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This document was prepared by Roger Marshall, Eve's great-nephew.  
Eve was the grandson of Rev. Henry Charles Knight, who was the son 
of Frances Knight, nee Dormer, but was quite probably not the son of 
her husband, Robert Knight of Barrells Hall; the family remains 
uncertain and divided about that!



Evelyn Saffrey (“Eve”) Marshall

Eve Marshall, the sixth son and seventh child of Edward and 
Lucy Marshall, was born on 28 January 1887; he was educated 
at Repton School from September 1901 to July 1905 and, in 
September of that year, started at the School of Mining in 
Cambourne, Cornwall. After graduation, in November 1908 he 
sailed for South Africa. Little is known about his time there 
although, in his diary, his father records “Evelyn’s accident at 
Germiston” on 19 December 1912 (with no details). It is worth 
noting that, again according to their father’s diary, Eve’s brother
Hannath (“Hans”) had “sailed as Assistant Priest in Germiston1”
in January 1911; perhaps the brothers spent time together, or 
even shared accommodation, in that town.

Edward’s diary does not record Eve coming home before the 
outbreak of WW1 (although it does record Hans sailing for 
Johannesburg in September 1913 so he must have had some 
home leave).  

 On the outbreak of WW1 Eve headed home to join up. He (and,
it appears, a lot of other single men) sailed on the Union Castle 
Line’s “Kenilworth Castle”, docking at Southampton on 5 May 
1914. How long he spent at home is not recorded but, by 
September, he was in the Royal Fusiliers, as a lowly fusilier. 
The transcript of his letter to Henrietta of 20 September states 
that he is in the 11th Battalion, at Court Farm, Warlingham; this 
seems unlikely as the 11th Battalion is not recorded as ever 
having been there. The 11th was also known as the “City of 
London” Battalion, and Eve had no clear connection to the City.

The next letter that gives a battalion is undated but comes from 
D Coy., 17th Battalion, Royal Fusiliers, at Court Farm, Upper 
1 Germiston is a city in the East Rand province of Gauteng, just south-east of Jo’burg. It sprang up after
two men, one from Germiston in Glasgow, struck gold there in 1886 and it formally became a town in 
1903. The city is now home to the largest gold refinery in the world, opened in 1921, and has South 
Africa’s biggest railway station and rail works.. St Boniface’s Church in the town, designed by Herbert 
Baker, opened in 1910 (replacing the original that opened in 1897) and was presumably the church at 
which Hans was based.
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Warlingham. The 17th Battalion, also known as the “Empire” 
Battalion, not only seems more appropriate but also is recorded 
as having been at Court Farm (and a poorly written 17th may 
easily be read as 11th). This battalion (like the 11th) was a 
“Service” Battalion formed as a part of Kitchener’s 2nd Army; it 
was formed on 31 August 1914 under the auspices of the British
Empire Committee. 

Eve’s time in the Royal Fusiliers was short and seemingly all 
spent in England; the 17th Battalion RF did not go to France until
mid-1915. (Nor did the 11th.) It appears that he joined up as an 
enlisted man and was later promoted to Corporal, before being 
gazetted as a 2nd Lieutenant in the Royal Warwickshire 
Regiment on 25 January 1915. Whilst in the RF he appears to 
have spent a lot of his time calling on (and sponging off) various
contacts in and around London, including the Bishop of 
Kensington2, rather than soldiering, and it seems also that 
uniforms were slow to reach the new recruits – not surprising, 
given the number of them:-

To Henrietta, 20 Sept. 1914 “You might send me half a dozen 
flannel collars – as I see no sign of uniforms yet, pick out six of the
longest as they are all different sizes & send separately from the 
apples…”

To Henrietta, 30 Sept. 1914 “We were issued with 2 prs socks, 
razor, housewife, brush & comb yesterday – but they are pretty 
poisonous articles…”

Addressee unknown, 1st Oct. 1914 “We were issued with grey 
sweaters yesterday, most useful – by degrees we shall be quite 
clothed.”

In the same three letters, Eve was somewhat fixated about 
tracking a missing “Clincham Dreadnought cover with a label 
attached to Beldam & Co. size 26”, which the Beldam people 
say has never been delivered”; he wanted Henrietta to “put 
Doughty” on to the hunt for what might have been a car or 

2 John Primatt Maud, in post from 1911 until his death in 1932
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motor-bike tyre. He is also somewhat disenchanted with his lot 
– “I wish to goodness I was in South Africa now – I see the ILH3

are scrapping away in German West Africa - & here I am 
wasting time down here - & perhaps will never get any fighting 
at all” (30 Sept. ‘14) and “Do you see how well the old ILH are 
doing? I wish to goodness I was with them.” (1st Oct. ’14).

There are two other, undated, letters from Eve whilst in the RF; 
in the first he reports being paid 8/9d “so I haven’t even got my 
corporal’s pay – they are too slow for words in every way – 
especially in dishing out the cash” and in the other he reports 
avoiding digging (practice) trenches “All the battalion are busy 
digging trenches every day now & come home smothered with 
mud & wet through each afternoon. This chicken has done 
enough mining so gets odd jobs with motors, battalion post, 
etc.”. 

Letters from Eve now become rare for some months; there is 
one more from England, sent on 5 March 1915, by when he is in
the 9th Battalion of the Royal Warwickshire Regiment (“RWR”) 
and at Aisne Huts, Blackdown, Farnborough4. 

“The King comes here for 5 days tomorrow & the 9th RWR has 
been picked out to provide the Guard of Honour - & as they have 
about half a dozen divisions to chose from we feel highly 
honoured. I am writing in the new Officers’ Mess – quite 
comfortable & away down the slopes of the fox hills – really quite 
nice.”

His father’s diary records his promotion to Lieutenant and the 
fact that he sailed with the Mediterranean Expeditionary Force5 
on 19 June 1915. (It later records his promotion to Captain, on 7
September.)

3 Imperial Light Horse
4 Now Deepcut Barracks
5 The MEF was formed primarily to take on the Turks; initially only serving at Gallipoli, it later took 
on the Macedonian campaign (which Eve’s brother Russ experienced); when that campaign became the
only real “Mediterranean” arena, the MEF was redesignated into the Egypt Expeditionary Force. 
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There are no further letters from Eve until 19th July 1915, from, 
“somewhere in Gallipoli”. From the letter it is not easy to tell 
how long he has been there but it is likely that he landed on the 
13th  as the regimental history gives that date for the landing; 
when he writes on the 19th he reports that none of his company 
had yet been killed; that was to change very soon. (He also 
mentions the fact that he had not received a letter from his 
Mother since he left Blackdown and, as he put it, “I can’t think 
she hasn’t written”.)

In his letter Eve gives quite a summary of the extremely 
unpleasant conditions and compares his conditions with those in
France – “This is worse than France a lot – no water, food bad 
& communications very slow, everything having to be carried 3 
or 4 miles by hand.”.  How was he able to make the comparison 
with France when there are no records to indicate he had been 
there? Although for his brother Russ in 1916 on his way to 
Salonika, the route to the Mediterranean would be by ferry to 
France, a few days there, and then train to Marseilles for another
boat, the history of the 9th Batt. RWR indicates that they sailed 
directly from Avonmouth: 

“On June 17, the 9th Royal Warwickshire, under Lieut. Colonel C. 
H. Palmer, embarked at Avonmouth, and reached Mudros, in the 
island of Lemnos, on July 9. Four days later they landed on Beach 
V, near Cape Helles6,…. For a fortnight they served off and on in 
the trenches, losing their colonel, who was shot by a sniper on July 
25. Colonel Palmer had raised and trained the battalion, which 
owed much of its fighting spirit and efficiency to his unselfish 
enthusiasm and ability. A few days previously Lieut. Grundy had 
been killed, and Lieut. J. Cattanach (the doctor) mortally wounded.
Of other ranks 9 were killed and 28 wounded. On July 29 the 
battalion returned to Lemnos, and on August 3 embarked again for 
Anzac Cove, where they were to take part in the impending great 
attack.”7

6 See map at Appendix
7 The Story of the Royal Warwickshire Regiment, by C R Kingsford, Chapter XXV
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Eve did not “embark again” on 3 August because, as his next 
surviving letter, of Sat. Aug. 7th, says, he was “still with the 40th 
FA8” in Mudros, on Lemnos. He has heard that Division landed 
in Gallipoli without casualties. He was very fortunate to have 
been ill, possibly with appendicitis as the letter celebrates the 
fact that he has passed his first “formed motion” for 10 days (!), 
but perhaps dysentery. Of the officers of the 9th Battalion RWR 
who had landed again at Gallipoli on the 4th August, all had been
killed or injured by the 10th August:

“Sir Ian Hamilton's plan was to endeavour to gain the heights of 
Koja Chemen (or Hill 971) and the seaward ridges by an advance 
from Anzac Cove, simultaneously with a new landing to be made 
further north at Suvla Bay. The whole ridge, of which Koja 
Chemen is the highest point, is called Sari Bair. Underneath it on 
the north lies a long spur known as Rhododendron Ridge, below 
which a wide water course, split into two forks, both called Aghyl 
Dere, leads up to Koja Chemen.

The 9th Royal Warwickshire, under Major W. A. Gordon, landed 
in the early morning of August 4. During the first two days (August
6-7) of the attack they were in divisional reserve, but advanced up 
Aghyl Dere. On August 8 they crossed Bauchop's Hill to the ridge 
beyond, part going to relieve the 9th Worcester at the head of 
Aghyl Dere. The New Zealanders had captured Rhododendron 
Ridge on the previous day, and on August 8 followed up their 
success by winning Chunuk Bair at the southern end of the main 
ridge.

The crisis of the attack came on August 9 with the assault of Koja 
Chemen. Three battalions—the 9th Royal Warwickshire, the 6th 
South Lancashire, and the 6th Gurkhas—reached the crest, whence 
they could look down on the waters of the Dardanelles and seemed 
to have victory in their grasp. But the troops on the right, through 
no fault of their own, were late, and when the Turks rallied to a 
counter-attack our men were forced back to the lower slopes from 
whence they started. One company of the Royal Warwickshire held
on, till they were surrounded, and, as it is supposed, all perished. 
Next day the Turks attacked in the early morning with disastrous 
results. The trenches were enfiladed by machine-gun fire, and since

8 40th Field Ambulance
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no supports were available it was impossible to hold the remainder 
of the crest on Chunuk Bair. When at night the Royal 
Warwickshire was withdrawn to reserve no officers and only 248 
men were left. Major Gordon had been wounded on August 8, and 
Major A. G. Sharpe, who succeeded him, was killed two days after.
During the four days 5 officers were killed, 9 wounded and 1 
missing; of other ranks 57 were killed, 227 wounded and 117 
missing. 

When the 9th Royal Warwickshire was withdrawn to reserve, on 
August 10, it was temporarily commanded by Sergt.-Major 
Collicott. [Sergeant-Major Butler was in charge at the dump]. On 
August 12 Major W. B. Gover of the Cheshires took over the 
command. A number of the missing men rejoined, some drafts 
arrived from Lemnos and England with fresh officers, and the 
strength of the battalion gradually increased”9

Eve (one of the “missing men”) returned to the Gallipoli 
peninsula on 12 August and wrote to Henrietta two days later. 
He wrote about the heavy losses and the fact that he was 
commanding the Company, which totalled 38 from the original 
220. He lets his feelings out in this letter – “If you hear anyone 
saying he is dying to come out, tell him not to worry – he will 
die quick enough out here…. Of course I really have nothing to 
grouse about for I am alive and unwounded while all my pals 
are dead or wounded….The horrors of war, my dear, is not a 
hackneyed meaningless thing out here – what our men have 
gone through is worse than the retreat from Mons a thousand 
times.” (Quite possibly true but, again, how can he know?)

