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formation.
ANDREW FISHER,
Prime Minister.

GarLrLirorr (9th May).—Before the 3rd Brigade
seiled from Lemnos on the short voyage trom
which it emerged famous, the Brigadier, Colonel
Sinclair Maclagan, gave them his final instructions
and advice. These last instructions are of the
utmost interest to-day, and are likely to become
histeric. -

The Brigadier’s address was as follows:—“ All
ranks of the 9th, 10th, 1lfth, aud 12th Bat-
talions, I had hoped to have been able to see
the Battalions of my Brigade personally, and to
have put these few matters before you. Circum-
stances have prevented this, so I am asking your
Commanding Officer to read you this letter, Itis
necessary that you should understand that we are
about to carry out a most difﬁcu_lt operation,
namely, landing on an enemy’s coast in the face of
opposition. Such an operation requires complete
harmony of working between the Navy and Army,
unhesitating and immediate compliance with all
orders and instructions at any cost. You have
been selected by the Divisional Commander zs the
covering force, a high honour, which we all must
do our best to justify. .We must be successful at
any cost, Whatever footing we get on land must
be held on to and improved by pushing on to our
objective—the covering position—which we must
get to as rapidly as possible, and which once ob-
tained must be held at all cost, and even to the
last man. In an operation of this kind there is no
going back. We shall be reinforced as.raplc‘ily as
the Navy can land troops; and, meantime, For-
ward’ is the word until on our position, when
‘Hang on’ is what we have to do until sufficient
troops and guns are landed to enable us to push
on. We must be careful not to give the enemy a
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chance of any kind—no smoking or lights or noise
from midnight onwards $ill after dayiight. Take
every chance of reorganizing, under cover if pos-
sible. Attacks must be as rapid as the ground
will allow. You will probably have to drop your
packs; but carry your tools forward as far as you
can—it may mean the saving of many lives later
ia the day. Until broad daylight the bayonet is
your weapon, and when you cnarge do s0 in as
good line as possible; one or two good pieces of
bayonet work now may stand us all in good stéad
later on. Every man must keep his eyes skinned
and help his ofhcers and non-coms, to the utmost
by reporting quietly things quickly seen. Look
out for your flanks. After taking a charger out
shut the cartridge pocket. Once ashore don’t
be caught without a charger in the magazine.
Look atter each cartridge as if it were a £10-note.
Good, fire, orders, directions, control, .and dis-
cipline will make the enemy respect your powers
and give us all an easier task in the long run.
Wild firing only encourages the ememy. Keep
your food and water very carefully—we don’t
know when we shall get any more. Don’t show
yourself over the sky line and give your position
away if you can avoid it. We must expect to be
shelted when in our position, but remember that
this is part of the game of war, and we must face
it. One thing I want you all to remember through

this campaign work is this, and it is most im-

portant: You may get orders to do something
which appears in your position to be the wrong
thing to do, and perhaps a mad enterprise. Do
not cavil at it, but carry it out with absolute
faibh in your leaders, because we are, after all, a
very small piece on the board. Some pieces have
often to be sacrificed to win the game, and after
all it is to win the game that we are here. You
have a very good reputation, which you have built
up for yourselves; and now you have a chance of
making history for Australia and a name for the
Australian Brigade—the 3rd Brigade—that will
live in history. I have absolute faith in you, and
believe few, if any, finer brigades have ever been
put to the test.—E. SiNvoLair Macracar, Com-
manding 3rd Infantry Brigade.”
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The 3rd Brigade carried out those instructions
almost to the letter. They went up the hills with
the bayonet until daylight and after. They made
their attacks with a swiftness which probably no
infantry in the world ever surpassed. They re-
organized where possible, even though it might
only be under a private soldier or a corporal.
They always kept an eye on their flanks, and this
was what enabled their scattered parties to main-
tain an unbroken line and have it established in
time for the heavy attacks later in the day. They
sent back lucid reports which enabled their com-
mander to know where to put in the other troops
a« they came up. They had to drop their packs,
but a good proportion of them clung to their food
and water—enough to tide over until gupplies
came up. They followed their officers as soldiers
have seldom followed them before, and when their
officers were killed and wounded they followed
any commander that was nearest them. 1 have
heard it pointed out as one of the most remarkable
qualities in the Australian and New Zealand
troops that during the first three days in their
trenches many of the men lining those trenches
were a quarter of a mile away from the nearest
officer, and were taking their commands from some
corporal or sergeant who rose to the situation and
took conmtrol with comnplete confidence of hundreds
of yards of trenches. Many of the men in trenches
during these critical days never saw an officer—
there were not officers enough to go round—hut
the subordinate commanders did not hesitate to
take control, and did so with wonderful capacity.

