’ ®
DURHAM & | Goeoe)

LOTTERY FUNDED

MY EXPERIENCES & IMPRESSIONS SINCE THE

DECLARATION OF WAR (volume 1)
by Hubert Horatio Shirley Morant

The Story of the 10th Battalion Durham Light Infantry
in the First World War

by its commanding officer, Lieutenant-Colonel Morant

PART 3: Pages 51-61 July - August 1915

This volume was purchased in 2013 by Durham County Record Office with the support of the
Heritage Lottery Fund, the Friends of The National Libraries and the Trustees of the former DLI,
Ref. D/DLI 7/1230/3

County Council gglsg(

(@) BY-NC-ND | This work is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-NoDerivatives 4.0 International License
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/4.0/
You can download this work and share it with others as long as it is credited, but you can’t change it in any way or use it commercially
© Durham County Record Office: Ref. D/DLI 7/1230/3. Email record.office@durham.gov.uk




Page 56(2)

e b canedme bl odds beldioa i:pm?&rc; e |
,,Tuz@%*‘um-wg_nﬂ‘)gJ.-WJ-:)_{‘Q“,,,.{:JIF *‘

5 Msﬁu{umwdzgwfq&mh:t |
doied Mok had boor 5 Rodoge AT oy, |
oda 22 e b i e s g

This work is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-NoDerivatives 4.0

International License http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/4.0/
You can download this work and share it with others as long as it is credited, but you can’t change

it in any way or use it commercially
© Durham County Record Office: Ref. D/DLI 7/1230/3. Email record.office@durham.gov.uk




Page 52

) - _:_,Ublml-u.lvuu.bw 23 ;

e WLJC:’%
G s, mw

cmiu,_ mrw o wuu o Wl%

W %m *(*f% WMW .
Om.lm_:m %MWLQW %m_ﬁ.;ﬁ
m L, o erl.

PEl i
aﬂif
§§
?‘

5
%C
§§J

{f’h

N SRy [’J.?‘aixa_de !M Lk ML. 26504
Ou IR o Gernnn, MM 32 o flocdead
LDAMMV C Q) wmhgu W P EJ&L{%
T muwzmmw_hw o
& m{m wfwwi {RM rfw,{ & (MH,( i

This work is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-NoDerivatives 4.0 International License
http://creativecommons .org/licenses, /by-nc-nd/4.0/

You can download this work and share it with others as long as it is credited, but you can’t change it in any way or use it commercially
© Durham County Record Office: Ref. D/DLI 7/1230/3. Email record.office@durham.gov.uk




Pages 53-54

s ey

e 3 &.“DIM—M uvv‘a 9_‘,[_
WMM%M P @Lt;,m%'

3& WM!U me]ﬁmﬁm”u |
M&W% ]rrmgmm-'
Mt&nw}“wmlﬁj"?’

Mwu_fmwm = L i

q/\ru&we:?&g NMQL&AQ{M "), ;

athﬁ“z[“
ﬁq ﬁ‘rmﬁt wL %w
Lﬁwfﬁzw@ hmlﬂ-f

mmﬂ;@ TR c,,fm Jeul LM‘:
S8 oo dl Bis e
Tj R,%AJ??; u@ ’T,um 400~ ;:I

Sl deZoao S e
faﬂ?ﬁ ﬂa&(%cﬁ?w) I

b - [ v— M |
| 1 ) i et
WMWMM&%’WQ‘Mx,. Xl
)
e Vo ) My = - 1
S Calwatel {8 AMadan P landay T, el J ;

e e —— == T

(D) BY-NC-ND | This work is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-NoDerivatives 4.0 International License

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/4.0/
You can download this work and share it with others as long as it is credited, but you can’t change it in any way or use it commercially
© Durham County Record Office: Ref. D/DLI 7/1230/3. Email record.office@durham.gov.uk




