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DARDANELLES, 10th October. There is a more
or less hard- and -fast rule against the mention by
war correspondents of the names of officers, except
in the description of the way in which they fell
or were wounded. But exceptions are sometimes
made, and I trust I shall be allowed to make one
in the case of an officer who certainly ought to be
known to Australiansthis officer who, for nearly
five months in good fortune and . bad, through
wild bursts of fierce fighting, and almost fiercer
spade work, into a time of comparative rest has
commanded the unit of which Australians will
always be overwhelmingly proud, the ist Aus-
tralian Division.

When the maker of the ist Division fell one
morning high up the gullet' to the lucky shot of a
Turkish sniper, the officer at once chosen for the
command was Brigadier General II. B. Walker,
who, until the day of the Anzac landing, had been
Chief of Staff of the Australian and New Zea-
land Army Corps. As a matter of fact, from the
moment the troops set foot on the land, General
Walker had practically seized the old Anzac line,
which, as I have often said, consisted of two sides
of a triangle--a short northern side running
almost at right angles to the sea, and a long
southern side edging gradually down to meet
the sea at Gaba Tepe'. The southern side was the
one which was rushed by the 3rd Brigade, and
along which the 1st Australian Division gradually
formed its line as the troops were rushed ashore.

C.16349.

By about 10 o'clock ou that day the 2nd Brigade
was in position south of the 3rd Brigade, and most
of the ist Brigade to the north of the 3rd Brigade
along that side of the triangle. But the short
northern end of the triangle had not yet been built
up, and from 10 o' clock in the morning onwards
the Turks began to appear from this direction in
always increasing force. A few platoons of the
12th Battalion, halt lost by themselves in the
scrub, were all the troops that originally held
this flank then a fraction of the 7th Battalion,
which had lost its way and landed on the wrong
flank then a company detached from the ist
Battalion. As soon as the 2nd Battalion came
ashore, it was hurried off in the saine direction,
where things were beginning to look almost
dangerous. That finished the ist Australian Divi-
sion, with the exception of one single Battalion
the 4th which was the only reserve General
Bridges was able to keep for emergencies. But
the other Division the New Zealand and Aus-
traliannow began to land, and the first troops
of this Divisionthe New Zealand Infantry
Brigade were immediately rushed off up the left
flank. The New Zealand Brigadier was on the
sick list, and. the Chief of Staff of the Army Corps
was therefore to take charge of this Brigade, and
of the critical section of the line to which it was
sent.

It was exactly the work that suited General
Walker. It meant hard fighting night and day
for the best part of a week against whatever odds
the idea of retreat could. not possibly be enter-
tained. There were other portions of the line
where it might have been possible to have fallen
back, even at that time, on a second position ; but
at the time, and for at least two weeks afterwards,
on the left side of the triangle further retreat
meant disaster. For the whole of the first morn-
ing, portions of the ist, 2nd, and 3rd Battalions

companies of New Zealand, and scraps of the
3rd Brigade, were fighting desperately to win a
line further forward in this direction all through
that first morning rushes were being made across
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the lowest hump of the main range, which is just
in front of this part of the line. But by midday
the Turks were working up too thickly in this
direction to allow the attenuated units to, win the
crest they wanted to. From 12 o'clock onwards,
they were slowly withdrawing through the scrub
across the famous new Neck on to the side of it,
and leaving behind them the slopes which we
have seen every day, but which no Australian
had since been able to traverse. By evening they
were hanging on to certain precarious dug -outs
on the gully's edge, which has since become his-
torical by the naines of Quinn's Post, Pope's Hill,
and Walker's Ridge.

Its was in the thick of all this fighting, which
gave his name to a mountain spur which will re-
main famous as long as Australian history lasts,
that General Walker first came to know his Aus-
tralians in action. It was the 2nd Battalion in
particular that came under him in this part of
the line, and in the wild fighting of those early
days he obtained a confidence in the Australian
infantryman which has never since abated.

It is impossible yet to enter quite fully into
every detail of the first few days at Anzac, but
only when the history of them comes to be written
can Australians realize the full debt that they owe
to the little fighting Brigadier who, from first to
last, never wavered in his belief in the fighting
powers of Australians. I shall never forget theday I first visited his section of the fighting
line. The line was still fragmentary in this
quarter. The fighting opposite had been too hot
to allow of the narrow uncomfortable trench
which our front line had dug itself in the scrub
being yet joined up into óne continuous trench.
Even on the razor -back spur leading down to the
sea, there was one steep, little reach of path down
which you had to run in full view of the enemy's
snipers. I had just crossed it as fast as my feet
could carry me, when I found myself in what was
clearly a head-quarters. It was right in the
firing line, with very little more cover than existed
in any other part of the firing line ; but there
were the signallers, and other signs of every
brigade head- quarters; and standing in the midst
of them, its legs wide apart, its hands on its hips,
its staff cap cocked slightly on one side, was a
neat little figure, which gazed down over Suvla
Plains and out to sea towards the line of ships
which was approaching, notched one after another
upon skyline against the evening gold. They
were the ships bringing the Naval Division down
from its fight at Bulair to Anzac and Helles. The
Commander of this section of the line had been
going for four days at that time without cessa-
tion; but he looked like a tiger at that moment,
ready to fight for another four, if necessary, just
as hard as the four that had passed. And that
day, or the next, as soon as things were quiet on
the left, he was transferred to command the 1st
Australian Brigade in place of Colonel McLaurin,
who, on the third day, had been killed by a sniper
from a gap then existing in our lines. From that
day to this, with the short intervals during which
General Legge commanded it before the latter
undertook the difficult and important task of
organizing the 2nd Australian Division, General
Walker has commanded the 1st Australian Divi-
sion. Through all the long, weary months in
which the tremendous defences of Anzac were dug,
and perhaps most of all during the six days of the
furious fighting at Lone Pine, when his division
played one of the most gallant and thoroughly
successful tasks that were fulfilled by any troops
in the greatest battle of the campaign, the Com-
mander came to know his troops, and they him,
to a degree which few high Commanders attained.

