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68   Chalky the Crayford Swallow

I found that the best medicine I had to overcome 
the dark depressions that sometime enveloped 
me was to lose myself in my own dreams and 
imagination. If I was down I would close my eyes 
and in a few seconds I could feel that Indian sun 
beating down on my neck again and imagine 

myself running through the verdant tea gardens 
of the Nilgiri hills. Nothing stirred my imagination 
more than music and for that I have to thank 
Miss Marjorie Bose, who came in with Florence, 
her Mum, to visit me regularly.

The Wonderful Marjorie Bose
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Marjorie was just about the most 
beautiful girl I had ever seen. Like many 
of the nurses she was a posh girl whose 
father was a stock broker, but she was 
far from being stuck up. Marjorie made 
just about every soldier in here go weak 
at the knees as soon as she came in.  
She would talk to anyone but what 
we wanted more was for her to play 
her violin.  Sometimes when I saw her 
I thought I had died and gone to heaven.  
She really was an angel and the sweet 
tunes from her violin stayed with me 
long after she’d gone home and I was 
alone once more in the dark of a 
hospital night.

The Wonderful Marjorie Bose

Marjorie Bose was born in London in 1895 and lived with her 
wealthy stock broker father Alfred and mother Florence in 
Westcliff -on-Sea near Southend, Essex. In 1916, when 
Marjorie was visiting William White in hospital, she was 21 
and just starting out on a career as a leading violinist that 
would take her into London’s West End. After World War 
One she was a regular in the orchestra of the London Coliseum 
in the Strand. Marjorie’s godson, John Robertson said she 
was very beautiful and always had many admirers but never 
married. Marjorie’s sister Dorothy was also a talented musician 
and played the piano.  The Southend Music Festival still off er 
prizes in the names of the two Bose girls.
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Marjorie Bose ( pictured above) appeared 
regularly after the war at the Colliseum
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The Wonderful Marjorie Bose

Some of the volunteer visitors though were not so 
welcome. I’m sure they were well meaning but most 
of us pretended to be dead or hid under the covers 
to avoid them. By June 1916 I had been in the 
hospital at Southend for over a year.  The Doctors 
didn’t have to tell me that I wasn’t going to recover, 
my body told me that. No feeling had returned to 

my legs and, if anything, I was feeling weaker and 
weaker. When the Doctor suggested that I might like 
to be transferred to the War Hospital in Dartford to 
be nearer to my family I knew it was the thing to 
do. If my number was finally up then I wanted to 
be back home with my own people.

Many soldiers were treated many miles from 
their families. This meant they had few visits from 
their families. Each hospital recruited volunteers 
who saw visiting the wounded as a patriotic duty. 
Marjorie Bose and her mother Florence visited 
William White in Southend when it was very 
diffi  cult for his family to get to the hospital 
from Crayford.

Soldiers staying in military hospitals were 
issued a Hospital Blue uniform and a red tie. 
Hospital Blue was useful in aiding medical 
staff  to identify their patients but also 
to mark those who had “Done their bit”.
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The Wonderful Marjorie Bose

Before I left Southend I wrote a letter which I sent 
to the local newspaper to thank everyone for the 
kindness I had been shown.  I knew I wanted to go 
home but I was sad to say goodbye to some of my 
nurses and sadder still when I told Marjorie I was 
going.  This lovely angel had helped me get through 
so many dark nights that the thought of never 

seeing her again broke my heart.  But, do you 
know, I was wrong.  Marjorie took my autograph 
book and painted a picture of herself which she 
dedicated to me. I knew then that whenever I 
looked at her portrait her music would come 
back to comfort me.

William White Autograph Book                                                                                         National Army Museum
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The Wonderful Marjorie Bose

This letter, written by Private White appeared in a Southend paper on his leaving Queen Mary’s Hospital in June 1916.

Sir,__

When I entered Queen Mary’s Hospital on March 12th, 1915, it was said that I had but 14 
days to live, and several times my life has been despaired of.  Now, however, I am about to 
be transferred, and I feel I cannot leave Southend without saying how I have appreciated 
the kindness I have received in the town.  My condition of complete paraplegia renders me 
entirely dependent on others.  In such circumstances my existence might have been a hell 
upon earth, but everyone in Southend has contributed to make it as much like a paradise as 
possible.  The Right Hon. Alexander Nelson Hood, C.V.O., Sir Ernest Flower and the hospital 
Committee as a whole have spared no plans to increase my comfort and Dr Maxwell has been 
as a doctor and father combined.  The hospital staff, the resident doctors, the sisters and 
nurses have never failed in kindness and attention and the St John’s Ambulance brigade 
orderlies both permanent and voluntary have waited on me hand and foot through all my 
weary months.  I thank these all and I thank the people of Southend especially Father Van 
Meenen of the Church of the Sacred Heart, so many of whom have made my life supportable.  
I have enjoyed their visits, and I also treasure the memory of Queen Mary, herself, who, after 
her visit sent me a razor and some lovely flowers from Windsor castle.  These recollections 
make me sad at leaving Southend but I am going to Dartford where I shall be among my own 
people.  I will be obliged if you would publish this letter though I regret it expresses so little of 
the gratitude which I feel towards my friends at Southend.  They have been friends in need.

Yours sincerely,

“CHALKY” WHITE

June 17th 1916
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