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Richard Thomas Gallienne was born in Liverpool on 20th January, 1866.

 

His first job was in an accountant's office, but this was quickly abandoned to pursue his first love as a professional writer. His first work, My Ladies’ Sonnets, was published in 1887. 

 

In 1889 he became, for a brief time, literary secretary to Wilson Barrett the manager, actor, and playwright. Barrett enjoyed immense success with the staging of melodramas, which would later reach a peak with the historical tragedy The Sign of the Cross (1895).

 

Le Gallienne joined the staff of The Star newspaper in 1891, and also wrote for various other papers under the pseudonym ‘Logroller’. He contributed to the short-lived but influential quarterly periodical The Yellow Book, published between 1894 and 1897.

 

His first wife, Mildred Lee, died in 1894 leaving their daughter, Hesper, in his care. 

 

In 1897 he married the Danish journalist Julie Norregard. However, the marriage would not be a success. She left him in 1903 and took their daughter Eva to live in Paris. They were eventually divorced in June 1911.

 

Le Gallienne now moved to the United States and became resident there. 

 

On 27th October 1911, he married Mrs. Irma Perry, whose marriage to her first cousin, the painter and sculptor Roland Hinton Perry, had been dissolved in 1904. Le Gallienne and Irma had known each other for many years and had written an article together a few years earlier in 1906. 

 

Le Gallienne and Irma lived in Paris from the late 1920s, where Irma’s daughter Gwen was by then an established figure in the expatriate bohème.  Le Gallienne also added a regular newspaper column to the frequent publication of his poems, essays and other articles.

 

By 1930 Le Gallienne’s book publishing career had virtually ceased. During the latter years of that decade Le Gallienne lived in Menton on the French Riviera and, during the war years, in nearby Monaco. His house was commandeered by German troops and his handsome library was nearly sent back to Germany as bounty. Le Gallienne managed a successful appeal to a German officer in Monaco which allowed him to return to Menton to collect his books. 

 

To his credit Le Gallienne refused to write propaganda for the local German and Italian authorities, and financially was often in dire need.  On one occasion he collapsed in the street due to hunger.

 

Richard Thomas Gallienne died on 15th September 1947.  He is buried in Menton in a grave whose lease is, at present, due to expire in 2023.
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To Belgium

 

Our tears, our songs, our laurels—what are these

To thee in thy Gethsemane of loss,

Stretched in thine unimagined agonies

On Hell's last engine of the Iron Cross.

 

For such a world as this that thou shouldst die

Is price too vast—yet, Belgium, hadst thou sold

Thyself, O then had fled from out the earth

Honour for ever, and left only Gold.

 

Nor diest thou—for soon shalt thou awake,

And, lifted high on our victorious shields,

Watch the new sunrise driving for your sons

The hated German shadow from your fields.

 

"British colonists resident in London volunteer, and not even silk hats are doffed before training begins"

—New York Times

 

 

 

The Silk-Hat Soldier

 

I saw him in a picture, and I felt I'd like to cry—

He stood in line,

The man "for mine,"

A tall silk-hatted "guy"—

Right on the call,

Silk hat and all,

He'd hurried to the cry—

For he loves England well enough for England to die.

 

I've seen King Harry's helmet in the Abbey hanging high—

The one he wore

At Agincourt;

But braver to my eye

That city toff

Too keen to doff

His stove-pipe—bless him—why?

For he loves England well enough for England to die.

 

And other fellows in that line had come too on the fly,

Their joys and toys,

Brave English boys,

For good and all put by;

O you brave best,

Teach all the rest

How pure the heart and high

When one loves England well enough for England to die.

 

One
