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THE following reports received from the
official press representative with the Aus-

tralian Forces on the 24th, 25th, and 26th August,
are published for general information.

ANDREW FISHER,
Prime Minister.

CAPE HELLES, 14th July. There is a slope just
over the reverse side of the cliffs at Cape Helles
on which you may sit with a telescope and watch
almost any fight that has occurred there since the
29th Division made its landing on the 25th
April. During the last three days there has been
continual fighting at Cape Helles, but, for the
first time, this has been a fight that you could
not see. For the first time, the French and
British, who have taken part of the French line,
have pushed over the slope of the long finger that
runs down from Achi Baba along the Dardanelles,
and are fighting on the slope which leads down to
Kareves Dere a stream which runs from Achi
Baba into the Dardanelles. It is the first time
that we have looked down into that gully. It is
not by any means the last gully before you get to
the Kilid Bahr forts and the Narrows it is not
the last gully before you pass Achi Baba. But it
is a definite landmark in our progress.

The fight by which this progress has been made
is a repetition of almost every other fight by which
this slow and very difficult advance up from the
toe of the peninsula has been made. There is a
tremendous bombardment by the French and Bri-
tish guns on a portion of the Turkish trenches in
the morning. At a certain hour the bombardment
stops. Our Infantry, or the French Infantry, in
the particular front trenches from which the
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attack is to be made jump over the parapet and
rush for the Turkish trench opposite it. The dis-
tance is from 100 to several hundred yards. Some
troops have made it in a single charge, going as
hard as they can race others have made it by
short rushes. The instant that the men go over
the parapet the Turkish guns burst into a heavy
fire, which, according to the German theory, does
not break over the front line of the charge, but
over the supporting line over the trenches which
the charge has left, and over any troops being
sent up to reinforce these trenches. This Turkish
cannonade almost always consists of the massed
fire of either two or three batteries firing salvoes.
We can tell quite clearly from Anzac the moment
a British attack has begun down south by seeing
the white puffs of Turkish shrapnel bursting eight
or twelve at a time over some distant part of the
distant skyline. There may be an interval of
fifteen or twenty seconds, then down come another
eight or twelve. After twenty minutes or so,
these salvoes cease, and isolated puffs take their
place the British or French are in the Turkish
trenches, and the rush of the supporting lines
across the open space between the trenches has
ceased. The probability is that the British or
French are in the Turkish trenches and in the
Turkish supporting trench at the back of it
sometimes in three trenches. They will not have
taken the whole of them. The parties which
have made the rush will have become split up,
at any rate, on the attack on the second trench -
50 yards of that will be held by British, then
50 yards by Turks, then 100 yards by British,
then a small angle in the trench by Turks, then
British in the trench again for 50 yards.

It is easy to describe it sitting here after the
fight is all over. It is comparatively easy to
obtain some idea of what has happened even at
the time when you are sitting a mile or two behind
the firing line watching this most spectacular
battleground at Cape Helles. The people who do
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not know what has happened, and have no means
of finding out, are the men who have actually got
into the second line of trenches themselves. They
know that is to say; each little separate party
knows that it has dropped into a certain section
of a Turkish trench, and has dragged in some of
its wounded. It has not noticed its men fall on
the way across a curious thing about a charge
if you are in the thick of it, you rarely notice a
man being hit. When a man falls he may have
merely stumbled, or he may be throwing himself
flat in order to fire, as they do when an advance
is made by short rushes, it is not until you have
looked from the trench you have reached that you
see bundles of khaki lying here and there all over
the intervening space it is sometimes difficult to
tell whether the thing half hidden in the grass is
a man's pack or a man himself. A few men will
be crawling backwards or forwards to whichever
trench is nearest one or two others covering the
ground at a half run with a terrible limp some-
times a man rolling over and over to the nearest
cover but who they are or how badly they have
been hit, or who have got through, or who have
been left behind, you have not the faintest idea.
You merely know that you have dropped into the
very welcome shelter of a strange trench with a.
few dead or wounded Turks in the bottom of it,
and the head cover that is the parapet of the
trench and the loopholes facing the wrong way.

The next thing is that a message comes along
the trench from somewhere on your rightyou
do not know how near or how far that there are
Turks in the trench. So you have not got the
whole of it. Presently a message comes that you
are out of touch with the Company which you
knew were on your left which means the same
thing, that there are Turks in the same trench
on your left. That is about all, for the present,
each isolated party knows. The people in the
trench from which you made your charge know
very little more. It is not easy to send a solitary
messenger back over the space between in full
daylight, and even signalling is a slow and
dangerous business. It is often some time before
the authorities in the trench behind and the
Brigade and Divisional Staffs who are directing
them know exactly what part of the enemy's
trench their men have taken, and which are still
held by Turks. Parties of Turks are thus sand-
wiched in between parties of British or French.
There is confused fighting, generally with bombs,
where the parties meet which will always be at
a traverse or a turn in the trench, for, of course,
if they can see one another either one or the other
will be at once shot. If the Turks have a com-
munication trench leading back from their trench
into trenches further back, they back down it. If
they have not they will either surrender or else
try to hang out until the Turkish reserves make
their counter- attack. The Turkish counter- attack
will always be made with bombs which accounts
for a good deal of the deadliness of trench war-
fare. If the section of trench which we have
taken is isolated if the party which managed to
reach it turns out to be the only party that did
so the counter- attack from both sides and from
the front with bombs will be furious. The Turks
know exactly at what point in the trench the
British are, because they have communication
trenches leading into,other parts of it along which
messages can come and go in perfect safety. A
counter- attack can therefore be quickly planned.
At the same time, it is deadly to retreat. Theselittle problems cone at the end of most attacks
upon modern trenches. They have to be settled
up by an attack the same afternoon or the saine
night, in order to complete their possession of the

whole of a trench which has been taken in bits.
During the night our men work furiously with
pick and shovel to turn the Turkish trench into a
trench facing the other way or in digging a new
trench, and pushing forward communication
trenches from the previous British trench to the
new trench captured from the Turks.

That is exactly the sort of fighting that has
been going on for the last three days. On Tuesday
morning the British and French bombarded the
Turkish trenches and the top of Achi Baba, and
the batteries behind it for about two hours an
old battleship joining in the bombardment for an
hour, and turning the top of Achi Baba into a
volcano with her 12 -inch shells. At the same time,
the Australian and New Zealand Army Corps
at Anzac was ordered to make a demonstration
in order to see that the Turks sent no troops from
the north. The division on the British right and
in the trench to the right of them again then.
rushed the Turkish trenches ahead of them, and
took certain parts of the Turkish line. That
afternoon, at 4.30, there was another bombard-
ment, and the Royal Navy Division, with the
former Division, went on and captured the second
line of Turkish trenches, as well as completing
the capture of the first. The Turks, for almost
the first time, bolted wholesale, as they came, and
were caught in the open retreating to the third
trench, 400 yards further back still. Some of our
troops followed them and actually took part of
this third trench. At the time when I am writing
this, it is impossible to say what is the situation
with this adventurous party. But a third attack
is necessary, in order to turn the Turks out of a
small portion of the second trench, which they
still hold. What is certain is that we have ad-
vanced about 400 yards, taken two lines of
trenches, and captured 470 prisoners. The French
advance also, and for the first time, reached the
mouth of the Kareves Pere and the slope of the
hill overlooking it.

The foregoing is a description of a typical
fight in the southern area.. The history of the
fight in that area has been first terrible landing
during which the 29th Division won itself an
imperishable naine ; seconda rush up as far as
Krithia, or near it, which could not be main-
tained; third from the position to which the
British had withdrawn a series of assaults one
after the other upon one of the strongest positions
in the world; the assault on 6th, 7th, and 8th May
in which the New Zealand Infantry Brigade and
the 2nd Australian Brigade joined the rest then
the assaults of 4th, 5th, 28th, 29th, and 30th June,
and now 13th, 14th, and 15th July. Each time
we made something, 400, 500, and even 1,000
yards along some considerable portion of the line.
The Lancashire Territorials, with whom we were
in Egypt, have fought splendidly.