He wrote again on the 23rd and in that letter switches from 
celebrating the quality of his “servant” and the food he gets to 
the filth and horror of their situation. He drew a sketch of a gully
he had to take his men up and down, for days, under machine 
gun fire “The walls are piles of sand-bags & we had to go in 
parties of 5 and run like hell – under machine gun fire – from 
barricade to barricade – the floor was all putrid mules, Indians,
British - & the stink perfectly awful. If anyone trod on a body 
the Lord help him – we would all have got gassed – I am glad to
9 As above
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say they have made the Connaught Rangers10 go & clear up the 
place & bury the dead. One is safe round the corner, hence 
Salvation Gully – Amen Corner has been the finish of hundreds 
of poor chaps.”

By the 25th he is more cheerful, having that morning received 
nine letters, 2 each from Henrietta, his father and his mother and
1 from each of his other sister, Frances, a Miss Maud and a Mrs 
Turner. He assures Henrietta that he believes the “snag” when 
they lost two thirds of the Division was “the exception & not the
rule”; however, he is “up that gully again that I made a sketch 
of in my last – playing Ludo with the Turkish snipers & machine
guns”. 

By the end of the month the RWR had withdrawn from the 
advanced positions, but returned to them on 19 September:

“The rest of August was uneventful except for occasional service 
in the front trenches. On August 31 came a move to reserve 
trenches at Salt Lake near Suvla Bay.” 

The brief break was beneficial; in a letter of 3 September he 
describes his living accommodation – “a square hole cut into 
the side of a trench & covered with two blankets” – and his 
enjoyment of three bathes in the sea each day – “water perfectly
clear and cool & not too many dead mules floating about in it”. 
However, it is clear that he knew that the position they were in 
was not good and that the news that the Bulgarians had joined 
the war and sided with Turkey made it worse – “…that means 
an unlimited supply of food and munitions for our friends in the 
trenches opposite - & a very hot outlook for us – with plenty of 
ammunition & guns he could keep us out for ever & probably 
finally push us back into the sea – which he is always talking 
about. I have mounted a small telescope just by my hole & its 
really quite pathetic to sweep the country round & see what a 
very small bit of land we really occupy – only a strip along the 

10 Eve does not like the Connaught Rangers – in his letter of 14 August, he called them “quite the 
rottenest crowd in every way I have come across”; why he had formed this view is not clear
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seashore – while their batteries are up in the hills all round us 
& we can’t find them & they just shell us all ends up.”. 
Eve wrote on 14 September of the prevalence of dysentery and 
“Gallipoli Sores gone septic – mine has healed at last – chiefly 
owing to better food & the sea bathing - & a few clean clothes”. 

“On September 19 the battalion, now over 500 strong, went up to 
trenches near Chocolate Hill, and for the next three months 
occupied the same piece of ground without the possibility of rest or
change.”

Life back in the front line trenches was by no means 
comfortable; Eve was getting very little sleep “one and a half 
hours I have had over the last 24 & the same yesterday and as 
far as I can see it will be the same till further notice, when I 
shall probably go off my rocker.” In this letter, of 21 September,
he thanked Henrietta not only for a fruit cake - “just beginning 
to go mouldy but that doesn’t worry, no, not likely” - but also for
toilet paper – “Good girl – I have just run out of bumf and its 
not obtainable here and as I spend most of my waking hours in 
the rears, good bumf is invaluable11.”!

Eve expresses attitudes and wishes much like those of his 
brother Jack. Like Jack, he asks that tins of food that are sent be 
small ones – not only for portability but also to avoid waste (or 
sharing with his servant); and like Jack he appreciates being 
amongst gentlemen – “it is a pleasure to have another 
gentleman to speak to sometimes, one gets tired of very young 
and inefficient NCOs”. Also like Jack, and probably every other 
soldier everywhere, he has a moan now and again. “It’s cold as 
‘ell at night, & going to be worse & we shall have to perch here
all the winter – strafe this ruddy war …. There is a ridiculous 
order out that no one may open parcels of men not present, but 
they are to be returned. Absolute rot, who wants their things 
sent back …. I hate doing a watch most of the night & having to 
“stand to arms” at 4am every morning - it makes one rather 

11 As any Reptonian will know, and probably any other public school pupil, “bumf” is “bum fodder” 
and “the rears” are the toilets

9



peevish & I only make wind instead of doing myself a bit of 
good when on my little stool in a little dug out made for the 
purpose …The flies are awful – up ones nose, in ones ears & 
mouth – one or two cold nights ought to kill them with any 
luck.”.

Through the rest of September, all of October and most of 
November 1915 life for Eve and the troops in the Dardanelles 
was largely uneventful; the regimental history uses the word 
“monotony” for the period up to 26 November. Eve wrote quite 
long letters to Henrietta, roughly weekly. He talks of his 
promotion to Captain – made on 1st October, pre-dated to 7th 
September but only endorsed and made permanent if he 
survived until 7th November and had not been superseded by the 
arrival of a senior Captain! He records his appreciation of there 
being Celebrations on Sundays again – presumably Holy 
Communion – due to the arrival of a new Padre, Young, who 
seemed “keen and fit – all the other padres were always sick.”. 
He gripes about the fact that Lady Ian Hamilton12 has sent boxes
of pickles to the troops – “dear old girl – if she had sent us 
something to eat with them it would be more use”. He writes of 
the shortage of writing paper and ink for his pen, of the benefits 
of porridge and arrowroot against diarrhoea and of the real 
benefit that food parcels from home brought, including largely 
still edible apples that reached him on 11 November “so they 
have only taken just over a month”. In an undated letter, 
probably sent around 20 November, he sends Henrietta a cheque
and asks that she “get Mother a nice new warm dress for the 
winter… I should like to think of her wearing it on Christmas 
Day what! Is it possible to do it for a fiver? ... All this talk of 
funds & economy & income tax, etc., I know will mean that she 
won’t clothe herself decently.”. He reflects that, with officers 
moved, he is again the only original Warwicks officer left and 

12 Jean Miller, eldest daughter of Sir John Muir, 1st Baronet of Deanston, Perthshire, married Sir Ian 
Hamilton in 1887. She died in 1941. Lady Hamilton was noted for her beauty and accomplishments – a
description attached to a portrait in the Tate Collection, painted by Sargent.. General Sir Ian Hamilton 
had been put in command of the Mediterranean Expeditionary Force in March 1915, aged 62, and was 
out of his depth running the Dardanelles campaign – which he had not been involved in planning. He 
was recalled in October 1915. 
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comments on the lack of quality of replacements (another gripe 
that he shared with his brother Jack). He rather despairs of their 
prospects – “we are at a standstill here – goodness only know 
what we are going to do – the rains are on us next month which 
leaves only about a fortnight to get into the highlands for the 
winter & I don’t see how we can do it.”

He also has a rant about getting parcels – fruit, sweets, etc. 
(which he has often asked for) – without any accompanying 
letter – revealingly, he writes “this practice of silence with gifts 
must now cease – no amount of tinned fruit makes up for a 
letter”.

There are no further letters from Eve in 1915, the next being 
sent from the P&O ship SS Simla on 20 January 1916. He had 
been very wet, very cold and, finally, very busy.

There was little to break the monotony till, on November 26, there 
came a terrible storm of rain. The narrow trenches, often cut in 
rock or hard clay, were flooded; the saps up the steep slopes 
become cascades; and the gullies which had furnished paths from 
the beach returned to their natural character as water-courses. No 
fires could be lighted or food cooked; then when all were drenched 
to the skin, the wind shifted to the north and brought a piercing 
frost. After the frost came a blizzard of snow, and in the storm and 
bitter cold sentries were found frozen at their posts. Fortunately for
themselves half the Royal Warwickshire were in the reserve 
trenches, where some movement was possible. Even there dug-outs
were flooded and their contents swept away, whilst the parapets 
were washed clean into the trenches. The officers did what they 
could, making the men march up and down and rousing those who 
had fallen asleep in sheer exhaustion. Cases of frost-bite were of 
course frequent, and nearly two-thirds of the battalion were sick. 
When the storm abated it took ten days to restore the ruined 
trenches, whilst the men sheltered in holes and hedges by day and 
had to dig in mud and water all night. It was fortunate that the 
Turks suffered no less, so that these days were practically an 
armistice.

After the blizzard came the evacuation, for which preparation had 
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been silently in progress. During the early part of December the 
greater part of the guns and stores were shipped away by night. 
Happily, when the last day came on December 18, the weather had 
turned mild and calm. Early that morning the main body of the 
Royal Warwickshire marched down to the beach. A rearguard of 
fifty men was left under Captain Marshall and Lieut. Gething to 
hold their lines; they had two anxious days; but one-half under 
Lieut. Gething withdrew at night on December 19, and the 
remainder under Captain Marshall followed a few hours later, the 
whole party embarking without the loss of a single man. [The 
rearguard went first to Imbros].

Ten days of welcome rest and peace followed at Lemnos, and then 
on December 28 the Royal Warwickshire was sent to help in the 
evacuation of Helles. They landed once more near the River Clyde,
and marched up to hold the same trenches which they had held five
months before, only with rain and mud in place of dust and flies. 
They were six days in the front line and had six men killed, but 
when, on the eve of the evacuation the Turks attacked the trenches 
of the 13th Division, the Royal Warwickshire was in reserve. At 
Cape Helles the 13th Division again furnished the rearguard; 
though the weather was less favourable and the Turks more active 
than they had been at Suvla, the evacuation was equally successful.
On the night of January 8/9 the last troops embarked, and the 
enterprise of Gallipoli, heroic for endeavour and endurance if not 
for victory, came to an end.

In his letter of 20 January Eve records his own view of the 
events – for his role he was Mentioned in Despatches. 

“I had the honour & glory of commanding the last party of 50 
men who held the line for a day & a half after the main body 
had gone & finally last night held it with 25 men after the rear 
party had gone – I own I was in the devil of a funk, I hadn’t 
even enough men to put one in each traverse & no mach. guns 
& no artillery behind me to depend on. We kept walking up and 
down firing at the Turks who must have got hold of the wrong 
end of the stick altogether & thought all the transports meant an
attack, anyhow they were putting up more wire hard & I 
discouraged them to the best of my ability with 25 rifles. Then 
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we quit at 1.30 am & found the REs13 anxiously waiting for us to
close the wire entanglements across the road to the beach & put
the mines into action. Well – we got away without a shot being 
fired at us, but there were submarines out & we found ourselves
dumped next morning at Imbros14 – no tents, no nothing - & it 
rained like the devil. Finally we rejoined the Regt. On Xmas Eve
at Mudros & on Xmas Night had a Regt. Dinner which was 
quite a success – we all contributed grub towards it.

