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This is the journal—who may tell?—that some dull moments may dispel 

     Here where we honour old and new—once more in service, thankful and free 

 Each in the waiting room of Health. 

 

So every one who’s learnt to write—we asked him or her to indite; 

     Our guiding hand most surely will sift all the grist that comes to mill. 

          Under the Censor who will shun all things that tend to cheer the Hun. 

               True wit and humour need not fear, for to our enemies not dear 

                    Help, everyone, to make it go, and for awhile forget the foe. 

                         Each to his last—the story-teller, poet, scribe or funny fellow, 

                              Rally your minds and bring us stuff; the Editor can’t have                                                                                                    

                 enough. 

                                   New issues if the future calls will need their pages blank to fill. 

 

Cross anew we have print once more, to help forget a moment’s pain 

     Reach some sad heart with tale or jest, and help us make of things the best. 

          Old jokes regarnished or old fun, there’s nothing new beneath the sun. 

               Sing to our piping, dance our tune, and we will print it this new moon. 

                    So help usher our new cross in, with loud acclaim, our Magazine. 

      Lieut F. J. Sawyer. 

G.E. Mobley 

 

*This poem has been re-written as an amalgamation of Sawyer’s original acrostic with 

new lines by our editor to reflect a new issue in a new year. The original acrostic can 

be found in Vol.1. No.1. 1916 (CLR R 31.S9). 
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Editorial. 

By Gail Mobley and Ditte Hedegaard 

In presenting this re-creation and new edition of the Southern Cross Magazine, we 

do so with full confidence that our readers will be inspired by stories and histories, 

old and new, depicting the harsh realities of life on the battlefield and at home in 

times of war.  

 The original publication endeavoured to provide a cathartic outlet for wound-

ed soldiers and hospital staff. Gail’s initial interest in this project was to create a new 

magazine that endeavoured to share in that same healing purpose. Ditte’s inspiration 

for working on this contribution was her interest in how the medical practise has 

changed over the past 100 years. The collecting of new content has been an inspira-

tional glance into why people are willing to risk life and limb to protect the ideals and 

nations they hold dear.  

 This project has highlighted that although warfare and medical practice has 

changed over the past 100 years, the feelings of pride and duty that accompany ser-

vice are unaltered. We admire the men and women who have fought for the causes 

they believe in both 100 years ago and today. 

CRL: Vol. 1, No. 7 1916 

——————————————— 
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Historical Perspectives on Hospital Magazines 
Sgt Tony Green MA 

202 (Midlands) Field Hospital (Volunteers) 
 

Much evidence of both the patient and staff experience of military hospital care dur-
ing the First World War can be found in their contributions to hospital magazines 
like The Southern Cross. While these publications were edited and subject to military 
censorship there are still some useful suggestions as to the attitudes of both the med-
ical staff and their patients.   

 Historians tend to distrust anything that has been subject to editing or censor-
ship, especially in times of war, and there is no doubt that such magazines were 
‘Under the censor who will shun. All things that tend to cheer the hun’. However, it is almost 
fortunate that a paucity of academic studies and official papers pertaining to the sub-
ject of the UK based general hospitals has meant that scholars have begun to ques-
tion whether attitudes towards such sources are perhaps in need of re-examination. 
Indeed, these publications, which were produced by many of the home hospitals 
during the First World War, proved vital as primary sources when I embarked on a 
formal academic study of the subject last year.  

 However, they have a value which goes beyond the purely academic. Publica-
tions such as The Southern Cross contain examples not just of potential interest to mili-
tary or medical historians. They include considerable humour, insight and humanity. 
Their contributors demonstrate wit, literacy and a creativity which it almost seems a 
shame to hide within such a small presentation.  Further to this, by reading ‘between 
the lines’ of the articles, poetry, jokes and cartoons, one can often find some very 
telling reflections of the attitudes of staff and patients alike. Nothing is obviously laid 
bare, but neither is it entirely cast in shadow. 

 Hospital journals and magazines were rarely intended to be lights in the his-
torical darkness. In the main they were used, and were useful as, three things. First, 
they would give the patients and staff a creative outlet into which they could direct 
their energies. Second, they formed part of the fundraising process which were cru-
cial to both military and civil hospitals of the time. Lastly, they were useful as a forum 
to grumble, a safety valve in times of hardship, which was a crucial and accepted part 
of the life of a soldier.  

