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THE following further reports, whick have been
 received from the Official Press Representative
with the Australian Expeditionary Force in con-
nexion with the operations of the Allied Forces
on the Gallipoli Peninsula, ars published for
general information.

ANDREW FISHER,
Prime Minister.

GaBa Tepr, 30th May.-—The first three days on
shore the Australian Force had to fight continu-
ously for its footing. On the fourth day the
Turks gave up all attempts to dislodge us by day.
Their men were informed that they would not be
asked to face the naval guns again 1u the daylight.
but that attacks would be made at night. By
this time, however, the sting had for the present
gone out of them; and for the last four days of
the week we were occupied in making our line on
the ridges and our base on the beach so strong
that whatever reinforcements the Turks might
bring up would find it a task too costly to shiit
us, At the same time, the pieces and remnants
of the 1lst Australian Division and of the New
Zealand Infantry scattered all through the line
were gradually withdrawn, and collected at some
rest camp hehind the fighting line or on the
beach. Their places in the firing line were tem-
porarily taken by some of the Royal Naval and
Marine Battalions which Mr. Churchill had organ-
ized and sent to the relief of Antwerp.

That Wednesday, the fourth day, was a day of
extreme and unwonted quiet. JInstead of the con-
tinnal rattle of rifles, which, even on the beach,
had always sounded as if it came from the edge
of the ridge just 300 feet above us, there was only
the occasional knock as of a cricket bat when the
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nets are out and the evening practice is going on.
Instead of the constant declining whistle of shells
overhead, and the rocket-like crack of the burst,
the enemy’s guns only turned their attention to
this or that part of the position at set times, and
threw in a dozen shells, perhaps, twice or thrice
a day, as if they were visiting cards. On the
beach to the south, the 3rd Brigade, after about
eighty hours fighting without sleep, went bathing;
the beach looked almost like that at Manly. Stray
bullets iobbed over there occasionally, and killed
at least one man, but these veterans—for that is
what they were, and their commanders knew it—
took not the faintest motice. The soldiers of the
Naval Division, which they began to land late
that aftermoon, were extraordinarily impressed by
the sight of a hundred or two of Australians bath-
ing in the beautiful warm rays of the afternoon sun,
whilst the shrapnel came whizzing over the point
and exploding high overhead.. I do not mean that
the water was an infernc of shrapnel bullets, but
the occasional visitor who locked in over the hills
was treated as simply a joke. Even when things
hecame more exciting, some of the keener swimmers -
only laughed at the showers of pellets. Soms
would enjoy their bath splashing about under the
lee of a lighter; others who were caught further
out simply dived to avoid the hail, and came up
laughing. In all this bathing, from first to last,
very few men have been hit.

In those early days, the transports used to e
back off the little half-mile bay which made our
beach. They were anchored 2 or 3 miles out—
fourteen or fifteen great merchant ships, from
Atlantic liners down to ocean tramns—and sbout
half-a-dozen battleships, the first-class ships of
fifteen years ago, but ships splendidly suited for
this stage of the campaign. Closer in were half-
a-dozen trawlers anchored in shallower water, and
nearer still, a collection of lighters, moored just
as you will see them in the Thames below London
Bridge. '
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The day always used to begin with a somewhat
mysterious visitor from over the hills. About
6 wiles over there, ai the back of us, although we
have pever seen them, are Maidos and the Dax-
danelles, and the Turkish ancherage of Nagara.
We have seen heavy smoke pouring for a whole
afternoon over a hill to our right front, which we
knew must be Maidos burning; but we have never
seen Maidos, because, though it locks quite an
innocent, afterncon’s walk, yon cannet walk over
that hill to see.

