bring on sudden death. As he is light-
headed I am almost unable to leave him. He evi-
dently takes me for a relation, and is comforted at

! This German national song has the same tune as “God save
the King”’.
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feeling me near. If I am absent I hear him calling,
and his long arm (he seems to me gigantically tall)
comes searching round the room until he can catch
my arm or feel my dress. Both eyes and ears are
bandaged, but his speech, though rather wandering,
1s quite clear.

“Whilst I am attending to this and other cases
upstairs, Reginald comes up to tell me that he has
just heard that all these Germans were brought
here as it is thought likely the French will make a
sortie from Maubeuge and shell Bavay, in which
case the hospital would be burnt. Of course, we
were both indignant that they should put their sick
in safety while leaving ours in danger. It is decided
that Reginald shall go in the doctor’s motor out to
the mill where the General is, and ask for all
wounded, of whatsoever nation they are, to be
brought here. We express our indignation in no
measured terms, and the officers agree to allow
Reginald to go to interview the General on con-
dition that his eyes are bandaged. The driver of the
doctor’s car is so terrified that he declines to start
until we give him a Red Cross flag to put in the
front of the car. All the men here seem convinced
that Turcos are among the garrison of Maubeuge,
and talk of it continually.

“Reginald found the General at the old mill,
around which trenches were being hastily dug. The
whole detachment are evidently in great apprehen-
sion. The General, after hearing Reginald’s re-
quest, explained that, according to information they
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had just received, Maubeuge would be unable to
hold out any longer, and that everything indicates
that the garrison must try to make their escape
through the besieging army in the direction of
Lille and Calais. He pointed out smoke in the dis-
tance to my brother, saying, ‘Maubeuge is burning,
and the French troops will have to abandon it.’
However, permission was given for the Allied
soldiers to be brought from Bavay here, but in the
meantime Dr. Jacquemart has telephoned that they
are not transportable.” (We discovered afterwards
that the Red Cross authorities in Bavay, who knew
nothing about the state of affairs at Maubeuge,
imagined this to be a German manceuvre to get
all the wounded into their hands.) “While these
negotiations are going on by telephone between
Bavay Hospital and ourselves, German officers come
forward and back, giving orders in the most excited
way, and prepare their men for instant flight if
necessary. Several have asked me if we will be
responsible for their sick and wounded, assuring
me that one of their officers was found yesterday
mutilated by the French outside Maubeuge. We
naturally protested against such a mischievous
calumny, and give them our assurance that their
wounded are perfectly safe here.”

September 8.—That evening the white flag was
put up at Maubeuge, and almost at once all the
valid troops left us, except for the telephone oper-
ators, who worked all night in the office downstairs.
On the morning of Tuesday, the 8th, more sick
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arrived, but as we had no doctor, and the state of
Lieutenant von Hartmann was very grave, we sent
to Bavay to ask Dr. Jacquemart to come. He sent
back word that his motor-car had been requisi-
tioned, that he hoped to have it returned shortly
and would then come at once. Some time later the
doctor and Madame Williot came and helped to
dress these terrible wounds, out of which scraps of
the skull and cellular tissue were working.
“While attending to this I was called downstairs to
an officer who had been sent by the General to pre-
sent his adieux and thanks, and to ask for a picture
post card of the place ”’. Later in the war, an old and
honoured friend of ours, the Countess de Spangen,
was placed in the same situation. This Belgian lady,
who was go years of age, had also lodged a General
and Staff, and before leaving her chiteau in Flan-
ders, the General had asked to be allowed to present
his adieux and thanks. Leaving her room and speak-
ing from the landing to the officers in the hall
below, the valiant old lady said, ‘Gentlemen, it is
not necessary to thank me, for I had not invited
you,” whereupon she returned to her room. The
General’s delegate told me they had made 40,000
prisoners at Maubeuge. Later in the day we heard
from refugees that the number was greatly exagger-
ated and that they were mostly Territorials, also
that they had burnt all cars, petrol, and anything
that could be of use to the Germans before surren-
dering Maubeuge, and had given out quantities of
stores to be divided amongst the townspeople.
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I turn to my notebook again. ‘““There is, of course,
the usual talk of treachery; it is even said that one
of the French Generals met and drank with Ger-
man officers every night during the siege. This is
only one of the wild stories going about. Some of
our neighbours are even being accused of crimes
against their country, and people seem unable to
distinguish truth from fiction and are ready to be-
lieve any nonsense. However, one thing is certain,
that a considerable number of the garrison escaped
before Maubeuge surrendered, several cars even
getting away yesterday by Jeumont. One of our
Bellignies men, Oscar Descamps, had his two legs
blown off by a shell, and we hear that another,
Segers, was killed. Dr. Jacquemart came to-day to
visit all our sick and wounded, and was highly in-
dignant at the fall of Maubeuge. He has become
very popular with the Germans; the men tell me
they much prefer to be treated by him than by their
German doctor. Of course he can’t order them back
to their regiments, which may partly account for
this preference.

“During the day we had a visit from Monsieur
le Curé, who brought the Dean of Bavay with
him to announce the nomination of a new Pope,
Benedict XV. I tried to tell this news to Lieutenant
von Hartmann, who seems to understand, but
finds his words with difficulty. He always says
‘Danke’ politely for everything we do for him,
and ‘Gott sei Dank’ when his wounds have been
dressed. The orderly tells us that the army that was
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here is off by forced marches to Antwerp. This
makes us anxious for Leopold, who was in garrison
there when we last heard of him. All the wounded
who are sufficiently well to be moved have been
sent on to Mons, both English and Germans thank-
ing us profusely and promising to send us photos
later on. Only seven Germans and three English-
men are left, and the house feels almost empty.

“Lieutenant Thorl came down to-day for the first
time. He is still extremely weak after his severe ill-
ness, but shows eagerness to regain strength and
return to his military duties. He says that he is one
of seventeen brothers and cousins in the field. I
suggested his coming up to see von Hartmann, but
he told me that he cannot bear to look at wounds.
Most soldiers seem the same in this respect. When
I told our German wounded how kind the English
officers were towards their men, they answered that
it was not the same with theirs. They all fear, and
some even hate, their own officers.

“The house feels quite different without some of
the enemy in every hole and corner, and in the
whole village the atmosphere seems to have cleared.
People come in continually to complain of the loss
and destruction in their homes. Deburge (the
farmer at our gate) has received a broken old
waggon in return for the new one borrowed from
him. Bassez has had more than ten thousand francs’
worth of goods taken from his farm. Everywhere
crops, cattle, and material have been requisitioned,
and a scrap of paper given in exchange, which the
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Germans call a Zettel, on which are scribbled a few
words no one can understand. Some of these papers
have been brought in to me for translation. On one
of them was written, ‘“There are pretty women in
this village’, on another, ‘Get your English friends
to pay you’.”

Wednesday, September 9.—‘‘Reginald went to
Bavay this morning to try and persuade the authori-
ties there to send a telegram to Lieutenant von
Hartmann’s parents, as he is anxious that they
should know of his whereabouts. The orderly, who
is also ill in bed and quite useless to his master,
tells us that the father is a ‘Regierungs-Prisident’.
Having given the telegram to some officers who
promised to send it off, Reginald went in to the
hospital, where he found a great number of French
wounded who have been brought in from Louvroil,
where the hospital was destroyed by shell-fire. He
heard much gossip at the hospital, and the usual
wild rumours about the concrete gun positions that
are supposed to have been prepared for the use of
the enemy, and of the people who are said to have
given them money to have their homes spared. In
the meantime people are puzzled at seeing the regi-
ments which had started for Antwerp returning
again and going southward. Evidently something
unexpected has happened, as the enemy appear
anxious and perplexed. While Reggie was away
Laurentiaux’s daughter came in here to tell me
about the siege of Maubeuge and of the burial of
the young Prince of Saxe-Meiningen, who was only
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nineteen. I took Lieutenant Thérl around to see all
the wounded, and then he lunched with Granny,
Monsieur le Curé, and myself.”

September 10.—*‘A car came from Maubeuge to-
day bringing two doctors, a French and a German
one, the latter wishing to go through the lists of our
wounded and examine those who are left. While
they were occupied, I had a conversation with the
French driver of the car, who, although he wore a
very shabby poili’s uniform, told me he was a
priest (le bleu horizon had only just, I believe, been
invented and certainly never been seen at that time
in our region; all the soldiers still wore the red
trousers of pre-war days). I must own that Monsieur
PAbbé’s sentiments smacked very much of the
Church militant, and his spirits were not in the
least affected by his being a prisoner, so this whis-
pered conversation cheered me greatly. They have
taken Lieutenant Thorl away with them. He seemed
almost sorry to leave us, thanked us profusely and
promised to try and send news to our aunt in
Switzerland from his home in Germany, where he
is going to spend his convalescence. The car had
scarcely gone when another came bringing a Ger-
man surgeon with a brain specialist to examine
Lieutenant von Hartmann. After a long consulta-
tion they came to tell me that they were going to
arrange to have him transported to a German
surgeon’s house in Mons. I objected that our doctor
thought it would be fatal to move him, and that we
had sent for his parents, so after a further discus-
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sion they agreed to leave him a few days longer in
our hands, which we realise is a great responsi-
bility; if he dies we shall undoubtedly be accused of
not having taken proper care of him, or even worse.”