Page 55

e T TM : 3o '
wheo luad, bewee nebesord, Toak umm :
o o Bt )l m@?ﬁhﬂuﬁww ! 1
Mo DM MM%QMM\AMPWVWR
_ﬁwmamwyww
v{l@«,v&a:lx“f“_ b:r@rc:_l m
043/{;3@\. (f\oliiu easroe . U/\.l‘.j?uﬁb\_u[ ai@ i
! %ﬂafm%n‘fm-?%m j Eﬂ—-—fful‘
)= 40 Cak AN puro B : !
It 111§ otk 20 AT clidins bood dean aabiad
memwwa‘qm froked
?/LMLNoM—m T m fw M,LL
th uwﬁik%ﬂm J\ng\ww

w m U SO e
4 ~Q%&Jhwhﬂwwm

’}m«l& RO o ok A s [
?tmf_,ﬁ\,._f AD P awh  F Zﬁmﬁm rf:mﬁL ﬁ

wnch _ an ”{u,._._ s a_ |
Qn_a. hﬂfy-%, tut%ﬂn—lok LQRM

i e Mwm m@% L%M.

. W_Nb wagm{r@ww

i |
!
s5 §

This work is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-NoDerivatives 4.0 International License

http://creativecommons .org/licenses, /by-nc-nd/4.0/
You can download this work and share it with others as long as it is credited, but you can’t change it in any way or use it commercially
© Durham County Record Office: Ref. D/DLI 7/1230/3. Email record.office@durham.gov.uk




Page 56(1)

I \ I
| ié A
| b et U e M o

L l k. h,tR{ “

THE, HONOUR OF THE BRIGADE. (his') |

HE battalion had had a fortnight of it, a fortnight of hard
work and short rations, of sleepless vigil and continual
danger. They had been holding trenches newly won from the
Germans. When they took them over they were utterly unsafe,
They had been battered to pieces by artillery; they were
choked with burst sandbags and dead men; there was no
barbed wire; they faced the wrong way; there were still
communication trenches leading straight to the enemy. The
battalion had had to remake the trenches under fire. They had
had to push out barbed wire and build barriers across the
communication trenches. All the time they had had to be on
the watch. The Germans were sore at having lost the trenches,
and had given them no rest. Their mortars had rained bombs
night and day. Parties of bombers had made continual rushes
down the old communication trenches, or crept silenily up to
the parapet through the long grass and dropped bombs among
the workers. Sleep had been impessible. All night the men
had had to stand to their arms ready to repel an attack, or work
at the more dangerous jobs such as the barkbed wire, which could
only be attempted under cover of darkness. All day they had
been dodging bombs, and doing the safer work of making
latrines, filling sandbags for the night, thickening the parapet,
burying the dead, and building dug-outs. At first they had
hardly received any rations at all, the communication with the
rear had been so precarious, Later the rations had arrived with
greater regularity ; but even so tho shortage, especially of
water, had been terrible. For several days one mess-tin of water
had had to satisfy half-a-dozen men for a whole day. They had
not grumbled. They had realized that it was inevitable, and
‘that the post was a post of honour. They had set their teeth
# and toiled grimly, doggedly, sucking the pebble which alone can
i help to keep at bay the demon Thirst. Tkey had done well, and
‘ 3 they knew it. The Colonel had said as much, and he was not
4 the man to waste words. They had left the trench as safe as it
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could be made. And now they had been relieved. They were
gutof danger, slogging painfully along the road to the rest camp.
‘_['hﬂﬁ' werd sick with sleepiness. Their shoulders ached under
their heavy packs, their feet were sore; their clothes, which
they had not changed for a fortnight, were filthy and lousy.
TThey no longer attempted to march in step or to hold themselves
eroct, Back man limped along as best he could. They were
deats tired, but they were not dejected. They were going to
rest; they were going to sleep long and soundly, undisturbed
by bombs. They were gojng to drink their fill of good hot tea
and thin Belgian beer. Théy were going to get stews of fresh
meat instead of the eternal Chicago * bully.” They were going
to have & hot bath, and ke served out with clean shirts and
gocks. They were far from dejected. The thought of all theso
good things to come gleamed in their tired eyes as they marched,
ond also the thought that they had done well, and had upheld
the honour of the New Army, the brigade, and the proud
regiment whose name they bore.