GarripoLy (13th May).—I have described the
way in which the Australians landed at the bay
which they and the New Zealanders were allotted
to seize—as I saw it from the sea up to the hour
in the morning when the three infantry brigades
of the 1st Australian Division had practically
completed their disembarkation. By 11 o'clock,
or earlier, the whole of the infantry of the 1st
Australian Division was ashore, the Indian
mountain guns were landing, and the transports
carrying the New Zealand Infantry were coming
jnto the berths inside the battleships, from which
the earlier transports had heen withdrawing. In
the meantime the three Australian brigades first
landed were out hanging for dear life on to the
second and third ridges straight in front of wus
and fighting fiercely through the scrub on either
flank, where each new lot of our troops arrived at
just about the same time as the Turkish reiniorce-
ments, hurrying up the gullies from the Darda-
pelles side of the peniosula. It is this fighting on
the ridges, which was raging all the time that
we were landing——raging only about a mile or so
inland from the beach—that remains now to be
described.

The moon was still bright when the ships carry-
ing the covering force—the famous 3rd Brigade—
turned in towards the land. Whether the Turks
in the Turkish posts on the beach, or in the very
strong little fort on the promontary of Gaba Tepe,
a mile or two south, saw them is hard to say. By
the time the moon sank the men were beginning to
get from the ships into the boats., There was a
long distance between the ships and the shore.
On the way in to the shore the first tow ships,
after covering part of the distance, turned north-
ward, went for some distance paraliel with the
beach, and then turned inshore again and made
straight for the beach. The morning was already
grey. As the first-boats approached the shore not
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a thing stirred. For all the men knew, in the
steep hills ahead of them there might not have
been a single living thing awake.

Part of the brigade was carried by three battle-
ships, to which they had been transferred two
days before; and part was in four transports.
The battleships had stolen in to take up their posi-
tion first. The four transports, escorted by seven
destroyers, came in just behind them. The cover-
ing force was to go for the section of the ranges
straight ahead of it, and to hold it whilst the
main body began its landing, about an hour later.
Of the 3rd Brigade, the 9th Battalion was to land
further south with the 10th and 11th to the north
of it in that order. The 12th would be the last
of the four, and would remain for the moment as
veserve, to be thrown in where the brigadier
wished.

Probably no one will ever know for certain, but
it seems that the first boats touched the beach some
way to the north of the place intended, at a point
just to the north of the northernmost of the two
isnolls which now form the horns of our little semi-
civcle of beach. Just as the boat grated and the
first few men jumped out into water up to their
waists and splashed ashore, a rifle cracked out,
then another, and another, and then a regular
fusilade. There were Turks im trenches around

‘the top of the knoll straight above the men’s

heads, and they had a machine gun in a well-
made, covered-in blockhouse there. This trench,
however, hardly seems to have fired a shot. With
4 shout the first boat-loads fixed bayonets on the
inner edge of the beach and rushed straight up ab
it, and the Turks did not wait. The fire that
really did-the damage at this time came from a
similar blockliouse trench on a similar knoll at the
southern end of the semicircle of beach, half a
mile to the south. All our boats were landing,
cither south of the northern knoll on the beach
which since then has been our base, or else on the
long beach to the north of it. For that reason the
trench and blockhouse on the southern knoll were
not cleared just at first, and some Turks who were
in them kept up a fire which travelled along the
whole length of the beach and struck sparks out
of the stones as the men crossed them. This
southern blockhouse had no machine gun, but its
five caused a good deal of trouble to the later boats
of the covering force as they came near the shore.
High up on the top of the first ridge above there
was also a Turkish trench which had some men in
it, for a dead Turk was lying there when we came
ashore; but the other point which gave our men
most trouble on the beach was away to the north.
Here the coast bends out in 2 very long flab beach
running in a beautiful sweep for about 5 miles
till it comes to a point projecting far out to sea
to the north of us. The land behind this point
is a rich green fiat projecting a long way out from
the hills and quite different from the steep, wild
ridges that rise in front of our little semicircular
bay between the two knolls. At the beginning of
this wedge of plain, about half a mile outside of
the country which we hold, is a gentle green slope
with a low stone building on it. known as Fisher-
man’s Hut. It is perhaps a quarter of a mile
¢rom the shore, and on the morning of our landing
there were Turks in it: and somewhere in the
folds of the ridges just to the back of it, where the
of the main ridge run at right angles to-
wards the beach, there was a Turkish machine gun.
1y, was north of the landing point.