September 12.— “‘Lieutenant von Hartmann is
distinctly better; he called Vicky on to his bed to-
day and fondled the little dog and talked quite
normally. He asked Reginald as a favour to play the
piano, which he willingly did, and we left the door
of the room open on to the gallery surrounding the
hall in which is the piano. While Reginald played
some Chopin and Schumann, we sat in the twilight
listening until I heard the piano being roughly shut
and wondered why he had stopped so suddenly. He
told me later that it was because two or three of
the soldiers, who had been listening from the next
room, came in, and thanking him gratefully, asked
him to play ‘Deutschland Uber Alles’, not realis-
ing the tactlessness of this request. It is the first
time the piano has been opened since war was de-
clared; the roar of the cannon has been the only
music we have heard; during the siege of Maubeuge
it was so loud and incessant that one could not hear
oneself speak. However, one gets used to anything,
and we only noticed it when the great silence fell
after Maubeuge put up the white flag. When the
noise and confusion was at its worst, I missed my
grandmother and found her at last in the cellar in
the midst of a group of women and children. These
had taken refuge from their little houses under our
massive vaults, but whenever a shell whistled or
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exploded in the neighbourhood the poor folks cried
out in terror. Calm and unmoved, my grandmother
quieted them with a gesture of her hand, and soon
I left them, the women saying the Rosary and the
children sleeping round her feet.”

September 13.—‘Late last evening while we were
dining, and during pouring rain, a mysterious car
arrived driven by a civilian and bringing two offi-
cers and an orderly whose uniform bore no sort of
mark. Theofficers entered the dining-room through
the conservatory, and asked for dinner and a night’s
lodging, also for news of the officers we have been
nursing, whom they imagined to be both still in the
house. I took them up to see von Hartmann, but he
showed no interest whatever in them, and it is evi-
dent that it is not on his account that they have
come. The chauffeur told the servants that they
have come from Liége to-day, but mentioned no
names. From the extreme deference one showed
to the other we supposed him to be an important
personage.

“When we got up in the morning, we found that
last night’s visitors had disappeared as mysteriously
as they came.

“We have had a visit from Mademoiselle de Mont-
fort (our kind neighbour who was the head of the
Red Cross in Bavay). She brought with her Simone
du Sartel, who has returned after spending some
time at Le Quesnoy, where she had gone during the
English retreat with a transport of wounded. She
described the hurried march from Bavay to Le
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Quesnoy, where artillery and infantry were mixed
up, and the fleeing population impeded the march,
while ’planes overhead gave battle. When they
arrived at the station she had been entrusted by the
English with the organisation of the last hospital
train to leave there, which was fired on as it left.
Then, with their wounded and the town authori-
ties, they took refuge in the hospital, on which three
shells fell.” But whereas Le Quesnoy was a very
strong place in the days when Charles the Bold lived
there, and had been fortified later by Vauban, who
surrounded it with three rows of ditches and
bastions, it could not be defended at the present
day, although the armoured casemates were most
useful in protecting the wounded and the inhabit-
ants from artillery fire.

“Simone told me that her mother had left for
Blois on the 24th of August, the last day on which
civilians could travel. Of course her two brothers,
Jean and Gaétan, are in the Army (her two sisters
were nuns), and on Simone therefore falls the
whole care of their property. She has hidden most
of the valuables at Potelles (their old moated
chéteau, which had sustained many a siege since its
erection in the thirteenth century) and has given
herself up now to the care of the wounded. Her
decision, common sense, and energy will be of great
use to Mademoiselle de Montfort, who is looking
far from strong.”

After the fall of Maubeuge the whole country-
side was overrun with refugees, many soldiers
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having escaped in civilian clothing and returning to
their homes. Some of the stories they told were both
thrilling and very amusing, but one had to be care-
ful, as undoubtedly there were spies among them.
A night or two after Maubeuge surrendered, when
our house was still crowded with von Kiihne’s Staff,
a small boy came in to say that the servant who had
been left in charge of the Joseliers’ house was ill,
and wished to speak to Reginald. Monsieur Joselier
was the owner of one of the marble works in our
village, and was on the Staff driving his own car as
automobilist at Maubeuge. His family fled on the
approach of the enemy, Madame Joselier sending
me her favourite dog, a very fine borzoi, which she
implored me to care for. I had the poor beast shut
up, and tried when I had a moment free to console
it, but it refused to eat and, being released by a
German soldier, returned to its home, where it died
of grief a few days later.

While the Staff went to dinner, Reginald fol-
lowed the boy messenger, and to his great surprise
found Monsieur Joselier himself hiding in his
house, accompanied by his friend Monsieur Gou-
verneur, Director of the Pelgrims’ Works. He heard
from Monsieur Joselier that 200 French artillery-
men had escaped just before Maubeuge capitu-
lated, hoping to reach Calais or Dunkirk. By this
time we had got a fair idea of where the German
troops lay, and Reginald was able to advise Mon-
sieur Joselier as to the best route to take. We heard
later that he reached Dunkirk safely, having passed
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between the German lines, and found there the
artillerymen with their commandant. About this
time also, one day Reginald met two unwounded
English R.A.M.C. officers in Bavay Hospital, who
had managed so far to escape detection, and had
found their way into the hospital to ask for a meal
and for information. Knowing that the safest direc-
tion for them to take was that of Lille, from whence
they could get to the sea coast, he explained with
the aid of a motoring map a short cut through lanes
to Sebourg, a village in the region of Valenciennes,
where there was a chiteau belonging to the Baron
de la Grange. Reginald gave a word of introduc-
tion to Baron Louis, who lived with his father,
and who we were sure would consent to give the
refugees a day’s lodging, as of course they must
travel by night. Some time later when Monsieur
de la Grange came over to see us he told us that
his lodge-keeper had seen at daybreak one morn-
ing two English officers reading the German notice
posted up at his gates. This notice threatened with
death any inhabitants who should give shelter to
French or Allied troops, and the Englishmen, hav-
ing read it, turned away and disappeared, doubt-
less not wishing to put anyone in danger. Baron de
la Grange was distressed as to what could have
been their fate.

Louis de la Grange came over on foot a few days
after the fall of Maubeuge to ask Reginald to go
with him to see the town. They got into it without
much difficulty, visited the hospital there, where
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some English Red Cross ladies, I believe from
Mons ambulance, had paid a call the day before
and caused enormous excitement, the Germans
believing the French Red Cross to have connived
at their fugue. The adventurous Englishwomen
returned to Mons, and were sent, I believe, later
on to England via Sweden or Denmark. Louis
de la Grange and Reginald came back fearfully
depressed by the sight of the enormous amount of
booty, guns, and ammunition that had been col-
lected by the Germans ready for transport. Both
Maubeuge and the villages around it were filled
with wounded, and eighty more men were brought
to Bavay Hospital in a terrible condition from
neglect.

Another day Monsieur de la Grange came with
Reginald to meet me at Bavay Hospital, where I had
done a night’s watch, as the few soldiers we had left
at home were out of danger, and all the Red Cross
ladies were getting worn out with over-work. They
asked me to go on with them to see the villages of
Vieu-Mesnil and Hargnies, which we heard had
been burned by the Germans during the siege. It
was a terrible sight to see these peaceful little vill-
ages in which hardly a house was left intact. We
called on the Curé of Vieu-Mesnil, who told us
how it had happened. Daily some French soldiers
had arrived from Maubeuge, as a sort of outpost
in the village. One day a sergeant with three men,
instead of stopping at the top of the hill outside,
came in to take a glass of beer at an estaminet (small
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inn). While they were drinking the sergeant went
upstairs and looked through an attic window,
whence he saw a whole company of German sol-
diers headed by two officers entering the village
street down below. He hastened alone along the
backs of the houses to where an old tree com-
manded the road, and from behind the trunk he
fired directly the Germans came in sight. He killed
one officer and wounded the second, after which
all the men beat a hasty retreat, but only to return
shortly in force to the village, from which by this
time the four Frenchmen had retired. Removing
their dead and wounded officers, and still fearing a
surprise, the Germans began firing in every direc-
tion at anything they saw moving, chiefly women
and children, of course. One young woman, who
had been keeping her own baby and three of
her neighbours’ children while they worked in the
fields, was shot down in her own house and left for
dead among the crying babies. The soldiers then
set the village on fire—after which they retired.

It was only some hours later that Madame Caillaux
was found and removed to hospital at Hautmont,
where she lay on straw among French and German
soldiers for forty-eight hours. Her sister then ob-
tained permission to bring her to her home near us,
where I promised to go daily to dress her dreadful
wounds. Five inches of her femur had been shot
away, and the wound was badly infected. I had to
chloroform her every time I dressed it. Now and
then the doctor got leave to come, but more often
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I had only an old woman who lived next door and
the village harness-maker, a gentle old man, to
help lift the poor, suffering creature. Luckily one of
the German doctors had given me a provision of
antiseptic dressings which I found very preferable
in such a case to the merely sterilised dressings
that I had had from the Red Cross, but for weeks I
smelt of iodoform, so the family told me.
September 14.—On the 14th of September, we
had a surprise visit from Prince Saxe-Meiningen,
who came to ask after Lieutenant Thorl. He told us
that he had lost his father as well as his brother
since war began, and that all the members of the
Staff with whom he had been here at first had been
wounded during a terrible battle that had taken
place near Chauny. Three of the officers of the
Staff had been killed, he himself had been slightly
wounded, and they had lost many thousand men.
Thiswasthe first we heard of the battle of the Marne,
as it was called later on, and the news cheered us
considerably. The young Prince was now on his way
to Brussels, where he had been appointed to serve
under General von der Goltz. He told us that the
Germans had found dum-dum bullets on English
soldiers, but that he had not seen them. This was a
story we were often to hear at this time, and which
they evidently believed. I retorted by showing the
instrument a German soldier had left behind in the
village, and which he had explained was for cutting
off the point of their bullets, causing them to ex-
pand. Another of my arguments was that their
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wounded got well at once, while ours did not. Be-
fore the Prince left, we took him to see von Hart-
mann, but he could hardly understand what the
latter, whose head was still bandaged, said. Before
leaving he promised to do all he could for us in the
way of messages. Among other items of news we
heard that the Kaiser Wilhelm der Grosse had been
blown up by the English in a neutral port, and that
“the Germans are convinced that after this war is
over France will be ruled by an emperor again.
They do not say, however, who the emperor is to
bex’

Next morning two German ambulances arrived
and took away von Hartmann and all the other
wounded who were fit to be removed, all thanking
us gratefully on departure. The doctor who came
with them said that Prince Georg was still in
Maubeuge, but that his brother’s body had already
been removed to Germany. Louis de la Grange
arrived again one day on a bicycle, having come by
quiet lanes, and brought a smuggled French news-
paper which gave details of the victory of the
Marne, and also of a Russian victory in Austria.
While lunching he told us how he had been taken
as a hostage on August 25th and kept from 6 A.m.
till 2 p.mM. and made to march in front of the troops
who occupied the village, and threatened that he
would be held responsible in his person in case of
any attack on the troops. This must have worried
his old father very much, and another source of
agitation had been the destruction of their beautiful
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terraces and well-kept garden, which were over-
run by the horses. However, he told us that this
was the only damage done to the place so far. Old
Baron de la Grange was eighty-eight at this time
and a remarkable old gentleman. He was the father-
in-law of the Baroness Ernest de la Grange of la
Motte au Bois, who is so well known as the “mother
of the British Army”.

