5. War Years: 1914-1917
________________________________________________________________________


5. War Years: 1914-1917 

________________________________________

* Deeper Aspects Of The War



* Marine Training

* Clairvoyant Descriptions




* Mary and Family Group

* Private Dowding





* On The Palestine Front

* The Scepticism of E. Marcuse 



* Rawson's Prophecy

* Walburga Lady Paget 




* Wounded and Saved

________________________________________


Archive film before World War One seems often dominated by generals and emperors strutting about in extravagantly plumed hats like so much ambitious poultry. This was a time when stiffness reached its apotheosis. Stiff backbones went with stiff thinking to produce rigid alliances, unvarying tactics, unmoving trench systems and, of course, corpses or - to put it another way - stiffs.


World War One lives on in the human imagination as a time when an entire civilisation dug holes for itself and shot anyone trying to climb out. Between those holes was an especially eloquent area, no-man's land: rats' land maybe, worms' land, but no place for humans.


How did we ever get so stuck? Various theories were speculated at the time, and some were offered by Wellesley Tudor Pole in a public lecture at the Caxton Hall, Westminster, on Saturday 28th November 1914. The title of the lecture was 'Some Deeper Aspects Of The War':

All nations that look upon brute force as worthy of worship must share the blame for what has led to the present crisis. Superficially it would appear that Germany has plunged the world into war. But if we look back into the last few centuries we shall see that nearly all the countries of Europe are responsible, among them Great Britain, and therefore they must all share the responsibility for the situation now developing.                            ('Some Deeper Aspects of the War', 28.11.14)

This was a challenging viewpoint. After all, it was not British troops who invaded Belgium but German ones. So what was TP getting at? He suggested the audience might consider the spread of Britain's empire, which was often:

the result of aggressive warfare with peoples smaller than herself. We must remember that Germany is to a large extent only attempting to copy Great Britain - although in doing so she is not using our methods, but employing more brutal methods of her own. We cannot afford to throw stones, but as a nation should endeavour to cultivate a little humility.

('Some Deeper Aspects of the War', 28.11.14)

What, his audience might think, is wrong with building an empire? TP explained, drawing on a memorable encounter back in 1910. He had been in the Egyptian desert en route to find Abdul Baha, but had not found him at first. Instead he encountered a Sheikh, a stranger, but someone with a line in political parables. Here is the one he told TP:

A traveller walking through the streets of a town came across a house with its windows broken and its doors askew. Inside the house everything was in turmoil. He went into the house, and finding the owner, said to him, 'Your house requires putting in order, it is full of disorder. May I call my servants and put things straight for you?' The owner of the house accepted the offer, so the traveller then called in his attendants and set the house in order. Having done this, he built a hut in the garden outside the house, and turning to the owner, said, 'This is a very nice house; now it has been spring-cleaned it is in beautiful order, and I and my servants will inhabit it; you can go into the hut and live there, but I will take possession of your house and administer it in my own way and for my own ends.'                              ('Some Deeper Aspects of the War', 28.11.14)

TP was challenging his audience again, using a chance-met sheikh to criticise British foreign policy. Domestic policy also came in for criticism:

Great Britain is learning many lessons from the War, and there is great hope for the future when we see that so much has already been taken to heart. By-and-bye we sleepy men will wake to the fact that from a social and economic standpoint it will be wiser to use the whole of our brain power rather than a part. This will be done by giving women the vote on the same terms as it is held by men.


Within our lifetime is coming a period of illumination far greater than anything the world has seen before; it is coming through women particularly, but men also. Women and men must go forward together, working harmoniously for the common weal.                       ('Some Deeper Aspects of the War', 28.11.14)

All in all, the lecture offers as progressive a set of sentiments as could be hoped for in 1914, but with TP the call for moral improvement always went hand in hand with augmented vision. It was partly a Two-Worlds thing: sort out this realm and you might do better in the next. Certainly TP was trying to improve his next-world abilities, as he mentions in a letter sent just before the war started:

31st May 1914

I have had a rather heavy time since Friday morning, as I received a "call" on that day to go out and help the thousand odd poor frigid souls, a great majority of whom were drowned in their sleep, or just after waking, in the Empress of Ireland. It was rather awful, as many would not realise that they had passed on, and therefore remained full of the fear and the frost of their last moments on earth. Because of this, one could not get them either to sleep or to realise their safety in new conditions. I do want to get well-practised and "able" at this "salvage" work, in time for the series of unparalleled disasters that are due on this plane before long.                    ('The Great War: Some Deeper Issues', 1915)

An interesting feature of this letter is that it was written to his mother, and from the tone and content it appears they are quite used to discussing otherworldly activities. This time the news is that he is doing "salvage" work amongst people who have recently died, especially, it seems, if they have died en masse. Furthermore, he is not the only one working hard to be ready, as he informs her in a later letter:

17th August 1914

The most extraordinary events are transpiring just beyond our ken, far more remarkable than anything here or anything I have ever experienced before. A mighty clearing up of fear-and-sorrow-thought about "death" has been set in motion, and a really splendid cleansing is in process. Now that the conflict in the intermediary spheres is nearly over, it is an almost unbelievable fact that the pangs and terrors of material dissolution (speaking from the mental standpoint) have considerably lessened in intensity for all mankind, and not simply for soldiers and sailors. A person who died last year was liable to a much greater strain in reaching the next level of consciousness than one who dies to-day. "Death" is losing its worst sting as the result of the grand victory of the Forces of Light, which is already assured. It is of far-reaching importance and unique in the annals of the present Human race. One can only assume that some great edict has gone forth, and that the avenues leading to other levels of conscious life have become cleansed.

('The Great War: Some Deeper Issues', 1915)

There can't be many mothers who get letters like these. He went on to publish them the following year in 'The Great War: Some Deeper Issues'. Like many of his subsequent books, it is a collection of this and that, and the items so far have been quoted from Part III: 'Leaves from the Notebook of a Visionary, including Extracts from Private Letters, chiefly to my Mother'. Something else the book included was a question and answer session from a Caxton Hall lecture. This was useful as it gave his readers a second chance to digest the otherworldly information:
Question. - Are the conditions of transition made easier for the soldiers who give their lives for their country?

Answer. - I have been watching the avenues between this stage of consciousness and the next for a number of years, and can say that, so far as my vision goes, it appears to be very much easier at the present time to pass out into the wider life than it used to be. The way is undoubtedly being made simpler and less tragic for those who are giving up their lives for a great ideal. The fact that they are holding to a principle and fighting for an ideal is a help in the turmoil called death, and the passing out is not so complex.

