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  Since the end of the Falklands War in June 1982, more than twenty books and hundreds of articles and reports, official and unofficial, have been published about the battle for Darwin and Goose Green. There have also been various television programmes on the subject.


  Darwin and Goose Green – one overall battle but two distinct engagements at twin settlements three kilometres apart – was the first land battle of the campaign. Uniquely, 2nd Battalion, The Parachute Regiment (2 Para) was involved in another major battle, a fortnight later. This was on Wireless Ridge, one of the concluding battles outside the capital, Stanley, which preceded the surrender of the Argentinians.


  Since I was not professionally involved in the Falklands, except as an informed bystander, I began my research by reading Major-General John Frost’s 2 Para Falklands. It was Frost, commanding 2 Para’s predecessors at Arnhem in 1944, who was responsible for the heroic, but eventually unsuccessful, defence of the bridge there. As one of the Regiment’s heroes – indeed, a founding father – he had unrestricted archival access to the Battalion after the Falklands War. However, there was surprisingly little there to guide him.


  The records were minimal, even for a unit engaged so fully in action – or perhaps because of that. For example, 2 Para’s battle ‘log’ no longer existed, so Frost apparently drew heavily on an informal internal report prepared on the voyage home by Captain (now Colonel) David Benest. Subsequently Benest, who had been Lieutenant Colonel H Jones’s Regimental Signals Officer in the early stages of Darwin and Goose Green, commented that for a variety of reasons some significant errors were evident when 2 Para Falklands was published in 1983. However, as this was one of the first accounts – enhanced by the authority of the admired Frostfn1 – it carried credibility and has often been quoted since.


  The next three books I read were most instructive, and I am grateful to the authors for allowing me to quote from them. The well-known journalist and writer, Robert Fox, published a contemporary account of the battle soon after the campaign. He had come to know H well, and had formed a high opinion of him. Fox did not witness the Commanding Officer’s action at Darwin, but his Eyewitness Falklands contains many anecdotes about H, and his descriptions of some of the events and the atmosphere leading up to the battle are illuminating.


  Brigadier Julian Thompson’s book No Picnic carries considerable authority by dint of his appointment, and his integrity. As Commander 3 Commando Brigade, he was H’s immediate superior and understood precisely the mission on which he sent 2 Para, even though he had severe reservations about its relevance and wisdom at the time.


  The Battle for the Falklands by Max Hastings and Simon Jenkins is considered one of the most comprehensive and authoritative accounts of all aspects of the campaign – political, diplomatic and military. Hastings also regarded H highly, although he was nowhere near Darwin when H was killed.


  Initially, therefore, I concentrated my search for details of Lieutenant Colonel Jones’s last hours on the published material relating specifically to the twin battles for Darwin – where his renowned action took place – and for Goose Green. This came from three authors: first, two books by the historian Martin Middlebrook – Operation Corporate and The Fight for the ‘Malvinas’, published in 1985 and 1989 respectively – which looked at the campaign from the protagonists’ different viewpoints. Second was Mark Adkin’s Goose Green – A Battle Fought to be Won, published in 1992; and third was Spencer Fitz-Gibbon’s distinctive Not Mentioned in Despatches, first published in 1996. I found all four books invaluable as they covered the conflict from very different angles, including, in Middlebrook’s case, an insight into Argentinian attitudes and thinking. I am indebted to each of these authors for allowing me to quote from his work.


  For insight into the activities and contribution of the Royal Navy, I drew on Amphibious Landings Falklands, co-authored by Commodore Michael Clapp and Major Ewen Southby-Tailyour, from which they kindly gave me permission to quote.


  My thanks go to Andrew Orgill, the librarian at RMA Sandhurst, and his staff for their help, as well as to the MOD Library, and the Department’s Historical Records branch for their assistance.


  One of the delights of writing H Jones’s biography has been meeting, renewing contact and discussing my subject with so many of his friends and acquaintances. I have interviewed nearly 150 people – only one refused me – and my thanks go to all for giving so generously of their time, and patiently sharing their recollections.


  Three merit specific mention in view of the quality and quantity of their contributions. First Lieutenant Colonel Chris Keeble, on whom command of 2 Para suddenly devolved when H was killed. As Jones’s key confidant – by virtue of appointment as well as personality – Keeble was very much in H’s mind in the last five months of his life. His contribution has been uniquely helpful in interpreting some of the personal interactions that occurred during Jones’s tenure of command, and on the final battlefield.


  The second significant contribution was almost accidental. While routinely researching H’s motor-racing days, I made contact with Bill Sanders-Crook, a club car racing enthusiast, former Parachute Regiment officer and now in public relations. As an author, and so familiar with the world of publishing, Bill helped me avoid some of the pitfalls that can attend the novice biographer, particularly one whose subject touches upon deep sensitivities. I am extremely grateful for his conscientious assistance, and for enhancing my enjoyment of the whole project.


  The third crucial contribution came from Donald Mildenhall, formerly editor of the Western Gazette and of Pulman’s Weekly News, two leading West Country newspapers. In that capacity Donald followed, for some forty years, the fortunes of The Devonshire and Dorset Regiment, H Jones’s Regiment for the first twenty years of his service. Donald painstakingly edited and transcribed H’s many letters to Sara which provide such an invaluable insight into their relationship, and to contemporary events.


  Throughout my research I taped, with permission, all important conversations for the record and I returned the transcripts and draft texts, as appropriate, for checking. I hope in this way to have minimised error and misattribution. Some matters were discussed in confidence, trusting that I would not publish them. Appreciating regimental and wider military sensitivities, I was content to give such undertakings. The biography did not need extra spice, and those confidences did not alter the thrust of my work in any significant respect. All the material I have gathered will be placed in an archive for another generation to explore, if so inclined.


  There are others too whose contributions have been so substantial, prolonged and generous that I wish to mention them. John Keegan first, because without his wisdom and consistent encouragement I doubt I would have started, let alone completed, this biography. It was John who put me in touch with Hutchinson and Tony Whittome, who became respectively my supportive publisher and most patient and delightful editor.