A few even began to talk. * Say, mate,” remarked one,
s1g5'd a good ole feather-bed do now ?"—“ Ah! and a nice
gteak an’ chips when you got up in the morning.”—* Ah! and
wot's wrong with a pint o’ good British beer to wash it dahn
wiv 17— And the old woman a-bringing yer a cup o’ tea in
the morning to yer bed.”—* And a nice fire in the kitohen while
you reads your paper.”—*“Gahn! Wot's the good of talking
like that 7 "Ow many of us d'you think will ever sco 'ome
again ! '—* Well, mate, there’s no ’arm in wishing, and they
do say as we shall all "ave a week's "oliday arter the brigade's
come aht of the trenches next time.”

Soon the talk died down. The chill air of the hour hefore
dawn exerted its proverbial power of depression. The men felt
gold and clammy, they had an acrid taste in their mouths, their
gpirits seemed to fall fo zero. They dragged their feet along
the eobbled road with a savage, sullen look on their faces. The
last stage of exhaustion was almost reached. A young officer,
who had been tanght that the time to enforce discipline is when
the men are tired, started to shout atthem: “ Keep up there !
Pick up the step! Left—Ieft—left, right, left.”” The men’s
faces darkened a shade, A few muttered curses were heard.
For the most part they ignored him. The Captain, an old
campaigner, called him off curlly.

At last they reached the field where they were to bivouac,
The dawn was already breaking, and the air beginning to warm.
. The battalion formed up in column of companies, four long
double lines, Arms were piled and the men marched clear,
Then they lay down as they wero in rows upon the grass, and
the sun broke over a field of sleeping men,

Two hours passed, Away in the distance could be heard the

 fmessant rattle of musketry, mingled with the roar of cannon.

No one heeded if. A motor-eycle appearcd at express speed.
The Colonel was roused, the company commanders sent for,
The men were wakened up. Down the lines the message passed :
“Stack valises by platoons, and get ready to march off in

fighting order ; the Germans have broken through.” The men|.

were too dazed to tallk. Mechanically they packed their great-
wats into their valises and stacked them, The Germans broken
through - All their work wasted | It was incredible. Water-
bottles were fillod, extra ammunition served out, in silence.
The battalion fell in, and marched off along the same weary road
by which they had come. Two hours' sleep, no breakfast, no
drink, no wash. The men were dejected now.

The road was full of troops. Columms of infantry slogged
elong at the side. Guns and ammunition-wagons thundered
down the paved centre. Motor despatch riders flew past with
fresh orders for those in rear. The men sucked their pebbles in
grim silence. It was no fime for grumbling. This meant
business, They forgot their fatigue, their thirst, their hunger.
Their minds were full of the folk at home whom they might not
soe again, and of the struggle that lay before them. So they
marched, silently, and with frequent halts, most of the morning.
At length thoy left the road, ond took to the fields, They
were going back whence they had come, by a circuitous route.
Shrapnel burst overhead. As they neared the firing line
they met streams of wounded refurning from the scene of
action, The company commanders took -charge. One
company rested to let anothet pass, and the men exchanged
greetings, Men spoke to each other who only knew each other
by sight. An officer caught the eye of a corporal and they
both smiled, and felt that there was some curious link
between them, hitherto unguessed.