When fteen or twenty small boats are all making
24 one time in the first dim grey of morning to-
wards a mountain ridge which they are to assault,
with other small boats constantly following them
up in a dozen different places three-quarters of a
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mile or more apart, each boat sees very little ex-
cept: the dark silent mountain ahead of it, and
such traces of trenchmaking or signs of the enemy
as it can make out there. There is some evidence
that at least one boat was sunk on its way to the
shore, but which boat no one seems certain. They
have not the least idea Whether its occupants were
drowned ihere or whether they may have formed
one of the many small parties which must have
got away into the ridges out beyond the rest of our
line and never returned. One small boat wag
floating bottom upwards as we came in on the
transports, miles out from the beach, but it was
almost too far out to have floated there from any-
where near the shore. What is certain is that
some of the boats strayed foo far to the north and
grounded well outside of our position—almost as
far up as the Fisherman’s Hut. = T am told that the
men from them rushed the hut and drove the Turks
out of it. What happened next one cannot say,

because, although you can see the Fisherman's

Hut within easy distance, you cannot walk there
to find out; but, on the shore, between that
point and the left of our lines, there are threes
white lifeboats, apparently lying just as they
might in any bay in Sydney Harhour, on the edge
of the beach. Those are three of the boats which
got too far to the north.

On the morning of arrival few people took any
notice of these boats. There seemed to be no
reason why they should not be there; one
assumed that this part of the heach to the
north was probably under our control. But
as our line during the course of the morning
gradually took shape along 2 ridge half a mile to
the south of them, those who looked down on this
beach suddenly became interested in the boats.
Through the glasses it could be seen that there
were many men in them—apparently dead men;
at least they were quite motionless.” Then some
one, through his field-glasses, saw one of the forms
in them stir. Two siretcher-bearers of the 2nd
Infantry Battalion immediately started upon an
errand which has been typical of our stretcher-
bearers ever since. They took their chance and
went straight out along the beach to fetch those
men. They were seen to reach one of the boats
and to lift a man out of it and start to come back.
All at once they began to run. They had not got
very far before they put the stretcher down and
changed ends—probably one was stronger than the
other, and they reckoned they could get along
quicker that way. Then they ran on. Presently
they slipped to the ground together and did not
rise. 1 believe it was the Turkish machine gun
that got them, the one up the valley to the north,
as it probably had got the men in those boats.
Some one went out and picked them up later. One
was dead, the other mortally wounded. 1t was
rot until the night of Monday, thirty-six hours
later, that it was possible to steal along the beach
again and bring in the wounded from the hoats.
Nine men were found alive there.

But let us return to the story of the men who
landed on our beach or mear it. What might be
in some ways the most interesting part of that
story is perhaps the story that will never be told
—the story of those parties of men, parties large
and small—who pushed on into the country far
heyond our present lines-—country belonging to the
enemy which has never licen taken by us. In the
wild rush by which this precipitous triangle of
mountain and gully was taken, each small boatload
of the 3rd Brigade as it landed went straight in-
land with the bayonet and up the bills by itself.
Occasionally a party would stay under cover of
the inner side of the beach until two or three boat-
loads had been organized into a rather larger
party; but at the most the parties which first
rushed the hills were never large—perhaps fifty

1177

No. 60.—24th June, 1915

men, under a subaltern or a non-commissioned
officer. Occasionally a company composed of boat-
loads of men from two or three different com-
panies, often from different battalions, would find
themselves under a major or a captain, who led
them straight inland; but generally the parties
were smaller than that. The subordinate com-
manders had been taught at Mena to act for them-
selves when once they got into a fight, and that
was what won this extraordinary battle. As they
rushed up the hillside and hung for a moment on
to the top, the commander of each small section
would shout to other sections on his right and
left, *‘ Hers, we want you a bit more up on our
right,” or ' We can give you a few men to help
you on your left.”” And so the wave went for-
ward, composed of bits and sections of units,
joining up with other sections found in the serub
ta right and left of them.

The organization of battalion and brigade sig-
nallers was, of course, thrown out of gear at first;
but all the time wonderfully clear, lucid, reports
kept coming in from this or that small party to

. the brigadier almost from the moment he landed

and placed his first head-quarters near the summit
of the first ridge.  Somehow or other the 3rd
Brigade managed to keep in touch, even though
it was a mere collection of fragments. The line
was a jumble of four battalions Inextricably mixed.
But the brigadier was enabled to know where it
had got to, and to form an instant Judgment as to
which ridge or part of the ridge it could hold,
which it would have to be withdrawn from, and
where the battalions of the other brigades were
needed as they came up.

I do not know who many of these subordinate
commanders were—nobody knows who some of
them were. Sometimes it was a sergeant; in
some cases that I have heard of a corporal, who
gathered 100 men or so whom he happened to find
leaderless around him, and led them like 8 com-
pany commander. There was one man—a private
soldier of the 9th Battalion, I think—who some
time during this first morning found himself
with a number of other men, without any officer
or N.C.0., away up the main ridge at the foot of
one of the nearest summiits of it. He got together
about 120 men and organized a charge and took
the hills. His brigadier saw the men there from
head-quarters, and tried to open up communica-
tion with them; but, unfortunately, ‘this extem-
porized company had not its signallers, and touch
could not be obtained with them. At last, finding
themselves unsupported, they did the right thing
and withdrew in order until they were in touch
with their own men.. The hill which they had
gained has since been in possession of the enemy.
Who the man was that led this attack is not
known, and I daresay will never he known. Many
a splendid leader had fallen before that long day
“drew to its close, and the corner where this hap-
pened was about the hottest in all that hot day’s
fighting. -

