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GaBa TwrE, 2nd Augusf.

The Turks had been very active in front of one
of our most advanced posts on the right. Our
post was a little way back from the edge of 2
serubby spur——the first spur out in front of this
part of our firing lines. We had tunnelled ous
and made a line of trenches there about 40 to 60
yards back from the edge, and the Turks were
clearly doing something just behind that edge.
A morning eame when we knew all about it. The
Turks had tunnelled right and left along the edge,
and, when they were ready, they broke down the
roof of their tunmel. And there was a work!
Something over a 100 yards long—nearer 200, if
you take in the windings of it—which ran along
parallel to our trench within easy bombing dis-
tance. We had several holes from which we could
also bomb them-—well econcealed holes in the serub
in front of our line.  The Turks could not make

out these Ynies from their trenches, so they crept
vp by night, until they thought they could make
out where our rifles flashed or our hombs came
from, and then threw a waterbottle at the place,
or an old pair of pants, or some such curiosity.
In the morning they eould sight on these articles
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from quite distant trenches, and snipe at them in
the hope of getting bullets into our concealed holes.
The colections which we hooked in from the
serub outside these concealed positions, and which
now hang on the walls of various dugouts, are
interesting.

It was decided that on the might of 31st July
the 11th Battalion should take this new Turkish
work,  Several tunmnels were driven out until
they were underneath it. Mines were Jaid. They
were to be exploded as soon as the moon was up,
and the rush was to be made immediately, Four
parties of fifty—that is to say, one party from
each of the four companies of the battalion—
were detailed to make the charge. They were to
go in four little columns; the four companies went
in alphabetical order from scuth to north, except
that D Company’s party came between B and O—
the order being thus A, B, D, C.  Just before
half-past 10 the moon showed over the opposite
hill, and the mines were fired.

Two of the mines, those under the ends of the
Turkish trench, went off almost together, and our
parties on the flanks dashed over the parapet at
once, and made for the direction in which the
mines had burst. They found themselves, in a
few seconds, coming up fo the edge of the Turkish
work. It had sandbags and some sort of big
sand bricks on the near side of it, and behiud this
parapet, jabbering and scrambling, and staring
up, in an amazed manner, was a line of Turks.
Qur party stood there firing down at them until
three or four Turks had fallen, and there was
room to get into the trench. There had been no
rooma for a man to get in and use his bayonet
until some space was cleared. As soon a3 a few
Turks fell, two or three of our men jumped into
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the gap and turned right and left with their
bayonets. The first Australian in bayoneted the
Turk in front of bim, and was shot by the Turk
next behind. But as more Ausiralians jumped
in, the Turks scrambled back riglit and left into
their communication trenches, which Ied down the
steep slope in the rear, and the trench quickly
filled with Australians.

As a matter of fact, this is what happened to
the parties from D and € Companies, which were
on the left. The party from A Company on the
extreme right found, in front of if, a semi-circle
of trench enrling out towards it like a cow’s horn,
and partly blown down by the explosion of our
mine. At that point a eommunication tremch
ran back out of it down the hill, and about 8 or
10 yards down this deep winding alley were the
Turks who had been in the trench when the mine
blew np. Indeed, the last Turks were just hurry-
ing into it as the first Australians reached the
treuch.

There was one thing instantly to be done—to tear
down the sandbags from the Turkish parapet, and
throw them and the sandbricks and anything else
that was handy across the mouth of that com-
munication trench. This parapet was a foot or
so high, and was growing rapidly, when up from
the windings of the eommunication trench came a
bomb, and then another and another. Our men
carried a few bombs with them, and these were
thrown down into the commmunication trench at
once; this small stock soon ran out, and from that
time forward the bombs from the Turks below
came from closer and more frequently,. Men
began to be hit in every direction. The Turks
were able to creep close up to their side of the sand-
hag barricade, and we had no bombs with which
to beat them back. The officer in command of a
company’s party passed word along the irench for
the officer commanding the parties to the left
of him, but the only word that came back to him
was, “ The Turks are in the trench.” TUrgent
requests were sent along for ammunition and
bombs, but the same answer always was shouted
back, “ The Turks are in the trench.”

For the moment the work of trying to get that
sandbag barricade built, and of getting some means
of dealing with the enemy bomb-throwers was far
too urgent to allow of anything else being thought
of, Things were looking serious in this section
of the trench, when the officer happened to notice
Iying out on the surface of the ground behind the
trench a box, It Jooked like a box of ammuni-
tion, and a man was sent out for it.  When it was
dragged into the irench it turned out to be a hox
full of bombs. The man carrying it had been
wounded, and had dropped 1t. From that
moment the situation eased. Wo were on even
terms again. We threw bomb after bomh—the
uproar was hellishb—the smell of the acid in the
bombs was over everything—the dust raised was
so thick that the chief anxiety was lest the Turks,
under cover of it, might have made their way
round to rear of the captured trench. But this
supply of bombs forced the Turks far back down
their communication trench, and out of harm’s
way.  Our men were able to finish their barricade,
and to find out what was the actual position in
the trench.