Then we were carted off back to Helles instead of for a rest in 
Alex & had to relieve some Yeo. Boys & then evacuate that. But 
you can’t catch the same monkey twice with chaff, & the ruddy 
old Turk got up batteries of 8” guns & knocked hell out of us 
with HE – however we got away somehow & jolly nearly left the
Divn. Gen. behind – the wind blew Maud’s15 lighter ashore & 
he had to walk 2 miles to another part after all the roads had 
been blocked with wire & mines laid and the dumps of stuff 
fired. The Turks were on the beach a couple of hours after he 
left. As I had had the place of honour at Suvla, they chased me 
out at Helles the night before the evacuation with some Bde HQ 
Details & some of our own men. During the afternoon the Turks
attacked twice & got simply mown down by rifle fire and 
machine guns – practically all our big guns had been embarked,
so couldn’t reply to the hail of shells – the trenches were blown 
to pieces in many places & mach. guns & teams completely 
destroyed. Alls well that ends well – we are now on the Simla in 
harbour at Mudros waiting to go to Egypt – whether for a rest 
or more endless fighting we don’t know – we are all tired and 
don’t care what happens. We live in the present which means 
absolute comfort & peace for a few days at least. After six 
months of pigging it in dugouts you can imagine what we think 

13 Royal Engineers
14 Imbros, now Gokceada, is the largest island in Turkey and is just west of the Dardenelles – see maps 
at Appendix
15 Lieut. Gen. Sir Frederick Maude had taken command of the 13th Division at Suvla in August 1915. 
He led the Division on to the campaign in Iraq, where he died of cholera in November 1917. In a letter 
of October 1915, Eve mentions that his mother had indicated that Gen. Maude had been Brigadier to 
his brother Jack on the Western Front; she was nearly right. In fact Maude had been promoted to 
Brigadier-General in Oct. 1914 and given command of the 14th Division, in which Jack’s unit served. 
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of life on a P&O. I sit with the Adjt., Col., commander of the 
boat, & a stray Bde Major - & am actually clean again. 

I got your parcel last night just as I was packing to come on 
board - & the contents will be most useful when we get into the 
Sahara or some other poisonous place & live on bully beef 
again.

The tooth stuff most acceptable – my teeth after six months of 
rough feeding are in a very bad state. The biscuits and want of 
green food have spoilt them & all my stoppings have long ago 
come out, I only hope we have long enough at Alex if we go 
there to get ‘em fixed again.”  

It is impossible to know whether Eve’s family also saw his 
involvement as a glorious honour, or how they felt when they 
read this letter – surely a mixture of horror and gratitude that he 
was safe again, at least for the time being.

Whilst thinking about the horrors of the fighting it is all too easy
to forget the wretched living conditions and the dreadful 
weather that soldiers had to endure, and that day to day issues 
such as toothache went on16.  

On January 19 the 9th Royal Warwickshire left Lemnos, and after 
a five days' voyage reached Port Said, where they remained over 
three weeks. 

Eve wrote again to Henrietta on 22 January, largely responding 
to things she must have written about in her letter of Christmas 
Day, which had now reached him. It seems that the family had 
“comforted” themselves by imagining Eve and his brother 
Henry getting drunk together in Cairo at Christmas. How they 
might have thought this possible is hard to understand; Henry 

16 Dentistry services were available from the RAMC in which, at least initially, dentists doubled up as 
anaesthetists! There was also a gum/mouth/throat disease known as “trench mouth”.
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was writing to them from Ismaelia, Egypt, and, as far as one can
tell, Henry & Evelyn never met up after leaving England17. 

Having reached Port Said on 24 January, Eve was presumably 
fairly busy; his next letter is of 7 February. He knows he is 
headed to “the desert” but believes that, although they have been
“warned” for Mesopotamia, they will go to German East Africa 
and the “warning” is to mislead spies! He was wrong. He also 
explains why Henrietta was confused by receiving a brooch 
from Birmingham from someone she did not know. In fact, 
Eve’s colleague Lieut. Gething (who assisted in the final 
evacuation of Suvla Bay – see above) had worked in the 
Birmingham jewellery district and had had the brooch made and
sent to Henrietta for Eve – and also had Eve’s permission to 
have a letter from himself included! Eve’s middle class, public 
school-educated snobbery comes out again in this letter – 
apparently Gething “talks strong Brummagem dialect, but isn’t 
a bad chap … drops his H’s when he forgets or gets excited”.

It also appears that his father had sent him a thermos at an 
earlier stage; he asks Henrietta to tell their father that it will now
be used to keep things cool, rather than hot as before (in 
Gallipoli). 

Eve’s next letter, of 17 February, was sent from Suez from 
another boat, the Grampian; a very brief letter, it was sent via 
the pilot who had taken the boat down from Port Said.

It had now been decided to send the 13th Division to Mesopotamia,
where General Townshend, after his fruitless victory at 
Ctesiphon18, had been besieged in Kut-el-Amara since December 5.
The 9th Royal Warwickshire, which by drafts from England had 
been brought up to a strength of over 800, left Port Said on 

17 Oddly, in his letters from Egypt, Henry refers to an “Evelyn” and to their playing tennis together; I 
am assured that the person referred to was not Henry’s brother but a friend/colleague; perhaps even his 
close family were confused! 
18 Once the largest city in the world (until 637AD), Ctesiphon is 22 miles south of Baghdad and was the
place at which the Allied advance against the Turks in Mesopotamia came unstuck, leading to a retreat 
to Kut (-el-Amara). 

15



February 16, and on February 29 reached Koweit19 Bay in the 
Persian Gulf. 

It seems that Eve’s force spent no time at Kuweit although, in a 
letter of 27 February, he hoped to be landing the following day; 
he did however realise that getting into smaller boats and going 
up the Tigris was a possibility. He also speculated about the 
future - “I don’t know what we are in for, but I think we will 
have a run for our money this trip anyhow. There may be 
trenches, but sand isn’t very good stuff to make them – the sides 
keep falling in.” He also bemoans the fact that the Grampian 
had no beer on board and there would be none where they were 
going.

By 7 March Eve had reached Basra.

A week later they disembarked at Basra, where Lieut.-Colonel 
Gover handed over the command to Major Gordon, who had 
rejoined at Port Said. On March 15 the battalion began its journey 
up the Tigris to Sheikh Saad, behind the British Front, where they 
arrived on March 21.

Sometime after leaving Basra, before the end of March, Eve 
wrote again, sending Henrietta some special stamps (as his 
brothers also did – it was a philatelic family). They were now in 
sight of the “Persian Hills” approaching Amara20. “The country 
is nice & green& pleasant here but above Amara…it is all 
desert, not a blade of cover anywhere. The Turks are all heavily
entrenched – I hope to goodness the Russians will get a move on
and harass them in the back. The river here is like very strong 
tea & we drink chlorinated sewage – which any doctor will tell 
you is quite healthy even if you eat the sediment - I always leave
mine.”

After a vain attempt to take Kut by assault, the Turkish general had

19 Now Kuweit
20 Now Amarah, the city is on the Tigris some 400 miles inland. It is at the northern tip of the 
marshland over which Iran and Iraq fought in the 1980s and it is where Sadam Hussein later suppressed
uprisings (partly by draining the marshes). The British set up large military hospitals there and, later, 
there was a military cemetery with 4,600 graves. 
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turned the siege to a blockade and constructed a series of strong 
lines lower down the river to prevent the advance of the relieving 
force. The most forward Turkish position was at Sheikh Saad 
(about twenty-five miles east of Kut by land) which was captured 
by the British under General Aylmer on January 9. The next 
Turkish line at Umm-el-Hanna was much stronger, and the attack 
on January 21 failed. An attempt to turn the Turkish position by an 
advance on Es-Sinn (on the right or south bank of the river), was 
equally unsuccessful on March 8. General Gorringe, who then took
over the command, thereon set himself to prepare the way for a 
renewed assault at Umm-el-Hanna. This was the situation when the
13th Division reached Sheikh Sa’ad.21

On 20 March 1916 Eve wrote to his mother. “We are in for 
something big, and accidents do happen even in the best 
regulated battles & if anything should happen to me – please 
don’t put on mourning – but rather hold your head the higher – 
for after all there is nothing to grieve over. I shall be quite 
happy…. We shall hammer the Turks all right – we are all 
confident of that & there will be casualties, but that doesn’t 
matter if our side wins.”

On April 3 they (the 13th Div.) went forward to the front line in 
readiness for the intended assault, in which they were to take the 
foremost part. At 4.45 on the morning of April 5 the attack started, 
the Royal Warwickshire being on the extreme left on the river 
bank. The position was weakly held and by seven o'clock five 
successive lines of Turkish trenches had been carried with few 
casualties. The advance continued till noon, when the battalion dug
temporary cover and rested. At nightfall the attack on the next 
position at Falahiyeh22 began. The advance had to be made over 
flat ground, and the Royal Warwickshires coming under heavy fire 
suffered severely. Nevertheless Falahiyeh was taken by the 
combined efforts of the 9th Royal Warwickshire and the 9th 
Worcester, as the climax of the one brilliantly successful day in the
attempted relief of Kut. The chief credit rested with the 13th 
Division, who between dawn and midnight had stormed two whole 
labyrinths of trenches. The Royal Warwickshire had 7 officers 
[Including Captains Baker and Marshall] and 35 men killed or 
mortally wounded, and 7 officers and 154 men wounded.

21 Which had been taken in January
22 Now Shadegan, a town in Iran
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The fact that Eve was wounded, and soon afterwards died, 
during the “one brilliantly successful day” in what was overall a 
disastrous campaign (an allied army of 13,000 surrendered at 
Kut, of whom more than half died in captivity, and the town was
only finally recaptured a year later) was probably of no comfort 
to his family. Of more comfort would have been the tributes 
paid to him – Col. Gordon wrote “We are all most deeply 
grieved. He led his company most gallantly at Fallahiyeh (El 
Hannel) and in no small measure contributed to the brilliant 
success and capture of the Turkish trenches. He was one of the 
noblest men I have ever known, brave (to a fault), modest, 
warm-hearted, cheerful when everyone else was depressed, 
enduring, and the most capable leader of men. His company 
was devoted to him and all wanted to stay by him on his 
stretcher.”

Evelyn Saffrey Marshall died on 6 April 1916, aged 29. 
Although, as he “died of wounds” and was being cared for when
he died, one might expect there to be a marked grave, there is 
none.23 Whether Eve was originally buried close to where he 
died, or was buried in a military cemetery that was later 
destroyed or whether his body was later “lost” in action such as 
shelling is not known. He is listed on Panel 9 of the Basra 
Memorial24.

23 Captain Baker, mentioned above, died on 4 April and does have a known grave, at Amara.
24 The Basra Memorial commemorates more than 40,500 members of the Commonwealth forces, many 
of them Indian, who died in the operations in Mesopotamia from the Autumn of 1914 to the end of 
August 1921 and whose graves are not known. (Why were military operations still going on until 
1921? Further research is required.) Until 1997 the Memorial was located on the main quay of the 
naval dockyard at Maqil, on the west bank of the Shatt-al-Arab, about 8 kilometres north of Basra. 

Because of the sensitivity of the site, the Memorial was moved by decree of the Iraqi president, Sadam 
Hussein. The move, carried out by the authorities in Iraq, involved a considerable amount of 
manpower, transport costs and sheer engineering on their part, and the Memorial was re-erected in its 
entirety.