As far as the battalions can be identified in
that day’s fighting, the 9th went straight up the
hills to the far ridge in the centre. The 10th
went in a little to the north of it and through a
neck in the foothills up what is almost a precipice,
then down a steep gully and up the further side
into line with the 9th. The 11th worked up a
sharp razor-backed spur still further north and
on to a ledge at the top of it, where they found
themselves blocked by a bluff and a steep gully.
They hung on here all day and were able to make
it safe that night. The 12th, which landed last
of the four, came in for the hottest fire in the
hoats. Some of its hoats are said to have lost
twenty or twenty-five men before landing, but
they landed in spite of it. The second in
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command, Colonel Hawley, was killed just as he
jumped from the boat into the water. They

reached the plateau, although a great deal split
up. It was up there that itheir coanmander,
Colonel Clarke, was killed. In order to see what
the enemy was doing, he found it necessary to
expose liimself, and although his staff prayed him
not to take the risk, he insisted on standing up
with his field-glasses, and was standing so when
he was hit.

There were probably two battalions and a half
against the 3rd Brigade during this first stage.
The enemy could be seen quite thick upon the
third ridge, but they did not attack. If they had
come on ug with real determination just then they
could have made the fight a critical one for our
scattered troops; but what probably happened was
that fugitives from the nearer trenches came back
to them with vivid accounts of our men, These
devils came up the hills like a whirlwind without
firing a shot, with their bayonets gleaming, and
yelling like demons,’” or some such version, which
indeed was only the truth, and the Turks on the
further hill did not advance. On the contrary,
when parties of our men overshot the general line
on the second ridge and went on up the third,
they retreated before them and waited for rein-
forcements. The Brigade-Major of the 3rd
Brigade, who was Jooking after affairs on the right.
took a party over the second crest and found below
him on the hillside an earthwork with about forty
Turks in it. The party opened fire on the Turks.
who fled. Major Brand then rushed the earth-
work with his men and found that it was a battery
of three Krupp guns. e spiked the guns and
destroyed them as far as possible: but the briga-
dier saw that this advance would make the line
longer than he could hold, and the party had to
retire.

There followed now a spell of about an hour
whilst the Turks were getting up their troops tro=
camps near Maidos. It was about 6.30, and the
9nd Brigade was leading.  There was time to

" choose a point at which this brigade should as-
semble, and its battalions were in each case move
or less properly formed up before they were sent
into the fight. The 2nd Brigade was originally
to have gone in on the left or northern flank of
the 3rd, but, as the landing was a little to the
north of the point originally intended, the two
brigadiers met as soon as the 2nd Brigade began
to come ashore and decided that the 2nd should
go in on the right of the 3rd instead of on its
left. This had barely been decided when the
Turks’ reinforcements began to come up, and the
Turks started the attack, which lasted all day.
They did not come up straight against either the
right or the left of our line. Each of these was at
present quite uncovered; the covering force only
seized and held the centre while the rest landed.
There was an open ;plain straight across the
peninsula to the south of us, and the flat wedge
of land mentioned above just to our north. The
Turks could not use this level country or some
of the valleys leading out of it in order to advance
against our flank, because the guns of the warships
on our flank could have swept both of these flats
in a manner which no attacking force could face.
What he did was to advance from some of his
camps the other side of the centre of our position,
where he was protected by the great hackbone of
the ridge which we held, and then to feel his way
from this down the gullies towards our flank.
More and more Turks from this time onwards
hegan to appear on either side of our covering
forces, always creeping down through the scrub
and feeling for our flanks. With us it became a
problem to put in each fresh instalment of troops
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that landed quickly enough to prevent the enemy
from creepiny around behind the troops in the
firing line. As each battalion of the 2nd Brigade
arrived it was put in on the slopes that run down
to the beach on the south. Some of the battalions
as they came on to the second ridge found the
Turks already fighting the right of the 3rd Brigade
and advanced to the top of the second ridge and
hung on there. Parties of others, including some
of the fifty, went beyond the second ridge and on
¢ a third ridge far beyond the front of our subse-
quent line. These parties, when the Turks came
on, found themselves isolated, and certainly in
some cases surrounded. Some cut their way back
to the second ridge, others retired fighting, others
have not been heard of from that day to this.
Of these isolated parties little probably will ever
be known. We only know that most of the
Turkish snipers who have been caught in our
uniforms since that first day were wearing the
tunics of men belonging to these battalions, and
that when our men after dark one night went out
to a Turkish trench some way in front of their
Jines, they found it full almost to the top with
Turkish dead; and underneath three or four
Turkish bodies would be pulled out of it—bodies
of men who had been killed in several Turkish
night attacks,

