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Gallipoli, 5th May.—There is not time hers
yet to think of writing elaborate articles. Omne's
day ends with the sunset; there are no lights
available, and the whole day iz more than occu-
pied with watching the fighting on one part or
another, and trying to get some fraction of one’s
impressions down into diary or notes, to be worked
up afterwards. If this diary arrives a little late
I must ask readers to forgive it. These notes
were not taken in the composure of a ship’s
cabin, or a head-gquarters well behind the range
of fire. They are jotted down im the midst of
events so interesting that each guarter of an hour
holds more splendid copy, from the newspaper
man’s point of view, than an average month.
What T am doing is, at the first available moment,
%o put into shape in my diary the rough notes
jotted down at the time when the events were
happening. -

We were about a fortnight on the splendid
harber of the island of Lemnos, where the British
Mediterranean Fleet has often lLeld its regattas.
On the evening of Friday, 23rd April, part of the
3rd Australian Brigade, which was to make the
first landing, was transferred to three battle-
ships, and with its four remaining transports
moved out of the harbor for an unknown desti-
"nation. With the first light next morning the

rest, of the transports moved out round the island

of Lemnos and into a bay on the northern side of
it, from which we could almost see over into the
C.8793.

harbor we had left on the southern side. There
we remained all day. The one thing that we
wanted for the landing was a calm sea, and all
this day the wind seemed to become stronger, and
the barometer dropped slightly. Just as night was
falling, and we were going down to dinner, there
appeared far around the corner of the land to the
west of us a division of the British Fleet—five low
grey shapes stealing in line along the horizon.
They steamed slowly across the whole horizon,
their smoke streaming behind them, and disap-
peared in the east—the direction of the Dardan-
elles—just. as night hid them from our view.
Every one turned in early to bed—we knew that
the first hoat loads from our ships had to be in tho
enemy’s country and fighting by 6.30 on the fol-
lowing morning. The last entry in my diary for
94th April is:—** The lights in the ship will all
go out presently. Before that I must get my
brandy flask filled. I have rolled my coat, stuffed
my haversack with two days’ rations, and now te

'bed.,l

I decided to go up on deck, if L could, every
hour or so that night. I woke first at midnight.
From that point the diary reads as fellows:—

Sunday, 25th April, 12.5 a.m.—The ships have
sailed from Lemnos. I have the last cabin in the
passage with a port opening on to the well deck.
The port is just above my head as 1 lie in my
bunk. Outside on the deck, snug in their over-
coats and tucked into all sorts of corners amongst
the donkey-engines and the boats to be used in
landing, which we carry on the hatches, are men
of the lst Battalion. I can hear two mates balk-
ing outside my port. One has just waked.
““ What time is it9’ ‘‘Ten past twelve—she's
sailed.’’ *‘ Where have you been !’ ‘‘ Bill ard
me have been down below having a farewell
talk.”” Somewhere along the deck I can hear
some sleepy chap singing—‘ What oh, for a hife
on the sea, so give it a chance, come and have a
dance, come and dance aleng with me.”” The
voice breaks off into some snatch of another song,
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“ When 1 am in my little grave,” or something to
that effect; and then the singer, having rewound
his blankets around him, tucks his head back on
to his pack and snuggles down for another sleep.