[@) ov-nc-no |

A Captain said a fow words to his men during 2 halt. Soms
trenches had been lost. It was their brigade that had lost
them. For the honour of the brigade, of the New Army, they
must try to retake them. The men listened in silence; but
their faces wero set. They were content. The honour of the
brigade demanded it. The Captain had eaid so, and they
trusted him. They set off again, in single file, There was a cry.
Some one had stopped a bullet. Don’t look round ; he will be
looked after. It may be your turn next.

They lay down behind a bank in a wood. Before them raged
a storm. Bullets fell like hail. Branches were carried away,
great tree-trunks shattered and split. Shells shricked through
the air and burst in all directions. The storm raged without
any abatement. The whistle would blow. Then the first
platoon would advance. Hall a minute later the second would
go forward, followed at the same interval by the third and
fourth. A man went into hysterics, a pitiable object. His
neighbour contemplated him with a sort of uncemprehending
wonder. He was perfectly, fatuously cool. Something had
stopped inside him.

A whistle blew. The first platoon serambled to their feet and
advanced at the double, What happened no one saw. They
disappeared. The second line followed, and the third and
fourth, Surely no one could live in that hell. No one hesitated.
They went forward mechanically, as men in o dream. It was
5o mad, so unreal. Soon they would awake . . .

It appeared that there was a trench at the edge of the wood.
Half-a-dozen men found themselves alone in the open ground
before the German wire. They lay down. No one was coming
on. Where was every one ? They crawled cautiously back to
the trench at the edge of the wood and climbed in. One or two
were there already. Two or three wounded men limped in from
behind, and sank on the flocr of the trench. The storm raged
on; but the attack was over. These were what was left of two
companies. All stain on the honour of the brigade had been
wiped out—in blood.

There were thres men in a bay of the trench. One was hit in
'the leg, and sat on the floor cutting away his trousers so as to
lapply a field bandage. One knelt down behind the parapet with
{a look of domb stupor on his face. The third, a boy of about
‘seventeen from a London slum, peered over the parapet at
intervals. Suddenly he disappeared over the top. He had
discovered two wounded men in a shell-hole just in front, and
|was hoisting them painfully into the safety of the trench. By a
'miracle not one of the three was hit. A message was passed up
ithe trench : * Hold on at all costs till relieved.” A council of
‘war was held. Should they fire or lie low ? Better lie low, and
‘only fire in case of attack. They were safe from attack as long
as the Bosches kept firing. Some one produced a tin of meat
and a full water-bottle. The tin of meat was divided up, and a
shell bursting just in rear covered everything with dirt and
mads it uneatable. The water was set aside for the wounded.
The rest sucked their pebbles in stoical silence.

Supports began to trickle in, and the wounded were painfully
removed from the narrow trench to some dug-outs in rear.
‘Two of them were badly hit, crying out incessantly for water,
or to shift their position. One was unconscious and groaning.
From the wood came frenzied shouts from some one who had
gone mad. The more slightly wounded tried to look after the
others; but soon the water was exhausted, and all that they
could do was to promise that as soon as darkness fell help would
come.

Darkness fell. The battalion had been relieved; but the
better part of it lay out in the wood, and in the open before the
wood, dead or dying. The wood was full of groaning. Four
stretcher-bearers came and took away one man, an officer, The
rest waited in vain. An hour passed, and no one else came.
The men who were badly hit began to despair. They would die
before help came, For Christ's sake get some water, There was
none to be had.

A man wounded in the leg found that he counld crawl on all
fours, He started to look for help. He crawled painfully along
the path through the wood. It was choked with corpses. He
erawled over them as best he could. Once he found a full water-
bottle, which he gave to a sentry to send back to his mates,
At last he was picked up, and taken to the doctor, while others
went to look for his mates.

