
The Original Feminists Encouraged Men to Die in WW1 
An Interesting historical fact about the original feminists, suffraggetes, in 
England, who actually gave white feathers to men who didn't want to fight in 
WW1. They shamed them and implied they weren't real men, encouraging 
them to fight in a war with a huge possibility of dying. Very interesting 
history, and good proof that women have always been sociopaths who want 
men (or atleast beta males) to die. 
[link to www.opendemocracy.net (secure)]  
 
Here's a poster issued in 1915: [link to dy1m18dp41gup.cloudfront.net 
(secure)]  
 
"In 1914 and '15, notorious bands of women roamed the cities of England 
giving white feathers of cowardice to men wearing civilian clothes. Why 
would so-called 'white feather girls' wish to humiliate men not in uniform? 
This question has puzzled feminists for 100 years, since the first feathers of 
World War I were pinned to the lapels and hatbands of young men by 
disdainful flappers wishing them to enlist in the army. The 'White Feather 
Brigade' was established in Folkstone by Admiral Charles Penrose 
Fitzgerald, an ardent war-supporter who wished to see Britain institute 
mandatory military service. His idea spread through the country with 
astonishing rapidity. As young women combed beaches, high streets, trams, 
theaters, and places of resort, pinning tiny white feathers to men casually 
strolling or socializing with their friends, they sent shock waves through 
society. Not only were those men pinned with the mocking 'Order of the White 
Feather' profoundly humiliated, but commentators began to decry the 
immodesty of forward young women who had the audacity to insult perfect 
strangers and tell men what to do. Remarkably, the recollections of male 
victims suggest that they continued to feel this stain upon their honor well into 
old age." 
 
And this is from a liberal website: [link to www.theguardian.com]  
 
"After reading, in quick succession, four books about the men who fought the 
war, I took out a box of flimsy, yellowing letters, and tried yet again to 
imagine what my grandfather went through. 
 
He had three small daughters, which saved him from conscription, and his 
attempt to volunteer was turned down in 1914 because he was short-sighted. 



But in 1916, as he walked home to south London from his office, a woman 
gave him a white feather (an emblem of cowardice). He enlisted the next day. 
By that time, they cared nothing for short sight. They just wanted a body to 
stop a shell, which Rifleman James Cutmore duly did in February 1918, dying 
of his wounds on March 28. 
 
My mother was nine, and never got over it. In her last years, in the 1980s, her 
once fine brain so crippled by dementia that she could not remember the 
names of her children, she could still remember his dreadful, useless death. 
She could still talk of his last leave, when he was so shellshocked he could 
hardly speak and my grandmother ironed his uniform every day in the vain 
hope of killing the lice. She treasured his letters from the front, as well as 
information about his brothers who also died. 
 
She blamed the politicians. She blamed the generation that sent him to war. 
She was with Kipling: "If any question why we died, / Tell them, because our 
fathers lied." She was with Sassoon: "If I were fierce, and bald, and short of 
breath / I'd live with scarlet majors at the Base, / And speed glum heroes up 
the line to death ... And when the war is done and youth stone dead / I'd toddle 
safely home and die - in bed." 
 
But most of all, she blamed that unknown woman who gave him a white 
feather, and the thousands of brittle, self-righteous women all over the 
country who had done the same. And there were thousands of them, as Will 
Ellsworth-Jones makes clear in his fascinating account of a group of 
conscientious objectors, We Will Not Fight. After the war, Virginia Woolf 
suggested there were only 50 or 60 white feathers handed out, but this was 
nonsense - as Ellsworth-Jones's diligent research shows. 
 
 
Some of his stories still have the power to make the reader angry. A 15-year-
old boy lied about his age to get into the army in 1914. He was in the retreat 
from Mons, the Battle of the Marne and the first Battle of Ypres, before he 
caught a fever and was sent home. Walking across Putney Bridge, four girls 
gave him white feathers. "I explained to them that I had been in the army and 
been discharged, and I was still only 16. Several people had collected around 
the girls and there was giggling, and I felt most uncomfortable and ... very 
humiliated." He walked straight into the nearest recruiting office and rejoined 
the army." 
 


