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INTRODUCTION 

Captain R J Yeatman MC 
Born 15th July 1897 London, died 13th July 1968 London 

 
After my father Julian Yeatman died in 1968 my mother went to live in Puerto de la Cruz, 

Tenerife (North). The lease of our small house in South Kensington had come to an end 

and the landlord offered us the freehold at a discounted price. Consequently, I bought the 

freehold on behalf of my mother. For a quick turnaround, I sold the house for her at a profit. 

The contents of our home were valued and assessed for death duties. Everything was sold 

in auction. The Inland Revenue put forward an estimated capital value of my father's book 

royalties to be taxed for death duties. This estimate was entirely wrong because the 

royalties had been and continued to be very small. The solicitor did nothing and the matter 

dragged on for years. When the partner in question retired; his firm sent me an invoice for 

enormous costs. At which point, I wrote to their senior partner to inform him that I was 

prepared to refer the matter to The Law Society. He apologised and replied in a letter stating 

that the invoice had been cancelled and that the firm would not be making any charges. 

 
During the house clearance I packed into a large suitcase the papers and other personal 

items that I discovered in my father's locked wellington cabinet. As well, I saved assorted 

papers from his desk. I've carted the bag around with me to different countries and I've 

humped it in and out of various home addresses. I still have the huge thing because of the 

memories that it holds. The suitcase has been a helpful source of material for this book. 

 
My father's Times newspaper obituary concluded that he would be remembered as the co- 

author of the classic book 1066 And All That ï a humorous history of Britain. 



My parents 
 
My father Julian Yeatman was an extremely kind-hearted man and a skilled writer. He 

served with distinction in the two World Wars. 

 

My mother Julia Crawley* (1905 - 1983) 
 
Julia was a courageous, resilient woman with a lot of common sense. Early in her career, 

she partnered with her childhood friend Gaby and they performed in shows as a talented 

song-and-dance duo called óGaby & Juliaô. At The Royal Academy of Dramatic Art (RADA) 

in 1933, Julia Crawley was awarded the Special Prize of the Judges - 'The Gold medal' (it's 

actually made of copper). My mother, went on to have a successful career as a leading lady 

in west end theatre productions. During the Second World War, she did her bit as a 'war 

worker'. After the war, she managed to survive two cancers. But she was not fit enough to 

resume her career in the theatre. 

 

The unlucky generation 
 
lf the First World War didn't get you the Spanish flu probably would 

 
Those men and women who were born at the end of the nineteen-century had to face the 

horrors of the First World War of 1914-1918. If that wasn't enough, the 'so called Spanish 

'flu' pandemic followed in 1918-1919.The reason it was named, incorrectly, as 'The Spanish 

'flu' was that the newspapers, in Spain, reported the death from this terrible 'fluô of King 

Alfonso the 13th. Since Spain was neutral there was no censorship. While the fighting 

continued in 1918 the participating nations censored the reporting of the devastating effects 

of this 'fluô, which was killing doctors, nurses and other medical staff, plus wounded soldiers, 

as well as civilians and those at the front. According to a recent BBC documentary, the origin 

of the 'fluô was avian. In about March of 1918, this 'Bird 'flu' crossed over from farm birds, 

such as ducks and geese, to infect men in an America army camp. Some American soldiers 

who were transported to fight in France, early in 1918, brought the influenza with them. 

The soldiers of various nations were fighting in unspeakably bad conditions and with 

inadequate food. The Artillery of both sides aimed to drop shells to blow up latrines in order 

to spread disease amongst the enemy. Nobody seemed to take into account the fact that 

disease travels. A large proportion of soldiers and civilians subsisted on a very poor diet. 

There were food shortages, even famine. Medical assistance was poor. All of this had a 

bad effect on the immune systems of people. It is very hard to imagine what the numbers 

of deaths mean. The death of person is something that the mind can comprehend. It is 

impossible to make sense of the reality of the losses. According to the experts in the BBC 

film "The 'fluô that killed 50 million"; this terrible 'flu resulted in the deaths of an estimated 

50 to 100 million people across the world. Recently, modern medical science has coped 

much better with SARS and, now, Coronavirus (Covid 19). 
 

* My mother had three different official names in her lifetime, but she was best known by her stage name, 

which she took from her maternal grandmother: Julia Crawley. 



 
 
 

 

Ruined by war 
 
The survivors of the First World War had to cope with their wounds and economic deprivation. 

Many were left living in poverty. To put the losses in perspective, it is worth noting that 

national populations were much smaller than they are today. France lost an estimated 1.3 

million killed and over 4 million wounded. 

 
The countries involved in the first war were: Britain/ Empire, Germany/Empire, Austrian 

Empire, Tsarist Russia, Italy, and Portugal. The total number of those killed in World War 

One (The Great War) is estimated at 19 million. Those wounded are estimated at 23 million 

and 'missing and/or unaccounted for' are thought to be about 80,000. 

 
How many of the wounded were crippled for life is not known and the number of combatants 

who died from their wounds sometime later is not known. Many of the survivors of the Great 

War, who were fit enough, volunteered to serve in the Second World War. This terrible 

second war is estimated to have taken 60 million lives! 

 
It all adds up to millions upon millions of human tragedies. 

 

Captain R J Yeatman MC 
 
My father served in both wars. With sheer luck and an extraordinary strength of character, he 

returned twice to resume his life in peacetime. He was a remarkable man. Many courageous 

and exceptional men and women were not fortunate enough to survive. We remember 

them and we must honour their sacrifice. Aware of how lucky he was to have survived the 

barbarity of it all, my father did his utmost to help others. My mother used to say that he 

didn't know the difference between being kind and being soppy. Julian's extreme kindness 

was not a bad fault and his calming influence made him the right man for liaison work. 

 

My mother 
 
My mother experienced a difficult upbringing. She was three years old when my maternal 

grandmother died giving birth to my mother's beloved sister Lillian. Although their father 

was away a lot, the girls grew up surrounded by five brothers. It was a male dominated 

household. My mother's tough-minded character and her upbringing made her much more 

realistic than my father. 



 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Part 1 

 
Early Life 



 



 

 

A óFin de Si¯cleô baby boy 
 

According to his birth certificate, my father, Robert Julian Yeatman, was registered in 

Westminster on the 15th of July 1897. At the time, the family home was at 82 Ashley 

Gardens, London SW1, in Westminster. His father was Harry Oswald Yeatman (port wine 

shipper ï born 19th November 1856, died 13th January 1919) and his mother was Benedicta 

Katherine Yeatman (maiden name Page, born in November 1861 and died 8th September 

1924). Harry and Benedicta were married on the 10th of April 1894. My father told me that, 

in fact, he was born at a maternity clinic in Oakley Street, Chelsea, London SW3. Mother 

and child were taken to the family home and his birth was registered in Westminster. 

 

An Edwardian Family 
 
My grandparents' family were part of that fortunate socio economic group who could afford 

to employ four or five live-in servants. Outside the main house, there was a coachman and 

his wife in a coach house. When my grandfather bought an early Daimler motor car the 

coachman became a chauffeur. It was all very 'upstairs, downstairs' and paternalistic. 

Servants often had employment into old age. Nannies were an especially cherished part 

of the family. The Victorian era was ending. Her Majesty Queen Victoria died on the 22nd 

of January 1901, marking the dawn of the twentieth century. Although my grandfather HO 

Yeatman's business ended up being mainly in London, he started out in the family's port 

wine business in the north of Portugal. He lived in the family mansion, Quita da Boeira, in 

Vila Nova de Gaia (above the town of Oporto). He managed the family firm of Taylor, 

Fladgate & Yeatman, makers of Taylor's Port. Oporto town sits right by the River Douro and 

the air is very humid. 

 

Port wine and the family business 
 
My grandfather, HO Yeatman, went initially to work in Oporto and he ran the Taylor, Fladgate 

& Yeatman (Taylor's Port 1692) business. Oporto itself has an extremely humid climate, 

whereas the family home Quinta da Boeira was far less damp, being higher up, across the 

Eiffel Bridge into Vila Nova de Gaia. In common with so many historic mansions, Quinta da 

Boeira is now open to the public. Grandfather had to work at the family port wine lodge in 

the town and the humidity gave him lung problems. His younger brother, Frank Yeatman, 

did not seem to suffer from the damp air. Great-Uncle Frank took on the business in Oporto 

and my grandfather returned to London to join his firm of importers and distributors, Dent, 

Urwick & Yeatman. Not only did this firm of wine merchants, in Upper Thames Street 

London, EC4, import and market Taylor's Port and other brands of port wine, they also 

shipped and distributed the finest French table wines, champagnes and brandy. Before 

homes had central heating, port wine sold best in countries with a cold climate. Port wine 

is a winter warmer. 



 

Because Russia endures very cold winters, wealthy Russian aristocrats bought, stored and 

consumed the finest port wines. Just as now, a variety of rich Russians came to London and 

some of them maintained homes in the UK. The Russians were very good customers. My 

father mentioned to me that the disturbing events in Russia in 1904 and 1905 (and in the 

later years) worried my grandfather. 

 
Evidently, my grandfather was quite good at music and it must have been a solace to him in 

these difficult times. It was what influenced my father to take up the French horn at Marlborough. 

 

My grandmother and her Page family brothers 
 
My grandmother, born Benedicta Katherine Page (1861-1924), had two brothers: 

Marmaduke Page (1860-1942), who became a distinguished anaesthetist, and Cecil Page 

(1863- 1951), who ran the Page family's business, called Hunt Roope Port Wine Shippers. 

Great-Uncle Marmaduke died in 1942 and I never met him. 

 

A typically Edwardian outlook 
 
Nowadays, there is the opportunity for people to get away with being anonymously nasty 

about each other via their 'devices'. In past ages where communication was not distanced 

by technology on screens, it was customary to be extremely polite. For those who could, 

dressing in a correct, and often formal manner was expected. Being well dressed tended to 

create an atmosphere of courtesy. Ladies and gentlemen of that day had high standards: 

a) Set an example. 

b) Toujours la politesse. Always be polite. 

c) Take responsibility. 

d) Look after others first. 

e) Dress in the correct manner. 

f) Be modest and never brag. 

 

Young Julian's prep school 
 
What sort of a life would young Julian have had during this extraordinary time? The industrial 

revolution and what followed did create significant wealth. As well, it caused great amounts 

of sickening poverty. Julian was fortunate to have been born into a prosperous merchant 

family, living in one of the better districts of central London. Yet, the town itself was extremely 

polluted. The home and commercial coal fires filled the air with thick pea-soup fogs which 

blocked out sunlight. A lack of sunlight combined with a diet low in vitamin D and calcium 

caused Julian to contract rickets. He had a small hump on his back. Being sent to prep 

school, aged 7, to Fonthill in the countryside, might have helped his health. In addition to 

contracting rickets, he suffered from poor eyesight and was obliged to wear glasses from an 

early age. In spite of these disadvantages, Julian succeeded both in sport and in his school 

work. Hate was not an emotion he often expressed, but he did tell me that he felt hate for 



the way he was treated at Fonthill Prep School. Nevertheless, he formed a good friendship 

with the Assistant Master of Classics, (Charles) Gordon Jelf, who was, like Julian's father, 

an Old Marlburian. My father was also due to go to Marlborough. Gordon Jelf, was a British 

subject born in Berlin on the 29th of January 1834. He joined The Times newspaper as an 

assistant correspondent in Berlin from 1911. He left at the outbreak of the war in 1914. Jelf 

served as a second lieutenant in the 6th Battalion of The Buffs (East Kent Regiment) and 

was killed in action at the Battle of Loos on the 13th of October 1915. 

 

International events affected Grandfather's business 
 
The year 1904 saw the start of the Russo-Japanese war, a conflict between Imperial 

Russia and Imperial Japan over territorial expansion into East Asia. This conflict has been 

suggested as an example of the first major war employing the power of new science and 

new manufacturing industry. 

 
These were worrying years for those engaged in overseas trade. Although my father was 

far too young to have been aware of it at the time, when he was older he heard from my 

grandfather about the fears caused by the events in Russia. 

