Florence M. [Sullivan] Larkin,
OWar, at First and Second Hand,O
1919

Florence M. [Sulivan] Larkin (18891976) daugtier of Mr. and Mrs. F. D. Sulivan,wasfrom
Eau Claire, WI, and served from September 19,1918to September 19,1919,for the Y.M.C.A,,
YoungMen@ Christian Assodation, in Englandduring WWI!. Shefirst arrived in Engandon
Octobe 18,1918,andon November 1, 1918,she becanme a temporary assistantin London. On
November 11,1918,shewasa secretary and hogess in Plymouth, England shearrived in
Franae on March 10,1919,andfromMarch 29,1919,to Augug 11, 1919 sheserved asa
secretary in Polch, Germany. Before thewar, in 1915, Florence wasan English teacher for the
Public Shools of Ashland, W, where sheearned $915per year. After thewar, shecontinued to
teach; shewasan English teacher at Riverside High School, Milwaukee (19221927,
$2400year) andlater joined the Northwestern Wisconsn Teacher@ Assodationin 1933.
Throughouther lifetime, Florence gained honorand respect by all theindividuals she assodated
with because of her loyal commitment anddedication to the many services shetooka part of.

Provided bdowis a story written by Miss Sulivan regarding he many experiences and
viewpoints she had of WW! whileliving in England. Followingthestory is a letter shewrote to
the OMothers of BoysOuponQheboysOarrival hone. EElizabeh Limburg

Source: Florence M. Larkin Papers, Eau Claire Area Research Center, Eau Claire, Wisconsn.

Miss Florence Sullivan
Iron River, Michigan
November 20,1919
War, at First and SecondHand

[1] Our small villagein apodket of theiron rangel often think is as remote from the United
States as Lilliput We are like the hillocks which theirrigator® ditches seldomreach, which
mug draw ther sugenance from afar, yet somehow contribute their share to the produdion of
thewhole. Our nourishment comesin condensed dropsfrom the weekly village pgper, or filters
in thru bdated channds by the evening train, seemingly our only link with tha world beyondthe
hills, yet we shake ourselves out of our duggishness to become a part in that greatest of our
growths Public Sentiment. Andwe marvel at its srength and loyaty when we realize how
remote and unwieldy are itsroots! Only onewho has shared our isolation know howhard it isto
shake off provindalism; howimaginaive onemusg beto visudize from even the mod flaring
type world events asrealities. Like thesmall boywhos view of the stageis completely
obscured by the head and shoulders of theman in front of him, we gropefor a better view only to
be counsled; O\h well, just keep your eye on me and laughwhen | do.O



[2] So War foundus Thecold print of our evening-paper seemed past history. GPreparednessQ
QuniformsQ (HowitzersQ were only words The stagewas far beyondour vision, --yet we
laughed! Out came our flagswhen we read that Fifth Avenuewas gorgeouswith them: we gave
our foodcongervation show asif we had notaways foundsimple living necessary; and when the
tiem came we registered our foreign popuktion and excited enthusasm for Liberty Loansto
further awar we often doubed was taking place at all. Y et we went Qover thetopQagan and
agan and agan! Thespirit of our scattered hamletsis miraculoud

[3] It was out of this villageturpitudethat | was suddenly shotinto thezoneof war. O'o
EnglandQ said theoffice, and | must corfess | greeted theideawith repugnance. | hopel to get
to aplace where | oculd see what thingswer about CEngland® It seemed as far from thefront
asthevillage| had left. Owas France needed the hep; besides, the thoughtof the Qold,
congervative BritishOwas terrifying. Even our friendly steward on theBritish trangport couldn®
win my interest with tales as fascinating as Joseph Conrad@, of the (lueloight during the air-
ridetha bombed my @use in LondonQor Qiking Thames river steamers to the Heuphiites;---we
were fed upwith it, Miss; sixteen oGhem logt, andtherest, wha with thefever and decks (t
enoughto fry bicon on, Gting this bloodywarQ Tho | was spdlboundby his h@, which flew
aboutin comical fashion like lettersin amovie, the cockney seemed foreign and annoying and
only accentuated our differences. Wha racial sympahy could we have with England!

