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Prime Minister's Pepartinent,
Melbourne, 19th October, 1916

THE following reports, received from. the
1 Official Press Representative with the

infor-
mation.

Forces, are published for general nfor-
mation.

W. M. HUGHES,
Prime Minister.

GABA TEPE, 1st September. I have told of the
fierce hill fighting along the main ridge by which
the Anzac position has been extended by some
2 square miles of crumbled country to the north.
Others who saw it told of the landing of the
British force still further north, and its advance
on to the plain, where it has reached a position
not quite so advanced as our line. There remains
to be told the fight which outlasted them all, and
that is the fight which began them.

The 1st Australian Infantry Brigade, after
fifteen continuous weeks in the trenches which it
had won and dug for itself on the day of our first
landing in Gallipoli, started the battle of 6th
August by going out and storming the strongest
Turkish position which could be found opposite
the southern portion of our line. It was wanted
to keep the Turkish reserves occupied down at the
end of the position while important events were
happening in the north. The attempt succeeded
with a vengeance. The Turks rushed this divi-
sion of troops from over the hills at the back and
flung at least one brigade of it, and possibly two,
into a counter- attack on Lonesome Pine. Even
after the firing on the northern hills had sput-
tered down to a finish the embers of this first
attack were still breaking out into a periodical
blaze.

It is useless ti attempt to give a detailed his-
torical account of this six days of wild, confused
trench fighting. When the first lines reached
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the enemy's trenches they found below them, not
a deep ditch full of Turks, but a shallow sand-
bank with loopholes in it. The sand was the
roof of the trench, and the Turks were apparently
inside the solid earth below it. The men were
perplexed; some fired into the loopholes in the
first sandbag, others ran on over it and fired into
the loopholes of the second trench, which was
similarly covered. Some lowered themselves feet
first through manholes which were here and there
in the trench roof. Others ran further still, and
came at last upon open communication trenches
running out of these front trenches towards the
Turkish rear. Some of these were fairly full
with Turks retreating. Many of these Turks
turned to fight, and shot down many of the Aus-
tralians who, lined the parapets and fired down on
them. . In a few seconds in some cases, a few
minutes in others, our men were down in the
trench.

The Turks did not run. There was nowhere
to run to, and in most cases they did not sur-
render. Like brave men, when they found them-
selves cornered, they stood at bay and fought to
the last. The trenches were a labyrinth of dark
passages lit only by occasional gaps without head
cover, and by the dim white daylight filtering
through the loopholes. Into these passages small
bodies of our men would gradually work their way
down these winding galleries until there was a
shot, and either one of them fell, or else a Turk
fell just ahead of them. In one bend of a trench
there were found six of our men lying at the one
end and eight Turks at the other, every one of
them dead. All that these newcomers running
up would know of a fight like that was that they
saw three or four of our men lying dead in the
trench in front of them, and perhaps a couple of
others standing ready with their bayonets, who
said hurriedly, " Don't go beyond there, mate;
there's a sniper there, and he's got those boys,"
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nodding at the men who were lying there. That
" sniper " might be a single Turk or it might be
a body of twenty -five standing at `bay, for all our
men knew, and the Turks around the corner knew
just as little of what was round our side of it. A
single rifle bullet was the only sign whether the
party consisted of one or thirty.

There were many winding tunnels in this maze
of trenches, and some of them ran back in the
direction of our own lines. They almost all con-
tained Turks. In one case these saw themselves
cut off and surrenderedthat is to say, they
waited there in the dark with a guard at the
mouth of the tunnel until the communication
trenches were through from our own lines, m<<ny
hours afterwards, when they formed part of the
endless procession of water cans, biscuit boxes,
telephone gear, picks, shovels, sandbags, bombs,
ammunition boxes that wriggled through them.'
In other cases the Turks in the tunnels stood at
bay nobody ever knew how many there were
down there. They simply fought on till the fight-
ing in that tunnel ceased, and it was left reeking
with the pungent smoke of bombs and piled al-
most to the mouth with dead bodies.

The first duty of the officers was to find out
more or less how this maze of trenches ran and
to block with sandbags the communication trenches
which ran back from it down the back of the spur.
How many brave men fell during that process will
never be known. But the barricades were gradu-
ally built. And from that time onward it was a
battle almost entirely of bombs.