Question. - What is the nature of the experience by which you are aware of the improving conditions?

Answer. - I have noticed, up to a recent period, that the atmosphere, in these avenues between the worlds already referred to, has been grey and depressing. This has been caused by the thought sent out from the human world - fear of death, for instance, materialism and sensualism. But as I watched the condition in this region just before the War, I could see the light lighting up those avenues and purifying the atmosphere. This has rendered the death experience less fearful than formerly. It was the isolation that produced the feeling of desolation. When the passing souls see that they are not alone, that light is everywhere, that feeling disappears.          ('The Great War: Some Deeper Issues', 1915)

TP’s thesis was that rigid modes of thought, such as fear of death, materialism and sensualism actually cause the problems in the Beyond. But could his readers surrender their own rigidity and believe him? Some details of the war itself (perceived in vision) might help them get the feel of things. In a letter dated 14th September 1914 he tells his mother (and, via the book, his readers):

I have seen very little actual hand-to-hand fighting so far; possibly because there has been very little furious conflict between individuals - bullets and shells impelled by an invisible foe have not the same effect. I have seen gunners continuing to fight after death, whole squads of them (mainly German). They think they project shells huge distances upon imaginary foes. Evidently it is a gunner's war so far, fought over the heads of the silent and by no means excited infantry. One sees very little personal rage; some among German officers and English privates, but scarcely any in the French and German ranks. Why? It is personal anger that mainly causes a continuation of the conflict after death. The German soldiers die in such a worn-out condition that they appear only too glad to go to sleep and stay asleep. Also the arrangements on the other side for receiving those who pass over are wonderfully complete and working well. There is very little confusion, although hundreds of thousands have gone over, who, being about the same standard intellectually and morally, have congregated (naturally) at one level of consciousness. I fear that greater slaughter lies ahead than behind us, judging by the preparations made on the other side. However, these may be purely tentative.
('The Great War: Some Deeper Issues', 1915)

Some details, oddly enough, may seem more convincing to an audience now than to an audience then. Consider his surprise at a lack of hand-to-hand fighting. Nowadays (and used to modern warfare) we would not be amazed at this, but the idea of "a gunner's war" would be a substantial novelty to an age whose ideas came largely from the Boer and Crimean Wars (which latter, the reader may remember, included that period piece, the Charge of the Light Brigade).


Also the "worn-out condition" of the German soldiers is interesting. If we think about it, they probably would be tired at that stage, having marched at speed through Belgium, but who in Britain would consider such problems at the time? Enemies are traditionally to be opposed, not understood.


That much we may accept as sounding authentic, but what exactly are the "arrangements" and "preparations made on the other side"? So far TP has not specified, possibly because by April 1915 he was still trying "to get well-practised and 'able' at this 'salvage' work" (as he said in his Empress of Ireland letter). A couple of years later, however, he had more to offer on the topic and wanted to use it in his mission to lubricate the stiff thinking of the age. Remember this was a time before psychic communications were widely available, so TP - as so often - was something of a pioneer. His first book had been useful; now he was contemplating another. In a notebook dated March 1917 he set down various experiences he might include:

People still scout the idea that good and useful work can be done by the mind of man while the body lies asleep. I, for one, believe that I am constantly at work in the avenues leading to the next world, at night when my body sleeps. I bring back memories of such work and continue the same activities night after night, meeting fellow workers in that region and co-operating with them in many useful ventures.



After prayer and meditation and a cleansing of the mind from the worries of the day, I fall asleep naturally and then find myself standing outside my physical body. Immediately I find myself (without any movement having taken place) in the "avenues" into which we all pass at the moment of physical death. Here there is always plenty to be done. Discarnate souls are arriving, are being "born" into this region around one all the time.



If the unevolved man, full of sensual life, passes across into these avenues suddenly, through being artificially thrown out of his body before his time, say in battle, then he "awakes" almost immediately, the direct result of the shock. The work of so many of us is to co-operate with the trained angelic souls in protecting these newly arrived beings from the sad effects of premature awakening, and if possible soothe them to sleep again. Premature birth into the physical world is dangerous and unnatural, and so it is on the other side... Many of the soldiers killed in battle, prematurely awakened on the other side, continue to fight in a manner automatic. They cannot control their new faculties because these are not ready for use; and premature use is very dangerous indeed.



Immediately I "meet" a disembodied soldier in the plight above mentioned, I construct around him a protecting arbour, shutting out the sights and scenes likely to cause him alarm. This "construction" is purely mental; but remember, mental creations are the only "things" that are solid and real in this region. I then "call" for flowers, colour, music and sweet perfumes and soothe the poor fellow until he falls quietly asleep again. I have then done all I (or anyone else for that matter) is allowed to do.                         ('March 1917 Notebook')

What we are getting with these extracts is a view of the war from a unique, visionary perspective. Was there any way of making it clearer? Could TP go into the actual mind of a victim? Well, maybe he could.
On Monday, 12th March 1917, I was walking by the sea when I felt the presence of someone. I looked round; no one was in sight. All that day I felt as if someone were following me, trying to reach my thoughts. Suddenly I said to myself, 'It is a soldier. He has been killed in battle and wants to communicate!'
('Private Dowding', 1917)

Here we can see why TP never published the 'March 1917 Notebook'. His own perspective on the death experience of soldiers might be useful, but it would suffer from the limitations of his outlook. However, if he could offer us the perspective of an ordinary soldier, that would be another matter. True, the subject matter would remain unfamiliar, but the mind-set ought to be more comprehensible.


So in August 1917, he published 'Private Dowding, the personal story of a soldier killed in battle, with Notes by Wellesley Tudor Pole'. Notice that TP claimed only to supply notes for the book. All the rest, he believed, were communications from "Thomas Dowding, recluse, schoolmaster, soldier". What TP did was sit at his writing table and allow his pen to move "in an involuntary sort of way" recording thoughts and ideas which he felt were not his own. Let the reader judge:

My soldiering lasted just nine months, eight of which were spent training in Northumberland. I went out with my battalion to France in July 1916, and we went into the trenches almost at once. I was killed by a shell splinter one evening in August, and I believe that my body was buried the following day.