One day Reginald and I went over to Sebourg
and Monsieur de la Grange told us how, when the
German Commandant had said that by the 15th of
September they would be in Paris, he had raised
his hand towards heaven and answered, “Si Dieu
le veut, Messieurs”’.

Lille had been occupied for two days by the
enemy, but their detachment was not strong enough
to hold the town, and it had been retaken by the
French. But neither on the French nor on the Ger-
man side was the surveillance very good, as the
following incident will show. Our postmaster, Mon-
sieur Moret, having walked the fifty miles to Lille
and managed to pass through the lines both going
and coming, brought us back, as a pleasant surprise,
a large packet of letters which he had found ac-
cumulated there. On his way home he had taken
from his daughter’s house in Valenciennes a child’s
perambulator, in which he put his packet of letters
and French newspapers, and walked the fourteen
miles back to Bavay pushing this in front of
him. Naturally so many letters for the neighbour-
hood, as well as the French papers describing the
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battle of the Marne, gave unbounded joy to the
population.

The German authorities happily never knew of
this journey, but one day Monsieur Moret’s post
office was invaded by soldiers who accused him of
having corresponded by a secret telephone with the
garrison of Maubeuge during the siege. They made
him go down with them into the cellar, where they
knocked at the walls and dug holes to find this
buried wire, which never existed except in their
imagination. Not finding it, they notwithstanding
kept him prisoner, and a day or two later he was
brought, among others, to Bellignies, and though
we were not allowed to approach the prisoners,
they were given the food sent out to them, after
having fasted for two days. At the same time the
Curé of Taisniéres-sur-Hon had been arrested, for
no known reason, and we saw him standing for some
hours in the courtyard surrounded by soldiers. At
last I sent out a maid to ask if he would not like
some breakfast. With an irritated look around him
he answered, “J’en ai déjeuné et soupé aussi’.
(The equivalent of “I am fed up enough already’.)
The prisoners were taken away and shut up until, in
the excitement which followed the surrendering of
Maubeuge, their guards left them, on which they
all jumped out of the window and returned to their
homes. This incident showed us that the Germans
thought that evidently some means had existed
of informing the Commander and garrison of the
fortress of what was happening in the vicinity, and
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undoubtedly if France had expected and prepared
for war these wires would have existed.

Having once succeeded in getting in and out of
Lille, Monsieur Moret could not rest until he tried
again, and so he started off on the following Sun-
day, loaded with letters and telegrams to send off
from Lille. However, this time he only got as far as
Valenciennes, where he meant to spend the night,
and was within a few yards of his daughter’s house
and safety when he was surrounded by soldiers
and dragged to a neighbouring guard-house, where
his clothes were removed and, of course, the packet
of letters and telegrams seized upon. The next day
he was judged by a court-martial which sat at the
Hétel de Ville at Valenciennes. His trial took place
in German, questions and answers being translated,
and at the end of it he was told that he would be
shot. He asked to be allowed to write to his family,
but this was refused and he was thrown into a
prison cell and left another day without food. But
on the third morning the cell door was opened
and the Governor of the town, Major von Kingler,
announced to him, ‘“You, Postmaster, have been
condemned to death by the court-martial, but I
exercise my right to commute your sentence, as you
bore neither arms nor military intelligence. In con-
sequence of your disobedience to our laws, you will
go to Germany until the end of the war.” It was
only nearly a year later and after falling very ill that
Monsieur Moret was released from his prison at
Rastadt and sent to Switzerland.
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On the day before his arrest, Abbé Delbecque,
the Curé of Maing, near Valenciennes, had been
arrested also for carrying letters. Having been to
Dunkirk on his bicycle, he had brought back all
those he found addressed to his parishioners.
Among them were letters of mobilisation and a
note of instructions from the Governor for the
reservists. These caused the Curé to be condemned
to death; his trial took place in the station waiting-
room and he was shot at once and buried along
the high road, where his feet were seen sticking up
through the earth. The notices announcing this
execution were posted in all public places, and one
was shown to M. Moret on his way to trial.

(From my diary.) “We hear from the Bellevilles
that the convent at Audregnies, which has been
turned into a field hospital, is still crowded with
English wounded, and Marie, Jeanne, and their
nephew Eric are kept busy nursing there all day. It
seems that the Germans forbade the villagers to
leave their homes or the village for several days
after the battle, and so the wounded lay untended
and many died who could have been saved. The
chaplain of the convent with his niece crept out at
night against all orders, and found some of the
wounded lying in the beetroot fields; one poor fel-
low had had both legs shot off and died as soon as
they brought him in. I believe the chaplain got him
on to his back and crawled most of the way home
on all fours in the darkness. Marie and Jeanne had
met an English soldier not far from their house

63



while sharp fighting was still going on. He had lost
most of the buttons off his uniform and made signs
that he wanted a needle and thread. While one of
them fetched these and began sewing on a button
to the man’s trousers, the other brought out a cup
of tea for him, when around the corner suddenly
appeared some Germans, who fired straight at them.
The Englishman fled in one direction, while Marie,
Jeanne, and the tea-pot retired hastily into the
house. They had not realised at all that a modern
battle is not like those one sees in pictures, and that
they had been in the midst of it. They worked at
the hospital for several weeks, even carrying the
poor soldiers on to the operating table themselves.
Their nephew (a boy of seventeen at that time) was
of great use as he is able to speak English.”
September 17.— “We had a visit from Eugénie (a
former maid who lived near Mons) and she told us
of the battle at Hyon-Ciply. She said the noise of
the shells whistling overhead made a sort of weird
music, and that many men had been killed round
M. Bourlard de St. Symphorien’s chéiteau. She
had herself fetched in from the field an English
major whose leg was shattered, and said that the
same shell had taken off his horse’s nose and his
orderly’s head! She told us also that M. Gende-
bien’s house was completely wrecked. It had been
full of English wounded when it caught fire during
the battle, and the whole family helped to get the
men out and were unable, therefore, to save any of
their own valuables. For three days the dead lay
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about in the fields until the population obtained
leave to bury them, which they did where they lay.

““All motor-cars and bicycles have been ordered
to be surrendered and naturally everybody tries to
hide theirs. The doctor took his motor out to the
forest, put it in a ditch and covered it over with
brambles and sods. Also an order has gone out that
anybody found keeping carrier pigeons will be shot,
and as there are hundreds in the country and many
of them of much value, these also are being hidden,
but at great risk. When we can get hold of a clan-
destine newspaper (of course there are no others,
and anyone found with one of these can be im-
prisoned at once), Reginald takes it down to the
village council, and has it passed on to those whose
discretion can be counted upon.”

September 20.— ‘Reginald and I went to lunch at
Sebourg, and took coffee upstairs afterwards with
old Baron de la Grange, who is quite wonderful
for his eighty-eight years, and was keenly interested
in all we told him. On the way there, we passed by
the Chateau d’Eth, where the caretaker showed us
the damage and destruction done to his master’s
house. Cupboards that had been left locked were
smashed open by hatchets, the marble tops of the
furniture in the dining-room had been broken into
small pieces, and all the contents had disappeared.
Clothes taken out of the wardrobes had been
evidently worn; a favourite evening’s amusement
with the German troops seems to be dressing up as
women and dancing. In Madame de Beaugrenier’s
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room, laid out on the bed, was a tiny French uni-
form, which, I suppose, belonged to the child she
lost in babyhood. I promised the congierge to try
and send over Simone du Sartel (the Beaugreniers’
niece) who will put in safety whatever valuables
have not been carried away, but I took myself a
small pocket Kodak I found lying in a corner, as in
any case it would be confiscated if found. I can give
it back to them one day. (This camera was produced
as evidence against me at the court-martial.) On
the way back we passed through Roisin. Although
Monsieur and Madame de la Saudée have fled to
Biarritz with the children, the place has been turned
into an ambulance, and the servants who have re-
mained behind seem to be keeping very good order.
(We heard afterwards that the faithful cook had
buried even her household stores, and brought them
out triumphantly when her masters returned in
1919.)