The full story of it would be impossible to tell
here. It was wild fighting most of the day and
the night, with short intervals between the at-
tacks. Qne can only give by narrating some few
instances a feeble idea of the whole. It was the
sort of fight a man goes into whole- heartedly or
not at all there is no half way between. This
was the sort of scene.

A party of our men had made their way down
a communication trench when they found that a
machine gunner in the enemy's trenches on the
next spuronly a few hundred yards away was
able to look right down their trench ; he could not
reach them with his gun, but he could reach the
stretch of trench along which they had come, and
which formed their only communication with their
own side, and he, every now and then, directed a
few bullets into the white path of the trench to
remind them. of the fact. Those machine gun
bullets cut them off from their own side as com-
pletely as a wall of armour plate. The trench at
the back of them simply led into a nest of the
enemy. The nearest officer who happened to be
about he belonged to the 4th Battalion grasped,
roughly, what the situation was, as nearly as any
one could grasp it with a background half-way
between a big city fire and a desert tornado to
think it out against, and got to the only corner
from which he could help them. This was a
junction in the trench like a capital V. The
machine gun got 3 ou in one corner of the V and
a Turkish sniper was shooting up the other, but
the actual point of the V was a bit rounded, and
if you stood close enough into it the machine
gun just missed you on one side and the sniper
on the other. At the same time you could just
see from there to the only opening of a third
trench which was safely held by us.

The men in the safe trench threw bombs to the
officer, and he lit them and threw them, so as to
keep back any Turks who were attacking the
party that was cut off. At the same tam they
managed to put up a low sandbag parapet across

the stretch. The men who were off flung their
rifles up the trench to the officer, who pitched
them into the safe trench, . and received bombs
in return not too many bombs at once, because
at any time the Turks might have rushed them,
and no one wanted to make them a present of
bombs at that particular moment. In the end the
barricade was built high enough, the party that
had been cut off managed to choose a moment
when the machine gunner was somewhere else,
and nipped over it into safety and came into the
thick of a hundred other fights almost as exciting.

It is after three or four days of this sort of
thing that men's nerves come almost to the limit
of their endurance, and yet that infantry man-
aged to hold on through it all. It was the Turks
who wore out first. The 7th Battalion was put
in for a time to relieve part of the 1st Brigade,
and was put in again after, and so was part of
the 12th Battalion and a squadron from the
Light Horse Brigade. The Turks who were now
being put in clearly belonged to a different regi-
ment from that which had garrisoned this part of
the line. They had white skull caps, and were
not afraid to show them. Often a man stood out
breast high, and above the edge of the hill, peer-
ing to see where our bombs were coming from, or
anxious to fire a shot himself. It was up the
communication trenches that they mostly came.
In the grey of the third morning the head of a
party of them came calmly marching up a sap to
within a few yards of where the Brigadier -
General commanding the 1st Brigade was stand-
ing talking with some of the staff. They came
up three abreast, and suddenly found themselves
looking into a row of Australian faces over the
top of a low barricade. The Turks were too
astonished to shoot. No one was leading them,
but a voice could be heard further back urging
them on.

It was useless for men coming in this way, in
spite of their great bravery, to attempt to win
back the trench. They fell back, and sent up
smaller parties of men to bomb us from corners
of their communication trenches, where they
thought they were more or less protected and
this was the way in which almost every attack
ended. And in some cases, before we knew the
place and the style of warfare, they made parts
of the trenches terribly hard to hold.

There was one trench which formed the outer-
most right hand angle of our new line into which
at least three Turkish communication trenches
ran. The 2nd Battalion had taken it, and held
it, but it was decided that by withdrawing from
part of it and barricading the ends a much safer
and equally valuable position would be main-
tained. It is a difficult matter to retire safely
from a trench which is being pressed, and Colonel
Scobie, of the 2nd Battalion, went to the trench
himself, and saw to the carrying out of the work.
The barricade had been built, the men were being
withdrawn, and Colonel Scobie was one of the
last in the trench when he was killed by a bomb.
To this day that trench is neutral ground. We
do not hold it neither can the Turks. Another
gallant officer was wounded at this same hot
comer. The machine guns were useless at this
corner on account of the overhead cover of the
captured trench, but at one particularly awkward
moment the difficulty was solved by a young offi-
cer, Captain Pain, who was acting as machine -gun
officer. He got three privates of the gun detach-
ment to hoist the tripod on their shoulders, so
that the gun came through a hole in the head
cover, and then he stood on the fire step with his
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head and shoulders above the head cover and fired
off the best part of a thousand rounds at the
Turks who were attacking up the communication
trenches when a bullet struck the gun and split,
part of it killing one of the men who was holding
the gun and the other part wounding Captain
Pain in the face. He went down to the dressing
station to have this wound dressed, eager to re-
turn, when it was found that .he had a bullet
through the shoulder as well.