Some of my pals grieved for me. When I 'went West' they thought I was dead for good. This is what happened. I have a perfectly clear memory of the whole incident. I was waiting at the corner of a traverse to go on guard.  It was a fine evening. I had no special intimation of danger, until I heard the whizz of a shell. Then followed an explosion, somewhere behind me. I crouched down involuntarily, but was too late. Something struck, hard, hard, hard, against my neck. Shall I ever lose the memory of that hardness? It is the only unpleasant incident that I can remember. I fell, and as I did so, without passing through any apparent interval of unconsciousness, I found myself outside myself!


Think of it! One moment I was alive, in the earthly sense, looking over a trench parapet, unalarmed, normal. Five seconds later I was standing outside my body, helping two of my pals to carry my body down the trench labyrinth towards a dressing station. They thought I was senseless but alive. I did not know whether I had jumped out of my body through shell shock, temporarily or for ever. I seemed in a dream. I had dreamt that someone or something had knocked me down. Now I was dreaming that I was outside my body. Soon I should wake up and find myself in the traverse waiting to go on guard. When I found that my two pals could carry my body without my help, I dropped behind; I just followed, in a curiously humble way. Humble? Yes, because I seemed so useless. We met a stretcher party. My body was hoisted on to the stretcher. I wondered when I should get back into it again.


My body went to the first dressing station, and after examination was taken to a mortuary. I stayed near it all that night, watching, but without thoughts. Then I lost consciousness and slept soundly.


When I awoke, my body had disappeared! How I hunted and hunted! It began to dawn on me that something very strange had happened. My body had been burned or buried, I never knew which. Soon I ceased hunting for it. Then the shock came! I had been killed by a German shell! I was dead! I tried to think backwards, but my memory was numb.                       ('Private Dowding', 1917)

Here and there this might sound like TP talking (which should be no surprise, considering it is filtered through his mind). However, some readers may find the atmosphere of the piece authentically haunting and evocative. Consider, for instance, Dowding's helplessness as his pals carry his body down the trench labyrinth, or the way he stays near the body all night, unable to think.


If that is not sufficiently evocative, try another portion. Here we have a cinematic effect as Dowding looks down on the battlefield and hears the muffled guns - except, of course, talking pictures had not yet been invented, so the sounds cannot be based on any film TP (or indeed Dowding) had seen. There again, the part where a "slain" soldier brings the noise and tumult over the border line shows impressive imagination (if imagination it be). Once again, judge for yourself:

I was on, or rather above, the battlefield. It seemed as if I were floating in a mist that muffled sound and blurred the vision. Through this mist slowly penetrated a dim picture and some very low sounds. It was like looking through the wrong end of a telescope. Everything was distant, minute, misty, unreal. Guns were being fired. It might all have been millions of miles away. The detonation hardly reached me; I was conscious of the shells bursting without actually seeing them. The ground seemed very empty. No soldiers were visible. It was like looking down from above the clouds, yet that doesn't exactly express it either. When a shell that took life exploded, then the sensation of it came much nearer to me. The noise and tumult came over the border line with the lives of the slain.                                          ('Private Dowding', 1917)

Whatever the verdict, we have quite a body of evocative material from TP during the war. Many readers at the time were appreciative - 'Private Dowding' went through three editions in 1917 alone - but how did it play amongst sceptics? Happily for present day readers in search of light relief, one such sceptic resided in TP’s own firm, 'Chamberlain Pole & Co., Ltd.', by name of E. Marcuse.


Marcuse was not at all happy about the publication of 'Private Dowding' under TP's name. Neither, in fact, was TP, as David Russell assured Marcuse (in TP's absence):

As a friend of his and being interested in the publication of the book referred to, I feel that I should explain that Mr Tudor Pole had particularly wished that his name should not appear, and no authority was given for its publication.

(Letter from David Russell to 'E. Marcuse, Esqr', 25.10.17)

But Marcuse was a very indignant businessman indeed and felt the necessity of writing several letters of advice to TP. It may help the reader to gain the full flavour of these if they are read aloud in a pedantic whine:

I have had a somewhat long experience of this hard world of ours, much longer than you have had, and I imagine that my experience of men and things has not been without its value.



You can take it from me - I am speaking in quite the most friendly manner possible - that it is impossible for a merchant if he is to conduct his affairs successfully and avoid disaster to pursue at the same time the practice of "clairvoyance".



I hope you will forgive me saying so, but I can quite realise it must be a source of pleasure to you to be noticed appreciatively by men of eminence and learning: I quite envy you - I am, like you (and always have been) possessed of great ambition, but I ask you to believe me there is no such cult as "clairvoyance". This my view is shared by scientists and other men of equal or greater power than those you mention. Both Mr. Gibbons and Mr. Tryon share my views, as do also various Members of the Bristol Corn Exchange and others of our customers. Even the Editor of the "Weekly Despatch" who is "running" the so-called investigation of the subject in his paper seems to throw considerable doubt on it.                            (Letter from E. Marcuse to 'Mr. Pole', 24.10.17)

So that was TP told, but the dispute had actually been going on for some time, and TP had often given heartache to E. Marcuse. Just see how he made the poor chap suffer:

Now I must refer to a matter which must I think be more irksome to me than it may be perhaps to you: that is the reference in leading papers as to your clairvoyance activities.



I am not writing this in an aggressive or unfriendly spirit: I would much rather I did not feel it necessary, especially as I was left under the impression that our last controversy would be the last, but both Mr. Gibbons and Mr. Tryon seem to be disturbed as to the manner in which customers and business friends refer to it. Up to the present I have always aimed at keeping our reputation at a very high pitch and while I have the power I must see it remains in this state. Now I ask you: why do you make my aim so very difficult? Surely, at my time of life, I deserve a little consideration! Without this I shall be brought face to face with the necessity of considering is it worth my while with such senseless countercurrents, to continue.

(Letter from E. Marcuse to 'Mr. Pole', 15.10.17)

Does the reader find it funny, or is it just a quirk of the present author's, that the address printed at the top of the Marcuse epistles should be "Mincing Lane"?


And now, as we bid temporary farewell to the much abused Marcuse, it must be recorded that he was not the only opponent TP faced. There was another, and it lay inside himself. He explained the matter to David Russell, after speaking "rottenly" to a society gathering:

The reason I feel depressed after speaking is because I feel a mighty message welling up within me, but am so totally unable to give it adequate expression. Whenever I sit down after speaking a little devil dances before my vision gleefully shouting "Failed again"! It is very curious.