Neither at Anzac nor at Cape Belles have the
troops or the Staff at any time during the bast
three months been outside the range of artillery
fire night or day a condition that does not exist in
any other theatre of the war. The summer, with
its flies and drought, has brought problems, which
have been solved one and all. During the winter
constant gales rage through the Levant, and they
will bring other problems, but no problem has
ever managed to rob the Australians and New
Zealanders of their invincible cheerfulness. AsI write, the guns are roaring out the preparation
for another small stage in the attack on AchiBaba.

There appeared yesterday off the coast a new
type of ship, one of the new monitors a shallow,
slow- moving platform for two immense guns. We



Commonwealth Gazette 1697 Ne. 102. -3rd September, 1915

watched her fire her eight first shells this after-
noon at a gun on the Asiatic side. Whether this
new development will have any great effect on the
issue of the campaign remains to be seen, but
certain it is that what deserves to be connected for
ever with this tremendous three months' battle is
the heroism of the British, French, and Austra-
lian Infantry.

The part played at one stage of it by the 2nd
Australian Infantry Brigade and the New Zea-
land Infantry Brigade should never be forgotten
in Australia.

Gaza Tarn, 20th July. It is quite untrue that
you cannot hear the shell which hits you. Aus-
tralians prove it untrue at Gaba Tepe every day.
The majority of the shells which have been flung
at us since the first morning, when the Gaba Tepe
battery burst its first few shots over the transports
in the growing light, have been shells which could
be heard by those at whom they were aimed. Some
people, even here, have argued that the shell which
actually hits you cannot be heard, but it is within
the personal experience of most Australians at
Anzac that this is wrong. It has happened to
almost every one at Anzac that at some time or
another they have heard the whizz of a shell and
ducked into a bank or a dug -out, and then beard
the shrapnel pellets swishing overhead. Many
people have had that experience far too often to
keep any count of it. l.t used to happen to the
Artillery often in the early days, because then,
there was a fairly thick scrub covering the hill,
and when you ducked into some crevice ill the
ground you could hear the shower of shrapnel
pellets cutting through the leaves just above your
head, which left no doubts as to its distance from
you. There were no regular paths and communi-
cation trenches in the first two or three days, and
when you wanted to go from one position to
another you made your own way through the
scrub of the valleys and hillsides. The Turks used
to fling small mountain and field -gun shrapnel
more or less all day long, until the waste of .ammu-
nition began to make them anxious, and they cut
down their expenditure. There were times when
the slopes on certain ridges were very dangerous,
but you were partially protected in the small leafy
crevices and channels that scored their sides ; and
most people have memories of working up some
of these crevices when the high whistle of shrapnel
sounds from the ridges to the north. The whistle
descends just as the shell does; you just fit your-
self into the bottom of that gully as flat as you
can; there is a burst, and the shower of shrapnel
pellets goes shearing through the green leaves
overhead, .

here and there cutting off a leaf or two,
or scarring some little shrub stem. No one who
has gone through that experience as often as the
old hands at Anzac have, can question for a
moment that you can hear the shell which would
hit you. Fortunately you can often hear it soon
enough to get into cover from it, and thousands
of Australians owe their lives to the fact.

But you cannot hear every shell. It all depends
upon the rate at which the shell is travelling. If
a gun is close to you the chances are that the
shell, when it reaches you, is still travelling too
quickly for the sound to precede it, and the first
thing you hear of it is a loud explosion like that
of some huge Chinese cracker, not far away. That
is all that you hear of shells from high velocity
gmis, even when they are a fair distance away
from you. About a month after we arrived, we
noticed one morning á burst down some of our

gullies, which was not preceded by any whizz at
all. It would not have been remarkable if it had
occurred up in the trenches, because the Turks, at
various times, have dragged mountain guns into
positions 300 or 400 yards away from our trenches,
with which they could blaze a few shots at dawn
at our sandbags, and try . to knock down the
parapet of our trenches. These guns might get
in ten or dozen shots before our artillery was on
to them, and would then be withdrawn for the
rest of the day. The first thing that you could
hear of their shells was the burst. But this shell
could not have come from any position so near
as that. Parts of the shell and fuse. cap were pre-
sently picked up, and it was found to be a shell
from a French 75 millimetre field gun. During
the Balkan war the Turks captured outside
Salonica a steamer containing French guns con-
signed to the Servians, and a cargo of ammuni-
tion, and it is said to be one of these guns that
they are now using against us.

An even more interesting shell was a small
mountain gun shell, which used to fall in our
lines. It was exactly like our own Mountain
Battery shells, but it used to arrive at places which
our mountain guns could not reach, and at times
when they had never fired. The Turks have
never captured any of our guns, but there was
no question about the type of shell. One day the
Adjutant of a Mountain Battery passed me with
one of the fuse caps of these shells in his hand.
It was our shell, but none of our guns had fired.
Apparently one of the Dominion Governments
some years ago had ordered a couple of mountain
batteries from Great Britain, and afterwards de-
cided to do without them, and sold them to the
Turkish Government, as it was perfectly entitled
to do, and these shells were apparently fired by
those guns.

The Turk is a very cunning fighter in some
ways. We must remember that he has had nearly
four years of continuous war. One of the cleverest
(lodges played upon us was a carefully -laid scheme
to make our men in a certain important point of
the line imagine that they were being fired upon
by their own guns. It was noticed that whenever
a certain gun fired from one of our batteries, com-
plaints used to arrive from this post that it was
firing on our own men. The Battery Commander
knew that this was impossible, as the gun was
aimed in a totally different direction, but he found
it somewhat more difficult to convince the authori-
ties. The fact was certain, that when his gun
fired a shell used regularly to fall at this point in
the lines. On comparison, .however, it was found
that the shell which was falling over our post was
a. smaller shell than that which our battery fired.
An Artillery officer placed himself in a position
from which he could carefully watch the place
where the shells from our gun fell. He saw the
British shell .burst over a portion of the Turkish
lines, but, sure enough, almost at the same moment
a shell burst over our own post. The authorities
were taken to the spot, and for some time they
watched for themselves this pretty little game pro-
ceeding. Every time that our big gun fired there
came the pop of a little Turkish gun from a
widely different position ; almost simultaneously
with the burst of our dust cloud in a Turkish
trench, came the puff of a small shell in our own
trench. The only time when the two did not
really coincide was when our own gun stopped
for a tune, and then unexpectedly started firing
again ; that seemed to catch the Turkish gunners
for a moment napping, and the boom. of their
gun carne for once a trifle late. Nobody knows
better than the Turks how demoralizing it is for
troops to be fired on by their own guns, even. if
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the actual damage done is small, and having a
few shells of English make to play with, the
opportunity of deceiving us was too good to lose.

Our men have come to know, by its noise alone,
almost every shell that passes over us. In some
cases you hear the whole series of sounds before
the shell arrives. First, the distant bump of the gun .

being fired like the sound of an ox waggon coming
suddenly across a hollow in 'á stony road ; then
sometimes, without any pause at all, the whizz of
of the shell, beginning with a faint note higher
than the highest note on the piano, and dropping
faster and faster to a note well down in the bass,
then the bang of the explosion and, faintly, the
scaring swish of shrapnel pellets or the curious
shriek and moan of high explosive. In the case
of one howitzer which used to throw a 6 -inch
shell at us from the north, I have heard the bump
of the gun explosion eight seconds before the
sound of the travelling shell began to arrive. Then
came the faint whistle of the shell very high
overhead as it passed on its way to the southern
end of our position.