12.30 am.—Came up on deck to ses whether
we were going south of the island of Imbros or
north of it. We have just 50 miles to go, and
Tmbros lies directly in our path. Shall we go
south between it and the Dardanelles near the
top of the peninsula where the British force has to
land, or shall we go to the north of it where we
shall be screemed from the Dardanelles by the
mountaing of Imbros. In that case, immediately
after passing Imbros we should have to turn
straight in towards the coast—our landing place
is just beyond the end of Imbros. It is a perfect
moonlit night. We are passing the north-east
point of some island—probably still Lemnos.
On the end of the island a pin-point light is fash-
ing three times every five seconds. Ahead of us
is a single tiny sternlight, always dead alead.
Away to the left, far on our port bow, are two
other-lights, one after the other. Astern is an-
other ship; T can see the faint glow of some cabin
or galley light. For the rest she is simply a dark
shape, with no side lights or masthead lights. All
five of us, probably more, are ploughing ahead
silently through the darkness. One great thing
is in our favour—the night is perfectly calm.
The breeze of the day has died down. The sea
under the moon is like satin, with the soft velvet
of the island rising out of it on our right. We
are heading almost due north-east. Part of the
guard drawn irom the 1st Battalion is tucked
away on deck chairs just aft of the smoking-room,
In order to get out of the breezs. “ Ah, but it is
* chilly,”” says one of them, yawning. And so it is.
Others are curled on either side of the promenade
deck ; you have to pick your way carefully amongst
them, as they lie rolled up like white grubs in their
white blankets and waterproof sheels. Most of
them are in overcoats and balaclavas. One huge
chap is sprawled at full length on his face, with-
out overcoat or blanket, sleeping just like a hoy.

The young officer of the guards is on a deck
chair talking to the men beside him. He has
orders to wake the troops at 4 o’clock. Al lights
are to be turned out altogether when we get off
the mainland. We speculate as to whether the
British force has landed yet at Cape Helpas.
Some say they landed during the past day; I
fancy they really land this morning. Over on
that peninsula the Turk little dreams what is in
store for him during the next few hours,

2.30 a.m.—The moon is almost down now. Our
3rd Brigade has to land in the little interval
between the moonset and the dawn. They must
be getting near there now—10 miles ahead of us,
perhaps. We are steaming just north of a high
coastline—it must be Imbros. There are clouds
on the high velvet black hills. There are soms
other very high mountains to the north, which
must be the island of Samothrace. I wonder if
any one sees us from Imbros. The light on the
north-east point of Lemnos is there still, although
far behind wus, always winking. Two white
sternlights are direetly azhead of us. As I lean
over the rail below the bridge, there is a flash on
the forecastle, and a prolonged flicker of light—
some prize idiot lighting his pipe. .

'8 am.—All lights have been put out.

3.30 a.m.—We are now clearing the last point
of Tmbros. The moon is down, and it is much
darker. I cannot see the mainland beyond,
although I know it is there; the distance is only
12 miles. Far on our right, either on the point
of Imbros Island or on some ship stationed in
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the channel between us and the land are two
white lights, ‘one above the other and a little
aslant, as if on a mast. I shall stay up here

"now. A Colonel of the Army Corps Staff is

leaning over the rail beside me.

Somewhat suddenly, behind some land far away
to the right ahead of us, appears a distinct cirele
of hazy, misty, white light, and though one cannot
see the land one knows it must be there, becaise
something is hiding the aetual light from which
that glare comes. There is no mistaking it—a
searchlight. It must be somewhere in the Dar-
danelles, south of the peninsula. It sweeps in a
scared sort of way to right and left and back
again, and suddenly disappears. It cannot be
one of the lights on our warships; it is too far
up the Straits for that. It must be a searchlight
from one of the Turkish forts up the strait. It is
just on 4 am. I wonder if they have heard any-
thing, or is it that they are sweeping the straits
as an ordinary nightly precaution. There is
another searchlight further up the straits. We
can only see the haze of this one, also searching
round like the startled eyes of some frightened
animal. There goes the first scarchlight again.
Anyway, they can neither of them reach anything

.on this side of the peninsula.

Just at this moment, dawn had begun to break,
the first faint lightening like the white on your
finger nails is showing over the edge of land,
which is right ahead. Presently I look that way
again. The dawn is no longer there. The fringe
light is now on our port side. The ship must
have turned suddenly southwards. One can see
the land—a high ridge of hills is there also,
reaching away on either side of ns, We are
moving in between two flanking ships, merchant
ships evidently stationed there to give us the posi-
tion. There 1s not a sign of anything moving on
those hills at all, nor the least sound, and yet it is
well past 4 o’clock, the time when our 8rd Brigade
ought to be rushing out of their boats and some-
where up the grey slope that we can see ahead.
They hoped at least to get to shore unseen; they
were not to fire a shot if possible $ill daylight—to
trust till then to the bayonet alone.