(Letter from TP to David Russell, 14.3.16)

The talk in question was given in London on 5th March 1916, and called 'The Spiritual Significance of the Hour' (and substantially repeated in Edinburgh on Saturday 18th March 1916 under the slightly different title of 'The Deeper Meaning of the Hour').  Afterwards he told David Russell that:

I feel rather depressed, coming away from this large assembly of ultra fashionable ladies and other folk; atmosphere of room was wrong somehow and I spoke rottenly. The tragedy of feeling something surging up within and being somehow unable to voice it as one would wish! I vow I will take a vow of silence until I have progressed further and am less sensitive to adverse conditions. It's a puzzling phenomenon (to me) why I should almost invariably be seized with these periods of profound depression following public addresses. Does it mean I am not ready to 'give out' and must remain silent? I fancy it must. Excuse this outburst please.                               (Letter from TP to David Russell, 5.3.16)

But who were these "ultra fashionable ladies and other folk" who so contributed to the wrong atmosphere of the room? A few days prior to the talk he had told Alison, David Russell's wife:

Next Sunday I have been regularly 'nabbed by the nobs' and thereby rendered v. uncomfortable; Lady Portsmouth, Lady Paget, Lady Louise Loder, Sir Ralph Paget.                                                                 (Letter from TP to Alison Russell, 27.2.16)

The mention of Lady Paget opens quite an interesting area of discussion, because she actually became an important friend of TP's, though at first he could not get her name right. It was in early 1915 that he first got to know her, mentioning to David Russell that:

Ethelburga, Lady Paget, who lives near here, wanted me to see her next Saturday 'with a view to allowing the publication of some of your writing', but I replied that plans for doing so were already on foot.

(Letter from TP to David Russell, 4.1.15)

In due course, he managed the correct version of her name (Walburga, not Ethelburga) and even went to stay with her (at Hewell Grange, Redditch). It is worth examining his account of this visit, partly because it is good fun, and partly because it comes in a long letter to his mother, thereby giving us a few more indications how they liked to talk to each other.


First of all, he spends several pages bewildered by footmen, marble pillars and rows of stately portraits. Then, next day, at 7 a.m. there comes:

The unannounced entrance of an important gentleman with a tray of tea and delicacies who proceeds to pull my clothes to pieces and prepare me to arise. I remember all too late that there is a ragged hole in my pants and hope they will escape his attention but no such luck. He departs and after a decent interval a still more important personage arrives. Evidently something of importance is about to happen. I sit up in bed, somewhat alarmed.



The Bath: will I bathe, if so when, how and at what temperature? I confide in this magnificent creature. I have no dressing gown; how can I traverse those great distances to the bathroom between rows of smiling Duchesses, dressed simply in my pyjamas?! He unbends and is encouraging, he will precede me and prepare the way; the bathroom is not so far distant. I agree to do as I am told and he departs. But I cannot summon enough courage to follow, so I sink beneath the clothes and decide to say my prayers.



Ultimately up I get, arming myself with towels, and make a fearsome and frantic rush toward the sound of distant water taps. I miss the way and land before an immense polished staircase leading to the Central Hall! I turn and fly away until I finally discover a large and panelled room, furnished in Oak, very dignified and stately. Hurrah, the bathroom (or rather one of 15) at last! Nothing of the kind; after careful research I discover it is a Lavatory. Well that was valuable anyway, for I had given up hope of such a discovery.

(Letter from TP to 'DM' [Dear Mother], 6.3.15)

Of course, it is not all slapstick, and he does have some serious things to discuss with Walburga, who had had a wide diplomatic career in her 75 years (so she could offer lots of gossip on Tsars and Emperors). Another visit followed, and a substantial correspondence passed between them. TP fans may actually have read about that correspondence in 'My Dear Alexias' and expect that masses of letters are sitting in the British Museum. However, in 1955 he told Russell:

I have again asked that all my letters to Lady Walburga should be destroyed, the great majority of them being of purely domestic interest, but there are two or three of them dealing with public issues and political personages (A.J. Balfour, Lord Curzon, The Earl of Plymouth, King Alfonso of Spain, and one or two others), and I see it is going to be a struggle to get these also destroyed, rather than handed over to the British Museum.    (Letter from TP to David Russell, 13.12.55)

TP would be glad to know, therefore, that, according to the present Earl of Plymouth, Walburga's great grandson (writing to the present author on 1st December 2001) the bulk of the correspondence was indeed destroyed. However, as TP suspected, a few were handed over to what is now the British Library, and yes, names like AJB (Balfour) and the King of Spain (Alfonso) do occur, but there are more interesting aspects for our present story, because the letters serve to advance the plot. For instance, the first in the collection, not a letter but a post card, says:

Gen. Sir Neville White is in command here. My address is PTE W T Pole, 1711 E. Company, Rm H9, Royal Marine Barracks, Deal.  Excuse card.

(Postcard from TP to Walburga, Lady Paget, 19.11.16)

And that is how the story has advanced. TP has joined up. It was no easy decision, because his second child, Christopher, was born in May 1915. TP would not wish to leave Florence with two young children, especially as her own relatives lived in Kent and his now lived in Ireland.

He could, of course, have relied on his reserved occupation to keep him at home, because Chamberlain, Pole & Co. Ltd., Flour Importers, Grain and Cereal Merchants were vital to the war effort, particularly through their offshoot, the 'Nutrex' Biscuit Factory at Old Bread Street, St Philips, which supplied ration biscuits to the army. However, TP was always the man to wonder if he could do more. On March 8th 1916, he wrote to David Russell:

My Board offer to release me for 'duration of war' if my services can be made of value. Is it worth while enlisting as a Tommy and one wonders what alternative there is? Salary is a secondary consideration but one longs to help at any point where 'vision' as well as commonsense would be valuable.

(Letter from TP to David Russell, 8.3.16)

Some might say that "vision and commonsense" were typical of the man. However, the first kinds of vision he encountered in barracks were not in his usual line. Let us return to the Walburga letters and hear his account:

Now that I am in the ranks I feel inclined to stick it in order to investigate the conditions under which the men are forced to live. Sleep and food are both impossible and I could make some revelations if I liked and no mistake.



Gen. Sir Neville White is the Brigadier here and it is quite impossible for a mere private to approach him, without a weighty introduction.



We are treated quite as sub-human creatures and it seems impossible to lodge complaints even were one inclined to do so. However I won't enter into details by letter and anyway you would be profoundly shocked.