But I do know what happened to one of the
parties which came back after nightfall. Tt
reached that further ridge some time in the middle
of the day and advanced until it found itself in
a Turkish gun emplacement. The slopes just be-
yond our right are a maze of Turkish earthworks.
From out the trenches on the right you could see
the next day a long Turkish trench winding the
whole length of the crest mext to our own ground,
and beyond it on the further ridge two beautifully
prepared sets of emplacements facing a beach some
way to the south of that on which we landed.
They were not roughly made trenches, but care-
fully finished field works. It was into one of these
that the party in question made its way—on which
ridge I am not quite sure. A reath or low trench
ran through the emplacement from front to rear.
The small party was quite cut off in this emplace-
ment, bub it managed to hold on there the whole
day—the emplacement was roofed, and, by keep-
ing well into the sides, they escaped observation.
Dusk came on, the moon rose, and it was very
cold. Tierce firing was still going on at times
between them and our own lines. As they sat
there watching 2 man suddenly appeared along the
path running low from the direction of our firing
liue. He was erouched up, and he ran stopping
every now and then to look and listen. Just as
he reached the emplacemant they saw that he had
a rifle in his hand. As he stopped to listen the
bayonet gleamed in the moonlight. Tt was a
Turk. 'The next moment he started to run again
and came straight through the emplacement with-
out looking to right or left. In an instant some-
body in the party reached for him with a hayonet
and he fell dead. It was about 10 at night
before this particular party made its way back
unharmed to our lines—probably in imminent
danger of being shot for Turks. In another case
a party which had retreated from this same ridge
found that one of its members had been left
behind. It had to fight its way back, and lost
men in doing so. The man who was left bebind
was given,up for lost. Te was a man who had
originally been a non-commissioned officer, but
had been reduced by gradual stens to the rank of
private for various escapades. Half-an hour after
the party had reached our own lines he appeared,
coming in from the front, e was earrving p
wounded man. - i )
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The left managed to hold the second ridge in
spite of constant attacks by Turks. At one time
the whole of the 8th Battalion, except one com-
pany, had to be moved up nearer to the centre
in order to prevent the ememy outflanking the
line further up in that direction, and for some
time a gap of at Jeast 600 yards was thus left on
the extreme left from which it had been taken.
The warships protected this flank, and the risk
proved to be worth taking. Abhout 4 1n the after-
naon the 4th Battalion, from the 1st Brigade, was
sent up to fill this gap, and there it remained
all through the night and made a very gallant
charge next morning right through some Turkish
machine guns and up almost to a battery on the
further ridge.

During this charge, or the fighting following it,
Colonel Onslow Thompson was killed. The 1st
Brigade, from which the 4th Battalion was taken,
was landed as a reserve a little after the 2nd
Brigade. The southern flank of the covering force
was now fairly provided for by the 2nd Brigade,
and consequently the lst Brigade was thrown in
almost as soon as it arrived to extend the line to
the right. Here the ememy was coming straight
down the backhone of the main right, or rather
over the backbone of it, at a point beyond our
view, and then down the gullies on the seaward
side of it. As more and more Turkish troops
crept in here from the valleys in the direction of
the Dardanelles the pressure became very heavy,
and the battalions of the lst Brigade had to be
put in as quickly as they arrived. A company of
the 1st Battalion was put in on the right of the
3rd Brigade, in order to link it with the 2nd
Brigade there. The rest were put in on the left—
first the 3rd, then the 1st, then, in answer to a
serious movement further round, the 2nd. The
2nd had to hold on there by the skin of its teeth
until the Auckland Battalion—the first of the New
Zealanders—came in further on its left at a little
after midday., The carriage of ammunition to the
3rd Brigade, which had been one of the difficulties
foreseen during the earlier hours of the assault,
was by this time pretty well solved. It was
carried up the hills and passed te the front by
hand until animals were landed, which did part
of the work later in the day. With the news that
this supply was getting through the chief anxiety
of the morning was.over.

During the remainder of the day the real
trial was that the troops had to lold on to
the ridge tops under a fire too hot to allow them
todig in, whilst the enemy pumped shrapnel
on to their unprotected backs from two batteries,
which all the efforts of cur force could not that
day locate. Some one who knew told me that it
was as bad as Spion Kop in everything excepl
that it lasted five hours and the bombardment at
Spion Kop lasted for a day. After nightfall water
was taken up to the trenches all night long by
hand and on the backs of mules and donkeys.
These supplies got right through the trenches
which the troops had dug for themselves during
the night, and by the morning the force was far
too well established. for the much greater force
which the Turks appear to have hurled against it
to break through. Tt is probable that at no time
during the fighting at what i+ now known as
Anzac Bay were the Australians and New Zea-
landers in greater numbers than the troops against
them.