[4] Theprovebia fog greeted us and a dirty port teeming with activity, whos diverse craft,
dating near usor boundng outto sea, madethe sequestered iron village seem very far away.
Doffing our lifebdts as buttoned up bravely to descend into the murky city, and soon rattled over
the cobblestones of the narrow, crooked streets to form our first impressons The shopswere
small and dark and cluttered, and closed for two hours at midday. There were street markets for
the sale of fish and meatshopsopen to the street with cuts of meat exposed ontheledgenext the
sidewalk. | passed onelabded curioudy, Butchering DepartmentQ--well to avoid in these days
of BloodandIron! Women were dressed after onepattern in roughtweed suits with plain felt
has and large comfortable shoes. Themonotbny and severity of the cosume grew so irksome
that | could well undestand our boysremark, (h to see an American girl in astreet suit agan!O

[5] There was a variety of uniforms, mog striking of all, the brilliant bluewith flashing red tie
tha distinguished the convdescents from the British military hogitals. Woeto the public hous
that sold them liqua! We had glimpses of girlslolling onthearms of negroesin our kheki, of
frowzy-hared women going with pitchers to theaehouss, and British Tommies spooning with
ther lassies. (1t Qquoit al roightOin public) My picture of the @onservative EnglishOreceived
seriousjoltsinded.

[6] Later | foundthe necessity of uniforms. | had been sent off too quickly to alow onetill |
reached London,but my friend in hers attracted all Americans QHeyQ our boyswould call, and
oneday as we stood chating with them, a Bobby, fierce and terrible, and twice my size bore
down onus

No @GnginCaround (re! Ocame in thundeoustones. ]
Elizabeth advanced staundhly. QVe are American welfare-workers,Osheretorted.



Q know you, alroightQ he said significantly, GbutwotQ with awithering glance at me,
Quot is shedoinC?

Yet afterwards| grew to love the BobbiesQ hugeand kindly always with ther (ro thetop 00
the street and bear to theroightO QWhere is Halwell House?O | would ask, and they would
chudklingly make me repest it, only to reply, GD, you mean QAlwell @use! Y ou Hamericans
don®talk Hinglish.O

[7] Beyondthebusness streets theresidence district loomed luxurioudy. Stately home of brick
arose from moundsof shrubbey and high walls green with moss, each with its name, (Holly
Lodge) Qynhust,Oor thelike, gilded aboutits gate; andtho| laughed then at the Englishman®@
walls and his privacy, | later grew to love ourwalls QA lwell @useOand be glad like him that it
was our garden and nooneelse®. A far cry to thesodability of theiron villagewhere the
neghboi® cow and chickens shared our lot!

Here was an intendty of color in contrast to the grayness tha was gorgeous Nowhere can grass
be greener or flowers more vivid than in Engand. Even thevegetables are ludrous Yet | often
thoughtwith thelovdy color of the English cheek atrifle less color and more tooth mightgive
variety, so atrifle more sun and less moisture might make onefeel more human and less fish!

[8] People were amazingly cordial. Children followed to talk to @Qhe AmericanQand read my
strangebrassard. (1 took heed and wore one Women smiled kindly or spokeawelcome. One
who asked usto tea, spared her month@ suga ration to give uscake. And gradudly | learned
something of what war meant. Women were sweeping the streets, carrying mail, ddivering
milk. Children were often tending shopalone Men in mufti were very few. Cod was scarce
and lights were ordered out at ten-thirty. Manufacturing had been so curtailed that stocksin
every article were sadly depleted. Pleasure cars were not even ararity. Fruit was prohibitive,
matches almogt unobtinable. Even the universal QeaOwas limited to 6d. and to oneservice, as|
foundwith embarassment! How could | knowinthat ironvillagel Oneday | asked for milk.
Thesullen old waiter turned uponme, flourishing his ngpkin in scorn.

OAre you over three years old2Ohe snarled; and when the headwaiter came to reprove his
inlence | learned tha only infants and invaidshad had milk in four years. Same,
American!

One-hdf poundof meat a week was permitted, two ounces of suga and oneof butter and jam.
Everything seemed meted outin ration but therain, - yet these people were sending foodto
Belgium! Andcheerfulness prevailed. | saw little mouming and no overwhdminggrief in spite
of thousand of lost sonsand father and four longyears of war. GCheerioQ said the English, and
honorto them!