 
In 1905 the Russo-Japanese war came to a head. For strategic reasons Russia had leased 

Port Arthur (Lushun in China) and Imperial Russian forces moved into Manchuria. When 

Russia failed to withdraw from Manchuria, the Japanese feet attacked the Russian ships 

in Port Arthur and the Japanese put siege to the Port. In January of 1905 twenty thousand 

Russian troops surrendered to the Japanese forces. Things got worse for Imperial Russia in 

March of 1905 when the Russian army of about a quarter of a million men were cut off and 

in twelve days the Imperial Japanese forces prevailed. 

 
For over a year the Russians built up their feet in the Baltic with the object of sailing all the way 

to the Russian base at Vladivostok, so as to take on the Japanese navy. This Russian Fleet 

steamed away from the Baltic Sea and reached the Strait of Tsushima towards the end of 

May 1905. The Japanese warships were waiting and they came out of the fog, with complete 

surprise, to destroy this Russian Fleet. The Russo-Japanese war ended with the signing of 

the treaty of Portsmouth. Japan occupied all of Korea and a great part of Manchuria. 

 

International Trade 1904-1905 
 
It is worth recalling that Winston Churchill rose to speak in the house to support a censure 

motion against his own government on the 29th of March 1904. The Prime Minister, Arthur 

Balfour, left the front bench and walked out of the Commons. This was the year of the 

entente cordiale and Balfour had been one of the architects. The entente cordiale may be 

an abiding image of Edwardian Britain. 



 

However, one of the burning questions at the time was Free Trade, as it is today. In April 

1904, with the backing of the Liberals, Churchill stood as a Free Trade candidate in the 

constituency of Manchester North West. This did not go well for young Winston. At the end 

of May, Winston Churchill crossed the house to sit on the Liberal benches. 

 

Instability in Tsarist Russia 
 
Politicians and those engaged in international trade were shocked by the developments in 

Russia. In January of 1905, the Prussian King Willhelm II had urged the Tsar of Russia to 

stop the war against Japan, and the American President Theodore Roosevelt had offered 

to arbitrate as a peacemaker. The Tsar may not, even then, have had sufficient control over 

the leaders of his armed forces. 

 
The war went ahead. Inside Russia itself things were getting bad. On the 22nd of January 

1905 a Russian Orthodox priest called Father Gapon was leading a group of ordinary 

working people in a peaceful demonstration outside the Winter Palace in St Petersburg 

when they were fired on by the Tsar's guard and at least five hundred of the demonstrators 

were killed. The body count included women and children. As well as those who were killed, 

unknown numbers of people were wounded. On the 27th of June 1905 (after the Japanese 

had destroyed the Russian naval force at Tsushima) in Odessa, a mutiny took place on the 

battleship Potemkin. This mutiny was destined to become an icon of the Russian Revolution. 

In 1894 the French had signed an alliance with Russia and in 1907 the Anglo-Russian 

Convention (also known as the Anglo-Russian Entente) was signed. However, the situation 

inside Russia continued to deteriorate and this was a worry for the port wine businesses of 

my grandfather and his family. 

 

The Entente Cordiale 
 
My father's family were all enthusiastic supporters of the 'Entente Cordiale'. After Edward 

died in 1910, George V ascended the throne. This heralded a more sober period in Britain. 

But, in Paris and some other places in France such as Monte Carlo, La Belle Epoque danced 

on. Very early in his life, my father decided to learn to speak and write French. There were 

two main reasons for this, the first being that his father, HO Yeatman, shipped fine French 

wines (and brandy) into Britain and, my father was keen to accompany his father on trips 

to France. The second reason was that Julian loved paintings and sculpture. French art 

and fashion dominated the scene. Julian did have talent and, at one point, he considered 

training as an artist; it was not to be. As an Edwardian who strongly supported the entente 

cordiale, my father was fascinated by La Belle Epoque, and art was an important influence 

on young Julian. 

 
Schoolboys like my father got hold of French magazines. This was strictly against school 

rules. My father's parents turned a blind eye to that sort of thing during the holidays. It may 

seem very odd today that these magazines were considered immoral. A variety of 



publications from France were illegal in Britain and they were smuggled in. The very popular 

magazine La Vie Parisienne was available. This classy magazine consisted of a mix of 

French political satire, coupled with sexy illustrations and innuendo-laden cartoons. The 

lovely fashion pictures appealed to British adults and, of course, schoolboys. 

 
Boys of my father's generation loved French culture and that of Paris in particular. Even as 

a very young lad, my father was an avid reader. He absorbed the works of Charles Dickens, 

and of Arthur Conan Doyle and Walter Scott. We had complete sets of their books in the 

big mahogany bookcase in our small living room. Julian wrote his first stories at prep school 

when he was about 8 years old. Perhaps this heralded Julian as the author he became as 

an adult. Therefore, it is hardly surprising that my father was a big fan of Marcel Proust 

(1871- 1922). The stories by Proust in his early published work Pleasures and Days (1896) 

entranced young Julian. 

 
The divine Sarah Bernhardt was the toast of the Paris stage. When she was young, she 

projected a cheeky gamine attraction that amused and enticed her audience. She was often 

referred to as the 'girl with the golden voice'. By 1915, following a long and very successful 

career in theatre, she suffered a leg to be amputated and she decided to appear seated on 

stage. Sarah was born in 1844 and she died in 1923. The boys of my father's generation 

adored her. 

 

Uncle Cecil 
 
Uncle Cecil was my father's favourite Uncle. My father and I, separately or together, used 

to visit Uncle Cecil at his large fat near the Hurlingham Club. I was a member of that club, 

so, after swimming or tennis, I would pop in to see Cecil. As he got older, Cecil would call 

me Julian by mistake. I thought it best not to cause distress by correcting him. Cecil told 

me about his decision to ship, at low cost, Hunt Roope port wine in barrels, as ballast, in 

the fishing boats that sailed from the Douro River out to the cod-fishing grounds around 

Newfoundland. Salt cod, known as Bacalao, is one of the staple foods of Portugal. The Hunt 

Roope port wine was cellared in Newfoundland for five years. After that, Cecil had the wine 

shipped and landed in the UK under Imperial Preference. This gave the wine a tax break 

which helped the selling price. The wine, branded as Hunt Roope's Newfoundland, was 

sold in pubs as port and lemon, a favourite with women. An unforeseen benefit was that 

the wine had acquired an unusual favour. Customers enjoyed Newfoundland Port. Uncle 

Cecil made enough money to retire young and he became one of the best amateur tennis 

players of his day. His doubles partner was an extremely tall Russian aristocrat. I don't know 

if this Russian gentleman was the same Russian duke whose picture is displayed in the 

Wimbledon Tennis Museum. Just as the Russian connection impacted on my grandfather's 

firm, it was, to a lesser extent, something that concerned Uncle Cecil. 



 
 
 

 

Uncle Cecil and South Africa 
 
During our pleasant chats, Uncle Cecil would, occasionally, bring up the subject of the Boer 

War. Is that one of those 'forgotten' wars? It was a conflict that took place between 1899 

and 1902, when Cecil was a young businessman in the merchant adventurer mould. The 

Afrikaner 'Boers' (literally meaning farmers) of Dutch and/or Huguenot origin had founded 

the Cape Colony in 1652. Their language is known as Afrikaans. In 1898/1899 the leader 

of the Afrikaners decided not to allow political rights for the British colonists, whom they 

referred to as Uitlanders (literally meaning foreigners). As a result of this, war broke out. 

The Boers employed guerrilla tactics with considerable effect. One of the most controversial 

aspects of this war was that, in order to contain them, Boer civilians were interned in so- 

called 'concentration camps': words now associated with the Second World War German 

Nazi extermination camps. The British were not attempting any form of ethnic cleansing. 

Nonetheless, it is sad and depressing to relate that over twenty thousand people lost their 

lives in these camps. This was (and is) a disgraceful scar on the reputation of Britain. In 

the wider conflict itself, thousands of people were killed. No reliable figures are available 

for those wounded and maimed. In wartime the devastating effect of bad diseases is often 

underestimated. The Anglo-Boer war created conditions of poor sanitation, malnutrition and 

parasite infestations, plus the spread of other illnesses particular to Africa. All of this caused 

great suffering and death both in the internment camps and during the Boers' sieges of 

Ladysmith, Mafikeng and Kimberley. The war brought the loss of homes, farms, businesses 

and livelihoods. The British, under Kitchener and Roberts, defeated the Boers and the 

Peace of Vereeniging was signed in 1902. 

 

Uncle Cecil's second big idea ahead of its time 
 
Nowadays, we are used to buying 'New World' wines from the shelves of our supermarkets 

and shops. Uncle Cecil had the extraordinary foresight, as early as the beginning of the 

twentieth century, to spot the potential opportunity of shipping wines from South Africa. 

What I gathered from my conversations with Uncle Cecil was that he had taken a sailing 

ship down to the Cape with the intention of setting up business with the Cape's fledgling 

wine makers. Obviously, the horrific effects of the Boer War put an end to Uncle Cecil's 

ambitions in South Africa. This rankled with Cecil, as he felt that he'd been thwarted by the 

stupidity of war. Cecil never married, but he did support two ladies. My closest friend, Ian 

Bond, who is a chartered accountant, and I acted as trustees for these ladies. In their old 

age, they were looked after in different care homes by this trust set up by Cecil. 



 
 
 

Julian at Marlborough (1910 - 1914) 
 
Marlborough College was founded as a school for the sons of the clergy, gradually becoming 

a public school for a wide variety of upper middle-class students. 

 
After his spectacular victory at the battle of Blenheim in 1704, John Churchill was granted 

the title Duke of Marlborough. His victory changed the balance of power in Europe. Because 

of this association with the glorious Marlborough name, the school enthusiastically trained 

boys in the cadet force to be potential officers for the British Army. My father, Julian, was 

academically above average in all subjects and best in the arts. His older brother, Harry; 

was gifted in science and mathematics. I don't know if Harry was successful in sports. My 

grandfather must have been good at at least one sport because I found a velvet cap of his 

amongst my father's caps. My father was described by a contemporary as a 'good-looking 

boy' and a brilliant essay writer and athlete. Julian was Captain of his house at hockey and 

cricket. He was a leading three-quarter-line player in the school rugby team, and a good 

rackets player. There were several Marlborough velvet caps on his dressing table at home. 

Like his father, my father played a wind instrument in a school band at Marlborough. 



 

 
 

 

Julian was born on the 15th of July 1897 

Christmas 1897 was a joyous time for the family. 

(Pictures are from the illustrated London Newsô Christmas 1897 edition) 



 

 

 

A sketch (probably by Lucy Hilton) of young Benedicta, Katherine Page 

Later to become my paternal grandmother. 



 

 
 

 

Julian Yeatman in 1898 

Age one 



 

 
 

 

Harry Oswald Yeatman - my paternal grandfather 



 
 
 

My grandfather H O Yeatman seated, centre front. 



 
 

 

An early view of the city of Oporto from Vila Nova de Gaia 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 

HM King Edward VII HM Queen Alexandra 



 

 
 

Mrs Langtry 

Lily Langtry - toast of the London stage 

Former girlfriend of Prince Edward 



 
 

 
 

The Merry Widow (London 1907) 
First performed in Vienna - 1905 

 
A very popular musical comedy by Franz Lehar 

(Hungary 1870 - 1948) 



 

The óEntenteô spawned more trips across the channel to France 

ñHave this tonight Uncle - fried in butterò 

Just as Uncle is feeling seasick! 

 
This cartoon is by A. J. Johnson, November 1907 



 

 
 

Typically Edwardian Cartoon 

'The Quarrel' 

Not signed 



 
 

 
 

Rented house in the country 

Long weekends for my grandparents and their family 



 

 
 

Postcard from Berlin (24th May 1914) from Gordon Jelf to my father 

at Marlborough College 



 

 

(Charles) Gordon Jelf (1886 - 1915) 

As the classics master he was Julian's mentor and friend at Fonthill. 

Gordon was killed in action at the battle of Loos in 1915 

(Pen portrait by Bill Yeatman) 



 
 

Julian loved horses and dogs 



 

 
 

R Julian Yeatman - 1912 

Down from Marlborough for the holidays 



 

 
 

Cecil Page 

(1863 - 1951) 

Marmaduke Page 

(1860 - 1942) 



 

 

Young Sarah Bernhardt 

Based on the 1876 painting by Georges Clairin (1843 - 1919) 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Yeatman family home 

at Quinta da Boeira, 

Vila Nova de Gaia 

 
Above Oporto in Northern Portugal. 

