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T HE following are reports which have been
received from the Official Press Represen-

tative with the Australian troops, deseribing cer-

tain events which took place prior to the landing
of the troops on the Gallipoli Peninsula.

ANDREW FISHER,
Prime Minister.

On 25th March I wrote in my diary, “ Clearly
we are not going to start for some time; they are
encouraging officers to take a few days’ leave,
and New Zealanders are arranging excursions for
their men to Luxor.’ Of course, everybody knew
~—they had known for three weeks or more—that
an army was concentrating for aw attack upon
some part of the enemy’s territory in the Mediter-
ranpean. Some of our Australian troops had
moved out a month before in preparation for it.
Nobody knew for certain where they had gone;
and, although most people thought it was towards
the Dardanelles, several other places were sug-
gested.  The French papers told us that the
French expedition had concentrated in the north
of Africa; an Egyptian paper said that the
¥rench had sailed; and yet on 30th March it
was announced that the ¥rench were landing in
Alexandria. I went.down there at once—the day
after Sir Jan Hamilton reviewed our troops—and
saw that it was true. ¥rench troops were pouring
into the place. They werc not making one big
camp such as we had at Mena; they were filling
up every vacant square, each empty building lot,
in and around the city. '

French troops seemed to be pouring into Alex-
andria much as water fills in all the holes and
hollows of an irrigation paddock. They were in
every sort of uniform—ecavalry in light-blue
tunics and red trousers, artillery in dark-blue;
some infantry in the new grey umiform, others
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in blue coats with red trousers. It was impossible
to say how many ¥rench troops were there. The
only way to find out in these days is to go and
see for yourself. But the one obvious fact was
that, instead of troops being put into transports
to leave Egypt, they were being taken out of
transports and landed there. It was on the last
day of March that I returned from Alexandria,
and it looked then—many others thought so, too—
as if we had to settle down to divisional exercises
in the desert at Mena for another month or six
weeks at the least. A number of officers and men
obtained leave to go to Luxor for the week-end.

The next day, 1st April, the first Australian
Division went out on an exercise in the desert
behind Mena. As there was no prospect of a
start in the near future, the only course was to
take the division out on manceuvres again and
again during the following month, in order to
keep it up to scrateh. On this day the brigades
did particularly well; the attack, which reached
its Jast stage about midday, was as preity as any
one would wish to see. The First Brigade was
held np at the foot of » long desert ridge, and
the advance of the Second Brigade across the bare
side of this ridge to help it—platoon after platoon
moving up in close formation wnder cover, and
then extending and sweeping across the hill-side
like so many long thin wavetops-—was something
like perfection. The Army Corps Staff, which
was umpiring that day, paid a high compliment
to the brigades. After a most satisfactory day’s
work, the two Brigadiers and many others ob-
tained leave to take a holiday for the week-end.

Tt was that very evening, when our exodus
from Egypt scemed further off than ever, that an
officer of the Army Corps Staff came out to Mena
camp and dined at head-quarters. At a quarter
to 8 o’clock all leave was stopped. At 8 o’clock
officers and men, who were in the aet of leaving
by the Luxor express, were hurriedly taken out
of the train. A little later one of the Brigadiers
came up the drive to Mena House, the Divisional
Head-quarters; he was smiling broadly.  His
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holiday was gone. Within a week from that time
Mena Camp—the great permanent camp which
we had come to Iook upon as a settled city below
the pyramids—had ceased to exist. Day after
day whole districts of it, entire suburbs, had fiat-
tened themselves at one stroke, just as you might
mow down part of a wheat paddock. In the end
all that was left was a comparatively small por-
tion of a newly-arrived force and a few disconso-
late units of the old force, very fearful of being
left behind. There was no ceremony of any sort
about that departure; the troops almost all moved
out by night, one brigade this night, another the
next, then part of the artillery, and so on for a
week. Each battalion occupied two trains; and
80 each would move off in two parts, half early
in the evening, and half late at night.  The others
were far too busy with their own preparations to
give them any sort of a send-off.

The following is the sort of scene amidst which
the Australian Force in ¥gypt finally left for the
front. It was one of the battalions of the First
Brigade, a New South Wales regiment. Like
every other battalion, it was to entrain in two
batebes, or, as they say in military parlance, two
echelons.  The first would leave camp at 7.30
p-m., and entrain at 11.20 p.m.; the second would
leave camp at 11 p.m., and entrain at 3.30 in
the morning. It was sbout 6.30; night had
fallen, when I went down their lines. The tents
of the whole brigade to which they belonged were
dewn.  Where for over four months there had
stood g thickly-populated ecanvas city, all that now
existed was a big vacant square of trampled sand
in the centre of the camp. The dark forms of
men were hurrying backwards and forwards
across it upon their separate business, like ants
from a disturbed uwest. In one cornmer were ten
or twelve standing in their full kit, with their
black kit-bags containing all their worldly belong-
ings piled behind them. They were umaccount-
ably dismal—the only dismal participants in all
that briskness. Some were sitting on their kit
bags, elbows on knees, chin on hands, staring
dismally into the sand. Away to the left, near
the camp road, a luge bonfire was burning, into
which men were pitching the rubbish of the camp.
The distant light of it flickered faintly on the
faces of this particular group of men; they
showed up, faded, showed up again, and then
flickered for a while into darkness. Before them
stood the tall, straight, figure of the regimental
medical officer with his broad shoulders and
straight back and wide-brimmed helmet. Ife had
a difficult job. All day long he had been examin-
ing wen; he had examined about 1,000, and these
were the result—the ten or twelve to whom that
inspection had narrowed itself down. He had to
tell them that they would be unable 10 go with
the battalion to the fromt, and they would be
grievously, bitterly, disappointed. “ Poor chaps,”