The doctor was in a field. Rows of wounded lay there waiting
for stretcher-bearers to come and take them to the ambulances,
As many as could went on, those wounded in tho leg with their
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arms on the shoulders of those whose legs wero whole. They
fimped painfully along the interminable road till they came to
the ambulance, Then their troubles were over. A rapid drive
brought them to the dressing station. There they were given
cocon, inoculated for tetanus, their wounds washed and bound
up. Another drive took them to the camp by the railway. Next
morning they were pus in the train, and at length reached the
hospital. There at last they got the longed-for bath and the
clean clothes and—joy of joys!—were put to sleep unlimited
gleep in a real bed with clean white sheets. They were at peace.
But out in the open space between the trenches lay some they
bad known and loved, unburied. And others lay beneath
wooden crosses behind the wood. Yet it was well. The brigade
was saved. Its honour was vindicated, Though its men might
be fresh from home and untried in war, they would not fail.
The brigade had had its baptism of blood, and its self-confidence
was established for all tim A STUDENT 1N ARMS.

CLOSE QUARTERS.

NE must be tidy in a small house. That is one of the
constant irritations which attend small quarters. On

the same principle, one must try to keep one's ideas tidy if
cnek'hsa a emall mind. It is very hard luck that we cannot all
have large ones, On the other hand, there is a peculiar kind
of comfort only to be found in little rooms, something apart
from luxury, yet even further removed from hardship. Also
the peacdiwhich dwells in a small and well-arranged mind dwells
nowhere else. It is not self-satisfaction, but is still further
removed from mental strain. Now by small guarters we are
not meaning ells or pigsties, We mean something large enough
for it to be possible to eliminate the sordid element. And by
& small mind vk's do not mean a little Tubbish-shoot, full
of cast-off prejudices, stale spites, and dead letters, We
mean a decent ‘receptacle, the dimensions of which are
¥nown to its owner, which will hold & good deal if neatly
packed, but which “cannot be stuffed at random. Limits
have advantages, even while wo admit that space has the
advantage. ¥ ¢
It is a great thing for young peop’e to “live in a large way.”
The eflcet of space upon: the spirit is difficult to exaggerate.
For one thing, plenty of room makes exclusiveness unnecessary,
especially where books are ¢oncerncd. Rubbish is not rubbish
if it does not assert its presence, and rubbishy literature has a
place in the life of the educated, but not a front place. The
gort of novels that we all like to read when we have a cold
have not a right to standing-room in smell quarters. Dozens
of books upon a single subject are aleo in the way. They bore
their owner and give a false imprefision to his friends. A large
number of volumes of theology, for instance, have a very dis-
agreeable effeet in a small room, and g0 have too many books
on India or books in foreign Iﬂ.ngun.gés: Of course, if a man is
getting up a subject, at least half of his book-assistants “ live
out.” The lending library has revolutionized private libraries.
Tt is the bocks which “live in™ that must be very carefully
selected—unless wa have space to accommodate all and sundry.
A small, well-chosen library is apt to consisttather of the books
we feel we ought to like than those we do like; and moments
come when we long for rubbish, and becauga we have none
we cannot read at all. Apart frem books which help us in our
wark, there are more frivolens guest-books, which we like to have
to spend a few days with us. They were created to live this
gort of life, and very few copies of them have any home anywhere;
but one has to be carcful even among guests whom one admits
into small quarters, They often get upon cur nerves béfore we
have theenergy to pack them off to their more permanent address.
The same principle applies in the matter of nssociation, It is
embittering to live among those with whom one is out of ‘sym-
pathy or even exclusively among those with whom one is in
intellectual disagreement. On the other hand, it is “over-

among those who think as we think. Life among our cob

beli_c\‘vrs and those whom we admire and warmly like may seem, i

when it is impossible, to be almest paradisiacal ; but when we
come to lead it we are apt to find ourselves in a fool's paradise.

i Mot-intended as a vecord of fact
T ) ¥ lllsay: " H

; but it is safficlontly true to life to be
e i3 deseribi 1

et BMIETIE 13 WPONLT

ik e Sart ot tiime-thas
veppened.. Alanv of the incideats

gecuried st one thoe agd amother; b

Yy ~4

realistie.