The Basra Memorial is now located 32 kilometres along the road to Nasiriyah, in the middle of what 
was a major battleground during the first Gulf War. It is not now in a good state but the 
Commonwealth War Graves Commission is not able to access and repair it. (The Basra Memorial is 
not to be confused with the Basra Memorial Wall at the National Arboretum, which commemorates 
those who died in the more recent Gulf Wars.)
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Appendix 1

The Gallipoli Peninsula
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               Imbros  and Limnos
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Map showing Basra, Amara, Seikh Sa’ad and Kut-al Amara.
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The Basra Memorial
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Appendix 2 – Evelyn’s letters

Sept. 20th 1914 Sunday
D Coy, 11th Batt. Royal Fusiliers
Court Farm, Warlingham
Surrey

Dear Henrietta

I began this morning early, having to motor to fetch Parson at 6.30 – for a celebration 
here at 7am, & then had to motor him back to his own church, so stopped to his proper 
service instead of the makeshift business here. Please thank Mother for her card & say 
some nice eating apples & a cake would be most acceptable – only make sure they are 
nice hard apples and well packed. I have managed to have two hot baths in Croydon 
during this week & a local bobby’s wife is doing my washing and mending, so I am fairly
comfortably off. You might send half a dozen collars – as I see no sign of uniforms yet, 
pick out six of the longest as they are all different sizes & send separately from then 
apples – as the latter may be delayed. Is there any sign of the cover yet? If I have any 
luck I(hope to get this evening off & shall go to church at Warlingham, it’s very old – 
12th century & the Parson’s name is McCauley – and that’s all I know about it. I haven’t 
had any more tips lately, but have got two teas from officers.

I think that will be all. Thank you

Your affect. brother,

Eve

Have my photographs come from Colchester yet? 

(Quite how an enlisted soldier, albeit well educated, can arrange for a police officer’s wife to do his 
laundry and choose what he himself does with his time is not apparent. Given the mention of 
photographs, it seems possible that Eve was initially at Colchester before moving to Warlingham.)

Sept. 30th 1914

Dear Henrietta

Will you put Doughty on to this old cover of mine – the Beldam people say it has never 
been delivered. It was a Cheetham Dreadnought cover with a label attached addressed to 
Beldam & Co. – size 26”. Has anyone paid into my a/c the cheque Edgar left for me – I 
can’t remember whether I gave it to you or not - £3 I think it was. I wish to goodness I 
was in South Africa now – I see the ILH are scrapping away in German West Africa - & 
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here am I wasting time down here - & perhaps shall never get any fighting at all. We 
were issued with 2 prs socks, razor, housewife, brush & comb yesterday – but they are 
pretty poisonous articles. We are having perfectly lovely weather & it seems such a waste
messing about down here when I could be having such a snorting time in the Fens with 
the partridges. Write again when you get time old girl.

Yr loving brother

Eve

(Beldams still exist, albeit in a different corporate structure. They were unable to identify a “cover for a
Cheetham Dreadnought” but, although primarily manfacturers of seals and gaskets for engineering 
machinery, they did have a tyre-making business from 1908 to 1924. Sadly they have no record of an 
order from an E Marshall either! “Edgar” is probably Edgar Pritchard, another priest and also 
husband to Eve’s sister Frances.)

Oct 1st 1914

Thanks very much for the walnuts – most acceptable & just the right quantity – too much 
of anything is a nuisance – as we have nowhere to keep anything. Has Doughty traced my
tyre yet? Had a cold bath in an enormous tank this morning – before six & it nearly froze 
me. Aeroplanes have been flying about all day. Do you know how the old ILH are doing?
I wish to goodness I was with them. We were issued with grey sweaters yesterday – most 
useful – by degrees we shall be quite clothed. I am very fit and sleep well & eat 
enormously & keep my bowels open – had cabbage today for the first time.

Yr. loving Eve

(So, yes, a tyre. This letter is unaddressed but, particularly as it is signed off without “brother”, reads 
more as if it was addressed to his Mother than his sister.)

Sunday
88 Gloucester Terrace
Hyde Park W

Dear Henrietta

I have billeted myself on the Bishop of Kensington today. I arrived unexpectedly, at 
12.30 for lunch, having called on Alice Roshen & the Johnsons – both out. I am most 
comfortable here & they are very kind. I am going to remain until 9 am. Pretty cool that, 
what? Dear old Uncle Jack sent me 10/- last week as he had heard that I went to bed 
hungry – dear old boy & he refused to be thanked for it either. Let me have news of 
Henry and Jack as soon as you get any. How about my bank balance and the motor tyre – 
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I have heard of neither so far, & I could do with that quidlet. I got paid 8/9 last Friday – 
so I haven’t got my corporal’s pay – they are too slow for words in every way – 
especially in dishing out the cash. Send along some more apples – I should not send a 
cake – it’s not worth it.

Yrs lovingly

Eve

I want to the Manns the other night – he seems rather an ass - & I couldn’t get much out 
of him – and they live at the top of a most appalling hill.

(Uncle Jack was John Francis Marshall, 1839-1919, and the next brother up from Edward Thory 
Marshall. Jack had been a soldier himself, fighting in Canada against the “Fenians” in 1866-70. I can 
find no trace of any Alice Roshen of around Eve’s age.)

(Undated)
17th Batt. R F Regt. D Coy
Court Farm
Upper Warlingham
Surrey

Dear Kiddie,

Thanks very much for the stick-jaw which is much enjoyed by what mother would call 
my “mates”. Why don’t you come & visit the Manns while you are in Town – I had a 
ripping bath there yesterday afternoon – they improve on acquaintance – but small talk is 
an awful strain. I have got my eye on another bike – 8hp – can go like the devil, but is 
rather of the traction engine class; but I haven’t yet got the cash from the other people. I 
hope Taffy will be all right with the old people. When you get home smooth Frances 
down – I don’t want to start a feud with the old girl. All the battalion are busy digging 
trenches every day now & come home smothered with mud & wet through each 
afternoon. This chicken has done enough mining so gets odd jobs with motors, battalion 
post, etc. Please give my love to Lady & Sir Arthur Chapman.

Yr affect. brother

Eve

(There is a gap of some 4 months before the next surviving letter, in which period Eve transfers to the 9th

Royal Warwickshires as a 2nd Lieutenant – effective 25 January 1915.)
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5 March (1915)
9th R. War. R.
Aisne Huts
Blackdown
Farnborough

Thanks very much for yours & Mother’s card. The Campbells have asked me over, but 
live miles from anywhere & its doubtful if I shall ever get over. The other people don’t 
seem very enthusiastic – so I probably shan’t be doing much there either. I have just 
come from a Divisional training touch – we started … & marched all day, … three of our 
guns go … & marched back – such a modern battle – of course we might have had the 
fighting and another Battn the marching – all luck. You are a juggins not to find the 
books – they are in that book shelf in the spare room – or in the old nursery.

The King comes here for 5 days tomorrow & the 9th R. War. R. has been picked out to 
provide the Guard of Honour - & as they have about half a dozen divisions to choose 
from we feel highly honoured. I am writing in the new Officers’ Mess – quite 
comfortable & away down the slopes of the fox hills – really quite nice. Tell Mother not 
to worry about the night operations – we haven’t done any since we have been here – but 
might at any time.

“David sent a post
To the Capt. of his host
If you would be saved
Put Uriah in the middle of the fire
I am yours truly David”

Yes, after you & Bob dirtying my bike the least you can do is to get it cleaned! I hope he 
hasn’t damaged it - & it wasn’t the belt – it was the clutch slipping.

Affect. brother, Eve

(A very mixed letter – still the socialite, but now seemingly with less time to gad about. The “poem” is 
odd and without context. There is nothing to indicate who “Bob” might be – there are none in the 
family.)

Again a long gap until the next surviving letter – which is from Gallipoli
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Monday July 19th 
Same address

Dear Henrietta
I have just got a letter from you written on July 1st, it must have come by a very slow 
boat. I can’t keep days & dates in mind now as we never go to bed officially. I was very 
much surprised to hear that yesterday was Sunday. We were lying by the sea for 2 days 
then went up to then firing line & have had 48 hours there. It’s most awfully hard & 
trying work & the small!! Several times a day I have dug up bodies that have only been 
partially buried, & in my present trench I had to stop digging because of bodies under 
foot that made such a stink it made us all sick. This is worse than France a lot – no water, 
food bad & communication very slow, everything having to be carried 3 or 4 miles by 
hand. In the 48 hrs up in the firing line I slept 2, & was beginning to get a bit peevish in 
consequence. Add to which the fact that our Major & Kingdom have been left in Lemnos 
running a base camp, so I have to do 3 men’s work. This is supposed to be a rest camp 
although the only rest is that we are not in a trench. We do heavy fatigue work here – 
food bad – water worse. I haven’t washed or had my boots off since leaving the Beach – 
but had a shave this morning. It’s intensely hot here & all the fighting is done in shirt 
sleeves – even Generals are in them. Everywhere in the Peninsula is under fire & even 
here shrapnel drops. A piece has just fallen on Coate’s bed next door to me. When I say 
bed, I mean a shallow grave dug in the earth on the slope of a hill, every hole is a small 
trench in itself. We haven’t had any killed yet in D Coy – others have lots. I have a few 
wounded. Shrapnel is awful, one shell buried me under a parapet, but didn’t do any harm 
– shells & rifle fire are passing over all the time, they shell all our beaches & base camps,
stores, etc., systematically every day. We don’t give a d…, getting quite used to it. I had 
quite a good mail today – but haven’t had a letter from Mother since I left Blackdown – I 
can’t think she hasn’t written.  Yr loving Eve. 

(Given this letter is from the “same address” as a previous one, which is lost, one must assume that Eve
sent a letter from the Helles beach area before the 48 hrs in the firing line described. This will have 
been Eve’s first experience of fighting and must have been as big a shock to him as anything could be. 
What Henrietta made of this letter, given her experience of letters from Jack on the Western Front – and
he had died in the March – is hard to fathom; she really did act as a “let-out” to her brothers.)

Sat. Aug 7th  (Lemnos)

Dear Henrietta
Thank you very much for all your letters. I believe I have heard from you every mail that 
has arrived, & very glad I am of them too. War is a depressing business too. Food, water 
& general conditions are so bad I don’t see how they hope to keep us fit enough to fight 
worth a damn. I am still with the 40th F.A. & have just got up (10am) & had a wash, its 

27



not really much good washing for a continual sand storm is sweeping over Mudros & the 
filth is too awful. I am just going to be inoculated against cholera, for if we ever get to 
Constantinople we are dead cert to strike cholera.

Later - had my first dose & feel no ill effects yet & what’s more I have had what my 
medical orderly calls a “formed motion” first for over 10 days so you may be sure I am 
very much bucked with myself. Damn this sand & the flies – between them I am nearly 
off my head. All my Div. moved off the day I came in here & have made a new landing 
somewhere near the Australians I believe - & there are various reports such as they 
landed without any casualties – then again that the 39th Brigade is badly cut up & so on. 
The Mauritania is in port with 6,000 troops on board – she is some transport & no error. I
suppose now I shall be sent up with the draft of reinforcements as soon as I can walk 
without my knees wobbling, like they do now – Damn the flies, they are on my lips, 
eyelids, nose holes, ears & everywhere – I wonder the Egyptians wanted any more 
plagues after the flies. Send me “Ideal” tinned milk & boxes of biscuits – don’t send any 
huge consignments but just a few lbs. at a time – we can’t buy anything here at all. Oh, 
you might send a tin of prunes & figs & sweets occasionally too – Mexican chocolate 
might be all right, but soft chocolates all melt. A tin of ginger heads would be lovely. Bit 
of a hog aren’t I, but honestly I have been living like a hog ever since we landed.