 One is able to approach such publications in a number of ways; one medical 
historian described hospital magazines as containing ‘abundant testimony’ with re-
gard to the lives, work and frustrations of both staff and patients. This is certainly 
true and was invaluable in my own studies. However, the reader is not merely ex-
posed to some interesting first-hand accounts, there is so much more within. Every 
issue contains poetry, satire, humour and accounts which are both fascinating to read 
and genuinely amusing. The Southern Cross and magazines like it remain even 100 years 
after they were written, a fascinating read. There is no finer testament as this is all 
they were ever intended to be.  
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Photos from the Southern Cross General Hospital  

operation rooms and wards 

CLR:  

Vol 1. No. 12 

(280-284) 
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SERGEANT MAJOR Dominic Hagans 

Warrant Officer Class 2 

Operation Herrick 8 

My battalion, 1 Royal Irish, was deployed as the OMLT (Operational Mentoring and 

Liaison Team) responsible for training the Afghan National Army (ANA). Whilst 

operating in Marjah during July 2008 OMLT 4 had survived several contacts with 

the Taliban and I had been shot in the boot, lost my vehicle door to an RPG attack 

and encountered several ambushes. After getting away with it so many times I 

thought the luck of the Irish was with us, though we had lost an outstanding soldier 

in battle in Marjah. I thought to myself that we couldn’t get any more thrown at us - 

we had had it all. But I was wrong. 

In August we headed south to the notorious Garmsir area. We were to take over 

from our American friends there, and the handover went very well. We patrolled 

daily with the Yanks until we were happy with the Tactical Area of Responsibility. 

After we had taken control  and  the Yanks  had  left,  my  OC  (Officer Command-

ing), Major Rob Armstrong, and I had decided that our men did not have enough 

overhead protection and needed engineer support. 

On the September 11 2008 (yes, 9/11) I took a two- vehicle patrol to visit my men 

and to enable a captain from the engineers to carry out his recce. We had been to 

Stella and Alma and all was well. At about 1215 hrs we headed south towards Patrol 

Base 1. We were about 1.5 kilometres south of Alma when suddenly, from nowhere, 

I was engulfed in one hell of an explosion. I felt an initial surge of pain in my legs 

then, just the way they make it look in the war movies, time stood still. I felt I was 

moving very slowly and floating in the air. It seemed as if I was there for ages. Final-

ly I was lying on the ground. 

I sat up and looked to my right. I could see the radio, which had landed by me. I 

picked it up and found it was still working. I sent an initial contact report, receiving 

no answer, although I later found out that they had heard me. I looked down, and 

what happened next seemed to take place in slow motion. I could see that my left 

leg was hanging off below the knee. My right leg was shattered. I couldn’t even ad-

minister morphine, because my body armour and helmet had been blown off by the 

blast and the morphine was in my armour. It was mad, because I should have been 

in terrible pain, but somehow  I  wasn’t. 

I looked up to see Cpl Alan Boyle and Sig Lee Townsend moving towards us. I 

shouted at them to bring the metal detectors. As they were coming over, I needed to 

know my crew were OK, so I shouted at Capt Ben Power. He shouted back, and I 
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was very relieved to hear his voice. Then I shouted for Cpl Cecil Carter. There was 

no response. Please God no, I was thinking, but then I heard his voice too. I was 

overwhelmed with relief to know he was alive. 

Cpl Boyle arrived with the men and they put me on a stretcher. It was a funny feeling 

being put on the stretcher separately from my left leg, which was only just attached. 

The team then took us back to Alma, where they gave us first aid. Blood was flowing 

out of my leg and I felt my heart racing. I was struggling for air, and must have been 

in shock. I felt my eyes starting to close and asked Cpl Dave Imrie to tell my kids I 

loved them. My eyes closed and I thought I was gone, but then I felt a smack around 

the face and a scream of ‘Brummie!’ I opened my eyes. As soon as I did so I felt a 

sudden pain in my left leg - it was the tourniquet being tightened. I could see an 

Apache helicopter in the sky, so I knew help was at hand. The Chinook couldn’t land 

where we were, so I had to be moved 100 metres by stretcher to a new landing point. 

Once I was safely on board I felt I would be in good hands, but I no longer knew 

what was really going on. That must have been the morphine. 

I remember being in the hospital at Camp Bastion, the main military base, with 

floods of light everywhere. Sometime later I awoke to the thankful faces of the CO 

and the RSM, and it was good to see them. I was in pain, but still alive. I could see 

that my leg was a mess but it was still there, thank God. I know I had several visitors 

that day, but I couldn’t have told you who came as I was so out of it on morphine. 