At the head of another dangerous sap, Colonel
Brown, of the 3rd Battalion, was killed. He was
first hit on the head by shrapnel as he was cross-
ing the 'space between the trenches. Later he was
hit on the hand. Shortly after day broke the
next morning he was in an advanced sap behind
one of the barricades separating us from the
Turks, and was hit through the breast, and died
after he had been carried from the trench.

The Turks re -took at least one part of their
trenches, but we almost at once took them again.
Lieutenant McLeod, of the 3rd Battalion, was
killed leading his men into one advanced sap. The
Turks re -took it. Later a party of the 1st Bat-
talion seized it again two officers and eight men
with bombs. One of these officers, Captain Shout,
was lighting two or three bombs at once, handing
them to the man beside him, or throwing them all
himself, when one of them exploded in his hand,
blowing off the hand and shattering his side.
Shout was one of the gamest officers that ever
lived; from the first day ready for any adventure,
plunging into the thick of it light- hearted and
laughing, as he did into this one.

I wish I could tell them how each gallant man
died, but, of course, that is beyond my powers;
and, indeed, in many cases no one will ever know.
For those who saw them died themselves, as has
so often happened in this war ; a bullet has closed
down that page of history, no matter what won-
ders of heroism it contained, and no living man
can ever open it. If there stands any record of
all that was sacrificed it is no human book. The
human historian can only say " they did their
duty, and their sacrifice was not in vain ; whether
the world ever knows their deeds or not, they died
for a purpose, and their death helped to gain it.
Captain Austin died leading his men straight at
the enemy's trench. Lieutenant Hooper, a gallant
officer, if ever there was one, died with a bomb in
his hand in the foremost trench," and so on.

But there are two incidents which one would
be loath to leave unrecorded, although one is
honestly reluctant to single out any brave deeds
where there are beyond question so many hun-
dreds that go unrecorded simply because the men
who did them do not consider them worthy of
mention -" we were only doing our job." The
first is the case of Lieutenant Diggs Latouche.

Latouche was a clergyman of the Church of
England, a north of England man originally, who
was educated at Trinity, Dublin, and came to
Sydney some years ago. He will be remembered
a s a fighter there. When the Rationalists chal-
lenged the Church to meet them in debate it was
Diggs Latouche who took the challenge up. He
did not have the detached reasoning powers that
were really needed to make the best of the case
for Christianity, but he could fight, and fight he
did, and when this war broke out, and he could
not obtain appointment as a chaplain, he plunked
straight in and enlisted as a private in the in-
fantry. " If I obtain any promotion," he said to
the Dean of his diocese before starting, " I want
it to be promotion which I win by my own efforts."
He tried to join the ranks of the 2nd Battalion,

but was rejected for varicose veins. He went and
had the varicose veins out, and so missed the first
force, but enlisted in the 13th Battalion, and rose
to be a sergeant. When officers were wanted to
bring a batch of reinforcements to the 2nd Batta-
lion, Latouche . was chosen, and promoted to
Second Lieutenant. And early on the morning
of 6th August this ex- diocesan missioner and lec-
turer for the diocese of Sydney arrived with his
detachment at Anzac.

That evening was to be the attack on Lone Pine.
It was within the choice of reinforcement officers
to go back to Alexandria, but Latouche would not
look at it. He went over the parapet at half -past
5 -with the first rush. Within a few seconds he
had been mortally wounded. He managed to roll
down the slope of the spur into shelter and to
crawl back to our lines by the morning, and he
died amongst his own. people.