  Having written nothing of this nature before, I knew little initially of their work and skill. Both corporately and personally, Hutchinson and Tony Whittome, with his persuasively gentle touch, have proved to be formidably impressive and agreeable in every respect. I count myself lucky to be in such experienced hands. I am grateful also to Roger Field, who advised on aspects of the text, James Nightingale, Hutchinson’s helpful assistant editor, and Barry Featherstone, the ever-supportive production director. To Jo Cumberlege, my proof-reader, I am indebted.


  I have many friends to thank who have been particularly patient and helpful throughout the entire project. First and foremost has been Sara Jones herself. It cannot have been easy to have someone exploring H’s and her own private and public life for well over a year, and she has been most tolerant of the inevitable intrusions. Unconditionally she made available all H’s letters, and many of her own from key moments of their life together – including even some of hers returned unopened from the Falklands after he had been killed. These had been unread for twenty years. It struck me that only someone completely at peace with herself, and secure in her memories, would be prepared to countenance such a thing.


  Sara gave me, as did her sons, David and Rupert, a completely free hand, at no stage trying to influence me or guide my pen. I am indebted to her, and them, and profoundly admire her resolve and courage to see the biography through.


  I have had the run of the family photograph albums, newspaper cuttings and historical papers. H’s brothers Tim and Bill helped me and my occasional researcher, Bryanne Deal, with their American ancestry and other aspects of H’s early life. I am most grateful to them.


  My thanks go to those friends who read draft chapters or passages and helped with my research; and to others who generously provided peaceful bolt-holes in lovely surroundings, often abroad, in which I could think and write.


  Lastly, I owe an enormous debt of gratitude to my own family: to my sister, an author and journalist in Rome, to whom I sent my draft offerings and who has been so astute in her advice; to my own children for their good-humoured tolerance of my preoccupation; and above all to my wife Lizzie, who, in addition to enduring the disruption of the whole undertaking, has typed the manuscript and patiently guided and sustained me throughout.


  For her it must have been as if H had come to stay for a couple of years. Fortunately, like me, she thoroughly approved of him.


  fn1 He died in 1993.


  CHAPTER ONE


  American Influences


  H Jones’s ancestry is an interesting mix of rich American and impecunious Welsh, set against the backdrop of American and European history over the last four centuries. The American strands can be traced back to 1650 and the first white settlers, and the Welsh, on his maternal side, to the middle of Queen Victoria’s reign. H’s father, also Herbert, was an American millionaire whose wealth derived from a major zinc-mining operation in Wisconsin. His mother, Olwen, was the ninth and youngest child of an impoverished, fiery Welsh family from Anglesey.


  H’s father was born on 16 May 1888 in Chicago, Illinois, and his mother in Liverpool on 6 January 1902. They were married at a civil ceremony in New York in May 1938, shortly after the ‘Reno divorce’ of Herbert from his first wife, Loe Kann, a rich, drug-addicted patient of Sigmund Freud. Six years later, after Loe had died, Herbert and Olwen solemnised their marriage in a religious ceremony at Totnes, in Devon. These arrangements must have raised eyebrows in contemporary circles but there is no doubting H’s legitimacy. Among other things, it was unusual at the time for such a relatively elderly couple to produce children successfully – Herbert was fifty-two years old and his wife thirty-eight when H was born in 1940; and two further brothers, Tim and Bill, arrived in 1942 and 1945 respectively. By then Herbert was almost sixty, and Olwen over forty.


  Whereas Herbert’s second marriage was mature and founded on mutual respect and affection, his first was far more unconventional. In 1907, at the age of nineteen, he had gone up to Princeton to study geology, having completed his secondary education in Chicago. He graduated three years later with a Bachelor of Arts degree cum laude. He had developed a love and aptitude for poetry and painting at university, where he won the Baird Prize in Poetry in 1910. On graduating, therefore, it was not surprising that this rich and talented young American should head for Europe to explore and develop his appreciation of the arts.


  So began Herbert’s travels, which took him to England, across Europe and to the Middle East. He developed a profound admiration for the richness and variety of European history and culture, and soon became a devout europhile. Just before the First World War, a friend encouraged Herbert to explore the world of art and the demi-monde in Vienna. It was here that he met and fell in love with Louisa Dorothea Kann, known as Loe (pronounced Lou), a beautiful and wealthy Dutch Jewess. At the time Loe was marriedfn1 to another Jones, Doctor Alfred Ernest, who was a psychiatrist disciple of the father of modern psychology, Sigmund Freud. Jones would become Freud’s biographer.1


  In the summer of 1912, whilst attending with Freud the Weimar Psychoanalytic Conference, Ernest Jones discussed with Freud Loe’s ill-health – her abdominal pains, her kidney stones and her morphine addiction. According to Freud, ‘[Jones] offered me her treatment’,2 whereupon he embarked on the ‘cure through love’ of Loe Kann Jones. As he recorded: ‘She is a highly intelligent, deeply neurotic, Jewess, whose disease history is easy to read. I will be pleased to be able to expend much Libido on her.’3


  Freud found Loe truly to be ‘a treasure of a woman’, and from 1912 onwards she occupied a place at the centre of his circle in Vienna. It was there that she met Herbert ‘Davy’fn2 Jones, when he embarked on his first European tour. The account of their initial meeting is contained in one of Herbert’s many sonnets, entitled ‘O Mistress Mine!’.4 He had been encouraged by a friend against his better judgement to go to Vienna, rather than Paris, to meet a girl he did not know:


  We sat and waited. Being somewhat bored,


  I entertained the gravest doubts about


  The wisdom I had shown in my accord


  With him about Vienna: had we gone


  Straightway to Paris we could there have found


  Better to do than waiting on and on


  For hope’s sake – when the hope might not be sound.


  But this bad-tempered meditation died


  Suddenly, after living scarce a minute. –


  A sound of rapid steps: the door flew wide:


  And all the room was light when she was in it.


  – A beauty? Never. Something far more rare:


  A spirit bright and flame-like, straight and clear,


  That shone from laughing eyes and filled the air


  Around her: knowing neither doubt nor fear; –


  A little out of breath, with glowing cheeks,


  As if the sun and tingling frost were brought


  Into the room with her; – and when she speaks,


  Her quaint and happy phrases come unsought.