You can often see the howitzer shells both ours
and the enemy's in flight if you keep your eyes
open. The shell looks like a big black bumble bee
travelling very far overhead and very swift. A
6 -inch shell which the enemy sends at us every
day from the south, and some 8 -inch shells which
he used to fire at us from the east, could always
be seen coming. If they are coming near you
they always look as though they were coming
straight at you, but of course it is quite impossible
to tell the direction to within a good many yards.
These great slow shells move much too slowly to
have the whistle of the ordinary field gun their
note is more like a flurry of wings through the
air. The shells from a cruiser in the Dardanelles
which used to pass over us every morning about
sunrise, and which visited us for once like an old
acquaintance the other day, had the rumble of an
express train roaring over a bridge or through a.
railway cutting. The other day, for about half-
an -hour, this cruiser stood close into the shore
between Maidos and Kilid Bahr, about 6 miles
away, and threw about a score of 11 2 -inch shells
at us.. It was most interesting to watch the shift-
ing of his range, and of his elevationyou could
tell it quite clearly from the places in which the
shells fell, and if one were prepared to tell the
enemy the exact effect of his shooting, and how
to shoot next three, one could go on and say quite
an interesting number of things about them. But
the most important point for the present article
is that these 11-inch shells made a sound as if the
sky were some gigantic sheet of calico, and some
giant were tearing it suddenly down with a big
bang at the end. At the other end of the scale
comes the shell, which is so far away that you
can scarcely hear it. Often when one is writing
these letters, one stops for a minute to watch
the batteries, either on the big gill a t the
head of the range to the north of us, or in the
olive groves in the plain to the south, firing at
some trawler or destroyer which they think is a
target worth their while. One cannot see either
of those guns fire from here, but one has conic to
pick up a certain soft sibilant whisper, which pos-
sibly a stranger would not notice at all, but which
ones ear now picks up immediately as the flight
of a shell far out through the air over the sea.

The ordinary shell travels much too fast to be
seen by day time unless you happen to be right
behind it when the gun is fired, but if a battery
is firing over your head at night, you can pick
out the shells almost every time. The firstinie
one noticed this was during a night when the
fighting was furious at Quinn's Post. The line of

the ridge tops was marked by all sorts of flashes
and flushes, almost like those of summer lightning
the valleys were almost painful with the din, and
overhead every time that a particular gun was
fired there seemed to travel a minute point of
lightsomething like a tiny shooting star, only
twenty times faster the fastest thing I ever saw.
1 have asked Artillery officers, and they say that
this is probably the tiny spark of the fuse escap-
ing from the fuse vent in the nose of the shell.

Some of our guns have a curious squeak about
their shell, almost like the squeak of a rusty wheel-
barrow, which must be caused by the rubbing of
some metal upon metal. Another which we used
to hear at Cape Helles had a puff which you could
scarcely distinguish from that of a shunting rail -
way engine or a goods train struggling uphill.
One always imagined that it belonged to some
very worn -out naval gun. The most eccentric
noises are those made by the fragments into which
a shell bursts. Shells may roughly be divided into
those for destroying men, and those for destroying
places. A shell for destroying men is shrapnel,
which contains a large number of round pellets,
like the old- fashioned bullet. When it explodes,
the shell case does not generally break, but merely
throws forwards and downwards the shower of
pellets covering an area of perhaps 50 yards wide
and 200 yards long. Anything in that area is
fairly liable to be hit, but the shrapnel pellet is
not the most dangerous missive. The thing that
is thrown furthest in a shrapnel shell explosion is
the nose of the shell, consisting of the fuse cap
and certain rings which are blown off first, and go
flying ahead of the shower, each with a strange
sound of its own you can often hear them for
several seconds coming towards you. The last
thing in the explosion, which is really somewhat
checked by it so that it can sometimes be seen
falling like a black speck, is the shell case. If
any of these parts hit you, the result is a very ugly
wound. The shell case lias a soft flurry of its own,
not unlike that of a whirling stick. The case
always comes last, unless the explosion of the shell
was very far away. I know of an Army Service
Corps man here who put his head out of shelter
to see where a shell had come from, and had his
chin taken off by the case. Shrapnel pellets from
a distance often patter down quite harmlessly, and
barely sting you when they hit.

Shrapnel is of very little use against meta in
trenches or in warships; the only thing which will
get at them there is a shell which will break down
the trench or the side of the ship, and this is
a high explosive shell ; in the case of some naval
gun shell it is armour- piercing also. The ex-
plosion of a high- explosive shell has quite a dif-
ferent sound from the resounding bang of shapnel;
there is a. plunging sound about it like that of the
sea waves first pounding upon some rock, and then
sucking away again. At other times there is a
formidable rattle about it as though you took up
a box containing an iron chain and gave it a
single determined shake. The escaping gases
create a curious wail or moan. Shrapnel, though
it bursts on. percussion as well as in the air, is
practically harmless against trenches, whereas the
trench that has been subject for half-an -hour to
high explosives is one of the most depressing
sights I know. The clean, well -cut sides of an
hour before are broken and dishevelled as if by
an earthquake the place resembles something be-
tween a half- blocked ash -pit and a rag shop.

The Turks are filling their shrapnel shells with
all sorts of old oddments, such as clips of damaged
cartridges and scraps of old iron. They also now
are throwing at us a round bomb with ancient
iron handles to it, which must come out of some
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mortar at least as old as the Crimea, possibly, as
old as Queen Elizabeth. This antiquated missile
is filled with picric acid, and explodes in the air
or on the ground probably the Turk has not the
least idea where it will go, or when it will burst.
But it is cheap, and the round bomb case looks as
if it had been smelted in some rough factory
behind the Turkish lines.

Those are the noises to which this life is sub-
ject. We have grown just as used to them as you
do to the noises of a city. If you hear a whirr
of a motor during the day, which in the city you
would attribute to a motor car, we know that it
is an aeroplane that it will stop the enemy for the
time just as effectively as a battery firing upon
them, because they will not wish to fire and dis-
close their position. Amidst the rattle of rifle
fire, which is going on through the night as I
write, there comes now and then the thump of
a big drum. One knows that this is the explosion
of a bomb.

There are a hundred noises that resemble the
noise of a shell, but you do not realize how many
there are until you have come out from a few
hours of shrapnel fire. The rattle of an anchor
chain, the hiss of a steam pipe, the shooting of
tins into an incinerator, the dragging of wood
through the sand or over logs of wood, the sudden
slipping down of a looped -up waterproof sheet,
even the beginning of the donkey's bray, and yet,
whether it is shrapnel or high explosive, and how-
ever much he has of it, and however tired he
really is of it, the Australian always seems to
make a joke of it. The other day a high explosive
shell burst in the midst of one . of our Battalions.
Everything went flying in a dozen directions, but
out of the fearful dust knocked up by the explo-
sive came crawling the cook, " Hi," he shouted,
and turning towards the Turkish trenches, " Can't
you leave the blanky spoons alone ?"

GAB.A TEPE, 22nd July.The big Turk ran
down between the lines shouting " Abdul!
Abdul !" through the night. I do not know who
Abdul was possibly some man who had been
lying out there in the low scrub with him. A
patrol of ours had seen a dark shape, and had
shot the big Turk. Possibly they had shot him
in the head, anyway, he did not know which way
he was going, for be had wandered aimlessly, not
back towards his own lines, but along the strip
between the Turks and ourselves, until some sentry
brought him down with a lucky shot. His body
was lying there in the morning. Those Turks
were probably out in the dark trying to gain what
information they could of us by listening. After
the first few nights of the landing, our men hardly
replied to the Turkish fire at all. The Austra-
lians used to sit still all night, and let the Turk
blaze away to his heart's content. The strain of
the nervous soldier _always. expresses itself in this
wild waste of ammunition, and the Turk, for a
couple of months, has had this night firing almost
to himself. Our men neither replied to his fire, nor
lit flares, nor sent up rockets, but simply trusted
to the keen watch kept by their observers and to
their bayonets. All night long the Australian

"trenches were almost as dark and silent as the
grave, whilst a constant flash of rifle shots marked
the line of the Turkish parapet. If you spent the
night in the trenches your waking moments would
be simply memories of a constant crack, crack, of
Turkish riflesthe whizz of bullets chipping the
parapet, and every now and then sending little
cascades of earth bustling down into the trench,

the wild moan of a ricochet which hits the parapet
and goes crooning off towards the sea, the heavy
pounding against the outside of the sandbag, as
though some drunken man were thumping with
his cane. Occasionally, during the night, one of
our howitzers may fire. Whilst the shell is on its
way, every one of these snipers will stop firing
they have all drawn their heads below the parapet,
or are watching to see where that shell explodes.
The moment it explodes the fusilade breaks out
again. When you wake in the morning you will
have pictures in your memory of moments when
you open your eyes for a few seconds pictures of
tall figures standing with their backs to you,
figures in overcoats quietly chatting about old
election fights or Australian race meetings or foot-
ball matches, or to -day's cooking or to- morrow's
politics. Very occasionally a shock like a tre-
mendous heart thump and a flare like that of
summer lightning outside the parapet tells you
that one of our sentries has fired at some Turkish
loophole which he thinks over busy, or at some
point where work appears to be going on in the
Turkish trenches. But I suppose at least nine-
teen shots out of twenty, and sometimes much
more than that, come from the Turk.