“Among the letters smuggled from Lille was one
from Madame Desjardins (wife of the Deputy of
the Aisne) enclosing one from her sister, the Mar-
quise de Chambray. The latter is frantic with
anxiety about her husband, who was last heard of
some weeks ago in our neighbourhood. She begs
me, if I can find him and he is wounded, to see that
everything is done that is possible for him. Alas!
how can I find him if he really is near here?
Reginald and Monsieur de la Grange have made
rounds in all directions, and collected all available
information about both dead and wounded, either
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French or English. Reginald has got long lists of
English names, which he will try and forward by
some means later on; the French lists are naturally
handed over to the Red Cross. Continually we hear
rumbling in the distance, and evidently fighting is
going on in several directions. Daily troops are
passing and new orders of all sorts are posted up
in the villages. Some Germans who passed here in
plain clothes boasted that they were deserting.”

September 29.— ‘About a thousand Bavarians,
mostly oldish men, have arrived, and are quartered
in the school-house. One man’s rifle exploded while
he was cleaning it and his arm was badly hurt.
Reggie was fetched to dress the wound, and said
the poor fellow lying on the floor was so fat that he
looked like a barrel from which blood and groans
were oozing. This company say they have been on
the march for a fortnight, but as yet have seen no
fighting. They had heard that Paris had fallen a
fortnight ago, and evidently believed it.

“While we were out in the courtyard preparing
our last batch of wounded for leaving us, a big
transport passed on the high road, composed of
long waggons covered with white awnings on which
was a red cross and accompanied by ambulance
men. I noticed that the horses seemed to be draw-
ing a heavy load, and I counted the waggons as they
passed by the gates. After having counted over a
hundred, I said to the officer who stood near me,
‘What a big transport! Is it all Red Cross?’ Turn-
ing quickly and looking up at the gate he said in
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rather a confused way, ‘Yes, all Red Cross.” But
one of the soldiers whom we had nursed, and who
had told me he was a Socialist from Bremen, whis-
pered while passing between the officer and myself,
‘Artillerie’.

“The other day when we were walking around
the lawn after lunch with Monsieur de la Grange,
who often comes over now, two girls who were
standing near the gate came and asked to speak to
Reginald. After a few minutes’ conversation he
called me up and told me that they were from St.
Waast (the village two miles away). One was Made-
moiselle Moriamé, the brewer’s sister (he is fight-
ing), and the other is her neighbour, Mademoiselle
Louise Thuliez, a schoolmistress from Lille, who
was spending her holidays with relations in the
village when war broke out. These two had come
over to ask us what they shall do with several
English soldiers whom they nursed for slight
wounds in August, and have kept hidden in Made-
moiselle Moriamé’s house ever since. Notices are
posted up everywhere ordering all inhabitants to
declare at once any French or Allied soldiers who
have remained behind the lines. The penalty for
disobedience is death. These young girls seem to
have rendered good service during the passage of
the British troops, making and baking bread, as the
village baker has gone to the army, and otherwise
helping to feed and billet the men. As we still hope
to see our victorious armies come driving the
enemy back within a few weeks, we told them the
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chief thing to do was to keep these soldiers quiet,
and give out in the village (if any one knew of their
presence) that they have run away, and in the mean-
time Reginald promised to find a safe hiding-place
for them.”

A few miles distant from us is the great forest of
Mormal: 30,000 acres of magnificent wood in which
were occasional keepers’ houses and woodmen’s
cottages. We thought that the soldiers would be
perfectly safe for the moment in one of these, if
the owner would harbour them on our promising
to pay for their food. Taking Dr. Jacquemart into
his confidence, Reggie visited with him some of
these cottagers on the Obies territory, and they
agreed to take in the six or seven men between
them. The girls guided them out one night, and
bit by bit other stragglers were found and added to
the little troop. Although all concerned had pro-
mised to keep the strictest secrecy, somehow it got
about that we were ready to take charge of any
stray soldiers, and in consequence every now and
then we were informed of the hiding-place of one
or more, or they were even brought straight to us
by the peasants who had taken them in. Reginald
went out at regular intervals to pay the expenses
of our refugees, and warn them to be careful; but
the comparative quiet of the country at this time,
and the hospitality of the peasants, who all wanted
to receive the Englishmen at their table, made them
often very imprudent.

Mesdemoiselles Thuliez and Moriamé still con-
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tinued to take the keenest interest in their little
band, visiting them and doing washing and mend-
ing for them; and the two girls began also to make
long walking tours in the district to look for more
stray men. They got into touch with some respons-
ible person in every village: more often it was the
Curé, but sometimes the Mayor or a manufacturer.
This was such good training for them that very soon
they thought nothing of undertaking a twenty-mile
walk. Reginald also, who had never appeared to
care much for walking exercise, developed extra-
ordinary powers in this way, and beat the country
along the Belgian frontier, to collect information
about the missing and the fallen. As many of these
were buried in fields or along the roadside, often a
helmet laid on the grave being the only intimation
that a soldier was buried there, it was urgent that
all details that could be acquired should be collected
at once. Soon the lists grew very long. Where pos-
sible he reclaimed the pay-books or identity discs
from those who had buried the men, and some of
the souvenirs taken from the corpses were very
touching. A few letters, a photo, sometimes a prayer-
book or a rosary, must have been very precious to
the family to whom they were forwarded later.

At Bavay too the hospital was full of both French
and English. Whenever we had a spare moment
Reggie and I used to go in to act as interpreters,
hear the news, and cheer up the soldiers by giving
any good tidings we were able. The hospital be-
came a sort of centre where all the town authorities
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met daily. The head of the College, the Chanoine
Lebrun, knew a little classical English. Besides him-
self, we used to meet the Mayor, Monsieur Dérome,
the notary M. Tréca, and many others who used
to come in daily and help Mademoiselle de Mont-
fort and the other ladies of the Red Cross. On our
first visit we had been astonished and sorry to re-
cognise Captain Preston, the officer who had passed
at Bellignies early during the retreat, and whom
Reginald had taken on to Bavay when we heard
that the Germans were coming. He told us that on
the morning after his arrival at the hospital there
had been a sudden alarm, and that the whole
R.A.M.C. had left hurriedly, taking away in their
ambulances all the men who were sufficiently well
to get up. But he, Captain Preston, together with
Lieutenants Marston and Moore, had been for-
gotten and left behind, and so had been made
prisoners. However, Preston confided to Reginald
that he would soon be able to use his leg again, and
that he meant to escape. Reggie at once offered him
to come and hide at Bellignies until he felt quite
strong; by then we hoped to know of the safest
route by which he could travel.

So far the lines were not established uninter-
ruptedly between the Swiss frontier and the North
Sea, as they were later on, and one imagined that
with a little luck they could get through into free
territory. Lille was still in French hands, as far as
we knew. So Preston settled with Reggie that he
would arrive on the Friday night, but, of course,
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neither of them said a word to any one at the hos-
pital about the projected escape. Therefore on that
Friday night Reggie and I waited up, keeping the
gates unlocked and walking up and down the road
in the direction of Bavay. When at last towards
daybreak Preston had not arrived, we got very
anxious, fearing he had been taken. Reginald made
his usual visit to Bavay next morning, and on going
the round of the sick beds at last came to Preston’s,
who told him he had given up his plan of escape on
learning that the Red Cross authorities had just
been made responsible by the Germans for the
wounded, all of whose names and regiments had
been noted down.

October 7.—About a week or so later, a little after
two one morning, I was awakened by hearing gravel
thrown at my window, and on opening it very gently
I heard the gardener begging me to come down at
once. Hastily putting on a wrap and calling my
brother, I went down to hear that an English officer
was up at the lodge. He had just arrived, and had
managed to awaken the gardener and had begged
him to call us. Without making any light or noise
we went up to the lodge, where we found Captain
Preston looking dreadfully pale and exhausted, and
being cared for by the gardener’s wife, Juliette. He
told us that two days previously Bavay hospital had
been taken over by a German guard, who posted a
watch at each door. Once every hour they entered
the wards and counted the beds; and seeing that
now the French Red Cross could no longer be con-
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sidered responsible, Preston determined to carry
out his previous plan of escape. He wrapped up his
coat and put it in his bed with a cap on the pillow,
so that in the dim light it looked as if a man lay
there, then he let himself out of the window into the
Chanoine’s garden over which one side of the Col-
lege looks. I believe he had questioned the good
Canon about the topography of this garden, and its
relation to the Bellignies road, and he found a
chicken-run placed handy against the wall, by theaid
of which he climbed on to the ramparts. But even
then he had to creep on his stockinged feet between
the sentries who guarded the entrance to the town.
It was so dark that he feared to walk into one of the
men, and it took him more than an hour, creeping
a few inches at a time, to get on to our road. In his
wounded state the two-mile walk to our gates was
a great ordeal, and he had much difficulty in waking
the gardener to get let in without causing an alarm.

We held a little council of war while he was
resting and taking some coffee, and agreed that it
would be unsafe to keep him here that night, as the
Germans were sure to suspect all those who were
in the habit of visiting the hospital. The safest place
we could think of was the de Wittes’ home, the
Chateau de Gussignies, off the high road, sur-
rounded by woods, and deserted by all but its
owner and one man-servant. Reginald and the gar-
dener Césarstarted off, supporting Captain Preston,
so as to get to Gussignies before daylight. While
Preston and César hid in the wood below the
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chiteau, Reginald managed to waken René de
Witte and explained the situation to him. He at
once came down and guided them to an old quarry,
much overgrown, in the wood, where between
them they prepared a bed for Preston, and René
promised to bring him food regularly. Preston
spent the first few days there, going into the
chiteau sometimes at night to eat a warm meal,
and at Jast when the hue and cry died down, they
brought him back to us, and he stayed here until
we were able to arrange for his escape through
Belgium and Holland, which was not until the last
day of the year. We still had in the house two
English soldiers whom the Germans had allowed
us to keep until such time as the fever left them.
The temperature of one of them went up every
time a German doctor visited him, and it was
thanks to this that he was not taken away sooner.
He had served in Africa and was subject to bad
fits of malaria, and the slightest nervous tension
brought one on.