  This was not just poetic licence. Herbert was at once deeply smitten by Loe and determined to marry her, which he did in Budapest on 1 June 1914. Sigmund Freud attended the wedding,fn3 having facilitated the match by persuading Ernest Jones that his patient’s best interests would be served if Jones and Loe parted amicably, which they did.


  By now war seemed increasingly likely and, recognising the unpleasant undercurrents of anti-Semitism in parts of Europe, Herbert took Loe to safety in England. His relatives in America must have watched these developments with some alarm. They were from successful and respectable American and Welsh families, and would have harboured severe misgivings at Herbert’s involvement in such an avant-garde – even loose – circle. Many in America and Europe were suspicious of psychoanalysis, and especially of Freud’s modern theories on sexual behaviour and attitudes. As Freud’s biographer records: ‘He and his followers were regarded not only as sexual perverts but as either sexual or paranoiac psychopaths as well, and the combination was felt to be a real danger to the community.’5 So Herbert’s marriage to someone they almost certainly saw as the disreputable mistress of the man who had founded it all must have greatly alarmed his relatives.


  Herbert’s immediate family in America consisted of his parents, a younger brother, Owen, and three younger sisters. His father was David Benton Jones, who had married Nora Lois Bayley in Platteville, Wisconsin, in 1879. The Bayley connection is historically interesting on two counts. First, Nora Bayley was one of that select band: a direct descendant of the First Families of America.


  The earliest Bayley ancestor in America was John Bayley (1590–1651), who had emigrated from Chippenham, in Wiltshire, on the Angel Gabriel, believed to have been the first such ship wrecked off the New England coast. He survived, and was later joined by the great-grandson of another Bayley, Henry Bright, who set sail in the Winthrop Fleet (named after John Winthrop, the first Governor of Massachusetts) in 1630. Together, these immigrants formed the nucleus of the original Massachusetts colony, and so established the First Families of America.


  The second interesting historical connection concerns the Reverend James Bayley (1650–1707), one of Nora’s ancestors, who was the first preacher in Salem, Massachusetts, notorious later for its witch trials. The story of the Salem Witches began in the bitter winter of 1691–2, when several young girls gathered regularly at the Parish House to witness the palmistry and black magic of a Negro servant woman named Tituba. These sessions fired the girls’ imagination, and several of them began to believe themselves possessed of evil spirits. One participant was twelve-year-old Ann Putnam whose aunt, Mary Carr, was James Bayley’s wife. It was on the evidence of Ann Putnam and others that some of the alleged witches were hanged and, by the time the hysteria had subsided, twenty people had been executed for witchcraft. Minister Bayley stayed several years in Salem and then departed, under duress, for Connecticut. There he almost certainly assisted, as was the wont of dissident preachers from Massachusetts, in the foundation of the University of Yale.


  Two hundred years later, the Bayley connection had a much more practical and beneficial impact on all subsequent generations of the Bayley and Jones families. On Christmas Day 1878, Nora Bayley’s father, Elija (1811–78), was gored to death by a young bull. This was just before Nora’s wedding to David Benton Jones, and the fortune left to Nora enabled her to lend her husband the money to buy the Mineral Point Zinc Company, of which he became president and which was to form the cornerstone of the family history.


  Lead – or ‘mineral’ – was discovered in the 1820s by prospectors swarming over the hills of south-west Wisconsin. A ‘lead rush’ began, and the mining camp which developed round the diggings was eventually named Mineral Point. There were other camps in the area but Mineral Point quickly became pre-eminent, ultimately to become the county seat of Iowa County, Wisconsin.


  In the 1830s Mineral Point was a bustling, expanding city that attracted many politically significant and influential people. John P. Jones (1819–92) was one of them. He was David Benton Jones’s father, and therefore H Jones’s great-grandfather. In early 1851 he and his wife, Phoebe Davies, who was seven years older than him, had left their village of Soar, or Star, in the parish of Clydeyfn4 in Pembrokeshire to begin a new life in America, joining her parents, who had emigrated to Wisconsin five years earlier. Of their four sons, three – William, John and David Benton – had been born in Wales. A fourth son, Thomas, was born in America in 1851, his mother having carried him through the arduous weeks under sail across the Atlantic.


  Strongly Welsh, Phoebe refused to speak English, which she considered to be the ‘devil’s language’, although she could read and understand it perfectly well. She passed on her dislike of the English – on what particular grounds is unclear – to her four sons, who went on to express their Celtic sentiments and anti-English feelings at every opportunity. The family contemplated slate mining in Pennsylvania, but because Phoebe’s parents were already in Wisconsin, where there was a thriving Welsh community, John Jones and his family moved on and settled in the same corner of Wisconsin, at Pecatonica on the Pecatonica River, near Platteville.


  That was where David Benton and his younger brother Thomas grew up and attended a local school. Later, they were sent east together for a year’s cramming and were accepted into the illustrious Princeton University, a remarkable achievement at that time for boys from rural Wisconsin. Both David and Thomas were bright, apparently led their class all through college, and were specially commended by the president of the university when they graduated in 1876.


  After a year studying in Germany, the brothers went to Chicago to read and practise law and set up their own law firm, Jones and Jones. Their elder brother William, meanwhile, had become a teacher in Mineral Point and was duly appointed Superintendent of Schools for Iowa County. By 1884 he had become a leading citizen, and was one of the founders of the First National Bank of Mineral Point. Further honours befell William when, thirteen years later, President McKinley appointed him ‘US Commissioner of Indian Affairs’.


  The Jones family’s involvement in politics was to continue. In the first decade of the 1900s, David and Thomas (H’s grandfather and great-uncle respectively) threw their considerable talent and resources behind the major educational and social reforms of the then president of Princeton University, Woodrow Wilson, whose wider political ambitions beyond academia were already developing. By 1910, H’s grandfather had become such an important benefactor and confidant that Wilson sought his advice at a crucial turning point in his life, writing in July of that year:


  Would you mind telling me with perfect frankness what you and your brother think my present duty in regard to politics.


  It is immediately, as you know, the question of my nomination for Governorship of New Jersey; but that is the mere preliminary of a plan to nominate me in 1912 for the Presidency.