It is still too dark to see what T am writing,
but the dawn is slowly growing. A line of officers
1s gradually lining the rail under the bridge, a
ship’s officer or two amongst them as excited as
the rest. Down on the foreecastle the men are
beginning to cluster to the sides. Another man
lights a pipe, and immediately there bursts over
him like a shell a torrent of words from the bridge
above.

4.25 am.—Still no sound from those hills. We
bave passed between the two merchant ships;
there are three of our sister transports ahead, and
we are moving in between two of them to make
up a line of four. There are two lots of four
ahead of us. The foremost four was to land the
men who should now be making their dash on
the beach. A destroyer slowly moves past us on
our port beam, dragging two long wrinkles across
the silky water as she moves. - It is light enough
to see that now. '

4.37 a.m.—Low down, either on the line of the
sea or shore a signal lamp has flashed. We can-
rot say if it is on some small boat close in or on
the beach itself. One of the'ship’s officers next
to me takes my telescope and looks long through
it. Then he hands it back. “Can’t make .out
whether it’s on the sea or the shore,” he says.

4.38 a.m.—For the first time, listening eagerly, -
I can catch faintly from the direction of the shore
a distant . knocking—first an isolated knock or
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two, then a second’s wait, then ‘“ knock! knock!
again “‘ knock! knock !”’—twenty or thirty knocks.
It is a sound as of some one who holds up a small
wooden box and knocks the inside of it with a
pencil. It stops for a few seconds and comes
again continuously, like the knocking of an axle
box heard very far off, very faintly, through the
bush. To my mind there is no mistaking that
sound whatever. It is the first time I have heard
the sound, but I have not the slightest doubt as
to what it i1s. It is the first distant echo of rifle
firing—first a few shots, then heavier and eon-
tinuous. I call the attention of the ship’s officer
next to me to it. He listens and ean hear it too.
He has no more doubt than I have. Some of the
others cannot catch it at first, but within a few
minutes there iz no question. Heavy Sfring is
going on somewhere on the slope of that hill
ahead. Perhaps it Is on the beach. TLooking hard
one cannot see the least sign of a flash. I wonder
how things are with them. If only we could see.

The light is growing fast into broad daylight.
Ahead of us on the silky bright water, some way
out towards us from the steel blue line of the land,
are three baitleships. Inside of them are two
lives, each of four transports, For the moment
we are stopped a little outside of the warships.
One of these has a small steamboat astern of her,
but we can see no sign of any boats further in
towards the skyline.

4.53 a.m.—Just now there was the sound as of
a bursting rocke{ high in the air, a little aft of
the ship. A little later, away on a promontory
about 2 miles south of us, there 1s a brilliant
pinpoint flash, and some seconds later a curious
whiz through the air-—a whiz starting on a very
high note and continuously descending dowm the
scale, exactly the opposite of a steam siren; then
there is a flash high in the air, a quarter of a mile
ahead of us; then a bang—the swish of a shower
of pellets sprayed down as if from a watering
can. A woolly white cloud just like a tuft of
cotton wool expands in the air, a small circle of
sea below is whipped up as if by the heavy drops
of a thunderstorm, The small white cloud above
is slowly floating away overhead. So this 1is
shrapnel. It is the first time most of the interested
crowd along the ship’s rail has seen 1t. * Look,
mate,” says a voice from the forecastle, “ They’re
carrying this joke too far-—they’re using ball
ammunition.”