Suddenly an hour comes when you realize that
the sky is casting a pale light over the world. The
heavy clouds across the old mountains to the north
of us begin to show up against a leaden sky, which
presently turns to lemon, and then to pink. How-
ever cloudless the day is going to be, those heavy
mists usually hang over Sari Bair, in the early
morning. A light moves down along the Turkish
trench and on a ridge 800 yards to the north of
us. You could see that light many mornings just
after the first day of dawn, when the rifle flashes
were beginning to pale in the growing daylight.
I have often wondered who it was that swung his
lantern so calmly down the Turkish line in the
early morning. It was some officer, I suppose,
going his rounds. At the same time, there some-
times rose from a gully rather further back in
the enemy's lines the blue smoke of cooking. The
Turk shows himself very little indeed far less
than our men --and does not, as a rule, betray
his presence by letting any signs, such as smoke
or the bright glint of a tin, appear over the scrub.
But just at this hour it seems as though a little
more freedom were taken. The fusilade of the
night dies down, the snipers of the enemy creep
back from their night positions in front of the
lines. An- hour later the first shell of the day
sings overhead eil.her theirs or ours and the day
has begun.

We used to treat the enemy by night with abso-
lute contempt let him blaze away as long as he
liked, and take no notice whatever beyond keeping
a keen watch. But this has its disadvantages. I
think that the enemy came to realize that it was
more or less safe to venture out in front of his
lines at nightfall, because no shooting was coming
from the Australian trenches. It is probable that
every night parties of Turks used to creep out
from their trenches towards ours. At one point
they may have heard us tunnelling, for two
Turkish tunnels were driven from one of their
trenches straight towards a sap of ours, and two
mines were exploded there by the Turks. At
another point it was found in the morning that
a Turk had crept up during the night and cut
some of the wire in front of one of our trenches
and carried it off.

Now some nights we fire star shells every half
hour or so throughout the darkness_beautiful,
great rockets that burst with white or pale -green
stars low over the Turkish lines, and light up the
country for half a -mile, The other night in the
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trenches on the right of the line, there suddenly
came in the report, " Turkish trenches are on fire
in thief; or four places." From the southern end of
the section, and from posts to the north of us,
messengers came hurrying in with the same stories,
" A fire has broken out in the Turkish trench, and
their head cover is burning."

We hurried out to see, and sure enough, before
ever we got to the fire trench, one could see the
parapets of our own trenches bathed in the
brilliant red glow from some distant fire. Over
the top of them came the continuous crackle of a
fair -sized bush fire; and presently, from the
parapet of the trench itself, you could see a
regular line of fires roaring in the scrub. There
were .fires to the north of us, fires to the south of
us, and a low stream of fire about 300 yards away
directly opposite to us. It looked as though a
trench might be burning, but really the fire was
in the scrub at the back of the trench melt who
knew the place well were positive of that. One
wondered whether it was some ruse of the Turks,
but the men on the spot had seen the whole thing
from the start. The fires were started by our
star shells. The . Turks kept very low there was
not. a sign of movement that one could see. It
might have been a bush fire raging across some
open, uninhabited heath.

Far to the south, over a horizon of hills that we
could not see except for a moment in our line,
there flickered a pale -white halo. They were the
star .shells at Cape Helles lighting the scene of
a fierce night attack.

GAB TEPE, 23rd July. It is the sequel of the
story . that. I wrote over a week ago about the
stretch of tunnel which the Turks filched from us,
and how we turned that tunnel into a gun, and
the Turks into the shot.

It may be remembered that we had blown up a
mine outside the corner of a certain Turkish trench.
The Turks had been digging towards our tunnel,
and our mine blew through their little short tunnel
into the trench itself, as well as breaking a crater
outside their parapet. The result was that just
outside. this Turkish trench was a crater in the
low scrub, and a tunnel leading from the Turkish
trench into the crater. Out of the crater also ran
the tunnel which we had made right from our
own position, but the end of this was blocked by
the sandbags which we had built up across it in
order to form a backing for the explosion. The
Turks crept down their tunnel into the crater.
We discovered them there, and watched till they
removed so many sandbags that the daylight
actually began to show through the chinks be-
tween the remaining bags. We decided to bomb
them out of the crater, using a bomb thrown
from a mortar. Orders were given that most of
the men in the sap were to be withdrawn during
the process, and the order, in passing, became
twisted, that the sappers and all the men were
withdrawn. A quarter of an hour later, when
they came back, they found that the end of the
tunnel was not where it had been. Our owii sand-
bags were facing them about 10 feet nearer than
they had been a quarter of an hour before. The
Turks had taken down the barrier while they
were away, and put it up again 10 feet along our
own sap. A shot met our men as they went down,
and when the Colonel came, he was fired at also
by a Turk behind the bags. The Turks were
highly pleased until we put up a second tamping
around the next corner of the tunnel, and blew

them from it with another mine. That explosion
formed a second crater, and blew down the roof
of most of the tunnel between the two craters;_ se
that there were now two craters out between the
lines with an open length of very shallow and
crooked trench between them. In front of our
crater we built a barricade. Across the shallow
broken - down tunnel, now open ou the daylight,
the Turks built a barricade. But we covered the
open trench so well with rifle fire that the Turk
dug a tunnel from his crater opening into this
shallow trench some way in front of our barri-
cade, and used to fire at our barricade from the
depth of this tunnel. That was the state of
affairs t;rIten a message arrived from Cape Helles
asking the Australian Corps to make a diversion
at. Anzac, in order to keep the Turks from rein-
forcing their army at Cape Helles, where the
British and French had to make a difficult attack.
A troop of the 6th Light Horse made an exceed-
ingly brave little sortie, supported by the rest of
their Brigade; part of the 3rd Infantry Brigade
made a diversion. Volunteers were called from
the 6th and r th Battalions to go out from our
crater and drive the Turks out of theirs. A second
Lieutenant, newly arrived with reinforcements
from Australia, went as leader. It was intended
that ten men should leave the crater with him;
but, as a matter of fact, an eleventh who had
volunteered and been rejected, managed to get over
the sandbags with them and joined himself to the
party. Ten others were to go with picks and
shovels to do any necessary work. The first eleven,
with the officer, went over the sandbags and found
that there was actually not a sentry, nor any sort
of guard on the Turkish barricade. It was the
middle of a Turkish fast or celebration of some
sort, and this may have accounted for the fact.
Anyway, the small party of Victorians crept into
the tunnel mouth and along it towards the Turkish
crater and carne out into the light again at the
other end to find. twenty Turks, who had been
sitting there, rushing wildly to get out through
the narrow tunnel into their own trench. The
entrance was far too small for them all, and they
were struggling around the opening like a mob
of bullocks at a gate. The leading Australians
shot two or three before the mob disappeared.