The following day, September 12, I was flown back to the UK, destined for Selly Oak 

Hospital in Birmingham.The flight took 11 hours in total. Over the first 48 hours 

after I arrived at Selly Oak I went through several operations to repair my legs. The 

doctors did an outstanding job. They had to rebuild my lower left leg, with muscles 

and tissue transfers from both thighs. I had bolts and plates put in where the blast 

had taken my bones apart. My left foot and ankle were shattered and had to be re-

built and fixed together with a cage. My right leg was broken in two places and the 

talus (heel bone) in my right ankle was broken. 

I spent nearly seven weeks in Selly Oak Hospital. The staff was brilliant; if it hadn’t 

been for them I would never have made such a fast recovery. On October 27 I was 

moved to Headley Court, the Defence Medical Rehabilitation Centre in Surrey, to 

begin my rehabilitation. I knew it was going to be a long drawn-out process, but I will 

never give up. Having lived to tell the tale, I would like to say the casevac chain – the 

evacuation system for wounded personnel - does work, and is very effective, and the 

welfare I have received by all is second to none. I would like to say thank you to Cap-

tain Bradley and his team and to John and Elaine, two of the civilian personnel draft-

ed in to help the battalion with welfare cases like mine - thank you for your time and 
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effort. Finally I would like to thank all the doctors and nurses who have helped me to 

get through this. 

My injuries? Well, all you need to know is that Brummie is alive and well. 

A Battle in the Air* 

I have really got some excitement to tell you of  now, and also I have had the nar-

rowest squeak of my life; in fact, I quite thought I was as good as dead. 

 We went our usual reconnaissance yesterday, and after we got well over the 

German lines we were cut off and attacked by at least a dozen (according to the anti-

aircraft section 17) Fokkers; the air simply warmed with them, and we had to fight 

for our lives. We had four firing at us at one time, and both my pilot and myself were 

shooting at them; bullets were cutting the planes, “archies” were bursting, and a devil 

of a bust up. 

 We drove off two , and in the meanwhile another had got round to our tail 

and dived at us, firing all the time—then the real excitement began. A bullet went 

through our petrol tank, and then one cut our throttle wires, so the engine immedi-

ately stopped, and we went gliding down towards Leslie’s trenches. 

 Should we get over or not? 

 As we got lower and lower the “archies” pelted us with shell. We got to the 

trenches at about 2,5000 feet, machine guns and rifles were turned on us, and bullets 

——————————————— 
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whistled past. 

 Hurrah! We had crossed the trench! Now for a landing! 

 The ground was covered with shell holes and old trenches; absolutely no 

place to land a machine without crashing it. Well! We must try and crash it without 

killing ourselves. 

 The pilot did a wonderful landing, and we managed to stuff the old bus half 

in a shell hole and half in a ditch. Both wings hit trees on either side of us; luckily the 

nacelle (where the passenger sits) stuck between two willow trees, and we finished 

with a bump, just a little shaken and bruised. There was no time to be lost. We both 

picked up our machine guns and jumped out and ran for our lives, just as shush-h-h, 

bang, shush, bang, and they started to put shrapnel over us. We managed to get in 

some headquarters in a dilapidated farmhouse close by, where we were met by sever-

al officers, who looked after us very well. 

 Well! our troubles had not ended, although we were safe. 

 They were still putting a shell here and a shell there round our machine. 

 The old Brigadier at headquarters wouldn’t let us go out to the aeroplane to 

start taking it to pieces, as we were in sight of the German lines. We then all had 

lunch at the farmhouse, a sort of square affair with a courtyard and pool in the mid-

dle. In the middle of lunch they started to shell us in earnest, and when they knocked 

the chimney off and filled the room with dust, glass and dirt, we thought it was time 

to get into dugouts. 

 Just as I was going to the dugouts a shell hit the other side of the house across 

the courtyard, which was used as a store for bombs and aerial torpedoes. It blew a lot 

of the roof away and set fire to the thatch, which fell round the boxes of bombs, so 

we all got buckets and managed to put it out with water from a wee pool. 

 It was better after that and we cheered up a bit. My pilot and I then walked to 

the trenches with two other officers; with a little skill it is possible to get up in the 

daytime. I think they were the ones by Leslie’s. 

