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Prime Minister's Department,
Melbourne, 18th October, 1915.

THE following report, received from the
Official Press Representative with the Aus-

tralian Forces on 14th October, is published for
general information.

ANDREW FISHER,
Prime Minister.

GABA TEPE, 30th August. I left off the
story of the fight along the great ridge at
the point when the New Zealand Mounted Rifles
had swept on foot with their bayonets and
in silence through the lower foothills, and cleared
them for the infantry. At midnight four columns
of infantry were moving out through tue dark,
and the heads of them were already beginning to
meet the flotsam and jetsam of that fight scat-
tered parties of Turks; .son A: through the
night, others who had not Ward of the fighting,
and had scarcely jumped tci- their feet in their
bivouacs in the scrub and tangled gully before the
infantry was on them. The lower hills were
seamed with their trenches áìd the trackless gul-
lies littered with the remains 'of their camps.

The first column, which 'consisted of British
infantry, and which moved along the beach or
along the flats beside it until it reached the north-
ernmost spur that runs down to the sea from the
main ridge, had no opposition at all. It reached
the spur, then turned inland up the spur for some
distance, and dug in, and held the left flank secure
in accordance with its orders. Away to the north
in front of it stretched the plain to Suvla Bay,
where the new British Force landed that night,
and in the small hours of the morning. What-
ever Turks there were cn the plain must have been
giving their attention to the British landing, for
during that Saturday and most of the Sunday
small parties of two or three men walked over the
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plain for half - a-mile north of our lines to the
red tiled roofs of a farm, which they saw in the
trees and meadows below them. There were
about 100 old fashioned dome- shaped bee -hives
around that farm, and some Australians who went
out put on their anti -gas helmets to protect them
from the bees, and brought back the first honey
that has been tasted at Anzac. What was more
delightful, for the first time in four months a
few Australians had the pleasure of taking a
walk outside of their trenches across level coun-
try.

That northernmost column dug its line exactly
2 miles north of the northern side of our old
Anzac triangle. The second column, the 4th Aus-
tralian Infantry Brigade, turned into the hills at
a point about half -a -mile short of this up the
" Valley of Small Streak " -. i ` =hyl Dere. It
w as ue'_ , LC e mouth of the
stream ; the column to ne + up over a gap in the
foothills,. a winding, rather - intricate pass, and
down into the valley of the Aghyl.

The hills on both sides of this gap had been
cleared by the Mounted Rifles an hour or two
before, and the Mounted Rifles were now holding
the top of the spur just to the north. of it. But
in this tangle of gullies there Were numbers of
scattered Turks who had been missed in the first
charge some of them were wandering about, not
knowing what was happening round them; others
had trickled into their old trenches. The Aus-
tralian Infantry, after its long procession through
the dark, with constant halts and moves, and
more halts and moves, with the sound of
spasmodic firing always ahead of it, and
stray bullets zipping into the ground all
around it, turned about midnight into this
tangle of hills. From trenches on the right -hand
side of the gap came a burst of firing. The
leading companies deployed, and for the rest of
the night went just ahead of the column or to
its right, clearing the scrub and the occasional
small trenches with the bayonet and in silence.
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They moved through the gap down into the little
river valley across a yellow wheat field, and into
the tangled hills again. As they worked further
in towards the northern end of the range, the
tangle of hills became more confused. Two bat-
talions moved off into the hills to the north, where
they found and linked up with the British column
already mentioned. The remaining two swept up
a tangled hilltop until they found themselves at
daybreak on a rugged ridge, higher than most of
those around them, which at first some of them
took to be the main north - easterly spur, so much
more massive than the other foothills that it
amounts practically to a shoulder of the main
mountain. It runs up from the northern plain
straight to the summit of the mountain itself.