he said, “there are a couple there that I'm

doubtful about even now. I'm rather inclined to
let them go, and chance it; they might pull
through, and they are awfully set on going. If
only we get a few good days’ rest on the hoat,
I almost think we might risk it. There are two
fellows worse than any of these; they ought to
be here, but.l can’t find them; they have been
dodging me all day. T know jolly well they are
trying to keep away until we have started, because
they think that once they start with us they will
be allowed to come on. Of course, it won’t work ;
but it just shows you what a willing lot they
are.” As a matter of fact, 100 men got out of
hospital that day, and 100 more tried to. What
the doctor eventually did with his dozen invalids
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I do not know. The officers’ dimmer bugle had
gone half-an-hour or more before that disconso-
late squad was marched off in eharge of an im-
passive non-commissioned officer, whose chief
duty was to see that none of them escaped.

The regimental band, which bad worked up
to a very tolerable perfection during the long
stay at Mena, had played its last two or three
short pieces in the dark outside the officers’ mess.
The brass instruments were not to be taken with
them ; they had (o be left behind with other un-
profitable baggage at the base. So the band stood
and played there outside the black square bulk
and skinny, ragged scaffolding poles of the offi-
cors’ mess-tent, just where it had played when
General Birdwood and the General commanding
the division had been dining there with the offi-
ecers of the battalion on a certain memorable even-
ing two months before. They played '“ The Roast
Beef of Old England ”’ and a favorite selection
and “ God save the King,” and then broke up in
the dark. It was a very good band. I doubt if
many of those who heard it then realized that
this was its “swan-song.” The officers’ mess was
a little more crowded than wsual. A hanging
lamp of the ancient street corner pattern lit up
a line of faces crowded along the narrow mess
table under the old flowery red, white, and blue
patterned Arab tent. DPunetuality is usually the
rigid etiquette of the mess, but on this night offi-
cers dropped in all through the dinner hour, just
as their work allowed them.

Immediately after dinner the first half of the
battalion formed up and moved off in the dark.
The commander of one of the companies in the
other half—a company commander is an import-
ant man in these days——was ill, probably with
ptomaine poisoning. He was there with his kit
ready to ride in, but the medical officer insisted
on his going into Cairo by motor ear. The second
lLalf was not to move off until the evening, and so
the doctor strolled over the hill at the baek of the
camp to Meuna House, the great hotel now turned
into a hospital, in order to see if he could get
some medicine for the sick men, and I went with
him. We climbed the heavy sand slope, and at
the shoulder of the hill looked back. In the rear
of the lines of this neatest of all possible camps
cach unit had built itself an incinerator—a low
mud-walled pen 3 or 4 yards in diameter, imto
which each unit threw its rubbish every day and
burnt there as much of it as the natives did not
contrive to smeak away with. Tlis day, secing
that a great portion of the camp was being re-
moved, they built up other bonfires everywhere,
in each corner of the great empty squares where
the lines of this or that unit had been, for burning
the rubbish which litters every camping ground
when the tents have been removed. It is a point
of hoaour and a standing order throughout every
campaign that each unit, where possible, leaves
its camping ground as clean as it found it—partly
in_order to insure that no kit or stores shall e
left behind amongst the rubbish, partly to leave
the place healthy for other regiments which camp
there afterwards, and partly in order to destroy
all traces by which the enemy or his spies when
they come upon the spot later may judge how
imany men, and what regiments, have been en-
camped there.

It is sometimes very difficult to insure that you
leave a camp clean, especially when you start at
night. At the last moment people will discover
unconsidered details suck as spare wheels for the
transport waggons or a bundle of entrenching
tools, which somebody has unloaded temporarily
and forgotten in the dark to pack again. I be-
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lieve that in South Africa officers whose column
had started from camp at night, and who had
been under the impression that they had left
cverything a model of neatness, were horrified on
returning later to find the ground a perfect rub-
bish heap for all sorts of property, valuable and
otherwise. And so at Mena this night a dozen
bonfires had heen made ‘over the space where the
tents of this brigade had stoed; everywhere men
had been picking up old newspapers, broken card-
board boxes, rolls of frayed grass matting with
which nearly every tent had been carpeted, and
earrying it in armfuls to the fires. From where
we stood on the hill you could see them blazing
all over the eamp below. The place looked like a
busy manufacturing city with glowing, smoking
slag heaps and the brilliant glow of open fur-
vaces, and the long wooden messrooms’ square
windows brilliant like those of factory huildings
with incandeseent light. Around one of the fires
we could sce gathered a ring of erowded figures;
they were filling in the time with a coneert, their
old colonel, m the truest sense the father of his
regiment, in the chair, a man who has the trust
and the affection of his men to a degree to which
few leaders in this world manage to attain; there
they were gathered in the fitful light. The small
sergeant of the medieal seetion, a little Canadian
chiropodist who left his business in Sydney to
become one of the best-loved personalities in a
unit of 1,000 men, seemed to be leading the pro-
ceedings. QOccasionally an explosion like that of
a cracker would come from one or other of the
fires. Ammunition was supposed to be returned
after every field exercise, but a few blank cart-
vidges here or there always escaped, and their
possessors amused themselves by pitching them
into the bonfires as they passed. All through the
evening these things were popping off at intervals.
Half-a-dozen units were Just as busy as the one
we had left, or packing off their kit; here a com-
pany of engineers, there a field ambulance. An
official of the Ordnance was going round inspect-
ing and formally taking charge of aill the furni-
ture and gear which to-morrow morning one
would find deserted on the vacant ground-—chairs,
tables, tents, not to mention the wooden mess-
rooms, which are the property of the Egyptian
Government.