The house is now open to the public 



 

 
 

Julian's horn blowing sketch for Uncle Cecil 



 

 

Taylor's Port - Taylor, Fladgate & Yeatman cellars 



 
 

The family's railway station at their Vargellas estate 



 

A puff from the past 

The family's train Oporto - Vargellas - Oporto 
 

At the Taylor's Lodge 

Ox carts were used 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Entrance to the wine lodge 

The portico of the family 

house at Vargellas 



 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Part 2 

 
The First World War 

1914-1918 



 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Germany - a new imperial nation 
 
ñWar is the national industry of Prussiaò 

Comte de Mirabeau: De la monachie prussienne, sous Fredic Le Grand (1788) 

- Quote attributed by Sorel 

 

The Prussians are on the rampage again 
 

This was one of the ways that well-educated young fellows at Marlborough tended to see 

it. Prince Otto von Bismarck (known as 'The Iron Chancellor', Prime Minister of Prussia 

from 1862 to 1871) had brought Prussia to war against Denmark in 1864 ('the Schleswig- 

Holstein disagreement'): then came the Seven Weeks War of 1866 and the Franco-Prussian 

War of 1870-1871, now called the 'Franco-German' war, as it was a war against France 

prosecuted by a coalition of German States. The coalition led, effectively, to a unification of 

German States as 'the German Empire'. This German Empire was dominated by Prussia, 

with Emperor William I (the son of King Frederick William Ill of Prussia) at its head, until his 

death in 1888. In 1871 Germany had annexed Alsace and a major part of Lorraine. France 

was occupied by the Germans until a large sum had been paid. Was that seen by the 

French as some sort of gangster demand for protection money? Being mostly flat and very 

rich in agriculture, France was a tempting target for the militaristic Prussian-led Germany, 

under Kaiser Wilhelm II. Added to all this, the atmosphere of mutual distrust and a variety 

of other factors caused the First World War to break out in 1914. 

 

Attacking  beautiful  France  again  - No,  we're  not  having  it!  
 

The senior school boys at Marlborough were pro-French. The entente cordiale, together 

with the fashions, the fun, the sexiness and the sheer joy of La Belle Epoque, stimulated 

these young lads. In addition, the wonderful progress of science in the Edwardian era, plus 

the perceived need to stand up for the British Empire, motivated these boys to volunteer for 

military service in 1914. My father told me something that rather surprised me. He said some 

of the senior boys from well-to-do families called themselves Fabians. This was more than 

youthful rebellion. The feeling was that the living and working conditions of many people 

was shockingly bad. In fact, the Fabians believed in the gradual introduction of socialism 

with the object of relieving the misery that they saw around them. My father explained that 

Marlborough College had provided the dormitories with red blankets. This was not intended 

as any form of political comment. 



 

Volunteers 
 

No glib wish, nor guise 

Saved young, unwary 

And unwise 

- (From the poem óNaiveô by this author) 
 

Most of, those who went to the 'Great War' were volunteers. The slogan 'Your Country 

Needs You!' says it clearly. Conscription came in relatively late in this terrible conflict. A 

group of boys from Marlborough College decided to walk to Devizes to volunteer. Some of 

the boy Fabians hung the red blankets on the eaves before they marched off to join up. A 

few boys walked as far as Salisbury. My father had no idea which regiment he would join. 

It was pure chance that he ended up serving in the Royal (Field) Artillery. He might have 

been sent to France earlier but he was given some extra training because his map 

reading was not up to standard. At one stage, he got lost with his platoon on Salisbury 

plain. Most of the boys who went before him were killed. I remember a rough scrap of 

paper (now lost) written in pencil by my father from the front to Uncle Cecil in 1916. This 

note was found amongst Uncle Cecil's effects after his death. The note read: 

 
ñThank you for the chamois leather underpants and thanks for the new Sam 

Browne and pistol. This war is far too uncivilised for your personô 

 
Chamois leather underpants would have been welcome because they could be washed in 

whatever water was available and squeezed out to dry. Commissioned officers had to 

provide and pay for just about everything that they personally needed. A Sam Browne is the 

cross-banded leather belt that officers wore. The pistol's leather holster would have been 

part of the Sam Browne set and the pistol itself was a Webley. Inside a copy of a pocket 

volume of the Poetical Works of Robert Browning, which my father took everywhere with 

him, are notes in pencil of where he had been. He kept an example chart of his 1916: 'Gun 

No. 3 CREEPING BARRAGE'. My father's French was grammatically correct, spoken with 

a strong English accent, and he did not use any slang (as the French tend to do). At one 

stage, early in 1916, he was ordered to liaise with a French Artillery officer and this man 

always appeared clean and immaculately dressed. My father asked him how he managed 

it. The French officer indicated a farmhouse behind the lines and explained, with a glint 

in his eye, that the girls there would tend to all of a gentleman's needs. There is a little 

watercolour of this farmhouse that was found inside the book of poems, along with a picture 

of an angry crow, which Julian did in hospital, while feeling depressed when recovering from 

his wounds. I can't find the purple-shaded watercolour of what looked like rows of mounds 

into an overcast grey perspective. The mounds were, of course, dead bodies. During the 

Battle of the Somme, a German artillery shell landed right in my father's gun position on 

the 4th of August 1916. He suffered severe wounds and, later, he was awarded the Military 

Cross. 



 

Extracts from family letters 
 

Harry Morgan Yeatman (eldest son of Harry, Oswald Yeatman) 

This letter of the 28th of May 1915 is from Uncle Frank Yeatman (living in Oporto). It refers 

to the first time Harry was wounded when his plane was shot down: 

 
You will no doubt have heard that Harry has been wounded. We could get 

no news for 2 days after the WO telegram ... but since have had letters and 

cards from him making light of it. However on getting into communications 

with the hospital ... at Treport, we Jind that it is not such a light matter, 

though probably not dangerous. He has either a bullet or bit of shell 

somewhere in his lung and cannot be moved for 3 weeks and will probably 

have an operation to extract it when he returns. 

 

1915 
On 12th August 1915 Harry O Yeatman wrote from a family holiday at the Derwentwater 

Hotel, Keswick in the Lake District of north-east England to Frank Yeatman in Porto. He 

mentioned various routine matters then commented on the motoring activities of his son 

Harry, who was on leave with them but who was obviously improving in health. 

 
Harry has hired a car which he drives himself. He has had one or two small 

accidents getting in and out of garages, but is quite a good driver on the 

road. 

 

1916 - Julian wounded 

Extracts from family letters (WW1) 1916/1917 
 

On 12th August 1916 came the report from Harry O Yeatman that his younger son Julian 

had been wounded in action. 

 
We had news on Monday that Julian was wounded, gunshot wound in left 

thigh and is in No 2 Red X Hospital Rouen. We are anxiously waiting for 

further news and expect he may be sent over any day. 

 
Two days later, following Julian's arrival, Harry O Yeatman was able to give full details of 

the incident. 

 
I got him to 17 Park Lane (a nursing home) all right. He is much more 

severely wounded than we gathered from the W. 0. wire óslightô but he will 

do all right. He has several holes in him from hip to foot. A shell exploded 

in his trench close to him, killing his two companions, another ofJicer and a 

signaller. He is quite cheery and does not suffer ... But it will  be a long job. 



 

 

By 29th August 1916 Harry O Yeatman gave the latest report. 

 
Julian is going on quite well. I saw the surgeon yesterday who tells me it 

will  be a long job and some weeks before he can leave Park Lane and some 

months after that before fit for service. He might like to go out to Oporto... 

and fraternise with Portuguese artillery. 

 

Julian's  wounds  worse  than  reported  
 

Julian is at home now but has to go to Park Lane daily for wound in the 

foot to be dressed. He has a board, next week and must be given further 

leave. He may have to go into hospital again for operation, as there is some 

necrosis of bone. No question of going out to Oporto at present. 

 
In fact just before Christmas 1916 Julian was re-admitted to hospital for an operation to 

remove 'a bit of metal found by X-rays in his foot, proved more serious than was expected 

entailing a broken bone (metatarsal) which will take a week or two to mend'. 

 

Harry Morgan shot down again 
 

These letters below are incorrect. He broke his back in crash-landing the plane by the 

guide wires and he tore up his hands. 

 
Harry Morgan Yeatman, the elder son of Harry O Yeatman, had been accepted as a trainee 

pilot in the Royal Flying Corps and apparently was placed under the command of another 

young and relatively inexperienced pilot. A letter from his father to Frank Yeatman related 

a dramatic incident in November 1916. 

Harry may be coming over any day now. He had a bad shock the other day. 

They were surprised in the air by an enemy plane and his pilot was shot. He 

managed to get the machine down to a French aerodrome, but his pilot died 

of wounds, shot through lungs and machine was riddled with bullets but H 

was not touched. 

 
The two brothers kept their family anxiously biting their nails, as their father's letter to their 

Uncle Frank dated 3rd January 1917 showed. 

Julian is still in hospital foot healing very slowly. Harry was also in 

hospital when we last heard, a bit of a smash fortunately nothing more than 

sprained wrist and cut head. 

 
In those grim days it was the custom for family and friends to write positive, upbeat letters. 



 
 
 

1916-1917 

The brothers 
 

My father's brother, Harry Morgan Yeatman, served in the Royal Flying Corps. He was shot 

down twice. The second time, he went up as a navigator/gunner and the pilot was killed. As 

the extract from Uncle Frank's 1916 letter mentions: 'he managed to get the machine down 

to a French aerodrome'. The letter goes on 'but H was not touched', which was what Uncle 

Frank was told by the authorities. In fact, my father's brother Harry had torn his hands up 

in landing the aircraft by the guide wires, and the impact of the crash landing had broken 

his back. The brothers were treated in the same military hospital units in France; and also 

the same ones back in the UK, in Kent. They did not meet, as they were patients at these 

medical facilities on different dates in 1916/1917. 

 
While recovering from their wounds, the brothers faced another shock when their father, 

my grandfather Harry Oswald Yeatman, died in 1919. The death of their father resulted in 

a significant drop in the family's income. The flow of income had, in any case, been badly 

hit by the disruptions to trade caused by the war and the 1917 revolution in Russia. Their 

mother was living on her investments and some income still being paid from her husband's 

partnership share in Dent, Urwick & Yeatman, the London firm. My Great-Uncle Cecil Page 

travelled to Portugal to discuss the sale of my grandfather's interest in Taylor, Fladgate & 

Yeatman with my grandfather's brother, Great-Uncle Frank Yeatman. It has been 

suggested that, for my grandmother's sake, her brother Cecil Page drove a hard bargain 

in the sale. My impression is more that Great-Uncle Frank was very upset by the death of 

his brother and he wanted to assist my grandmother as much as was sensible. He was proud 

of his nephews' part in the war. He understood the worries and pressures that my 

grandfather and my grandmother had suffered, as again and again, the sons of their friends 

and others were reported killed in action. 

 

Intolerable stress 
 

Being in the wine trade, my grandfather had been regular drinker. The stress of the war 

caused him to increase his drinking to excess. As well as all those killed and wounded, many 

of the people at home had their livelihoods ruined or impaired and their lives shortened. 

The lives of my grandparents were shortened by it all. 

 

1917 

Passchendaele 
 

The fight for Passchendaele highlighted the diabolical nature of this war of attrition. Britain 

and France and their allies were waging the war on the offensive. The Germans, on the 

other hand, had little choice but to fight in defence. This was because they were engaged 



on three fronts: in the west in France, in the east against the Russians and, in the south, 

against Italy. The German forces were running short of supplies, including food. Also, 

things were getting bad at home in Germany. At the end of 1916 and into 1917 it was a truly 

terrible mud-slogging fight, resulting in many casualties. The village of Passchendaele was 

captured, eventually, on the 6th of November 1917 (towards the end of the third Battle of 

Ypres, named 'Wipers' by the British soldiers). 

 

The farm workers and factory workers at home 
 

Another considerable debt is owed to the farm workers and factory workers at home. It was 

the first time that women had entered the workforce in large numbers and that was one of 

the main causes of a sea change in society. 