As dawn gradually broke, they looked over the
valley below them, and there, unmistakably, 1,000
yards away, with another gully and another ridge
in between, was this main spur of Abdul Rahman
Bair. There at the apex of it was the great hump
of the main mountain, " 971," or " Sari Bair,"
or " Koja Chemet Tepe " they had known it by
every name which none at Anzac had ever locked
at from the land before. But there it was now,
the whole range spread out like a panorama, with
only a gully or two between " 971," with his
big, round top ending in a more or less sheer
sand slope, as a man's pate slopes to his forehead
then, separated from him by the break into
which this cliff fell, the other summits of the
main ridge, one after the other in succession
one which we shall call the Nameless Peak, about
900 feet high, then Chunuk Bair, and then the
lower summits, one after the other, until you
came to the old Anzac position away on the ex-
treme right. Far down on that last shoulder,
although the onlookers did not know it, the Aus-
tralian Light Horse was at that moment making
its desperate charge against the bristling trenches
on the neck a charge the sole object of which
was to keep those trenches bristling and crammed
with troops who would otherwise be hastening to
line the top of the main ridge against the columns
advancing up its slopes.

Day was breaking. A further advance would
have brought the left flank into the air; so it
was decided to dig in for the present along the
line of hills that had been reached, where both
the right and left flanks of the Brigade were in
touch with the line on either side of them. Scat-
tered parties of Turks were still wandering in the
country the Brigade had crossed, and the padre
of the 14th, Captain Gilleson, who a few days
later was killed in trying to rescue a wounded
English soldier, met a number coming up the
same valley that he was going down. He waved
to them to lay down their arms, which they for-
tunately did, and were taken prisoners by the
Australians lining the ridges around. The Briga-
dier himself, in the first light, found himself
walking right on top of two Turks, who were,
with their rifles, in a dug -out. He ordered them
as sternly as he could to come out, and they too,
fortunately, obeyed.

The next column was one consisting of Indian
troops. It followed the 4th Australian Brigade
into the valley of the Aghyl stream, and then
moved to the right up the more southerly branch.
It was .a weird march in almost dead silence, amid
dropping bullets all the time from the distant
fighting in the hills ahead, or at Lonesome Pine
far behind. Here and there by the side of the
way would be a few men lying wounded Aus-
tralians or British soldiers who had been shot

by these falling bullets during the slow march
through that night. The head of the column
struck on a few wandering Turkish soldiers, who
gave themselves up ; but until it had branched
cuff up its own especial gully, it met no opposi-
tion. The main obstacle in front of it even
then was the formidable steepness of the hills
which it had to climb up. One Gurkha Battalion
which was ordered to support the Australian Bri-
gade in a further advance after daylight, was
simply cut off from moving to that flank by sheer
walls of cliff. The soil here consists almost
entirely of a curious mixture of clay and sand,
perhaps best known as marl, which enables what
seems to be a sandy hill to be broken off in a per-
fectly perpendicular precipice. The sides of the
hills to the north of the gully up which these
Gurkhas were climbing were broken off sheer in
this manner. The battalion accordingly swung
a little to its right, and moved almost straight up
the side of the main ridge. It was 500 yards
from the top, near a farm which is the one con-
spicuous patch of yellow cultivation on this scrub -
covered mountain, when it had to conform with
the rest of the line on either side of it, which had
not managed to reach so far up the slope.

The fourth and last column consisted of the
New Zealand Infantry Brigade, with engineers
and a couple of mountain guns. It turned to its
right at the northernmost end of our old lines,
and headed straight up the gullies from the
northernmost outposts. Two very deep, intricate
gullies run right into the heart of the hills from
here; one, the Sazli Dere, runs just south of the
old northern outpost ; the other, the Chailak Dere,
runs just north of it. Between the two there
rose abruptly a high spur, the Bresy, which rose
almost as high as the main ridge, so that it joined
the main ridge at a point very little below its
crest. The summit of the main ridge, at the
point where this ridge joined it, is called Chunuk
Bair. It is about 850 feet high. The Canter-
bury Battalion turned up the southern gully and
the rest of the column up the northern one.
Otago and Wellington were leading, with Auck-
land in reserve.