However, from behind these hills, at about
6 o’clock every morning, just when the sun was
nicely up, and the sea was looking like pale lemon
satin, without a single crease in 1t, there used to
come 3 sound as it some big kettle had craned

its long neck over the ridges, and was hissing

away towards the sea. Hali the camp on the
beach and the hills would dive out of its dug-outs,
or look back from the trenches, where the sea was
visible from them. The hiss would travel six or
seven seconds over the sea, and then some point
of the satin surface, perhaps 2 miles out, would
rise up in a stout column about 20 feet high,
and shower itself down again like a fountain.
This column usually contained biack or grey
smoke as well as the white foam, mixed just like
the white and black in the beard of a man at the
turn of life. That meant that the shell had
exploded on striking the water. A other times,
it was merely a much shorter fountain of pure
white, which meant that the ghell did not explode.

The hiss of that shell would, of course, continue
for some seconds after we lhad seen him strike,
and the dull plunge with which it ended reached
us after the fountain had all subsided and was
merely a sea of rings travelling slowly ocutwards
acrosy the polished sea. The shell would aiways
be followed by a second, further out, and further
to the north, which seemed to show that the gun
was in the south and had lengthened its range.
Then, perhaps, at an interval of twoe minutes,
would ‘come another hiss, almost a roar, and two
fountains of foam would rise from the water like
brothers, always side by side with each other,
about 15 or 20.yards between them. These locked
irresistibly like a warship’s two big burret-gun
shells, and somehow we all got to assume that tiey
were the two big bow guns of fhe Goeben. I do
uot know even now if they were—they may have
come from the old cruiser which the Germans sold
some years back at a respectable profit to the
Turks, or they may have been from two guns on
some Dardanelles fort; but to us they were the
Goeben. They always stopped after the fifth or
sixth shot, and went to sleep until the next morn-
ing’s sunrise,

Bometimes these shells came uncomfortably close
to one of our warships. She would wait until
you were convinced the next shot would explode
on her deck, and then slowly move out just
before the next visitor plunged into the water
near where she had lain, Qu the first Friday morn-
ing our ships stationed off the bay, all blazed away
together at.some targei over in the Dardanelles—
which was almost certainly this ship, for the space
of ten minutes. There was.no reply that morning :
but in :the afternoon for a ehange, one big gun
from the Dardanelles sent two shots across into
the offing. And the display from over the hills
next daybreak was quite imposing—almost as hot
as -our ‘bombardment on the day hefore, So I
guess that big turret was still there.

It.is wonderful what a lot of shells you can fire
into -a crowd of ships without finding any of them
—the infervals between the ships are so very much
greaker than the speebator realizes. After all,
even ip a crowd of ships, a very small proportion

189G

Commonwesalth Gazette

of the surface of the anchorage is covered by ships,
and a long-distance shot dropping steeply has a

- hundred chances of falling into the interstices

between as. against one of falling on to a ship’s
deck. Only one of these big shells has done any-
thing. That was early in the second weeck. At
the end of one of the familiar rumblings, there
came no fountain of water, but instead, irom the
stern of one poor old tramp steamer, there ex-
panded a huge flare of brilliant orange flame. It
wag not a flash, but rather a paten of glowing
molben fire, which climbed as high as about the
level of the funnel-top and went out again—a sort
of gigantic leisurely wind. We all expected to
see that old steamer founder—it was hke firing
at some great battery and hitting a poor old cab
horse who had uo chance against such weapons;
but, to every one’s surprise, the steamer moved
slowly out; and I heard afterwards that she only
had two men wounded by the explosion of the huge
shell,  After that, the transports moved to an
alternative anchorage a little further out.