 Oh! by-the-bye! during lunch I said, “Did you have a colonel here for instruc-

tion from the Warwicks a few weeks ago?” They said, “What was his name?” So I 

said “ ————,” They said, “Oh! yes! he was not far from here.” Rather curious. 

 The trenches there are quite a sight, as there are so many old ones, German 

and English. I managed to get a few trophies in the way of a shell case like Leslie’s, a 

Bosch entrenching tool, and a few shell noses, of which some had not gone off, so I 

threw them away. 

 I noticed one pour fellow was shot through the head, quite dead. 

 We got back from the trenches in time for tea. 

 By that time my flight commander and one or two mechanics arrived and we 
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Corporal Phill Taber 
21 Engineer Regiment 

OP Herrick 12 
In March 2010 I deployed to Afghanistan with 21 Engineer Regiment on Operation 

Herrick 12.  I was a field section commander and responsible for a team of eight men 

carrying out construction tasks and providing close support to Infantry units on the 

front line. After being in Afghanistan for five and a half months we were given the 

task of installing a culvert under a road to improve drainage and allow armoured vehi-

cles to reach a check point.  The check point was at that time only accessible on foot, 

due to the Taliban flooding the fields that surrounded it. After arriving on site and 

all went to look at the machine, and of course, they put a few crumps and H.E.’s 

over at us, and fairly covered us with mud. 

 It was then getting dark, so we decided to leave the pilot and the mechanics 

to try and save some of it during the night. We then went back to the farmhouse to 

collect our belongings and carry the machine guns to the tender (a mile away). We 

were just going to leave the house when they started to shell it. The house rocked, 

the windows blew in, the slates blew off, and shrapnel whistled about, and we 

thought the end of the world had come. We all crouched about, wondering how 

long it would be before we should go sky high. 

 Then swish-h-h-h, crump, bang, bang, and the whole house shook, bits of 

the ceiling flew about, the windows blew in, glass flew about and tiles flew off. They 

had put one into the room above, making a hole about three feet square; then the 

door burst open, and the old Brigadier came dashing in gasping for breath, and sick-

ly, stuffy, sweet smell filled the room. There was a rush for respirators and gas hel-

mets, the coughing and spitting was colossal, our eyes started to smart, and we all 

gasped for breath. It is funny to think about it now. We managed to get our helmets 

on and get a little good air through them. 

 That shell had fallen practically in the room above, so you see I had another 

narrow escape. After that the shelling quietened down a bit and we managed to get 

out of the house and make our way to the tender. We found it at last; a shell had 

burst in front of it and shrapnel bullets had smashed the wind screen and lamps, but 

no further damage. 

 Well! Thank goodness I am all right. 

 I am going up again to-night to fetch some of the bits in a lorry. I hope we 

don’t get shelled. 

*This piece was originally published in No.6. Vol. I. in June of 1916 (CRL). 

——————————————— 
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conducting a check for IEDs we began work on the culvert.  An hour into the work 

I was watching the first piece of the culvert being lowered into position, when we 

then experienced an explosion which I thought had thrown me to the ground. I also 

remember seeing two of my guys duck down into the culvert to take cover. I was 

stunned after falling to the floor but sat up to see what had happened. I sat up facing 

forward but my left leg remained on the floor at a right angle and was completely 

unresponsive. As adrenaline started to wear off the pain began to build. I looked at 

my left thigh and there was a large gory bloody hole on the outside and a smaller 

wound on my inner thigh. I immediately grabbed hold of my leg above both 

wounds, at this point the pain was continuing to rise well above any previous pain 

that I had ever experienced. My two mates who had jumped into the culvert pulled 

me into it with them and my left leg flopped in with my foot facing the wrong way.  

They began administering first aid by putting a tourniquet around my leg and giving 

me morphine. When they tried to move me out of the hole, my mate grabbed hold 

of below my right knee and I felt bones crunch together, I then knew that I had 

been hit in both legs. I was put on the back of a vehicle and taken to another check 

point where I was treated by the Medical Officer and then I was evacuated via the 

MERT to camp Bastion. After coming round from the operating theatre I was hand-

ed a sat phone so that I could speak to my wife. My left leg was in traction as my 

femur was broken and my right leg had rods drilled into it with clamps holding them 

together to hold the bones in position. After three days I was flown back to Bir-

mingham and admitted to the Queen Elizabeth Hospital. At this point I began to 

find out what actually happened the day I was injured. We had been attacked by the 