(Letter from TP to Walburga, Lady Paget, 23.11.16)

Only six of TP's letters to Walburga survive (plus the initial post card), and it is interesting to speculate why these escaped the cull. Could they have been separated from the rest back in 1916? And if so, why? Walburga was a lady with a wide diplomatic career, who still retained government connections in her old age (77 at the time). So TP was not just passing on a few grumbles: he was providing information for a possible campaign:

The Authorities have become uneasy (letters are read) and come to the conclusion that I was a person with powerful friends and possibly a man of means.



It then leaked out that I was correcting the proofs of some war writings to be published in Paris [a translation of 'The Great War'] and the fat was in the fire. Twice the General sent for me, twice the Brigade Major and thrice the Adjutant.



Who was I? Why had I thrown up my exemption? Was I a journalist? Did I know the Kings Regulations concerning privates? And so on.



They were frightened that I might reveal some of the barrack scandals, of which they are dimly aware.



Was I comfortable? Would I not come into warmer quarters and so on? They probably want to push me on to Blandford and a commission, but I shall refuse. I won't leave here until I have done some "cleaning up" on my own.



You have no conception of what goes on, quite apart from such scandals as insufficient food, wet sleeping quarters, immoral proceedings and disgusting language. When I refused to desert my fellow sufferers and go into warmer quarters, my Barrack room (holding 30) was inspected and condemned as insanitary. Rain was dripping onto our straw palliasses. Had I not been there no inspection would have taken place. The officers know nothing. So you see there is some good reason for my remaining in the ranks, hauling coal, scrubbing floors and drilling from 5.30am to dark.

(Letter from TP to Walburga, Lady Paget, 30.11.16)

Was it really so bad, though? A future friend, Israel Sieff, offers some compelling testimony in his 'Memoirs'. Sieff’s younger brother, William, said something rude as a raw recruit to his sergeant and ended up in prolonged solitary confinement. By the time Sieff came to rescue him, the boy's health had gone, and it stayed that way. Writing in 1970, Sieff tells us (with the sort of simplicity that hurts):

He is still alive, in a nursing home in Zurich. He still recognises me, but for more than half a century he has never spoken a word.

(Israel Sieff, 'Memoirs', 1970, p.82, Weidenfeld and Nicolson)

So maybe TP’s complaints about barrack life were justified. He is still giving details a month later:

One is awfully driven here. Hard at it from 5.45 a.m. to after dark; coal heaving, floor scrubbing, incessant drilling and the rest of it. And I can only get bread and tea to subsist on, that is for breakfast and tea, and the only other meal at 1 p.m. meat and potatoes usually quite inedible, half cooked, cold etc.



I can tell you that the general organisation of English barrack life is deplorably scandalous.



Fellows here try to kill themselves even, to get out of the horrors. I have drawn up a private memorandum of a v. confidential nature and feel awfully inclined to get it put before Lord Derby. Contents are quite unprintable and deal with food scandals, venereal disease, indecency, language, corruption among NCOs, disorderly houses, utter ignorance of officers and so on. Massingham of the Nation is interested and would take it up. I know him but what could he do? I don't feel inclined to leave the ranks until my investigations are complete, but all these inoculations, damp sleeping quarters and filth will half kill me. I sometimes feel inclined to place a carefully edited statement of the facts before the Commandant here (Gen Sir Neville White) but - ? Will write again on hearing your advice.

(Letter from TP to Walburga, Lady Paget, 18.12.16)

His complaints had some validity because (a) as a businessman he had organised a workforce for many years and (b) as a manufacturer of army biscuits, he had an interest in feeding soldiers. Validity or no, he was clearly unsure how to make an impact and perhaps wanted Walburga to make an impact for him. (If this line of reasoning seems unconvincing, see the next chapter for how he arranged the rescue of Abdul Baha).


However, we are getting out of sequence. In pursuing the Walburga correspondence, we have delivered TP into the army without looking at his family farewells, and these deserve special attention because parts of them are utterly extraordinary.


To understand how, it is necessary to sail temporarily to Ireland. His parents (and, eventually, sisters) had lived at Letchworth, the garden city north of London, since 1908. Then in 1915 one of the sisters, Mary, moved to Ireland with her husband and baby daughter. So, to make things a little easier, TP’s parents and his other sister, Katharine, joined her in Ireland in 1916, renting a small cottage at Portstewart. With their arrival came the Glastonbury Cup, of which Katharine was keeper.


Maybe this had something to do with what happened next, or maybe Mary was by now thoroughly switched off from normal reality because of her lonely situation, but things became distinctly paranormal as Mary relates in the preface to one of her resulting books, 'The Coming Light':

A friend of our family, who had passed on several years before, and whom we called A.B., returned to speak to me. To my astonishment I could hear the very intonation of his voice; and after some weeks I saw him quite clearly.

(Preface, 'The Coming Light', 1924, by Mary Bruce Wallace)

Mary, like TP, had become a seer of visions and hearer of messages, and soon:

A Heavenly Teacher also came to speak to me, through my unseen friend, and I could hear his voice even more clearly. Afterwards he visited us every Sunday evening, and as he spoke, word by word, sentence by sentence, in perfect sequence of thought, I said it aloud, and my husband took it down in shorthand.



I felt from the first perfectly normal, not losing consciousness in any way, but I could not guess what the next word would be until I heard it. 'We just give you one word at a time, and then wait to see if you have grasped it,' said my friend.



The voice seemed to speak not to my outer ear but to my soul-ear, and I heard every intonation of it. The Teacher told me that before long I should also see him, without any effort on my part to develop clairvoyance. The promise was fulfilled a few months later. I was walking alone by the sea, when, in one sudden flash, I saw a tall figure beside me, clad in shining raiment that looked like moonlight, and with a face so wonderfully calm and beautiful that I could not forget it. I saw silver sandals on the feet, and then the vision faded, but I again heard the now well-known voice.



After this, I often saw him, usually when not expecting to do so. Sometimes he would pace beside me for a few moments on some quiet road, speaking words of advice or caution, and answering my questions.

(Introduction to 'The Thinning of the Veil', 1919, by Mary Bruce Wallace)

This family was getting distinctly unusual. The parents, Thomas and Kate, had always been interested in spiritual ideas. Katharine was the keeper of the Glastonbury Cup, and now here was Mary functioning in two worlds like her brother. (The remaining member, Alex, by the way, was involved in war liaison with the Russian army; and his spiritual taste, if the reader wishes to know, was Theosophy.) With such a dedicated cast it was only logical for the family to join spiritual forces, and several meetings of 'The Family Group' took place over the next decade.