The black kit-bags, in which the men carry
most of their duplicate clothing, were piled in
long black stacks along the tram-line ready to be
taken to the base. An endless procession of tram
cars waited down the entrance street of the camp,
just as the tram cars pile up of an evening in
George-street, Sydney. At intervals during each
of these days a string of ears would move, loaded
to the roof with kit-bags. All the soldier takes

with him are his blankets, waterproof sheet, and

such clothing as spare socks, shirt, boots, bala-
clava towel, razor, which he rolls up imside the
blankets or erams into the pockets of his over-
coat; his overcoat he carries with him; his
blankets come up, if possible, every night with the
first line baggage; the black kit-bag is left at the
base to come on, perhaps, during any long rest
when the operations halt for a month or so.
Many a night the only kit that a soldier or an
officer will have with him will be his overcoat
and whatever its pockets contain.

We stood for a few minutes watching the rest-
less plumes of smoke outlined in the fire-glow,
the other pin-point lights of the camp punciunat-
ing the whole valley. The sound of all the move-
ment of the camp seemed to fill the valley to the
brim ; from one part or another of it all through
the evening some unit would be marching off up
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the eamp road and on to the long causeway that
runs to Caire. There was no demonstration nor
any thought of one. You did not even know, un-
less you went up and looked at the coloured
patches on their arms, or at their badges, which
particular units they were.

The doctor got his medicine at the hospital;
they made it up for him, being only too glad to
do so. Sizx medicos were discussing the war and
its prospects when we opened the door of that
comforiable hotel sitting-room and looked in omn
them. “Thirty per cent. casualties on the day
they land,” said the major from his armchair.
“ More like 30 per cent. before they land,” inter-
rupted the colonel.  The major was a leading
Collins-street man, the eolonel 2 well-known figure
in Macquarie-sireet. “ You sce, we are ready for
you, Jones,” he remarked as the regimental sur-
geon’s form appeared in the open door. They
broke upthat cheerful party at once, in order
to make up the required concoction; a colonel
came down with the key of the dispensary and
told the departing surgeon to take anything he
liked out of the little details on the shelves. To
see the poor hungry regimental medico intro-
duced to that well-stoecked dispensary was like
seeing a poor man suddenly turned loose in the
treasury of the Bank of England; all sorts of
precious drugs which the regimental man had not
scen for months, and searcely hoped to see again,
stared down on him from those shelves. The
colonel encouraged him to take every tit-bit he
wanted, even if it led him on to take more, which
in natural diffidence he hesitated to do. “ There
you are-—sodisal, that any use to you—and these
injections; about twenty tubes heve. No, take
the lot, there are more where they came from.”
The regimental medico fairly blushed with joy
as he stuffed pill box after pill box into his
pockets, uniil they bulged like a schoolboy’s with
apples, and the shape of a brand new tunic was
irremediably ruined. All the while the old colo-
nel stood by grinning. “ Well, sir, I'll want them
before you do,” said the regimental man, apolo-
getieally.