The second case is that of the signallers. The
signallers had laid and relaid the wires across the
fire swept zone half -a -dozen times they were cut
ill thirty places by shrapnel and finally the line
was safely laid to several points in the new
trenches. It was at one of these points that the
signallers were in their dugouts when one of the
many high explosive shells which the Turks
showered on to the place burst in the trench, killed
two men in front of the signal dugout, threw an
officer off his feet, left the signallers half stunned,
and filled the trench with dust. The dust was
clearing away when one of the signallers, a 2nd
Battalion man, noticed that some sacking lying
on the fire step opposite him was burning. He
grasped the situation in a flash. Those smoulder-
ing sacks contained 270 dynamite bombs. The
' ignaller rushed for a spade which was lying near,
dug into the sand of the parapet, and poured sand
on the burning sacks. And we were saved from
an explosion the like of which has not yet been
seen at Anzac.

GARA TEPE, 4th September. It was just ten
days after the first big battle which followed the
Suvla Bay landing. The new British force
landed at Nulla Bay on the night of 6th
August, and the wheels of the great battle
which followed had run slowly to a stand-
still by the 10th and 11th August. Men can-
not fight for ever, and, after about five days and
nights of it, both the Turks and our own men were
pretty well exhausted. We settled down and dug
ourselves in. The Turks spread their trenches as
well as they could around us, and there was com-
parative quiet for a week. The Suvla Bay force
had not really linked up with us, although you
could walk around the beach from Anzac to Silvia
if you chose to run the gauntlet of certain sharp -
eyed Turkish gentlemen with a machine gun some-
where inland. Of course, they could always reach
for you at any time with their shrapnel, but the
Turks would not waste shrapnel on a casual
soldier or two out for an afternoon's stroll. If
there were half -a -dozen together it was different.

On 21st August, at 2 o'clock in the afternoon,
the British guns began to tear the bowels out of
the plain in front of them and the low hills which
rise out of it. At half -past 2 the roar of the guns
and the tear of the howitzer shells through the
air became more intense, and the plain about the
foot of the low hills and around them became an
inferno of whirling dust. At 3 o'clock the big
guns suddenly ceased the shells began to fall
further back, and the added roar of musketry
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showed that the British infantry must be over its
parapets and advancing across the plain. Pre-
sently you could make them out, line after line of
tiny figures coming steadily across the green
meadows. The bullets were chipping up dust
around them, and near the hills in the centre of
the plain they began to be hidden by clouds of
earth whipped up by the shrapnel. The line
came on fast, and clearly was advancing very well.

Now, from. the northern end of the Australian
line, looking slightly backwards, you could get a
good view of the British coming across the plain.
But the moment they reached a certain point in
the plain the view would be shut out by the low
flat hill or knob which formed the most northerly
spur of our main range. This spur did not run
out into the sea, but on to the plain, and in the
battle along the Sari Bair range it had never been
reached by our troops. Our line was drawn on the
next spur south of it, and our trenches looked out
across a valley on to this spur about 600 yards
away. The knoll at the bottom of the spur shut
out our view across the plain. It was marked on
the maps with the figure 60.

During the ten days' silence, while we dug our
trenches along the crest of our spur, the Turks dug
theirs down the length of this spur opposite to us.
And on the round hill at the bottom they were
digging a whole system of trenches, amounting to
a very complete redoubt. It consisted of an egg -
shaped inner circle on the seaward side of the
knoll, and almost on its crest; in the outer circle
along part of the reverse slope away from us a
whole maze of trenches running like the wires of
a gridiron across the interior of the smaller circle;
and a network of at least ten separate trenches
joining this redoubt with the trenches up the spur
and those on the plain behind. -

At half -past. 3 exactly, when the British were
coming fast across the plain. the left of our line
swung round and attacked this bill. The Indians
on the estreme left were to wheel round across the
plain and join with the British. The New Zea-
land Mounted Rifles what was left of them after
the wild night battle of 6th August with the
Maoris and Connaught. Rangers were to charge
the knoll and the redoubt ; and the 4th Australian
Brigade, also very attenuated by the hard fighting
of the week before, was to cross the valley and
attack the trenches up the spur opposite to it. The
attack was made, not by the whole, but by parties
from the Mounted Rifles and the 13th and 14th
Battalions; and on this occasion it was made with
little or no artillery bombardment of the enemy's
trenches.