4.45 a.m.—A bang which shook the ship. A
huge bilious yellow clond sprang for a moment
from the side of one of the warships just south of
us. Far down on the promontory whers that
other flash came ifrom a huge geyser of yellow-
black earth lifts itself—a lurid flash showing
through the cloud of it. Some of the Sydney in-
fantry on the deck below run to the side cheering
delightedly. ‘“ Whow! that's pat,’”” shouts one
excited boy, waving his cap. Several of the other
warships begin firing, but that shrapuel still
continues. At five o’clock one sheli seems to burst
fair over the stern of a grey transport ahead of
us, carrying some of the Victorian infantry. We
ourselves are now moving in to take up our berth.
Four of us in line are moving into the intervals
between the warships. We are passing quite close
to one; you can almost look down on to her deck
on the port side here. One pair of great turret
guns is pointed straight at us; the others at the
land. On our right the two covering warships
are pouring in round after round. The southern-
most of the two is & battleship, and her turret
gung are now roaring by pairs—the two together.

They are fairly tearing up the earth on the neck .
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between that southern promontory and the main-
land.  There is not a sign yet from the .
beach, only the hillside and that ceaseless knock-
ing, knocking, knocking.

Presently an oval object floats pasp us, low in
the water. Iy is a small boat, floating bottom
upwards, That is the first sign of the landing
that we have seen. Now at last as we move in
we can see just cn this side of the beach a swarm
of small boats—small boats everywhere. Each
seems to be going its own way-—rowing, not in
tow. Some seem to be stationary in clumps as if
they might be in difficulties—it is hard to tell ab
this distance. ‘‘I don’t like the way they are
all scattered about,”’ says a staff officer mear me,
The shells are still dropping, occasionally fairly
close to one ancther of our ships, but somehow
always between them.

5 o’clock.—1he men are being called down to a
good hot breaktast. That is one of the orders for
the day. The firing is still gomg on in the hills,
Whilst it comtinues one can scarcely think of
eating. ‘‘ You had better come,’’ says some one;
‘““ You never know when you may get a gocd meal
again.” It is a strange breakfast, this one in the
early morning light down in the saloon._ Fitty

- or sixty officers are around the saloon tables, the

stewards huirying in with porridge and eggs and
tea—they are very willing to do anything they
can this morning—the flash of the warships’ guns
cutside illuminating the saloon like lightning.
Up on deck again one can hear that knocking stiil
coming heavily from the shore. But look ever
50 hard and you can see nothing moving, not a
flash nor a sign of any sort. ‘ I’'m afraid they’ve
not. got very far,” says a staff officer. The small
boats which we saw near the shore are now some
of them clese to us, digging out for all they are
worth. There are no soldiers in them, only four
geamen rowing and a fifth standing at the tiller,
rowing to their various ships. Omne thing, they
have evidently landed their soldiers, Close in-
shore one can make out the shape of two de-
stroyers, They were to take on board men from
some of the ships, run inshore with them, and
then transfer them to life-boats to be rowed the
short remaining distance to the beach. Those
destroyers inshore must be just discharging the
9nd Brigade now. Anocther is coming back from
putting ashore part of the 2nd Brigade, and is
swinging round only a couple of hundred yards
from us. She is coming alongside for the first
load from this ghip. She was due at 8 o'clock.
It is now three minutes past six. On that de-
stroyer’s decks the men ‘are standing round soms-
thing which they have protected with a little nest
of hammocks. A man 1s lying in that nest. His
face is turned away from them, very pale and
otill. A seaman sits by him holding his wrist.
Ho is a wounded man. Another passed us a few
minutes ago in one of the small rowing boats.
There are half-a-dozen of them on this destroyer.
Another destroyer has moved alongside our other
beam. She has a dozen wounded on her deck.
Still there is that rattle, rattle, all along the hill-
side. 1t doesn’t sound as if our men had got:
very far. The shell is not bursting over the ships
now. Ii is waitine for each string of boats that
moves inshore, and is spraying over them. The
hill immediately in front runs down in & shoulder
towards the beach on our right, and the four guns
on that promontory are plastering that shoulder .
of the hill with shell. One great four-funnelled
cruiser, very like our old Furyalus, is slowly
moving forward, poking her nose close in to the
northern bay of that promontory. $She moves
slowly round and then straight in on it, very close. .
Tt is nearly seven o’clock. The firing is very weak.
and spasmodic along the hillside. :
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6.45 a.m.—From high up, not on the near hill-
side, but on one of the ridges at the back of it,
thers has twinkled a white point of light, very
brilliant. What on earth can it be? One’s first
idea was it must be from our men, but they
cannot have their communications established
righs back there—the head-quarters properly fized
and signalling stations opened up. ‘It must be
the Turks,’”” is the general opinion; but what do
the Turks want the heliograph towards us for!
They must be signalling towards some of their men
between there and curselves on the nearer ridges.