As soon as we got Preston back in the house it
became urgent to find a safe hiding-place for him,
and Reginald had a brilliant idea. The old tower,
around which the house has been built at various
periods, dates from the Middle Ages, or even, ac-
cording to tradition, from Roman times, and its
walls are three yards thick. Some years previously
we had discovered a disused staircase in the wall,
the entrance to which started from a window em-
brasure on the ground floor, and it had been walled
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up above. Our two Englishmen were handy with
tools, and under my brother’s direction turned the
entrance to the staircase into an apparent cup-
board, the panelling at the back of which was easily
removed. Two shelves on which bottles and glasses
were kept, made it look like a very innocent medi-
cine cupboard. On the slightest alarm Preston
could retire inside the panelling, which he pulled
into place after him, and hide on the stairs until we
let him know that danger was over. This old end of
the house was rarely used, and the ground -floor
tower room, which had been a hospital, still con-
tained several beds, so Captain Preston lived in it,
keeping the wooden shutters closed and being
always ready to dart into the cachette.

We had not dared to go to Bavay at first after
his escape, but we heard that there had been a
tremendous uproar there. Among other extraordin-
ary stories that flew about, one was that of how an
English milord had bribed the German sentries to
help him to escape. As a matter of fact, two sentries
really disappeared that night, and we supposed that
they had bolted in their fear of being made respons-
ible for the escape of a prisoner. We were very
careful not to let anyone at Bavay know about the
presence of Preston here. It was safer too, but hard
not to be able to calm the anxiety all felt about him.

Mesdemoiselles Thuliez and Moriamé, whom for
safety in my diary I always wrote down as Girl
Guides, or G.G. for short, frequently came to re-
port on what they had heard on their rounds. One
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day they said that they had come across a large
group of French and English soldiers hidden in
the vicinity of Englefontaine, a village in the middle
of the forest, and that there was an officer among
them. Reginald had left just before this, having
been solicited by the Mayors of our Arrondisse-
mentto tryand obtain flour, etc., from the American
Committee in Brussels, as foodstuffs were getting
very short. He was given a permit for Brussels,
where he negotiated the food question, and then
managed to obtain a pass for Holland, in the hope
of hearing news of Leopold there. Some time pre-
viously a badly printed clandestine news-sheet had
reached us from Belgium giving information about
the fighting around Liége and Antwerp, and in the
lists of the fallen was our brother’s name. Although
we felt the news was not at all reliable, we were
extremely worried, and Reginald decided to try to
get to Holland or even further, if possible, so as
to put our minds at ease. The excuse he gave for
this journey was one which the Germans generally
accepted at this early stage: the need to procure
money. All local banks were closed, and in Brussels
only very small sums could be obtained, nobody
paid any rents, and our agent had fled in August
before the invading army with his whole family.
Money was required, not only for daily expenses,
but for the innumerable fines the enemy imposed.
And our refugee soldiers had to be lodged and fed
too.

On arriving in Holland, Reginald immediately
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wrote to Mr. and Mrs. Preston telling them in
guarded language that their son was safe, but giving
few details and begging them to keep the matter
secret. Then he left for England with the Albert de
Lignes (Prince Albert de Ligne was Counsellor at
the Belgian Legation at The Hague), and went on
with them to Havre, where the Belgian Govern-
ment had taken refuge at Sainte-Adresse. On
arriving at La Panne, he found the Guides, Leo-
pold’s regiment, resting after going through the
horrors of the battle around Dixmude, where the
dykes had been opened and the land flooded, arrest-
ing the advance of the enemy, but drowning all the
unfortunate men and animals that lay wounded
there. The news of Reggie’s arrival from occupied
Belgium, and of his intention to return to it, spread
like wild-fire, and from all sides he received mes-
sages, from people both known and unknown to
him, asking his help to find missing dear ones. The
wives and mothers of Englishmen unheard-of since
Mons besought him to try and find them. Refugees
from our neighbourhood, and soldiers in the French
and Belgian Armies, gave him messages for those at
home, and knowing the impossibility of remember-
ing all these, or of bringing the letters back with
him, with the aid of friends he condensed the con-
tents of each and made out long lists, which he en-
trusted to a regular military secret agent with a
promise of a reward if these lists were handed to
him in Brussels. Of course, from the moment he
said good-bye, we knew nothing of him, for even
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had there still been a post, it would have been
impossible to communicate with anyone outside
occupied territory.

Reginald spent twenty-four hours in London on
his return journey and looked out the Prestons in
the telephone-book. Having called them up, he
found that his letter, which had been held up by
the censors, had only reached them that morning,
nine days after he had posted it at The Hague.
They were naturally so anxious for news of their
son that they insisted on coming to town from
Ealing to hear the whole story. They told Reginald
their son had been promoted to the rank of Captain
at the moment of his disappearance. He himself
knew nothing about it.

Meanwhile, here at Bellignies, on talking over
with Preston the news the girls had brought in, I
saw he was very eager to get into touch with the
officer in the forest, as well as to learn the numbers
and regiments of the men hidden with him. He
seemed to hope it might be possible, if their group
were sufficiently numerous, for them to fight their
way through in the direction of Lille, where we had
heard both French and English troops still were. So
it was decided that I should go myself to the forest.
We had an old mare, who occasionally did light
work in the garden and whose age had spared her
from being taken for the army. I had her harnessed
to a dog-cart, and not daring to take a man-servant
with me, I asked Mademoiselle Carpentier, whom
I have already mentioned, to go, as she knew all
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the side roads, and had proved her courage in the
matter of the two cavalrymen. I filled the cart with
all available stores and several English books, and
dressing very simply, started off for the forest. But
carriages of any sort had not been seen for so long
that the dog-cart attracted attention, so Made-
moiselle Carpentier proposed to ask a countryman
whose cottage we passed to put up the horse and
cart in his grange, and lend us his little donkey. He
accepted, and we started off once more with an un-
kempt animal dragging a dirty little carriage with
much-mended harness. However, even in this we
should have been stopped, had I not thought of
addressing the patrol we met in German, and ask-
ing the way to the “Kommandantur’’. Pleased at
hearing German spoken, they directed us willingly,
and we continued along the Chaussée Brunehaut
until we were out of sight, when we plunged into
the forest.

At last after several hours’ slow going we reached
the village of Englefontaine, one long rambling
street surrounded by woods. I knew that the Cha-
noine Flament, the right hand of the Archbishop
of Cambrai, lived here, as he had often been to see
me about social work, and happily his house was
the first we reached. Stopping the donkey before
his little gate, I knocked, and was very suspiciously
received by the housekeeper, but the Canon came
himself to the door and recognised me, notwith-
standing my peasant’s disguise. He took me in and
let me explain the object of my visit. He said that
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until a few days previously he had frequently visited
the English troop in their hut, and had carried them
food, but they had been driven farther off by an
arrival of Germans, who were quartered in the vil-
lage. He thought that a Paris Government school-
mistress, whose home was there, still knew of the
whereabouts of the Englishmen. He offered to send
a message by his housekeeper, begging her to meet
me in the orchard behind his house, saying that
as she was not a Catholic she might prefer not to
come in.

Shortly afterwards the old housekeeper returned
and made signs for me to go out, where under an
apple tree I saw a tall, young girl waiting. I said to
her, “Mademoiselle, I know you are a good patriot
and have been helping Allied soldiers. I have been
doing the same and wish to consult with those in
the forest. Will you take me to them?”” She answered,
“I cannot, I promised my father not to go out any
more. He told me he would not risk my being shot.”
I said, “Go and ask your father to give you back
your word for once. When you have shown me the
way you need never go again.”’” She hesitated a
little, got pale, then red, and said quickly, “I will
break my word to my father and go with you now,
and tell him afterwards.”” I could have kissed her in
my relief, and we started at once, taking baskets and
bags with the provisions on our arms, and leaving
the poor donkey to rest, we struck into the forest
on foot.

After walking some way we met German officers
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out pheasant-shooting, and we felt very nervous in
case they should ask what we were doing, and search
us. But I am sure my two companions were not
nearly as nervous as I was, because, unknown to
them, I had hidden about me letters from Captain
Preston and other Englishmen which the doctor
had entrusted to me, as well as a quantity of cart-
ridges. However, the sportsmen let us go by,
evidently taking us for a forester’s family returning
from marketing. In a sector where the undergrowth
was very high, our guide struck into a track that was
scarcely visible between the trees, and after wind-
ing in and out among them for some time she
touched a piece of twine twisted between the
branches, and a tiny bell, like that of a dog’s collar,
tinkled some way off. Seeing something move be-
tween the trees, I called out gently, “It’s a friend,”
in English, and a Tommy stepped out and said,
“Stay where you are, please.”” After a little parley,
he agreed to go and ask his officer’s leave for us to
advance. When he returned, we followed him
through more thicket, where a second string gave
warning of approach, into a clearing where a curious
sight met our eyes. At one end of this was a sabot-
maker’s hut, in the doorway of which stood an
English officer, clean and smart as if he had just
come off parade. Near him were two men of a
certain age, sergeants, and around in groups were
many French and English soldiers, the former still
wearing the red trousers of the old uniform.