The first sign that the Australians and New
Zealanders were on the move was a wild outburst
of firing at about twenty minutes past 3 from the
enemy somewhere upon the spur. You can seldom
tell where the fire is coming from during a day-
light attack like this one if the enemy keeps
under cover. During the more peaceful hour you
will occasionally see a sign of life along the
enemy's trenches, a shovel going here, the skull
caps of a Turk or two bobbing up at intervals
behind some gap in the parapet or along
a communication trench. But when the moment
comes for attack all you see is the bare grizzly
forehead of the opposite hill, with the enemy's
trenches furrowed like wrinkles across it. The
thing is snarling and spitting at you from some-
where probably from every crevice and loophole
but you can see no sign of the firing. All that
you see is a wicked- looking wilderness, with your
own bullets knocking dust spurts out of the para-
pet. Looking round for the sign of the enemy's

bullets, one found that they were falling on a
part of our own scrubby ridge, where our men
were doubling in single file over the crest into a
fold in front, where they would form for the at-
tack. A machine gun was flicking six or eight
spurts at a time from' the path at their feet, but I
saw few of them fall.

At half -past 3 they appeared again, working up
through their last cover on the slope of the scrubby
field, and then over the crest they went, and out
of sight into the valley below, calling down upon
them an instantaneous roar of Turkish musketry.
Next came silence one knew they had reached
the bottom of the valley below the redoubt where
the Turks could not see them. Every now and
then they were broken by a sudden uproar of rifle
fire as some other portion of our line hidden from
where I was watching must have doubled out of
cover and down the fire -swept slope into that same
gully.

I bad glanced to the east up the valley to see
the reason for one of these outbursts when there
was a fresh outburst from half -a -dozen directions,
and up the side of the valley opposite to me was
clambering a line of active figures jumping over
the low scrub and making for the opposite line of
trenches. Two or three vigorous men led them
one especially, whom I took for the moment to be
an officer. They rushed to the first trenches, and
my eyes wandering off to the right, about a dozen
of the leading ones were not content to jump into
the first trench, but were following up the parapet
of a. communication trench for another 20 or 30
yards back up the hill they seemed to be throw-
ing bombs into it and two or three minor
trenches as they went, and had passed before
the last of them jumped in. A number of bent
figures in blue grey running fast from the trench
held one's attention for a moment, and when I
looked back next at the trenches which those
brave charging men had jumped into there was
no sign of motion in that part of the trench; only
in the communication trench on this side of them
there were stealing a number of half- stooping
figures, figures in grey brown uniforms and skull
caps, who went carefully along towards the front
trench peering into each corner before they turned
it trickling back into the trench as water trickles
into an old channel. At some turns of the trench
you could not see the trenches, but only the
bayonets which went stealthily along behind the
parapet. Presently the movement ceased. The
row of Turkish heads were glaring in our direc-
tion over the parapets through the telescope you
could clearly see their bright eyes scanning hard
the line of our trenches, and their bright teeth as
they chattered. Further along to the right in the
same trench not more than 50 yards away was a
row of our men racing the opposite way, staring
into the scrub beyond the trench with their rifles
all in a row looking over to the rear parapet. One
could not see the point where the two lines touched,
but presently from the trench between the two
came the white puff of smoke and dust and belted
thud of the bomb. It scarcely needed the red flag
which went presently over the parapet to tell one
the point which our men had occupied in that
captured trench. A bomb, and those which fol-
lowed, marked the point of contact as clearly as a
name on the map.

Of that impetuous brave handful I had seen to
reach the second and third trenches I heard after -
wards that two or three got back; the rest were
cut off by the Turks.

They were the Canterbury and Otago Mounted
Rifles that we had been watching ; you could not
tell who they were until you actually found out
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by asking them afterwards. Later, the Connaught
Rangers, or it may have been the second line of
New Zealanders, rushed up the slope of the hill
from its seaward sideone saw the Turks running
through the scrub in front of themand captured
another portion of the same trench to the left.
On the right the 4th Australian Brigade had sent
an assaulting party of 300 men down into the
valley to attack the trench opposite to it. The
downward slope was swept by a fearful fire; only
a third of them got through, and as further lines
tried to cross the slope the fire, as is usually the
case, became more intense. Those who had
crossed the gully hung on there just below the
enemy's trench, and within sight of it, and by
nightfall the result was that the New Zealanders
held part of the outer trench of the circular re-
doubt. The Australians were on the same spur
150 yards away, and in front of the Turkish
trench running up the spur, and the 19th Austra-
lian battalion had been put in on the plain to link
up a space between the Indians and the force ad-
vancing from Suvla.