General Bridges used to spend half of every day
in the firing line. General Walker, I think, sees
even more of the troops than the first Commander
of the Division did. Every man in the trenches
has come to know, almost as a personal friend,
the little Commander, who is never absent from
any point where matters are likely to be close or
important. On the evening after the great
Turkish attack, where a sort of informal truce
sprang into being here and there, it was the Com-
mander of the 1st Australian Division who went
straight out over the parapet to meet a couple of
Turkish doctors, who came out from their trenches
to confer with him. The men of the Australian
Division saw the Turkish officers coming forward
apparently a little ill at ease, while their Com-
mander strode out as cool as cucumber, and stood
there offering luis cigarette case, and quietly chat-
ting as though the affair had been a field day,
and they casual spectators.

It is by a daily comradeship, punctuated by
such incidents as this, that General Walker has
come to be known, as few Divisional Commanders
are known, to almost every man in his Division.
How they come to pick up their nicknames for
their officers, I do not know ; but in the Divisional
Commander's case, they have some how or other
got hold of the very soubriquet by which he was
known to his schoolmates as a boy at Shrewsbury
School. On his part, he does not attempt. to hide
his feelings towards his command he has come
to love his Australians of the ist Division as only
a trusted Commander can. There are troops in
the world that he regards quite in the sanie way
as his men of the 1st Division. The way in
which the ist Brigade went into Lone Pine and
took all the six days' terrible fighting there with-
out a single growl, under the awful conditions in
which this height was won, would have gained
the admiration of any onlooker, and the link be-
tween th.e men and the General who went through
that fight with them became firmer than steel.
I heard him speak of his men after that action
almost with tears in his voice. He believes that
his Australians can do practically anything, and
I believe he is right.

The famous ist Australian Division is very
much altered in personnel from that which worked
itself into a single compact whole during four per-
spiring months at Mena Camp. Its brilliant staff
is now scattered to serve the needs of an Army.
The Chief of Staff, who was a young Australian
Major when the Force was constituted, is now
Brigadier - General and Chief of Staff of the Army
Corps ; its Chief Medical Officer, who began the
war as a Captain, is now in charge of the medical
services of the whole Army Corps; the 3rd Bat-
talion, after having had three .colonels killed or
wounded, came to be commanded by an officer
who left Australia as ist Lieutenant, and bas
since then been under the command of one who
left as a 2nd Lieutenant. But there has all
through been a sufficient leaven of the old Divi-
sion to keep the old spirit alive both in. the officers
and men; it has a Commander whom it knows
and trustsjust the sort of fighting Commander
whom an Australian Division loves. Not long
ago, for example, it became necessary for certain
works to be done outside part of the lines at
night. The work was risky, and one subordinate
officer pointed out that he thought it was too
risky. for lives to be haza rded in it. " Not in
the least," said the General, " but if you think
so, I am quite prepared to take the party out
myself any night." " And he would, too," said
the officer who told me the story. And perhaps
that is why in the ist. Australian Division the
name of its Commanding Officer is a name to
conjure with.
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DARDANELLES, 12th October. Gan we not see
it all. Every day there reaches us, wired specially
from the War Office, a short summary of what is
happening in all the other fields of the war. It
is printed on a single foolscap sheet, and posted
up on most of the notice- boards, in the base, on
the beaches, and outside the neat trench sides which
are the Head quarters Offices of Battalions and
Companies. So that most of file Force, in one way
or another, sooner or later, reads what is happening
in France and Russia not so much of it as you
read in Australia when you open -your papers at
breakfast, but a summary of the official summaries
of the war. And do we not know them. I often
used to wonder before we left Australia what
exactly it meant ` ` Progressed in Argonne in
Champagne consolidated our position." Modern
war report had a sort of fixed terminology which
reminds brie of the terminology of the Law Courts
in the days of old common law procedure; its
terms mean very little to an outsider, but when
once you have learnt what each one of them' does
mean, then they describe the situation as well as
pages of word painting.