The importance here is that the first meeting of that group came as a response to TP's imminent drafting into the armed forces. Mary and others came over to England for the occasion, and on November 3rd 1916, in TP's new home at Easton-in-Gordano, they got under way.


There are some typewritten notes of that meeting, and they begin with the words: "Very impressive atmosphere." It is necessary for us to imagine that atmosphere; otherwise we will miss the force of what must have been an extraordinary (and perhaps spine-tingling) experience. It would be Mary, not Wellesley, who did the communicating. "It is curious that when Mary is subjective and receiving visions," wrote TP later, "I am in an entirely objective condition and neither see nor hear! Sometimes however I can confirm what has been said or done afterwards." (letter to David Russell, 2.8.22)

The way she did it, the reader may remember, was to speak aloud "word by word, sentence by sentence" or, to use the account given by A.B.: "We just give you one word at a time, and then wait to see if you have grasped it." As a consequence, we must imagine slow progress as the words fit together.


The other thing to remember is that this was not trance mediumship. As Mary said before, "I felt from the first perfectly normal, not losing consciousness in any way, but I could not guess what the next word would be until I heard it." We must therefore imagine a fully awake Mary, speaking, nugget by nugget, to an alert and attentive family. Such is the general situation as the messages begin, with words addressed to TP:

"I have come from your Guide to tell you that certain Masters wish to speak to you. Do rest assured that you are under special protection. Make ready to take another step toward initiation. I am to let you know you are about to be consecrated."                                               (Typescript, Family Group, 'Easton in Gordano', 3.11.16)

We should remember that TP was about to embark on military training, which in those days, as we saw, could be as lethal as the real thing. Then TP would be shipped off to the front. Consequently, he would be in a high state of anticipation, so talk of "protection" would hit him with particular force:

(W. asks: "But my family responsibilities?")

"Certain servants of ours have been commanded to safeguard your wife and children. On your shoulders has been laid a special task. You must not fail."

(Typescript, Family Group, 'Easton in Gordano', 3.11.16)

Soon Florence, his wife, adds a question:

(F. asks:- "How can I help W?") (A pause.)...

"Assure yourself firstly that he is on the right path. Then try to get inward faith and serenity so that your mind may help to sustain W. and your beloved children. I want you to derive renewed strength from the Holy Presences around your husband."                               (Typescript, Family Group, 'Easton in Gordano', 3.11.16)

In all there were three sessions in 1916, spaced over successive evenings. On the third, and last, of these TP asks:

("What is my mission?")

"Directly we can tell you, we will. Aim to become efficient in your military duties. Among us is one who will never leave you during your training. Do not question our ruling. We serve one who is also your Master. Now the Master will speak."(Pause.)



"My son, you are to be made known to those who serve me in the world. I am going to initiate you into great mysteries. Fail not in your task, because upon you depends the successful accomplishment of a great mission."

(Typescript, Family Group, 'Easton in Gordano', 5.11.16)

TP did not leave the country directly after this remarkable send off, because there followed the brutal Marine training, after which he was transferred to an Officers' Training Course. Between May and September 1917 TP obtained his commission at No. 19 Officers' Cadet Battalion at Pirbright. From there he was posted to the 3rd Cheshire Regiment at Birkenhead on 27th September, 1917, with the rank of 2nd Lieutenant.  Expecting a posting to France, he wondered what to do about:

four days draft leave before going out; I don't think I could stand another parting with F. and the babies so don't propose going south for my draft leave. Shall I come north?                                                     (Letter from TP to David Russell, 17.9.17)

The brief reference to “F. and the babies” is worth dwelling on for its implied heartbreak. After all, there would be a fear of permanent separation (elusive messages from Beyond or no).


His survival chances, though, improved somewhat when he found he was not going to France, after all. He sailed from Plymouth on 3rd November, 1917 in the Bellerophon en route to Cairo, a journey that was to last three weeks. The thought of his destination excited TP enormously:

Events of v. great interest are taking place on the Front to which I am to be attached, and this is certainly a most interesting moment at which to arrive. I feel thrilled with a sense of coming events and begin to get a glimmer as to why Fate sends me out to these parts. Am anxious as to Abdul Baha's fate should the Turks abandon that region as is probable; his life will be in imminent danger. I shall make big efforts to get out there and anyway to get funds through and provisions, for they are almost starving.

(Letter from TP to David Russell, 18.11.17)

It must be admitted: even if some readers feel bamboozled by TP's psychic experiences, his willingness to do a good turn must be admitted. A good fellow but a bit fanciful, some might say. At least, Alison Russell might say. Here is how the above letter (to her husband, David) continues:

I have often sat beside you in the evenings in your study, several times, and wonder whether you ever felt my presence. Tell me all your news and all about St Andrews and what thoughts come to you as you sit out on the hills and all about little David and whether you have ever sensed his guardian in the house or the 'presence' of another? All of which Alison will say is mere fancifulness.
(Letter from TP to David Russell, 18.11.17)

It is an unusual sort of friend who haunts someone from long range, and an interesting friendship that could tolerate it, even fancifully. (Little David, by the way, was TP's godson, David Francis Oliphant Russell - born September 1915). Within a week TP is sending more of his distinctive thoughts as his unit marches towards the front:

We are well up now in Palestine and going further steadily; marching over endless sand whenever cool enough. Have seen no really active fighting yet but have explored several battlefields and been on duty commanding men salvaging from same. The air is wonderful, the starry nights are beyond words; even the Desert has great charms for me when the heat is not too terrific - only where the miasma of death reigns, there it is purgatory unending.



I am attached to the Devons (dismounted Yeomanry) and all the fellows are from the West so I am in my element and I have splendid fellows in my platoon.



I have had no mail of any kind yet; a goldfinch sits on my knee as I write this and lizards run round my feet!



We sleep on the ground in Bivouac sheets; dew v. heavy, nights cold; but it's a glorious life and somehow all these Old Testament places have great charm and one is taking part in history, the reclaiming of the Holy Land for real Freedom for Jews, Christians, Moslems. We shall be up toward Abdul Baha's land probably when you get this and I look forward to that beyond words.                                                                           (Letter from TP to David Russell, 24.11.17)

"Real freedom for Jews, Christians, Moslems": TP may have been a prophet occasionally, but more often he was an enthusiast.