 

Russia 
 

When the Tsar abdicated on the 15th of March of that year, the seeds of revolt that had 

been sown in 1905 became the Russian Revolution. Another major event took place on 

the 6th of April 1917 when President Woodrow Wilson of the USA signed the declaration of 

war against Germany and the first American troops landed in France on the 27th of June. 

On the 9th of November 1917 the Balfour Declaration was sent by the UK government to 

Baron Guy de Rothschild. The document proposed the establishment of a national home 

in Palestine for the Jewish people and it was the first step to the founding of the State of 

Israel. 

 

The Great War 
We owe a debt of gratitude to the wonderful men and women of the British Empire. 

 
The men and women of the British Empire made a huge contribution to the war effort. At 

this time, there were more than a half a billion people living in the British Empire. Tens of 

thousands of them came to the aid of Britain (and France). They came from Canada, and 

from Australia and New Zealand (the Anzacs). They came from the whole of India, as it 

was then. Additionally, they enlisted from colonies in the Far East and from South (and 

southern) Africa, plus East and West Africa and other parts of the Empire. So many men 

and women performed extraordinary acts of heroism. Among those who fought for Britain 

were cavalry soldiers from Britain's 'Jewel in the Crown', India. 

 

Soldiers of the Sikh people 
 

Some of the most notable were the extremely professional soldiers of the Sikh people. 

One of the tenets of the Sikh faith is to live 'a life of service'. A Sikh cavalryman, Lance 

Dafardar Gobind Singh of the 2nd Lancers (Gardener's Horse), earned a Victoria Cross for 

his extraordinarily heroism at the Battle of Cambrai in December 1917. 



 

Gurkhas... 1817, 1914-1918, 1939-1945 and today 
 

The Gurkhas hold a special place in our hearts. For over 200 years the soldiers of the 

Nepalese people, known as the Gurkhas, have given their lives in service to Britain and 

they are still serving with our armed forces today. During the Great War of 1914-1918, 

more than 100,000 Gurkhas fought for Britain, suffering an estimated 20,000 casualties, 

and Gurkha soldiers were awarded 2,000 medals for gallantry! During World War Two 

(1939-1945), over 132,000 Gurkha soldiers served Britain, mainly in the Far East. Again, 

they suffered serious casualties. The skills and legendary courage of these fghting men 

earned them 2,734 medals for gallantry in WW2. During the 20th century, the extraordinary 

valour of the Gurkha soldiers resulted in the award of an incredible individual thirteen VCs! 

I've forgotten who it was that remarked that 'a soldier who claims not to fear death was 

probably lying, or they're a Gurkha'. We owe the Gurkhas a great debt of gratitude. 

 

The murder of the Tsar and his family 
 

In a cellar at Ekaterinburg, on the 16th of July 1918, Tsar Nicholas II and his family, their 

doctor, their servants and the family dog were shot and stabbed to death on the orders of 

the Bolshevik bosses. These disgusting gangster-style murders were motivated by 

revenge and the act had the political objective of getting control of the nation's forces. The 

Russian armed forces could, now, no longer owe loyalty to a royal head of state. It was 

from this point that the Red Army came into being under the red fag of the communists 

 

 

1918 

The First World War ends ï Armistice 
 

The eleventh hour of the eleventh day of the eleventh month: 

November 1918 

 
The Oxford Dictionary definition of the word armistice is from stitium meaning 'stoppage', 

and it is a noun for the word 'truce'. On the western front, the allied delegation met with the 

German delegation in a railway carriage just outside Compiegne in France to discuss the 

terms of an armistice, and the agreement was signed at eleven o'clock, on the 11th of 

November 1918: often referred to as the eleventh hour of the eleventh day of the eleventh 

month. 

 

The Treaty of Versailles ï June 1919 World War ends ï Armistice 
 

Referred to as a treaty of peace 'The Treaty of Versailles' was signed by the Allied and 

Associated Powers and Germany at the Palace of Versailles in June of 1919. 



 

Kaiser Wilhelm II 

Prussia 1914 - German Empire 

Another war against France 



 

 

R J Yeatman - early in 1915 

As a Subaltern, shortly after leaving Marlborough 

Not yet on active duty 



 

 
 

My grandmother's letter - 1915 



 

 
 

 

 
Julian Yeatman 

The Brothers 

France, Spring 1916 

Harry Yeatman 

Royal Artillery Subaltern Officer in the Royal Flying Corps 



 

 
 

 

My father's watercolour sketch of the farmhouse behind the lines 

Battle of the Somme, 1916 
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Tanks at the taking of Combles 

Going into battle with the infantry, September 25th 1916 

The first tanks - about a month after my father was wounded 
inside his Royal Artillery battery 



 

 

There are times when Private 

Lightfoot feels absolutely 

convinced that it's going to be a 

War of Exhaustion 

(Fragments from Franceô by Captain 

Bruce Bairnsfather, 1915) 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Captain Bruce Bairnsfather 

(1888 - 1959) 

The wonderful Great War cartoonist 

(Pen portrait by Bill Yeatman) 

 
Julian kept the 1916 rough printed 

book of cartoons 

Pages are missing - viz. the best 

known one: (The two characters are 

in a shell hole & the battle rages 

around them): 

"Well, if you knows of a better 'ole, 

go to itò 

(Fragments of France, 1915) 



 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

Lieutenant R J Yeatman, M C (hospital in Kent, 1916/1917) 

'Black Crow' (pen & watercolour) sketch expresses his depression 

at being so badly wounded. 



 

The ploughman by Philip John White - 1917 

 
The workers at home need to be remembered. The women in the 

factories and the farmers on the land: everybody! 

In WW1, it was all hands to the pump at home. 



 
 

Uncle Harryôs Plane by Bill  Yeatman 



 
 

Cartoon sketch is by a 19 year old Lieutenant R J Yeatman, Royal Artillery. 

HM King George V presents the Military Cross (MC). The letter is dated March 31st (probably 1917). 

The note at the top reads: 

"l  never knew G was so insignificant"; refers to the King being small in stature (not 'unimportant'). RJY's 

barrel chest is a joke on himself; hiding the small hump on his back. 

Julian's friend, Maharaj Punjab Singh (in turban) is leaving (having accepted one of his medals?). 

He was affectionately known as 'Punjee'. My father used to say: ñThe Sikhs are always reliableò. 
 
 

 

 



 



 

His highness, Lt. Gen. 

Sir Pratap Singh 

GCB, GCSI, GCVO 

Maharaja of Idar - Regent of Jodhpur 

(1845 - 1922) 

Serving officer in WW1 (& previous wars) 

(Pen sketch by Bill  Yeatman) 



 

 
 

Lance Dafardar Gobind Singh 

2nd Lancers (Gardnerôs Horse) December 1917 

VC awarded in 1918 for conspicuous bravery & devotion to duty 

 
(Pen sketch by Bill  Yeatman) 



 

Gurkha Soldier 

200 years on & serving with us now 

(Sketch by Bill Yeatman) 



 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Part 3 

 
Up to Oxford 

The inter war years 



 



 

 

 

 

 
 

1919 

The brothers recovering ï up to university 

 
As mentioned before, Julian's elder brother Harry chose to join the Royal Flying Corps, 

which had been founded in 1912. By 1919 Harry had recovered sufficiently from his injuries 

to go up to Cambridge. He was very bright. He completed a four-year course in two years. 

He came down with a first-class degree in Engineering, after which he was involved in the 

design and manufacture of aircraft parts, notably propellers. Later in life he founded a firm 

of patent agents. 

 
My father was very badly wounded at the battle of the Somme in 1916 and it must have 

been extraordinarily difficult to live with the fact that all his boyhood friends had been killed. 

It was miraculous that his brother had survived. By 1919 Julian had recovered sufficiently 

to go up to Oriel College, Oxford, to study History (including Economics). He referred to his 

arrival at Oxford as 'joining a convention of cripples'. There were men with limbs missing, 

and some were partially blind and others totally blind. All of these recovering veterans were 

mentally traumatised. My father stopped his studies in 1922 because he was laid low by a 

stomach illness that he had contracted during the war. By 1923, while still unwell, he sat his 

finals and left Oxford with a two/one. 

 

The catastrophic Treaty of Versailles 
 

In his capacity as a British treasury civil servant, John Maynard Keynes attended the Versailles 

Peace Conference and he resigned in protest over the terms imposed on Germany by that 

treaty. Keynes denounced the provisions of the treaty in The Economic Consequences of 

the Peace (1919). John Keynes returned to Cambridge University and he wrote the very 

influential The General Theory of Employment, Interest and Money (1935-36). The work 

of Keynes is frequently misquoted and misused by politicians. Well educated Oxford men 

understood that the excessively hard terms imposed on Germany by the Treaty of Versailles 

in 1919 was likely to result in another war. They agreed with the French Marshal Ferdinand 

Foch when he said that the treaty was a 20-year truce. 

 
The other factor that undermined the prospect of a long-lasting peace was that many 

Germans harboured the view that they had been let down by their leaders. It was a bit like 

a football team that insists 'we wuz robbed'. These Germans held the unshakable belief 

that they had not been defeated. That conviction was, later, exploited by the Nazis. Imagine 

leaving Oxford in 1923 and living in the inter-war years while seeing the destructive mass 

inflation in Germany; then going on to experience the Great Depression and, in Germany, 

the end of the Weimar Republic followed by the rise of the Nazis. In the 1920s, my father 



and many of his contemporaries, having a good understanding of political economics, 

feared that these sorts of outcomes were inevitable. Marshal Foch got it absolutely right: 

World War Two did break out twenty years later. My father noted, with some trepidation, the 

disturbing events enfolding in Russia. By 1923 Lenin had been completely incapacitated by 

a second stroke. A former tsarist secret policeman from Georgia, named losif Vissarionovich 

Dzhugashvili (known as Joseph Stalin - Stalin meaning 'man of steel'); had succeeded in 

taking absolute power in the Soviet Union. Stalin (1878-1953) turned out to be one of the 

worst mass murderers in history. 

 
Germany in the 1920s was suffering the appalling human and economic costs of the war. If 

that was not enough, matters were made far worse by the onerous reparations demanded 

by the Treaty of Versailles. This led to the uncontrolled printing of money in Germany. The 

devastating result was hyperinflation. There are stories of people having to buy a loaf of 

bread with a wheelbarrow loaded with paper money. Gustaf Stresemann was appointed 

as Chancellor in 1923 (and Foreign Minister 1923-1929). He used diplomacy at the Pact 

of Locarno to negotiate revisions to the reparations. Later, he got Germany admitted as a 

member of the League of Nations. In 1926, Stresemann was awarded the Nobel Peace 

Prize. However, Germany's economy remained in a parlous state. These bad economic 

conditions opened the door to a choice of either communism or the 'National Socialism' of 

the Nazi party. 

 

My father and sport 
 

Before the First World War, riding horses had been one of my father's favourite activities. 

Because of his wounds he was no longer able to ride. At Oxford, he couldn't play rugby, 

but he did play field hockey and he was an 'Occasional' (most matches but not the Varsity 

match). The 'Occasional' tie was his favourite and he practically wore it out. He played 

college cricket and he continued to enjoy a bit of cricket for the rest of his life. As a result of 

the infuence of Uncle Cecil, he took up tennis and he was quite good, employing very crafty 

placements, which often defeated me and other opponents. 

 

Meeting Walter Sellar at Oxford 

A shared love of history 
 

My father and WC Sellar met at Oriel College Oxford and then their friendship blossomed 

at the start of the 1920s. Both men had been wounded in the war. When talking about his 

time at Oxford, my father played down any suggestions of serious academic effort. The two 

friends were so physically and mentally damaged that they needed a release. Walter Sellar, 

being an Edinburgh Scot, loved his whisky, and my father did as well. They had a 'Double 

Measure' little silver mug made and inscribed with the words 'The Memorable Mug' (since 

lost). As an escape from the horrors that they'd experienced , they caroused around and 

swapped jokes about the ridiculous way history was taught in British schools. They enjoyed 

a lot of parties, including from 1922, Egyptian themed parties. The origin of the running 

joke in 1066, 'a surfeit of', refers to the teaching in British schools that King Henry I died 



as a result  of eating a 'surfeit  of lamprey*'.  This is marvellously silly.  When the two writing 

partners were drinking they'd say 'we've had a surfeit'  and start  laughing. 