" North of Arras, artillery activity " cannot
one see itwe have the counterpart of every para-
graph in that news sheet here ! a heavy, drowsy
summer day heavy shadows filling every square
dug -out in the red side of the support trench
the leg of a sleeping soldier stuck out every here
and there beneath a waterproof sheetof some
bird overhead the buzz of flies disturbed' from
some patch of wet, spilt over from a water can
(there is nothing else left for them in the care-
fully cleaned trenches) the faint, ever present
smell of bodies that still lie unburied in front
of the lines the occasional crack of a rifle from
the fire trenches, where two men on the fire -step
are putting their heads together over some move-
ment imperceptible to you, if you watched for a
quarter of an hour, that will be noticed behind
the enemy's sandbags. And then it suddenly
arrives from the north, an 18- pounder shrapnel
bursting high, followed by another bursting low
almost like a hammer blow upon your head, the
pellets hissing over the parapet like hail. There'
has been a desultory exchange of shots at various
points within the range of your hearing all day;
but this is something more vigorous. Other shells
arrive from the south, and from the east --your
own batteries begin to answer the enemy's bat -
teries. If they cannot hit his guns, they hit his
infantry, upon the principle of, at any rate, hit-
ting him somewhere' whenever he hits you, a prin-
ciple which is impartially used both by ourselves
and the Turks. The hubbub lasts for perhaps
half -an -hour, perhaps an hour, perhaps more.
It always may mean an attack, and so you have
your ways of guardin against it. which I am not
going to describe. in the end, in nine cases
out of ten, it. subsides as suddenly as it has begun,
and . nothing more comes of it. The enemy wants
to keep you from becoming too comfortable. or
to give you the impression that he is going to be.
active, or some adjutant of artillery has had a
brain wave and devised a scheme of crossfire, and
persuaded' his chief to carry it out; or perhaps
it is merely that a new consicnment of ammuni-
tion has arrived, in 'which case the excitement
will probably repeat itself for some days, until
boredom smothers it again. One of those sleepers
has been smothered in his dug -out by the falling
in of the roof ; a couple of artillPr Tmen in a gun -
pit have been shattered ; the light goes out of
some woman's life in a far away bush township ;
some adoring voenger brother has lost his Jona-
than, and " North of Arras there has been artil-
lery activity."

" In the district of Hartmannsweilerkopf, our
trench mortars have seriously damaged the enemy
trenches." One can see now a small group of
Australians, who had gradually made themselves
into experts, bending over a squat instrument
which looks, what you can see of it in the night,
like an early piece of media val artillery, if not
actually invented by Archimedes. A steel rod
is rammed down the barrel, the iron bomb at its
end protrudes out of the muzzle like the head of
a club. There is a flash a line of sparks rockets
high, ever so high, in the air, slowly turns and
makes a line straight down towards the darkness
in front of the trench. Out of the darkness come
distant squeals--a hubbub then your parapet
stands out against an -ugly wide flash like that of
summer lightning, and then comes the almost
simultaneous low crunch of high explosive. The
Turks started to roof over all their important.
trenches very soon after we got those guns. The
solid roof of Lone Pine, through which the First.
Brigade had to break, was a tribute to our trench
mortars. They range from little weapons looking
like 19 inches of gas pipe, to the great antiquatèd
mortars, half -way between a toad and a gigantic
egg cup, which are used by the Turks. The
Turks had one, which threw a bomb that streaked
across the sky, with a tail of fire 20 feet long;
and they are even using a genuine rocket with a
high explosive head. Do not we know those bomb
mortars just another devilry to disturb the quiet
of the night.

And then, " Our aeroplanes dropped bombs on
the enemy's Bead- quarters " do not we see them.
almost every day. A distant purr, which is
diagnosed as a motor car here in Gallipoli it
always means an aeroplane. You look up and see
blue sky. and nothing else. Presently there is a
very distant report, and you notice one, two,
three, four woolly cloudlets unfolding themselves
very high above, and somewhere within half -a -mile
of them will probably be the aeroplane they are
shooting at. You watch her carefully circle over
the enemy's lines, and some one remarks " She's
laid an egg there it goes." You can see the bomb
fall, an infinitesimal yellow object, and you realize
that this is coming on the wind a distant rrrrm
rrrm rrrrm caused by some unusual
form of missile. It ends with that same deep
crunch, and perhaps two minutes afterwards the
dust of some distant explosion begins to drift vn
the wind across the hilltop above you. It is just
another way of keeping the enemy stirred up to a
proper pitch of discomfort. It is true that big
air raids on some railway station, through which
the enemy's reinforcements will have to come,
seem to be part of the large scale- of preparation
for a grand attack nowadays; but the ordinary
air of activity that is noted in the typical war
report is just one of the many ways in which an
army sits still and does nothing, being probably
something like Quinn's.

" From Perthes to Beau Sejour sharp fighting
with grenades and bombs," that must mean some
touchy point like Lone Pine, or the Neck, or
Quinn's Post. It could hardly be sharper than
Quinn's. They still exchange 400 or 500 bombs a
night there, where . the trenches come within 15
Yards of one another, and there have been trenches
in between which have been filled up. The actual
bomb fight seldom lasts long, and' the trenches
have been protected against bombs by head cover
and wire netting ; but there was a month when
the 4th Australian Brigade held that post, when
the trenches were miserable, open, shallow ditches
ragged with bomb explosions, when the bomb fight
went on practically incessantly for four weeks,
and ended with a week in which hand to hand
fighting took place almost every night.
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" We progressed 400 yards near Givenchy,"
that is to say, after dark possibly just as the
moon rose --a number of parties crept out over
the parapet and rushed the opposite trench, There
was a shot, then another, then a rattle of them.
Possibly the rush reached the opposite trench. If
so, it " consolidated the position," sweated its
heart out hauling the sandbag parapet off one side
of the trench and piling it on to the other, block-
ing communication trenches with sandbag barriers.
The consolidating party followed after it with
picks and more sandbags. and worked like demons
till morning, or till the first shower of bombs over
the new barriers showed the counter - attack had
begun. If the trenches were close, the attack
probably began with the explosion of three cr
four mines under the enemy's trench, or when
the engineers judged they were under it. " Min
ing activity " in the war report probably means
that they were content to blow up some of the
enemy's mines, in which case, the man who risks
most is probably the engineer officer, who goes
down the tunnel first after the explosion, at the
imminent risk of being poisoned. That, by the
way, is " Gas poisoning," which has appeared in
the Anzac casualty lists.