The officer in this section of trench found that
Just to the left of him the trench ended. He was
really in a little detached section of trench at the
southern end of the main trenck. Two com-
munieation trenches ran back ont of this seetion
towards the Turkish lines on the far ridge oppo-
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site.  But the trench itself was not continuous.
After 30 yards or so there came a gap—the trench
ended abruptly. It was continued again a few
yards away. There were men in that next see-
tion also, Australians, and they were so close that
ammunition and toels could be passed across the
top to them. DBuf when a message was passed
down to the next oficer on the left, the answer
always came back that there were Turks in the
trench. It looked as though the Australians
could not have taken the whole of the trench.
They had certainly taken some portion of it fur-
ther along to the north, beeause the rifle flashes
could there be seen coming out of the castern face
of the trench, which was its rear when the Turks
held it, but which became its front as soon as
the Australians took it.  Obviously these were
Australian rifles; but it was no use shouting to-
wards them, hecause the din was so great, that it
was with difficulty you could make the man next
to you hear-—much less men 50 yards away. But
the section of the trench in between was invisible
from the southern end, and accordingly the officer
there sent out a corporal and three men to erawl
round towards the back of the trench and see who
were the men in it. The eorporal had not gone
far when hé saw ihat rifles were blazing away
from the back of the trench towards the Australian
lines. He got up to within 3 or 4 yards of the
trench—so close, that he could sce by the flashes
the faces and the uniforms of the men who were
shooting, and they were clearly Turks. The
corporal reported this to his officer, and was sent
back to the main trench with a similar report to
the Colonel.

In the meantime, the party from D and C Com-
panies, which Lad taken the northern end of the
trench, could see the Turks firing over the rear
of the trench just to the south of them. The part
held by the Turks was shaped, roughly, like a fan,
with its bandle towards the Turkish lines. The
trench just here bowed out towards the Austra-
lian lines, and from either end of the bow there
ran back trenches which joined each other a few
yards back, so that they formed a eapital Y, with
the two upper ends joined by the curve in the
trench which has just been deseribed. The Turks
were in this curve, so they eould not sce what was
kappening on either side of them, and there is
some reason for believing that the men in this
section actually did not know what the situation
was. The Turks on either side of them had pro-
bably run away down the common trench, without
worrying to tell them what had happened, and the
one or two men next to them had probably been
shot or bombed. They would not know where the
bombs were coming from. And all the evidence
is that they went on stolidly firing in fronmt of
them at the Australian trenches as if nobody but
Turks had been in the trenches at all. A portion
of the trench just south of them had been blown
in, probably by one of their own shells—it buried
a Turk and an Australian, who must have been
just in the aet of facing one another when it
oceurred ; and the débris separated them from the
smali party from B Company on this side. It
was D Company in the northern section which
realized from the first that these Turks were in
the trench.  Sandbags and Turkish sandbricks
were hastily built into a barricade across the
main {rench just north of the northern arm of the
capital Y. There was a loophole left in it, so
that the Turks were free to retreat down that arm
of the eommon irench if they dared to pass the
loophole. A corporal then suggested that a party
should get out on the surface and charge down on
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the portion of the trench which had evidently not
been covered by the first charge.

A party of fifteen men, under the officer leading
the party, just north of the Turks, jumped out
and made for the enrve in the trench.  As they
came in front of it they found it was held by
many more rifles than had been seen from the side
it Tooked as if at least sixty rifles were flashing
from that short section.  Several men dropped,
and the attempt failed. A message was then
gent back by the Battalion asking for reinforce-
ments to charge the Turks from the front. A
party of twenty-five, under an officer, dashed out
across the open from the Australian lines. There
was a tree burning on the parapet behind the
Turks, and they made for this. They did not
hit exaetly the right place, but the effect was the
same, for it frightencd the Turks, and they started
to bolt for the trench. As they crowded towards
the end of it, a homb was thrown into the thick
of them, which killed four, and many others were
shot as they passed the loophole in the baxrricade.
The trench was clear of Turks, and a message went
through to the party in the isolated trench on the
right that the left parties were now in touch with
them.

The Turks were lying thick in the trench.
Their bodies were, therefore, piled up across the
mouth of the Y trench in a solid barricade—at
least fifteen being in this part—and our men
worked for all they were worth to open the trench
and transfer the headcover—that is to say, the
sandbags and sandbricks, which are piled info a
parapet with loopholes in it to fire through—from
the Australian side of the trench to the Turkish.
Up to the present they had been working and
fighting at the same time—now they had several
hours clear to work. From the first moment of
the attack our shrapnel had been sweeping down
the valley between the main Turkish trenches and
this Turkisk outwork, so that no Turkish troops
could be launched across it in the open.  We had
guns, as the Turks knew well, that could rake this
gully fore and aft. The Turks have had only too
much experience of those particular guns, and
keep a battery of their own ready to open on them
the moment fhey fire. The only course we have
is to have other guns of ours ready instantly to
deal with these Torkish guns,  These guns, again,
as soon as they open in their turn, are set upon hy
other Turkish guns, and still other guns of ours
are detailed to deal with these—so that the whele
complicated attack piles itself up like the story of
« The House that Jack Built.” And it all worked
excellently. A message did come along once that
the Turks were seen massing for a counter-attack,
but our machine-guns from the north, shooting
down the valley, seemed to have cut down the Lead
of them as they came out of cover, and the attack
melted. The engineers brought up picks and
sandbags under fire, and one could hear 2 machive-
gun playing over that surface very nastily at
times. By the morning the shallow 3-foot Turkish
trench had been transformed into something far
more formidable; the gaps in it bad been cub
through, and though the trench was shallow and
dangerous in parts, still it was one continnal
trench.