My two companions stopped to talk to the
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Frenchmen, while I advanced to Lieutenant
Bushell, Second Dragoon Guards or Queen’s Bays,
as he told me. I gave him Preston’s letter and asked
if I could do anything to help. His first words were
“Get us arms. We have only a few rifles and rounds
of ammunition between us; get us arms to defend
ourselves with.” I promised to do what was pos-
sible, and handed him the fifty or more rifle cart-
ridges which I had brought hidden in my dress. He
told me how he had been cut off from his regiment
while carrying a message, and had lain for three
days and nights on a railway embankment, hidden
among nettles, while the German army marched by
on either side. Then he had crept down to a cottage,
whose owner hid him for several days. From there,
hoping to fall in with some of his own troops, he
had wandered into the forest, where bit by bit other
stray men had grouped themselves around him. On
several occasions they had nearly been surprised by
the enemy and had to run for their lives. He said
that, a few days before, a woman wearing spectacles
had been to see them, and although as far as he
could understand, not knowing French, she pro-
fessed to be a friend, some had doubts that she was
a spy in the pay of the Germans. I imagined that
this was very probably Mademoiselle Thuliez, and
found later that my surmise was correct.

They had just finished making a dug-out which
would contain the whole troop, and whose entrance
was cleverly hidden by brambles. The Lieutenant
showed me where it was, and no one would have
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suspected that this was the entrance to a hole where
fifty men could take refuge if necessary. A double
row of sentries, as we had seen, made them as safe
as possible in the circumstances. They tried to keep
excellent discipline, not allowing the men to leave
the wood, or do any shooting, trusting to the gener-
osity of the few natives who knew where they were
for their food. But some of the men had made
friends in the village, and now and then one dis-
obeyed orders and risked the safety of all by going
out at night to visit them. That day they had tried
one of these delinquents who had returned the
worse for drink, and had even discussed the neces-
sity of shooting him. However, the sentence had
been commuted to a day’s punishment, the man
standing tied to a tree without any food for twenty-
four hours. It was wonderful to see the prestige this
young officer had acquired, and the respect with
which he was treated by all. There were among
the British troops men from the 11th Hussars, the
Manchester Regiment, the Royal Artillery, Argyll
and Sutherland Highlanders, Gordon Highlanders,
Scots Greys, Munster Fusiliers, Connaught Ran-
gers, Royal Irish Rifles, King’s Own Scottish Bor-
derers, etc. I stayed talking some time and then
returned to the Chanoine Flament’s house, where 1
parted from and thanked our brave young guide.
After arranging to have provisions left daily in a
spot on which we had agreed with the officer, and
whence he could have them fetched at night, we
started for home, fearing to be caught on the road
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after nightfall. No one was allowed to be out after
7 P.M., but it was much later when at last I arrived
and found my grandmother and Captain Preston
extremely anxious on my account.

Within a few days of this a young country girl
came and asked to speak to me in the courtyard.
She was so mysterious in her manner and evidently
so terrified, that at first I took her to be wrong in
her head. It seemed to confirm my suspicion when
she began to undo her hair, but she took a note
from between the coils and I saw it was in English.
She told me at the same time that she and her
father, who was a keeper, had found a group of
English soldiers in the forest and were helping to
hide them. The officer had given her this note, say-
ing something about an English officer and Bellig-
nies. She had come to Bellignies, but not knowing
who to apply to, had gone to the Mayor’s house.
Our Mayor at this time was a simple old country-
man, who, once the enemy came, was much too
frightened to be of use in the village. He had been
very thankful when Reginald and our Curé had
helped with the billeting, requisitioning, and all
other troublesome duties war brings. So when Rosa
came in and asked him where the English officer
was hidden, the poor Mayor, who knew nothing
about it, took her for a spy and turned her roughly
out of the house. Tired and frightened, she did not
know where to turn, when in passing the gates she
saw me and was inspired to apply to me. I did not
tell her, of course, where Preston was, but I said I
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knew someone who might be able to carry the note
to him. Rosa also spoke of a mysterious spectacled
lady who was enquiring about soldiers hidden in
the forest, and said she and her father had no
doubt she was a German spy, and it had been dis-
cussed whether it would not be better to shoot her
quietly. I was able to put her mind at ease, while
shuddering at the danger Mademoiselle Thuliez
had run.

The Girl Guides, duly informed, set off at once,
and finding the men, or what was left of them, as
after a raid that the Germans made some had got
lost, led them to a part where the undergrowth was
very thick, in the vicinity of Obies. Here the first
little group joined them, having also been driven
by the enemy out of the cottages where they were
lodged, and the whole party lived for some time
in roughly-made shelters, while Mesdemoiselles
Thuliez and Moriamé came forward and back,
carrying food and looking after them generally
with admirable devotion. I managed on several
occasions to send Amand out to the wood with a
cart of provisions covered over with faggots, or
straw. At this time Amand had been over twenty
years in our service, and we had never known him
to say an unnecessary word. While waiting on the
Germans he did his strict duty, but still eyed them
with such visible disfavour that some of them re-
marked to me how much he hated them. He never
put his watch to German time, and this required

some calculation when they gave orders for meals,
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etc., because firstly, the hour of Central Europe was
in advance of French time, and secondly, the Ger-
mans adopted summer time before it was known in
our country, and therefore they were two hours in
advance of French legal time. However, Amand’s
stolid disposition and taciturn countenance allowed
him to pass unmolested on his dangerous errand.
The gardener, Dubuisson, too, had been several
years in our service, and we knew him to be trust-
worthy, besides being far too frightened to say a
word that could put anyone in danger. We im-
pressed frequently upon the whole household that
if discovered everyone would be shot together.
But our poor men in the forest were getting
more and more harried, the Germans making
regular beats and posting sentries where the green
drives which separated the squares of the forest
at regular intervals intersected, even bringing
police dogs to help them track down the men. At
last, one night, in despair, the Girl Guides brought
the thirty remaining men with Lieutenant Bushell
to Bellignies. The poor young officer was ab-
solutely worn out and suffering from violent neur-
algia, so we put him to bed in the tower room where
Captain Preston was, but left all the men in the
attic of the gardener’s house, which, being hidden
among bushes near the gate, had so far never been
visited by the Germans. Of course they had ar-
rived in the middle of the night, and the gardener’s
wife, Juliette, looked after the poor fellows in the

most maternal way, making soup and coffee for
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them, the latter beverage being a panacea for all
ills in our country.

November 12.—The information that kept arriv-
ing got more and more frightening: we heard of
German patrols getting closer, and some had been
seen examining the footmarks in the road where
our men had passed. The English army boot had
an iron horseshoe on the heel, easily recognisable
by its imprint, and our poor gardener had to go
along the road with a rake to obliterate the foot-
prints leading in our direction. But evidently it
was only a matter of time before they would be
discovered, and on hearing this, Captain Preston
said that he considered it to be his duty to order
the men to be given up as prisoners of war to the
Germans if there were any means of doing so
without putting either them or anyone else in
danger.

A little before this we had had one day a visit
from Monsieur Delame, a manufacturer of Valen-
ciennes, and a member of the Chamber of Com-
merce in that town. Mademoiselle Thuliez had got
into touch with him through the brave young son
of a butcher, who, not having been found strong
enough to join the army, had given himself up to
any and every patriotic work at home. Monsieur
Delame had been entrusted with the revictualling
of Valenciennes by the German authorities, and
for this he had been allowed to retain his motor-car
and given passes for the different roads. He had
brought us meat and other provisions for our
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soldiers. He had a long discussion with Captain
Preston, and also agreed that if shortly no means
were found of getting the men away safely we must
try to surrender them through a Red Cross hos-
pital. He on his side promised to make every en-
quiry, while the two girls started off on a last des-
perate round to try and find some way in which the
men could pass to safety. They walked thirty miles
in the direction of Hirson, where rumour had said
French troops to be, but they found the canal
closely guarded at every bridge. They even dis-
cussed the possibility of creeping up in the dark,
followed by some of the soldiers, and overcoming
the German sentries, who were to be gagged and
thrown into the canal. But this plan seemed to hold
very few chances of success, and was given up.

In the meantime, food being strictly rationed, I
had great difficulty in feeding my troop. Vegetables
we had in the garden, and Monsieur Delame had
brought us meat, but bread had to be got. Our
baker and his help had been in the army from the
first, and the work had been carried on by his sister,
Maria Sohier, with two young boys of seventeen,
who acted as mitrons (baker’s men). They were
obliged to provide great numbers of loaves daily for
the German army, after which they were allowed
to bake for the village, but flour was rationed, be-
sides which no one in the village must know of
the presence of thirty men here. However, I knew
Mademoiselle Sohier, and had never appealed to
her in vain. So I went to see her and said, looking
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intently into her face, “Mademoiselle, I want fif-
teen loaves daily that no one is to know of. Can you
provide them?”” She reflected a moment and then
said, “Could you have them fetched at night?” I
answered ‘“Yes”, and she said, ““They will be ready
at eleven o’clock every night.” A small side gate
opens from the grounds just opposite the bakery,
there is only the road to cross, and nightly the
loaves were fetched in by this way. The flour, I
believe, was purloined from that set aside for the
German troops, who thus had the honour of feed-
ing their enemies.

When at last the girls returned again after their
fruitless quest, we were obliged to agree with sad
hearts to Captain Preston’s decision. That evening,
in the twilight, he went up to confer with the men.
They were lying in the attic of the gardener’s cot-
tage, and the scene was lit up under the slanting
roof by two or three night-lights only. Captain
Preston explained the situation in low tones to the
two sergeants, telling them that although at great
risk to ourselves we could hide their officer, it was
impossible that so many men could remain much
longer without detection, in which case both they
and all of us were liable to be shot. They agreed not
to tell Lieutenant Bushell because of his weak state,
and while Captain Preston, leaving the sergeants
to talk the matter over with the men, all of whom
had not heard his words, returned to the house, I
also went up to the cottage. It was a touching scene
which I shall never forget. At first they would not
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hear of giving themselves up, saying that it was
against their duty as soldiers. I told them it was the
only way to save their lives, adding, “You are many
of you married men; think of your wives and
families”. They answered, “Our families know that
we are soldiers and must do our duty”. Then, as a
last resource, I said, ““Think of the countrypeople
who have been risking their lives for you. Think of
us all, for if you are caught we shall be shot, and the
village probably burned to the ground, whereas
if we take you to a Red Cross hospital from whence
you are given up, no one need know where you
come from, and you will be treated as prisoners of
war’’.