When we got back to the lines, the battalion
was ready drawn up. You could see the dark
mass of men over the other side of the empty
space where the tenth had been. From the night
came g sharp command, “‘A°’ battalion will
move to the right in fours, ¢ C’ company leading.”
Then, a different voice, “*C’ company, form
fours, right!”  Presently you could see some
movement of men on the right of the mass. It
seemed to he melting out along the camp road.
I caught sight for a moment of the tall form of
some officer on his horse, whom the glow -of the
five showed up for a second or two giving an
order to some passing men. Then they got out
of range of the five light. That was all. They
would have four hours’ march hefore dawn down
the asphalt road under the lebbakh trees, and
then over the Nile ridges and through the empty
streets of Cairo. There would be a railway plat-
form at the end of it—just a gravel bank lately
made, open to the moon and stars. They would
camp in the big station yard opposite to it with
their rifles piled. Then a train moves out, an-
other {rain moves in, Men are told off into car-
riages, and another train departs. That is how
the Australians, and, with the setting somewhat
altered, the New Zealanders, moved out of Cairo
to the front.
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Some of ‘the Australian troops in Egypt are
on the move. That is about the only thing that
is certain. Nobody knows where they are going,
or who is going, or when they are going. All
that any -one koows is that since the last mail
left part of one of our divisions has gone. It dis-
appeared in a day. In the morning the tents
were all there as they had been for a month; in
the evening part of the great town which had ex-
isted in the desert for two. months lad disap-
peared. What was last night one suburb of a
busy city is to-night part of the ancient desert,
the same desert that has existed there since the
days of Pharoah. A few remarkable lomely-
looking wooden mess huts and dark strips of sand
where the horse limes were is all that remains to
show that this suburb of the big camp had ever
existed. The move was carried out very quickly;
rumours of it began to spread the day after the
last mail left. One portion of the camp had been
out on a rather heavy field day, though it was
really a little one compared to some of the -ex-
ceedingly heavy work which these troops had
been undertaking of late in the desert. It had
just returned to its lines half covered with the
dust of the desert tracks, when from that corner
of the camp there were heard gusts of continuous
cheering. Later on cheers came from other parts
of the camp also; one was waked by the cheers
of others early mext morning as the news gradu-
ally leaked from one mess hut to another. Part
" of the camp was to move. It was not generally
known exactly how much until the morning of the
day on which they actually left camp. The whole
of this section of the camp left on the one day.
The baggage went at intervals throughout the
morning ; heavy baggage waggons were moving off
in batches all through the day. Towards evexn-
ing. tram after tram, each of three cars, come
out of Cairo to the camp to move some of the
piles of black kit-bags that had been dumped by
native lorries on the sand by the side of the tram
lines into the camp. Just before nightfall the
first of the troops moved out. - ‘‘Take a long
look at the pvramids, boys,” cried a lanky Aus-
tralian as the column swung for the last time out
of the old camp road—it seemed very, very old,
although it was stil] unfinished, and only half
rolled when the Bth Battalion first turned into it
in the small hours of a moonlight morning ust
under three months ago. The column swung
round past the hookstall, and the tobacconist, and
the tram terminus, and away down the longz.
straight avenue of lebbakhs where the taxies and
big motor cars. and little cabs, and donkeys, and
camels were waiting as usual in an endless row to
take the men on leave into Cairo. Half-an-hour
later the clectric signs of the big picture shows
hegan to glitter out high over the tent rows in
the camv exsctly as over a big city. Ten miles
away in Cairo drivers in khaki were wheeling
great loaded four-borse drays up to a crowded
railway platform under an arc lamp, which was
makine one long struggle against an aponlectic
fit. But the life went on practically as if no-
thing had ever happened. *‘Where are they
going?”’ From that moment to this evervbody
has heen ceaselessly occupied in guessing where
thev were going.

The troovs whe are coming along the line of

communications, which for us is the sea, are a

matter for the Australian Base—quite a separate
organization. which has now heen established with
its own staff to busy itself about such affairs.
The divisions are free of that jcb—they are simply
divisions which form part of anv army corvs,
which jtself forms mart of an srmy. Practically
the sole business of the staffs of those divisions
since #heir arrival in Egvot has been to fit their
respective divisions' to take their places in that
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army. They have been ‘occupied in day attacks
and night attacks, training the artillery to pick
ap the range quickly from concealed positions,
training the signallers to carry messages without
mistake to the people they have to be distributed
to. The Australasian divisions have been trained
by Australasian staffs practically without assist-
ance. Somebody higher up in the hierarchy
might be bothering himself witl. the big questions
of strategy and policy; the business of the divi-
sional staffs’ was training, and they have done .t
exceedingly well. So when it comes to a move
the whole business of the divisional stafl is to get
its division iuto a train ready to go somewhere,
stay there, and possibly fight when it gets there;
but it is ne affair of the divisional stafi--of mosi
of its members, at any rate—to know where that
place is. It might just as well be named ,
indeed, in the British schemes for mobilization it
generally is.

If there are reasons for the staff officers to be
silent there are reasons for the war corve-
spondents, and it is quite possible that my letters
and cables during some periods in the next few
months may have to deal with safe subjects quite
apart from news. There are certain periods in 2
war when the publication of news could become
so obviously risky that it is best suppressed alto-
gether. The historic example by which this lesson
is usually impressed at the British Staff Colleges is
that related by Colonel Sir 8. M. Hozier, as being
true to lhis own personal knowledge. In that
case it was a Government authority who com-
mitted the fatal slip in 1866, on the morning of
the great battle of Konniggratz, which smashed
the Austrian leadership of the German States,
and established that of the Prussians. The Prus-
sian and an Austrian Army were facing one an-
other across the River Bistritz, and a second
Prussian Army, under the then Crown Prince,
was coming up, unsuspected by the Austrians,
The first Prussian Army was to hold the Austrians
there until the second Prussian Army had arrived,
but the leader of the first Prussian Army was in
great difficulty as to his plan for doing so, be-
cause in spite of all the efforts of his scouts he
could not find out the strength of the force op-
posed to him. Right up to the actual morning of
the battle he had been unable to discover whether
the whole of the enemy’s army was facing him.
At 10 a.m. a telegram reached him; it came from
London, and said that on that same morning
there had appeared in a Vienna newspaper an
official comunication to the effect that the whole
Austrian Army was now concentrated under
Marshal Benedik on the River Bistritz. This gave
the Prussian commander a free hand; he knew
now that he need comsider no other army except
that in front of him; he, therefore attacked with
his whole force. A paragraph published before
breakfa,st.. wired to a neutral country, and wired
back again to the other side, had before nightfall
cost the Austrian Empire its leadership. No one
wishes any plans that the British Government may
make to miscarry in that manner. In these letters
it is obvious that the most interesting things must
often be the things it would not be wise to write;
not that they would necessarily assist an enemy,
but the chance that a single sow, or brother, or
father from the many anxious homes in Australia
should be imperilled, if by any possibility a care-
less word did assist the enemy, is not one which
anv man would care to take.