7.17 a.m.—S8ome one says there are men on the
skyline, and through the telescope ! can sce them
—a few at this point, more of them further along
the skyline—why, there are crowds of them.
Some are standing up, others moving over the
hili, others sitting down, apparently talking. Are
they Turks or Australians! The Turks wear
khaki, but the attitudes are exiraordinarily like
thosa of Australians—sovmething of the stockyard
fence about them. Behind them, I think on a
nearer ridge, a long line of men is quietly digging
on a nearer hill. Time and agamn I have seen
the Engineers digging in the desert at Mena
in just,such a line. Surely those are the round
disc-like tops of our men’s caps. Thers can be no
question of it. Everybody knows it now. Those
men are Australians, and whilst we were looking
for ihem on the nearer ridges, and especially that
shoulder rising from the beach on the right. they
were right back there on the further hills, 1
can’t say what a load that has lifted off one’s
mind. Well done, boys, great work! One has
known that relief and elation before—I can’t help
thinking of it when one has seen a hard fought
match pulled off for Australia on the Sydney
Cricket Ground. Orly there is behind if: this
certainty—the victory this time has big sclid
consequences. They will not be finished with a
single publication In the evening papers. There
they are, the figures of vur men on the furthest
hill, men digging on the nearer hill, and the flags
of the signallers busily waving half-way up the
hill above the beach. There is no firing at all
ashore now. There is no firing either from those
guns on the promontory. Apparently they are
silenced, even that last solitary one. No! just as
a launch with a string of boats in tow, taking men
from one of the ships ahead of us, gets in near
the beach, the beggar fires again. The four-
funnelled warship immediately blazes at it. The
gun on the promontory fires only one shot. Pre-
sently when another string of boats is on its way
the gun fires again. The four-funnelled warship
immediately smothers it. Clearly they come out
to fire one shot and then dive for their gun-
pit till the storm is over. Their last shot seemed
to be right over some disembarking troops. I
wonder if they got any. Amnother warship starts
at once to poke her nose straight in around the
southern corner of the point just as the four-
funnelled ene has done to the north of it

The firing on shore has begun again. One can
see our men now on the crest of the ridge much
further to the left than any were before. The
morning is glorious, the sea as smooth as saiin,
shining in the sun. Far out the blue-grey crags
of Imbros and Samothrace hang on the skyiine.
Nearer in are the great sbhips and the hazy canopy
of amoke. :

8 a.m. to 8.15 a.m.—There is more firing ashore,
part of it very rapid.

830 am,—A short spell of very rapid firing.
 As 9 o’clock approaches that firing seems to be
spreading more and more down the shoulder of
the hill to our right—the next hill to the heach
there. About half-a-mile of plain separates it
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from the promontory. That little flat or valley
I know runs right acress the peninsula—& miles
from our side to Maidos in the Dardanelles. The
further side of the valley rises in a steep line of
hills—there are distant Turkish works of some
sort scored across the whole face of that ridge,
but they are too far away to reach us at all,
although T did once think I saw eitker a gun fired
or one of our warship’s shells bursting there. All
this time the battleship around the southern point
of the promontory is firing; the shell must be
dropping on the southern side of the neck, beeause
I cannot see the burst.