I left them then and found later that they had
accepted to be given up on condition that we guaran-
teed tomake every effort towards sending their officer
out of the country. But even then we had to delay
until some of the men who had lost their uniforms
while hiding in the forest could be fitted out again,
as anyone found in civilian clothing was liable to be
shot as a spy. A man from the next village, named
Loutre, had frequently helped me to obtain food
on the quiet, and I knew that he thought nothing
of finding his way about the country at all hours
of the day and night and was always ready for an
adventure. I therefore applied to him to collect any
British uniforms that could be found in the neigh-
bourhood. During the retreat from Mons the men
had thrown away their heavy khaki overcoats, and
although the Germans had ordered these to be
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given up, many were still hidden in the cottages.
Loutre procured several of them and brought a
bundle in at night, and Mademoiselle Thuliez had
the bright idea of cutting breeches for the men out
of some of them. So the two girls, with the help of
my maid and the Curé’s housekeeper Louise, went
to work, cutting and sewing, and by the next even-
ing all the men were fitted out. Long strips of cloth
made puttees, and with the overcoat on top, they
looked quite a respectable troop, although I dare
say not quite orthodox.

Just as all were ready and we were collecting
enough five-franc pieces to give each a little money
before leaving, Monsieur Delame arrived from
Valenciennes, accompanied by Madame Tavernier.
This lady was in business in Paris, but had been
staying with her daughter at Valenciennes when
war broke out, and, knowing both German and
English, had been able to render good service,
especially to the ambulances, for which she had
made several excursions, at great risk, to Lille, and
even to Dunkirk, to obtain serum which was badly
needed. She had visited our little troop several
times in the forest when they were being hunted
from one spot to another, and carried them warm
wraps and blankets which were most useful when
they were forced to abandon both hut and dug-out.
When I told her of the decision that had been taken
about the men, she combated it at first, but on hear-
ing the latest report from the neighbourhood, both
she and Monsieur Delame agreed that we must obey
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orders. She accompanied me up to the cottage,
where we gave out paper and pencils to the men,
that they might all write to their families, and
we promised to forward their letters as soon as it
should be possible to find a way of smuggling them
through. Madame Tavernier had a warm heart and
a generous disposition, and while talking to the poor
fellows for whom she had done so much she wept,
and added all the contents of her pocket to the
little store of money I had given them.

At midnight once more our two brave girls
started out with the little troop, one going ahead in
case they should meet German sentries, the other
in the rear with the men, whom she could guide to
safety in case her companion were challenged.
Creeping through lanes and along hedges in the
dark November night, they managed to get into
the town in safety. While they waited in a quiet
corner near the hospital, Mademoiselle Thuliez
went and roused the Mayor, and told him that a
group of English soldiers were waiting in the town
to be given up through the French Red Cross to the
German authorities. Monsieur Dérome’s first im-
pulse was to say, “No, we cannot give them up, I
will take in some and get other townspeople to hide
the rest.”” But on hearing all that Mademoiselle
Thuliez knew of the situation, he at last gavein, and
came and led the men into the hospital, where they
were given beds until the morning.

At daybreak, poor Monsieur Dérome went him-
self to the Commandant, and told him that a group
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of Englishmen had arrived from no one knew where
during the night, and that he came to give them up,
according to the orders published by the German
authorities. At once, there was tremendous excite-
ment; the German officer questioned all the English-
men, insisting on knowing whence they came and
who had been helping them. Everyone remarked
that they were far too clean and well fed to have been
living for three months in the forest as they pre-
tended, but not one of the men gave us away, and the
Germans, unable to obtain any information, seized
upon the Mayor, Monsieur Dérome, whom they
sent as a prisoner to St. Quentin, where he was told
he would be shot. Next day, the Conseiller Général,
Monsieur Lescut, and the Mayor of Houdain, came
to beg us to intercede on M. Dérome’s behalf with
the German authorities, not realizing that we were
the last people in the world who ought to draw at-
tention to ourselves just then. We were dreadfully
distressed on the poor Mayor’s account, but felt,
nevertheless, that nothing could be proved against
him and that he would certainly deny all knowledge
of the affair. We heard later that after being treated
with the greatest rigour for several days he had
suddenly been brought before an officer and spoken
to with deference. It seems that the Chanoine
Lebrun, convinced that the Mayor could not escape
from death, had offered to be shot in his place. This
courageous and generous offer had made a great
impression on the enemy, and shortly M. Dérome
was allowed to go free.
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We were much relieved to learn that the soldiers
had been correctly treated at Bavay and forwarded
to a prisoners’ camp in Germany, but we still had
the two officers hidden, and it became urgent to
find some means of getting them out of the country.
Every now and then dreadful stories were brought
to us about soldiers who had been discovered and
shot after a pretence of a trial, as well as the people
who had harboured them. In Lille, several inhabi-
tants were shot at the Citadel for having hidden an
English aviator. In Fourmies, four French soldiers,
of whom one was a coloured man, a Senegalese,
were denounced by a traitor, and all four shot. And
at Hiron, eleven Englishmen, together with the
miller who had hidden them, were all condemned
and executed.

November 1914.— T'owards the end of November,
shortly after the departure of our little troop, of
which he heard with great regret, Reginald returned
home, bringing us good news of Leopold. In Brus-
sels he had duly received the long list of the miss-
ing, and the extracts from letters for our neigh-
bourhood, which he had entrusted to the army
messenger. One of his unknown English corre-
spondents begged him to find her husband whom
she had last heard of as wounded and being nursed
in an English hospital in Brussels. On enquiry,
Reginald learned that no English ambulances were
left, but that there was an English matron at the
head of Dr. Depage’s clinic. However, he did not
meet Miss Cavell until later.
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A few days after his return we had a visit from
Jeanne de Belleville* with her nephew Eric,who had
managed to get here through fields and lanes with-
out being discovered. Although those who lived in
central Belgium were allowed to move about more
or less freely, provided they had an identity card
with the German official stamp, we who lived
across the frontier and in the “Etappen” were not
allowed to leave the village without a special pass
which was extremely difficult to obtain. Eric was
nearly eighteen and was determined to go and en-
list in the French Army, and his aunt told us she
was starting the next day for Brussels in the hope
of finding some way of getting him out of the
country. All those who up to now had been help-
ing soldiers to escape told them that it was getting
more and more difficult, and refused to help in any
way. Directly after the battle of Mons, quantities
of British soldiers had been found hidden in the
miners’ cottages, after having been cut off from their
regiments during the hurried retreat. A group of
patriots, among whom were Monsieur Capiau, an
engineer, Monsieur Libiez, a lawyer, Monsieur
Dervau, and others, had helped them. At first, the
miners contented themselves with giving a suit of
their own clothes to the Tommies, who lived like
one of the family. It is the habit of the coal miners
to sit after their work on the ground outside their
houses and smoke their pipes,and the Tommies did

! Comtesse Jeanne de Belleville, a French lady living just over
the Belgian frontier.
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likewise, blackening their faces, wearing sabots, and
smoking too; they seemed thoroughly to enjoy the
joke, winking at each other across the road while the
German troops marched by. But after a time, this
got too dangerous. There was always the risk of be-
ing betrayed, besides which, food got scarce and
bread especially was rationed. It was then that the
group of patriots stepped in and organised the de-
parture of these men, first towards Dunkirk, the
lines not yet being strongly guarded, and afterwards
to Brussels, from whence they were conveyed to
Holland. Among others, an English Major had been
rescued and taken to Brussels to the Institute of
which Nurse Cavell was the head. She had har-
boured her compatriots willingly and found guides
for them. At first the Dutch frontier was only
guarded at intervals by sentries, many of whom
could be bribed to shut their eyes when necessary.

On hearing all this from Jeanne de Belleville,
Preston and Bushell got very excited and begged
her, as soon as she discovered a means of escape, to
return here and inform them, so that they too
might get away. She spent several days in fruitless
search in Brussels until at last she met the Abbé de
Longueville, a priest who had given himself up to
patriotic work. The latter offered at once to take
Eric with him on one of his secret passages of the
Dutch frontier, and shortly afterwards they escaped
safely. When Mademoiselle de Belleville came to
tell us this good news, our two officers were de-
lighted, but they still had to wait, as it always took
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some time for a guide to get back again after leaving
the country, and it was not until well on in Decem-
ber that we had news of the Abbé de Longueville’s
return. In the meanwhile, as Germans came fre-
quently back and forward on various errands, our
two officers spent their days quietly in the shuttered
tower, only coming out at night after the gates were
locked, to dine with us if all were quiet. Young
Bushell had been dreadfully distressed after hear-
ing of the surrender of his men, to whom he had
grown much attached. It brought on a nervous
breakdown, and he needed careful nursing, while
showing a resentment which we easily forgave. The
day after their departure, I had handed him the
letter that they had left for him. I have a copy of
what can still be deciphered after having been
buried with other compromising documents for
four years. The confidence and affection they ex-
pressed towards their officer do honour to the
British Army.