On Wednesday night our troops had their first
real experience of wet weather in the trenches.
Only four times since we came hers has any rain
fallen. This first Wednesday night was just un-
pleasant enough to let us appreciate what we had
missed in Flanders. The trenches had not reached
the advanced stage of elaboration which they
attained after the first fortnight, and in most parts
there was nothing for it but to lie in the mud.
Three weeks later, I went through the trenches
whilst it was raising, and matters were very dif-
ferent. The Australian soldier had reached a
frame of mind which it would take more than a
point or two of rain to disturb. I remember a
picture of one man lying in a dug-out with a
waterproof suit stuck out overhead like the
awning over the pavement in front of a Sydney
shop. He was in the dark recess inside this
cover, his attention buried deep in an Australian
newspaper. Above him the awning was drooped
a little at one end so as to form a gutter. Whilst
he calmly read his paper beneath it, the water
ran down from hiy waterproof sheet into a pint
pot, which was placed on the ledge below to catch
it; so that he got the mews of the day and a
water supply at the same time, Another had his
waterproof sheet arranged in the same way ; but all
down the gutter were ranged in a line, one after
the other, the biscuits for that night’s supper.
Whilst he read about the Easter show the biscuits
were being slowly softened.

There was little hot fighting during these days.
One afterncon, Friday, the Turks made, for some
reason, quite a dashing daylight attack against
one of the Naval Battalions, coming on almost
after our methods, hopping over the scrub -and
advancing fairly quickly; but the machine .guns
of the British got on to them and drove them back.
One of .the Naval Battalions, on another occasion,
I believe, lost heavily very scon after its arrival ;
it "had charged into a Turkish tremch which .was
covered by machine guns at either end. This is
the method whichk the Germans employ for de-
fending their trenches, arranging them so that
each trench 'is covered by some trench further
back. It means that the trenches have to be
built without any protecting against fire from the
flank, for, of course, if they protect them .from
your fire frem the flank they protect them against
their own fire also. But, under certain circum-
stances, this risk may be worth running, and the
system renders isolated tremches very difficult to
take,

There were other small evenis during this week
—some of them of great interest—but, though. the
Turk has just as good a view as we have.of what
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goes on off the coast, and a good deal that happens
on ghore also, there can be only one rule for the
war correspordent—to err on the gide of care.
The end of the first week found the Australasian
Force fairly comfortably settled in a positier from
which the Turks were not likely to shift it. The
next phase—the endeavour to turn off that posi-
tion in several respects by small additions to the
front or straightening of the line held—must be
left for another article, '

Gasa Tere, 6th June.—The 2nd Australian
Brigade arrived back from Cape Hellas on the
morning of the 17th May. We had had no news
of Anzac since we left there nearly a fortmight
before. It was curiously like coming howe, and
I think every man in the ship was heartily glad
to get there. Through the glasées you could see
the old familiar beach, with the stores and fodder
stacks, a man or two walking carelessly about them,
the picket, boats running in and out, the punts
and lighters moored in the anchorage. Most of
the transperts had gone; thers was an emptiness
like that of Sydney Harbor when the wool and
wheat seasen is over. As the first tows went in
full of troops, down: camie the old familiar shrapnel,
whizzing from over the hill, and lashing the water
into foam. The Navy, and the Australian In-
fantry in- the barges, took as much netice of it as
they usually do—that is to say, no notice what-
ever; it did very little harm. One small mid-
shipman, of about fourteen or fifteen, was hit
twice through the knee by shrapnel pellets, and
the ether midshipmen went on with their work
exactly as if he had sprained an ankle in a foot-
ball match,

So one knew that very little had changed at
Anzac. - One noticed, however, very soon after
getting ashore, that some of the guns which occa-
sionally shelled "us in the course of their dail-
attempt to reach our batteries, were of larger
calibre than we had noticed befora. Practically,
if not abselutely, all the guns which used to play
on our position during the beginning of our fight-
ing had been Turkish field guny or mountain guns,
from 14-pounders to 12-pounders. But there had
just begun to appear one or two shells of a much
larger class. On the morning of 18th May, some-
thing went by with a flurry just over the heads
of our dug-outs at breakfast time, and brought
out two or three people to see what it was. On
the roof- of one dug:-out was lying a huge lake,
made by an 11-in. shell. One could immediately
detect the difference in the shell from the differ-
ence in the noise of its flight, or of its burst if
you heard it. On 18th May, there were at least
one 1l-in. gun, one 8-in., and ons or two 4-im,
or 4.7’s amongst the guns which were bombarding
us; and on the evening of 18th May, they began
a bombardment in earnest.