 

The genesis of their classic book - 1066 And All  That 
 

The authors of ó1066 And All Thatô divided monarchs into 'good Kings' or 'bad Kings', and 

other  matters  are either  'good things' or 'bad things'. This running joke came about because 

the history master at Walter  Sellar's prep school, Mr A E Fernie, used to call  out to the boys 

either 'he was a bad King' or 'he was a good King'. Lamprey are 'bad things'. This sort of 

simplification  caught the attention  of the boys. The 'good things' or 'bad things' notion is part 

of my father's and Walter  Sellar's need to simplify  the questions that  troubled  them.  It  was 

an escape from the inexplicable savagery of the Great War. 

 
For the same sorts of reasons, my father loved cowboy films . The man in the black hat 

is the bad guy and the man in the white hat is the good guy. He also loved musicals with 

screwball plots that ushered in lots of very good singing and dancing. By immersing himself 

in these sorts of films he could switch off  from the complexities  and terrors  of life.  Did Henry 

I (1100-1135) actually die from a surfeit of lamprey? Modern analysis has arrived at the 

conclusion that he died of a heart attack and that his death had nothing to do with eating 

lamprey.  In those days the King's 'physician' had very little  medical knowledge. He was a 

kind of shaman and a political creature. It is thought that, for political reasons, this physician 

may have put it about that the King had died of a surfeit of lamprey. In the 1066 book the 

schoolboy howler reads: 'Henry tried  to console himself  by eating a surfeit  of palfrey.'  One 

dictionary  definition  says: 'A palfrey  is a type of very docile horse ridden side-saddle, mainly 

by ladies of quality.'  Obviously, this dates before our time  of luxury four-by-fours and 'ladies 

who lunch'.  

 

Walter Sellar 
 

Walter Carruthers Sellar was born at Culmaily in Sutherland, Scotland. His family were in 

farming. He was sent to Lambrook Prep School in Winkfeld Row, Bracknell, Berkshire, 

England in 1907. Walter then went on to his public school at Fettes College in Edinburgh 

where he was Head Boy and a scholar. In the First World War, he volunteered and served 

in the KQSBs (1917-1918). Various reports stated that  his wounds were not serious. I'm not 

so sure about that.  His visible injuries  may have been 'light',  as has been said. However, 

my father  told  me that  Walter  suffered  a 'bang on the head', the results of which may not 

have been diagnosed. Most of the wounded men who returned from the First World War 

had what we now term  'Post Traumatic  Stress Disorder' (PTSD). In those days, unless the 
 

* What are lamprey? They are primitive jaw -less fish (hag-f ish belonging to the class Agnatha). These 

f ish live in freshwater (and coastal water) temperate areas of the world. They are eel-like (without 

scales) and can be about 15cms to as much as 100cms in length. Lamprey are a sucking parasite that 

use their horny teeth  to attach  themselves to other  f ish to siphon off  the f lesh and blood of their  prey.  

In the mid-20th century there was an infestation of lamprey in the Great Lakes of the USA and Canada. 

The lamprey almost wiped out the population of trout in the lakes. 



person was shaking all over (or they displayed other very obvious signs of distress) and 

were, therefore, diagnosed with 'shell shock', nothing much was done about their mental 

condition. Walter was in his second year of school at Fettes when his brother died, and his 

mother died shortly after that. Because of these bereavements, coupled with his experiences 

in the war, Walter became extremely depressed. He was in poor mental and physical shape 

when he went up to Oxford. This explains his qualifications shown as the joint author of 1066 

And All That: Walter Carruthers Sellar, Aegrot: Oxon. The word Aegrot means that he was 

too ill to sit for his finals and his degree had been awarded on merit. 

 
On leaving Oxford, Walter returned to Fettes as a teacher. According to a number of his 

former pupils, he was popular amongst the boys and the staff. My father communicated 

with Walter by post and Punch magazine published a small number of their humorous 

pieces. It was quite a bit later that they hit upon the bright idea of writing parodies of the 

way history was taught in schools. Walter left Fettes in the mid 1920s and he married 

his wife, Hope, whom he had known for most of his life. They went to live in Marlow and 

Walter took a teaching post at Canford. In 1932 he joined the staff at Charterhouse, near 

Guildford in Surrey. Walter was a very well-liked, exceptionally kind, generous and amusing 

housemaster. Walter's health gave out and he died in 1951, at the age of only 52. At the 

time, I was a boy in a junior house at Marlborough. When my housemaster, who was a 

friend of Walter's, called me in to his study I thought it was for another beating. But he was 

obviously upset as he told me of Walter Sellar's death. I didn't quite know how to react. I 

was relieved not to be beaten on this occasion and I'd never met Walter. I must have bowed 

my head and mumbled condolences. 

 

1922 

Howard Carter and Tutankhamen 
 

With Howard Carter's discovery and opening of the tomb of Tutankhamun came an immense 

surge of interest in Egyptology and ancient Egyptian culture. What was exceptional about 

this extraordinary find was that the tomb had been forgotten and it was complete. The 

interest in the history of the Egypt and the pharaohs and Egyptian culture from about 4500 

(BCE) had been going on for years. Some time after The Rosetta Stone discovery in 1799 

and the publication in 1809 of Description de l'Egypte, the Egyptian government permitted 

Europeans to explore and forage for the history of the pharaohs. This led to a lot of looting. 

Then, in 1880, William M Flinders Petrie brought his archaeological methods to the 

excavation, preservation and recording of early Egyptian history. 

 
Prior to the sensational discovery of the tomb of Tutankhamun Egyptian art was, of course, 

studied and catalogued. From 1922 the Tutankhamun images from this incredible find 

engulfed popular British, American and European styles and culture. The wonderful 

Egyptian illustrations that were widely circulated had a significant influence on the Art Deco 

movement. 'The Egyptian effect' can be seen in the hair styles of women. Cuts such as 

the 'helmet' and the 'page boy' dominated, as did the 'roaring twenties' deco fashions that 

women wore. 



1924 

Getting a job 
 

My father did not have any definite plans. In 1923, he applied to the Civil Service, as he felt 

that he'd be useful at the Foreign Office. It seemed a sensible choice, since he spoke and 

wrote French and had an obvious talent for language, and he was naturally diplomatic. He 

failed to join the Foreign Office, because, in those days, the diplomatic service recruited 

mainly Old Etonians (and some Harrovians) and my father was and Old Marlburian. The 

Foreign Service interviewers rated him as 'trade, church and military'. His second choice 

might have been the Treasury, but that was not possible either. At Oxford, my father had 

become a big fan of the Cambridge University Economist John Maynard Keynes and his 

economic theories. My father's views on economics would have been considered far too 

radical for a post with the Treasury. 

 

1925 

The brothers go to Paris on Holiday 
 

The brothers had another tragedy to face when their mother died in 1924. As you will imagine, 

they badly needed cheering up. My father and his brother Harry decided to take a few days' 

holiday together in 1925. They went to have some fun at the 'Exposition Internationale des 

Arts Decoratifs et lndustriels Modernes, Paris 1925' (the Paris Art Deco exhibition). My 

father was keen to enjoy the new age of French art and design, known as Art Deco. Harry, 

who was an engineer involved in the production of aircraft parts, was there to see the 

innovative French work in aviation engineering. 

 

My father's regular 1920s trips to Paris 
 

At various times before and after this notable trip with his brother, Julian travelled to Paris 

whenever he could. He went to the museums and to the races. He attended vernissage 

parties in galleries that specialised in exciting new art. Always learning as he went, he 

ranged around the book shops and the beautiful antique shops. He enjoyed the outdoor 

pavement displays and markets. Antiques had flooded to Paris from French families that 

had lost their sons and their wealth in the war. A lot of wonderful goods also arrived in Paris 

from other countries in Europe. At that time, the wealthy American collectors were the big 

buyers. My father was a very presentable English gentleman with courtly manners and he 

was invited to fine social gatherings. Many of these parties were hosted by cultured 

Americans. As he had been taught, my father would always make an approach to any lady 

or ladies left on their own. My father once explained to me that women were more observant 

than men. He advised me to ask women for their opinions. He said that it was more than a 

matter of polite behaviour, as I'd benefit from the woman's point of view. 



The Americans in Paris 

ñCole likes men more than I doò - Linda Lee, the wife of Cole Porter 
 

It was in this society of the Americans in Paris that Julian became friends with Linda Lee. 

Linda's father was a wealthy investment banker and the Lee family were high up in the 

society of the American south. At a very young age Linda had endured an unpleasant first 

marriage. She was aware that Cole Porter was a homosexual and Linda is reported to 

have said "Cole likes men more than I do". Cole and Linda gathered talented and charming 

people around them. When he was in Paris, my father was invited to their parties. Linda 

liked my father's company. He listened to her and he did not present any risk. My father was 

kind, diplomatic and helpful. They both passed the time visiting the Paris antique shops, 

book shops and art galleries. They enjoyed a pleasant easy-going friendship. 

 
Cole Porter wrote the songs for the Broadway musical Paris (1928) which opened to 

tremendous success in New York. Linda was known for buying the very best jewellery. 

Every time one of Cole's shows opened, she is said to have given him a gold cigarette case 

from Cartier. Hence Noel Coward's joke (see my illustration). 

 

Girlfriends and Fun 
 

There was a very serious shortage of young 'aristocratic' men available from my father's 

generation. So many sons of the great aristocratic families had been killed in the First 

World War that the daughters of the leading families were left with few suitable chaps 

to be considered for marriage. They forgave the fact that my father was 'from trade' and 

invitations to country-house parties came through the door. Shortly before and during the 

war, my grandfather's business had slowed down a lot and the family moved away from 

the high style of 82 Ashley Gardens to a more modest home at 43 Queens Gate Gardens 

in Kensington. My father lived there after Oxford and he had inherited his father's clothes. 

These suits were sombre but of the finest quality. With some alterations, the ft was quite 

good. The jackets did not hide my father's stoop, which had been caused by the rickets he 

suffered as a child. As to the injuries to his feet, he was obliged to have his elegant shoes 

specially made to measure. No longer dressed as an undergraduate, he enjoyed parties 

that were more Gosford Park than The Great Gatsby. He escorted the daughter of one of 

the grandest families in the land. It was rumoured that they were to be engaged, which was 

not true. Many years later, when I visited this distinguished lady at her stately home, she 

told me about her happy times going to parties with my father. 

 

Earning a living 
 

For my father it was not all fun. He needed a job and he worked as a journalist on the West 

Sussex Gazette, initially as a racing correspondent, but he was taken off that because he 

had the habit of writing only about the horses. The Editor explained to him that the column 

was mostly about the betting. Then, my father was put on the 'Theatre Beat' in 



Brighton and he wrote what he thought was a helpful critique of a play by AA Milne. The 

Editor had to explain to my father that the theatres were good advertisers and he had to be 

nice about them. My father met AA Milne and, as instructed by the Editor, he apologised 

to Milne. Milne, for his part, did not seem to mind at all and they went out to drink with the 

paper's display advertising sales rep (who had an expense account). It proved to be a very 

important meeting for my father. This adman was an exceptionally well-dressed fellow and 

he introduced my father to his tailor, a talented young man from Eastern Europe. This tailor 

changed my father's whole style and his new suits hid his stoop. Later, my father had his 

attractive shoes made by this tailor's friend, another young craftsman from Eastern Europe. 

This total re-styling cost my father a lot less than the London West End equivalent. 

 
My father shared a fat with a young barber known as Mr Thomas. A year or so later, Mr 

Thomas opened a shop in London's West End, just down from Jermyn Street, in Duke 

Street. Because of his friendship with my father, when I was old enough, Mr Thomas used 

to cut my hair and tell me 'somewhat toned down' stories about their times in Brighton. I 

have the distinct impression that my father 'let loose' and enjoyed himself at all sorts of 

parties and shows. He badly needed to have fun and he certainly did that. He danced with 

'Flapper' girls and he had a lot of fun. With my father's help, both his Brighton tailor and his 

shoemaker set up in London. As a direct consequence of his experience at the paper, my 

father took an increasing interest in the subject of advertising. This led to him joining Kodak 

as their Advertising Manager. The job suited his temperament and he was very well paid to 

employ his art and writing skills. Additionally, he looked the part of an adman and he could 

employ the jargon. 