The Canterbury turned up its valley in the
dark. The men could hear the voices of men
coming down the southern side of the valley.
They were British voices, and could be clearly
heard. It was the Mounted Rifles, who had just
finished clearing that spur. The precaution was
taken of putting a picket on the southern side
of this hill, and the picket walked into a whole
camp of Turks, who had apparently not even sus-
pected that anything was doing. So strange are
the vagaries of sound amongst these hills, and
so silent had been the attack of the Mounted
Rifles working with bayonets alone, that Turks
were constantly surprised in their bivouacs. They
had cut themselves ledges on the slopes away
from the old Anzac position. Just at daybreak
our infantry came upon one of these small camps
where the officer's batman was just getting ready
his master's breakfast. There is no question
that, in spite of the fact that the Turks had seen
us landing troops during the last few days, this
attack was a complete surprise.

Meanwhile the portion of the New Zealand
infantry column which had gone up the northern
valley, found itself working below a steep table -
topped ridge, which was supposed to have been
cleared by the Mounted Rifles. The Mounted
Rifles seemed to have worked too far to the south
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in the darkness, for this hill top was still gar-
risoned by Turks. The Otago Battalion, which
was clearing out the small trenches ahead of it
as its head worked up the Chailak ravine, swung
up the slopes of this hill. The battalion had
just reached the shelf below the table -top, and
was pushing up its line for the final rush over
the hill, when there arose a strange uproar on
the top above them. There was the sound of
piling arms, followed by vociferous cheering and
wild rounds of applause and handclapping. It
was the Turks on the top of the hill, who had
decided to surrender, and who did not want any
mistake to be made as to their intention. The
fact that the Turks who cheered that night were
apparently no different from the troops who
made such desperate attacks three days later,
simply shows the wonderful moral effect of a
night surprise attack, if only that effect can be
maintained.

The Otago Battalion had just made these 250
Turks prisoners, and was on the table- topped hill,
when the head of the Canterbury Battalion, which
had been working up the southernmost valley,
stumbled into it, and the two battalions together
went for the high spur leading to Chunuk Bair.
It was daylight before they were half -way up,
and they saw sheer sand cliffs and scrub - covered
slopes towering above them, and far at the head
of the gully the distant, purple crestline of the
main ridge. By 8 o'clock they were on the sum-
mit of the spur 600 feet above the sea. The few
Turks who were on the ridges there bolted as
they came up. Only a neck at the end cif the
spur really a dip in the spur where it joined
the ridge separated them from the crestline of
the main ridge. Chunuk Bair was about 500
yards away.

At the back of them, high up on a shelf of the
mountain, lay the farm which the Gurkhas
reached, and one battalion of Gurkhas which had
strayed a little too far southwards in the night,
marched into the left of the New Zealand gully.
Touch had, therefore, been established between
every one of the columns which had marched out
during the hours of the night before. They
formed a rough line along the slopes of the main
ridge at varying distances from the crestline, but
generally nearer to the crest at the southern end,
where the New Zealand Brigade was, and fur-
ther away towards the northern end.

At 11 o'clock the New Zealand infantry was
ordered to attack the main ridge from its posi-
tion on the spur, in conjunction with a battalion
of Gurkhas. The only way from the spur on to
the ridge was across the shoulder or neck before
mentioned, which was only 30 or 40 yards wide.
The Auckland Battalion, which had previously
been in reserve, was chosen for this attack. As
it carne across the neck, a very heavy fire de-
scended on it from the north; the Turkish artil-
lery, from its position further up the main ridge
to the north, could see the men crossing the neck.
Auckland held on until they reached a Turkish
trench about 200 yards from the crest, which
they held. I believe that fifteen men actually
managed to reach the Turkish trench on the sum-
mit. They never came back. The Gurkha attack
was checked at the edge of the slope. By midday
the attack had clearly reached its limit.