The Turks made several attempts with bombs
from their southern common trench dufing the
night, and they pumped in high explosive shell in
the morning. But every one had known that this
was sure to come—as sure as fate—and though it
is trying still to face, the men held on. It was
by one of these high explosive shells that Major
McLean, who led this adventure, as he led the
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attempt on Gaba Tepe Promontory early in May,
was wounded. The officer who led the second
charge of twenty-five men was zlso wounded.
And in this fight, as in some others, it was notice-
able that one who lost his life was an officer who
had been recently promoted from the ranks. In
this case it was Lieut. Puckell, lately promoted
from Lance-corporal. Again and again the pro-
moted officers seem to have justified their choice
Ly exceptional bravery, which has cost them their
lives,

Gasa Tree, 16th August.—It used to stand on
the edge of the 400 Plateau—a solitary little pine
tree on the edge of the heath. The battle lines
wsed to waver backwards and forwards across it
in the early days when the heath was fresh and
green, and the wild flowers in their bloom; X re-
member secing line after line of men sweeping
across part of that heath-covered table-top. During
the second afternoon, in the face of fierce shrapnel
and machine-gun fire, the fight ebbed backwards
and forwards for hours. Finally the lines
crystallized across it. Around the lone pine we
could see heavy parapets of sand daily growing,
in some places almost high enough for a railway
cutting—we often wondered what was behind
them. Now and then some -unseen worker came
burrowing out from them towards us at two or
three points, as a mole might burrow, each
burrower throwing out sideshoots which linked it
up with the other burrows, until, instead of one
trench in front of the lonesome pive, there were
at least three that we could see, and goodness
knows how many tunnels and dugouts and com-
munication tremehes that we could only guess at.
And as we were burrowing out, too, the stretch of °
heath between our fronmt lines hecame daily
narrower, until it averaged about 100 yards in
width. The lone pine stll stood out of the back-
ground hehind the white line of the Turkish
dump, a tattered relic of the greenery that once
flourished there. It had long since lost its leaves,
and its bark, and all except one broken remmant
of a branch. About the beginning of August it
disappeared. Possibly one of our howitzer shells
knocked it down. TPossibly it became some Turkish
officer’s roof beam. A few days later, when it
was decided that some heavy blow must be dealt
at the Turkish Army opposite Anzac—something
that would really hurt the Turk, and make him
sush his reserves down to the southern end of his
line, while column after column of our own troops
was stealing out into the foothiils to the north—it
was determined to send the 1st Australian In-
fantry Brigade against Lonesome Pine.

The attack was timed for 5.30 in the afternoon,
and from 2.30 onwards the Battalion was march-
ing into place. The trenches at Anzac resemble
the rambling corridors of a_great old-fashioned
home more than anything else that I kmow of,
with Little dugouts off them instead of reoms—
shells and niches blinded with a waterproof sheet
from which in normal times there often protrudes
the foot or the arm of some worn-out private,
snatching a couple of hours sleep between the
fatigues. There are little passages leading past
a dim cellar, which is the company head-guarters,
or past a dugout crammed to the mouth with files
of pink and white message forms—Battalion
head-quarters; there are blind alleys leading to
sanitary arrangements and communication
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trenckes. The moving of a Brigade into place,
ready to rush from the. front lines, is like taking
the moves in a game of draughts. For the whole
afternoon one met strings of men filing in and
out of these deep narrow passages in the red soil—
strings filing east, strings filing west, strings filing
across them. There was a certain open meeting
of the ways, where for an hour I sat and watehed
them winding their different ways—being passed
through and held up and. passed through
again exactly like the tirafic in front of
the Bank of England. Far out on the sea below
one’s feet, as one sat there, was a certain eruiser,
an old friend. She cruised slowly up the Gulf
and then swam round in a wide slow circle, and
poked her nose straight into the little bay north
of Gaba Tepe Promontory just below us.

Strings of the 1st Brigade were still moving
by, when the rumble of heavy guns came over tha
intervening plains from Achi Baba, 8 miles to
the south. Plumes of earth like Prince of Wales
feathers leapt out against that distant southern
skyline. Evidently our big battle was going to
begin with some sort of attack at the extreme
south, and to spread gradually northwards from
there, in order to keep the attention riveted all
that day on the sonthern portion of their posi-
tion. Our turn would come next; and at 4.30,
while the last companies of the 1st Brigade were
still filing past that meeting of the ways, the
cruiser fired her first few shots. Our  first
howitzer shells climbed squeaking like a badly
oiled axle high overhead, and the Australian feld
guns blazed out from their extraordinary posi-
tions fair in the trenches, where the enemy ean
actually see them-—how he hates those guns; he
showed his hate that day by sweeping their para-
pets level again and again.” By 5 o’clock the last
infantryman, except for a few belated messengers,
was at his place behind the parapet of our trenches
opposite the Lonesome Pine. There was not a
sign of all this in the deserted heath land between
the lines. In the enemy’s trenches the garrison
wag probably taking shelter from the howitzer
shells that erunched into the space around, and
occasionally into his trenches. The Turks had
seen us landing troops, and the bombardment on
both sides had been a matter of real carnest the
last few days. T doubt if the Turks noticed that
this day’s bombardment was much heavier than
the usnal afternoon tea cannonade. There had
been a lot of casual speculation in camp for a
manth past, as 1o whether it would be possible to
take those Lone Pine trenches. You used to see
the Turkish spades shovelling the earth about in
some part of that rabbit warren every day for
the last four months. Tt was about fiffeen weoks
before the General had decided that these new
works looked a trifle too formidable to g0 un-
hindered, and had ordered the 8th Battery on two
following days to run a gun into the firing line,
and then suddenly pull down the sandbags in
front of it, and blaze awav in the open for g
minute or two, until the Turkish parapet was
levelled. The artillery did it—they did it the
second morning, under sueh a tornado of shells
and bullets. that it was a marvel that the crew
escaped. The Turks had gone on steadily with
their work for fifteen weeks since then, and it was
a question what sort of a hell the men would £0
out Into, if ever it became necessary to take Ione-
some Pine. For three months no one had poked
his nose between these fwo lines of trenches by
dav, and very few by night—it meant a too cer-
tain death. WNow when they were to go out into
it within five minutes in the brilliant light of a
summer’s afternoon, not one of these wonderful
mfantrymen showed the least trace of excitement,
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In one recess as I passed, a young officer was
giving them the last few hints; “ Yowll probably
get into the enemy’s wire as you near the other
side,” T heard him say. “ Going to get a snapshot
of us as we go across#” an infantryman asked me;
“It’s the turn of the Is:* Brigade to show them
what we can do,” he added.

