In edited extracts from the reminiscences of his owner/rider,
- Jack Seely, we learn of the aptly named Warrior’s extraordinary
exploits during the First World War

HE story of my horse Warrior
will show that not only did his
vivid personality help me to gain
the confidence of thousands of
brave men, when without him 1

could never have achieved it, but that by his-

supreme courage at a critical moment, he led
me forward to victory in perhaps the greatest
crisis of the War.

Ithoughtfromthefirst that we wereinfora
long war, but I did not think that we should be
in France together for more than four years,
nor did I dare to hope that we should both re-
turn alive. I rode Warrior in shellfire - some-
times so heavy that he was almost the only
survivor - but never once did he attempt to
bolt or do any of the things which might be ex-
pected of an animal reputed to be so naturally
timid asthe horse, No, my stout-hearted horse
not only kept his own fear under control, but
by his example helped beyond measure.

At the First Battle of Ypres, when the
British army found themselves confronted by
four times their numbers of most courageous
men, with an overwhelming superiority of
artillery gathered from all parts of their long

 battle line in France, then every man, from
generalto private soldier, and every horse, had
to play his part. I did not know before that
men could be so self-sacrificing and so brave.
They all knew that if they failed, and the
Channel ports were captured, it was all over
with the Allied cause, and, perhaps, with
England too. So they fought for weeks on end
in blood, and mud, and misery with a spirit
never equalled in the history of the British
army. From there I was sent to report on the
front held by the Indian contingent, and took
Warrior with me. It was the wettest and
gloomiest part of the line, and rifle-fire was
continuous. Each side wanted to find out what
the other was worth, so once again Warrior
found himself exposed to that dangerous
thing, rifle and machine-gun fire.

Then I was to command all the available
Canadian cavalry, to beformed intoa mounted
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Warrior’s head (top) drawn by Munnings, who
also painted Major General the Rt Hon Jack
Seely on board in 1918 (above). Winston
Churchill and Jack Seely at a Guards Review in
Hyde Park on 28 April, 1913 (left)

brigade, three thousand men and horses,
comprising cavalry, artillery, engineers, sig-
nallers and army service corps, a wonderfuil
command for any man to be privileged to lead.
Warrior was my passport wherever I'went. As
I rode along, whether it were in rest billets, in
reserve, approaching the line, or in the midst
of battle, men would say, not “Here comes the
General,” but “Here’s old Warrior.”

This time Warrior had not got all the ad-
vantages of being “attached to General >
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¢ 6 He did not flinch or tremble though the din of
battle was deafening; he was self-possessed 99

Headquarters”. On the contrary, he found
himself tethered behind a little haystack into
which shells and long-range bullets would
thud from time to time. But he had become
war-worthy, He did not flinch or tremble,
though the din of battle was deafening, and
when darkness fell, and I mounted him to ride
round the lines, he was cool and self-pos-
sessed. To reach the front line we had to go
over a ridge which should have been in full
view of the enemy, but a row of trees screened
one from view. It was all the more safe if we
rodle there, because we covered the distance in
about one quarter the time, and were therefore
four times more likely to come off unscathed.

Aswinter came on we allhad a hardertime.
It was a very wet season, the ground was
soggy, trenches were filled with water, and we
were constantly getting bogged.

But it was, nevertheless, at this time, and in
both succeeding winters on the Western

Canadian horses in shelters camouflaged
against air observation (below). Warrior is in
the picture, drawn by Munnings a day ortwo
before the great German attack of March 1918
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Front, that we learnt that the horse is the only
certain means of transport. The horse is vital
to man in modern war. All mechanical con-
trivances fail when the mud gets deep; the
horse suffers, but some survive to pull up the
batteries, to bring up food and ammnumition, to
dragback the melancholy lines ofambulances .
The sombre close of the Battle of the
Somme was cruel to horses no less than to
men. The roads were so completely broken up
by alternate frost, snow and rain, that the only
way to get ammunition to the forward batter-
ies was to carry it up in panniers shung on
horses. Often these poor beasts, who were led
forward in long strings with three shells on
each side of them, would sink deep into the
mud. Sometimes, in spite of all their struggles,
they could not extricate themselves, and died
where they fell. .
Many times I accompanied these melan-
choly convoys with Warrior. He, too, would
sometimes sink through the frozen crust into
the oozing white mud below, but he was very
strong, and when I jumped from his back he
would somehow manage to get out. One of our
troubles was that famous airman Richthofen.