Taliban with motor bombs and small arms fire, I had suffered gunshot wounds, a 

bullet had passed through my left leg and another had gone into my right knee. A 

metal rod was put down the inside of my right thigh bone to hold it together. Two 

days after the operation I began to become ill and needed urgent surgery. I came 

round a few days later in intensive care, I had an infection in my wounds that had 

caused my kidneys to begin to shut down and had been put on dialysis. A lot of the 

tissue at the back of my left leg had to be removed due to the infection and the 

nerve was damaged. My right knee was very badly broken and three of the ligaments 

had been ripped off. Seven weeks later and after numerous operations I was dis-

charged from hospital, I had to get around in a wheel chair as I was not allowed to 

put any weight through my legs until the bones had set. After a week at home I was 

admitted to DMRC Headley Court to begin what would end up to be three years of 

intensive rehabilitation and would lead my eventual discharge from the Army and 

successful transition into civilian life. The treatment that I have received in hospital 

and at Headley Court and the continued support from all the medical professionals 

and resettlement staff has been second to none.  I thank you all. 
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WHO MADE THE RECORD? 

The doctor entered the patient’s room 

in the morning, and according to habit, 

read the chart first thing. He was a 

little surprised to read: “2 a.m. Patient 

very restless, nurse sleeping quietly.” 

M.O: “Have you been inoc-

ulated since you were 

wounded?” 

Pt.: “No, sir, but I have had 

a Titanic injection!” 

 

From ‘Stock Pots’  

Vol. 1 + Vol. 2 (CLR) 

HIS PRECAUTIONS. 

Brown: Tell me, what precautions do 

you take against water infected with 

microbes? 

Smith: First I boil it, and then I filter it. 

Brown: Excellent! And then? 

Smith: Then I drink beer! 
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Renewing Our Sikh Chronicles. 

By J. Singh-Sohal 

Director, www.SikhsAtWar.info 

A hundred years ago, thousands of Sikhs left their villages and towns to travel across 

the ocean with the British Indian Army to fight in a faraway land they had never imag-

ined they would see. They knew that in serving the British they were fighting for a just 

cause; they had grown up on the chronicles of valour of how their forefathers had 

fought against the foreigners who now ruled their lands, but they had no hesitation in 

believing that the British cause was righteous and just. It was in doing this duty that 

they felt connected with their martial tradition – one which stemmed back to the times 

of the Sikh Gurus who had established the doctrine of a Sikh being both a saint and 

soldier; merging spiritual virtue with temporal power to create a race of people ever 

ready to fight against tyranny. Who would stand out in the world as distinct, with 

flowing beards and tall turban alongside the articles of faith carried as part of their 

code of conduct, or reht maryada. 

The British Indian Army embraced the Sikhs and the source of their prowess, ac-

knowledging the hairy turbanned warriors as a martial race, indeed ensuring only 

those baptised into the Sikh brotherhood – the Khalsa – served.  The British even 

raised class-based regiments of Sikhs so the band of brothers could fight alongside 

their kinsmen and be properly administered according to their customs in the field.   
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So it was no surprise that at the onset of the Great War, the rallying cry of the Sikhs 

was the loudest amongst all the native tribes of India, of which they were a minority. 

In total up to 130,000 Sikhs fought during the conflict, and their contribution de-

serves greater praise when considering that despite being only 2% of the population 

of India at the time they made up 20% of the Indian army in action. The Sikhs were 

represented in 29 cavalry and 54 infantry regiments – more than even the Gurkhas – 

in Sikh regiments as well as mixed-class Punjabi regiments where they were barracked 

alongside Hindus and Muslims. 

The Sikhs took to the war with great gusto because they believed it was their oppor-

tunity to show the world the creed of the Khalsa. Writing of the war on the western 

front in January 1916, Signaller Kartar Singh summed up the feeling: “We shall never get 

such another chance to exalt the name of race, country, ancestors, parents, village and brothers, and to 

prove our loyalty to the Government.  I hope we shall renew our Sikh chronicles.”   

Their necessity to the international war effort is reflected in that they fought in every 

arena of the conflict; from the trenches of the western front to the deserts of Meso-

potamia, the ill-fated Gallipoli campaign to the game of cat-and-mouse played out 

across vast swathes of East Africa;  Egypt to Jerusalem, Persia to the North West 

frontier.  They were stationed in Burma, in Hong Kong and took part in little-known 

missions such as in Trans-Caspia. 