[9] We boughtthird class for London GDnly fools and royaty buy first,Owe were admonished,
and we didn®wish to qudify. We sent onetrunk by goodQand elabarate proceeding all done
in black and white, a pat of the Qed tapeOwe found on every tumn. We gave the other to the

porter to dispo< of in thefront coach, and since no checks are issued, prayed that someoneelse
mightnotwish it first. Then to the secluson of our compartment where a poder aboveour sedt,



congpicuousas English pogers go, was aimos a spoken welcome. Q.ess cod for trainsat home
means more shipsto bringthe Americans Ol tingled with pride, yet putdown a credit tot the
accountof the Gzold, conservative Engish,Olt was a concession for Jon Bull!

[10] Our joumey took usthru thetranqui English countyside, truly addectable land; -a great
garden divided by well-groomed hedges. 1n the States the vast areas of untilled land are
obgacles enoughto foder energy and courage. The rocks alonein Uppe Michigan would make
thesturdiest heart ache at thethoughtof thework to bedone Here on settles back into the
feeling tha al thelaborendal generationsback and that thelandscapeis a picture only to enjoy.

[11] London! Think yellow fog; a maze of crudly dark streets and cluttered vehicles whos
drivers called our warningly to each other; street lamps panted black and signdingto air-raid
shdters; flutteringsand scurryingsinto thedarkness; -- this was war!

A tap on my doorwhen | reached the hatel warned; raw the blindd Oand | saw for thefirst
time theflaunting red sign; QWAR! Curtainsmuch NOT bedrawn back! O Air-raid were the
universal topic Women with staring eyes, living over agan the harrors of those nightstold of
subways jammed and suffocating where the poa had taken refugewith mattresses for ther
crying babies; or of theatre audiences, terrified suddenly by the Boche rising with streaming
eyes to sing G5od Save theKing O | was at thefront

[12] By day Londonwas ariot of uniforms. The Tommies, grizzled and grim fromlongservice,
frightened me, untl | foundin thefirst cluger | reluctantly approached in our canteen, one
Tommy from Wisconsn, and another from Nevada | began to feel very much at home. 1 think
| should have felt so completely had it not been for theleft-handed traffic. (precariousto a
creature of righthanded habits!) and, too, thebuses. They were all that approximated American
peed, and yet after trying vainly for ten minutes to boad one | was astonished to hear theslow-
moving Bobby| appedled to , remongrate, GGet on @m now, Miss. &G nat going very fastO---
Thisfrom a people who seem characteristically ow!

[13] My main work in England was at our submarine-chaser base. The benevolent owner of the
largest cafZin the port gave the use of it eveningsand Sundays to our boys asaclub. Andthere
in thegloomwhich thelaw againg outsidelighting enforced, | hung outour Y.M.C.A. sign.
Multitudes of sailorsfiled in to seek entertainment during thelong monthsof waitingto be
ordered home, and there strangdy, in aland with a caste system asrigid as the Hindu,women
and girls of all classes flocked to make of our boys runthe canteen, organize games and Qlog-
trotOto our jazz music. There were afew exceptionsto this wartime democracy. A stiff British
matron announed dramatically at tea, O hae thelower class! Onecessitating a tactful diversion
onthepart of our hogess; a club member refused to entertain with a fellow-worker (hecause |®n
Profession and she@ Trade ;Oand oneso-called @ adyOwould not mingle with out Ghop-girl
members who®e uncertain of ther h@Q Y et before scoming thar spirit | thoughthard aboutour
American war-worker who Qnever assodated with our sailors unless they came to the back door
to shineshoes.O It may bebest to start at home to make theworld safe for demoaracy!