Yr loving         Eve

(According to the Regt’l history, the 9th RWR were withdrawn from Helles on July 29; Eve says that the 
Division went off again on the day he himself went into hospital – the 40th Field Ambulance – and that 
he had not had a “formed motion” for the previous 10 days; the Division returned to Gallipoli – to 
Anzac Cove – on 3 August so Eve must have been unwell for about a week before being treated as an in-
patient. He was right about the Division landing safely and, as he wrote the letter, most were still safe; 
all that was to change the next day. “Ginger heads” may be a colloquial – or even family – name for 
Ginger Nuts; it is not a proprietary)

14/8/15
Somewhere near Anzac

Dear Henrietta

I have just had a batch of letter at last. On Thursday I came back to duty from Lemnos. 
First thing I was told was that I was the only officer left in the Battn. Poor old Neville 
was the last – hit in the neck. The Battn. has 280 left out of 1018. I am at present 
commanding “D” Coy which numbers exactly 38 – out of 220. All the officers killed or 
wounded. The Warwicks kept their tails up & were the last to retire. I am sorry to say it 
wasn’t so with all Regts. I can hardly write there is such a hell of a noise – tank bullets 
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going over & into the parapet all the time & machine guns making a fearful noise. I am 
sitting under the slope of a hill under the slight protection my servant has made for me. I 
was up all night in the trenches, & at 3am was warned to go and get my company out to 
go & reinforce the Connaught Rangers – quite the rottenest crowd in every way I have 
come across yet. We came up a gulley full of dead, both British & Turks, all under heavy 
fire so we can’t bury them – the stink is perfectly awful & we had to double all round 
these bodies, jumping them & dodging snipers.

When I first landed here I had a bath between 2 dead mules & was promptly sniped & 
only just escaped, naked as I was. If you hear anyone saying he is dying to come out – 
tell him not to worry – he will die quick enough out here. I haven’t washed, shaved, 
cleaned my teeth or changed clothing since I have been up here. We work day & night 
and sudden death is always blowing about. Bully beef, biscuits, & milk & sugarless tea or
plain water is our food for every meal. A Major Grover of the S. Lancs. is O.C. Warwicks
at present & 2 Subs just raised from the ranks & 2 Lieuts attached from Buffs & myself 
& Baker, who has just returned from hospital, are the only officers. 

I can see the sea from here & it makes my flesh long for a dip – its most awfully hot & I 
am detached from the Regt & have no one to give me orders or even tell me what we are 
supposed to be doing – its not a very hopeful situation but of course I really have nothing 
to grouse about for I am alive and unwounded while all my pals are dead or wounded. I 
have had no parcels since I left home & apparently no chance of getting any. All water 
has to be fetched under heavy sniping fire & is very scarce & precious & very dirty. We 
are on the ground where all the heavy fighting has been taking place & its perfectly 
appalling to see all the rifles & equipment lying about everywhere which belonged to 
dead men & I am sorry to say to men who stampeded & threw it away. An RAMC man 
told me that at his dressing station alone for hours they had over a thousand wounded 
lying who couldn’t  ….. shelled them and re-wounded heaps of men as they lay on their 
stretchers helpless. In lots of cases one could see a stretcher with a dead man on it & the 
two bearers lying on top of him, killed as they arrived with him. The horrors of war, my 
dear, is not a hackneyed meaningless thing out here – what our men have gone through is 
worse than the retreat from Mons a thousand times.

Lovingly, Eve

PS your air cushion is my constant companion and worth its weight in gold.

(This letter is dated one week after the previous one, so was written on the Sunday, just two days after 
Eve had returned from Lemnos and discovered that he was the only officer left in his Battalion – one is 
somewhat surprised that he had either the time or the inclination for a bath. According to the history, 
Mjr. Grover was from the Cheshires rather than the S. Lancs but one can understand Eve not getting 
this right. Given his experiences in the preceding 48 hrs., this letter is remarkably controlled and calm, 
but the fact that it was written at all probably illustrates the enormous role that letter-writing played in 
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enabling soldiers to “unload” and “de-stress”. What he had against the Connaught Rangers is not 
clear; perhaps he believes that they were one of the Regiments who “stampeded”.)

23/8/15

Dear Henrietta

I am just finishing my supper as the sun goes down behind the hospital ships which I can 
just see between us & Imbros. My servant makes me rissoles of bully beef, onions & 
flour – fried in bacon fat. Very good they were – stewed rice & raisins for sweets & now 
I am filling up with a pint of cocoa & petit buerre biscuits – what do you think of that for 
active service. My servant has been a valet to all sorts of Lords & noblemen & is quite 
invaluable to me. I am sorry top say I have to take my company out road making tonight 
from 11 – 2.30 – we always go fully armed & have to do these things at night for we get 
fired on as soon as day light doth appear.

This sketch represents a gully I had to take my men up and down for days – it was under 
machine gun fire from hills all round. The walls are piles of sand bags & we had to go in 
parties of 5 & run like hell from barricade to barricade – the floor was all full of putrid 
mules, Indians, British - & the stink perfectly awful. If anyone trod on a body the Lord 
help him – we would all have got gassed – I am glad to say they have made the 
Connaught Rangers go & clear up the place & bury the dead & I believe its now fairly 
clean. One is safe round the corner, hence Salvation Gully – Amen Corner has been the 
finish of hundreds of poor chaps. Its like playing Ludo going up that gully – each 
barricade is a home – then you have to move on & risk getting caught & sent back! I have
just got a letter from Hal – his letters are the only ones I get & his has taken 10 days – so 
that isn’t very rapid. The weather is showing signs of breaking - & goodness only knows 
what will happen then – cholera for sure – for all the faeces of a large army will be 
washed off the hills & fill all our few holes in the gullies & all our trenches on the sides 
of the hills will be washed away & there is no shelter anywhere. A dug out here merely 
means a little horizontal platform with a bush on the side of a hill & is merely for hiding 
in – its not really any real cover either from the enemy or rain. How kind of Manders to 
have written.

Yr loving Eve.

(Hal, or Henry, was in Egypt at this time, at Ismaelia; although some of his unit of the HAC had been 
“de-horsed” and sent to Gallipoli, Henry himself was garrisoning the Suez Canal. “Manders” is John 
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Manders, Chief Constable of the Isle of Ely; his daughter, Cicely, was a friend of Henrietta’s and also 
wrote to the Marshall boys, particularly to Jack.)

25/8/15

Dear Henrietta

I have just got 2 from you dated July 29th & Aug 3rd. You say a group (photograph?) of 
the Regt has come – only the officers I suppose – so write to the photographer & ask for 
the group of 13 Platoon with Lt Marshall in command – I ordered & paid for it – anyhow 
if necessary pay again – I want it badly for only 20 of the 50 are left & none of the Senior
NCOs & if ever I get through this I shall value it very much. Poor Major Sharp & 
Shuttleworth are both dead & missing – never recovered – they are lying up in the hills in
front of us & we can’t recover the bodies. Lts Reid & Bertham & Capts Agar & Wood 
are doing well on hospital ships & perhaps some day will rejoin us.

Hurray, here comes the water party so I can have a wash & a shave. I have had 9 letters 
this morning & some papers – 2 from you, 2 from Father, 1 from Frances, 2 from Mother,
1 Miss Maud & 1 Mrs Turner – I almost felt as if I was at home again till a poisonous 
mountain gun barks on a hill just behind our lines & sends a whistling shell up to the 
Turks for their inspection. I carry about a rifle & bayonet, revolver, & glasses, 2 …. field 
dressings so you can see I am ready for anything. 

Yesterday I got some tins of cocoa – I should awfully like a box of Mexican chocolate, I 
should think you would get it in boxes, packed in paper it is useless. You talk of cutting 
ham sandwiches – by Jove I would give 1/- each for them. I have carried about £5 with 
me all the time & never have a chance of spending it – except those 3 tins of cocoa I 
bought the other day.

Well old dear, I am glad you are all keeping your ends up – I don’t think we are very 
likely to strike another snag as bad as when we lost two thirds of our Divn, while I was in
hospital. That is the exception & not the rule & I believe all our forces on our left are 
doing pretty well.

Yr loving Eve

I am up that gully again that I made a sketch of in my last – playing Ludo with the 
Turkish snipers & machine guns.  

(Flavoured with cinnamon, almonds and vanilla, Mexican chocolate has a much 
grainier texture than other chocolates.)
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3 Sept. 1915
Lala Baba
Gallipoli

Dear Henrietta

This is really in continuation of Mother’s which will arrive by the same post for 
I couldn’t get any mails away owing to our Head Qtrs being moved. We left the 
gully in which we spend the night after dark as I expected. While there I had 
two bathes under snipers fire both times – but it was very long range & I felt 
pretty safe & it was well worth it. We collected our packs, blankets & other 
impedimenta & had to carry the things all this way. Here we live in trenches 
entirely, there being no gullies or trees to hide amongst & we are close to the 
shore. We get no rifle fire here, but a lot of shrapnel & high explosive, though 
so far they haven’t bothered me personally.

I am living with my 2nd in command in a square hole cut into the side of the 
trench & covered with two blankets & we are very snug & comfortable. We are 
a Divn. In Army Corps reserve - & long may it last, for we are well out of the 
firing line & close to the sea & my Coy gets a bathe every day – going down in 
small numbers so as not to attract shell fire – I go down at 6.30, mid-day & 
again in the evening. Great treat yesterday, we got a little bit of fresh meat & 
vegetables – real live ones, not preserved – we did enjoy it & my servant 
mashed the potatoes quite excellently & fried some bits of beef. We walk over 
the sand dunes down to the sea & there are some really lovely white lilies 
growing there – four heads on a stalk – white & long with a scent like a Tuber 
rose. We picked a large bunch this morning & have them in an old jam tin 
balanced on a couple of pegs hammered into the wall of our home with a 
Turkish shell case.

There are a whole crowd of East Anglians on here & we relieved a Norfolk 
Regt & I believe some Suffolks are blowing about somewhere handy. My QM 
has gone over to Lemnos to try & collect our belongings from Mudros – but I 
am afraid there won’t be much of the officers messes boxes left – they have a 
way of vanishing & I am so tired of bully beef stew & rice. The bathing is as 
good as any I have struck anywhere – water perfectly clear & cool & not too 
many dead mules floating about in it & we are free from rifle fire too which is 
really a great relief. 

I am still looking forward to tins of grub from home, but nothing has turned up 
yet. I had to look after 60 of my Coy last night 1.30 – 4.00 am digging trenches 
for the Worcesters who are coming in & will also have to live in trenches. The 
chief disadvantage of life in a trench is that ones food is always full of sand & 
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this always leads to diarrhoea & intestinal troubles. I suppose you simply can’t 
get away from it & there have been pretty stiff breezes blowing lately. 

By looking at a map you can see our position exactly – just south of the Salt 
Lake – which is now dry, but in a week or two the rains will be on us & if still 
in this valley then we shall undoubtedly be washed into the sea. Anyhow we 
shall be starved for the seas are so high here in the wet weather that no boat 
could land any grub or munitions. So we are up the spout anyway as far as I can
see.