The Sikhs lived up to their martial traditions and showed remarkable courage and 

heroism.  This is best seen in the tally of decorations and medals they amassed during 

the conflict between 1914 and 1919: 29% of all Indian Orders of Merit awarded were 

to Sikhs, 24% of Indian Distinguished Service Medals awarded were to Sikhs.  They 

gained 22 Military Crosses and a host of European gallantry awards such as the 

French Croix De Guerre, Rumanian Order of the Crown and Russian Cross of St 

George. 

In ending his letter home to his village, the brave Kartar Singh echoed the sentiments 

of many of his brethren who saw the war as the defining moment of not just their 

lives but the reputation of their community:  “I pray to God to give us a chance to meet the 

foe face to face - to die in battle is a noble fate.“ 

For a race of landlocked people, the war and service to the British took the Sikhs far 

and wide; it instilled in them the confidence to spread their wings, to see the world 

and settle outside of the Punjab in greater numbers. The clearest indication of the 

success of the Diaspora is seen here in Britain, where Sikhs are visibly noticed in every 

industry and profession, contributing to the economy and serving Britain today  
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not just through their 

martial skills but by 

serving others and 

creating wealth. 

Yet, it is the story of 

the Sikh soldier from 

whence it all stems.  

The loyal confident 

Sikh ever zealous about 

his role in the world, inspired by his faith and identity; fighting for the British but 

with the name of God and his Guru in his heart.  The soldier who would sacrifice for 

a just cause, the Sikh who would fight to the bitter end – and then some – to uphold 

the Khalsa traditions.  This is a living history, it can – and does - inspire a new gener-

ation to stand up and be of service.  It’s what led me to serve Britain as an Army 

reservist myself.   To follow in their footsteps and maintain the heritage of Anglo-

Sikh relations, to be a part of a greater cause and add value to Her Majesty’s Armed 

Forces. 

We have indeed renewed our Sikh chronicles, and those inspired to live according to 

those traditions will continue to renew them into the future - it binds us to Britain 

and enables us to be great. 
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From his Wife* 
(A WOMAN’S APPRECIATION OF THE WOMAN WHO NURSED HER HUSBAND.) 

Dear Sister, in the ward to-day, 

I could not speak or take your hand; 

Tears choked the words I tried to say, 

But think—and then you’ll understand. 

 

So long he’s lain upon his bed, 

Too weak except to quietly lie; 

And look at me, that I was led 

To think my dearly lov’d would die. 

 

To you he’s but a patient there, 

One of a lot who come and go; 

Maybe you’ve not the time to spare. 

To ask his name, or care to know. 

 

But he is all I have to love; 

And when he left me for the front 

In silence prayed to God above 

To shield him from the battle’s brunt. 

 

And now he’s back I feel so proud 

To think that he has done his share; 

I want to shout my thanks aloud, 

And bless you for your loving care. 

 

You’ve saved his life, he’s getting well, 

I see the difference every day; 

You say, “Good constitutions tell,” 

But that’s your own unselfish way.  

 

It was your firm but kindly touch 

That gave him hope to try and live; 

For maudlin pity don’t help much 

When folks have nothing more to give. 

 

I could not do what you have done— 

I shudder at the sight of blood— 

I must have lost my dearest one 

But for your noble Womanhood. 

 

They say your work is angels’ work; 

It’s more than that—we others know; 

It takes a woman not to shirk 

The duties that distress us so. 

 

What gift is this you nurses hold, 

That helps you thus to bear the sight 

Of things so dire, that warriors bold 

Will turn away from in affright? 

 

It must be one of heaven’s own gifts, 

Wrapped in real charity and love; 

Above the common herd it lifts 

You nurses to a sphere above. 

 

My thanks are all too small to give; 

I’ve thought it out—but this I’ll do, 

Whate’er betide, if I but live 

In your last hour I’ll speak for you. 

 

When asked of your Good Deeds—to me 

Oh! Call but once, I swear it’s true! 

I’ll tell the Saint, who're he be, 

“She saved my man—so pass her through!” 
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Exhibition: Voices of War 

September 29—December 31 2014 

Library of Birmingham 

This exhibition considers how the 

First World War was experienced by 

the people of Birmingham. It will 

include the experiences of men at the 

Front, the war’s impact on domestic 

life on the Home Front, industrialism in Birmingham and the contribution of black 

and ethnic minorities. A series of talks, events, online resources and an accompany-

ing book will complement this exhibition. For more details visit: http://

www.voicesofwarandpeace.org/event exhibition-voices-of-war/ 