9 o’clock.—Another tow going inshore—that
same gun has burst a shrapuel right over it. The
third destroyer has come alongside, and it is our
turn to go off. One of the twe ships botween
which we moved in this morning as flanking ships
was, I think, the balloon ship. Any way, one of
cur ships out there very shortly afterwards paid
out up into the air a captive balloon—not the
ordinary balloon shape, but a thing like a fat and
ugly garden grub, brilliant yellow, and tied down
by a very long thin line from near its tail to the
ship from which it rose. This balloon is dragged
about by the ship if it wishes to move, and 1t is
just now moving in closer, I suppose to see where
the gun is on that promontory.

9.20 a.m.—Another burst of firing ashore. We
climb down one of five or six rope ladders which
hang from the rail of our ship down on to the
deck of the destroyer below One is getting quite
used to this performance—cven with heavy packs
it has no difficulty for the men now, although it
is very slow.

940 am—We left the ship, waving good-bye
to those we are leaving there. Only the men who
are essential are being taken ashore—the rest of
the men and the gear will stay aboard, perhaps
a day or a week or three weeks—until we are
perfectly established on the shore. A maechine '}gun

ust
after we left the transports, a huge geyser of
white foam arose near one of the warships.
Clearly some very heavy gun is firing at her. We
have not the least idea where the gun is, but
probably the Navy knows. About a minute later
another geyser arises close to the same warship.
Whilst we are moving in to the shore on that
destroyer, another huge geyser suddenly bursts up
just beside a transport—an old Norddeutscher
liner, curiously enough. Then one next to the
transport we have just left. Next a geyser arises
just alongside the hows of a destroyer. It seemed
to me to burst, and there is a sort of grey powdery
splash left on the destroyers side. DBefore the
spray has time to clear, a scaman on hoard has
calmly walked up to the rail where that shell
burst and looked over the side to see if the ship’s
side is holed. That gun to the south has just had
its bang at us, quite harmless; it fell a couple of
hundred yards short. As we come in now, ome.
can see the hills our 8rd Brigade went up this
morning, It is an astomishing feat.. The place
is Just like a section of the Blue Mountains, in
New South Wales. To north and south on either
side there is a plain, up which the guns of the
Navy can sweep, 1 suppose, for some way. Be-
tween these plains rises a sheer ridge. In front
of us, at one point high above our heads, it curls
to a point in an absolute precipice, with what
looks like a knife edge on top; even thé other
hilis are half precipitous—some of them covered
with a low scrub and grass, others too steep for
grass, but with a bare rounded serub dofted over
them rather like the wool on 2 negro’s head. The .
destroyer has stopped, and three or four boats




Commonwealth Gazette

have come alongside whilst one was thinking of
other things. Some one says that the gun on that
promontory has dropped a sheil between us and
another unloading destroyer about 100 yards
away. We seramble into the bows of a whalehoat
alongside. She quickly fills with men, and four
seamen get ont the oars. A row for 100 yards
or so and the boat grounds, about 10 yards from
the beach. We jump out—it is not an easy job
with a heavy pack—a splash through water about
to the top of our gaiters and we are on the shingle.
About 20 yards to our left the naval signalmen
are erecting a wireless pole, There are one or
two wounded men being carried along the beach;
troops are being formed up everywhere and
marched off constantly. Some one says the first
two boats suffered heavily—there is no sign of
our dead. But a liitle later, as some of us seramble
up a gully, T hear some one pointing out a little
heap of objects some way along the beach to the
north. They are tiny things in khaki, each
covered with its overcoat. Y think they must
have bheen collected and laid out there.

As we get to the top of the hill something
buzzes overhead like a bee, two or three times.
The first few times I looked after it to see if
I could follow the flight of any insect; then it is
gradually borne in upon one that these insects
are made of nickel flying very fast—I do not
know how near, but they certainly do not sound
dangerous. Below us, on the top of a knoll which
forms one end of the Hitle bay where we landed,
is a strong little Llockhouse covered with earth
and boughs, and a trench running around the
knoll and ending I ecannot see where.