Cicely Mander sent me some quite good snaps of you girls bathing at old 
Hunstanton. We have just heard that Bulgaria has joined Turkey & has declared 
against the Allies – so that means an unlimited supply of food & munitions for 
our friends in the trenches opposite - & a very hot outlook for us – with plenty 
of ammunition & guns he could keep us out for ever & probably finally push us 
back into the sea – which he is always talking about. I have mounted a telescope
just by my hole - & its really quite pathetic to sweep the country round & see 
what a very small bit of land we really occupy – only a strip along the seashore 
– while their batteries are up in the hills all round us & we can’t see them & 
they just shell us all ends up. I am feeling very fit & this bathing makes me like 
a new man. Post just going – please thank Cicely very much & say I will write 
as soon as possible.

Yr affect brother      Eve

(Lala Baba is a hill 160 feet high, between the southern side of Suvla Bay and the Salt Lake –
see App. 1 above. Cicely Mander is referred to above – l.d. 23 August. The Bulgarian 
involvement in the war gives background to the fact that Eve’s brother Russell found himself 
facing the Bulgarians in Northern Greece the following year.)

Sept. 14th 1915

Dear Henrietta

Thank you so much for your last two letters & also for your share in the fruit which 
fetched up all right last Saturday afternoon – whilst I was sitting disconsolate waiting for 
my lunch of bully & biscuits – I got right to work on the small tin of peaches they were 
ripping - & that reminds me, try always to get small tins like that – its ever so much better
for if I open a large tin it has all to be eaten right away & so most of it goes to my servant
& his pals – while the small tins are quite large enough & much more portable - & tell all 
concerned to send everything in small parcels & packets. Its most annoying to have a tin 
as big as a bucket & to know that it all goes as soon as it is opened – although you can’t 
eat it yourself – sardine, potted meats etc would be most acceptable. 
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We are again reduced to one officer per coy; all the rest in Hospital with Dysentery & 
Gallipoli sores gone septic – mine has healed at last – chiefly owing to better food & the 
sea bathing - & a few clean clothes. Lomax & I are just going to bathe so I shall finish 
this later.

By Jove – I wish I had been in the Harvest fields with you girls. John Chapman certainly 
gave me the Hump at 6 Hilltop Rd. – an awful lump of a chap. So you have seen Jack 
Maynard at last – what do you think of him? She is the oddest little woman – loves her 
friends & hates those whom she thinks are her enemies – although they may all be 
unconscious of having annoyed her – at present I don’t think she altogether likes me! Try 
and get Mother to go to Bristol – it would do her good & they would be so kind to her.

Yr loving   Eve

(According to his father’s diaries, Eve had been promoted to Captain on September 7th. Of course he 
would not have known, but his mother was not to go to Bristol at this time – she had her appendix 
removed on 13 September!))

21 September 1915

Dear Henrietta

We are back in the firing line and not too comfortable and I can’t say how pleased I was 
with your parcel of fruit cake etc. – the cake is splendid – just beginning to go mouldy 
but that doesn’t worry, no – not likely. It is one of the best parcels I had yet – the paper 
wasn’t even torn anywhere. Its very awkward for we have to live right in the firing line 
and get very little sleep. One and a half hours I have had over the lat 24 & same yesterday
and as far as I can see it will be the same until further notice, when I shall probably go off
my rocker. I am so busy with the new draft and a lot of digging work, new trenches, night
patrols, etc. that I am afraid I shall not be able to write much. My own listening post 
nearly blotted me out last night. We (they?) were outside our own barbed wire where I 
had put tem, and I had gone back & on visiting them at 1am I found them all suffering 
from cold feet and one made a rush at me with his fixed bayonet. I didn’t half talk to him 
when I had quietened him a bit.  Then I crawled on towards the Turks and searched a 
corpse in no man’s land. He stank so I gave up in disgust. No one fired at me and I didn’t 
gain any valuable information.

Good girl – I have just run out of bumf and its no obtainable here and as I spend most of 
my waking hours in the rears – good bumf is invaluable. God bye old girl – I must try and
get forty winks this afternoon, as I shall only get an hour or two tonight. Pelton, late Pte. 
in HAC infantry and friend of mine from Blackdown has just arrived with the last draft 
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and is here with me in D Coy. It is a pleasure to have another gentleman to speak to 
sometimes, one gets tired of very young and inefficient N.C.O.s.

Your grateful and loving  Eve

24 September 1915

Dear Henrietta

Will you send me my fur cuirass & a thick woolly sweater, nice & large, in a dark brown 
or khaki – not white – a balaclava helmet – the one Frances gave me – that can be worn 
as a cap as well – also that muffler about a mile long a half mile wide – its as cold as ‘ell 
at night, & going to be worse & we shall have to perch here all the winter – strafe this 
ruddy war. Send some more cake – an Xmas pudding for Xmas Day. I am sure it will 
travel all right – tins of biscuits & put a note in it to say that the O.C. D Coy is to have the
parcel if I am not here – for there is a ridiculous order out that no one may open parcels 
of men not present, but they must be returned. Absolute rot - who wants their things sent 
back. I suppose you are now just about to have tea on the lawn – while I am too I am just 
going to have it in my dug-out – raspberry jam & real bread too! But I would rather be on
the lawn, old girl. Never mind I shall come back some day & am very fit & getting fat in 
the trenches. But I hate doing a watch most of the night & having to “stand to arms” at 
4am every morning – it makes one rather peevish & I only make wind instead of doing 
myself a bit of good when on my little stool in a little dug out made for a purpose. The 
memory of your cake is with me still – oh send a pr of good gloves too – I was almost 
forgetting them. Tell Charlie as soon as I get a moment to spare I shall write to him. He 
can send same more Navy Cut too if it gives him pleasure to do so. Kit sent me smelling 
salts last mail & I don’t know what to do with them – I can’t eat them. Just finished my 
tea & have half an hour before anything else serious takes place so shall play Relton 
piquet. I haven’t had a game for years. Relton joined just before we left home & was left 
behind & brought out a draft the other day & is in my Coy – it’s such a relief to have 
another man & gentleman at that to live with I think we shall get on together. Tonight I 
am having curried beef & rice & macaroni & prunes for supper – what price for active 
service & within rifle shot of the Turks – not too dingy, what?!

The flies are awful – up ones nose – in ones ears & mouth & all getting sleepy with the 
cold – strafe the flies – they are more trouble than the Turks at present – one or two more 
cold nights ought to kill them with any luck.

Good bye old girl

Lovingly     Eve 
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(Interesting that Eve is having to ask for all the essential cold weather gear and seems to believe that it 
will get to him quite quickly – whereas he also orders a Christmas pudding three months ahead. A 
cuirass is, strictly, a piece of armour; what he means is probably what we would call a “body warmer” 
or jerkin. “Charlie” is presumably Eve’s eldest brother, who the records indicate was in the Malay 
States throughout the war, so perhaps Henrietta was passing on a message. I don’t know who Kit would
be.)

Oct. 6th 1915
Trenches

Dear Henrietta
I have just got yours of Sept. 13th so its taken nearly a month to get here, a bit thick that – 
and what’s worse, there is no letter from Mother & I haven’t heard from her for 2 weeks 
now – & I am quite certain she always writes. We are still in the firing line & it looks as 
we are going to stop here for the rest of the ruddy war. Splendid telegram from France 
today – 3,000 prisoners & 25 guns & their last line of trenches threatened & every 
confidence in our final victory – bucks us up no end that sort of thing. We got another 
Celebration in a dug out last Sunday again – I hope we shall get them fairly regularly as 
Young is attached to our brigade & seems keen & fit – all the other padres were always 
sick. Hordern (my friend Miss Slater’s brother in law) is round here somewhere & I hope 
to run across him soon. Why have you suddenly taken to addressing me as Lieut.; if you 
want to put any rank at all put Captain for I got promotion on Oct 1st – antedated to Sept. 
7th only an acting rank while in command of my Coy – but quite genuine while it lasts & 
if only I can freeze on to it till Nov. 7th (i.e. 2 months) they have to endorse it & make it 
permanent - & the C.O. has promised to do his best not to let me be superseded by any 
old dug out who may blow over here from home.

I think l I told you I got your biscuits & chocolate, most excellent – petit buerre next 
tome please & a little potted meat & sardines to replace this everlasting & poisonous salt 
bacon for breakfast. Our new Dr. is a good chap & I touched him for a tin of Oatmeal 
from his “medical comforts” as all this salt meat is giving me diarrhoea again, & with 
oatmeal porridge I can do without meat at all. So you have had a Zep over – how very 
exciting, and fancy fugging in the Drawing Room instead of going out to see the fun. The
Engineers out here are the limit & do little work & suffer so much from cold feet that we 
now just put out our own wire entanglements – it is a ticklish job certainly, but nothing to
write home about. We have been pretty well shelled the last few days & they dropped 
four High Explosives into A Coy’s lines this morning – net result one man had his hand 
blown off, so they can’t crow over their performance. To tell you the truth I would rather 
stalk the worm’s rabbits than Turks, we are all getting rather bored with this war, and we 
are now on the defensive pure & simple and shall probably mark time here till next 
Spring, if then Turks are kind enough to let us do so; and they will be prize asses if they 
do. The I.M.M circular sent on was to ask me if I would transfer to the R.E.s –m I 
shouldn’t dream of it – they have a poor name out here. Lady Ian Hamilton has sent 
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boxes of pickles to troops – dear old girl – if she had sent us something to eat with them it
would be more use. I had some “fresh” beef yesterday which was so tough I had to scrap 
it after two cookings & couldn’t either bite or cut it. Here is my lunch just come in & it 
looks just the same too – I hope it isn’t as tough as it looks.

8.30 pm – it wasn’t it was jolly good & I have not had a moment to go on with this till 
now. Two subalterns have turned up for my Coy & I have had to wet nurse them ever 
since & have just packed them off to their hole till its time for them to go on watch – their
names are Bloomer & Rogers – B. comes from Stratford & knows the Sykes well. Eight 
officers altogether turned up – 2 to each Coy – it will be a great help to us, if only they 
were any use at all – my two men duck like anything at the shells & bullets but not more 
than I did when I was first under fire I suppose. Well goodnight old girl – I must turn in 
for an hour before my watch.

Yr loving brother   Eve

(Eve’s mother had had her appendix removed on 13 September so had a good reason for not having 
written recently. The delight at good news from France was somewhat misplaced – perhaps the desire 
for good news outweighed any cynicism. (His father’s diary records “great British & French success: 
Germans driven back on 2nd line” for 25 – 27 September, so the misplaced delight was general.) Eve 
obviously got comfort from Holy Communion – not only was he pleased now, but had also actively 
sought services when in training. The IMM will be the Institute of Mining & Metallurgy – now the 
Institute of Materials, Minerals & Mining – which was probably being used by the Government to 
contact members to try to boost the numbers of miners in the RE.)   

11 October 1915

Dear Henrietta

Will you send a photo of J E Marshall (should this be Capt E Marshall?) in his ruddy 
uniform to Mrs W H Smith, The Laurels, Stoke Abbot, Beaminster, Dorset & write her a 
nice little letter for she was one of my best friends in Germiston in the old day. I got 
washed out last night & my bed & belongings are all covered with over ripe olives this 
morning & I have a touch of rheumatism in the shoulders from sleeping in wet things - & 
incidentally fell ass over tip into two trenches in the dark much to my annoyance. I have 
got all your very welcome parcels – slack not your hand from the good work – everything
arrives in time – how about a tin of roast fowl & a few sardine & tinned sausages – they 
are all excellent & say a tin of cocoa now & again. My insurance will be due next month 
– strafe it - & I can’t remember the amount & they are some (?) to send to S A with the 
bill - £17-11-10 I believe. Look in my dispatch box for an old receipt, will you, & let me 

37



know. These ruddy Turks have just started using poison gas & pouched some of our men 
yesterday.