Tt was early morning. The transvort. a big
trans-Atlantic cattle-boat, was steaming swiftly up
into a bight in the land. On either side of us
steep oreen hills 400 or 500 feet high sloved sheer
into the water. The water was verv blue. Far
ahead of us. under ome of the hills, we could
make out some grey masts with bunehy objects
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half way up them; clearly they were the masts of
warships. As we approached, the grey hulls be-
came visible. You could see them ciearly through
a telescope, and there was one upon which the
telescope almost immediately brought itself to a
halt;; not that she was larger than the rest, but
what you did notice about her was two pairs of
big guns, one pair jusb above the other. They
stared at you as straight and blunt as so maay
binoculars. One could see no big guns on the
broadside of that ship; there was a row of smaller
guns down each side, but nothing in the way of
a turret-gun. FPresently we opened up the two
other turrets—two pairs of guns staring out over
the stern just as the other four stared over the
bows; only eight big guns in all. By the number
and shape of those guns we knew that it could
only be one ship that we were looking at, the ship
of which the world is talking, the Queen Elia
heth. It was not the size of the Queen Elizabeth,
wor the size of her guns, that impressed one. Un-
less you have the much smaller and older war-
ships just beside her, the size of a big modern
warship is difficult to judge; it does not compare
with that of a big merchant ship any way; her big
guns struck one as short, almost stumpy, and
gave her a snubnosed, bulldog lock, the look of
2 man who presents a shot gun or one of those
ancient and formidable pistols of four barrels.
What struck one about her was her exceptional
neatness. Older ships were there with bunches of
apperworks, all sorts of tophamper, ventilating
cowls, nests of boats, booms and bridges; but this
great modern ship, with all her mighty engines
and armament, is the neatest and most compact of
the lot. Two big funnels, two rather stumpy
masts, eight big guns—for the rest you could
cketch in the clean line of her deck with a single
sweeping penstroke. Her business is {0 carry
around her eight big guns, and hold them at the
enemy’s head, and she does it as simply and with
as little fuss as a flatiron gunboat. I saw her
afterwards, when she was maneuvering. They
turned the huge hull clean round on its course as
quickly as you would turn a little tug boat; in-
deed, the speed with which these bhig modern
warships turn is one of the points which I have
heard officers in the merchant service frankly give
te the Navy. :

1t was in every sort and kind of steamer that
the Australians, New Zealanders, and others le’t
Alexandria. There were some old friends from
the original convoy in which the Force sailed in
October ; tliere were well-known steamers from the
Atlantic—none of the most famous trans-Atlantic
liners, but steamers with whose names the~ mress
cables ab one time or another have made us fami-
Jiar; there were several which had been trooping
to India; steamers from the Indiar Ocean, bg
German prizes with bhe ships’ notices still posted
in German around the alleyways, and where the
doctors had o fossick in the hospital amongst
drugs that still bore their German Jabels; there
were many French ships, old friends of the Meg-
sageries Maritimes, and fine modern liners; there
were two or three hospital ships at least. It
was the second week in April that most™of us
~sailed ; and now, a few days later, we were steam-
ing in under the land again. There were mno
troes on those hills, only green grass mouiting here
and there into patches of brown heath; the ridges
and folds of the hills sloped as cleanly as a horse’s
back and thigh; but if one had tried one could
not have described the landscape as ‘' bare land.”’
One noticed that other people—naval officers and
peopla who had come straight out from the Old
Country—used that term, but not one of the Aus-
tralians and New Zealanders who are here will
ever bring themselves to speak in that disrespect-
ful way of any country that has green grass upon
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it—they have seen Egypt. I suppose it really 18
rather a bleak place, but it is a sort of Paradise
after Mena or Heliopolis. A certain part of the
Australian Force had gone ahead of the rest, and
had been encamped there already for some weeks.
Water was very short, and there was a question
of how long they would be able to remain there.
Whilst they were there a very senior officer visited
the place. ‘I saw your fellows,” he told me
alterwards. ‘¢ They were camped on a very bare
hillside, a bleak sort of place, but they seemed
quite satisfied. The next thing they were afraid
of was being sent to Mena.”

It was extraordinary during those days how few
people know what troops were moving, and where
each lot was. - Of course, all Cairo saw that the
Australians, and after them the New Zealanders,
were going off, but Alexandria did not. In a
hotel which was being temporarily used as head-
quarters of various departments, I met two
senior officers on a British Staff. They were sur-
prised to see any Australians at all in Alexandria.
They and many others had no idea that they wera
moving. After all, we can hardly be surprised
at this, because very few officers of the Austra-
lian division knew whether the New Zealanders
and Australian division were movine; indeed. the
preat majority did not know what part of their
own division had moved. I heard several anxious
inquiries after other units which really were
safely embarked in transports within a few hun-
dred yards of the inquirer; as a matter of fact,
all that most people in Alexandria knew, from the
Greek pastrycook to the officer on the divisional
or even Army Corps Staff, was that bodies of
troops, guns, and waggons passed through the
streets and disappeared. They were troops that
were moving in; but beyond this, nobody knew
anything for certain. Some one had noticed the
badge of one famous British regiment; some one
els> had seen a baggage waggon belonging to an-
other regiment equally famous. In spite of these
precautions the Turkish information seemed to be
{airly good. I am told that some time aiter the
frst instalment of Australians crossed the sea. one
of their internreters read to some of the officers a
Turkish communique giving details of the Force.
This Mgean Sea is a narrow place—it is only a
tew hours from the Dardanelles to Bulgaria, and
not much more to Greece. It is clearly next to
impossible to prevent news from leaking out whes
there are half-a-dozen mountainous islands within
50 miles of the Dardanelles, from any one of
wiich you can see some part both of Greece and
Turkey.