One Sunday afternoon, a day on which we were
rarely disturbed by the enemy, while Preston took
tea in the hall with us, and for once our vigilance
was at fault, we got a great fright. Suddenly we
heard the front door open, and Preston had only
just time to hide behind the screen which was at
the back of my grandmother’s chair, when in came
Monsieur de la Grange; it might just as easily have
been a German. He had brought over some news,
which he had heard at Anzin, of which mines he
was one of the directors, and began talking eagerly
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as soon as he came in. During a lull in the conversa-
tion, he was much surprised at hearing a voice com-
ing from behind the screen: “May I come out?” and
Captain Preston, who had gathered that it was a
friend, got up from his corner on the floor. Baron
de la Grange spoke good English, and from now on,
although he evidently thought we were playing
with fire, every time he visited us he went down to
the tower and chatted with our refugees.

On another occasion, on seeing a motor stop in
front of the gate, I had just put the two Englishmen
in the cachette and arranged the shelves as usual,
when the local Commandant, Freiherr von Meh-
ring, got out at the door, and told me he was in-
terested in archzology and would like to visit our
tower. Without showing an instant’s hesitation, I
took him to the passage which leads from the
drawing-room through the massive wall into the
tower. He stopped to remark on the thickness of
this wall, leaning his back against it, and, measuring
it with his arms outspread, enquired the supposed
age and history of the building. I was very uncom-
fortable, as the two officers were within a yard of
him overhead, and an incautious movement on
their part might have betrayed them. So I broke
my rule of never inviting a German to sit at table
with us, and asked him to come and take a cup of
tea. Whether this unusual civility on my part de-
stroyed any suspicions he may have had, or whether
his visit was really due to interest in archzology as
he said, he left the dangerous spot and came and
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sat in the hall and chatted quite amiably. He told
us his wife was a relation of the old Princess de
Sayn-Wittgenstein, Ludmilla, whomwe had known,
and who died aged 105 at her home at Ouchy in
1918. She retained her mental powers until the
end, and being allied to people in most countries
of Europe, was able to intervene in favour of many
war prisoners, of whom I became one later on.

We heard afterwards, through other Germans,
that von Mehring had been separated for many years
from his wife, but he did not mention this to us, and
offered to send any news we might wish to forward
to our friends, through relations of his in Switzer-
land. We thanked him, but did not avail ourselves
of his offer. He made several visits after this, bring-
ing with him in the car a fine German wolf-hound,
which, however, looked very fierce and used to
pursue our peacock and the latter’s faithful com-
panion, a tame crane called “Cleopatra”, who
generally disported themselves on the lawn. Later,
after I had been taken away from Bellignies, a dog
killed poor Cleopatra, but I do not know if it was
this one, or one belonging to another Commandant.

December 1914.—At last, a few days after Christ-
mas, we were able to send our two officers off on
their way to Brussels. We dressed them like well-
to-do artisans, taking care that none of their
clothes bore any mark by which they could be
traced if arrested. The first stage of the journey
was as far as Montignies, where the Bellevilles
offered them hospitality.
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During the first phase of the war, when the
house had been full of wounded, I had asked for
extra help to clean the wards, and a woman called
Charlotte Matha offered her services. She was from
Paris but had been spending a few days’ holiday
with relations in the village when war cut her off
from returning; her husband, a Territorial, was
among the garrison of Maubeuge. Being without
means of existence for herself and her two children,
she was glad to earn a little money, especially as
we allowed her to bring her son and daughter to
live in the house too. Charlotte was a good patriot,
and was both energetic and discreet, and therefore
we accepted her offer to guide, with Mademoiselle
Thuliez, Captain Preston and Lieutenant Bushell
to Montignies. Reginald went directly to Mons,
where he hoped to obtain false identity papers for
them. He knew an official at the Bureau de la
Population who remained in the office during meal
hours, when the German Superintendent left, and
during this interval he managed to obtain the
forms and stamps used for the passes.

The two officers duly arrived in Mons, convoyed
by Mademoiselle Thuliez and Charlotte. Reginald
had given them rendezvous in the Church of Ste.
Waudru, and as it was too early to take the tram,
he invited the whole party to a small and quiet
restaurant to have lunch. While they were at table,
to their dismay in came two German officers who
sat down near them. The conversation became very
strained, the Englishmen only daring to say an
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occasional “Oui”, for fear their accent should give
them away. When Bushell went to wash his hands
in the adjoining toilet-room, one of the Germans
followed him and wiped his hands on the same
runner-towel as the Englishman, who by this time
was extremely nervous! But they got at last safely
into the tram, where they were provided with some
of those newspapers, censored by the enemy, which
no patriotic Belgian cared to read. The passes were
duly examined at Enghien, where all passengers
were made to get out of the tram, which was then
searched, but no suspicion was aroused. In Brussels,
Preston and Bushell were lodged in an empty flat
belonging to Madame Henderyck de Theulegoét,
a cousin of the Bellevilles, who had taken refuge
in England. During the few days that they were
obliged to spend there, while new false papers were
being procured for the further route, they were
cared for by Madame Nélis-Calmon, a French lady
married to a Belgian (already a prisoner), and by
Dr. Bull, an English dentist, who had lived for
many years in Belgium, and who rendered great
services during the occupation, collecting and trans-
mitting information useful to the Allies. When at
last he was arrested, it was thanks to his prudence
and that of his housekeeper, Madame Van Horen-
beke, who had destroyed all incriminating docu-
ments, that he got off with a term of imprisonment,
instead of sharing Miss Cavell’s fate. Early in the
new year, we learned that our two officers had
reached Holland safely, but, of course, we could not
I01



follow their further progress. However, we have
since heard that they were conveyed to the War
Office, where an enthusiastic reception was given
them. They passed the frontier in the region of
Antwerp, dressed as carpenters and carrying tools,
and at danger spots they measured stacks of wood,
etc. . . . The Abbé de Longueville, shortly after
this, was obliged to fly for his life, a price being
placed on his head.

Early in the new year the German authorities
took away the last of the Allied soldiers from Bavay
Hospital, and at the same time fetched the two
who had been so long forgotten at Bellignies. We
had to deliver these when called upon to do so,
and the Germans agreed on this condition to leave
them with us until quite cured; the two men, Tom
Hogg, R.AM.C., and George Goodier, Scots
Guards, helped to look after other refugees, and
could many a time have escaped with them, but,
having given our parole, we were obliged to sur-
render them. They were sent to Germany, but
returned safely to England after the Armistice.

Having succeeded so well with the officers, we
were all anxious to find any more soldiers left
behind the lines, so as to send them away too.
Therefore, Reginald, Jeanne de Belleville, Mes-
demoiselles Thuliez and Moriamé all began touring
the neighbourhood in different directions, bringing
in men to rest a few days in the house, before start-
ing on their further journey. At first, Reginald took
them on himself to Brussels, where Nurse Cavell,
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among other people, hid them in her hospital in
the disguise of invalids. Reginald had got into
touch with Miss Cavell some time before this,
when with Jeanne de Belleville he had hunted the
Borinage for an English Colonel. At last they
traced with much difficulty the officer’s where-
abouts to a chemist’s house at Dour, only to find
he had left for Brussels the previous day. On his
next visit to Brussels, Reginald heard from Miss
Cavell that Colonel Bodgers had left for Holland
on the preceding day with guides she had provided.
She offered to lodge any men we should send to her
on their way to Holland, and arranged a code with
Reginald by which she could recognise our refugees.
These were to announce themselves as coming from
Mr. “Yorc” (our name reversed). But ours was not
the only organisation collecting, and it soon became
necessary to find other safe lodgings in the town.
The lodging-house keepers not only accepted their
dangerous mission willingly, but charged merely
for the bare keep of the men. It was consoling to
see the spirit of patriotic generosity in the nation.
We noticed also a chivalrous sentiment among the
French country people, which made them especially
anxious to help the British first, knowing the latter
to run greater risks than their compatriots through
their ignorance of the language.

Although Reginald had to give up conducting the
men himself, because on two or three occasions he
had been recognised and remarked upon, he went
continually forward and back to Brussels to consult
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with the various confederates, and to see that the
men kept quiet in their lodgings. Miss Cavell com-
plained to him that many of the Tommies, finding
themselves in a town where life appeared to go on
normally, did not realise that by going out they put
both themselves and her in danger. The sight of
several men leaving and entering her house could
not fail to draw attention, especially as an English
soldier has a very characteristic walk.

Jeanne de Belleville also frequently convoyed
men to Brussels, taking them first to safe houses in
Mons, and sitting opposite to them in the tram,
without, however, appearing to be acquainted with
them. Two of the first she convoyed were her
cousin, Edward d’Hendecourt, and our neighbour,
René de Witte. Here is Baron de Witte’s story, told
by himself:

Having been dispensed from military service and un-
able to enlist, after having passed eight months in occupied
territory, I left my home at Gussignies, which was separated
from Belgian territory by trenches and barbed wire, on
May the 6th, 1915.

I start at 3 o’clock on foot for Mons, provided with a
false identity card by Princesse Marie de Croy. I am now
Monsieur Albert Masson, commercial traveller; my photo-
graph is stuck on the card, which bears the stamp of
an imaginary official of a small Belgian village, and is
signed “Jean Fontaine, commissaire de police”.

Under the guidance of Mlle. de Belleville, and accom-
panied by her cousin, Edward d’Hendecourt, become for
the present ‘““‘Monsieur Bonjean, wine merchant”, we reach
Brussels. Through the intermediary of Princesse Marie
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de Croy, Miss Cavell has promised to find us guides to the
Dutch frontier.

I visit Miss Cavell at her clinic. She receives me coldly
at first, very reserved and sure of herself. She is tall and
slight, wears her blue nurse’s dress, her grey hair gathered
under the white cap; her big eyes show sympathy and
intelligence. She signs to me to take a chair, and seating
herself before me, her arms crossed on her breast, looks at
me intently, as if to re<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>