Ultimately, however, his area of operations was far different from the Holy Land. This can be seen in 'An Appeal from the Inner Front', written 23 years later, where he explains how the 'Silent Minute' campaign first came about. The situation is that he was talking to a fellow officer by name of Rawson, a man he knew as something of a healer and prophet. That conversation had repercussions which last to this day. (The 'Silent Minute' is still observed). In describing its origin TP adopts a third person approach:

During the fighting in the mountains around Jerusalem early in December 1917, two British officers of a West Country Yeomanry battalion were discussing the war and its probable aftermath. The conversation took place in a billet on the hillside at the mouth of a cave, and on the eve of battle. One of the two, a man of unusual character and vision, realising intuitively that his days on earth were to be shortened, summed up his outlook in these words:- "I shall not come through this scrap, and like millions of other men in this war, it will be my destiny to go now. You will survive and live to see a greater and more final conflict fought out in every Continent. When that time comes remember us. We shall long to play our part wherever we may be. Give us the opportunity to do so, for that war for us will be a righteous war. We shall not fight with material weapons then, but we can help you if you will let us do so. We shall be an unseen but mighty army. Give us the chance to pull our weight. You will still have 'time' available as your servant,- Lend us a moment of it each day and through your Silence give us our opportunity. The power of Silence is greater than you know. When those tragic days arrive, do not forget us."



The above words are quoted from memory and are not literally exact. Next day the speaker was killed at Beit ur el Foka. His companion [i.e. TP] was wounded and left with the enemy, but escaped to the British lines.

(Leaflet: 'An Appeal from the Inner Front', 1940)

That was how TP put it in 1940, as impersonally as he could. Back in 1917 he wrote a far more personal account to his father, giving details of the battle itself. His letter is headed "Nasrieh Military Hospital, Cairo, 7.12.17", and here is how it starts:

I wired today fearing the W.O. would advertise me as wounded in the papers before I got word through to you all and to Florence. As I am well out of the action for many weeks and comfortable and safe, there need be no anxiety and I think you ought to hear exactly what happened because it confirms messages in a subtle way and gives one confidence in the future.

(Letter from TP to Thomas Pole, 7.12.17)

(One subtly confirmed message, the reader may remember, would be from the 'Family Group' in 3.11.16: "You are under special protection".) The letter goes on to describe the battle in considerable detail. It is too long to print in its entirety, but it carries such authenticity that it demands substantial quotation:

Now you better read this letter through and censor severely any parts that you feel would keep mother awake or worried. I must tell the whole tale or none at all but it is strong meat and terrible. Outwardly looked at I cannot imagine a greater number of tragic events happening in 24 hours to a sensitive man, yet I can actually say that the whole series of events was the most wonderful and enheartening experience I have ever had.



I posted a letter to mother on that very Sunday afternoon; such a sunny blue day with glorious scenery everywhere. We were ordered at 8 p.m. to start creeping up the hill in circular waves, 20 yards apart and 8 yards between each man. It was very dark, the boulders in places were almost insurmountable and we advanced less than half a mile an hour. The men were very cheery, good old yeoman stock, but they knew very little of what lay ahead. Only the officers knew and I for one (having had the privilege of scouting with the C.O. on the hill the day before, with powerful glasses) was quite satisfied that the enterprise was desperate beyond words. The crest was half a mile away but 450 feet or thereabouts above us in actual height. We lay down and waited for the moon, whether a good plan or not I cannot judge. Jackals were crying out around us; otherwise there was silence.



Then the moon arose across the hills, turning the country into fairyland. We could see for miles and miles across these holy crests and right down toward the orange groves, to the plains and to the sea. The hill towered above us more menacing than ever and we were seen instantly. There were Turkish snipers behind every ledge and boulder and in the trees; machine guns were hidden cleverly at the entrance to caves and ravines and high above all were the breastworks at the hill crest, then a bare open plateau without cover, and finally the thick rough walls of the village itself.



The first "wave" began to creep and crawl forward. The platoon I commanded was in the second wave, and we followed on, just a few yards every five minutes. I walked (bent) up and down the line to see that distance was kept and to prevent loss of touch with the flanking platoons. So far only a few stray shots had been fired; the silence was ominous. I felt anxious about the alignment of my men rather than frightened, but I had an unholy fear of showing instinctive fear later on. One never knows. It all seemed so childish, a game of hide and seek in the moonlight and I simply could not realise the deadly reality that lay behind this apparent buffoonery. I did not doubt my own safety yet I was not at the moment conscious of any special unseen protection.



Suddenly chaos was let loose. Shrapnel burst over our heads, machine gun bullets rained down literally in thousands and how any men in the first wave escaped I cannot tell. The moon was in our eyes and we could not fire back accurately. Turkish guns, a mile away on another high ridge, began to bombard us and one could not hear one's own voice. Men began to fall; some crumpled up (mercifully) without a cry; others, sickeningly maimed, curled and uncurled and groaned and then lay still. The first wave needed reinforcements, so I took my men up into the front line, running, leaping over around the rocks, then falling flat for a few instants to recover breath. Were we not all blind and stupid fools just scrapping for two wells in an old Roman village? Water was scarce in both armies, and we were fighting for it.



Bullets grazed past me, spat at my feet, whizzed through the air above. We reached the front line 150 feet from the hill crest, fixed bayonets and leapt forward onto the crouching Turks. A terrible moment and I shall not give you any details, mainly because as I jumped over the crest, stick in one hand, revolver in the other, interior guidance began and I was lifted in consciousness away from the shrieks and blood and the hell.



I gathered my men together, half were left; and we started for the village but were suddenly ordered to turn sharply to left and lie down on a flat rock ledge overhanging a valley in which the temporarily defeated Turks were gathering to counter attack. It would soon be daylight and the moon was paling. The enemy swarmed up through the trees under cover of heavy machine gun fire which simply raked the ledge on which we lay, trying vainly to fire over the ledge while we flattened ourselves out on the hard rock. Suddenly a score of shrieking Turks jumped onto the ledge, but they never went back; hundreds were behind them, skilfully led by German officers in English khaki. I had to stand up to see what was happening and where to direct my men to fire. They were all splendid but very, very scared and longing to withdraw. Orders came to hang on but not to advance(!) So we lay there to be picked off one by one while our fire went too high and did little damage. Then bombs were sent over to us and we pitched them over the ledge more or less blindly.