The voyage itself was very different from the
comfortable journey from Australia. TFor this
short run the Army had to put up with such room
on board ship as it could get. Two thousand men
had to go on a ship that could not comfortably
hold 1,500. There were no hammocks, the meu
slept on deck as well as they could. Fresh water
was precious; in some ships it was only allowed
for drinking—washing had to be done in salt
water. On at least one large transport meat could
only be distributed once in two days, and cheese
and jam also; but the troops were invineibly
cheerful about everything. In the first place, they
had got away from the desert; one scarcely real-
ized what a part of our lives Egypt had become
until one handled English money again. ** What's
this thing here, mate,” you would hear a man
exclaim as he came away froma the shin’s canteen
locking down at a 2s. piece in the palm of his
fiand. It mav seem an axapgeration, but it is a
fact that manv Australians were not sure of that
9s. piece until they had taken it up and locked it
carefully all over. The Eeovotian 2s. niece is very
much larger; and the British florin lcoked 2bsurdly
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small; the difficulty was to persuade oneself
it was not Is. Many haif-crowns were handed in
at the canteen by mistake. It was a great relief
to get away from the sand. Mena Camp was
really a very good camp—almost a model camp
as camps go. There was not a single case of
typhoid during all these months in Egypt, which
says something for its sanitation, and also for the
anti-typhoid inoculation. There were seven cases
of small-pox ; two of the vietims who had not been
vaccinated died within 2 couple of days. The
authorities at once vaccinated every man of whose
previous vaccination there was any doubt, and
the disease was immediately stamped out, But
no Australian or New Zealander wants to lTook on
sand again; that was one of the reasons why the
troops were so cheerful. But the main reason of
all under which they are accepting any hardships
as the trifles they really are was, ‘‘ We are going
to do the job we enlisted for.’’

The second day of this short voyage hap~ened
to be a Bunday. The shin which carried this
head-ouarters carried also an infantry regiment
from Sydney. At church parade the chaplain and
stafl stood along the edge of the promenade deck
and the pavilion in the well deck below: the sun-
light bathed the upturned faces and the khaki
shoulders. the shiny orange mast and the donkey-
engine. It streamed down upon the poop and the
satin sea. Away on the horizon astern there
floated the mountain top of one of the isles of
Greece. The chaplain gave a short sermon. ‘1
know that you are facing this work in the right
spirit. There have been a lot of small discom-
forts aboard this ship, but when T asked many
men about them they always said, ¢ Oh, we don't
mind that, sir—we're going to do the job we en-
listed for.” Now I want to give you something
to help you on that job, and the first thing T can
give you is. Helo one another. When one of vour
mates is sent off on some duty, see that his kit is
all there when he returns; see that food is ready
for him when he comes back.” When the chap-
lain had finished. General Birdwood stepned to the
rail. The Commander of our army corps does not
often speak in public: he has made it a rule to
avoid doing so as much as he can. This was the
first time T had heard him address the men.
““Boys,”” he said, ‘‘ this may be the last occasion
on which I shall have the opportunite of speaking
to so many of you. I wrote the other day to your
High Commissioner and to Lord Kitchener, and
told them that I had perfect confidence in your
ability to fieht. I feel absolutely. confident that
you will carrv this thing through to success; but
there are a few things that I can say that may
be of help to you. We have been given a very
big task; we are to land at the Dardanelles.
There will be not only Turks ovwnosing wus, but
Germans, who will have done everything with
the'r accustomed thoroughness—with barbed wire,
aeroplanes, and trenches,’”” and then followed a
few words of straight, simple advice which it is
{00 early vet to record.

I am sitting on the top of a high hill on one
of the islands of the Agean Sea. Around me
is’a bunch of low granite rocks which outcrop
- on the crest. Half-a-dozen yards away a sheep is
grazing, leg-roped to a small wooden peg with a
piece of string long erough to allow him a fair-
sized circle of rich green herbage and daisies. Far
below me, amongst the little wheat patches, is a
wandering Turk—or at least a man in the cos-
tume of Sinbad the Sailor, . with his calves. stuck
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through a sack that hangs very like the hindmost
folds of an clephant’s skin; he may be a Greek
for all T know. Perhaps he is the owver of the
sheep. Beyond the Turk is a patchwork of fields.
Beyond the fields is the even eurve of a bz}y, a
perfect cirele of sand, and of breakers as thin as
a white thread. Beyond that is the deep blue of
the sea, reaching away and away, until it melts
into the sky; and just where the sea meets the
sky, ever so faint and pearly on the horizon, is
the grey form of 2 distant mountain top. If
you look hard you can see other~mountain tops
reaching away to the right and the left of it.
There is not a sign of anything steaming in the
sea. A few miles out to the north is the white
sail of a single white fishing boat; with that ex-
ception the old silky mountain sheep constantly
feeding, a scabird making a slow volplane, and
the little red bells of some wild flowers nodding
in a gentle breeze, are the only things moving
in the whole fresh, sunny landscape.  On the
rock before me is a telescope. Looking through
it, one can perceive a great deal more clearly the
grey line of the lIand on the far horizon; and on
this side of it, just over the edge of the sea, one
can make out tall masts. There is a dark plat-
form half-way up cach of them. Some way to
the right is a similar pair. The distance is very