You must not imagine that life in one of these
year -long modern battles consists of continuous
bomb fighting, bayoneting, and bombarding
all the time. These " progresses," " consolidat-
ings," " bomb- droppings," `t artillery activity,"
of the war reports are the incidents in long, weary
months, whose chief occupation is the digging of
mile upon mile of endless sap of sunken road,
through which troops and mules can move safely
behind ; the driving of whole rabbit-warrens of
tunnels by sweating, half -naked miners working
by the light of candles, far into the hearts of
Bills, as you might see them in any metal mine in
Broken Hill or Cobar indeed, the miners are
probably most of them from those very same
mines. The carrying of biscuit boxes and build-
ing timbers for hours daily, the waiting in weary
queues, of thirty half -dry wells, for the privilege
of carrying endless water cans for half a mile up-
hill, the digging of those same wells themselves,
the sweeping and disinfecting of trenches in the
never - ending fight against fliesthis is soldier's
life for nine days out of ten in a modern battle.
War consists of a long series of what seem at the
time to be endless delays, interspersed by short
bursts of frantic hurry. It is of the short wild
burst that you naturally hear most in the news-
papers, because these are the important events.
Of the long boredom in between the boredom of
unvarying work, which is probably really more
bearable than the boredom of unvarying idleness
the war reports, I dare say, give you as good an
impression as anything else. Any way, they give
little impression of variety. and they have the
merit of being generally true.
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It may be the public finds its chief difficulty
in knowing how much importance to attach tothe daily incidents they chronicle. When the
Turks announce, for example, as they have just
done, that their artillery bombarded the trenches
near Ari -Burnu with success, they really mean
that they did nothing. The " with success " is
mere flourish, and the casual bombardment of
trenches is simply make- believe fighting a way
of filling in time when you have not the least
intention of attacking for the present with your
infantry. And so are nearly all Artillery
duels," most " Air raids," and many " Bombing
encounters." But the war reports do not report
things that did not occur. The war reports never
said we were at Maidos, or near Maidos, or in
sight of M'aidos. They never said we had the
Turkish communications, or were near them, or
in a position to interfere with them. They never
announced that we were on the point of breaking
through the Dardanelles, much less that the
Straits had been forced. They never claimed
that our object was achieved, or nearly achieved.
On the success of this venture, the war report
may be taken as an absolute test of the truth; if
any of these successes had occurred and they
have all been reported at one time or another
from other sources the war report would cer-
tainly not have failed to announce them.

Every photograph of trenches in France shows
us the counterpart of some trench in Gallipoli.
Every description of trench fighting there might
have been written in the Dardanelles. And when
you find that a vast proportion of the stories of
events said to have happened in the Dardanelles
were pure fiction, you cannot help the impression
that a great part of the stories of other parts of
the war is almost fiction too; indeed, probably this
campaign is only different from the rest, in that
owing to the authorities allowing war corre-
spondents on to the actual battle -field, the propor-
tion of true news is probably higher than in any
other theatre of the war. But, even from here,
there has passed into the British or Australian
,press the Queenslander who fell in grip with a
Turk into the sea over a cliff which does not exist;
there are plenty of cliffs at Anzac, but none within
100 yards of the sea ; there is the utterly fictitious
German - Australian who shot the officers from be-
hind ; there are " swarms " of spies upon our
beaches who, I believe, reduce themselves, in the
case of Anzac, to a single doubtful instance; there
its the German officer who shot a stretcher bearer
who was dressing his. wounds. There is so much
real heroism outstanding, and self- sacrificing in the
history of Anzac, and so much true drama, that it
goes against every one's grain to see so much that
is purely imaginary pass, as I suppose it stands a
good chance of doing, into the nation's history.
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Prime Minister's Department,
29th November, 1915.

THE following reports, received from the Official
Australian Correspondent at British Head-

quarters in France, are published for general
information.

No. 5.

W. M. HUGHES,
Prime Minister.

WITH THE BRITISH ARMY.

THE IDLE CAVALRY.

An Indifferent Outlook.
As a great leader of cavalry, Sir John French

mast sometimes sigh for a return to old fashioned
warfare. For nearly a year the mounted forces
have been vainly chafing for an opportunity for
action. Officers and men, not excepting the Life
Guards, have at times been unhorsed and put

. into the trenches, and the horses have been eating
their heads off and fretting and perishing behind
the trenches. Nothing could be more dispiriting
to the cavalryman than to see the long lines of
animals, many of them our own good Walers,
standing idly in their camps. For them, the war
is an affair of heelropes. Perhaps the winter is
their easiest season, for then most of them are
found stables of sorts, but in the so- called sum
mer of Flanders and Northern France they suffer
severely from wet and cold.