 

My mother Julia Crawley's family background 
 

Born in 1905, my mother was brought up in Stockwell, south London, during the reign of 

King Edward VII. She had five older brothers. Her mother died in 1908, giving birth to my 

mother's sister, Lillian. Their father was faced with supporting seven children. He had to 

employ a nurse and a housekeeper. Fortunately, he was a well-educated man. In his first 

job as a bank clerk he noticed that the drivers of horse-drawn cabs deposited a lot of cash. 

So he left the bank and invested in cabs. Later he travelled to Ireland and bought horses for 

London cabs. Soon, he took his trade upmarket. He brought in racehorses from Ireland to 

sell in the UK. In this way, he made enough to support his family of five boys and two girls 

and he got them a decent education. My mother told me the story of how he would turn up 

at her school and pay the fees with cash out of a voluminous leather pocket inside his coat. 

Girls at school used to tease her about his behaviour. But, one day, her father visited the 

school to take her out and he was with a famous 'man of the turf', a Duke, who must have 

been a racehorse buying client of his. My mother's schoolmates were impressed and 

stopped teasing her. 

 
My mother's family, on both sides, were descended from the protestant Huguenots who 

came to Sussex to escape persecution when Louis XIV, in 1685, revoked the 1598 Edict of 

Nantes and another wave of oppression took place. Huguenots had emigrated from France 



to Britain from as early as the 1500s. From 1685 on, approximately 400,000 Huguenots left 

France and most of them settled in various parts of the UK. They brought with them their 

wealth and skills. These talented people were farmers and craftsmen. They introduced 

their silk-weaving businesses to London and they were involved with the use of fax for 

making linen in Northern Ireland. The Huguenots were some of the finest silversmiths and 

jewellers that Britain has ever known. Huguenot farmers established improved farming 

methods in Sussex and in other counties. Like many immigrant communities, they tended to 

stick together. Those churches in Sussex with roofs that go almost down to the ground are 

Huguenot places of worship. Names such as Crawley, Franks, Simmonds and Barbour and 

many more are of Huguenot origin. One has only to think of the 1848 novel Vanity Fair to 

discover a Huguenot family called Crawley, being that of Sir Pitt Crawley, a rough-and-ready 

character, and his family. Now we have the Crawley family in the TV series Downton Abbey. 

Did my mother's name on the winners' board at RADA influence the writer of Downton, or 

was it Vanity Fair, or neither? The name Crawley derives from the Norman French dialect 

and I was told that it may mean something like 'carter of milk'. 

 
My mother's family were originally in farming and they came to London from West Sussex. 

It is not surprising that my mother's five brothers were big men from farming stock: beefy 

and over six feet tall. My mother and her sister, Lillian, were both small girls. They each 

measured about five foot five inches in height. Three of her brothers served in the Merchant 

Marine during the First and Second World Wars. After the war, two of those brothers settled 

in Australia. Another brother served in the Royal Navy in WW2 and afterwards. One more 

brother, Gordon, was a policeman in Hong Kong. While on holiday in Singapore he was 

'taken in the bag', which was the slang for being captured by the Japanese. Miraculously, 

he survived the awful privations, tortures and murders of the Japanese 'forced labour' on 

the Burma railroad. Sadly, about two years after he had recovered his health, he was shot 

dead in Hong Kong while fronting a police raid. My Uncle Albert said that Gordon was 

always raring to go. I think that he may have been what American law-enforcement officers 

call 'first through the door'. 

 
When my mother was eighteen she got her father's permission to marry a friend of the 

family. He was an older man who was earning a fair living. My mother told me that she 

agreed to this marriage because she wanted to get away from her life at home. Her sister 

was working at a local hairdresser. Being the only available female in the family, my mother 

had been expected to do most of the housework and cooking. She'd had cooking lessons 

from her grandmother and she quite enjoyed that part of it. My mother was looking after her 

sister, her father and one brother before she got married. This first marriage lasted about 

two months and she went to live in London, to share a flat with a group of other young girls. 

 

The mid 1920s - Julia and her best friend Gaby 
 

My mother's best friend was Gabrielle, known as Gaby. She also came from a Huguenot 

family and they grew up together. I don't know Gaby's surname. In any case, both my 

mother and Gaby had a number of surnames in their lifetime: their name at birth and their 



individual stage names, then they had the surnames that resulted from each of their first 

marriages, and then their names when they each married for a second time. Both girls were 

'stage struck'. Stockwell is an area of London with good access to theatreland in the West 

End. A number of well-respected theatre people lived in Stockwell. The girls got jobs in the 

chorus of different shows. After that experience, they promoted themselves as a song-and- 

dance duo called 'Gaby and Julia'. They earned really well performing in clubs and shows 

and they lived cheaply in theatrical digs. Then, in the mid 1920s, they decided to take their 

savings and travel to Berlin. The capital of Germany was the centre of a burgeoning film 

industry - the UFA studios. The mass inflation of 1923 and Germany's bad economic 

conditions gave US dollars and pounds sterling a lot of buying power. Gaby and Julia lived 

comfortably, but they did not succeed in getting anything more than cabaret and theatre 

jobs, plus some work as extras and bits in movies. Berlin was a party town and they made 

the acquaintance of some rising stars of the day, the most notable of which was Greta 

Gustafsson (stage name, Greta Garbo), who was to become the most famous female flm 

star in the world. They, also, met up with Maria von Losch (stage name Marlene Dietrich). 

 
My mother and Gaby returned to London to continue performing. When they had made 

enough money, they took other dancers with them to Italy. My mother told me that this was 

the happiest time of her life. They performed in clubs and shows in northern Italy and they 

had a huge amount of fun! It gave my mother a lifelong love of Italy and Italian food, design 

and culture. As you might image, the Huguenot background of both girls caused them to be 

prejudiced against France and the French Catholics. The girls could have gone to Paris for 

work, but they chose not to. 

 

Julia meets Julian and she takes him in hand 
 

Gaby and Julia had returned to London to resume their cabaret act and to get other jobs in 

shows. There were a lot of parties and my father met my mother at an 'after party' of a show. 

It was in 1927 that Julia agreed to go out with Julian. Things did not go well. He took her to 

a medical science film called The Secret Life of the Polyp. The good dinner that followed 

made for a second date. My father explained to her that he thought the incredible march 

of scientific discoveries could add a lot to the sum of human happiness. Plus, it might, 

hopefully, prevent another world war or help Britain to win it. My mother accompanied him 

to science lectures at the Royal Society and other venues: always followed by dinner in a 

fine restaurant. Nothing much else happened. This was because my father felt inhibited by 

all the wounds on his body and his by his stoop. He had very little confidence with the 

opposite sex. As another diversion away from the possibility of sex, my father took Julia to 

cricket matches, some of which he played in himself. He did not introduce her to anyone 

from his family. 

 
By 1928, Julian and Julia had become good friends. My father was living a bit of a 'Bertie 

Wooster' life in his Marylebone rented flat. He was looked after by his valet, a former soldier 

servant, Mr Jones. Julian's work with Walter Sellar on what was to become 1066 And All That 

carried on by post. It was when my father tried to teach my mother chess that she decided 



to read books on the subject. She had, by this time, got an understudy job in the theatre and 

she was building a reputation for reliability. Her special gift was her photographic memory. 

She could remember whole plays, not only in the theatre, but in chess as well. My father 

hadn't a chance. They consummated their affair and my mother moved into my father's 

flat. My mother found that the valet had been stealing from the housekeeping money. My 

father was aware of this. He'd regarded it as a little bonus for his man. But my mother was 

taking over and she wanted Mr Jones gone. Consequently, my father helped his valet to get 

another position. 

 
Gaby, meanwhile, had managed to divorce her first husband and she'd married her long- 

term boyfriend. He was a 'showbiz' cosmetic dentist and a high earner. Later, they went to 

live in Canada to start a family. 

 
From 1928, my mother was helping my father with 1066 and Walter's wife, Hope Sellar, was 

contributing to the work of her husband. 

 

The country was still flat on its back - the terrible human tragedy and 

economic costs of WW1 were long lasting 
 

My father was shocked by some of the decisions that the government and employers made 

in the years after WW1. In 1923, the same year that Julian left Oxford, the mass inflation 

that had ruined the German economy convinced my father that monetary policy must be 

well balanced. At the start of the First World War the 'Gold Standard', that is the payment 

of gold in exchange for pounds sterling, was suspended. Winston Churchill, the Chancellor 

of the Exchequer, in his April budget of 1925 reinstated this Gold Standard. My father, who 

supported the economic theories of John Maynard Keynes, thoroughly agreed with the 

statement made by Keynes, that this monetary policy was foolish. It led to the pound 

sterling being overvalued and it had an extremely bad effect on Britain's trade. Making 

workers take lower wages and work longer hours was nasty, foolish and counterproductive. 

When the General Strike occurred in 1926, many people, including my father, were on the 

side of the workers. The continuing problem of unemployment became worse and solutions 

seemed harder to find. 

 

1927 & 1928 

Employment 

Pieces in Punch magazine, thanks to AA Milne 
 

By 1927, my father was most concerned with his own employment and prospects. His 

brother, Harry, was employed in a good job at a maker of aircraft parts. Had it not been for 

WW1, Julian would probably have followed his father into the wine trade. He'd have studied 

so as to speak and write Portuguese better. After WW1, my father was not in a condition to 

take on the stresses of private business. He needed to do something much lighter. Going 

into advertising with all its distractions and social activities suited his skills and his mental 



and physical state. Advertising has provided many aspiring authors with a settled space 

and a reasonable income. There is a whole list of 20th century authors who worked in 

advertising at one time or another. Walter Sellar had his job as a schoolmaster and the two 

men started to write their humorous history pieces. A A Milne arranged for their work to be 

published by Punch. A raft of enthusiastic responses to these pieces in Punch persuaded 

them and their potential publisher, Methuen & Co, that this work could make a book. 

 
A year earlier, Julia's doctor had warned her of a potential kidney problem. She was advised 

not to dance but she continued to perform her song-and-dance routines with Gaby, who had 

not, as yet, left for Canada. Julia also took understudy work in theatres. In 1928, she was 

rushed to hospital with acute kidney trouble. My father got her the best surgeon available 

and she had a kidney removed. For the remaining months of the year, Julia convalesced 

in a country nursing home. My father visited her during most weekends. His own war 

experiences of hospitals and nursing homes had made him particularly sympathetic to her 

condition. 
 

1929 

Back home and working on 1066 
 

By 1929 they were back together in London, living in my father's rented fat in Marylebone. 

The work on the 1066 book was going ahead. It has been said that my father left the draft 

manuscript of the book in a taxi and it was never recovered. Yes, that is a true story, but 

not as dramatic as it may sound. Both Walter Sellar and my father had all their notes and 

they merely put together another edited version. My father's habit of leaving things in taxis 

mostly concerned umbrellas and the occasional briefcase. He was prone to this behaviour 

because he would go into a creative trance while being driven around (and at other times). 

 

1930s 

The Great Depression 
 

My father's friend and stockbroker, Hugh Caldwell, was exceptionally able. Hugh had seen 

the crash coming and he made sure that my father's assets were well protected. Hugh did 

this for all of his clients. Many market investors were not so fortunate. The depression was 

bad everywhere, but worse in the USA. Businesses collapsed and unemployment raged. 

The human cost was horrific. For my father and those of his friends who were strongly 

interested in politics and economics, the 1930s were years of terrible worries. In Britain 

it was a time of political uncertainty with coalitions and The Nation Government. As I've 

mentioned, my father and his Oxford and Cambridge educated friends were all followers of 

the great Cambridge economist, John Maynard Keynes. The state of politics and economics 

in Germany was a particular concern. In reference to the very hard terms forced on Germany 

at the signing of the Treaty of Versailles in 1919, Marshal Ferdinand Foch had said: 'This is 

not a peace treaty, it is an armistice for twenty years.' At the time, my father and his brother 

and other survivors agreed with this statement. They thought, as did Keynes, that the huge 

reparations demanded by the treaty would lead to another world war. That turned out to be 



right: During one of the worst depressions in economic history, the USA, France and Britain 

were still devising ways, such as 'The Young Plan', to extract large financial reparations 

from Germany, just as Germany continued to experience political and economic collapse. 