[14] Our netiond characteristics are mutudly well-advertised: An American blustered into the
cafZoneday announéng, My name@ Ryan. Salesman. Nebraska. Knowtha county? Best
little corner on earth!O As hepassed on, the owne turned to me. (How like you Americand O



hesaid. o you know that an Englishman has lunched here everyday for twenty years and has
never told his name nor said @ood-morning!O A progperous|ooking busness man after
watching our dances severa eveningsoffered to send me some floor-wax, and | was astounde,
when | sent anote to thank him, to have him ask me to alow theuse of it as advertising on his
calenda. Hefindly sent aproof to me, thinkingmy name in print would win me over. Hoho!O
said theboys Orha man®@noEngishman. He@a Yank!O

[15] TheEngish at first classed our sailors with their own who are ignaant and inferior, (How
can onebeintelligent and bring up afamily on nothing at all?) butthey soonrealized ther
manliness, ther chivalry, and surprising stock of information, and the volunteer leader of a
canteen shift who reproved an assistant for not smiling at the Americanswhen she handed them
tea, was only oneof many proofs of howthe English loved them. Our boyshated the GimeyO
sailors, with whomthey often foughton thestreets. | think their disiike for England was largdy
dueto the provoking insolence of QimeyOsneers, ONell, America, you came too latel OY et | felt
quite certain that we didn®aways pursue a Laissez Faire policy ourselves. We American are
hadly lacking as a naionin arrogance and self-assertion and | rathe doubed the ability of a
youngAmerican to continudly pass the QimeyOsailor he scorned withoutberating him.

[16] It was maddening to be madefeel that only thingsEnglish were Quite al rightQ We often
commented on the English newspapersGsurprising indifference to the part our army played, and
onthos English people who disparaged our aid inthewar. Y et there was much praise too, for
our county and our president, and certainly an openhearted welcome. During themonthswhen
the English threw ther homes open to our men, and when the Lord Mayor banqueed the entire
chaser pasonné with awelcome tha symbolized the mog sincere internaiond goodwill. |
foundthe boyLettitudechanging, and tho they were loatheto praise the QimeysQ or find
anything in England that wasn® better in the StatesQ yet they greatly enjoyed and appreciated
thehogitality of her people, and foundthem, as| foundthem, ddightful, besides beng quite
human and like ourselves.

[17] The perilousand splendid work of the men onthe subdhasers and destroyers endeared them
to al thethinking people of theport. No greater tribute was possible than the ovaion our sailors
received when the chasers|eft for home. Not far from thetablet tha makes the point of
departure of the VlayflowerQ thousindsof people gathered to see them for thelast time. Asthe
longlines of little craft with homeward-boundpennants flying, drew up before Ghe HoeQ ther
sirensshrieked alast salute and Orhree cheers for old England,Ocame echoing across the water.
Handkechiefs and flagswaved from the shore, rodkets soared in varied colors, and ships
throughoutthe harbor bellowed Bon VoyageQ Thegreat conmurse of people remained untl
thelast boa disappeared. They were frankly sad. The Americanshad meant much to war-worn
England in more than oneway, and there was something in that parting on tha historic setting
tha seemed like afondmother farewell.

Cheerio, England!

Florence Sullivan



[18] A letter written from Miss Sulivan to the OMiothers of Men,01919:

Asyouthink of [your boyq and their home coming | knowyou are wonde&ing whether or not
they have changead since you sent them over here.

Y es, they have, for these boysof yours have gonethroughshot and shdl; they have heard the
songof death in thefire of machine guns they have been alonein thefrort linetrenches at
midnight, they have tramped an foughtand suffered. So youwill see the depthsin ther eyesN
depthswhich were not there a year ago and which can only come to those who have been face to
face with death and hdl butthroughit al have seen and known God.

Some are wearing theinggnia of honorfor heroic deedsin action; some have no decorationsto
commemorate thar heroism, but each has played anoble pat and | am sure tha somewhere the
just and loving Eternd Father has kept ther Gervice recordsand that He, even He, will bestow
uponthem awardsfor distinguished service in theday of His Grand Review.

And now aword to the mothers whose sonswill not return. | undestand something of the
unuterable sorrow in your hearts, but | want to hep you, if | can, to feel theungesakable glory
of having made a mother® sacrifice for freedom | know how much harder if has been for youto
give him, your son, than to have given your own life.

But let this beyowr comfort, that he played his pat in fullest measure and, whether here or there,
hislife goes onto bless and brighten and uplift theworld.

From a Or OMother with the Boysof the A.E.F. [American Expeditionary Force]
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