So died the fighting of the first night and day.
We had extended our position by about 2 miles
I() the north. The Australians and New Zea-
landers, who for the past four months had been

clinging on to a triangle of gully and cliff cover-
ing just two- thirds of a square mile, had now
two additional square miles in which to stretch
their legs. And when morning broke it was clear
that a landing had been effected by some British
Force a couple of miles further north, at Suvla
Bay. We could see the crowd of transports off
the point, and Turkish shrapnel bursting over the
beach. On the shore were men, some of them
actually riding horses. Many an Australian's
eyes almost started from his head as he saw that
sight. Except for a Turkish emissary who one
day rode along the beach from Gaba Tepe, they
were the first horsemen that most of us had seen
at Anzac.

The air, for the first time for months, was full
of the sound of bombarding warships the moni-
tors and cruisers, six or eight of them. They
were lathering the hills round Suvla as they used
to lather our hills in the early days. But the
firing along our main range had died down; our
line was digging for all it was worth along the
slopes which it had reached. A further advance
was to be made at dawn the next morning. The
warships would bombard the crest of the ridge
for three - quarters of an hour, and then . the attack
was to be made.

All that night the warships kept their search-
lights steadily fixed on the ridge. At half -past
3 o'clock the bombardment started. Far to the
north three battalions of the 4th Australian Bri-
gade were marching out, having left the remain-
ing battalion to hold their lines behind them.
They found facing them slopes that were almost
sheer precipices too steep to be climbed. How-
ever, a way was found over a lower shoulder,
where the scrub gave way to a yellow wheat -field,
and up through the scrub towards the big north-
westerly spur of the main mountains the Abdul
Rashman spur. The Brigade was sweeping, pla-
toon after platoon the 15th Battalion leading,
14th next, 16th in rear up towards this spur
when shots were fired out of the scrub, and a
Turk here and there jumped up and bolted like
a rabbit. The column moved on, driving the
Turkish outposts before it, until it came to the
Abdul Rashman spur itself. The foremost pla-
toons were just moving across to form a barrier
across the spur while the rest of the column swung
to the right and up towards the main mountain,
when a furious machine -gun fire burst out upon
them. The leading lines withered under it. The
head of the attack swung to the right into the
comparative shelter of a gully head. The 16th
Battalion had to be -thrown against a Turkish
counter attack from the north. It is from the
plains to the north and south that the Turks
bring their reinforcements on to the ridge, from
the ends rather than the centre, and undoubtedly
the 4th Brigade struck a part which had now
been reached by reinforcements, although no
trenches had yet been dug by the Turks on the
big spur. The attack could make its way no fur-
ther, and so the battalions were withdrawn.
Their machine -guns, which were in their old
position, played over their heads, and prevented
the Turks from pressing them during their with-
drawal.

Further southwards, the moment the bombard-
ment ceased, the Indian troops pushed up towards
what I have called the " nameless " summit, and
br half -past 9 o'clock they were within 200 yards
of the top. They edged up little by little during
the day, and by night had about half the battalion
entrenched within 150 yards of the top, supported
by British troops from the 13th Division.
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Further south the New Zealand Brigade, also
reinforced by British troops, was to attack the
summit of Chunuk Bair. The Wellington Bat-
talion was chosen for this attack, with a battalion
of the Gloucester Regiment. The Wellington.
Battalion was to make the right of the line, and
the Gloucesters the left.

It was in the grey of dawn that they marched
out. There was just light enough to see the Wel-
lingtons as they passed from our lines, and every
one below waited with his heart in his mouth to
hear the Turkish fire break out over them. But
it did not break out. Presently the head of the
battalion began to appear against the skyline;
it seemed to be marching in solid column up the
top of the ridge towards the north. The Welling-
tons went straight up to the long Turkish commu-
nication trench which runs down the backbone of
the ridge. The trench was empty. They found
in it a solitary machine gun, with half -a -dozen
Turks: The Turks said their regiment had
marched from Achi Baba the day before, and
had been put on to this hill. But their colonel
had been killed on the hill, and the regiment
ordered to withdraw at 9 o'clock the night be-
fore, leaving only its machine -gun.