It must be confessed that the outlook is not
bright for cavalry. The successive lines of
trenches, each one sufficient to hold up a cavalry
force for hours, even if the enemy were out of
the way, an.d the mazes of barbed wire, seem to
offer decisive obstacles to the rapidity of move-
ment which is the value of cavalry ; while the
employment of devilish maiming devices, such as
small triangles of iron spikes, which can be quickly
scattered broadcast over threatened areas, and
which have already been used by the Germans,
adds to the horseman's discomfiture.

But if the cavalry did nothing more during
the war, it would have amply justified its
champions in recent years. In the retreat from
Mons the British Army was, in a large measure,
saved from annihilation by the gallant rearguard
of men who day after day rode and fought as
cavalry never fought before, until their 'horses
often dropped from sheer exhaustion.- It was
after those terrible days that a competent army
authority placed the average life of the horse in
this war at less than three weeks, although the
cavalry charger seems to -day to be threatened
with nothing worse than death at a good old age
upon a foreign soil. Happily, our men discovered
in the first wild bout with the enemy that, al-
though many times outnumbered, they had the
Uhlans' measure. The German demonstrated in
those days that he is no horseman. On nearly
every occasion he refused man -to -man combat, and
galloped away in the hope of drawing our riders
under the guns of Von Hluck's vast on- rolling
army. Even when cornered he refused to come
at it knee to knee with sword or lance, in the old
English way, but would spring from the saddle
and seek to fight on foot. He used his horse
merely as á means of fast transport, and not as
an agent of shock. With his great superiority in
numbers and his excellent horses, it is quite pos-
sible that, had he charged in the mass, he might
have pierced and demolished our valiént screen,
and so altered the whole story of the war.

The Old Shock Tactics.
German and British views about the employ-

ment of cavalry differ entirely. Our military
teachers hold to the old theory that cavalry
should be trained and reserved for application to
a fight at the opportune moment, or not at all,
except, of course, in case of retreat and in the
ordinary way for scouting. The genius of a
cavalry leader is in choosing the right time to
hurl on his force, and in a few glorious seconds
to decide, perhaps, the flow of battle. So our
men were trained for shock tactics ;; they were in-
comparable fighters in the saddle; they exulted
in fierce offensive. .Up to the time of the South
African war, the soundness of this teaching had
never seriously been challenged. But the utter
failure of cavalry, as cavalry, against the elusive
Boer, and its conversion to useful mounted in-
fantry, threatened to make a clean sweep of all
our ideas upan this branch of the service. There
was at once a strong movement to change the
cavalry permanently to mounted infantry, and,
had it not been for force of sentiment, strongly
backed by social influence, which operated to keep
the old cavalry the elect of the British Army, the
reforming campaign might have succeeded. But
it failed, and England kept her cavalry, and
Londoners continued to look with pride upon her
petted Guards, and to dream of new triumphs
for the honoured Lancers. When the Expe-
ditionary Force came to France, men's thoughts
ran eagerly on thrilling battle charges, such as,
one fears, we shall never see again beyond the
walls of the picture galleries. The cavalry came_
into this war armed with the efficient short rifle,
in place of the discredited old carbine, and the
men proved themselves excellent shots, both from
the saddle and on foot, while later, in the
tr. enehes, especially at the first fierce battle of
Ypres, their shooting and fighting generally could
scarcely have been excelled by any infantry. But
on the way down from Mons it was at the old
hand -to -hand combat that they scored most
heavily. The wily Uhlan, sniffing danger, never
gave fight in large bodies, but there were hun-
dreds of scrimmages between small parties a
few worn hungry British riders, on jaded horses
in hiding off a. village street, or in a farmyard
by the road, the approach of Uhlans, a shout as
the spur went home and high -bred horses re-
sponded gamely, a scuffle, a break, and a gallop
with the fighting all on one side along the white
roads of France. And all the time our Army,
battered but still safe and full of an offensive
spirit, hurried south towards the Marne and
victory.

The German, Way.
The Germans in this. war followed the same

tactics with their cavalry as in 1870, and with
similar, but less successful, results. Immediately
war was declared, and possibly before, they began
to throw out innumerable Uhlan patrols, which
spread rapidly over Belgium and Northern
France. These mounted forces were never strong,
but they penetrated into every accessible corner.
So long as they met with no stout resistance, they
pushed on quickly, destroying enemy communica-
tions and feeding on the country as they tra-
velled. Behind them came. larger Uhlan forces,
increasing in strength as they extended back to
the main army of infantry and artillery. The
advanced scouts never willingly accepted a chal-
lenge to fight, but galloped back to their sup-
ports. If cornered, they smiled and surrendered,
the principle being that their army would draw
useful conclusions from their failure to return.
(Germany has grown more careful about her losses
in every way as the war has advanced.) In this
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way the Uhlan acted at once as a scout, and, of
much more importance, as a screen to the main
armies. Hundreds of thousands of these patrols
were upon French and Belgian soil a few days
after war was begun. In the campaign of 1870
the success of the scheme was complete, because
the Uhlan was Cale to cut off telegraphic com-
munication, and to shroud in mystery the move-
ments of their great and swiftly advancing armies.
In the present war their success was hampered by
the use of wireless and aeroplanes, and by the
heroic fighting of the Belgians. But still Sir
John French has told us, in his famous despatch
dealing with the retreat from Mons, that both he
and General Joffre were taken by surprise by the
enormous strength of the army of Von Kluck
when the British Expeditionary Force was first
engaged. The swarming Uhlan had managed
to screen the advancing host, and made possible
a position which nearly cost England her army.
Happily for us, the German horseman was merely
a cunning rover, and not a bold fighter. He
found us out, and prevented us from measuring
the forces behind him, but then he was content
to trail along in our dust as we headed down to
Paris.