We were now in possession of the Turkish
crater ; but the Turks returned, to the attack with
bombs, and before long every man in the crater
was wounded. Their young leader sent back a
message to say that he needed reinforcements, and
six meal were sent. Two of them seem to have
gone through the tunnel to the crater. The other
four jumped over the edge of our crater and made,
not for the Turkish crater, but for the main
Turkish trench. It was covered over so as to be
proof against bombs, but, looking down through
the interstices of the cover, they could see that it
was crowded with Turks, who looked up at them.
As they ran forward a machine gun from some
where away to their left, where they were over.-
looked by trenches on much higher ground, picked
them up and began to search for them. Two of
them fell, and the other two ran back to where
they at last saw their friends in the Turkish
crater. They brought back news that the Turkish
trench was crowded with men. The Turks were
clearly bringing up their supports. The Object of
the sortie was to insure this, and the young officer
who led it therefore decided to withdraw his men.
He sent back the wounded first. When they were
clear, he and the two unwounded men began their
withdraw =al. The Turks were hard on top of
them, and the officer sent his two men into the
tunnel first. As they withdrew into the dark of
it they saw him standing at the mouth of it, his
face bleeding from a wound, and facing the Turks

{r
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with a revolver. That was the last they saw of
him. As they reached the other end of the tunnel,
the Turks had almost beaten them going round
by the open trench it was a race to avoid being
cut off, and they just won it. The moment after
they reached their own trench the Turks were
between them and the tunnel through which they
had come. The young officer had been cut off.'
It only remained to hold our saphead barricade
against the Turkish counter- attack. An officer re-
mained there all the time the Turks were throw-
ing bombs at it, and four officers were wounded
one after another in holding the place. We are
behind our barricade. The Turks, a few yards
away, are behind theirs, and therefore the present
story rests.

GABA. TEPE, 23rd July. There was no mis-
taking that sound. Down the passage behind us
there filtered a faint halo of some fluttering candle
whose flame was hid from us around the corner
of the sap. The dazzling oval of daylight where
the tunnel came out into the open had been left
behind at the first bend. In front of us was an
Australian with a blue guernsey and a battered
felt hat and a three months' beard leaning against
a Wall of newly- picked earth, as many a bearded,
felt hatted Australian has propped up a wall be-
fore. The candle in his hand showed up a little
more than a pair of sunburnt cheeks, a pair of
very bright eyes against a dark background of
bare mud walls and roof. In front of him was
a heap of tumbled earth. Back near the entrance
of the tunnel was the sound of voices and a grating
of heavy feet.

The sound died away, and there was silence as
deep as the darkness itself had been. Everybody
held his breath. You could almost hear your
heart beat.

Then the man with the candle looked up. A
moment later he held up a finger. Something
very faint was sounding in one's ears; for a few
seconds you could swear it was the beating of
your own heart. Then the Australian looked up
.again. That sound was there still very faint,
but quite distinct just tap, tap, tap, at the rate
of 100 taps per minute. There might come twenty
taps continuously, then a pause, then 30 more.
This was the sound of Turkish miners picking at
the face of the Turkish tunnel on the other side
of that brown clay wall. The Australian said
they were about 8 feet away. Both to the Turks
and to ourselves the explosion of a mine is quite
an every -day event in the area. But it is never
commonplace to any of those who naturally take
part in it. Take the following incident for im
example :

A Turkish tunnel was getting pretty close to
one of ours. On such occasions it is only a ques-
tion of who chooses the right moment, and on
this occasion, as on most, it, was we who chose.
We exploded a small mine. But, unfortunately,
it was too small a charge. It merely shook the
ground and opened up a long thin crack into the
Turkish tunnel. When our miners went back
into the chamber after the gas had cleared away,
they found this crack running across the wall.
They could not see through the crack it was too
narrow and winding, but they could hear the
Turks laughing and chatting on the other side of
it. It sounded as e though the Turks were
immensely 'excited and pleased over the failure of
our mine possibly they reckoned on our thinking
that the mine had succeeded, and that we would

allow them to work there now, in peace. Pre-
sently they heard the voices of our men, and saw
their light. The talking in the Turkish sap
ceased. As often as the candle was lighted there
was a silence in the Turkish tunnel, so that it was
clear that, although our men could not see the
light in their tunnel, they could see the light in
ours glowing through the crack.

Our men they happened in this instance to be
the New Zealanders withdrew. It was a diffi-
cult job, but they swore that the Turk should not
laugh last on this occasion. They had to work
like thieves in the night without lights in intense
darkness with their boots off but after two hours'
continual labour they had put in a second and very
much larger charge, and .lead built. up a solid
backing to it. Then. they fired -the mine again.
ft, went off this time. The Turkish sap and ours
were reduced to an indistinguishable heap of
tumbled earth. Our officer, with a couplé of men,
rushed in as quickly as he could in order to insure
that the Turks did not get there first. There was
not a sign of a Turk not a sound of them or their
digging. Only listening intently, they heard a
faint resonance apparently in the mound of
tumbled earth on which they were sitting. They
listened again. It was the ticking of a watch.
The Turks came back presently that is to say,
such of the party as were not buried. The moment
the first of them appeared he was fired on, and
the rest ran back.

This entering of tunnels in. which a mine has
been exploded is ticklish work. Unless the explosion
makes a. large crater, and the' gas blows clear
away almost at once, there is imminent danger- of
being suffocated by the gases which lie in the
sap. An officer of the New Zealand Engineers,
who had been pulled out of a sap- unconscious
along with an unconscious companion, told Us
that he felt no change whatever until he found
his knees weakening and going from under him.
The next thing he remembered was sitting Outside
the sap saying to himself, " I wonder how the
devil they are going to pull me out." The pro-
blem was apparently very comical to him, and he
was laughing his heart out over it. He had been
laughing quite unconsciously when they found
him.

GAnA TEPE (twenty- four), 7th August. The
biggest battle yet fought in Gallipoli is now
raging. For the last few days British troops have
been landing in order to make a considerable re-
serve to the Australians and Maorilanders at
Anzac. The Turks apparently knew some move-
ment was imminent, for they shelled the troops
while they were landing at dead of night, but
results show that they were absolutely surprised
by the course which events took. The story is,
perhaps, best told by quoting my diary, compiled
hourly as events proceeded:

" Ct1i August, 3.30 p.m.For the first time in
two months a warship has reappeared in the
offing off Anzac. Away to the south, opposite
Helles, one can see another cruiser. 3.55.War-
ships down to the south are firing on Achi Baba.
Its crest is covered with pillars of dust thrown up
by huge shells.

4.5. She has moved in towards her old
familiar position opposite Gaba Tepé with
Turkish shrapnel bursting over her from guns in
the olive groves.

4.7. She has fired.
4.30. Our guns have mostly begun fire.
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4.50. Another battery joins.
5.30.At 5 o'clock, for five minutes, there was

a curious lull in the bombardment, then our
field guns and howitzers opened fairly heavy
continual fire, mainly on the strong lines of
Turkish trenches which had been constructed
during the past three months on the southern lobe
of a heart shaped plateau, across which the centre
of our Australian line also runs. This lobe is
known by us as Lonesome Pine, on account of a
solitary pine tree which used to be a landmark
there. These trenches seem most formidable oppo-
site our lines. I can see black plumes of dust
caused by our howitzer shells floating along the
ridge ahead of me. The position I have taken
up is in the corner of one of our old fire trenches,
at present packed with men of the 1st Infantry
Brigade. Those in my actual recess are of the
3rd Battalion. Some are crouching beside me
under the parapet ; others are in the body of the
trench.

5.33. Two minutes ago the gun fire almost
ceased, except on other more distant parts
of the British line. Word was passed by the
officer crouching with the men, `` Prepare to go
over the parapet." The officer placed a whistle
between his teeth, and the next instant, when the
whistle was blown, men were scrambling over
sandbags in the dust. One poor fellow beside me
immediately fell back into the trench, bleeding at
the mouth. He was shot through both cheeks. I
can see through a periscope flocks of our men
running forward from the trenches all along this
part of the line, and all racing at good running
pace through the scrub immediately in front of
our trench. Every man, during this attack, wears
a square white patch on his back and white arm
bands. I can see white- patched uniforms running
forward thickly all over the space in front of
me.