That was the ome thing they were thinking
about more than any other. It was the turn of
the 1st Brigade. The $rd Brigade had immortal-
ized itself on the day of the landing —the Miner's
Brigade from Broken Hill, the Gold-Fields
Qneensland and Tasmania. The 2nd Brigade, the
Victorians, had made their wonderful charge at
Helles, when for a quarter of an hour they went
straight as a die for 1,000 yards across country as
bare as the palm of your hand in the face of
shrapnel and withering vifle fire, until they were
400 yards ahead of the line to right and left of
them, and outflanked at both sides, and there hung
on like grim death until, insiead of their going
back to the rest of the line, the rest of the line
had come up to them. T saw these things myself,
and so 1 know that thev are truthful. Now at
last it was the chance of the 1st Brigade—the men
from New South Wales. “ Show them what the
old 3rd Brigade can do this time,” said one of
them, smiling down from his perch beneath the
parapet. “Good-bye, Jim, see vou over there,”
sald a belated messenger, hurrying along the
trench to find his platoon. *‘ Yes, so long, see you
in half-an-hour,” was the reply. An officer
erouched under the parapet looking down at his
wrist watch, “ (et ready to go over,” he said.
Then he unbuckled the whistle which was strapped
to his wrist and put it to his teeth. The men on
the step with him crouched up a little closer to
the parapet in order to get a quicker spring.
Those in the trench below rested a hand upon the
step or got their foothold on it. The shuffling of
feet subsided, and there was comparative silence,
except for the whirr of our shells at regular in-
tervals overhead, and their crunch over by the
enemy’s trenches. Then except for one or two
belated missiles, the shells seemed to stop. I
looked at my watch, and I noticed the officer look
at his—5.30 pm. TIn the front trench of all,
hidden from us, was the Brigade-Major. He had
a carefully-cheeked wateh and a whistle. Suddenly
there sounded a whistle taken up from a score of
different points. The officer in our recess had
sounded his, and was clambering out over the
dusty sandbags. The whole population of that
recess was scrambling up on to the step and over
the top, knocking down showers of earth. The
Iast man was just on his knees on the parapet, his
big new issue boots with their hobnails on a line
with my head. From the enemy’s trench rifles
had begun to peck, peck, peck—first an isolated
shot or two—then a splutter of a dozen or so—
then by the third or fourth second, a rattle which
grew and grew like the crackle of blazing scrub.
The khaki figures were racing towards that long
low mole hill in the serub, with the ugly dark
half-concealed shadows of the loopholes low down
on the earth’s surface. Every Australian wore
white bands on his sleeves and a square white
patch on his back, and the whole heath land
scemed full of white patehes hurrying towards
the sand mounds opposite. As the flanks of the
line passed forward one could see just to the north
of theri the ugly bare semi-circular lines of the
enemy’s position on the northern lohe of this
heart-shaped hill—Lone Pine being on the
southern lobe with a little valley between, whilst
nur trenches ran across the unbroken surface
nearer to the point. There was not a frace of
any movement to be seen on that northern lohg—
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only the lines of the enemy's trenches rumning
furrow afier furrow across it, until they went
out of sight down the further slope, like the
wrinkles on a man’s forehead. Only our bullets
knocked frequent small clouds out of the naked
dry earth off the parapets, and the dust of our
shell explosions drifted slowly away from them
like long streamers of waving hair. There was
not a trace of any human life on that hill, and
yet one knew that from it, a deadly cross fire
was sweeping the space across which the 1st
Brigude charged. Those two. sets of trenches had
been specially designed, so that each should en-
filade the space in front of the other. One guessed
that our men in the trenches opposite that smaller
northern loebe were pouring cvery ounce of lead
they could info the opposiie loopholes in order
to keep the Turks there busy on their own account,
and give the only help within their power to the
1st Brigade in this hour of its supreme test.