Ideal Cavalry Country.
The trenches have put an end to all mobile

fighting on this front. Horses, ana bicycles, and
motor cycles are compulsorily out of action.
About the future it is difficult to speak, but, even
if fighting opens out again at times, as it must if
we are to reach Germany, we shall see less horse
work than wo could desire. Certainly these wide
cultivated plains of France offer excellent oppor-
tunity for cavalry operations. A Continental
visitor was invited a year or two ago to see some
cavalry work upon Salisbury Plains. " I take
this cavalry force to mean," he remarked, " that
you intend one day to make war upon the Con-
tinent." When it was protested that our army
was almost entirely defensive, he declared, " Well,
unless . you get the invader to be so good as to
come and fight upon this plain, I can't see what
use you will make of your cavalry." But here
in France, where the hedges and ditches are few,
and where you go for miles without meeting a
fence, the conditions for mounted operations are
ideal. Without the trenches all would be well.
As I write, the cavalrymen are watching im-
patiently the last stages of the French harvest,
for when the gleaners are finished they will be
able for a few weeks to enjoy some open work
in the fields. During several months they have
been restricted to the metal roads, where they
take their exercise in competition with flying
motor cars, and despatch riders, and trains 6f
innumerable great lorries, and all the rest of the
paraphernalia of modern war.

The cavalry camps are the only' gloomy spots
along the front. " If we could but get back to
the conditions of 200 years ago," lamented an
officer from India to me this week. " Over at

we have horses tied to. the same rings
which were used by Marlborough's men. The
horse was essential to victory in those days. The
army smelt of horses, now it stinks of petrol.
And we take off our spurs in these infernal days
and wade into the trenches."

No 6.
OF GALLIPOLI FAME.

AUSTRALIANS AS FIGHTERS.

British Army's Tribute.
When the Australians made good on the

beaches at Gallipoli and the story reached
London, it was said that, whether or not the

Turk and German were defeated, the men of the
Commonwealth could never be said to have fought
and died in vain. Their sacrifice and achieve-
ment upon that April morning would be for ever
the inspiration of the Australian people at home
and their glory abroad. The British people were
profoundly moved ; they shared in our pride and
our grief. Australia has within a few terrible,
but splendid, hours gained a new place in the
mind of England and the whole outside world.
Our little force of native born, schooled only in
peace and strangers to soldiering, had joined the
rare company of their race who followed Drake,
and Wolfe, and Nelson ; old fighting England
welcomed them as of Balaclava breed. oifter the
landing at Gallipoli, the Australian abroad was
vividly conscioes of a great citizenship.

You felt those things in England, but not until
you come here, amidst Britain's fighting manhood
at the front, do you appreciate fully what Aus-
tralia and every Australian has gained. In
France and Flanders the traditional practice has
been followed of making new troops accustomed to
the sight and sound of war before putting them
into the front line. The introduction to the
trenches has been gradual; the eager novice has
been, as far as possible, fathered and supported
by the trusty old regular before taking the
supreme responsibility.. In the whole war there
has been nothing so magnificently audacious as
was done with the Australians and the New Zea-
landers at Gallipoli. Men tell me here that in
the long story of war there is no parallel for
voluntarily intrusting a great decisive clean -out
job to a new raw force, as was done with the Aus-
tralians. " Hamilton must have liked the look
of them and been greatly impressed with their
officers," a General said the other day. " He
had the advantage of having seen the Australians
at home, and he evidently took the view that
fighting alone they would be on their mettle.
His faith was brilliantly justified."

Admiration of the British Army for their Aus-
tralian comrades was by no means lacking before
the Gallipoli landing, and it is now as generous
in its appreciation as the most ardent and sus-
ceptible Australian could desire. A Corps Com-
mander expressed the general view when he said,
" For troops to get ashore at all was a great
achievement, because the fighting since has shown
that the Turk on the defensive is as good under
German leadership as the German himself. And
if the job was possible., one might have ex-
pected our regulars to do it, which, as a matter
of fact, they did. But in the case of the Aus-
tralians it was a triumph of sheer natural fight-
ing qualities. The Australians had only been six
months away from their civilian operations, and
yet, although half of that time was spent at sea,
they did what could not have been done better by
any professional soldiers in the world. In fact,
I doubt, without in any way disparaging the
regular, if the professional would have gone as
far inland in that first grand rush as they did.
In a job like that every man must be more or less
his own leader, and that would suit the Colonial
temperament." Similar tribute is paid all along
the line. An officer who is a famous big -game
hunter, and who a few years ago was one of the
best bowlers in England, and often played against
our cricketers, said, " Good sportsmen are nearly
always liard fighters. At sport, the Australians
are the strongest fighters in the world. They are
harder to beat than any others; one could never
count on an Australian ` rot ' till the last' man
was out. In a pinch, the wicketkeeper was as
likely to make a score as the crack batsman."