-great, and their lines are gquivering in the mirage;

but there is no mistaking them. They are the
masts of the warships keeping waich off the Dar-
danelles, Not very far away, down on the sea
behind me, a vast fleet of steamers is waiting; I
can count nearly 100 of them. I do not know
who is in all of them—very few people do; but
I know, and so does everybody aboard them, that
within a few hours, or, at the outside, a few days,
we and all the men in those transports will be
flung upon that distant coast-line in one of the
most tremendous adventures of modern times. A
tremendous venture, for those distant grey hills
are the shores of the Dardanelles. The grey
coast-line which T ean sce in the round field of
the telescope is the site of the first great adven-
ture in Western bistory, as well as of the latest
adventure. Of course, I cannot pick them out,
but somewhere on the grey field of that telescope
are the ruins of Troy. I can see quite clearly
the sun shining on the nearer shore of the island
of Tenedos. In the dawn of history a great
flotilla gathered just beneath these shores. There
is a 14-m. gun within a few miles of that ancient
heap of ruins now; there are howitzers hidden
in the folds of the hills. Within range of where
we Australians have 1o land there are known to
be forty or fifty field guns in half-a-dozen bat-
teries on the hills. Onr aeroplanes have been
over the place, and most of the officers have been
closc along the coast in one of the warships which
are constantly moving around it. There is onc
of these parties moving along the coast to-day,
but too far away to see through my telescope. We
could hear quite clearly the boom of a big gun
é\'hich fired four shots at a similar party yester-
ay.

We have beén practising in the hoats, for the
Australians and New Zealanders have been chosen,
together with the best English troops that could be
collected—the very cream of the regular regiments
that remain—and, with the support of a fine force
of French troops, to carry out the most interest-
ing operation in the war. There s no instance in
modern history of an army lunding under such
conditions as this. The nearest thing to it was
the attack wpon Port Arthur by the Japanese.
It is a tremendous task, and it is a vast compli-
ment to the Ausiralian troops that they have been
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chosen for it. General Birdwood lately wrote io
Lord Kitchener, telling him that the Force was
fit for any fighting that could be allotted to it.
The men perfectly well knew what risks there
were—they have practised landing in boats, and
its dangers are obvious; but a remark I have
heard several times is: “ This is the job we en-
listed for,” They are eager to get to work.

At 10.45 p.m. on the same evening, I am back
on the ship. It is strange living within a few
hours of an adventure like this, withoui the least
idea of where you or any other member of the
Forece will be within a few hours of the start of
it. Qutside in this clear Eastern night the lights
are glowing through the eabin windows of 100
ships. They lic all round us, the little eye of a
signal light winking from almost every one of
them. Red and green lights ave constantly swim-
ming by on small naval steam-boats, and setting
all the reflections daneing. The scene is as like a
Venetian Carnival in Mosman’s Bay as anything
I have seen. On every ship now, in the bril-
liantly-lighted salcon, officers will be very busy
with maps working out every detail that fore-
thought can suggest. The maps were issued four
days ago, and many officers have spent a great
part of their time poring over them, colouring
the higher contours with one colour, and the flais
with another, so as to get a clear picture of the
shape of the hills. The men have been practised
at getting over the sides and down rope ladders
in their heavy kit. A good part of them have
been in boats half the day, mostly with a naval
man in charge of them. There are all sorts of
arrangemeats for plugging the boats if they are
hit, and the men have their shoulder straps un-
fastened and their belts undone, so that they can
get rid of their kit immediately if the boat sinks.
There is one huge factor on our side, and that is
the Navy. Iivery one knows that the Fleet will
back us up for all it is worth.

This is how the Australian Imperial Force
and its companion, the New Zealand Xx-
peditionary ¥orce, are going eagerly into
what locks like the greatest adventure of
this war. Of course, these words cannot be
sent away until after the first stage is over
and decided one way or the other, perhaps not
then; but it may be interesting to put on record
the feelings of the men before they started. I
-have heard plenty of reference to the danger; the
place is seamed with trenches and simply grid-
ironed with harbed wire—thiat much.can be seen
from the sea; but I have never heard the risks
referred to except with a laugh. As the men say,
“ This is the job we enlisted for.”

It is night; the last officer has left his work
in the staff-room upstairs. The comfortable
lounge where Atlantic passengers have often en-
joyed their coffee after dinmer is appropriated
as an office for the Divisional Staff. Iach little
tca-table has become a Department; an officer
works there all day sifting out intelligence or
working out the weights of food and fodder, quite
absorbed in whichever little world it is that he
Iives in. The orderly sergeant, a Melbourne min-
ing man, has Jocked the glass doors, and the tea-
tables and pink-covered chairs are standing de-
seried under the dim light of a solitary electrie
bulb. Down in the big saloon below—where the
Head-quarters clerks work in one corner and a
Staff officer has been lecturing in another, ex-
plaining a scheme of communications, and a con-
ference of high Staff officers and some naval offi-
cers has been going on in a third—down there
the work is aver, too.  Most of the clerks have
packed their typewriters. Ome of them, a Mel-

1095

No. 53 —8th June, 1915

bourne youngster, has pulled out a pack of cards
and is quietly playing a game of patience by him-
self; “ To take up my mind a bit,” he says. Pre-
sently he strolls over to the piano and starts play-
ing softly, with another Melbourne lad looking
over his shoulder. He says it is one of Chopin’s
preludes—a prelude in C—generaily known as
number mnire, I think, and nomber twelve.
Paderewski often played number nine as a
prelude to bis concerts in Australia. The talk
wanders off into Paderewski and Mark Ham-
burg, and Leonard Borwick, and the merits of
Bechsteins and Steinways, and finally into towns,
QOutside in the night, a little way over the horizon,
two warships with bared teeth are always keeping
watch opposite the naked gun muzzles of one of
the strongest fortresses in history.