  In order to go into this properly, I feel I must get the free consent of yourself and your brother … who have guaranteed money to the University and who ought not now to be embarrassed by any action of mine.6


  In a long reasoned reply by return of post, David concluded:


  I think it [politics] offers a more important field of service than even the reform of our educational institutions … you [are] under no obligations to anyone interested in Princeton. You have immeasurably contributed more to that institution than anyone else …7


  Two years later, with Woodrow Wilson duly installed in the White House, the President sought David’s views on policy measures relating to new trust fund legislation which Wilson was keen to enact, and on various appointments to office. In June 1914, H’s great-uncle Thomas was nominated to the newly created Federal Reserve Board, but his nomination was vetoed by two Senators, invoking the apparent fury of the President, who wrote privately to David from the White House:


  … I cannot tell you how often I think of you and your brother or how deeply I nurse the grudge I have against certain gentlemen in high station for blocking his appointment to the Reserve Board. I am small enough to be waiting for a day of reckoning when I can get their scalps.8


  David’s own non-interventionist and somewhat jaundiced attitude to international affairs at the start of the First World War had been revealed earlier in a letter to the President:


  Even at this distance it does not require imagination to realize your burdens. With a half strangled nation at our very door [referring to Mexico], and Europe inclined to sneer and to snarl because we do not send in an army to shoot and to be shot at, chiefly to save a few individuals from material loss, it is difficult enough to keep one’s mind on internal problems.9


  It is interesting to reflect that when David wrote this, his son Herbert was himself travelling in the geographical heart of Europe and would be married to Loe within weeks.


  President Wilson kept enticing Thomas to hold office. Eventually, after turning down several minor posts, he was appointed during the President’s second administration to the War Trade Board, and then, on 28 December 1919, was offered Secretary of the Interior in most unusual circumstances. With the President unwell, his wife, Edith Bolling Wilson,fn5 wrote in her own hand:


  This afternoon the President asked me to write for him and dictated the following – ‘Will you permit me to nominate you Secretary of the Interior and complete my official family and fulfil my dearest birthday wish’…


  The letter continued with Edith urging Thomas to accept:


  Just now he needs this assurance for he has so many things that necessarily must come directly to him – that he longs to have you … to depend on while he is convalescing.


  Thomas, however, seems to have declined. According to his descendants, an ambassadorship to a major European capital was mooted, but nothing came of that either. Nevertheless, the financial support for the Wilsons provided by Thomas Jones and others (David died in 1923) remained rock solid. Just before Woodrow Wilson died,fn6 he wrote in a shaky hand:


  I owe a debt of inexpressible gratitude for having lifted Mrs Wilson and me out of the mists of pecuniary anxiety and placed us on firm ground of ease and confidence.10


  The origin of the Joneses’ money is an important part of the family history. In 1882, two years before William had founded his bank, a local consortium set up the Mineral Point Zinc Company with $3,500 capital. They built a zinc oxide plant to convert the raw material into white zinc oxide, the basic ingredient of good paint. However, at some point the lawyers Jones and Jones received an urgent message from William. His bank had over-loaned money to Mineral Point Zinc, which was threatened with foreclosure through inadequate security. Not only would this have bankrupted the zinc company, it would have endangered the bank, tarnished the growing reputation of William and the Joneses, and lost them money and influence all round. So David Benton and Thomas dropped their Chicago practice and hurried to Mineral Point, where they both worked exhaustively to improve the management and production of the company. Soon the mine and works were back in business, and within a year the existing shareholders had been bought out and the company’s capital increased by $400,000 – mostly through Nora Bayley’s inheritance. By 1891, Mineral Point was the largest zinc oxide operation in America, and probably in the world.


  Capitalising on their success, the Jones brothers diversified. Between 1899 and 1905 they constructed a railway both to service the mines and to expand the community. Then came the war. Largely as a result of munitions production, the zinc industry peaked in 1917, but with the ending of the conflict in Europe it rapidly declined. With spectacular good timing and shrewd business acumen, the brothers sold out before that happened, and ahead of the Great Depression. Mineral Point is now owned by New Jersey Zinc, which in turn has Mobil/Exxon as its residual owner.


  H’s grandfather David had shrewdly decreed: ‘Never hold on to stock for sentimental reasons.’ This was particularly wise advice, for by now his health was deteriorating and in 1923, whilst on the West Coast, he was diagnosed with cancer. His brothers hired a private train to take him home to Chicago, where he died later that year. By then, he and his brothers had prudently set up family trusts to take care of the needs of his thirty-five-year-old son, Herbert, and the other members of the family. These trusts still exist and provide for their descendants today.


  David’s wife Nora had predeceased him by twenty-four years, dying of a sudden heart attack in 1899 at their grand home, Pembroke Lodge, when Herbert was only eleven. One of H’s American cousins11 tells a bizarre tale: ‘On the day of her death a dinner party had been arranged and apparently the children were sent out as each guest arrived to explain that their mother had died, and the dinner was cancelled.’


  The loss of maternal influence at such a vulnerable age must have had some effect on Herbert, and may explain his subsequent independence. A nanny had already been engaged but, in view of his age, she would not have exercised much influence for long. Soon a talent for poetry was evident, and Herbert began to develop into a sensitive and gentle young man. His love of home emerges in one of his early works, entitled ‘Pembroke’, to be found among five books of poetry, including sixty-two sonnets, published in the early 1920s.12 Herbert was to pass on this love of poetry to his son.


  Whether Herbert would have virtually abandoned America and his family for Europe on completion of his education had his mother survived is not clear. Similarly, what she would have made of Loe Kann and her bohemian circle can only be imagined. What is known is that Herbert and Loe established themselves in England after their marriage in 1914, buying a flat in St John’s Wood near Lord’s cricket ground, and a house in Dorking. Although Herbert did not need to earn a living, he kept himself busy with his painting, of such quality that he exhibited at the Royal Academy. He continued to write fine poetry, he sailed and he rode.


  He was also an active philanthropist and, during the First World War, as an American and a non-combatant, he volunteered for Red Cross duty. He bought a Rolls-Royce, which he had converted into an ambulance to drive the wounded, who were returning in great numbers to Channel ports from the Western Front, to London reception centres and hospitals.