The day had been unusually quiet, as quiet as
a hot, sleepy, lazy holiday afternoon in spring
or summer, There was that sort of air about
the whole place. The scenery, especizlly at dawn
and evening, is very beautiful, and the climate
exquisite. The wild flowers in places make parts
of the hills a perfect rock garden. As one sat in
the sun that afternoon watching the men bathing
on the beach, and an occasional pinnace draggling
two lazy lines across the satin water behind her
2y she tugged in some barge stacked with provi-
sions, one could not get it out of one’s head that
it was a loliday aftarnoon at home, and that the
occastonial smack thut came out of the hills above
our heads was the gnod, healthy smack of a cricket
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bat, and that some local club must be _ﬁ’aving its

evening net practice. And then down it came—
shells of every sort, feeling, I think, along the
hill tops for our batteries rather than for the
boats. ~ One wondered if they were finding those
batteries, and how the batteries managed to live
through it if they did find them. I helieve they
had been pounding at them with those 4-in. guns
all day, but we had heard little of it.
That evening, word arrived that. a.new Turkish
division had been seen landing from ships at 2
point at the Dardanelles about 6 miles behind the
hills from our front ; Later, word came in
that Turkish troops, with guns, has been moeving
northw-rg from Krithia — that- is to. 8ay, were
heing” Withdrawn from the reserves facing. -our
ary/ 10 219 south.  About half-past 11 that
-2t the £ 00y went, below the horizon. Exactly
LOf Mittltes later, away in the hills at the back,
17Nt ‘a directiion which one has come to know, well
ag the direction of Quinn’s.Post, came the sound
of a hand grenade—a sort of dull thump like
2 big drum. TImmediately after it, the sound of
Turkish rifle fire, which up to then had been the
usual shot every second or so which goes on all
vight, increased rapidly to a heavy fusillade. A
minute later there was another bomb, a machine
gun had joined in, and the fire was rapidly becom:
ing tremendous. A minute later another bonib
still. A machine gun was going hard, swesping
from right to left and back again. = One could
hear the stream of bullets from it swishing ovet
the top of the ridge 100 feet or so above one's
head ; the swish would gradually approach, Brow-
ing louder and nearer, sweep ovérhead with a
rustle like that of the wings of a flisht of birds.
and then fade away to the other side, présentle
coming back again and passing over from the othet
direction as regularly as if it were the ray of a
searchlight. The fusillade was now one continuous
roar, punctuated every few seconds by bomb ez-
plosions, just as if some one were gently tapping
a big drum. As a matter of faet, that fusillade
meant nothing. It was directed against a point
of the line a little to the right of Quinn’s—against
the part of the righthand side of our triangle
which was nearest to the apex. It was the heaviest
fire ever experienced there, and it kept up for
about twenty minutes; but no Turks hopped out
of their trenches, and all that the brigades sent
down about it, when they were asked what was
happening, was that theré was nothing to report:
It wag at twenty minutes past 3-in the morning
of 19th May that the Turks attacked: Ths atfack’
was made very silently. A sentty of the lst
Battalion suddenly exelaimed, * There, a Turk!”
and blazed at a figure in front of him. Several
dark figures rose from the scrub in front of the-
trench and rushed at the parapet. One is taid to
have jumped over on to the rear edge of ths'
trench, fired down into it, jumped back apain, and
then faller dead on the parapet with his head in a
loophole. At the same time, all along the line
in this part our sentries reported that there were:
men coming out of the Turkish trenches. Rapid
fire was immediately opened. Our men: could seé
what they were shooting ab, and the fire they:
poutred in was simply murderous. -~ In spite of
this, a few Turks managad to get right to the’
parapet of our trenches. At one point,-seven of -
them actually gob into a shert length of french.
They were afraid to move any further—there was
a. traverse on each side of them——and  our men
managed to keep -them occupied by firing round-
the corner from one gide, while a single man went.
round by a back way to the other side of them and
shot them all down from behind. One man, the
last. although wounded, scrambled up the rear
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side of the trench and ran over down the valley
gide behind, well inside our lines, where he was
found and brought in. Opposite the 2nd Bat-
talion, five Turks reached right to the parapet,
and fell there one on top of the other. I saw
them there next morning—you could have touched
them with a rifle from the top of the parapet.
At another place, one battalion occupied a sap
which was reaching out towards a sap which came
out to meet it from another battalion, but the two
sapheads had not yet met. There may have been
a space of 15 yards betwsen them. The Turks
pressed most fiercely hercda A few got well inside
the line of the two sap! s, but were all shot.
Another line of them advanced up to this point.
next morning, it could be seen that this Live had
evidently come on by the usual Gerw pn Mathed
for night attack-—holding on to a whitamarch > ..
tape in order to keep its formation i the dar 'E‘
There was the marching-tape lying across Ligen
side within a few yards of our irenchies, stretched
from tuft to tuft of heath just at it had fallen,
and a line of about fifteen or twenty men Iying
along it. Probably they had checked there for a
moment before they turned, and that line marked
the point where they had wavered