This situation facilitated the rise of the Nazi party. 
 

The publication of 1066 And All  That 

In 1930, 1066 And All That was published to considerable acclaim. The book few off the 

shelves. Walter Sellar and my father found themselves being feted. Neither author much 

liked personal publicity. My father's immediate reaction was to take my mother, as his 

caddy, on a golfing holiday to Biarritz in south-west France. This was partly to overcome my 

mother's prejudice against things French. The holiday was a success and they returned to 

enjoy their lives together in London. By then they were on nickname terms. My mother was 

Pete or Peter and my father 'Ju'. I have my mother's silver cigarette case from the Bond 

Street jewellers Asprey. Engraved on the gilt inside of this small case are the words: 'Peter 

from Julian' in my father's handwriting. As a young girl my mother had wanted a boy's name 

like her five brothers, so she chose as her 'pet-name': Peter or Pete for short. 
 

My father - 1930s Germany 

Kodak imported camera lenses and other photography related goods from Germany. My 

father visited Germany on Kodak business and consequently he saw at first-hand what was 

happening. In 1932 and 1933, my father and others wrote about these events and they 

warned the British politicians that Germany's economy was in such a parlous state that there 

was no point demanding any more reparations, which could never be paid. Furthermore, 

there needed to be debt forgiveness, as the present policies were likely to result in another 

war. Winston Churchill was voicing the dangers but his opinions were ignored. At long last, 

in 1933, the British pound sterling was taken off the Gold Standard, resulting in a devaluation 

against the US dollar of about 30 per cent. This certainly helped the British economy. 
 

My Father in 1931 

As the UK Advertising Manager of Kodak, my father made trips to the head office in 

Rochester, NY. In addition, he travelled on to visit the Kodak offices in Canada This was the 

year that he was driven by a Kodak salesman friend, in a Ford saloon, across the Canadian 

border back into the USA. Once in America, his friend drove the car to the rear of a petrol 

station, where he unloaded bottles of Canadian whisky. A man who was waiting there paid 

him. My father asked his colleague what would have happened if the American border 

customs had stopped and searched the vehicle. He explained that the border guys were 

'rewarded' with bottles of whisky and they knew him and his car. By 1931, 'Prohibition' in 

America did not work in most states. In 1933 the adoption of the 21st amendment repealed 

the prohibition amendment, number 18. 



My mother in 1931-1933 
 

My father and Julia were living together in my father's Marylebone fat. By the spring of 1931, 

Julia was sufficiently recovered to put together a song-and-dance troupe to return, again, 

to northern Italy. Gaby was no longer available. For reasons of health, it was not possible 

for Julia to dance, Therefore, she managed the group and introduced them at cabarets and 

shows. For Julia, this seems to have been more of an extended holiday. She had the ability 

to pick up languages quite quickly and she improved her chat in Italian. On her return to 

London, Julia saw an advertisement in a showbiz magazine that announced interviews for 

places at RADA. She applied and performed a Shakespeare piece on the RADA stage. 

When asked for something different, she did a turn from a George Bernard Shaw play. At 

this point, a voice at the back said 'enough'. Her benefactor was a wealthy donor to RADA 

funds and a big theatre buff. Julia was able to use her photographic memory to good effect 

and she was awarded the medal of the Special Prize of the Judges for 1933. I have that 

medal (sometimes called the Gold Medal but actually made of pink-coloured copper). It is 

in its elegant case and I'm told that, despite the loss of boards due to bombing in WW2, 

Julia Crawley's name is still there at the top of the RADA board for 1933. After leaving 

RADA, she went straight on to the West End stage as a leading lady. Unlike some of her 

RADA friends, most of whom were younger than her, she did not have to go the provinces 

to perform in rep. The other positive factor was that, due to the exceptional success of 

1066, Julian and Julia (or Pete or Peter to her close pals) became a 'Golden couple'. They 

enjoyed a certain celebrity, which my father disliked. They went to all sorts of parties. They 

met the finest writers and artists of the day, some of whom my father already knew. Julia 

had more theatrical offers than she could handle. Noel Coward called her 'Fluffy'. I'm not 

clear as to when the confusion occurred. It was caused by Julia taking her small white dog 

Fluffy (a sweet creature of indeterminate breed) to the backstage of a show and everyone 

welcoming Fluffy. Noel Coward thought that Julia was Fluffy. Julia's character was not at all 

Fluffy. What happened to Fluffy? I was told that Fluffy died a natural death. 

 

WC Sellar and RJ Yeatman and the next books 
 

Their next book was 'And Now All This', first published by Methuen in 1932. It was my 

father's favourite. Over the years I have come across quotes from the book being used to 

illustrate a point. This is done, mostly, without any acknowledgement because the source of 

the quote has been forgotten. Initial sales of 'And Now All This' were better than expected. 

It is very much of its time and today might be seen as a bit of retro fun. In 1933, 'Horse 

Nonsense' was published by Methuen. The book did extremely well. Taking the Mickey out 

'Horsey people' proved to be very popular. My father knew a lot about horses and he loved 

doing this book. The book has spawned a raft of jokey 'Pony/Horsey' humour books by 

various authors. When I and my Bernese Mountain dog Sisca were weekend guests at 

the country house of an old friend, my host mentioned at dinner that my father was the co-

author of 'Horse Nonsense'. Immediately, two large, horse-loving women, who were 'a 

couple', got up from the table and vented their dislike of the book. They stomped out of the 

house with their lovely Irish Wolfhound. This was not good for Sisca, who had formed 



a friendship with the beautiful animal. It shouldn't happen to a dog. The remaining dinner 

party guests sympathised with Sisca, who was lying peacefully under the table. Obviously, 

the book offended some people, but, in the main, the humour was taken in good part. 

'Garden Rubbish' was not published until 1936. 

 

Siegfried Sassoon 
 

When 'Horse Nonsense' was published in 1933, Siegfried Sassoon was reported as saying 

that he found the book to be distasteful. My father knew Siegfried and they shared their 

experiences of WW1 (both men were Old Marlburians and they had both been awarded 

the Military Cross). Sassoon wrote a note to my father quoting: 'Tread softly because you 

tread on my dreams.' This is from 'He wishes for the Cloths of Heaven' by WB Yeats (1899). 

Here, Siegfried Sassoon is referring to his gorgeous book 'Memoirs of a Fox-hunting Man'. 

Sassoon was aware that my father loved this book. The other factor in their relationship is 

that my grandfather HO Yeatman's best friend and financial advisor was a Sassoon of the 

Iberian Banking dynasty. The Sassoon connection goes right back to the earliest days of 

our family's port wine businesses. Although my grandfather's advisor was not of Siegfried's 

Baghdad banking heritage, the Sassoon connection was known to Siegfried and my father. 

Many of the Iberian Sassoon family were not religious and numbers of them married out. 

I was told that my grandmother's Page family were, in the distant past, descended by 

marriage from the Iberian Sassoons. Siegfried's WW1 poems were my father's absolute 

favourites. He liked their quality and their essential truth. Even though my father and 

Siegfried were both Old Marlburians and wounded WW1 veterans, they didn't associate 

with the same group of intellectuals. However, it is clear that the dissent between the two 

successful authors that some in the press had tried to stir up did not, in fact, exist. My father 

and Siegfried remained on friendly terms. 

 

1933 

Hitler & Goering The Nazi party grabs power 
 

Hermann Goering was viewed as an upstart and self-publicist by his fellow aviators. He had 

been educated in the best military schools but his classmates were titled 'von this' and 'von 

that', mostly minor aristocrats. Goering's lack of a title led his associates to see him as an 

upstart and a social climber. Hermann Goering was impelled to prove himself as a flyer in 

the same league as the Red Baron. In fact, he came nowhere near it. But two things were 

in favour of his plan to get the prestigious Blue Max medal: one was that the senior officers 

and politicians were in desperate need of a live hero for propaganda purposes. The second 

thing was that Goering had enough money (from the allowance provided by his stepfather) 

to be able to bribe key staff. In this way, the records were massaged to show that Goering 

had shot down more allied aircraft. It resulted in Hermann Goering being awarded the most 

glamorous German medal: the Blue Max (Pour le merite). The German top brass paraded 

him around the media as the Blue Max winner. They made Goering the national fighter pilot 

hero. 



Goering, in common with many Germans, feared and hated the communists. For that 

reason, he joined the Nazi party in 1922. He commanded the party's very violent 'bully boy' 

paramilitary SA (Sturmabteilung Storm Troopers or 'brown shirts'), founded by Adolf Hitler 

in 1921. Goering was wounded in the failed 1923 'Beer Hall Putsch' in Munich. Treatment 

of his wound may have started his morphine addiction. He escaped to Austria. In 1927 he 

returned to Germany and was elected to the Reichstag. In 1932 Hermann Goering became 

the President of the Reichstag. The Nazis were the second largest party. In 1933, in an 

attempt to stem the chaos and stop the rise of communism, the German President, Paul 

von Hindenburg, appointed Adolf Hitler (Nazi Fuhrer) as Chancellor of Germany. The 

people at the top of the German establishment genuinely believed that they would be able 

to control the Nazis. They could not have been more deluded! 

 

Summer 1934 

Julian, ñéalone in an aeroplane for funò to Los Angeles 
 

After meetings with Kodak executives in Canada, my father travelled to the firmôs head office 

in Rochester NY in the summer of 1934. A letter he sent to my mother from Rochester's 

Sagamore Hotel says " .. Wednesday I shall go to Los Angeles alone in an aeroplane, for 

fun". In this letter Julian advised my mother to take things easier. He refers to the fact that 

my mother was acting in two shows a day and, in her spare time, she and Anita (her dresser 

and maid) were sorting out the move from London to the house in Surrey. In the years 

1935 &1937 Julian had fun visiting Los Angeles a couple more times. His friends in LA 

were involved in the making of feature films. As an Advertising Manager for Kodak part of 

his job was to co-ordinate Kodak publicity. Kodak sold huge amounts of film stock to the 

movies businesses in Hollywood. Julian's LA pals were Brits and others working in movies. 

My father spent his leisure time playing tennis and golf and cricket with these talented 

fellows. Julian's employers Kodak were pleased to have a successful author on their staff 

and they were tolerant of his doing some freelance work. However, my father did not want 

to rub their noses in it. So, he asked that he should not receive any credits for his work on 

film scripts. He has been called a 'script Doctor'. He edited scripts but he did not write any 

original ones. He would familiarise himself with the script and he'd involve the actors. He 

asked them questions and he listened carefully to the way in which they spoke the lines. It 

has been suggested that Gary Cooper's remark that 'Julian is slow on the draw, but he sure 

don't miss' refers to my father being slow to anger. That is not correct. What Gary meant 

was that my father took too long to produce the edited dialogue, but it didn't miss the mark 

when it was eventually available. Although Gary Cooper was born in Montana his parents 

were British and he was sent to be educated in Britain. 

 

December 1936 

My parents marry 
 

At Oxford my father had made friends with HK Ziegler. In the years that followed Julian had 

been invited to the Ziegler's home in the UK. My father got on particularly well with 'Crab' 



Ziegler (I don't know why he was nicknamed 'Crab'). Because my mother was pregnant with 

me, my father and mother decided to get married in December 1936. H K Ziegler was their 

witness at the registry office. Later in December 1936 they took a cruise to Egypt where they 

were welcomed as guests of the Ziegler family. The Ziegler's main business was trading in 

Egyptian cotton. 'Ziegler' is also a brand of oriental carpets. My mother used to joke that she 

was almost a 'mummy in a mummy'. My parents return to London for my birth. 

 
I recall meeting Crab Ziegler a couple of times in the 1960s. It was when I wanted to give 

my father a day out. I picked him up in London to drive him down to Surrey. I went to play 

golf with a friend on the Hindhead course (known for its very steep banks.) My father called 

it 'a place for mountain goats'. Julian was only able to go for a bit of a walk. After the game, 

we visited the Zieglers at their home in nearby Hazelmere. 