Every soldier in France tries in his own way
to express that he is prouder still to be an English-
man because of what the Australians and New
Zealanders have done at Gallipoli.
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of the performance to hear an Australian officer
making a speech to British soldiers of many regi-
ments on active service. Colonel Moon in some
cheery words insisted upon the value of sports
and entertainments within the battle area.
" There were some people," he said, " who mis-
interpreted the British soldier's liking for every
kind of innocent amusement, but," he addea,
" I do not agree with them. The other day I
watched from a distance an attack being made
upon some enemy trenches. The cannonade was
intense and deafening, no doubt some of our men
were falling every minute, and yet, in a field close
by were a lot of British soldiers enjoying a game
of football. I heard the umpire's whistle and
the shouting of the barrackers between the crash-
ing of the artillery and the bursting of the shells.
There was the Britisher, whether born in England
or Australia, at his best, playing with all his
soul to -day, althoúgh he knew he would be in the
thick of the fight again to- morrow."

Since then I have spent some time with the
Supply Column. Its head-quarters are on the
outskirts of a village where Colonel Moon has a
comfortable billet, which earlier in the war was
occupied by a German Prince. The camp is ar-
ranged under two short lines of elms opening on
to a road at either end, and so is well sheltered
from enemy aircraft, and at the same time con
venient for work. The district contains a con-
siderable number of other British troops, hut the
Australians have succeeded in establishing an
atmosphere suggestive of an Australian colony.
Unfortunately, it has not been found practicable
to keep the men supplied with the distinctive
leather caps and light -grey khaki which made
them conspicuous among the soldier throngs of
London, and the men complain at being dressed
in precisely the same clothes as the troops of the
United Kingdom. " It makes us part of the
mob, and a very small part," they say. Those
who have still the outfits with which they started
from Australia are encouraged to preserve them
with a special care, and the Column is hopeful
that a sympathetic Minister in Melbourne might
send forward a supply of clothes and caps of the
original material. But, apart from clothes, the
men are in little danger of losing their Australian
entity. They are engaged in the transport of
supplies of a British Division, and so their organi-
zation is of considerable size and importance. The
lorries are plainly marked on the front with the
word " Australia," their camp flies the Austra-
lian flag, and in many other ways the men keep
before the British Army and the people of France
the fact that they come from a land more distant
than the British Islands.

Within, Sound of the Guns.
The men are in the best of health, and, very

happy in their work. Like the bulk of the soldiers
of the new armies, they fretted at being kept so
long in England. It seemed to them particu-
larly unfortunate that they should not only be
separated from their Australian comrades at Gal-
lipoli, but that they should then have to accept
months of idleness and gravel carting in the neigh-
bourhood of Salisbury Plains. Then they were
not, at first, pleased at having their Australian
lorries taken from them by the War Office, and
replaced by new vehicles o-f the latest standard
pattern. But now all that vexation is past they
are doing big work at last within sound of the
enemy guns ; they appreciate the wisdom of the
War Office in changing their lorries ; they have
become accustomed, after some fearful moments
upon landing in France, to driving to. the right,
or as they insist, upon " the wrong side of the
road " ; and, altogether, they are cheerful and
comfortable.

The Kookaburra.
One night this week I had an interesting meet-

ing with the Australian Supply Column in a
French village not far from the front line I had
chanced, with an English war correspondent, on
to a soldiers' concert in the open air. The little
stage was of rough planking set in canvas, and
was dimly lighted with electric globes covered
with paper. The performers; looked out on to a
shadowy khaki audience; the flash of a match
and the glow of cigarettes gave glimpses of a
thousand soldiers' faces, brown and young and
happy, and behind them the ald spire of a village
church showed dark against a starry sky.

At one side of the platform a score of village
children, eagerly enjoying themselves, pushed
closer and closer as the show advanced, and joined
with pretty precision in the singing of the
choruses. It mattered not to them that their
fathers were at the war, and that they did not
know the meaning of the words they sang.

Supporting them, a group of peasant women
faded into the darkness, some laughing heartily
at the stage play, and some with sad and dignified
faces which made no response at all. At the
other corner a subaltern, closely surrounded by
growing village girls, played spirited accompani-
ments on a piano standing on the grass., The pro-
gramme included songs and stories by soldiers
drawn from the old and the new armies; there
were Cockneys with light tenor voices, who six
months ago were singing the same songs in the
little drawing -rooms of Clapham and Cricklewood ;
a monologue by a young officer whom we remem-
bered playing in " Man and Superman " at the
Criterion ; and then an older. order of England's
traditional Tommies with verses written in France
to the tunes of the London Music Halls, and
patter with a little spice of a similar sort, one
does not doubt, as that which on this very soil
rejoiced the hearts of the soldiers of Caesar.

" The same old thing," complained the weary
London war correspondent, " I wonder why we
go on letting ourselves in for this kind of thing."

Soon afterwards came the- startling announce-
ment, " Australia's National Anthem." The
lights were switched off, and out of the darkness
we heard an astonishingly close and animated
imitation of a laughing jackass. My weary friend
pulled himself together, the children screamed and
clapped with delight, the crowd insisted on more
and more of it.