We had not heen long at Anzac Bay before we
made the acquaintance of a friend who has been
with us ever since—the Turkish sniper. The Turk
has learnt his methods from the German in
a wonderful wav, but T should think that in this
partioular line he is probably by nature s better
mah that the Germian.  The Turke whoin we have
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against us here ere the pick of the Turkish soldiery
~—Anatolians and Albanians. The Albanian in
his native home makes a profession of raiding and
brigandage, and in this warfare in the scrub,
creeping from bush to bush, lying hid for half a
day, and picking off any good mark that happens
te come within 200 or 300 yards of him, there is
no one better than the Turk. In the Balkan War
the Turkish authorities would not shift these
troops from Gallipoli. There was always the fear
that the Greek Fleet might try to force the Dar-
danelles if the lines there were denuded of their
garrisons, For that reason this garribon, the
finest troops that Turkey possesses, was kept more
or less intact during the Balkan War. The forces
acting against us and the other British troops have
been largely reinforced since.  Unquestionably
they are very brave, cool soldiers. I have myself
seen them do brave things in a very cool manner.

On the very first day the sniper began to be a
nuisance. He was rather in the nature of a sharp-
shooter that day, told off to creep forward through
the scrub and pick off our officers. In our rush
forward we must have passed by many of these
men lying low in the scrub; indeed, at that time
we hardly realized the necessity of looking out
for them. To-day a Turk lying apparently dead
in the scrub in front of our lines would be looked
on with suspicion by any one in the trench be-
hind him. But on that first morning I doubt if
any one was really up to these things. During
the first afternoon, however, it was noticed that
any one, especially any officer whe went up by
certain tracks to the rear of our line, wonld find
bullets chasing him. These tracks were supposed
to be under cover from the ememy’s firing line,
and it must have heen some sharpshooter, who
had ensconsed himself at a point of vantage far
outside the enemy’s line, that did the damage.
For example, at least two officers in the 3rd Bat-
talion were hit whilst going up the communication
path at the rear of their lines, and the medical
officer of the 3rd Battalion was hit the moment
he stepped out from cover, just behind the firing
line, to bend over a wounded man. 1 believe
that Major SBwannell, of the Ist Battalion, was
picked off by a sharpshooter that day whilst he
was fighting like a tiger. He had said on the
ship the day before—it happened to be the same
ship by which the writer travelled—that he knew
he was going to be killed. He fought that day
as a footballer fights in a good rugger scrum, as
he hiniself had fought in many an international
match; and you cannot say more than that. There
were plenty of others who did the same.

By the second day we were beginning to know
the sniper. There were two classes of them—
those in front of our lines and those behind them.
Those who had to walk up from the beach to the
trenches .every day, or whose business took them
to and fro in the gullies about the back of the
lines, scon got to know that there must be snipers
planted somewhere in the scrub on the hillside
within our lines who made certain parts of the
roads especially dangerous. Whenever you passed
a certain point two or three bullets would whistle
past you into the hillside beside you. They were
purposeful bullets—not the ill-aimed general fire
that comes from the top of a Turkish trench
when you are advancing towards it, which is
hastily directed against the mob in general. These
particular two or three were directed against you
and followed you very close, and once in a while
got you. They were also fired from no great
distance, seldom over 500 yards, more often much
less.

During the first week those snipers inside the
lines were gradually hunted dows. The men

wauld get 4 pretty good jdea of where e aniper
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was, and then two or three of them would volun-
teer, and would be detailed by their officer to hunt
for him. The searchers generally worked in pairs
and threes. They went out with bayonets fixed.
I remember secing a pair sent off. ‘‘ You know
where he is,’”’ said their company commander.
“ Oh yes, we have got a pretty good idea,”’” was
the answer. ‘‘ Well, mind you don’t hit any of
us—it has got to be,done with bayonets only in-
side our lines,”” was the final cantion, and off they
went. I think I heard that those two did not get
their man—perhaps there was no man there. Of
course, in hundreds of cases no man was there.
But others did find their man sometimes in a very
snug corner indeed. One sniper was found in a
little hole in the ground behind the lines of the
2ud Brigade. Ife had his dug-out in the scrub,
and from this snug corner he looked out on the
road along which all our communications with
our right flank went. You could almost have
walked over his nest without seeing it. Accord-
ing to some, it had a little trap door which could
be let down so that when he wanted to sleep or
rest for a while he could shut himself right in.
T did not see the dug-out myself, so I cannot
vouch for the truth of this; but what is certainly
true is that in this hole there were found around
him 1,000 rounds of expended ammunition and
300 rounds still unused. He had thres weeks’
supplies, and beside him in the hole a little well
of water, such as I have seen our men since dig
for themselves in the fire trenches. You were
generally safe from a sniper—at least that was
the opinion of those who went about these paths
2ll day long—provided you weni armed and ab
least two together. One was again and again
warned against going about unarmed and alone.
I think tle risk was perhaps exaggerated—I per-
sonally was only sniped at once from a position
whichk X am pretty certain was within the lines.
The other bullets which were constantly mistaken
for snipers’ shots were certainly bullets fired at
the trenches which had come over the edge of the
hill.