aho{‘lt — " i

zui ¢ likely might happen; atd quite like
cseribed-actually

Imiagina
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wayian imitation of life in a large way. Books end p
whoni. we only half understand, or who are not worth'u
standing, are not a necessity to any one. Still, it is plej
just to'isee their frontispieces and turn over their leaves,
there is a good deal to be gained by it

Anothé{ thing which must be accommodated to the size ¢
house is our manners. They should be—as a rule they #
less spontaneous among those who are “ cooped up toget}:
A great many people who guarrel in small quarters wi
have got on'very well in large ones. There is much that wy
think which it is better not to say ; there is very much, if w
to be shut up closely with the person to whom we should
to speak our minde. Marriage is a very different thing
palace and in & small flat ; so are parental relationships ;
friendship. Small quarters do in a measure make spontas
impossible. The discipline is perhaps wholesome. - Probabl
most uncelish manners—though not the most natural|

freer conditions, only we must make up our minds
for those who have what we call the highest standards
is not free. - o

Conceit is not a very common vice. It is very difficult
judge of, and turns up where we least expeet to find it, and
we get suspicious aboub it and think it is almost univen
Most men and women do not, when they think soberly, e
gerate their own mental capacity. They eriticize what
could not mend, no doubt. * The man who at the present mom
would not give advice to aUsbinet Minister, or even to the ||
Council, is not really interested in the war. = But advice, whet,
offered to an individual or corporation, or even to Provider
is often only a way of displaying a keen interest. It does
mean that we seriously thinkiwe know best. If we were g
denly put in a position to ack we should not take our g
advice, or not without thinking the question out again. 1
instance, it is a sheer impossibility to be much interested
any young person and not offer him or her advice ; but for
that a sense of inferiority in the presence of the younger gend
tion is one of the commonest signs of age. It is a warning
we are losing our youth, which oftén precedes grey hairs,
which is recognized and accepted hy the majority of men g
women.

Very few of us think ourselves llwyary wise or exaggerd
in any way our mental capacity; but we do forget b
necessary it is to keep any but a very great mind tidy. We
the whole place be littered up with our fads, though we v
well know that our mental premises a'i.:p not large encugh
permit that these useless articles should lie about without
order, 1t is true that we value them. We may even thi
that they are the chips and sawdust of pure truth. All
more should we remember to keep them in a cupboard wh
the unwary visitor cannot put his foot into them. Again,
will not fold up our more eccentric convictions and show th
only to those who ask to see them. Even those rickety ¢
clusions which we know rest upon next to nothing we will
throw away. Then our jokes—those, we mean, which
have in general use—surely they might have a neat co
assigned to. them, 80 as to be less en dvidences -And some
our treasured experiences which are getting the worse for wear
might as well be shelved. We might make a clearance among
the flat contradictions which are always clashilig_ against one
another, the hard-and-fast rules which act as stumbling-blocks,
and the theories which won’t hold water. In great minds thers
is space for all these things—they hardly show—but in a small
one they oust what is really valuable, and make a man unable
to lay his hand at a moment's notice upon what he wants, If
only we would do this, we ghould add to our reputat.iqn among
our friends, for the apparent size of a room—or a mind—is
jmmeasufably inereased by order and arrangement. Sometimes
‘we think that some greab experience has enlarged a man's mind
All things are possible, and epiritnal miracles, though they
happen, are rare.  As a rule, however, we might as well think
that his new coat has added a cubit to his stature. A great
cxperience takes a great place in a man’s thoughts. It may

have very likely forced him to elear away the rubbish that choked
his mind-—that is all,

All the same, there is nothing so foolish as to makelifeina| « )
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the most controlled, if not the most noble, tempers are prod {
under this system of intensive culture. At its best, howd oun

life in & small way, life, we mean, lived in a narrow sy :
may be a more admirable thing than it often becomes us -

¢
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