The 18th and 19th Battalions had only landed
the day before great, cheery, stalwart fellows
it did the hearts of the whole camp good to sec
them. " Fairly bucking their packs off," was
how one who had been toiling here since the first
day put it to me. Australians may be legitimately
proud of the fact that there was an almost instan-
taneous demand for their services. Everybody
seemed to want some of " the new Australians."

The fraction of the outer trench which we had
captured on Knoll 60 might have been a difficult
trench to keep unless some of the numerous
trenches behind it were takenthe plan of them
at that time could only be guessed vaguely. Ac-

cordingly, just after daylight next morning, the
19th Battalion, the first of the new Australian
battalions to go really into action, was put in
through the Indians to take the trenches ahead
of it at right angles to the part already captured
by the New Zealanders. The battalion swept
through an opening in the Indian line and then
deployed. It charged through the scrub up the
hill, and found in front of it a trench which was
really part of the wide outer circle of the redoubt.
It seized the trench, and a party under Major
Lane followed along this trench to the north and
down the northern slope of the hill until the Turks
on the hills in the plain realized what was hap-
pening. The trench lay open to the Turks as does
a furrow when you look down into it from the
slope of the opposite side, and they poured into it
such a hail of machine gun fire and shrapnel that
the men were driven out of the part that was over
the northern slope. During the day the Turks
crept up both sides of the trench and bombed it
from half -made trenches of their own whose direc-
tion they knew while it was unknown to us. The
new battalion had no experience of bombs except
by name, and was driven back along the trench
until it joined the trench the others had taken,
arid there it stayed. We still had only part of the
rim of the circle, and that was the situation on
Knoll 60 on the evening of 22nd August, and for
the five days following.

On the evening of 27th August the New Zealand
Mounted. Rifles and the 4th Australian Brigade,
both of them for the fourth time within three
weeks plunged into a fierce fight, had been sent out
to take the remainder of the redoubt, enclosed
within the inner circle of which the New Zea-
landers held, so far, part of the circumference.
The trench to be attacked by the Australians was
that leading out of the redoubt up the spur. At

4 o'clock in the afternoon the guns concentrated
a tremendous bombardment on the redoubt at the
back of it. After, the big howitzer shells burst
fair in the Turkish trenches, wrapping the whole
hilltop in a dull brown cloud. Shrapnel lathered
into any Turks who ran. The bombardment ceased
at 5, and on the moment of it our men dashed
over the parapet against the Turkish trenches.

There were three lines in the central attack; the
Auckland and Canterbury Mounted Rifles in the
first, Otago and Wellington in the second, and the
18th Australian Battalion in the third. On their
left were the Connaughts, and on their right the
4th Brigade. As they dashed out the Mounted
Rifles were met by a fierce fire from the nearest
trench in front of them. Possibly it had been
least affected by the bombardment in any case it
was crowded with Turks, and these the New Zea-
landers shot down. They swept on to the further
side of the circle and thence to the right. Within
ten minutes they had every trench in the right
hand portion of the circle, and the Connaughts
liad swept through to their left, and the 18th Bat-
talion behind them. In trenches and over the sur-
face between them the Turkish dead were lying
thick. There was no doubt that this bombardment
had done its work.

But the whole circle had not yet been gained.
The Connaughts on the left were driven track out
of the same trenches which the 18th had been
forced to give up the week before. The Turks still
retained the wedge, reaching right into some of
the innermost trenches of the circle, although we
1, ad three quarters of the circumference. That
night at 11 o'clock the 9th Australian Light Horse
was put in to make the circle complete. And the
curious position was reached of our men on the
further side of the circle lining that trench with
their faces inwards opposing a trench full of
Turks, which was in the centre of the circle, while
he main position of the Turks was in their rear.

Colonel Reynell, who led one body of fifty men, had
charged out into the night, and was not seen again
alive. His body was found, next day. The 9th
Light horse, like their predecessors, found them-
selves bombed from both sides of the trench by
Turks whose position they could not see. They,
too, were driven back along it, and the Turks re-
tained their wedge.