You could tell there was certainly some reason
for going armed and in pairs whenever the
sniper was about. If the sniper saw two men
going together he would generally lie low. He
knew that if he hit one of them the other would
look for him, and the chances were that he would
notice the direction from which the shot had come.
That means that he would be discovered and his
game brought to an end. ¥For that reason the
sniper generally remained quiet when he saw
several men armed.- When a searching party
came close to him, he relied ou lying low and
remaining perfectly still so that they might pass
him undiscovered. He would stay crouching in
a bush until the last moment. When found he
was nearly always bayoneted. A snmiper of this
sort was caught the other day behind the lines,
got up to look like a tree. He had tufts of scrub
stuck all over him—ib is even said that his riffe,
and some say his face, were painted green. I
cannot vouch for this, but it was well known that
a sniper was somewhere in the region where this
fellow was found. I have heard Ins shots myself.
The men who got him were passing along the path
to our rear down a gully when two or three shots
whistled past. They looked up and saw that an
object on the heath above them which they had
taken to be a small scrub tree had moved. They
immediately shot him. The men believe that he
had on him a certain amount of Australian money
and a number of identity discs taken from men
whom he had shot or who were lying around him.
The idea our men have is that each of these
snipers is paid so much for every man he kills,
provided he can bring back evidence of having
killed them—so much for a lieutenant, so¢ much
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for a captain, and so forth. This is an old-time
Turkish method, but whether it is really being
employed I do not know. A great number of
the reports which go round have no foundation
whatever, and the only way to test this would
be to find out from some Turkish prisoner who
speaks English or through an interpreter, which
1 have not had a chance to do.

The sniper is really a very brave man, although
he is a daily nuisance. The Turkish sniper out-
side the trenches is constantly creeping forward
to within fifty yards of our tfrenches, or even
less. There are men lying dead not five yards
outside the parapet of our trenches on the right.
The saiper inside the line is now largely a myth.
During the first few days of terrible strain—
shrapnel all day and Turkish rushes by night—
when few in the trenches had had any sleep at
all for four days and nights, men used to see
snipers everywhere. The sniper craze, like the
spy ecraze, is apt to catch hold of every one at such
times, and undoubtedly we were affected by both,
though to nothing like the same extent ns I have
seen since in some other cases where there was
not a quarter of the strain to which our infantry
was subjected. After the first Wednesday, when
the 3rd Brigade was relieved from the ifrenches
and a proportion of its men amused themselves
hunting for snipers—just as you might see them
out on a holiday around any country town with
their greyhounds hunting for hares—after that
day the sniper disappeared almost completely from
bebind our lines. That afternoon, as one passed
up the big gully, there were men in pairs all
through the scrub waiting, with their rifies on
their knees, bayonets fixed, or strolling through
the low bushes, rifle ready in both hands, just as
if they were out after rabbits. They gave the
gully a thorough clean up. But outside the lines
the sniper is stall there in plenty. The men soon
learn to make observation here and theve along
the trenches, from which they can get a sight of
the men and a shot at them in more or less safety.
It gives interest to the day to pick off a sniper or
two—the Turkish attacks give interest to the
night, hut that is another matter. I will just
give an extract from my diary of 3rd May which
will show the sort of way that the spiper is dealt
with from the trewches.

One had to clamber up to the support trenches
in that part of the line by hanging on to a rope
and pulling oneself up hand over hand. The
bare sand slope was almost too steep to climb
in any other way. Just under the top of the hill,
in a lot of little dug-outs or shelves cut into the
face of the hill, the cooks were boiling the men’s
tea. Several officers were on one of the shelves
yarning and laughing—Sydney youngsters, all of
them, Higher up in a V shaped niche in the sur-
face of the platean, where the slope suddenly
ended in a tabletop, was a machine gun. It
was crammed inbto the niche—just room for two
men to squeeze in beside it—and was barking
away again and again. The men were proud of
their machine gunner. * You go up there and
wateh him,” said one of them. ‘‘He doesn’t
give them much of it at a time—just two or three
—but they're as good as a dozen.” Further
along several other nicks in the cliff top, led by
means of trenches which wandered some way
through the heath-covered plateau to a fire trench.
In this fire trench they weve just building up a
loophole s0 as to get at the snipers with greater
safety than hitherto. Up to the present, when
a sniper was placed, they simply raised their heads
above the parapet of the tremch, and whilst the
enemy took about five shots at them they got in
one or two—generally much straighter—at him.
After the second day our men very seldom fired
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at all until they could actually see the man they
were aiming at—a different procedure from that
of the Turks, who keep up a continual fitful fire
all day and all night, The loophole in question
was now being made of, sand bags piled on top
of the parapet. A corporal was searching the
country in front from a coign of vantage in per-
fect safety. It was flat heath land. There were
some gullies through it, but, looking across the
tops of them we could scarcely tell that they
existed; the country seemed a plateau. It was
covered with scrub and small bushes~not a sign
of any living thing in any of them. They just

slept there under the drowsy sun as any Aus-.