So it was in face of that that our boys landed.
Qut along the white beach which bends away to
the north, in the direction in which most of our
dead seem to be, are two men strolling uncon-
cernedly. “ Look at those chaps; they seem to be
as much at home as if the place were Manly,”
says some one, and we did not trouble to look
again. I wish we had given them more aftention;
for from what T have since heard, I am not at all
sure that that part of the beach did not belong
to the enemy, and that those two men were aot
performing a very heroic act.

Gaba Tepe (thirteen), 24th June.—Brigadier-
General Legge has arrived. The sitnation here is
unchanged, the position being roughly this, that
after the first few days at Anzac and slightly
Tater at Helles, the battle settled down to tremch
warfare of precisely the same obstinate sort as
in Flanders. The Anglo-French force at Helles
has to force its way bit by bit against exceedingly
tough opposition, through line after line of
trenches on both shoulders of Achi Baba, and
one can see many trenches across the country
north of Achi Baba, especially on and around a
great platcau with steep sides, the level top of
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which lies between Achi Baba and us, and under
whose eastern edge Kilid Bahr is tucked. Against
those most formidable defences the Allied forces
are fighting a baitle very similar to that in
Flanders, with this difference, that the distance
they have to go is enly 8 miles or less, and Turkish
supplies of men and arms are not unlimited. A
definite change oceurred in the condition of the
batile about the middle of May, since when the
main Fleet, which previously had been present all
the time, has only occasionaily been present. This
made far less difference than any one would
imagine. The destroyers jumped at the chance
of using their guns, and these small ships have
veally done wonderful work. The task of the
French along the shore of the Dardanelles is now
more difficult, but otherwise I can only say that
a lay observer like myself, living right in the
heart of things all the time, cannot see any differ-
ence in the conditions since the presence of the
large warships has been withdrawn. The Navy,
when required, supports the French and British,
who are fighting a most gallant battle, and are
not far from us, over the hills on the horizon.
We can see their shell bursting, often a eonsider-
able distance down, nearer the slope of Achi Baba
and on both shoulders, and those men whose posi-
tions on the right of the line enables them to look
over the low ground to the south, are continually
watehing with glasses and telescopes. The weather
lias been beautiful, and the men’s spirits splendid.
Officers who have returned from hospital at
Alexandria have asked me to mention the extreme
kindness with which Cairo and Alexandria people,
not only British, but French, Syrians, and (Greeks,
are treating the wounded. The wife of one Go-
vernment official in Cairo spends twelve hours
daily preparing food at one of the hospitals. Her
hushand, after the day’s work, comes down and
helps her. Those who have returned also ask me
to mention the great kindness with which they
were nursed by German Nursing Sisters at the
German Convent Hospital, Alexandria. While T
am writing this, three Turkish guns, to which we
have become accustomed, have begun their daily
shelling of the anchorage. One from Gaba Tepe
promontory endeavoured to hit a Fleet; sweeper,
which anchored a little too close to please it. The
second from Gaba Tepe at the same time began
shelling some small steam-boats, a tug, and bathers
just off the beach. A third gun from the Big Hill
io the north began shelling these steam-boats and
tug from the other direction. The water was
lathered up around the boats as if by a rain of
stones. The boats calmly proceed to tie up, the
crews row as if perfectly safe, the bathers have
all gone ashore except two beginuers, who are still
practising the breast stroke, keeping to the pro-
tection of several barges. The Fleet sweeper has
moved a few hundred yards cut. A man was hit
yesterday in the water, and came oub with his
arm almost torn off, but this did not stop the
bathing, except for a few minutes. In spite of
the smoke, splash, and noise of shrapnel, it does
wonderfully little damage. TFor examgle, the
shooting which has just finished has done no
damage at all.
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