
FOREWORD 

 

 

Having been appointed to the Colonelcy of the Regiment as successor to our beloved 

Colonel of 17 years, Major-General Sir Edmund Leach, K.C.B.; whose resignation through 

ill-health two years ago we all so much regretted, and whose death, just as this History is 

about to be published, we so deeply deplore; it devolves upon me to write its Foreword. 

 

In doing so, my uppermost feeling is one of immense pride in the glorious service recorded 

in this History of our Regiment throughout the Great War. 

 

It is the record of Twenty-two Battalions, and one Depot. Of these, Eleven Battalions 

served abroad on active service, in which 6,866 of all ranks “gave all that they had,” and 

some 21,000 became casualties, while the Honours gained complete a record of which any 

Regiment might be justly proud. 

 

To us of the Regiment, however, it is the way in which the service was rendered, that gives 

us our feeling of pride. 

 

When I arrived in France early in 1915,1 had the extreme pleasure of hearing on all sides, 

of the high reputation our Regiment had won by their tenacity in holding trenches at 

whatever cost. 

 

There is the story, which will be remembered as long as the Regiment exists, of the old 

private soldier at Neuve Chappelle in 1914, told by Major Molony in his History of the 

First Battalion in the Great War. I make no apology for repeating it here, because it gives a 

living example of that spirit which is the treasure of the Regiment. 

 

The Germans had over-run the trenches on the left the Battalion, and that flank was left in 

the air. 

 

Major Molony writes: - “ None could have blamed them if, attacked in flank and rear, they 

had, as a unit, withdrawn from a position which, had not The Queen’s Own proved the 

contrary, would have been accepted by all as impossible. They were told to stay and, 

desperate and nearly officerless, stay they did. One young soldier, almost a boy, observing 

men of other units trickling to the rear, began to look over his shoulder. In another instant 

he might have been gone, but an old Private seized hold of him none too tenderly, shouting  

‘ None of that, my lad! We don’t do that in The Queen’s Own.’  ” 

 

Here, in the “ We,” lies the secret of it all. Pride of Regiment, the pride which means “We 

can do nothing that does not become a soldier,” and which is, in the highest degree, esprit-

de--corps. It was this pride that lived and had its being in every Battalion of the Regiment 

which enabled it, in the unprecedented difficulties of the Great War, to present the resolute 

front that is told of in this History. 

 

Such a spirit comes from more than discipline, is above even the highest sense of duty, and 

is beyond the power of any system, however good, to produce. It comes, I feel perfectly 

certain, from that Comradeship, nay, that Friendship which gives the mutual and invincible 

confidence which has so long existed, and, I cannot doubt, will continue to exist between 

our warrant officers, non-commissioned officers and men. 

 



 

With this superb spirit the Regiment will always act up to its motto, “ Quo fas et gloria 

ducunt,” and will ever be worthy, as it has proved itself in this Great War, of the Grand 

Word we wear so proudly beneath the White Horse of Kent upon our caps – 

 

“INVICTA” 
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