Later – 8.15 pm.  During the break I had to entertain 5 brother officers to tea on your 
biscuits & gingerbreads. One came about a mile under shell & sniper fire on purpose – 
then I had to arrange about tonight’s digging & show the Col. around. Now I am reclining
on my valise & stretcher (which I am glad to say hasn’t been wanted for its legitimate use
today) & by the light of my folding candle lamp – which I find quite invaluable – I take 
up my pen again – having carefully blocked up every hole so that the Turks shan’t see my
light on a tree trunk & so have a mark to shoot at. It’s as dark as Egypt’s night & rather 
chilly. I only hope the rain will keep off – I go on duty from 9-10. I have let my Coy 
down light tonight – only 4 hrs work 1 platoon at a time – but they’ll have to work hard 
while they are at it or else I shall strafe them. I am glad to say there is another Celebration
at 10.00 am again tomorrow in our old lines, so I hope to get back for that. Also I believe 
there is a rumour of another mail having arrived – Hurrah.

Yr loving brother, Eve

(It is hard to believe that Mrs Smith wanted a photo of Eve’s brother Jack – whose initials were J E – 
some six months after he had been killed and with no reason to believe that the two had ever met so I am
assuming that there is a transcription error, but perhaps not. I wonder when “ass over tip” was first 
used? It has survived as a turn of phrase (and was euphemised into ass over teakettle in WW2!) but 
“strafe” has certainly passed out of common usage as a word of condemnation or for telling-off  – 
according to Wikipedia the word comes from the German for “punish” in the WW1 phrase “Gott strafe 
England” and began in wider usage in WW1 as the word for aerial attacks,  but Eve’s letters suggest 
earlier use by non-Germans. Tinned roast fowl? Crikey.)  

16 – 10- 15

Dear Henrietta

Very sensible of you to leave some clean paper in your letter – I am getting jolly hard up 
for paper & have to use anything – I expect I shall soon be reduced to telephone forms 
again. Which reminds me you might send me out another red sausage of ink for my pen –
it’s a great comfort to have a pen but I have nearly used up all of my ink. I am sorry to 
say we go back to the firing line tomorrow night & that always means several days of 
discomfort whale we get settled down in a new place. We shall be pretty close to the 
ruddy Turks too & shall have to swap bombs with them. Don’t worry about soda bicarb –
for I have been living on that & Bismuth, opium & lead for some time, we haven’t had a 
fresh vegetable since we have been out here, so you can’t wonder at our indigestion & 
acidity of the stomach etc. but really I am very fit – with diarrhoea about once a week for 
a few days at a time. I am just going to have some beef tea, porridge for breakfast & 
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arrowroot for supper – all from the Dr’s “medical comforts” supplied I believe by the 
Red X Society at home & a most useful bit of work too – without them we couldn’t 
possibly be dieted & should all do down with Dysentery. Poor Dr Ellison has gone home 
with typhoid fever – so he is well out of it all. Goodness only knows what is going to 
happen now that Bulgaria is strafing Serbia – we are only marking time & not making 
any effort to attack at all – I suppose someone knows what he is playing at – but I doubt 
it. Mother says my present G.O.C. Maud was Jack’s Brigadier. Later - only the Brigadier 
came so I got no news of Jack. I am feeling much fitter tonight owing to my slops & pills 
& have got rid of the wind which was almost stifling me. Your sardines will be lovely 
tomorrow when I am allowed to eat again & I am much looking forward to them – stuff 
by letter post gets here much quicker than by parcel post – naturally, I suppose. 

I was gazetted Act. Captain from Sept. 7th after having a Coy for a month before that. 
Don’t forget my thick clothing. Shell & snipers are pretty busy round here this afternoon, 
but thank God, so far they are at a safe distance from my Coy. The Battn is spread out all 
over the place & the Coys are all quite separate, so its quite easy for one Coy to be strafed
while the other 3 are quite safe.

How I do long to be home – the panoply & pomp & circumstance lose something of their 
power out here – it all seems so futile & wasteful – but I suppose it has to be.

Ever yr very loving Eve.

(This letter is a little more confused than some – Eve is obviously not really well and somewhat 
downhearted. It seems to have been written in two or even three goes – it starts apparently in the 
morning, later says he is feeling fitter “tonight” and that it is busy “this afternoon”.  He talks of getting 
“no news of Jack” as Maud(e) did not visit – he must have known that Jack had died as he did not leave
England until two months after that event, so presumably means he had no chance to talk about Jack. 
Eve’s digestion is obviously is chaos – and surely talking of having diarrhoea only once a week, but for 
a few days at a time, is rather underplaying the discomfort?)

11/11/15

Dear Old Girl

Your apples & parcel of winter clothing arrived this morning, so they have only just 
taken over a month, & the apples are really excellent – only one or two absolutely so 
naughty that they could not be eaten. I have been simply hogging them with my subs to 
help. Send more by all means only I should pack in a wooden box & wrap them up more 
thickly – they are all bruised where they touch each other & a wooden box wouldn’t give 
like the sides of a biscuit box. Your letter dated Oct 12th arrived with the parcel of 
clothing- I wonder if you had sent them off on your own  - or if you had had my letter 
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asking for them – in any case they are quite what I wanted – it isn’t actually cold enough 
for them yet, but may be any day now.

Awful nuisance to keep digging new lines – right up against the Turk’s wire - & they 
poop off all night & we have to run about on top cursing the men – some of the new draft
lie down every time they hear a shot pass near them – they are enough to break ones 
heart, the gutter lice. I have to take my Coy digging again tonight – 100 of them in 
trenches about a foot deep. I didn’t knock off until 1 am this morning – this is what they 
call a rest for we are in Bttn Reserve. Of course there isn’t any such thing as rest really 
for an army in the field – there is always something that wants doing. I have just had my 
2nd dose of cholera inoculation – an absolute farce, it doesn’t even make ones arm swell.

So you are going to dress wounded soldiers – well don’t be rude, for some day you may 
have to dress me, who knows. By Jove I do envy Lionel – just fancy I have been in the 
field four months this week. I believe I am entitled to some leave after that but shan’t 
apply until I am really ill or wounded. At present I have never felt fitter in my life & have
lost all my dysentery and indigestion & eat like a horse – vast quantities of anything at 
any hour of the day or night. Porridge & biscuits are the main thing I want - & a packet of
baking powder for we often get flour but nothing to raise it with. I have a good Coy mess 
cook now in an old sea cook & he makes leather equipment into beef olives & very good 
they are too. I get a bath now every day which in reserve is a big canvas trough put up for
the men, & after 2 efforts really getting quite clean. Father’s steel belly warmer arrived 
this morning. I shall wear it in my first bayonet charge – whenever we next attack.

I must get an hour’s sleep now old girl.

Yrs lovingly    Eve

(Sending apples from Cambridgeshire to Gallipoli seems extraordinary – and expecting Henrietta to 
find a wooden box for the next load, and for the army to deliver it, also seems optimistic. I have no 
knowledge on who Lionel might have been. It seems odd to want baking powder – flat breads are 
perfectly good and do not need an oven to cook, but no doubt middle class British officers expected 
better.)

(The next letter is undated but must have been sent around the end of November 1915 – it is at least 12 
days after the previous one but well ahead of Christmas and of the evacuation of the peninsula on 18/19
December. It is Eve’s last letter from Gallipoli.) 

Dear Henrietta

Why didn’t I get letters from either you or Mother last mail, I got a tin of fruit from 
Mother & of acid drops from Father – but not a word from any of you – damn it all, you 
must pull yourselves together – this practice of silence with gifts must now cease – no 
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amount of tinned fruit makes up for a letter – which reminds me, don’t send too much 
apricot – peaches or grapes or fruit salad are much nicer.

I am enclosing a cheque – not for any of these poisonous funds – don’t go & snaffle it for
sand bags or any rot of that sort – it’s to get Mother a nice new warm dress for the winter 
– must be nice & firm & if possible I should like to think of her wearing it on Christmas 
Day what! Is it possible to do it for a fiver? If not say so & I shall send 2 or 3 more – all 
this talk of funds & economy & income tax etc. I know will mean that she won’t clothe 
herself decently. I want it to be an every day dress – not one to be only worn once a 
month. I leave it all to you, only let me know how much more you want – I must have 
bags of money at Cox’s now – I left £80 there & haven’t drawn a penny out since & all 
the pay has gone in for the last 2 months. My pay is nearly doubled. We are being 
relieved tomorrow night, thank goodness – I am getting all cramped up & stink & am 
lousy from 12 days in these smelly trenches.

I hope I shall go back somewhere near the sea & get some bathing again. By Jove – we 
all need it. Baker has jaundice & they have touched Relton for Adjt, so I am alone again 
& the only Warwicks officer left – rather pathetic, especially as the men they are sending 
out are mostly B.F.s of the first water & several of them nervy & frozen-footed. The 
drafts themselves are the absolute limit – one got 5 years penal servitude for sleeping at 
his post – within 200 yards of the enemy mind you & he only has to watch for an hour! 
We are at a standstill here – goodness only knows what we are going to do – the rains are 
on us next month, which leaves about a fortnight to get on to the highlands for the winter 
& I don’t see how we can do it.

Broke off here to have afternoon tea & the Adjt. young Relton came in – he has gone 
away now – tea & condensed milk – jam & bread – not too dingy what?

Well see what you can do to hide the dear old lady’s nakedness.

Yrs lovingly    Eve  

(One hopes that in a letter to his Mother he had send money for a present to Henrietta! It seems that 
members of the family were sending parcels independently of one another; a little surprising – separate 
letters yes, but surely not parcels. The “poisonous funds” are presumably savings arrangements, like 
War Bonds. Relton is referred to in the earlier letter of 24 September; Baker is probably the same man 
as the Captain Baker who died on 4 April 1916, in the same attack as Eve himself was mortally 
wounded.)
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P & O S. N. Co.
SS Simla
20/1/16

Dear Old Girl,

I know I haven’t written for the ‘ell of a time – they wouldn’t let me in case any
of the details of the Suvla evacuation should reach the enemy. We did it all right
& I had the honour & glory of commanding the last party of 50 men who held 
the line for a day & a half after the main body had gone & finally last night held
it with 25 men after the rear party had gone – I own I was in the devil of a funk, 
I hadn’t even enough men to put one in each traverse & no mach. guns & no 
artillery behind me to depend on. We kept walking up and down firing at the 
Turks who must have got hold of the wrong end of the stick altogether & 
thought all the transports meant an attack, anyhow they were putting up more 
wire hard & I discouraged them to the best of my ability with 25 rifles. Then we
quit at 1.30 am & found the REs anxiously waiting for us to close the wire 
entanglements across the road to the beach & put the mines into action. Well – 
we got away without a shot being fired at us, but there were submarines out & 
we found ourselves dumped next morning at Imbros – no tents, no nothing - & 
it rained like the devil. Finally we rejoined the Regt. On Xmas Eve at Mudros &
on Xmas Night had a Regt. Dinner which was quite a success – we all 
contributed grub towards it.