The Turks did not attack the left or right of
our line until an hour after they were already
fighting fiercely in the right centre. At about
half-past 3, bodies of Turks were moving up from
far back, rdbund away on the Jeff, where thev
had 5 miles to go before they could reach our Ileft.
About 500 Turks appeared opposite the left of our
line at half-past 6. The right of our line began
to be attacked at about half-past 4 by a battalion
which seemed to have lost its way. We poured
a fire on fo it from the flank and from the front
whilst it was apparently getting into position:
and, although the range here was longer than at
other party of the line—runaing into some hun-
dreds of yards—the effect was deadly. Two men.
who were afterwards sent out to count their dead,
found 240 in front of one battalion, which means
that the enemy’s loss at this one point cannot have
been much under 1,000, and was probably more.

The Turks made at least two advances against
almost every part of the line, and at the centre
and right-centre they made four. Tt was 8 o’clock
before their last charge against the lst Battalion
was heaten back, and they kept up their attacks
upon Quinn’s Post until after 11 o’clock. Tt was
not until a quarter-past 11 that they gave up their
attacks there. Numbers of men could be seen
leaving the trenches opposite Quinn’s Post. Thev
passed down the Turkish communication trenches
at the back, our maxims knocking clouds of dust
from the parapets above their heads. Lower down,
one could see Turks running around the shoulder
of a hill making for the nearest shelter in a gullv
below, which was hidden from our rifles. Some
of them came round the corner of that hill with
fired bayonets, with 2 man, who seemed to be an
officer, urging them on, apparently to charge
again. Others T saw who had no arms or accon-
trements, and who apparently had left behind even
their coats and caps, bolting around that corner
and running the gauntlet into safety. It is, of
course, possible that they were engineers who had
heen working at some fatigue in connexion with
the attack.

The beating off of that attack was eimply child’s
play to our men, Many of them exposed them-
salves recklessly in order to get a clear view of the
lines they were shooting at. Some were sittine
on the parapet, laughing as they shot. until well
on into the daylight; and it was owing to this
exposure that we suffered most of those few
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casualties which did oceur. The 3rd Battalion
lost the most heavily—very much more heavily
than any of the others—about thirty killed and
thirty wounded.

Fairly early in the proceedings the Turks must
have known that the attack had little chance of
succeeding, for they sent an aeroplane over us at
half-past 5. Probably this was done in order to
see if we were getting any reinforcements from
the south. Almost immediately after this aero-
plane had passed, some big guns at the back of
the Turks shelled the shipping in our anchorage.