The Gloucesters, who went up some way to
the left of the New Zealanders, came under a
heavy enfilading fire from the north; it was from
the northern spurs and summit of the ridge that
all the firing seemed to come this day. The
Gloucesters were young troops, and for the first
time under fire ; but two companies of them held
on and reached the trencti just on the left of the
New Zealanders, on the summit of Chunuk Bair.
Two other companies swung to the right, and
entrenched a little below the Wellingtons, and
on the south of the advanced line. The succeed-
ing lines, as often happens, did not find it by any
means so easy to reach the crest. The Auckland
Mounted Rifles actually managed to get through
and reinforced the firing line by the afternoon.
The other lines were unable to get so far.

And the Aucklands were needed by the time
they arrived. The enemy had come down the
communication trench, and had begun to attack
with bombs. Our left was slowly driven in, and
the communication trench at last became so hot
that Colonel Malone, commanding the Welling-
tons, decided to take his men out of it on to the
surface of the scrub, and dig a fresh trench 15
yards to the rear of it. This was done, and a
shallow trench dug. Again and again the Turks
came on from the south all the attacks on the
Wellington Battalion now came from the Anzac
end of the ridge. They ran out of bombs, they
ran out of water, they ran out of tools. Shrap-
nel showered on them, and the shallow trench
they had dug had to be left, and another trench
dug, because the first was so full of dead and
dying that it had become useless for protection.

At 4 o'clock in the afternoon about the time
when the Mounted Rifles managed to get through
to the front line an especially heavy rain of
shrapnel was poured into it, and the Colonel of
the Wellington Battalion, Colonel Malone, who
for nearly two months had been the life and soul
of that particularly hot corner of the lines known
as Quinn's Post, was killed. When Colonel
Malone went to Quinn's he found it a ragged,
bomb -torn position, full of discomfort. He trans-
formed it into something more like a well terraced
tea garden. " The art of war consists in the cul-
tivation of the domestic virtues," he used to say,

and even went so far as to get pictures for the
sides of some of the bivouacs, " just to make
things a bit homely," as he said. He was killed
at about 5 o'clock. His successor, Colonel Moore,
of the Otago Battalion, was wounded a little be-
fore midnight. The whole front trench on the
left was blown in, ancI its occupants retired a
little, but were rallied, and were in the trench
again by the morning.

That morning came a slight, much - needed re-
spite. The Turks had something else to do. On
the Saturday morning the ridge had first been
climbed. On the Sunday morning the New Zea-
landers had reached the top of it at Chunuk Bair,
and the Gurkhas had established themselves at a
point 150 yards below the crest of the nameless
peak further north. Now on the Monday morn-
ing the Gurkhas were to assault the nameless
peak in front, while five British battalions, under
Brigadier - General Baldwin, marched out from
the cover of the position which the New Zea-
landers and the Gloucesters had gained further
south, and moved against the stretch of summit
that lay between the two.

It was well after daylight when the guns of
the warships and of the artillery, which had been
landing shell on to the Turks, abruptly ceased
their bombardment. The 5th Gurkhas, with the
South Lancashires in line with them, advanced
up the ridge. The low scrub made it impossible
to run you could only force your way through
it waist high, as a man wades through the surf.
They came nearer and nearer to the top, losing
very few men. Before them through the scrub
ran a shallow, newly -dug Turkish trench. They
jumped on to the low earth parapet, and below
them there spread itself out a new world.