  Meanwhile, Loe remained a morphine addict. She stocked up on the drug at the onset of the war claiming that it was for the wounded soldiers being recovered by her husband. It is unlikely that she bore Herbert any children, probably because she had miscarried earlier with Dr Ernest Jones’s child. However, the possibility of issue exists in view of a sonnet Herbert wrote to her:


  You are my night and morning, all my life,


  You are my soul, my courage and my pride:


  The one to whom in trouble I have cried,


  Whose arms have sheltered me when storms were rife;


  Whose hand slips into mine amid the strife,


  Whose clear warm spirit I have found beside


  Me everywhere, however wild and wide


  The seas between us – mother, mistress, wife!13


  Although the last line could be taken to indicate that Loe had borne Herbert a child, equally it could mean simply that she provided the maternal love and support he had been without since the age of eleven.


  Bill Jones, H’s youngest brother, who has researched the matter carefully, is adamant that there were no offspring from that marriage. Practical evidence supports him. First, Loe was probably incapable of childbearing. Second, no provision was made in Herbert’s will for any children other than H and his two brothers. Herbert, a genuinely sensitive and kind man, would not have overlooked or ignored such a responsibility. Thirdly, Loe made no such provision in her own will, which appears well drawn up. In it she bequeathed her two properties in Ewhurst, in Surrey,14 to Anna Freud, with whom she maintained an intense and passionate friendship all her life. It is unlikely she would have ignored the prior claim of a child if one had existed. Fourthly, no record or mention of such a possibility has ever surfaced in the extended Jones family in the eighty years since the poem was written.


  After the war, although not in robust health according to some of Freud’s friends, Herbert remained busy. He researched the letters of Stendhal, the French author of Le Rouge et le Noir, but did not publish them because a rival writer did so first. He wrote and presented a West End play, and crafted a wide range of sculptures, mostly in bronze. He funded the British School of Archaeology in Athens and attended various archaeological digs in the Middle East.


  Herbert – tall and distinguished-looking, with a hawk-like nose – emerges in his mid-life period between the wars as a gentle and generous man, at peace with himself and his life in Europe despite the fact that Loe, with her addiction and constant pain, could not have been an easy companion.


  As he began to break his ties with America during the 1930s, the focus of his life moved towards Europe, and to England in particular. He asked that his name be dropped from a 1932 Princeton alumni survey, but not before recording that he was a Democrat, that his favourite study was French and his occupations were ‘writing and painting’. Much later, with the ties almost severed, he drew up a will specifying that his children should not be ‘… brought up in the United States of America or in the Roman Catholic Church’.15


  As the clouds over Europe darkened and another war began to look inevitable, Loe’s condition deteriorated. Her behaviour became increasingly erratic and life with her, even for the tolerant Herbert, must have been difficult. As a distraction he focused his energy on his leisure pursuits, becoming a keen horseman and an accomplished yachtsman.


  He sailed a fifty-foot ketch, Sea Bear, with a professional crew, on long passages around Britain and became involved with the yachting fraternity. In the thirties there was fierce competition between the United States and Great Britain in many of the one-design yacht classes. In the six-metre class,fn7 the boats raced for the Seawanhaka Cup. Great Britain had never won this trophy, and although Herbert, as an American, was not eligible to race for Britain – or indeed to be actively involved – it seems that he discreetly backed the building of a challenger, Circe. This beautiful yacht enabled Britain not only to compete on equal terms but to win the cup in 1938 and to defend it successfully the following year.fn8


  Around this time, Loe underwent a series of kidney operations performed by another friend of Sigmund Freud, the famous surgeon Sir Wilfred Trotter. (It was Trotter who helped secure political asylum for Freud in Britain after the Nazi occupation of Austria in 1938.) Sir Wilfred had arranged a team of private nurses to assist Loe’s recuperation and, when Loe felt better, she gave a small party for those attending her. One of the nurses, Mary Pritchard-Jones, asked if she might bring along her younger sister, also a nurse. Thus Herbert met Olwen, and they promptly fell in love.


  Loe had another six years to live. Drugs and illness had taken so much out of her that any normal existence became impossible and she and Herbert agreed that their marriage should end. Nevertheless, a remarkably strong bond of loyalty and affection remained – with Loe inviting Herbert to look after her financial affairs, which he did with care and discretion until she died in 1944. Loe must have been a tolerant and unselfish woman to free Herbert at a time when probably she needed him most. Perhaps she accepted that Herbert, by now nearly fifty, had a dynastic need to father children.


  Whatever the reasons, events moved quickly. According to Herbert’s youngest son, Bill, Herbert and Loe were divorced in Reno, Nevada, in January 1938. ‘I went through my father’s diaries diligently,’ says Bill, ‘and all I discovered was that in January 1938 he was in Reno. He does not say why but there is one intriguing entry: “Went dancing with Olie [Olwen]. She dances divinely, so do I!”’16


  There must have been more to it than that. Olwen was fourteen years younger than Herbert but she was not a young beauty, neither was she notably vivacious or intellectually stimulating. She was not well connected or rich – not that the latter would have worried Herbert – and her rather severe personality and Welsh upbringing were hardly compatible with Herbert’s artistic and liberal lifestyle. Perhaps her appeal lay in her very contrast with Loe: her dependability, doggedness and unemotional stability. On 20 May 1938, Herbert Jones and Olwen Pritchard-Jones were married at the City Bank, Brooklyn, in New York. They returned to an England on the brink of war and bought a spacious flat in Whitehall Court,fn9 with fine views over the Thames.


  The Pritchard-Joneses were a professional family from North Wales. Olwen was the youngest child of eight daughters and one son, Hugh. Their parents, Robert Jones and Ellen Pritchard (hence Pritchard-Jones), had married sometime between 1875 and 1880 and survived into their eighties. But unlike H’s paternal relations, they were not a prepossessing couple. Robert was said to be an alcoholic, although his age – eighty-four when he died – suggests otherwise. Ellen allegedly went into decline after her husband’s death in 1940 and was bedridden for the last ten years of her life.