So ended the biggest attack that the Turks
have made upon us. They had about 35,000 men,
which iy perhaps more than were ever opposite our
position before. Butb we were in strong trenches,
and the attack had nothing near the same chance
of success as the attacks through the open during
the first, second, and third days of our landing.
At Quinn’s Post, where the attack lasted latest,
we were splendidly backed by one battery of our
artillery, which was bursting its shells just over
the top of our own trenches, so close that the
shrapnel sometimes sheared the top of our own
trenches and went straight into the face of the
Turks. Even if the Turks had kept in their
trenches that shrapnel would have made them
keep their heads down; but, as a matter of fact,
many of them charged during the night, and next
morning the bodies lay thick in the 20 or 30 yards
strip which separated the trenches at this part.

It is hard to say how many the Turks lost in
this attack. The official estimate at first was
2,000 killed ; but on the day of the armistice—five
days later, when we agreed to allow the Turks to
bury their dead, and when for the first time it
wag possible to get a good view of the strip of
country hetween the lines—so many were in the
serub that the official estimate was raised to 3,000
killed. Some Turkish prisoners have put the
number at 5,000 ; but the prisoner is nearly always
a shaker man, and every one who has any experi-
ence knows that the evidence of shaken men in
war time is most untrustworthy. Any way, what-
ever the Turkish loss was, it must have amounted
to the best part of a division, and the Turks have
never made a general attack again. They have
made fierce sectional attacks against Quinn’s Post,
and have been beaten every time; but, although
we expected a renewal of the big attack, it was
never made. It was to be the great effort to con-
centrate on our isolated force—probably they took
it to be the smaller of the two on the Peninsula—
and was to drive us once and for all into the sea
before the army at Cape Hellas could help us.
General Liman von Sanders himself directed the
operations. It was a pretty desperate venture.
and we, knowing this, expected that it would
probably be pressed for a day or two. Bub it
was not.

Almost absolute quiet—as near to its as we have
come at Anzac—followed. The only possible ex-
planation is that the Turkish troops, who had
attacked with very great bravery, had had enough,
and that the troops who had attacked that might,
at any rate, would not face another such attack.
Most of the big-calibre guns which we had noticed
fired a few rounds at uve for a day or two, and
then disappeared. We have not, so far, heard of
them since.

Gasa Tere, Tth June.—One often used to
wonder in Australia how many of these stories
from the froni which used to form the greater
part of our war news in the early days were
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fiction. A great part of them were suspiciously
complete, and one hag learnt sinee from expsrience,
again and again repeated, that these complete
stories are almost invariably untrue; they may
have had a foundation in fact, but have been
rounded off out of recognition. That does not
mean that there is not plenty of true adventure in
this Australssian campaign. Here is one adven-
ture, written exactly as it happened.

It became desirable to find out something about
one of the enemy’s guns. There were several ways
of finding out. The straightest was to go and see.
The officer charged with the duty on this occasion
chose this way. He took with him two youngsters
and went out into the enemy’s territory by night.
His two scouts were not professional soldiers, or
even bushmen-—they were, T think, a Launceston
bank clerk and a Launceston fruit-grower, and
whether T am right or not, I will call them that
to distinguish them. It is wonderful what vicissi-
tudes a bank clerk can encounter in war time.

They left; our lines almost as soon as the dusk

had fallen. One youngster went first as ‘‘pointer’” ;-

then followed the Major; the other Tasmanian
brought up in the rear. Right ahead of them,
across the black outline of the land, was laid a
brilliant white streak, here a thin streak, there a
broad patch, where it crossed some hillock or en-
tangled itself in some thicket of scrub. It was
the searchlight of the warship watching this flank.
It was not kept on continuously, but shut off for
five minutes at a time every quarter of an hour er
so. The first problem was to work up the slope
sovered with this light without being suddenly
ravealed to the Turks, much as the limelight sud-
denly opens and reveals the star dancer in the
pantomine. The only thing was to keep very low
—to work infervals of darkmess and lie absolutely
still when the light was open. It was 11 o'clock
before they had got in view of the second low ridge
inland from the shore, and were looking down into
the deep shade of a gully, in which ran a little
stream. Further up that same gully, only a mile
away ab the outside, was the main Turkish line
of trenches just opposite our own line. Probably
they would have their kitchens and stacks of sup-
plies and distributing stations deeper in the gully
at the back of those lines; but that was all con-
siderably to the flank of the line along which the
scouts were cresping.

