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“The United Kingdom was not content with merely receiving with 
open arms those refugees who sought her shelter; she also went 
to seek them where help was insufficient.”  



Félcien Eugène Albert Goblet d'Alviella was born in Ixelles, 
Belgium, on August 10th 1846.  
 
He studied at High School in Brussels and Paris and at the 
Université Libre de Bruxelles (ULB) where he gained doctorates 
in Law, Philosophy, Literature and Political Science. For a time he 
worked as a newspaper correspondent and accompanied the 
Prince of Wales (later King Edward VII) on a trip to India in 1877. 
 
Eugène married Margaret Alice Packard and they had two 
children.  
 
From 1884 to 1914 he taught History of Religion at the University 
of Brussels, and also served as Rector there from 1896 until 1898. 
In 1919 he became an honorary professor and was appointed as 
a permanent member of the board.  
 
He was President of the Belgian Royal Geographical Society and 
published a number of books about Pacifism, Economy and 
Masonic Symbolism. His book "The Migration of Symbols" made 
him internationally renowned in this field.  
 
In 1872 Eugène was elected to the Provincial Council of Brabant 
and then to the House of Representatives in 1878. He entered 
the Senate in 1892, becoming Vice President in 1910. He was 
appointed Minster of State in August 1914, just days before the 
invasion of Belgium.  
 
The Belgian Government in exile at Le Havre charged him with 
setting up the Official Belgian Committee for Refugees in 
London.  



Following are extracts of a letter written by Eugène for "The 
Book of Belgium's Gratitude" on September 1st, 1915. This was 
translated by Lady Moreton.  
 
It shows how dedicated Eugène was to the Refugees in the 
United Kingdom, and how grateful he was for the care shown to 
them by the British people.  
 
“As I had been entrusted by our Minister of the Interior, the 
Honourable M. Berryer, with the task of inaugurating in London the 
‘Official Belgian Committee for Refugees,’ I began, towards the end 
of November, a series of visits to put myself in personal touch with 
our compatriots in the South of Scotland and in the West of England. 
From the first I was struck by the change in the appearance and 
bearing of those whom I had first seen in the throes of well-justified 
terror, and then in a no less comprehensible state of collapse. It was 
evident that they were coming to themselves, and that, if the 
recollection of recent sufferings retained all its acuteness, they were, 
nevertheless, gradually overcoming the depression caused by 
privations, fatigues, and fears for the future… 
 
…British hospitality had wrought this work of healing and restoration. 
From the day when the first contingent of Belgian refugees landed in 
the United Kingdom, a wave of gratitude and pity stirred the British 
nation to its depths. Committees were formed spontaneously, even 
in little places, to help the fugitives, whose sufferings and sorrows 
were described in vivid terms by the newspapers. These 
organisations proposed not only to collect the necessary funds 
locally; but also to provide lodgings, food and clothes for the families 
to whom they intended to offer shelter… 
 
 



…The Committees thus formed exceeded 4,000, which gives to each 
of these bodies about forty refugees, if the figure is correct that the 
number of the latter fluctuated always around 200,000. The number 
of members of these Committees varied from ten to forty, which 
would show that perhaps 50,000 people devoted themselves to this 
pious mission… 
 
…It was owing to the kindness of these Committees that in the course 
of several journeys I was able to visit successively sixty different 
places, in Scotland, Cornwall, Wales, Devonshire, Cheshire, and 
Surrey, besides many of the big towns. I began these visits merely to 
form some idea of the situation of my compatriots in Great Britain; but 
by the way I was received I speedily became aware of the benefit 
these exiles experienced even from the casual presence of a Belgian 
who was invested with some authority to tell them that their lawful 
Government, itself sheltering under the spacious hospitality of the 
French Republic at Havre, did not forget the thousands of its fellow 
citizens who were confided to the generosity of the British people.” 
 
Eugène died in Brussels on September 7th,  
1925, following an accident where he was  
hit by a car. He was cremated and his ashes  
are within the family mausoleum that he  
had designed himself, at the family seat at  
Court-Saint-Etienne. 
 
“What will remain is the newly-forged link  
between the two nations, already united  
by the knowledge that they are shedding 
their blood for the same cause - the cause  
of right, of the liberty of Europe and of the  
future of civilisation.”  
Eugène, Comte Goblet d'Alviella, September 1915. 
 
 
 