tralian heathland might on & warm afternoon in
spring. Away some distance across it was a low
white object—perhaps a farm. Nearer in, quite
close under the trench, I could see a score or two
of pretty white flowers, white with yellow centre,
rather like a wild rose or a very large strawberry
blossom. Further out ran a white line like a
path threaded through the scrub, and nearer was
another path or line of freshly dug earth.  One
did not need to be told what they were, they were
Turkish trenches. There was one quite close to
us—a deserted digging about 3 feet deep, not 15
yards away. The corporal, who was scanning the
surface, said, ‘I can’t make out that beggar
there; I think he must be dead.” TUnder the
bushes just down the edge of the nearest gully
was 2 brown object lying perfectly still. ¢ Better
give him nne to make sure,”” he added. One of
the men, Bill by name, got up on to his feet and
peered through the loophole. * Look out, Bill,
you had better have some head cover,” said the
corparal. ‘‘ They’re coming in there fast. We
kad two fellows caught this morning just where
you are. We had better put a little extra sand
on there.’’ So they filled another sand bag at
the side to make the back of Bill’s head safe.
Bill peered through the tiny hole that was left.
‘“ By gum, that’s pretty good,”” he said the next
instant, drawing back slowly. The bullet had
struck the edge of the hole almost as scon as he
put his head to it. *‘ That’s the beggar—nearly
got moe that time.”” Bill had shoved the muzzle
of his rifle through the hole, and it was that which
had attracted the shot. He now put the whole
barrel through and locked along it. The hale
was too narrow, and the sniper too much to the
right. The rifle came back, and for five minutes
Bill scraped and tugged to get the loophole open
in the required direction. The Turk saw all this
activity, and all this time there was a constant
“ thump!””  “thump!” ‘“thump!’ of heavy
blows on the outside of the sand bag. You could
feel the smack of those bullets against the bags.
The loose earth on top of the parapet was being
constantly chipped off and was spitting in every
one’s face.  Presently ‘‘swish!”’ “ swish!”
“swish!” ““swish!” close overhead. Every one
is quite familiar now with that almost continuous
swish—it means a machine gun. They had
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turred on their machine for the moment over our
heads——probably they thought we were trying to
get a machine gun into place there ourselves. Bill
got his shot in at last. He held his rifle with one
band and pressed it into his shoulder. ‘I think
that’s got him,’” he said. ‘‘ I'll put another into
him to make sura.”” 8¢ he fired again. *“ If that
hasn’t dore his business I'm a liar,’”’ he said;
‘“Three hundred yards exactly.” e peered
down at the loophole again. This time he looked
long and seemed very puzzled. ‘“Can you see
him,”’ the corporal asked presently. ‘* Well, no,
I can’t,’”” was the answer, ‘* the beggar’s moved.”’
The corporal himself looked. ‘‘Try the bush to
the right,” he said. Presently, ‘“ Can you see a
knee tucked up there—looks like a knee bent up.”
Bill was not sure. He could see (and I could,
too) a pateh of something brown or browid-green
about fifty yards off in the scrub. It looked like
a rolled overcoat—the same colour as the scrub,
but self-coloured—and anything self-coloured in
that area is suspected. Many snipers wore Aus-
tralian caps and some the whole uniform.

I did not wait to see if they got that sniper.
They have shot a great many altogether in front
of our trenches. But the sniper has certainly
done his work, even if he has not done all that
is attributed to him. There are times when the
officers directing affairs must stand where ‘they
can get a good view of what is going on.

It was at such a time at the head-quarters of the
1st Brigade that the biigadier, Colonel MacLaurin,
and his brigade major, Major Irvine, were stand-
ing up on the third day of the battle, Tuesday,
27th April. It was a sniper that hit them, Some
one sitting beside Major Irvine said to him, ‘¢ If
you stand up there you’ll be sniped at.”” “‘It’s
my business to be sniped at,’”’ was the reply, and
the sniper shot them both, the brigadier mortally
wounded, and the brigade major killed, almost
together. It was a very heavy toll that the divi-
sion paid to the sniper that afterncon—a brigadier
with nerves like steel, and a brigade major who
was one of the mogt active and keenest soldiers
in the force.

Gasa Tepe (8th June).—Everything is quiet at
Anzac, except at Quinn’s Post, where there is con-
stant bard fighting by small parbies. This fight-
ing is almost entirely conducted by weans of
bombs and -hand grenades, resulting in constant
small advances and.small retirements. The Maori-
landers, after gallantly holding for eight hours a
trench captured on the night of 4th June, were
driven out by tremendous fusilades of bombs, Last
night they took the same trench again, but were
driven out early this morning, leaving the two
sides exactly as they were. The weather has been
glorious ever since we arrived.
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