Only a few single figures were now racing
across the serub—men who had fallen or who had
something special to carry—a bag of ammunition
or of bombs—or who had been stopped by the
congestion from getiing out as soon as the others.
They had been left behind by the first rush, but
they had not the least intention of waiting for
the second. Just as soon as each could wriggle
free from the hole or the parapet which was his
starting point, he made for the opposite trench
quite alone 30 or 40 yards after the others—some-
times with two or three mates following him—
always with bullets knocking dust about his feet.
One’s heart was in one’s mouth until one saw him
join the crowd on the other side, but it was
wonderful how often he got there, You saw men
fall, but often enough it was in dodging our wire
or our bomb pits, muchk as a footballer may fall
as he dodges the other side’s full back, and they
picked themselves up and ran on again. Often
they seemed to fall near the enemy’s trench, but
whether it was a tumble over the enemy’s wire, or
a fall through a bullet wound, it was impossible—
indeed, it always is impossible at these times—
to say. It was not until afterwards that one
noticed the little bundles of khaki lying, all too
frequent, along the ememy’s parapet and half
hidden. Ome had expected that when the troops
arrived on the other side they would fire into the
trench for a moment, and then jump into the
space they had cleared. When you suddenly find
yourself Jooking down inte a ditch packed with
men, you cannot leap into it unless there is enough
space for using a bayonet. Sometimes the men
shrink aside and push for the nearest eemmnnica-
tion trench, or sometimes spaces have been made
by artillery fire; but if they have not, a few
moments are generally oceupied in eclearing a
space, into which the first men can jump, the
others leaping In soon as they can hesides them.

But the white patches did not jump in as they
came to the enemy’s trench. They gradually
strung out along it, standing up as men might
string out along a kerb wben they run up to see
a street procession. Those who came up from
behind poked along among their comrades until
they found a place, and then they stood there too,
obviously puzzled. As a matter of fact, they had
found themselves loocking down, not into 2 trench,
but upon a very solid roof made of logs with
withered boughs and earth spread over them.
Some of those timbers were 9” x 6”, and there
was no more chance of pushing them down than
of pushing in the roof of a church. We possess
a powerful and effective bomb which used to
explode in the enemy’s trench with a peculiarly
formidable crunch, and the Turks were driven to
cover in their trenches as a protection against it.

-
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Tkey made no mistake about that protection, and
our bombardment, though it probably put out of
action a good number of Turks, made mo per-
ceptible difference to this headcover. The men
knew there would be some parts of the trench
covered, but there appeared to be scarcely any of
it uncovered. The Turks were shooting through
the loopholes between their feet. This is what, m
military parlance, may be called a check. The
first two lines were stopped there, puzzled what
t0o do. Shrapnel had begun to rain by this time,
machine guns were spitting from the trenches to
right and left, the Turks in their trench were
firing from the loopholes—but the one thing that
no man seemed even to dream of doing was to
come back. Some fired down into the loopholes—
some, who happened to find small gaps in the line
of headeover in front of them, jumped down there
and began to work into the dark shelters under
the headeover where the Turks were—othérs went
on over the first trench, and even over the second
trenck and into communication trenches which
had no headcover over them, but through which
the Turks were fleeing, for prisoners say, and
there is no doubt of it, that the Turks are afraid
of the Australasians. Others noticed that in the
solid roof in front of them, near the edge where
the loopholes are, there were manholes left at
intervals, apparently to allow the listening
patrols to creep out at night. They were just
large enough to allow & man to wriggle through,
and that was enough for the 1st Brigade. They
wriggled down into them feet foremost as a
burglar might wriggle into a skylight. Tt was a
deed for which, if it were a solitary instance, any
man might get a Victoria Cross. What could the
Turks do with a Brigade like that? Onece they
got into the trenches the thing was a foregone
conclusion. I suppose I shall not be credited
when I say, that these men were almost worn out
with fatigue before the attack started; not with
the preparation for this partieular attack—that
was the one thing that buoyed them up-—but with
the sixteen weeks incessant work in the trenches,
always vnder shell fire, always digging, tunnel-
ling, water carrying, until their own medical
officers began to wonder if they were not too much
in need of a rest to be able to stand even ordinary
exertion. The one thing that had braced them
up for wecks had been the rumours of a British
attack.

Bo it was that Lonesome Pine was won. For
two crowded hours, while the glare of a summer
afternoon slowly changed inte the rosy flush of a
glorious evening, I walched line after line, or
rather crowd after crowd—for troops rusking from
trenches do not go in lines—go across that fire-
swept heath, until the last of the supports had been
absorbed into the trenches opposite.  Within a
few seconds of the first rush the Turkish artillery
had marked down the section of trench from
which they were issuing, and was pouring shell
after. shell into it. The noise was deafening.
Showers of stones and earth fell over every one
like the spray of the sea when the billow tumbles
home. Clouds of dust and smoke, thrown up by
the bursting shell, rolled across the haze kicked up
by the bullets, and the hundreds of travelling
feet, and every now and again shut ont the charg-
ing lines and the opnosite trench completely from
our view. I have wisions of two signallers racing
through that cloud with a reel, anxiously fol-
lowed by every one, until they dropped suddenly
into a bomb hole. One could not tell whether
they had been hit or had gct home, until one
heard that the line was safe across—but those
lines bad to be carried five times, and narrow little
threads though they were, yet they were cut
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through by shrapnel pellets in thirty places, be-
fore the communication trench was through, and
they could be carried below the surface.

That was the sort of storm through which each
line had to cross. 1t would abate imperceptibly,
and then suddenly descend in full force like the
howling recurrence of some tempest, whenever a
fresh wave of men started to cross. The machine
guns were much heavier on the later lines than on
the earlier, and the shrapmnel—mow that the
Turkish gunners knew that their own trench was
captured-—was whipping the space in front of the
captured trench and the trenches themselves. As
a maiter of fact, though the Turks did not know
it. those trenches were not by any means clear of
Turks, and they were showering shrapnel on their
own mer, as well as on ours.