Then we were carted off back to Helles instead of for a rest in Alex & had to 
relieve some Yeo. Boys & then evacuate that. But you can’t catch the same 
monkey twice with chaff, & the ruddy old Turk got up batteries of 8” guns & 
knocked hell out of us with HE – however we got away somehow & jolly nearly
left the Divn. Gen. behind – the wind blew Maud’s lighter ashore & he had to 
walk 2 miles to another part after all the roads had been blocked with wire & 
mines laid and the dumps of stuff fired. The Turks were on the beach a couple 
of hours after he left. As I had had the place of honour at Suvla, they chased me 
out at Helles the night before the evacuation with some Bde HQ Details & some
of our own men. During the afternoon the Turks attacked twice & got simply 
mown down by rifle fire and machine guns – practically all our big guns had 
been embarked, so couldn’t reply to the hail of shells – the trenches were blown 
to pieces in many places & mach. guns & teams completely destroyed. Alls well
that ends well – we are now on the Simla in harbour at Mudros waiting to go to 
Egypt – whether for a rest or more endless fighting we don’t know – we are all 
tired and don’t care what happens. We live in the present which means absolute 
comfort & peace for a few days at least. After six months of pigging it in 
dugouts you can imagine what we think of life on a P&O. I sit with the Adjt., 
Col., commander of the boat, & a stray Bde Major - & am actually clean again. 
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I got your parcel last night just as I was packing to come on board - & the 
contents will be most useful when we get into the Sahara or some other 
poisonous place & live on bully beef again.

The tooth stuff most acceptable – my teeth after six months of rough feeding are in a very
bad state. The biscuits and want of green food have spoilt them & all my stoppings have 
long ago come out, I only hope we have long enough at Alex if we go there to get ‘em 
fixed again.

Yrs lovingly    Eve

(The SS Simla was built in 1894 as a passenger/cargo ship but was converted by P&O to accommodate 
troops going to India. She served in the Boer War. On 2 April 1916 she was torpedoed and sunk by the 
German submarine U39, 45 miles NWxW of Gozo, Malta, with the loss of 10 crew.)

P&O S N Co
SS Simla
22/1/16

Dear Old Girl
Yours of Xmas Day to hand. I am so glad you all comforted yourselves with the thought 
that I was getting drunk with Henry in Cairo. As a mater of fact I only got to Mudros on 
Xmas Eve, for I was left in charge of the Rear Party & we left Suvla last, & when we did 
finally get aboard we were dumped at Imbros (torps. Terrified us) then 2 days after Xmas
we were hustled off to Helles. I am looking forward to your Onoto – it hasn’t turned up 
yet though, & my pen has about gone in. I am glad you sent Mrs Smiff (sic) my photo, 
she was charmed with it. She is having the hell of a time – Billy Smith is slowly dying & 
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is very trying & difficult to manage. She writes in rather a heartbroken way – don’t you 
worry, there are many things worse for all concerned than a clean death in action.

I don’t wonder you fell in the Liddintons’ drain you were never much of a jumper – that I
can remember. I had always to strafe you at water jumps – legs too fat I think. I have 
written 10 ruddy letters this morning so I think I have about earned my lunch & a pint of 
beer. By Jove this boat is a bit of all right after the trenches. We shall be in Alex 
tomorrow or else at the bottom of the Aegean Sea – the former I hope for I have just 
bought a new tunic. Then the very irritating camp life will start again & upon my soul I 
would rather life in a dug out than in a tent – absolute fact.

Eve

(It seems that Henrietta did as she was asked in the letter of 11 October and forwarded a photo to Mrs 
W H Smith. Whilst as yet unable to trace Mrs Smith, William Henry Smith of Stoke Abbot, Beaminster, 
Dorset, farmer, was born there in 1878 and died there in October 1916, aged 38; he was buried on 14 
October.)

Port Said
Feb. 7th 1916

Dear Henrietta

I got your parcels today, tunic, shirts, socks, etc. – thank you very much for them & your 
letter. Will you try & get me a camp stool – sketching pattern – you know the sort of 
thing – with a leather seat if possible. Our horses have arrived at last but we haven’t got 
them yet. The Worcesters tried theirs today with only one dislocated shoulder to show for
it – they are all wild Australian brutes. We are off to the desert very shortly & are warned
for Mesopotamia, but all that may be just for the benefit of the German spies, I think it 
much more likely that we shall be sent to German E. Africa. I was Field Officer the other 
day & managed to get a horse to go my rounds on – 2 hours it took me even on a horse &
I have been stiff ever since. I shall quite likely send all my thick winter stuff home soon 
as it’s no use to me here – but please tell Mother to keep sending out socks – say a pr. 
every fortnight. The brooch was my present to you, but Gething (one of my Subs.) is in 
that trade in private life in Brum – so he got it sent from his works & asked permission to 
write – he talks strong Brummagem dialect, but isn’t a bad chap, at the present moment 
he down the Canal off loading water pipes with 80 of my men – for supplying water to 
the troops in the trenches east of Suez. I got a set of straps for my Thermos in town today 
– please tell Father. It will be for keeping things cold now – instead of hot. I sent Mum a 
black sepulchral looking affair today – she will be able to wear it at funerals and 
thoroughly enjoy herself. Please send parcels again now, but remember I am going to a 
country that only has a half inch plank between it & ….. Biscuits are always safe. Meats I
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shan’t want. I took my Coy for a bathe on Sunday & another today – sea is dirty & still 
pretty cold. I am having khaki drill made again, all mine was washed away. Who strafed 
a badge off my tunic – I can’t replace it out here, so I shall have to do without any again –
very distressing – some romantic female I suppose. Gething drops his H’s when he 
forgets or gets excited. I need hardly say how sick I am about losing my leave – I had set 
my whole heart on it – I can’t write about it.

Good bye old girl                    Eve

Have heard from Pte H.A.M. He’ll have to salute me now.

(I presume that the phrase “wild Australian brutes” refers to the horses, not the Worcesters! It was, of 
course, Lt. Gething who was with Eve to the last in the evacuation of Suvla. A 2nd Lt. P J Gething of the 
Royal Warwicks received the 1914-15 Star and a Philip James Gething is recorded as having been born
on 27 January 1894; he was listed on the 1911 census as a Die Sinker’s Apprentice at a Silversmith’s in
Handsworth, Birmingham so this is probably the same man. He survived the War and died in 1979. It 
seems that Eve uses the word “strafe” for almost anything disadvantageous or annoying, as well as as 
an expletive. It does seem a little odd that Henrietta – or any other “romantic female” - might send out 
a tunic that Eve left at home but remove a badge first. 

HAM is Hannath Arnold (Hans) Marshall, a priest in South Africa (at Germiston, where Eve had been);
according to family records he had joined the forces in S. Africa as a Padre and was serving in German
East Africa - but it does not seem likely that a Padre would be a Private. However, WW1 Pension 
records indicate that H A Marshall joined the Rhodesia Regt .of the S A Infantry, as a Private, on 31 
August 1915, transferring out on 3 June 1916. The Regt. served in British East Africa in 1914-5; 
whether Hans was a Padre in that Regt or not is unclear, but it seems that Eve was right, Hans would 
have to salute him. Hans was to come to the UK again in 1917 and serve on the Western Front, as a 
Padre; where he transferred to in June 1916 is not clear.) 

Suez
17 – 2 – 16

We have just got down here & are at anchor for a few minutes & have a chance of getting
this off by the Pilot – so although there is no news I am writing. Far from being ‘ot as ‘ell
‘ere its quite chilly & I am very glad I had a serge tunic with me to wear. We have 3 
Regts on board & are very much crowded. Capt. Baker, the Doctor & I have to share 
quite a small cabin. There is no beer on board, & a very good chance of running out of 
grub, for the Grampian hasn’t been revictualled for months. No one knows where we are 
going – Mespotamia I expect, although it may be German E. Africa or India for a while. I
met a man last night who was in A Battery H.A.C. & used to share a tent with Henry – he
is now an Officer in the A.S.C.  I am supposed to lecture my Coy on the Coming 
Campaign & as I don’t know what country it will be in – I flatly refuse to deliver myself 
of a “message to the troops” on the subject.  Pilot just off.
Good bye old girl,    Evelyn
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(Capt. Baker was to die in the same action as Eve, less than 2 months later. The ASC is presumably the 
Army Service Corps.)
27 - 2- 16

Dear Henrietta

We land tomorrow, or else we don’t, probably get straight into river boats and go up ten 
Tigris, we are right up the Persian Gulf now anyway. Will you send me various books of 
Kipling in the pocket editions, I think they will be more use to me than grub in the hot 
place we are going to, the cheaper the better. I still use Hans’ pen, you sent me, the nib is 
thin but it’s very useful. We have been just over a fortnight on this old tub & have had a 
most pleasant voyage. I have been amusing myself learning to run a machine gun, it may 
be very useful one of these days. I am quite keen to get ashore again – for my horse will 
be there now. I had 5 days in Cairo, getting back to Port Said, the night before we left. 
Cairo was quite nice & restful, but I never got to bed until the small hours of the morning,
so was rather tired after all. I don’t know what we are in for, but I think we shall have a 
run for our money this trip anyhow. There may be trenches, but sand isn’t very good stuff
to make them of – the sides keep falling in. We have had sports, drill, etc. all the time, so 
have been pretty full up. The boat has been out of beer all the voyage – which thing I am 
sorry for – there will be no beer where we are going. I wonder when we shall get a letter 
from home again, not for a long time I am afraid. We had some practice with our 6” gun 
the other day, they made very good shooting too – but a fearful noise – I had never been 
behind a big gun before – its almost as terrifying as being at then business end, only not 
quite so dangerous.

Yrs lovingly   Eve

(The only “Grampian” I can find records of was a cargo/passenger ship used on the UK-Canada route, 
which was certainly being used to bring Canadian troops to Europe in 1915 and again in 1917, whether
it was the same ship that Eve was on in then Gulf in 1916 I do not know, but it seems likely. It seems 
probable that this letter was sent from Basra.)

Undated – mid-March perhaps

Dear Henrietta

These stamps will probably interest you quite a bit – they are specially surcharged for the 
I.E.F Old Beethon, who is a keen collector, gave them to me at Basra - & I have stuck 
them on the outside so that they may be postmarked. I expect to send them off tomorrow 
from Amara. We are just getting in sight of the Persian Hills away on our right. The 
country is nice & green & pleasant here, but above Amara – where we have to … it’s all 
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desert, not a blade of cover anywhere. The Turks are all heavily entrenched – I hope to 
goodness the Russians will get a move on & harass them in the back. The Onoto pen has 
broken its nib, how I can’t think – anyhow its done it. The river water here is like very 
strong tea & we drink chlorinated sewage – which any Dr. Will tell you is quite healthy if
you eat the sediment – I always leave mine.

Eve

(Who “Old Beethon” is is not clear; no such name appears in military records although there was a 
Private Beeton in the RWR; he survived the war.)

Extract from a letter to his Mother, dated 20 March 1916

We are in for something big, and accidents do happen even in the best regulated battles &
if anything should happen to me – please don’t put on mourning – but rather hold your 
head the higher – for after all there is nothing to grieve over. I shall be quite happy…. We
shall hammer the Turks all right – we are all confident of that & there will be casualties, 
but that doesn’t matter if our side wins.

Evelyn Saffrey Marshall died of wounds on 6 April 1916
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