In the foreground the top of the ridge fell
away from them in one or two fairly gentle folds
before it dipped into the ravine. Down the
nearer of these folds, hopping, jumping, clam-
bering through the scrub, was the Turkish com-
pany about 200 men which had held the
trench over which the Gurkhas were standing.
They had clearly retired from the trench, and
were waiting down the slope of the hill until
that bombardment ended; and as soon as the
heads of our men appeared over the rise, they
had run. Further down the slope was another
200 or so, obviously the supports, who bad not
been unnerved by the bombardment, and were
waiting a little below the firing line. And away
and beyond them all was the view that had been
hidden from the Australians and New Zealanders
all these long months. There it was all spread
out below them like a map. The long white
thread of the main road down the peninsula, with
the traffic of a large army coming and going
along it motor cars, waggons, traffic. of all sorts ;
and over beyond it all, glistening in the light of
the morning, the long ribbon of the Dardanelles.

As they stood and looked, a shower of high
explosive shell descended on the trench on whose
edge they were standing. Missile after missile
rushed down upon it, and blew great showers of
earth into the air. The line of men on the para-
pet wavered and fell back. A few brave officers
and one or two men remained ; but the Turkish .

supports below had seen the check. They pushed
.

on up the hill, and before the line could be ral
lied, the Turks were up again in their old trench..
General Baldwin's column of British troops had
been delayed in the tangled country; General
Baldwin was killed as he led his column,, ap I
the attack for that day was ended.
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This left our lines more or less advanced along
the slope of the ridge below the nameless summit.
The New Zealand Brigade was still hanging on.
It was now Tuesday evening, and the New Zea-
land infantry had been fighting continuously
since Friday night. That evening, and during
the hours of the night, the New Zealand infantry
was relieved. Two British Battalions were put
ill. The Wellington Battalion took up the ridge
in the grey of dawn two mornings before. From
the time when they put their foot forward, not
one unwounded man had returned.

That morning (Tuesday), at the hour of dawn,
the Turks threw a tremendously heavy counter
attack against the British battalions holding the
summit. Line after line of men came over the
crest just' north of Chunuk Bair. Outlined
against the morning sky they seemed to be com-
ing over shoulder to shoulder, seven or eight lines
of them, one after the other. And then followed
one of the most terrible scenes of slaughter that
has been seen in this campaign.

Those Turks had, as a matter of fact, been
caught on the rear slope of the ridge before they
even reached the crest, by some of our batteries.
That may really have accounted hi some degree
for the way in which the lines came over the hills,
one on top of the other, in the closest mass for-
mation that has been seen here since the days
of the first landing. As they came over the top
every gun and machine -gun on the sea and in
the foothills seemed to get on to them. The lines
went down, as one Turk said afterwards, like
swathes before the reaper. Hour after hour the
guns tore open that slope, until the whole face of
it was altered, scarred, bared, and pitted. For

the greater part of the morning the Turks con-
tinued to push down the hill, first in mass, later
in single files, finally in twos and threes. It was
one of the bravest attacks that could be made.
But by midday the artillery and machine -guns had
beaten back the last dregs of it. With every
other burst of a naval shell, dark things were
flung into the air rocks, branches of trees,
human limbs, whether of the dead bodies or living
you could not say, for parts of the gully were
full of both. A few Turks could still be seen at
about 2 o'clock hopping desperately into any
cover that suggested itself. Out of at least three
or four thousand who came over the ridge, only
twos and threes got back probably not 500 in all.
But the attack had one result. It had driven the
garrison down from the trenches which the Wel-
lingtons and Gloucesters had won on the summit
of Chunuk Bair, and back on to the high spur
500 yards distant, where the New Zealanders had
won the first night. The lines were now begin-
ning to coagulate into the two settled rows of
opposing trenches, in which every modern battle
seems to end. The Gurkhas were withdrawn
from the advanced lines they still retained below
the nameless peak, in order to secure a safer line
along the slopes. The British had won their base
to the north of us at Suvla Bay, and the Aus-
tralians and New Zealanders had about quad-
rupled the size of their holding in Gallipoli.

So ended the wild battle in the ranges. When
next the Australians advanced to join hands with
the British to the north of them, a fortnight
later, it was a battle of trenches opposite them.
The battle of 6th to 10th August was fought for
a time, and in certain parts, in the open country.
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