But I never saw the least sign of hesitation in
making that crossing, or a single unwounded man,
except a messenger, turn kack. They were even
anxious for a place on the firestep, so as to get an
early gtart. ““1s there any room up there?’ 1
heard a man In the trench ask of those who were
crouching under the parapet. One of the men on
the firestep looked down: ‘1 dare say we could
make room for one,”’ he said: ‘‘ shift along, you
blokes, we can squeeze in a little one.”” The man
in the trench was clearly relieved. ‘1 want te
get up here aleng with Jim,” he said, “him
and me are mates.”’ 1 have often hoped that the
two mates arrived at the end of that perilous frip
together. Tt was a quarter of an hour before the
last of the men who bad lined the parapet of the
enemy’s french disapwmeared into it. Many of
them had lain down there, firing over it into the
communication trenches beyond. Tots of them
over on the right lay there still lining that para-
pet for an hour after the first charge, and we
wondered what was keeping them there, until we
realized that they were not moving. and that they
would never move again. We could see our men’s
bavonets in the Lone Pine trenches, and in the
bare naked trenches on the other lobe of the hill
we could see bayonets that were not ours. It was
renorted to the artillery, and the counter aftack
which the enemvy was preparing came to nought
for the time being. Then above the trench cppo-
site appeared a bit of calico waving in Morse code.
Tt had just managed to ask ** Urgent’’ for some-
thing which no one could read, when three shrap-
nel bursts smothered it and stopped its message
for just about ten secomds. Later that signaller
arrived himself, having come across the top, and
told us that the urgency was for reinforcements—
by that time the telephone was through and the
following conversation was taking place:—“1Is
that the Brigade ofice ¥’ ¢ Yes.'' *“Ig that the
Brigade Major 3rd Battalion speaking?” ¢ Yes,
where are you speaking from?’ *‘From Lone-
some Pine.’”” Both the 2nd and the 4th had tele-
phoned through, and the 2nd was in the trenches
as well with the first—{he reserve battalion—not
far behind them.

It was only the beginning; really there were six
davs of wild fichting to follow bhefore the Turks
gave up the fieht and Lone Pine was really ours.
That counter attack deserves to be told, and this
is the sbory of the 3rd Battalion’s rum.

. The officers of the 3rd Battalion were addressed
by their Colonel the evening before the ficht, and
one of the matters that came up to be decided was
that of ram. Two issues of rum were due on the

day of the fight, and the guestion was when

should they be given. The Colonel was an old
Australian soldier of the Instructicnal Staff—one
of the finest fighters in Gallipoli—he was wounded
thres times in the next twenty-four hours and
was carried from the trenches dying. He had
won. At this conference the nioht before the
fight he laid down his view: ‘‘ I believe the issue

-
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will be a good tonic to the men in their present
condition,’’ he said; *‘ but T do not like the idea
of giving it to men just before they go into
action. We wil] have one issue in the morring,
and the other after the fight is over.” It was
about two hours after the charge that I was stand-
ing by the tunnel, leading part of the way to the
captured tremches, watching the hopeless conges-
tion of it, when a man with a demijohn on his
shoulder came along. The Brigadier himself was
at the mouth of that sap receiving messages, and
incidentally trying to clear the sap to let some of
the more urgent traffic through. Al that traffic
had to pass through thirty yards of narrow pitch-
dark tunnel, and then out over the heath facing
the gauntlet up to the parapet of the Turkish
trench. Endless lines of men with ammunition,
men with bombs, men with water, men with picks,
shovels, sandbags, signallers, messengers, en-
gineers, stretcher-bearers, were filing at funeral
pace into it, and the whole tunnel was constantly
blocked, while they carried one or fwo poor
wounded fellows back. T remember one pitiful
procession that emerged from it, after at least ten
minutes’ struggle through the dark interior—first
a seriously wounded man in a folding cane
stretcher, next an army medical man, and after
him, crawling on.hands and knees out of the tun-
ne! and down the trench tewards ihe rear another
wounded man. Only those men whose presence
was urgent were allowed to go through afterwards.
" What are you carrying?’ ‘‘Bombs, sir.”
““ Well, put them down here a moment, and stand
by until that tunnel is clearer.”” ** And what are
you carrying, my man?’ ‘' 3rd Battalion’s rum,
siv,””  ““What!P”' “ 3rd Pattalion’s rum, sir.
Colonel pus me in charge of it, and told me to see
they got it.”” ** Well, put it down here and stand
by.””  ‘“The Colonel told me to take it through,
sir.”  ‘“ Well, pat it down here for the present.’’
*“ The Colonel told me——"" “* Lack here! Never
mind what you were told, put it down there at
once!’”” The rum-carrier put his heavy load down
on the first step, and retired obviously unsatisfied
for the moment. The Colonel had #old him the
men would want their rum, and it was his duty
to see 1t through. For a couple of minutes he
watlched the Brigade staff dealing with infinitely
important nressages, and then the first time the
Brigadier looked up, he stepped forward again.
““ Oh, well, get along with you,” answered the
Erigadier amusedly, and so he shouldered it and
trudged out contentedly towards the heath and
towards the bullets, and I suppose the 3rd Bat-
talion got its rum.