Far left: sugar factory after an intense German
bombardment. Warrior was billeted there,
“perhaps his most uncomfortable and
hazardous home®. Left: Canadian cavalry
officers’ horses being watered near Berneville

His observers would spot these convoys, and
direct artillery fire on them, often with great
effect; they would even swoop down and
attack with their machine guns. On one occa-
sion when Warrior was stuck fast a German
flew down and emptied his machine-gun belt
at us. Once a great shell fell near him and he
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was completely buried under the falling earth
except for one forefoot. But with the help of a
little digging we got him out unharmed except
for a lameness in the off-fore.

The horses suffered terribly at the Battle of
Paschendacele, even more than in the Battle of
the Somme a year before. But one of the finest
things about the English soldier of the front
line was his invariable kindness and, indeed,
2 his gentleness at all times to the horses. I
hardly ever saw a man strilke a horse in anger
during all the four years of war, and again and
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again I have seen a man risk his life, and,
indeed, lose it, for the sake of his horse.

The wet and the mud told upon Warrior’s
health. Even his indomitable spirit began to
grow weary and he had lost some of his spring.

On the night of March 29 we camped at a
little village called Boves near the main line
from Paris to Amiens. Things looked very
black. I knew that if the Germans reached the
ridge covering Amiens, the French and English
armies had orders to fall bacls, the French on
Paris, the English on the Channel ports.
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I was woken where I was sleeping close to
Warrior under a wall to hear that the German
advance had continued, that they had cap-
tured the vital Moreuil Ridge, but that our
infantry were holding on, much reduced in
numbers. I was directed to take my brigadein
that direction to help. It seemed clear that
unless we recaptured the Moreuil Ridge it was
all over with Amiens, and probably with the
Allied cause. Sitting there on Warrior’s back I
decided to attemypt the apparently impossible
- torecapture the Moreuil Ridge. >
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Queen Mary with Warrior and Jack Seely at
Mottistone, Cowes Week, 1934 (above). Cutting
from the Evening Standard, 4 April 1941 (right)

‘Warrior was strangely excited, all trace of
exhaustion had gone; In some strange way, he
knew that the crisis in his life had come.

The colonels of each of my regiments came
galloping up. We consulted briefly, and orders
were written for the attack. The plan was that
1should cross the little river separating Castel
from the Bois de Moreuil with my staff and my
signal troop, and, as the brigade advanced,
should go forward with the signal troop and
plant mylittle triangular red flag at the point of
the wood. Our infantry were only 400 yards
from this point and were firing into the wood.

Warrior and Jack Seely out for a day with the
Isle of Wight foxhounds after the War (below)
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Horse the Germans

Could Not Kill

Lord Mottistone’s famous old war |
horse Warrior, which he and Sir John |
French (Lord Ypres) rode during the |
last war, has died at Mottistone Manor,
Isle of nght at the-age of 32, - .

Warrior had S0 many: narrow
escapes from death in the last war|
that the Canadian cavalry, whom Tord |
Mottistone ” commanded in France,
used to call him “the horse the
Germans can’t kill.”
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It seemed clear to me that under cover of
their fire I could establish the flag and head-
quarters at the point of the wood so that every
man could see, as he passed our infantry front
line, that the first phase of the battle had been
won. Warrior took charge and galloped as
hard as he could straight for the front line.

There were about 20 of us all told whenI
halted for a moment and looked round to give

final orders. I turned in my saddle and told my -

comrades that the faster we galloped the more
certain we were of success, that Iwould tell the
infantry to redouble their fire as we passed
through them, and that the day was as good as
ours. But I could hardly finish my sentence
before Warrior again took charge.

N YLy,

He was determined to go forward and with
a great leap started off. All sensation of fear
had vanished from him as he galloped on at
racing speed. There was a hail of bullets from
the enemy and perhaps half of us were hit, but
‘Warrior cared for nothing, His oneidea was to
get at the enemy. He almost buried his head in
the brushwood when we reached the point of
the wood at the chosen spot. We were greeted
by 20 or 30 Germans, who fired a few shots
before running, doubtless thinking there were
thousands of us following.

Corporal King jammed his lance with the
red flaginto the ground, the survivors jumped
off their horses and ran into the wood with
theirrifles, and the first phase of the battle was
over. It was an odd way to use a signal troop.

‘When the war ended Warrior returned to
the Isle of Wight. On 30 March 1922 he sailed
home to victory in the Isle of Wight point-to-
point on the anniversary of that great day
when hehad galloped through the British and
German front lines to save Amiens and the
Allied Cause. He had quite a gay time each
winter, for not only did I go foxhunting with
him whenever I had the time, but he became
the family hunter. My son Patrick hunted him
constantly, and often found himself near the
head of the hunt, partly because he wished to
be there, and partly because Warrior would
not allow it to be otherwise. [ |

Warrior: the amazing story of a real war horse,
published by Racing Post Books, is available
from www.racingpost.com for £11.99
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