Prime Minister’s Department,
Melbourne, 8th June, 1915.

HE following further report, which has been
received from the Official Press Repre-
sentative with the Australian Expeditionary
Force, in connexion with the operations of the
Allied Forces on the Gallipoli Peninsula, is pub-
lished for general information,

ANDREW FISHER,
Prime Minister.

Gallipoli—Six.

The eunemy, although reinforced since the
attack of the 19th May, has not made any
further general attack, but has been tunpelling
for days against a portion of our line, where the
trenches approach to within 10 yards of one an-
other; and, indeed, at one point they were actu-
ally conncected by a eommunication trench. Our
eugincers fwice during the week countermined
and blew in {he enemy’s tunnel. Last night the
enciy’s third tunnel was known to be only a few
feet away, and early in the morning they exploded
a mine beneath our trench. Some of our men
were thrown to the ground, half stunned by the
explosion; apparently none were killed, but the
first thing one noticed was strange, gruff voices
just outside. The Turks then threw a perfect
shower of hand-grenades into this short length of
trench, and got into a small portion from which
our men had drawn aside. -Probably 50 Turks
dropped in without much difficulty under the
confusion and dust of the explosions. Once there

the Turks found themselves divided from our men

in the same trench on one side by a mound of
earth thrown up by the explosion, on the other by
a traverse of the trench. ZFrom that time the
position of the Turkish invaders was worse than
if they had never arrived there. They were un-
able to do anything except throw.a few bombs
amongst the men hemming them in; their fate
became every minute more certain. This portion
of the line happened at that time to be held by
Australians of the Second Contingent, who, ex-
cept for the first few days of the landing, have
been subjectcd probably to the severest strain
of any portion of the Force. Shortly after sun-
rise the enemy atiempted a charge to reinforce
the men isolated in our trench. Our infantry,
who were waiting for them, charged over the
trench to meet them. The Turks did not wait.
Our men next attacked the Turks in the trench
with hand-grenades, and at about 7.30 they
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charged with bayonets over the parapet. It hap-
pened that at this same moment the Turks were
making the second attempt to reinforce their men,
and some were even_coolly standing at their full
height in the open, where our men shot them
down. Few of the Turks, if any, regained their
lines, and our men retook the trench.

Presently, however, it was discovered that por-
tion of a connecting trench in this dark rabbit
warren was occupicd by some person who had bar-
ricaded himself in, and would not allow any one
to pass. Some thought he might be a Turk,
others thought he might be an Australian who
imagined the Turks to be still in the trench
around him. When he was found to be a Turk,
he was immediately attacked, and, being bombed
by us from the sides, and by his fellow Turks
from the rear, he surrendered. It turned out thak
there were sevenieen Turks. They walked down
through our men, who slapped them on the back
and gave them cigareties. Some of the Third
Contingent also took part in this fighting. The
attack was purely against one small section of
the trench, and there was never the least fear of
the enemy succeeding.

QOur troops were determined, at whatever cost,
to retain the trenches intact. Only on one pre-
vious oceasion have any Turks ever entered an
Australian treneh, and that was during the attack
of the 19th May, when seven Turks dropped into
the same portion of a trench during the con-
fusion following an explosion of bombs. Qur
troops in the same trench held them from one side
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while they werc shot down from the other. Only
one man managed to jump out of the trench; he
ran down our side of the slope and fell, exhausted
from wounds, inside our lines,

The enemy is now estimated to have lost
3,000 men killed and at lesst 6,000 wounded.

" On that day their loss, at any rate, was

very heavy. 'The enemy's loss Jast night
was probably 300. Every day a sprinkling of
Turkish soldiers gave themselves up, racing along
the beach, or dropping hurriedly into tremches,
They often attempted to kiss our officers’ hands.

The conditions of the burial armistice the other
day were, on the whole, very honorably observed.
Our wounded in the enemy’s hands are said to be
well cared for. A few stories of atrocities are
current, and may reach Australia. I can only
say that the principal ome which I have tested
proved wholly untrue. Some dum-dum bullets
have been picked up, but the stories of explosive
bullets are quite without foundation, and are due
to the men misunderstanding the curious double
erack of the Mauser rifle. Some of the wounds
are terrible, and I would put them down to ex-
panding bullets had I not seen wounds quite as
terrible in the heads of Turks lying just outside
our trenches.

The New Zealanders captured a trench on the
left last night. A party of the Australian 9th
Battalion also sortied out and bayonefed some
snipers in a trench far beyond our right, and
returned without a ecasualty, which fact was
largely owing to s bombardment by a destroyer.
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