The following night, when the run of the
trenches was now pretty well certain, the 10th
Light Horse the part that still remained of them
after their famous charge upon the neck in the
grey dawn of 6th August charged from our
trenches in the. interior of the circle, and seized
the remaining portion of the circumference. The
9th Light Horse worked along the trench to meet
them, and the redoubt was ours. The shallow
half -made trenches in its interior were almost full
of dead Turks, and the slopes around it were thick
with their bodies.

There is only one part to tell the part of the
4th Australian Brigade on the right. The bom-
bardment which wrecked some of the trenches in
the redoubt never reached the trench on the spur.
The assaulting party went out in three lines of
100 each, of whom 100 were lent from the 1'lth
Australian Battalion. They came straight into a
terrible fire. Captain Conelly, of the 14th Batta-
lion, who led the first line was wounded in three
places. Every officer was either killed or wounded,
and so were practically the whole of the men ex-
cept a small party which managed to get into the
Turkish trench alongside the New Zealanders.

And so fell Knoll 60. It was a victory won by
heroic fighting, charge after charge, every inch of
the way. It was a maze of trenches hidden in the
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scrub, and the circular trench was in one part
unfinished, which only added to its difficulty, for
every part which fought down it wondered why it
did not join hands with its friends in the other
part of the circle. It cost us many gallant men
Major Long of the 18th, Lieutenant Grabbe of
the 14th, Colonel Reynell, and very many others.

During the night after the battle of the 21st
there were many Australian wounded lying out
on the forward slope of the gully they had crossed
exposed to rifle fire, and what was worse, exposed
to the danger of a bush fire, which some of the
enemy's shells had kindled in parts of the scrub.
The Chaplain of the 14th Australian Battalion,
Captain Gillison, worked through the night bring-
ing the wounded out of harm's way. After break-
fast next morning he was waiting under the shel-
tered slope of the hill to read the burial service
over some men that were being buried there, when
he heard the cries of a wounded man over the crest
of the hill. He went as far forward as he could,
and found that it was a wounded British soldier
who was being troubled by the ants. He went
back, and got two stretcher- bearers to follow him
one, by name Pittendrigh, being a Presbyterian
minister himself. The three crept forward, and
reached the wounded man, who was lying right
opposite the enemy's trenches, and managed to
drag him about a yard when Captain Gillison
jumped up and stumbled a few yards into the
gully. A bullet had severed all the ribs down one
side. Pittendrigh was also wounded.

The other case was that of a New Zealand chap-
lain, Captain Grant. It was after our men had
taken most of the redoubt, but the Turks still held
some trenches near the centre of it, that Grant,
with a friend, made his way down one shallow
trench in search of a wounded man. The trench
was choked with wounded Turks, and he dressed
their wounds, and was going on when strange
voices were heard. They listened, and the voices
sounded like those of Turks, " We'll go a little

further, and see if we can find him," Grant said,
and they went on. At the turn of the trench there
was a rifle shot, and Grant fell forward. A
fusilade broke out, and he could not be reached
without certain death, although several attempts
were made to, do so. The trench down which he
bad sought his friend was a Turkish one.

GALLIPOLI (thirty - eight), 4th October. The
newspapers which arrived by to -day's mail show
that the Turks claim in an official statement,
which was copied in British papers, to have re-
pulsed a landing of our colonial troops at Kala-
chale, in the Gulf of Saros, opposite Bulair, on
the night of 6 -7th August. This refers to a land-
ing made by about 380 men of the French Foreign
Legion, who were landed on the same night as the
Suvla landing, but about four hours earlier, just
after dark, in order to give the Turks the idea that
this was the serious landing, and attract troops in
that direction even for a few hours. The force
met with very slight opposition on the beach, and
rushed five kilometres inland, by which time the
Turks- begain to pour down quite a formidable
body of troops and artillery. The invaders cut the
telephone, and managed successfully to retire,
although the Turks nearly cut them off in the
wood, and were re- embarked with the loss of about
sixty.

The King has sent a message thanking the
troops for the work done amidst almost insuper-
able difficulties in the fighting during August.
" The Empire admires the gallantry of the Aus-
tralians and New Zealanders," and adds, " I hope
that the troops are in satisfactory health." General
Hamilton replied, thanking the King for the mes-
sage, but regretting that the health of the troops
is not altogether satisfactory, though it is improv-
ing, and their spirit is unquenchable,
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