  Of the nine children (some with odd family nicknames like ‘Fire’ and ‘Foot’) only two, Hugh and Olwen, are recalled with affection. Hugh served with the Royal Welch Fusiliers and lost a leg on the first day of the Third Battle of Ypres. Money had run out for the private education of the two youngest Pritchard-Joneses and Olwen had little or no secondary education, so Hugh generously paid for her training as a nurse at Charing Cross Hospital. Here she told of considerable poverty – of walking home to Marble Arch barefoot because her feet had swollen on the hospital rounds and she could not afford larger shoes.


  However, Olwen’s fortune was about to change at the bedside of her sister’s patient. The resulting union of Herbert, the rich, gentle, artistic American, and Olwen, the determined, impoverished Welsh woman, would shortly produce a warrior son whose deeds would one day earn him his country’s highest recognition for valour.


  fn1 Possibly she was just Ernest Jones’s mistress. However, Freud referred to her as Ernest Jones’s wife.


  fn2 Freud’s set referred to him as ‘Davy’, or Jones ii, to differentiate from Ernest Jones.


  fn3 Freud attended only three weddings, including his own, in his lifetime.


  fn4 Also spelt Clydau in Welsh.


  fn5 Also known as Edith Gault.


  fn6 In Washington DC on 3 February 1924.


  fn7 38.5 feet long with a 6.1-foot beam and a sail area of 452.5 square feet.


  fn8 The best six-metre helmsman of the day, John H. Thom, was declared as Circe’s owner. However, later he is shown as J. Herbert Thom, an apparent acknowledgement in yachting circles of Herbert’s contribution to their success.


  fn9 Flat 81, 3 Whitehall Court, lies between the Thames and the Old War Office, now part of the Ministry of Defence.


  CHAPTER TWO


  Early Life


  H’s birth was announced in The Times on 16 May 1940:


  JONES – on May 14,1940. In London to OLWEN wife of HERBERT JONES, 81 Whitehall Court – a son.


  The joy of the occasion was tinged with sadness because Olwen’s father had died the day before. That news was kept temporarily from her lest the shock should cause undue distress and complications at a critical time.


  Olwen’s confinement was in the private nursing home of Dr Grosvenor Millis at 7 Gwendolen Avenue, Putney, in south-west London. Millis was a long-standing friend of Herbert’s from the Great War, when they had sheltered together from the Zeppelin raids over London. He was later to be appointed a trustee of Herbert’s estate and a nominated guardian should Herbert and Olwen die whilst any of their children were minors. H’s birth, at eight in the morning, under the sign of Taurus – many of whose mythical characteristics he was to possess – was free of complications, except that Olwen, whilst bathing in Anglesey late in her pregnancy, had been stung by a jellyfish and it was thought that this accounted for an inherited allergy which made H prone to rashes.


  National events at the time were momentous. On Monday 13 May, the day before H was born, Winston Churchill, who had been appointed Prime Minister of the National Government three days earlier, made his famous speech in the House of Commons: ‘I would say to the House, as I said to those who have joined this Government, I have nothing to offer but blood, toil, tears and sweat.’ Churchill was in the process of forming his War Cabinet, and on the following day Lord Beaverbrook was appointed Minister for Aircraft Production and Ernest Bevin took up his post of Minister of Labour.


  In Europe, on 14 May, the Dutch forces were ordered to stop fighting and the next day the Nazis occupied The Hague. Mussolini was about to join the Axis and declare war, and the preparations for gathering together a flotilla of small ships to evacuate British soldiers from the Dunkirk beaches were underway.


  Whether Herbert Jones took a conscious decision to move out of London with his wife and infant son because of the deteriorating war situation, or for other reasons, is not clear. What is known is that a fortnight after H’s birth, Herbert acquired and moved into The Grange, a substantial estate in Kingswear, Devon. On the face of it, this move in something of a hurry was uncharacteristic – Herbert and Loe had stayed in London throughout the First World War and contributed to the war effort from the capital. They were familiar with wartime London, though perhaps that might have hastened their evacuation.


  On the other hand, as a cosmopolitan and well-connected American millionaire, Herbert enjoyed the city. His political credentials, plus his involvement in high-profile international yachting, brought him at least into social contact with the US Ambassador, Joe Kennedy, a fellow Democrat, and gave him some prominence in, and access to, those circles.


  It has been suggested that Herbert was involved in intelligence work for America or her allies, but extensive research has virtually eliminated that possibility. So, as often occurs in recounting Herbert’s life, the trail goes cold at a critical moment. Why they decamped from London to remotest Devon quite so suddenly remains a mystery.


  What does ring true is how the family came to acquire The Grange. Herbert’s enthusiasm for sailing and racing in the late thirties used to take him along the Devon coast, and the story goes that one day he sailed round Start Point and across the bay to the mouth of the River Dart. Taking in the glorious headlands and magnificent views, he fell in love with the area. He spotted from the sea a fine-looking house that stood at the head of a valley bounded by woods, and within a fortnight of H’s birth had acquired it.1


  The property is a mile to the east of Kingswear, overlooking Start Bay. Kingswear lies opposite its more famous neighbour, Dartmouth, which is on the west bank of the river. Old ferries ply across the Dart connecting the two communities, which are steeped in nautical tradition; the whole area was, and still is, one of the prettiest places in the West Country. The presence of the imposing Britannia Royal Naval College perched on the side of a hill overlooking the town and river gives Dartmouth something of an aura and international renown, and was later to be the scene of some of H’s wilder exploits.


  It was here at The Grange, a white, gabled late-Victorian house, that H and his two younger brothers grew up; Tim and Bill were respectively two and five years younger than H.fn1 H’s closest friend then and throughout much of his life was Tobin Duke, a boy nine months older than himself, whose parents – a serving Army officer and his wife – had been befriended by Herbert and now rented a cottage on the estate. The Jones family and the Dukes struck up a close relationship which endured at The Grange throughout the war and continued long afterwards. It is from Tobin Duke that most of the recollections of H’s early life come.


  H’s childhood was happy and carefree despite the austerities of wartime Britain. These were ameliorated somewhat by the fact that throughout the war Herbert regularly received food parcels from Marshal Field, Chicago’s largest store. Tobin was conscious of the family’s wealth – H had plenty of toys, many imported from America, and his father was generous and carefree with his possessions.