Tt was just as they moved over the neck of the
first ridge that they lay up for a few minutes to
listen. There were two deserted Turkish trenches

on the shoulder of the hill on which they were— -

trenches made by the Turks in preparation for our
first landing here. but which have never been used,
hecause we landed in another place. These
trenches were close beside them as they listened.
Suddenly, from the darkness about 80 yards ahead
of them, they heard a cough. It was, if anything,
a little to their right front. A few minutes
later the same man coughed again, and there
were certain indistinet sounds as if a sentry were
being relieved. They knew it could be only one
thing—a sentry standing there on his post; so
they turned to the left in hope of clearing this
line of sentries. When they had gone far encugh
they turned to the right again, and crawled down
towards the stream which ran through the bottom
of the gully.

The stream ran through rather thick under-
growth, and in crossing it there was a little un-
avoidable noise. The noise was no more than a
mere scraping of earth. but just at that instant
thers came from the dark in front of them a
shufling and stumbling of feet, and a patrol of
three or four men passed along the further hank
of the stream, not more than 10 yards away. The
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one question for them now was, had they been
heard. They waifed and listened for half-an-
hour, and although if, wag impossible to make cer-
tain, there were heard muttered conversations and
shufflings from some way on their flank, which
made it seem very likely that the patrel had heard
them, and was more mystified than they.

Under the circumstances, it was considered that
the best way to mystify the patrol still further
was to push ahead with the expedition in its
original direction. They could hear some one
moving about 50 or 100 yards ahead, so they made
on hands and knees towards a patch of scrub.
To reach it they had to cross a. stretch of open
grass land. - They were within about 20 yards of
this scrub patch, going on hands and knees, when
they heard ‘2 of men coming straight down
upon. them from their left. The patrol was going
caterpillar fashion at this time, the Launceston
{ruit-grower—if I remember his occupation aright
—in front, the Major and the bank clerk about 10
yards behind him. The fruit-grower would go
10 yards ahead; then the Major would come up to
him ; then the fruit-grower would go ahead again;
then the bank clerk would come up to the Major,
and go on. The fruit-grower was about 6 yards
ahead of the Major, and the bank clerk a little
behind him when the noise was heard, and all
movement stopped. The whele question now was
what way would this party come? If they came
a8 they appeared to be going thers was no hope
for it; our party would have to use firearms,
which they did not wish to do—in fact, they would
only do it if there were absolutely no other way
of getting out, and then the only chance for them
would be that they were so close that every shot
must tell. They lay perfectly still, and it became
clear that the patrol was moving straight towards
them—eight men in all. That was about 20 yards
away or less, and they were getting ready to act.
when thers was a voice in the darkness. A
Turkish sentry about 15 yards ahead of our party
had challenged the Turkish patrol.