We liad happened on to the head- quarters of
the exceptional physique Australian Supply
Column, and Colonel Moon, the Commanding
Officer, was the chairman at the concert. The
performance lasted, as soldiers' concerts often do,
for nearly four hours; half the soldiers in France
seemed to have come that way with songs to sing
or tales to tell. Four or five of the Australians
aseisted, and were applauded, it was clear, for
reasons deeper than the merit of their perform-
ances.

During the evening, Colonel Moon told me how
well his men were working ; their keenness and
efficiency, he said, were beyond praise, and he
was delighted with their bearing generally. This
is no season for comparisons, but one must say
that these men at the concert were a conspicuously
fine little lot physically, and it was not surpris-
ing to hear that the opinion of the British Army
is that the men who have come to France were
specially chosen from a very large number of ap-
plicants. It was a strange experience at the end
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Like every unit of the modern army they are
hardworked ; their hours of driving and loading
are. long, and sometimes irregular ; the lorries
have to be kept in exhibition condition, and they
often have much to bear from the roads and
weather. Their task is to carry bread, and meat,
and biscuits, and hay, and oats, and coal, and
50 other products from railhead to the point be-
yond which motor transport is deemed dangerous,
and from where the burden is taken up by horses
and hand. The last stage of the motor journey
must, as a rule, be done by night, and this means
that the men load early in the day, travel part
of the way, and camp and go to bed at sundown.
The whole camp will often be asleep by dark.
The cooks are astir at 2 o'clock (" It is worse,"
they tell you, ` ` than following a threshing ma-
chine ") ; and the men are out half -an -hour later.
Breakfast is at 3 o'clock, and before then you
hear along the dark lines under the roadside trees
the busy sounding of the powerful engines.
Drivers are making sure that all is right for the
start at half -past 3 o'clock, when, at a signal
from an officer who leads in a motor car, a train
of 50 great lorries moves off with the precision of
marching infantry. They lumber on regardless
of the roads, keeping their distance almost to the
yard, unload, return to the railroad, and load
again. Round and round, day and night, with
a monotonous certainty that at any moment each
car will be in its place and running perfectly.

A day with the Australian Column gives you
a new and immeasurable respect for the motor
vehicle. You come to the hasty conclusion that it
is the softest and pleasantest of jobs to be a trans-
port driver. It might take some time to get used
to breakfast at 3 o'clock a.m., dinner at 9 o'clock,
and the evening meal in the early afternoon. But
the rations are of the best, with plenty of fresh
meat, and these transport fellows know nothing
of the horrors of sleeping in _wet trenches. There
is no better bed for a tired man than a hole amid
bales of hay, and one can find comfort even upon
boxes of biscuits. The lorry is always weather-
proof.

But the life is not as easy as it seems. The
driving, and loading, and unloading are only part
of the daily task. The lorries run well only be-
cause they are kept in flawless condition. At the
end of each day's run the men spend hours clean-
ing and testing. No matter what the weather,
each vehicle is cleaned in every part until it is
as spotless as a show buggy; bonnets come off and
disclose engines, gleaming as they do upon a crack
liner. Here you se.e the chauffeur at his best,
loving and caring for his engine as a stable -boy
does with a Cup favorite, never tired of polish-
ing and pampering. The Column has its work-

shops on motor lorries, and its store containing
all duplicates, and each day the chief mechanic
inspects parts of every lorry in detail. The work-
shops, which are, I understand, the product of
the Victorian Government Workshops at New-
port, are regarded with much favour by the
British Mechanical Transport authorities, and are
admitted to be ahead of those used by the Home
Army. The Australian scheme of using the
engine which drives the lorry for propelling the
appliances of the workshop . is followed by the
Germans, and its adoption by the British War
Office is not improbable. These Australian work-
shops are kept very busy, because it is part of
the duty of the Supply Column to keep in repair
the whole of the motor vehicles used by the Divi-
sion, including the staff cars and the despatch -
riders' motor cycles.

Want to Go into the Trenches.
The men are very keen upon their drill and

shooting, and upwards of a hundred of them re-
cently asked to be allowed to go for a week, or
as long as they could be spared, into the trenches.
For obvious reasons their request is not likely
to be entertained, but it shows their fighting
spirit. One day I saw a party which had just
returned from shooting practice. They had
walked 10 miles for it at the end of their day's
work on the lorries, and on the way back had
discovered a good patch of blackberries. Later,
in a very mucky dugout, a little group discussed
with the seriousness of housekeepers the chances
of making a fruit pie, and baking it in a camp
oven cleverly fashioned out of an oil drum. The
oven then contained a spluttering round of beef,
which was being roasted in something well inside
record time. " She's a bit fierce and fast," said
the Melbourne cook - chauffeur, " but all right if
closely watched." Every man is a student of
French" ` You should hear me trying to buy
tuppeny ha'penny eggs for tuppence up at the
farm." Already they can speak words which
bring smiles to the lips of the village girls.

They gets lots of pastime out of the simple
practices of the French and Belgians, and tell you
of such sights as a dog on a treadmill churning
butter. Most of them are confident strategists
with original schemes for the immediate and suc-
cessful termination of the war. One cheery chap
combines the job of postmaster and dentist to the
Column. Their part in the war may not be so
heroic as that of their fellows at Gallipoli, but, as
the first Australians to come as a unit to the old
battle area of Western Europe, they are making
a good name for exceptional mechanical efficiency,
high spirits, and good behaviour.
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