T turned to ge miles away to the north where
the next scene was te be played. Our Engineers
and the Infantry in Lonesome Pine were busy
with picks and sandbags placing the loopholes on
the other side of the trenches, or burrowing out
the last few yards of the communication trench.
The rifle shots had become fewer and fewer. But
many a brave Australian lay face downwards be-
neath the stars.

- Gana Tepe, 26th August.—Every rifle was
silent. Nobody fired at that sign. The Aus-
fralian is certainly not what you would call a re-
ligions man——at any rate, not so far as the observ-
ances of his religion go. But the moment that
sign went up, the shooting stopped. The Turk
on the opposite ridge had been putting up sham
periscopes for our snipers to shoot ab.  And the
snipers, being bored with the tediousness of the
summer afterncon, had for once been shooting at
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them. Generally they used to leave sham peri-
soopes contemptuously alone, for they knew the
Turks only put them up in order to draw a shot.
If one of our sniper’s positions had been annoying
them excessively—as our snipers’ positions have
been doing for two months or more—they would
try and make the sniper fire while they were
cbserved, in order to catch somewhere along the
trench or in the hillside the little whisk of dust
blown away from the barrel that would show them
where the sniper’s position was. One of their
favorite methods of trying to tempt him to fire
was to pub up a periscope cut out of tin or eard-
board, and get him firing at that while they
watched from some quite different corner—per-
haps one or two trenches further up the hillside—
with a real periscops. :

This afterncon the Turk in the trench had put
up a sham tin periscope. Some one in an obvious
loophole in our own trenches had shob it away.
Then up came a little square of cardboard stuck in
the end of a stick. They fired at it and missed.
Some one else fired and missed again. Every.time
they missed, the cardboard gave a little confident
shake, as a duck wags its t2il. The Turk in the
trench was signalling a miss. He finally signalled
it so vigorously that the piece of cardbeard flew
out of the stick, and went sailing boomerang-wise
down the valley between them, where it was cer-
tain death for either side to venture. The Turk
in the trench went off to get something clse. Tt
must have taken him some time to make it. But
it appeared over the parapet in the end. It was
4 bit of shining tin this time; and he had cut it
in the shape of a cross. Everybody knew whab
this ally of Germany meant by that, this Turk
with the German officers in command and the
Garman money at his back—it was a jeer at the
straightest life that was ever lived, and at our
religion and the religion of Qermany, and the joke
ceased at that instant as if it had been cnt short
with a chopper. Two men that scarcely ever miss,
drew a line on that object, and in two shots they
cut the stick away from the tin.

The Turk has used every imaginable sort of
periscope to get a view over those trenches. He
used to have it all his own way there in the early
days—it cost the Empire a great soldier and Aus-
tralia her first great General, There were two
ways to meet it; the first was to put up buttresses
of sandbags across the long valley dewn which
these snipers shot; the second way was to put up
a buttress of counter snipers, who should make it
so dangerous for the enemiy to snipe there that a
man could walk up the valley in the plain sight
aof the enemy’s snipers, and yet they could none of
them shoot at him, because the moment they be-
gan to do so there were a score of rifles in posi-
tions, one of which at least would get its bullet
lhome. That sort of defence is only an extension
of the theory of coveriug fire—the fire which pro-
tects a body of advancing troops even after they
leave the shelter of their last trench, If it can
be carried out in perfection, its effect is as good
as that of a parapet of sandbags—you can walk in
safety across a valley under the enemy’s nose just
as if there were a trench. '

This was one system of protection which it was
decided to adopt, and it has been worked to a fino
art at Anzac. The Australian officer responsible
for part. of the line looked round for a sportsman
of the sort he wanted to organize the system, and
chose a New Zealander-a man who, I believe,
bad a passion for sport, and a fine leader of men,
and gave him a free choice of both ‘Australians
and New Zealanders for his snipers. It was just
the sort of adventure that appealed to the men
They made cach valley and hillside their study.
Within a few days they hegarn to knaw each
corner, each hidden loophole and tunnel end,
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from which the enemy was shooting. When the
enemy found he was being peppered, he began
to resort to deceptions, so as to make them he-
lieve that he was firing from somewhere else. They
soon tumbled to the deceptions. The Turk i3 2
fine sniper and exceedingly brave. In order to
make our men fire and disclose themselves, he
will stand breast high out of some of his trenches.
At night he gets a flash from a dozen loapholes,
but never from an important one—each flash of
ours iz answered Iinstantly by Turke in the
trench, who are on the watch while their com-
panion stands there drawing the fire.  Night
firlng is never accurate, and the Turks waste far
more shots than we do—they can be seen craning
over their parapets to try amd make oub any
firures moving down roads in the gullies during
the dark,

A Turk who blazes off ammaunition at distant
shadows in the night can be neglected. But a
Turk searching by daylight for your hidden posi-
tion with a periscope over the fop of his trench
ean not. Therefore, the moment a real periscope
appears over the top of any Turkish parapet with-
in ressonable distance, it is doomed. The Turks
have tried periscopes of all sorts and sizes—mirrors
on twop sticks, mirrors on one stick, mirrors en-
closed in metal cases, mirrors screened by green
leaves and dead leaves, mirrors wrapped in sack-
ing to look like part of a sandbag. They covered
one mirror with half-a-dozen shreds of sacking,
and raised it two inches above a torn sandbag so
that it looked as if the edge of the sandbag had

L just heen lifted by the breere. It was seen and
smashed at once. Afterwards they put up a tiny
tubular periscope which they thought they oconld
keep up regerdless of bullets—there was a big
dummy periscope bobbing up and down in the
trench some way helow it. That, too, was
smashed. They have tried waving them back-
wards and forwards, and they never keep one up
for more than a few seconds at a time.