Someone stood by me unseen, a guardian seeming very very grave and anxious and I knew my fate would be settled during the next few minutes. I called for reinforcements and half stood up again. There was a Turkish sniper in a fig tree just visible, but we could not move him. Awful wails from enemy wounded rose up from the woods below, but silence on the ridge; those who were struck among us were riddled and beyond pain or movement. I felt a sudden premonition that a decision had been taken as to my fate by the Presence near. The sniper in the fig-tree sniped and I fell on my knees, struck through the upper left arm and shoulder. I felt anger rather than pain; why was I not protected as promised? My sergeant came over to see where I was hit and fell dead across me pinning me flat to the ground on that bare bullet swept ledge. I was bruised and broken and bleeding freely and could not move.



The sun was rising in all its splendour across the Syrian hills, and there seemed a momentary lull. I raised my head painfully to see who was left.  I remembered it was the morning of Dec. 3rd. 1917 (Rawson's last day on earth and I actually laughed). It was cold but my blood trickled warmly down my neck and across my chest and on to the ground. What could I do? I longed for another bullet and just then firing recommenced. The sergeant’s body protected me awhile. Then the "Guide" knelt down beside me and told me to lay my head on the ground and relax. I was still curiously angry with Fate but I obeyed and lay still, and tommies in my platoon nearby thought I was dead. Then the Guide began to whisper in my ear and this was the substance of the message: "I was needed for some special work later and was not to be allowed to die just then, however much I wanted to. The experience I was passing through was enormously valuable, especially as a test of faith in the dominion of spiritual realities. The ridge on which I was lying could not be held much longer. Had I remained unwounded my duty would have kept me upon it until I was killed. (Later I heard no one was left alive upon that ridge, piled high with the slain.) My guide, coming to a quick decision had decided how to get me away alive. I was to be wounded. (By the way the bullet took a clean, miraculous, devious course by which no bones were shattered and no arteries severed). I was to lie still a while longer and make no effort to move, while my guide arranged my escape. I must obey implicitly, faithfully".



That is all that comes back to me now, and at the time it satisfied me and I am so thankful now that it did satisfy me. The roar and shrieking no longer worried me and I just lay still and waited; curious, but not overpoweringly so, as to the method of my ultimate deliverance from what seemed certain death. I should think some 20 minutes passed, it may have been longer as I was probably only semi-conscious. Then I was told to stir. I raised myself and found that the sergeant's body and rifle had rolled off me and I was free. A strong hooked stick was lying by me, having arrived God knows how, for it was not there before and I only took a light cane into the battle. I hitched the stick round a rock cleft and drew myself into a crawling position and then crawled along without sense of direction. Soon I found myself in a cave, probably some 20 yards behind the Death Ridge I had just left.
(Letter from TP to Thomas Pole, 7.12.17)

It would be good to give the rest of this account, but the main point has been reached. What remains is a more mundane, albeit fascinating, account of how a wounded officer gets to safety. First of all he meets some deserters, and then:

By and bye I saw Captain Fox, my Company Commander (son of Fox of Fox Roy and Co Plymouth and Bristol) about 50 yards away bravely directing operations and quite oblivious of his danger. An officer's servant passed within hailing distance and I sent him across to Captain Fox (who had rather taken a fancy to me all along). The latter sent away for his servant who came and cut away my clothes and bandaged me roughly but by no means unskilfully. With the aid of my wonderful stick and the servant's support I got up and hobbled in the direction of our second line. After a while he left me. He had to return and I wandered down a rocky path for about a mile, only under fire at certain points. Evidently I lost direction; anyway I was nearly ambushed by a Turkish outpost, having lost the path. But I was quite happy. To have descended into the chaos, to have suffered what millions are suffering today, to have experienced all the tragic futility of war at first hand; all this buoyed me up.
(Letter from TP to Thomas Pole, 7.12.17)

His characteristic empathy with ordinary soldiers is apparent, but he was also buoyed up by “receiving unseen support all the time” without which “I should have collapsed long before from the pain and loss of blood”. Next he falls in with a badly wounded Tommy (with half his face gone so it was hard to look at him), hears yells from the hill above as the Turks win it back (so he would be dead if he had stayed), meets a patrol from an Irish regiment, is directed down the track to a dressing station, and then finds another friend:

A Captain Holley of our Company limped in and we palled up. A nice fellow, a big landowner from Okehampton. He was my companion for the next three days which made things easier. We set off together down a Wadi toward another and less primitive dressing station. Shrapnel burst over our heads but there were no bullets.                                                    (Letter from TP to Thomas Pole, 7.12.17)

The next problem is how to travel in the absence of roads, and the answer is: a camel, for six and a half "agonising jolting" hours.


Then they reach a Casualty Clearing Station on the plain and are transferred to carts.


Eventually they reach a road and are put into a Ford car, which drives along a road full of holes and is attacked by a German Taube plane. British planes chase it off, and the car reaches a railhead.


Next they ride in a cattle truck for five more painful hours.


After that they go in an ambulance train all the way to Cairo and the Nasrieh Military Hospital.


The tale is almost over, but there is one more problem, missing kit:

If I do not recover my kit, I must replace at my own expense.  My revolver and belt were gone. I had never fired the revolver although once tempted to, in the effort to prevent our men bayoneting the Turkish prisoners.



It was bitterly cold and I sat on the edge of a trestle bed. The sister was curt. Where were my blankets? Officers in hospital must provide their own blankets, dressing gown, slippers, towels, sponge and so on. Where was my servant? Why had he not come to look after me? I became speechless. Then the whole thing tickled my sense of humour. I promised to send for my servant; it was rather late at night and he was in heaven (having been shot 3 days before) but I would do my best to oblige. As to blankets, I had no money, but would go out and borrow some in due course. I had reached the hysterical stage.



One blanket was raked up, and I lay down and shivered until the morning. Then things improved. I wangled two more blankets and shared a dressing gown with two other fellows and a pair of slippers with 5 others (lavatory some way off). A John Bull breakfast was served but I sent out and got some biscuits and milk.                                           (Letter from TP to Thomas Pole, 7.12.17)

And there we can leave him. He is safely back and chumming up with those around him although not abandoning his principles, in this case ensuring a vegetarian breakfast. (How many of us would have bothered?)


So far, army life had been surprisingly uplifting. But there was plenty more uplift to come. He was in a region that fired his imagination, and he was about to embark on one of the most expansive periods of his life.
________________________________________________________________________
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