5.45. In front of our parapet, about 80 yards
away, is the white heap of gravel forming
the parapet on the nearer side of the nearest
Turkish trench. As our men reached this, they
did not jump in, but stood along edge, looking
down at something which I could not see. As
others ran up, they gradually spread out in a long
line at the edge of the enemy's trench. At first
they were mostly standing up, but presently lying
down along this side of the parapet, they fired
steadily over the top. I saw one man standing up
as calmly taking aim as if he were shooting
rabbits. I can see several of our bayonets sticking
up behind the parapet. I think a fair proportion
ran over the first trench and jumped into the
trench beyond, which is just visible from here on
the edge of the slope. For the time being, the
first rush reminded one more than anything else
of a rush of spectators to a street kerb on seeing
the approach of some procession. The men seemed
to be picking their places along the parapet, first
running up behind their mates, and then moving
further along until they found some interval where
they could conveniently poke in. Quite obviously
they found the trench covered by headcover, and
probably at intervals so crowded with Turks that
there was no room to jump in. Turkish shells
are beginning to burst fiercely, not so much over
the advancing men as over the trenches from
which succeeding lines are continually issuing. As
each crowd bolts across, generally carrying rifles
with bayonets fixed in one hand, a certain num-
ber fall here and there, but often get up and run
on again, having been merely thrown down by
our wire entanglements or by the enemy's. A few
throw themselves down halfway, and make the
journey in two short rushes. It is always diffi-
cult to tell a man who merely falls from a man

who is hit. A few little bundles of khaki and
white patches are lying in the scrub. Other
crouching figures are crawling slowly back towards
the trench, but I did not see a single man coming
back anywhere who was not obviously hit.

5.48. Many men who remained lying down be-
hind the parapet have just stood up and jumped
down into the Turkish trench. They appear to be
busy at something. I think I can occasionally see
the butt -ends of rifles over the parapet, but whether
they are bayonetting Turks or what they are doing
it is impossible to say. Turkish shrapnel is now
búrsting thick and low over the space between the
trenches. Every now and then I can hear two
Turkish machine guns firing fanwise overhead.
This always means that some party of our men is
making a fresh rush ; nevertheless, wonderfully few
appear to be hitting. I follow, in the periscope,
some man doubling hice a rabbit across that patch
of fire swept scrub. One watches with one's heart
in one's mouth, but the majority get safely over
the further parapet.. The 2nd, 3rd, and 4th Bat -
talions have made a rush. The ist Battalion
is now filing into the fire trench behind me.

6.30. Turkish shells have been simply lathering
this line of trenches. Every man in them has been
drenched from head to foot with showers of the
sandy parapet thrown up by explosions. The
spa=ce before the trenches lias been whipped up
into a dust haze by a lather of shells, bullets, and
rushing feet, and through this still occasionally
rushed white patched khaki uniforms, all bathed
in the reddening light of evening. An officer in
the recess by me is attempting to signal to the
captured trench with a small calico apparatus.
Presently an answering signal appears in the oppo-
site trench. A man there begins a message, but
all u'e can make. out is the word " Urgent." The
signaller tries to make the signal clearer, but
possibly the enemy notices him, for three shrapnel
shells burst immediately over him. The dust
completely obscures signals. Three shells almost
simultaneously burst within-a few feet of our re-
cess, but I think they are only firing on another
line, which happens to be advancing.

7 p.m. Some message must have returned, for
the ist Battalion has received notice that reinforce
ments are wanted on the right. Looking towards the
right we see men clustered in two batches behind
the parapet, which makes the message difficult to
understand, because apparently men are already
there. Some one looking for a long time through
a periscope notices that not one of those white -
patched uniforms has stirred. They have fought
the last brave fight. I suppose some machine gun
caught them lying exposed. Companies of the 1st
Battalion are now crossing occasionally. Pre-
sently two men come racing back carrying a reel
between them. One drops suddenly out of sight
below the scrub; the other, who overran him.
drops in also; they had hit a concealed pit in our
front line of trenches. They were signallers, and
carried a telephone at least five times across that
space, but the line was generally cut by shrapnel.
I can see a few bayonets sticking out from the
Turkish trench immediately to the north. A re-
port comes along that. Turks have been seen mass-
ing for a counter attack. Messengers occasionally
arrive. One is the man who was signalling to us.
He says those three shells hit several men around
him. Messengers say the headcover of the Turk-
ish trench consisted of beams 9 inches x 4 inches.
7.30. Messages sent back from all Commanders
in the captured trenches say the position is satis-
factory. Seventy Turkish prisoners are awaiting
an opportunity to be sent across. We have taken
three trenches about. 200 to 300 yards ahead. Fire
is quietening, although shells are still falling thick.
Sonie surprises are in store for the Turks.
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9.30. -1st Australian Brigade made its splendid
attack not far from the right of our line. For the
past half -hour our guns have been bombarding a
position far to the left. At 9.30 exactly a prolonged
burst of distant rifle fire has broken out. We
know well what that noise is. Whilst the Turks
are preparing a counter attack on our right the
New Zealanders have begun a great movement to
the north, which is still unfinished. That firing
means the Mounted Rifles have moved out in an
easterly direction from No. 3 post at the extreme
North of our line against the Turkish trenches on
the Western spurs of the main ridge opposite them.
The Turks have here several strong outlying
trenches. When these have been cleared the 4th
Australian Brigade, with several other Brigades,
will advance North and then turn up against the
slopes of the main ridge. The best place from
which to see this is to the left or north, so I shall
go into a position there. 10.20. There has been
more heavy firing to the northward. Midnight.
There is a dull sound of an explosion near the
centre. This is clearly a mine which we were
to explode at midnight, but I did not hear the
outburst of heavy rifle firing which was certain
to occur as soon as we attempted to rush a trench.

12.43. An outburst of heavy firing to the south-
ward is heard. We are probably rushing the
trench centre. I am now nearing the north of the
line. A continual stream of our troops is going
the same way, and out to the north. Beyond our
lines the 4t1í Australian Brigade must have gone
on already ahead of me. I am now with the New
Zealand Infantry. I understand the Mounted
Rifles are held up before the trenches on the spurs
on our right front. Distant cheers have gone up
in the darkness. I believe the Mounted Rifles must
have taken the trench. 12.45. A message has
come through that the Mounted Rifles have taken
the spurs. Rumour reaches us that they cap-
tured a machine gun, and recaptured a French
seventy -five gun. A messenger from the Mounted
Rifles reports he got into one trench with a
bayonet, but the working party which followed
was blown up by a mine. This was the first and
only time we found a mined trench. Troops are
still filing out towards the north in a continuous
column. Amongst the sandhills on the beach are
a few wounded from the 4th Australian Brigade
who have been hit by stray bullets. Occasionally
from the spurs about a mile north -east come iso-
lated outbursts of firing. Clearly the head of the
Australian and other columns are meeting with
some small parties of the enemy in the hills pos-
sibly those driven out from other spurs by the
Mounted Rifles. 3 a.m. The column is still filing
very slowly past. Of course its head cannot go
rapidly through the narrow winding valleys where
the front must now be without some delay. I
walked out across flat, open country, for the first
time at Anzac, the column beside me always mov-
ing slowly forward through the dark, with con-
tinual halts like those of theatre queue. Sud-
denly from far ahead, and slightly to the left
that is, seawards, broke out the distant ripple of
very rapid fire. This is something quite different
from nearer firing. It was the first sign we heard
to -night of the new landing of a British Force at
Suvla Bay, five miles north. This force was to
have begun landing at midnight, so it seems it
met with no opposition on landing. A small moon
is now up.