 

Business trips to Germany 
 

Julian made annual business trips to Germany. The dark clouds of war were threatening in 1938. 

Consequently, the last of Julian's 1930s visits to Germany took place in the autumn of 1937. 

I know that my father was bringing back information about Germany's military preparations. I 

was told that my father's brother Harry was able to pass this information on to Winston Churchill 

and others. The trouble was: nobody except Winston seemed to be listening. 

 

Julian and Linda Lee - tea and cinema 
 

During his trips to America in the 1930s my father met up Linda Lee Porter for afternoon 

tea and cinema outings. I guess that they must have reminisced about their fun times in 

Paris. Both my father and Linda were heavy smokers and, of course, my father was a good 

listener. My father was acquainted with Cole Porter but he was not part of Cole's circle. 

Linda and Julian were Pals who met up occasionally, but I don't know if it was in New York 

or LA, probably in New York. 

 

1934-1939 

Little Stowe - a country home 
 

My mother told me about the happy years that my parents enjoyed. In 1934 my father 

and Julia left the bachelor flat in Marylebone and they moved to a rented house: Little 

Stowe, Mark Way, Godalming (near Guildford) Surrey. Walter Sellar was close by, 

housemaster at Charterhouse. The two successful authors were able to work together, with 

very little of their writing sent by post. My father travelled to the office of Kodak and he 

liaised with the firmôs advertising agency, J Walter Thompson. From 1933, Julian and 

Julia were high earners and they were fortunate enough to experience a period of 

considerable prosperity. For the interior of this attractive house my mother hired one of 

her showbiz designer friends. Together, they created a most welcoming home, mixing my 

father's inherited antique furniture with my mother's choice of the very best Art Deco/Art 



Moderne pieces. Little Stowe was, as well, fully staffed (mostly from outside the house 

itself). Having servants was, to some extent, a snobbish luxury, yet it did give employment. 

Worth mentioning is that most of today's domestic labour-saving appliances did not exist. 

 
One or two of my father's highbrow, intellectual contacts claimed to be communists. My 

mother used to say that they were 'too clever by half' and this made them unable to see or 

accept the reality. She'd tell them that the communist leaders always killed the intellectuals 

first. However, most of my parents friends and associates held the same views, namely, that 

they were against communism and against fascism. When a guest who was a very well- 

known writer and communist came to lunch and announced that 'everyone in Soviet Russia 

now has a spoon', my mother replied, 'You're late for lunch, dear. Do sit down, at least we 

have food.' 

 
In the case of the butler, I'm obliged to invent a name because I don't want to upset his 

descendants and I have been informed that his real name may have appeared in other 

books. Let's call him Mr Bullock. At first, my father was in awe of the man because Bullock 

had ended his WW1 service as a Major, whereas my father had left as a lieutenant. My 

mother became concerned when, as the story goes, my father asked Bullock to close the 

drawing room curtains and Mr Bullock replied, 'Close them yourself, sir, you're the nearest.' 

One reason Mr Bullock became a butler was to spite his ex-wife. Butlers were employed 'all 

found' and their salary reflected this. Therefore, Mr Bullock's ex-wife's share of his earnings 

came to a lower sum. 

 

Fun times at party central 
 

Julian and Julia held a lot of parties at Little Stowe. Most of the guests were well-known 

people in the arts: writers, showbiz luminaries such as my mother's (Berlin) acquaintance, 

the Swedish film star Greta Garbo, about whom my mother made the cartoon (that was only 

briefly used and then changed) for the book 'Garden Rubbish'. My mother's sketch showed 

Greta pushing a small lawnmower with the strap line under: óI want to be a lawn' (a reference 

to Greta's Swedish accent). The world's media had labelled Greta with the catchphrase: 'I 

want to be alone' - a line which Greta had acted in the movie Grand Hotel, but what Greta 

actually said of herself was: óI want to be let (or left) alone.ô 

 
In those days, my mother was a successful West End theatre actor and a trained dancer. 

Greta was one of the most famous film stars in the world. Together, Greta Garbo and my 

mother did cartwheels and other tumbles on the back lawn at Little Stowe. 

 
There were radio shows, but no television. All sorts of people made entertainments at 

home. This was especially true of professional performers. My mother got a lot of laughs 

by doing 'taking-offs' of well-known stage and screen stars. She would dress up and mimic 

their mannerisms. Then, she'd exaggerate their spoken lines (and songs) from shows and 

films. An American actor friend later characterised those days at Little Stowe as 'Fun times 

at party central'. 



 

Goodbye Mr Bullock 
 

The butler, Mr Bullock, would approach guests and, as he was seeing them out, he'd try 

to touch them for a tip. This was something that butlers were not supposed to do. Nobody 

said anything, until Bullock asked my mother's sister Lillian for a 'loan'. Lillian was earning 

a reasonable income working as a popular hairdresser. She gave Mr Bullock the money 

and told my mother that he asked guests for gratuities. Years later, my mother told me that 

it resulted in: 'Goodbye Mr Bullock'. He was not sacked. It was suggested that he ask his 

agency to find him another post. Evidently, the family dog, a white bull terrier called Pig, 

missed Mr Bullock because the butler had always been good for treats. What happened to 

Pig? When the war came Pig was re-homed on a local farm. 

 
My mother performed as a leading lady in various West End theatre productions up until 

1936, when she became pregnant. 

 
From 1933, my father was taking on far too much. His love of Ford motor cars had started in 

Canada and in America. Julian bought a big Ford and he employed a chauffeur/valet called 

Ivan. This man was an educated 'white Russian' who had escaped from Russia by walking 

incredible distances. He was an excellent driver, but he went much too fast. Ivan had the 

habit of waking my father late in order to drive to the station at speed. One morning, Ivan 

'lost it' and went right through a five-bar gate into a field. Ivan was forgiven and kept on, 

because, as my father told me, Ivan really was a true gentleman's gentleman. In the years 

that followed, Ivan was of use to our SIS. 

 
Having seen the dreadful behaviour of the Nazis in Germany, my parents were strongly 

against fascism. My father and mother were in favour of a liberal democracy for Germany. 

Furthermore, unlike some of their very left-wing acquaintances in the creative arts, my 

parents were equally against communism, whether in Soviet Russia or elsewhere. The 

politics of the day were frequently presented as a choice between the two extremes: 

fascism or communism. My parents agreed with the view of most British people to continue 

to support our long tradition of parliamentary democracy. 

 

1931 ï 1939 

A 'clubbable' fellow 
 

My father was a member of the Garrick Club as well as being a member of the United 

Universities Club. When you consider the fact that nearly all my father's school pals (with 

the exception of his brother, Harry) had been killed in WW1, it is not surprising that he had 

to make new friends. Julian was personable and a good listener. These qualities and his 

reputation as a popular author helped him to get on with like-minded members. Additionally, 

he met all sorts of interesting people at various social gatherings. The move to Godalming 

was not quite far enough away to qualify him for a country membership, so he resigned 

from the Garrick, but stayed on as a member of the United Universities Club. Ever present 



in the background, the shadows of another world war were gradually darkening. From 1930 

to 1932 the economic situation in Germany deteriorated very badly. The Gold Standard 

and the 'Brunning' defation were factors leading to poverty and large-scale unemployment. 

Moderate government was wrecked. In 1933 the Nazi party, led by Adolf Hitler, forced its 

way into power. My father and Julia and their friends were well informed about these events. 

My father travelled to Germany on business and both my parents had been on holiday in 

Germany. They enjoyed time with their German friends and they knew people with German 

connections. Among those friends were Christopher Isherwood and WH Auden. My mother 

was cast in their play 'Dog under The Skin', but I'm not sure if she got to play the part. I 

can only imagine the conversations that my parents had with Christopher (née Christopher 

William Bradshaw) and with Auden (Wystan Hugh). Christopher Isherwood had lived in Berlin 

from 1929 until 1930 and he was the author of 'Goodbye to Berlin' (famous first words: 'I am 

a camera'). This book was the inspiration for the stage play 'I Am a Camera' and the musical 

and the excellent film 'Cabaret', directed by Bob Fosse, staring Lisa Minelli and a perfect 

cast. Another of Isherwood's Berlin novels, 'Mr Norris Changes Trains', is a memory of 

those days. My mother was acquainted with Marlene Dietrich, who was thoroughly against 

the Nazi regime: My father's friend, a Saxon aristocrat nicknamed 'Dixie', came to stay at 

Little Stowe, before resuming his fight from Nazi Germany, to work in Hollywood. Quite 

a number of people with whom my parents socialised were German citizens who were 

being viciously persecuted because they happened to be Jewish. My father tried his best 

to get policymakers in Britain to understand what was happening in Germany. In addition, 

my father told anybody who'd listen that Germany was rearming on an enormous scale 

and that Hitler and his bunch of Nazi gangsters were determined to make war. Winston 

Churchill knew all of this, but his was a voice crying in the wilderness. Nobody in Britain 

wanted, again, to face the carnage of WW1. My mother said that the politicians and other 

powerful people were a bunch of ostriches with their heads in the sand. In 1937, when I was 

a new-born baby, my nursemaid was an Austrian girl called Rosa. Against the very strong 

advice of my parents, she returned to Austria. After the war, my father tried his best, but he 

was unable to fnd out what had happened to her and her family. I don't know if they were 

Jewish. My parents were very distressed by being unable to trace Rosa. 

 
From 1938 

Preparing for war 
 

My father moved to his club and, together, my mother and father began to organise 

themselves for the coming war. From the 1920s, my father had continuously warned 

anybody who'd listen that the parlous condition of German's economy was bound to lead to 

another war. Now the time had come for my parents to close down their household. Despite 

being in middle age, my father expected to serve in the armed forces again. My mother 

made preparations to take me with her to the USA. 



 
 

 

 
 
 

Oriel College Oxford Circa 1920 



 

 

 

Portrait of Howard Carter - the great Egyptologist 

 
(Pen sketch by Bill  Yeatman) 



 

 
 

The golden Death Mask of Tutankamun 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Three ladies attended by a servant girl 

Banquet at the Tomb of Nakht 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Almost Art Deco style fish from the papyrus swamp 



 
 
 

 
 

From: 'Dessin de Maurice Milliere', La Vie Parisienne, Paris 

 
Adaptation by Bill Yeatman 

 
The roaring 20s & the Jazz age 

 
After all heôd been through, Julian deserved some fun 



 

 
 

Art Deco - The new art 

Illustration from the roaring twenties 

Adaptation by Bill Yeatman 



 

 
 

ñLindaôs address? Write care of Cartier. Sheôs sure to get itò 

Attributed to Noel Coward, the remark refers to Cole Porter's wife, Linda 

Lee Porter. After the opening of a successful show, Linda gave Cole a gold 

cigarette case by Cartier. 

Sketch by Bill Yeatman 



 

 

Cole Porter 

(1891 - 1964) 

For his wife Linda 

'I'm always faithful to you Darlin, in my fashion' 

(one of Cole's famous lyrics) 

 
Sketch by Bill Yeatman 

ñI know that Coleò 

Linda Lee Porter. 

(1883 - 1954) 



 

 

 

 

 
 

Young Julia Crawley 

Bill's mother 

1920s Gaby 

Julia's song and dance partner 
 
 

Sketch by Bill Yeatman 



 
 

 
 

Young Maria, Magdelene von Losch Marlene  Dietrich  caricature  by Bill  Yeatman 



 

The Crash of 1929 & The Great Depression 

Worse in America 

 
1932 - Franklin D Roosevelt re-elected for 'The New Deal' reviving 

Keynesian 'Animal Spirits' 



 

 
 

1922 Goering 

As the Blue Max hero (?) 

 
Hermann Goering (1893 - 1946) + Hitler 

1933 Nazis win Power 

Greed & Evil 

 
Sketch by Bill Yeatman 



 

 

 
 

1930 Seedy Nights - Berlin 

The Weimar Republic (1919 to 1933 = The Nazis & Hitler) 

 
A study by Bill Yeatman 

(ref. óCabaretô & Liza Minnelli)  



 

 
 

Siegfried Sassoon MC (1886 - 1967) 

Living in Wiltshire, he gave talks on literature & poetry at Marlborough 

College (his old school) 

 
Pen sketch by Bill  Yeatman (also an óOld Marlburianô) 