  The Joneses had another asset. Herbert, who was too old for active service with the US Forces and not eligible for call-up in Britain, volunteered to join the local Home Guard unit. He found himself in charge and offered to provide the unit transport – his grey Austin 8 saloon. This became known as the ‘Home Guard Car’, and with it came an entitlement to petrol coupons that helped the family in those days of strict rationing.


  Six miles from The Grange, across Start Bay, lies Slapton Sands which was the scene of one of the most tragic and mysterious events in the preparations for D-Day in 1944. That part of the coast closely resembles Normandy and the proposed invasion beaches; accordingly, it was requisitioned for rehearsals by US and Allied amphibious forces. By late 1943 Slapton had been evacuated, which involved the removal by edict of a hundred villagers, and the declaration of a ‘cordon sanitaire’ for miles around.


  In the early hours of 28 April 1944, a flotilla of landing craft ploughed steadily in a calm sea across Lyme Bay towards Slapton Sands. German radio intercept on the Cherbourg peninsula picked up heavy radio traffic and sent some Fast Patrol Boats to investigate. They were amazed to find this apparently unprotected flotilla of ships and attacked immediately. Torpedoes hit three of the landing craft, two of which sank in minutes, trapping below decks hundreds of soldiers and sailors. Others, already on deck, leapt into the sea, soon to drown weighed down by their waterlogged clothing and equipment. Chaos ensued, not helped by some panic among those running the exercise, who could not initially determine what was happening. When dawn broke, the toll of dead and missing stood at 198 sailors and 551 soldiers, a total of 749 Americans lost. A possibility then emerged that the Germans had taken prisoners. As ill-luck would have it, ten officers aboard the doomed landing craft had been closely involved in D-Day planning and knew the exact location of the landing beaches in France. There was deep consternation for several days that the secrets of the forthcoming invasion would be extracted from them. In fact, all ten had drowned and their secret remained safe.


  Slapton Sands was a serious setback. Not only was it a demoralising blow to the whole Allied Command effort at a crucial time, but there were severe recriminations over the failures that were revealed. An order was issued imposing the strictest secrecy on all those who knew, or might learn, of the tragedy, including the doctors and nurses who treated the survivors. It was vital that the enemy should not realise what they had accomplished, or be given any clue that might link Slapton Sands to the planned US main effort on Utah Beach. However, the suppression of bad news on that scale, even in wartime, can be self-defeating because exaggerated rumour then takes flight. In this case, stories of a massive cover-up still persist. Half a century later, the belief endures locally that the full extent of the tragedy has always been suppressed and that, notwithstanding a granite Memorial on the beach,fn2 total casualty figures have never been officially declared. No coherent explanation of what happened, and why, has been given and there is still some reluctance around Slapton to talk about the tragedy.


  It seems difficult to believe that Herbert Jones, who must have been the only prominent American citizen living within sight of Slapton Sands, should not have been involved in some way, particularly in his Home Guard capacity. In daylight he could not have failed to see the ships and landing craft in the bay, or missed the increase in activity and traffic in the aftermath. But no one ever heard Herbert, or anyone at The Grange, mention the subject then, or at any time thereafter.


  Other things, however, were well remembered. Tobin Duke clearly recollects the character and nature of each member of the Jones family from the time that he was four. He recalls H’s father as:


  … a tallish, very thin man with grey hair and a large beaky nose. He was rather loose-jointed and his clothes always looked too baggy and too short in the arm or leg. A very gentle person, he made even a small boy feel as though he was glad to see him. He talked to us about all sorts of subjects, some of which were a bit beyond us at the time but he patiently explained things, and he never talked down to us.2


  Although to Tobin Herbert seemed quite old, with his greying hair and gaunt appearance, this never prevented him doing things with the boys right up to the time that he was taken ill. This, Tobin reported, was in marked contrast to his own far younger father, who always claimed he was too old to play at whatever it was the boys wanted.


  The fact that Herbert Jones was at home, and therefore an influence on the family, throughout the war was unusual. The heads of most local families in and around Kingswear were away for long periods on active, or equivalent, service. So The Grange was a stable and secure home and the Joneses did not suffer the wartime anxieties and separations of most families. Herbert was nominally the disciplinarian as head of the family; however, he was a liberal one and generally adopted a benign role in the upbringing of his sons. Untypical of fathers in those days, he did not inflict corporal punishment on his children – at least not smacking them; rather, he used to flick the children hard on the side of their heads with his fingers as one would flick a fly off food. Duke recalls that H was generally argumentative. He was also fussy over his food, and was frequently ‘flicked’.


  H’s mother, Olwen, who was called Diafn3 by her sons, although H sometimes called her Gus, was stricter than their father and set the domestic rules, such as meal times. Tobin remembers Dia favourably: ‘She was strongly Welsh and could be fierce, emotional, tough and argumentative. But she was a jolly good mother and ferociously protective of her chicks.’ She had a stormy but loving relationship with H, who was equally argumentative – even at that age. Dia appeared kind and gentle, but Tobin recounts that behind that façade ‘was a very determined lady who knew what she wanted and was conscious of her husband’s wealth and the value of money’.3


  Jim Maker, the son of the tenant farmer at The Grange, and a contemporary of H’s youngest brother, Bill, remembers Mrs Jones more with respect than affection: ‘… rather daunting – a bit of a schoolmistress and not someone who enjoyed small talk’.4


  The Joneses employed a couple, Colin and Julie Armstrong, to help at The Grange. Colin, a true and shrewd Devonian, long since retired, recalls H’s parents as ‘local gentry – highly respected and well liked. They weren’t toffee-nosed in any way. Mr Jones was gentle, kind and generous – a fine gentleman, in fact.’5


  On the subject of H’s mother he was more circumspect: ‘She was more reserved and slightly formal; she gave you the feeling that you had to be on your best behaviour. Don’t forget she had been a nurse for over twelve years and it showed.’ Although only five foot two inches tall, Olwen had presence and an air of authority, but in the early days at The Grange she found it difficult to handle men, give instructions or get things done in a straightforward, easy manner. On the other hand, she was a generous benefactor locally of good causes.


  Herbert and Olwen’s relationship with each other and their sons was warm and loving, and the boys reciprocated. Olwen once told Bill that she only ever had one argument with his father in eighteen years – over him. However, as older parents, they exercised only loose control and discipline over their children, who were left with the two Duke boys largely to their own devices around the soft green acres of The Grange.