4 a.m. A tremendous fire has started against
the Turkish trenches opposite the angle at
the centre of our position. The warships are
pouring in broadsides as fast as they can fire.
All the guns at Anzac appear to be lathering that
small space with the fastest possible speed. The
Universe is simply in an uproar. 4.30. Gun fire

0.1 2021. B.

has suddenly ceased. About a minute later there
is an enormous outburst of rifle fire from the.
trenches. In this space seldom was heard any-
thing sa intense. Clearly our Australian Light.
Horse are attempting to rush the trenches oppo-
site Quinn's, and the Angle of our position. After
about half a minute the heavy thud of bombs is
heard. The Light Horse must have charged the
trenches, and must be endeavouring to bomb the
enemy out of the trenches. One stands with one's
heart in one's mouth, but the terrific fire does
not cease. Our men must have reached the trench,
but clearly could not stay before it in fire like
that.

6.30 a.m. This fire lasted till 5 a.m. It broke
out again at 5.15, 5.30, and 6.10. Clearly the
Light Horse must have charged the trenches again
and again. It is now daylight. Off the point
of land to the northwards, where yesterday no-
human beings were visible, we saw, in the growing
light, brown, crowded warships, reminding one of
the old days of Anzac. British Troops could be-
seen advancing by short rushes a mile or so in-
land. Across the high ground Turkish shrapnel
was bursting over them. The warships are firing
on the surrounding hills. A short time ago a
German aeroplane appeared northwards. A Bri-
tish aeroplane sailed over towards it. The Ger-
man descended behind the hills at a very steep
angle, and Australians at Anzac beheld the much -
longed -for air duel. The Warships are shelling
the top of the main ridge, therefore we cannot
hare won possession of it.

Midday. The 4th Australian Brigade, with
other troops next to them, have reached a
line slightly below the crest -line of the main
ridge. A line of troops, with fixed bayonets,
which I believe to be the New Zealand
Infantry, can also be seen in the scrub a
little below the main ridge. I hear that the at-
tack on the trench at midnight failed, and also
extraordinary gallant attempts of the Light Horse
on the trenches opposite them. The fighting has
been tremendously intense, charge after charge
being made. 6.0 p.m. Here the 1st Brigade cap-
tured seven machine guns at Lonesome Pine, and
turned them on the enemy. Our men all day
long were watching the English advancing beside
Suvla Bay. One Staff Officer rode round there
to -day on a fine horse captured from a Turk.
Strings of prisoners have been coming in all day.
A hundred were captured at Lonesome Pine, and
the rest, about 400, mostly in the northern gullies.
Shelling the beach almost stopped yesterday. A
barge containing 250 bags of mails sank. The
barge drifted ashore, but the mails were all lost.

Midnight. There have been tremendous out-
bursts of firing opposite the Light Horse at 8.45,
9.0, and 10.15. As I write this cable uneasy firing
is proceeding all- along the ridge to the far north.
8th August, 5.30 a.m. I can hear tremendous
muffled sounds of bombardment evidently directed
against a part of the main ridge, so our
men cannot yet have obtained the whole,
if any part, of it. I can h ear rifle firing
far up the ridge to the north. 5.55. A war-
ship has opened fire with big bow gun, and
at 5.58 is rolling off broadsides as fast as they
can be served, clearly bombarding the crest of
the ridge previous to an assault by our troops.
Stray rifle bullets fly lisping past as I write, obvi-
ously from a great distance. 6.30.The bom-
bardment has ceased. Our troops have taken the
mainain Turkish communication trench --a huge
covered way, which runs from the north down to-
wards the angle of our position. Turks can he
seen jumping into this trench lower down. Our
ships are placing shells into this trench. I hear
also that the trench which was attacked by 8th
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Battalion after the mine was blown up at mid-
night on 6th August was not taken that night,
though the Battalion charged twice, if not three
times. The Turks have counter - attacked on the
main ridge since 8.45. Ships have been shelling
the ridge heavily, and at a little after 9 rifle firing
became general.

The beach for two days has been almost
quiet. For a long time only one Turkish
gun has appeared to be shelling the Australian
position On all the others a mysterious silence
has fallen. The banging of our own war-
ships in the offing, and continuous firing along
distant ridges, sound extraordinarily familiar,
being reminiscent of the first days at Anzac. I
regret I have been unable personally to follow the
later details of the great attack owing to my being
slightly wounded on the morning of 7th August
whilst making my way towards the 4th. Australian
Brigade. This will prevent my moving about
for a few days, and will, unfortunately, delay the
collection of details for letters. These, however,
will be forwarded as soon as possible.

GABA TEPE (twenty -five), 9th August. Since
Friday night the battle which started on the Aus-
tralian right at Anzac with the magnificent cap-
ture of Lonesome Pine trenches by our 1st Infan-
try Brigade has rolled away far to the north.
The battle actually started with the bombard-
ment of Achi Baba and the attack at Helles about
4 o'clock on Friday afternoon. Then came the
magnificent assault of the 1st Infantry Brigade on
Lonesome Pine at 5.30. This was practically
finished by 7.30. Two hours later our blow first
began to be felt to the north near the New Zea-
land Mounted Rifles, and the Maoris began mov-
ing out from the extreme north of our line against
strongly entrenched spurs opposite them. Some
of these trenches were stubbornly held, but by 11
o'clock the troops had cleared most of them with
the bayonet alone. The Maoris fought excellently.
By this time troops were already moving out along
the seashore to extend the battle further north.
As these reached certain points they turned in-
land, and plunged into dark, deep, narrow foot-
hills and gullies. Each column had scouts work-
ing a little ahead of it, and every now and then
these scouts came across small bodies of the enemy,
often fleeing from the attack of the Mounted Rifles
earlier in the night, or occupying small outpost
trenches or old gun positions from which Turks
used to annoy us during past months. Shots con-
stantly rang out through the gullies ahead. These
were almost all Turkish, as we used the bayonet
almost exclusively during the night. Furthest
north of these columns, except a British flanking
outpost, was the 4th Australian Infantry Brigade ;
next southwards some Indian tróops, and south-
ernmost were some New Zealand Infantry, which
last turned not very far north of our position. The
narrowness of the valleys, where sometimes only
one could walk at a time, and the contorted shapes
of the hills, made progress slow. When the
moon rose in the. small hours the heads of the
Columns were in the hills, and the tails just clear-
ing the flats. Just at dawn, after one of the
most concentrated bombardments ever seen here
from the ships' guns and land guns, the 1st and
3rd Light Horse Brigades made a most gallant
and desperate attack from the angle of our posi-
tion against the Turks immediately north of our
position, in order to help the New Zealand Infan-
try to get a footing further north. Daybreak
found our troops, the 4th Australian Infantry
Brigade, digging in with deep gullies between the
Indians to the south of them, with the New Zea-
landers further south again. The Turks had man-

aged to bring shrapnel on the troops as they
worked up the valleys. That was the position
practically all Saturday. In the meantime the
battle had extended much further north.
in the early hours or' Saturday morning, about
eight hours after the battle first began to spread
from the south, a British force made a fresh land-
ing at Suvla Bay, about four miles north of Anzac.
About 3 o'clock on &;aturday 'morning. the sound
of their rifles could be heard from the north of
our lines all that day. Troops could be seen land-
ing, and Turkish shrapnel bursting over the beach
and low hills near it. By next morning, how
ever, we not.icéd Turkish shells bursting over the
hills on the plain northward from which the bat -
tery of Turkish guns had, for nearly four months,
prayed on Anzac. That was the position yester-
day. Early this morning, after another bom-
bardment lasting about an hour, all directed to the
northwards, another fierca battle began, which, to
judge by the firing, has continued fiercely ever
since. Warships are firing constantly, and the
rattle of musketry is absolutely continuous.

GABA TEPE (twenty -six) 11th August. This
morning, the sixth day of the fight, the sound of
gun or even of rifle firing is unheard. The per-
fect, silky glassiness of the sea opposite Suvla, in
which transports, cruisers, and hospital ships are
hanging like " painted ships upon a painted
ocean," was broken this morning by two fountains
of white foam where the enemy's guns from behind
the ridges were blindly feeling for ships. Otherwise,
the scene reminds one of the French Riviera on
some perfect spring day, when some local watering
place up the coast is celebrating its regatta. So
appears to be drawing to a close one of the most
magnificently fought battles wherein the British
race has ever taken part.