The Turks put in most of their work on their
trenches during the night. That is the time
when the sounds, and sometimes, even, the smells
of the Turkish trenches come across to owr
watchers waiting there all through the night.
You will hear 2 Turk, who iz outside of his
trenches in some gully, stumble into a bush. of
that small serub oak which looks and feels muck
more like holly—you can hear him cursing as he
gets up and rubs his knees. You catch the sound
of carpentry and the clink of a shovel. In the
morning the sniper may find that a huge capital
V has been cut oul, in the side of the enemy’s
trench, and a loophole built into it for a Turkish
sniper. Our own men proceed systematically with
bullet after bullet, placed just where they wish it,
to cut that loophole out. Another morning a new
sandbag appears on the enemy’s parapet—you
would nob notice it, but the sniper does. He pro-
ceeds to thump it with bullets till it tumbles over
on to the enemy. One morning, not so long since,
there suddenly showed over the Turkish parapet
a long, comical wickerwork object, with a snout
not, unlike that of a pig, and far back on its long,
conical forehead two openings protruding like the
eyes of an alligator. Everyone watched it very
warily, to make sure of its meaning-—it might
have been simply a bogey put up to fire at—and
then a sniper from a loophole in a trench, which
was known to the enemy, and which, therefore,
there was no necessity to hide, fired at it. He
sat down to recharge his rifle. ~ When next he
locked through the lcophole, the snont was point-
ing straight at him. There was clearly no time
to be lost. He emptied his magazine straight off
into the object, until it collapsed ripped to bits
and did not resppear. So this strange sport
goes on.  Australians and New Zealanders have
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made it almost their own. The Turk has not the
quickness of mind to match them, though for
daring there is little to choose between the two.
It is a matter of which Australasia may be proud,
that a day or two after the new British Army
landed at Suvla Bay, a considerable number of
Australian and New Zealand snipers were sent for
to work with them. But the brave sportsman who
organized them was there no more. Another good
man—a well-known Australian sportsman and
polo-player—had taken his place.  But he had
been recalled to his Battalion, when it marched
out on the unight of 6th August to attack the
Turks in the deep gullies of the main ridge. He-
fore his own snipers were sent out, he had found
his last bed amidst the oak scrub through which
they were trained to do their work.

Darpansries (thirty-seven), 29th Septemhber.—
Since the taking of < Hill 60" by the Austra-
lasians, exactly a month ago to-day, ne move-
ment of any sort has occurred zlong any part
of the front in Gallipoli, The only real change
since the great battle of August has bheen the total
transformation of the whole appearance of the
countryside. Ranges and spurs facing our posi-
tion north of ‘Anzac, which up till 7th Augnst
presented an unbroken stretch of virgin dark-
green scrub, are now seamed and furrowed with
line upon line of sandy trenches like the wrinkles
on an old man’s forehead. It was agaiust similar
trenches on the plain and foothills further north
that the British attempt to advance from Suvla
spent itself on 21st August. The Turks on their
side have not attempted any attack. Ten days
ago they bombarded our line at Suvla and mage

some show of jumping from the trenches with
fixed bayonets. The affair was probably a demon-
stration to see how strongly our lines were held,
and nothing followed. The Turks have learnt by

bitber experience the extreme costliness of attacks
in this country. We replied this week by giving
them nightly salvoes of artillery, to celebrate the
Allied success in France. The chief real activity
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has been on the part of aeroplanes, the Turks
having received a new instalment of machines
from Germany. They have been dropping bombs
on all the fronts, and on several neighbouring
islands, doing infinitesimal damage. The German
aeroplanes, when they come over Anzac or Suvla
by day, fly extraordinarily high in order to escape
the warships’ guns. The first sign is often the
crash of a bomb on the shore, or in the hills,
Every eye is turned up, and there above, almogt
invimbly small, often half hidden by a film of
cloud, is floating a tiny bee whose hum comes to
you now and again on gusts; but more often of
late attacks have been made on moonlight nights,
when the machine can fly low searching for the
white shapes of tents. The night before last such
2 one appeared suddenly over Anzac; first, the
noise of the motor, then a great object between
us and the sky swooping low over the hills, peering
into valleys, like some great bird of might. The
ships’ searchlights instantly streaked the sky,
searching this way and that, like the eye of a
startled snail. The rattle of a machine gun broke
out. The plane dropped a few useless bombs and
soared at once. These attacks are sometimes made
by two or three aeroplanes together, each carrying
three or more bombs, sometimes using a machine
gun. The Allied airman got within thirty yards
of one the other day, but a revolver missfired.
‘Another airman is said to have climbed out along
his plane in order to get a shot at a German
whose position he_could not otherwise reach. Tis
plane dropped during the process, and he had to
Another Allied airman
visited the Turkish aerodrome after dark. The
Turks there were waiting for the return of the
German airman, and hearing the motor, lit fires to
help him land. The visitor swooped very low
quite unsuspected, and dropped bombs amongst
the German sheds and machine shops. It has
been possible during the past weeks to give a real
rest to part of Australian and New Zealand
troops. The weather still fine, with some cold
windy snaps.
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