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Chapter 4 Part 4 The 1910s 

 The Army College, Rowhills, Heath End 

 

My name is Emily Gunner.  I am assistant matron at the Army College in Heath End.  Now that 

the terrible war is over, I thought I would go through my diary for the past ten years.  Let me 

start at the beginning. 

I was born in 1876 in the village of Herriard near Basingstoke in Hampshire.  My father was a 

wheelwright.  In 1881 our family was living at Chawton where once the famous Jane Austin lived 

and wrote her books.  My teacher was so impressed with my reading and writing at school, she 

encouraged me to keep a diary, which I did. 

When I was 15, I took employment as a domestic servant at a manor farm in Twyford, near 

Winchester in Hampshire, twenty miles from my family.  I once made an overnight visit with my 

parents to Mattingley near Hartley Wintney.  This was 1901 and I was still a housemaid but I 

had worked my way up in the world.  By the time I was 34, I gained a very important job as a 

housemaid at the Army College in Heath End, between Aldershot and Farnham.  Mr Welch, the 

Principal was impressed with my desire to keep learning and he could see my eyes light up when 

I was shown into the student tutoring rooms.  All those wall maps!  He gave me the cleaning of 

his study, the library and the lecture rooms because he knew once my cleaning was over, I would 

linger with the text books.  Cook told me Mr Reginald Welch was nearly 60 because she had 

made plans for a birthday cake. 

I got to hear a lot of what went on at the College, due to keeping quiet and being a good 

listener.  There were 8 of us in the Servants’ Hall in 1911.  Phoebe Mason was the most junior.  

She was the scullery maid.  There was a kitchen maid Ada Leaver helping the cook Mrs Jeacock.  

Mrs Jeacock was not really married but we showed her respect.  Her background was that of a 

governess, then barmaid, to restaurant manageress then Cook.  Herr Arthur Kurt Peschke from 

Berlin, Germany was the footman.  He answered to the butler, Herr Franz Josef Koch from 

Switzerland.  I shared the duties as Housemaid with Emily Walliker and her sister Alice 

Walliker.  Even though there were 39 rooms to clean and keep tidy, it’s been a good life and I 

like the local countryside.  I hope my sister can get employment here if the opportunity arises. 

I do remember 1911 when Mr Welch called us all to his study and said we had to give our names 

for the 1911 census and we had to say where we were born.  Later I saw all the papers on his 

desk. 

 

It was a quiet time.  A lot of the boarders were away on their Easter holidays so I got to know 

the five young gentlemen and two tutors who were still in residence.   
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There was young Master Donald Macintyre and his brother Master Francis Macintyre, from 

New South Wales, all the way from Australia.  Master William Martin from Westminster, 

London made me laugh.  He used to describe all the wonderful sights in London, mimicking the 

grand people there.  Master Claude Wood said he was from Halifax, Nova Scotia, Canada.  The 

map in the library shows that Canada is a long way away.  The scholar with the gentle Welsh 

accent was Master Herbert Philips.  He had a beautiful voice when we had Sunday prayers and 

hymns.   

 

One boarder was the 17-year-old Irish Master John 

Hamilton Robb.  He said he came from Portadown, 

County Armargh in Ireland and he missed his family 

dreadfully.  All he had to look on from his room was a 

cricket field; not even a hockey field.  Master Robb had 

to play his game of hockey in Aldershot. 

I think the butler was kind to these gentlemen boarders because they sometimes wrote to him.  

Of course, we had the weekly Sheldrake’s Military Gazette delivered to the college and once 

that was thrown in the wastepaper basket in the drawing room, the papers made their way to 

the servants’ quarters for reading.  Actually, the newspaper changed its name by 1911 to 

Aldershot Gazette but old habits die hard and we called the paper Sheldrake’s. 

 

There were two tutors in residence that Easter.  One tutor was from Londonderry in Ireland.  

He was Mr MacCulloch.  I used to post his letters to his wife and eight children in Bedford. 

 

Mr MacCulloch once showed me a copy of 

the Belfast Newsletter from 7th January 

1882 from his marriage announcement. 
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One day I heard Mr MacCulloch describe to Master John Hamilton what happened when he had 

to appear in court as a witness.   

It was a true story.  Once two homesick Irish gentlemen get together, there were howls of 

laughter.  In 1888 at Mullaghmonaghan, Catherine Hughes from Monaghan had stolen from our 

Mr MacCulloch a straw hat, a quantity of room paper and three boots to the value of four 

shillings.  Poor woman.  She was tried by the Justices for larceny.  She had to pay back £5 in 

money, keep the peace and be of good behaviour.  Three boots, they kept laughing, as the tale 

went on.  Why three boots?  Why not four? 

 

Funny how sometimes when residents were lonely, they would talk to me once I became 

Assistant Matron.  Mr MacCulloch said he had become a Freemason in Ireland and how he kept 

very quiet about this in Heath End. 

 

Mr MacCulloch left us during the war and it was a terrible shock when we learnt that he had 

died in 1918.  There was no laughter then in the Servants Hall.  Thinking about this, brings real 

tears to my eyes. 