  An additional attraction was another of Herbert’s boats, a thirty-two-foot motor ketch called Duckling (Sea Bear had been sold), in which the children learnt to sail under Colin Armstrong’s supervision. A more perfect childhood in wartime could not be imagined. Unsurprisingly, H became accustomed to an unusual degree of latitude and independence and, as the eldest son, he was undoubtedly spoilt.


  Tobin Duke and his younger brother Jonathan were accepted as honorary members of the family, at least in part because they came from well-established, respectable British stock of some standing. This was important to Herbert, who had a strong sense of dynasty, and being an anglophile, encouraged what he saw as these favourable influences upon his sons. He very much wanted them to develop into proper English gentlemen, and as part of this process, with the family roots now deeply established in England, he applied for and was granted British nationality.fn4


  H’s early characteristics were soon evident. These were conflicting and unusual – an assessment which would recur throughout his life. On the one hand he could be awkward and solitary, retiring to immerse himself in a book in his bedroom if someone came to the house. On the other he could be boisterous and irresponsible. Tobin and H embarked on frequent daring and imaginative escapades. One day H led Duke through the quarter-mile-long Greenway railway tunnel between Paignton and Kingswear, with no apparent concern for what would happen if a train came along.


  Relationships are often difficult between any three young siblings – one often gets excluded – and the two Duke boys enlarged the group further. Tobin was physically bigger and stronger than H, and the pair of them dominated the others. Although theirs was the attraction of like-minded boys, by nature Tobin was more prosaic and he provided a restraining influence on his younger friend. From an early age H was obsessed by the concept of family and its cohesion, and was intensely loyal both to it and to his friends. As the eldest, he was fiercely protective of his two younger brothers, and according to Duke ‘would go to war for them’. This was repaid in full by Tim and Bill and exists even today in their diligent protection of H’s memory and record. However, it did not at the time preclude fierce arguments and fights among the boys during which H, when not initiating them himself, tended to take up cudgels on behalf of whomever he perceived to be the underdog.


  One of Duke’s recurring memories was that H always had to win any argument. Tim was less aggressive and more responsible, and a far better sailor; while Bill, physically less well developed and co-ordinated than his brothers, was mostly excluded from their games and activities. Bill had had whooping cough when he was very young and his brothers rather unkindly nicknamed him ‘Belsen Bill’. He was not excluded on that count, but because he was the one who always got caught if they were mischief-making, or out of bounds. Nevertheless, if Bill himself ever got into trouble or was attacked by one of the others, H was the first to jump to his defence. It was H’s idea to build an assault course at The Grange designed to develop and toughen Bill up. With stopwatch in hand, he would record his young brother around the circuit, shouting appropriate encouragement.


  Until the summer of 1948, H attended, along with his brothers and the Dukes, the local private day school, Tower House, high on Townstal Road in Dartmouth, where Miss Gates was headmistress. This involved a daily drive, or a thirty-minute bicycle ride, which included crossing the Dart by ferry. Tower House was a small and undemanding establishment, one that Tim remembers as a happy experience. Few records of H’s attendance or academic performance exist; however, the easy and agreeable tempo of life at home was barely disturbed.


  When he turned eight, it was time to move on. In her last report Miss Gates concluded kindly: ‘Herbert’s work is coming along very well. He is gaining confidence in himself. We shall miss him.’ More to the point, he was going to miss them. Things were about to change.


  In September 1948, H was packed off to St Peter’s preparatory school, 250 miles away, in Seaford


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  APPENDIX:


  Citation – The Victoria Cross


  On 28 May 1982 Lieutenant Colonel Jones was commanding 2nd Battalion, The Parachute Regiment on operations on the Falkland Islands. The Battalion was ordered to attack enemy positions in and around the settlements of Darwin and Goose Green. During the attack against an enemy, who was well dug in with mutually supporting positions sited in depth, the Battalion was held up just south of Darwin by a particularly well-prepared and resilient enemy position of at least 11 trenches on an important ridge. A number of casualties was received. In order to read the battle fully and to ensure that the momentum of his attack was not lost, Colonel Jones took forward his reconnaissance party to the foot of a re-entrant which a section of his Battalion had just secured. Despite persistent, heavy and accurate fire the reconnaissance party gained the top of the reentrant, at approximately the same height as the enemy positions. From here Colonel Jones encouraged the direction of his Battalion mortar fire, in an effort to neutralise the enemy positions. However, these had been well prepared and continued to pour effective fire onto the Battalion advance, which, by now held up for over an hour and under increasingly heavy artillery fire, was in danger of faltering.


  In his effort to gain a good viewpoint, Colonel Jones was now at the very front of his Battalion. It was clear to him that desperate measures were needed in order to overcome the enemy position and rekindle the attack, and that unless these measures were taken promptly the Battalion would sustain increasing casualties and the attack perhaps even fail. It was time for personal leadership and action. Colonel Jones immediately seized a sub-machine gun, and, calling on those around him and with total disregard for his own safety, charged the nearest enemy position. This action exposed him to fire from a number of trenches.


  As he charged up a short slope at the enemy position he was seen to fall and roll backward downhill. He immediately picked himself up, and again charged the enemy trench, firing his sub-machine gun and seemingly oblivious to the intense fire directed at him. He was hit by fire from another trench which he outflanked, and fell dying only a few feet from the enemy he had assaulted. A short time later a company of the Battalion attacked the enemy, who quickly surrendered. The devastating display of courage by Colonel Jones had completely undermined their will to fight further.


  Thereafter the momentum of the attack was rapidly regained, Darwin and Goose Green were liberated, and the Battalion released the local inhabitants unharmed and forced the surrender of some 1,200 of the enemy.


  The achievements of 2nd Battalion, The Parachute Regiment at Darwin and Goose Green set the tone for the subsequent land victory on the Falklands. They achieved such a moral superiority over the enemy in this first battle that, despite the advantages of numbers and selection of battle-ground, they never thereafter doubted either the superior fighting qualities of the British troops, or their own inevitable defeat. This was an action of the utmost gallantry by a commanding officer whose dashing leadership and courage throughout the battle were an inspiration to all about him.
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