The story of desperate attacks, whereby the
New Zealanders fought their way during two
nights up intricate valleys, through trenches
and redoubts, will, when history can be
fully written, make as glorious a page as
can be found in the annals of any country. The
whole operation was won, I am told, in a manner
such as was never previously attempted in the
history of war. The moving out of a number of
separate columns through the dark into wild bush
and mountain country, sprinkled with trenches
and redoubts, against a civilized enemy, is a feat
whieíi was never done before in history. This
attack, as far as is yet known, is as follows:

Night of 6-th August. The New Zealand Moun-
ted Rifles, advancing about 9.30, crept through the
scrub against the Turkish trenches opposing them
on the seaward spurs. Around some of these
trenches the fighting was very fierce, but th3
Mounteds, by desperate attacks, cleared one after
another till their work was completed. The New
Zealand Infantry advanced through them by day-
light, and reached a position. Further north-
wards Indians and the 4th Australian Brigade,
working up other gullies, reached a somewhat simi-
lar position. The troops dug in, and held on
there, leaving. us possession of our line along the
lower slopes of the main ridge, which we won dur-
ing the first night's fighting. The progress of
the .British force which landed at Suvla, judged
from here, appears by the shell bursts to have
advanced several miles inland to a line about
northward from our own. Suvla Bay, which they
have taken, is an invaluable harbour during the
wild weather which rules here during the winter
and autumn.

Such a bald account is all that is possible
at present to obtain of the battle northward
from Anzac. Desperate fighting by which the-
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1st and 3rd Light Horse Brigades, from apex
of the position at Anzac, endeavoured to assist, is
a story in itself. ] trther south still the ist In-
fantry Brigade, whose splendid charge captured
Turkish trenches at Lonesome Pine, was counter
attacked by day and night by Turkish reserves, the
battle resolving itself almost entirely into one of
bombs. The Turkish trenches were extraordin-
arily elaborate, consisting of a perfect maze of
tunnels with ledges whereon some troops could lie
whilst others passed through, and where troops
could retire from .artillery fire. After the figh 1.
the Turks naturally knew the exact position of
the trenches they had just lost, and were able to
drop in bombs from other trenches, whose direc-
tion we only could guess at. They managed to
retake sóme small portions of the trench, but were
driven out again every time, and a small party
of the ist Battalion took additionally 40 yards
of a certain main communication trench. During
the later stages the 1st Brigade were reinforced
by the 7th. and 12th Battalions. Water and food
supply, from the first, has been splendidly carried
out. One great difficulty was the manner in
which the trenches were blocked by Turkish dead.
Needless to say, stretcher - bearers worked througi.
out under heavy fire, absolutely regardless of dan-
ger. Possibly the most increasing work of all
has been that of the artillery. From Friday morn-
ing till Tuesday gun crews and ammunition car-
riers were working all the time without relief. O ;-
servers had to be incessantly watchful. One day,
for a few minutes, two Turkish guns turned up at
Gaba Tepe. Our guns poured twenty rounds into
the Turkish guns, which had to be immediately
withdrawn, but it can be understood what . this
sort of watchfulness night and day for the best
part of a week means, From the whole history
of this fierce fighting one thing stands clear. That
force did all that men could do. The troops were
magnificently led, and when the full history comes
to be written I have not the slightest doubt that
it will figure as one of the most glorious episodes
in the history of this or any other army.

GABA TEPE (twenty seven), 15th August. --A
long battle for Lonesome Pine, which is one of
the most brilliant phases of the great battle which
has been taking place on Gallipoli during the past
fortnight, appears definitely to have come to an
end. For six days the Turks counter - attacked
almost continuously night and day, showering
into the captured trenches a rain of bombs, which
apparently was inexhaustible. Conditions in the
trenches were indescribable. Over a thousand
dead have been removed from the trenches them-
selves, but during the first three days, whilst the
fighting was acute, almost the whole time men
simply had to fight over the bodies two or three
deep in the bottom of the trenches. About half
these dead were Turks. All the time the supply
of water, food, bombs, ammunition, and every-
thing for the support of a Brigade was coming
and going down one or two narrow communica-
tion tunnels, mostly pitch dark, which were the
only means of communication at that stage with
the captured trenches. Whilst this work was
proceeding at the rear, in the foremost trenches,
only a few yards away, there was taking place a
constant series of desperate, often wildly adven-
turous, combats between parties of our men and
the enemy, who were continually bombing one
another around corners and angles of this maze of
trenches. The 7th Battalion, which was put in
to support the 1st Brigade, during one. day and
one night sustained a tremendous bomb attack.
By the sixth day the attack of two Turkish reserve
Brigades, which had been thrown against the cap-
tured trenches after the original Brigade had
been beaten out, had spent its force. Last night,

after bombardment, Turks poured into Lonesome
Pine such a fusilade of bombs as was never before
heard of at Anzac, but no attack occurred. The
trenches are now solidly ours. Their capture by
the 1st Brigade, and defence by the same troops,
who retained their dash and cheerfulness to the
last, is a feat as fine as any accomplished during
this war. Another feat which deserves never to
be forgotten, though probably less will be heard
of it, was the attempt of the 1st and 3rd Light
Horse Brigades to capture the trenches opposite
them. The attack on Lonesome Pine already
forced the Turks to rush two Brigades of reserves
to the southern end cf the line. It was now
necessary to prevent them moving troops from
the centre. For this purpose two Light Horse
Brigades were ordered to charge from the angle
of our line the immensely strong positions held
by the Turks opposite them. The Turkish lines
here consist of trench after trench for five (some-
times eight) deep across a gradually rising back-
ground to the main ridge. The attack was made
at dawn on 7th August., after half an hour's
bombardment. The bombardment was the
heaviest heard at Anzac, but the front Turkish
trenches were so close to our own that it was im-
possible to reach them. The bombardment
stopped at 4.30, and at that instant such a rattle
of rifle and machine -gun fire broke out as was
never heard before. At that instant our men
went out. The 3rd Light Horse Brigade was at-
tacking a narrow neck of ridge only a hundred
yards broad, across which the trenches faced each
other at fifty yards' distance. The attacking
party was divided into four lines, 150 men in
each. The moment the bombardment stopped,
the first line, on the signal being given by the
officers with watches in their hands, jumped over
the parapet. Many fell back wounded ; the rest
rushed on. The dust of bullets and shrapnel
from a French 75 millimetre gun _poured across
the whole neck. In the thick haze, through
which figures were hurrying, falling men could
dimly be seen. Two minutes later the second line
followed. This line reached the right -hand corner
of a Turkish trench and took it, because a small
flag, which they carried with them in order to
mark a captured trench, appeared for a couple
of minutes in the extreme right -hand corner of
the trenches on the neck. The third line was
immediately sent forward. Men leapt from para-
pets without the least hesitation. The flag in the
trench opposite by this time had disappeared, and
the attack, therefore, was ordered to cease in time
to check a few of the third line on the left who
had not yet reached the fire zone. The 8th Light
Horse led the charge; about half of the 10th regi-
ment had also gone forward when the attack
stopped. Further to the right the 1st Light Horse
Brigade made an equally gallant and desperate
attack. The 2nd regiment was to charge from
Quinn's, the attacking party being organized in
lines of fifty men. The ist Light Horse regi-
ment issued from both flanks of its position at
the head of the valley between the other two
attacks under heavy fire. They managed to take
three trenches. It eventually became clear that..
if the men remained much longer all must be
killed. The attacking party was, therefore, with-
drawn. In the meantime a Company of Welsh
Fusiliers had continued this attack to the left.
Undoubtedly this attack succeeded in preventing
the Turks moving up their reserves. Turkish
trenches were crowded, sometimes three deep._
Some Turks wore packs in full marching order,
evidently preparing to start a march northwards,
when this attack, detained them. We retain
none of the trenches attacked in this fight, but .
for sheer self - sacrifice and heroism this charge of
the Australian Light Horse is unsurpassed in
history.
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