In 1914, we received some awful news from Ireland.  Master John Robb had worked very hard 

when he was with us at the Army College.  I do remember his birthday of January 31st because 

he had kept the newspaper cutting from the Belfast Newsletter of when he was born.  His 

parents lived at Edenderry House, Portadown and his father was a linen manufacturer. 

 

John Robb passed his Naval examinations the next year after leaving us and was commissioned 

in January 1912 as a probationary 2nd Lieutenant in the Royal Marine Light Infantry.   
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Then in September 1914 John was made a Temporary Lieutenant and joined HMS Sutlej.  

Wonderful, I thought.  This was what he wanted to do – serve his country and sail. 

Mr Welch the Principal, explained to us that HMS Sutlej was named after a river in India.  He 

said she was an armoured cruiser and in August 1914, she was placed on reserve ready for 

escorting convoys.  However, in November there had been a boating accident with the swamping 

of a Shore boat at Queenstown, Ireland in Queenstown harbour and the papers said John 

drowned trying to save another.  How we wept when we were told the news.  That poor boy. 

 

 

 

 
Look, here in my diary.  The cheeky John Robb knew that I used to read Cook’s copy of “Mrs 

Beetons” recipes which had chapters on “Ailments” at the back.  Cook knew I was trying to 

better myself and improve my employment prospects.  Before St Patrick’s Day in March, John 

Robb had persuaded me to borrow “Mrs Beetons” so he could hunt out Irish Stew, colcannon and 

soda bread and all the other traditional Irish delights made with Irish whiskey.  Cook received 

a bunch of flowers from John and we joined him on the 17th with an Irish meal.  I feel better 

now thinking of that happy memory. 

War is such a waste of our talented young gentlemen and I haven’t told you of even worse news 

that autumn in 1914.  The son of our Principal was Walter George Frederick Welch.  He had 

done well at Charterhouse, his school near Godalming and his name was written in a book. 

 

After studying here in the Army College and later at the Royal Military Academy at Woolwich, 

Master Walter became a Lieutenant with the Royal Field Artillery.  We knew he was stationed 

in the Louisberg Barracks at Bordon Camp where he was serving in the 127th Battery, Royal 

Engineers but we kept his bedroom on the first floor, spick and span.   

 

Of course, when war was declared, the country recognised that our troops would be fighting 

abroad but we did not know where.  Mr Welch even put his son’s room up for rent in case there 

were men needing lodgings. 
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Then we started to read terrible newspaper reports from a place called Ypres in Flanders. 

    

We had no idea exactly where Master Walter was fighting but one day a letter arrived for Mr 

Welch and we later learnt it was from a Commanding Officer in Flanders.  Terrible news.  Word 

spread quickly around the Army College that Lieutenant Welch had died in action. 

 

 
 

What could be said when we saw Mr Reginald Welch looking heartbroken.  The College became 

very quiet for a long time.  Much later in 1919 we read in the Aldershot News how involved Mr 

Welch was with a war shrine at Hale.  
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By 1919, Mr Welch had been in the newspapers 

nearly every week.  He was the Treasurer of the 

Conservative Party in Hale and a forthright 

speaker. 

We had had the “People’s Budget” reform in 1909 

which was unpopular and then a General Election 

in January 1910.  I tried to understand the 

Tarriff Reform which related to trading within 

our Empire and trading outside.  Should there be 

a tax on corn coming in from India, which might 

affect the poor?  There was also considerable 

fear about Germany and the United States 

building up their financial resources. 

In 1910 Sir William Treacher went from Hale to 

all about the local villages.  People like Mr Welch 

had their say.  Column after column in the 

newspapers over Tarriff Reform.  We needed 

more votes for women then we too could get 

involved. 

 

I have forgotten to tell you about another tutor Mr Cyril Scudamore.  He was a Classics tutor.  

We didn’t have such a thing at my village school.  Mr Scudamore was kind and showed me Latin 

books and strange writing in Greek.  He was the son of a clergyman and had been sent away to 

boarding school for his education.  He gained a Bachelor of Arts degree and I know he taught at 

Kings School in Canterbury.  My married sister in Kent told me that Kings, Canterbury was a 

highly prestigious academic school so we did well to attract Mr Scudamore here. 

This old advertisement has fallen out of my diary.  I must have picked it up when I went 

through old Mr Wells Copse to stay with Mrs Compton in York Crescent. 

 

Martin, Wells and Co. was such a large company.  The 

timber yard and brickyards were just off Cranmore 

Lane in Aldershot, always very busy.  They had very 

large yards in Victoria Road in Aldershot too.   

I need to throw this old advertisement away but it 

reminds me of a long tale to tell.  In 1911 something 

very odd happened.  Mr Reginald Welch, Principal of 

the Army College asked me if I would stay caring for 

his mother-in-law Mrs Compton for a few days?? 

Why would he ask that, I thought to myself? Strange? 

 

Time for a brew of tea and put my feet up by the fireside while I think of how to explain that 

complicated story. 