The patrol! stopped, answered the challenge, and
then began a whispered consultation. Our men
lay quite still. There was still a chance that thev
might, carry out the work they had come for. If
this patrol took another way, they might sneak un
and bayonet the sentry or club him, and get
through. Of course, if the patrol came on things
were up, and the expedition must fail. The patrol
started to move, and they saw that it was coming
forward. It was spread out with intervals of
about 2 yards between the men, and it came on in
a roughly-extended lire. The two men on the left
of the patrol were slightly ahead of the others.
and the direction in which' they were coming
brought them directly between the officer in the
centre of our party and hip leading man. The
others were coming in a line across the rear of
our party. As the two men on the left got between
our two leading men they saw the fruit-grower.
The officer saw one of them raise his rifle to
bayonet the fruit-grower, so he fired and dropped
him, *= At the same instant, the fruit-grower, see-
ing that the other man had seen him, shot him
also. That was two of the patrol accounted for.
Our men turned round and saw three of the
others bunched together against the sky, as men
will bunch together when they are frightened.
although it is the very worst thing to do on such
an occasion. . They shot these three, and all
fell. Then they fired on the next two men, and
these dropped; but whether they were hit, or
whether they dropped in order to get away, it was
impossible to say. One ran back towards our
lines and away from our party, and so escaped.
The fighting had been at from 3 to 10 yards range.
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. That accounted for the whole patrol. As far
as the officar could see, the Turkish patrol had not
fired a single shot; the others thought otherwise,
but they may have mistaken the flash of their own
shots for those of the enemy. The patrol withdrew
to the stream to ese what would happen. They
could hear a considerable commotion up and down
the enemy’s line opposite them. It soon became
clear that there was no chance of getting through
that.might ; ‘and so they retired quickly agsin and
reached our lines at half-past 1. :

They had made one useful discovery: they had
found a line of sentries. They went off quietly to
their beds. When they were all safely tucked ur
in their- blankets, a fierce firing broke out in the
night. The Turks had marched goodness knows
how maay . troops out on to the ridge oh our flank.
and were firing at the beach. The only thing to
hit-was the waves. a :

Some time later, on the day of the armistice.
one of ‘our officers had a chance of talking to a
Turkish officer about this affair. The Turkish
officer told him that his people had been attacked
that night by a patrol of about twenty-five Aus.
tralians, but that the Turks had lost enly about
six. No doubt this description was given in per-

fectgood faith.

Gapa TePE, 12th June.—It was the evening
after the Turkish attack of 19th May. The
trenches realized during the night what a big
attack it was; but I do not think most of those
outside of them did until some of us saw the way
in which the Turks lay outside the lines. Tt was
the talk of the whole force for the next few days.

Some of us were sitting yarning that evening
whilst the sun sét over the sea  turning the craters
of Imbros into the dull-grey of an elephant’s hide.
set against a background of the most delicate rose.
when some one passing said, ‘T suppose you've
heard that the man with the donkeys is dead ¥’
It came as a real shock. Everybody knew that

man with the donkeys, and everybody knew that if

ever a man deserved honour in this war it was
he. He was a stretcher-bearer. Few people knew
his name. 'To most he was Scottie, or Murphv-
those who called him the one called his donkey the
other. He was really Private Simpson, of the
3rd Field Ambulance.

When first we arrived at Anzac, there were

landed a number of donkeys, which it was thought
would be useful in carrying watér and food to the
firing line. Donkeys will live on a diet of little
more than sticks. It was found from the first.
however, that the animal for this work out and
away the best is the mule. e drinks much less
than a horse, and the amount of work he gets
through on these steep hills is an eye-opener. The
donkeys are the favorites with the men on account.
of their temper, but there are not many of them
now remaining. N

It was gome time during the first night of our
landing that Private Simpson annexed one of the_se
donkeys. He knew the loads they carried in
Egypt, and it struck him that they would be
especially useful for carrying down men wounded
in the line, He put a red crom brassard around

the donkey’s head, and started business at omee. -

He went off and camped with his donkey amongst
the Indians who drive the mules, and fed with
them ; and all the day and half the night he made
continual trips to and from the firing line; every

one used to meet him time and again coming down
the gully with wounded men sitting on the little

animal beside him. ~ You cannot hurry a donkey
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very much, however close the shells may burst, and
he absolutely came to disregard bullets and
shrapnel. The man with the donkey- became
fatalistie—if they were going to hit him - they
would whatever his' precautions. ' '

For nearly four weeks he came up and down that
valley—through the hottest shrapnel, through the
aimed bullets of snipers and-the unaimed bullets
which came over the ridges. When the shells were
so hot that many others thought it wiser to duck
for cover as they passed, the man with the donkey
calmly went his way as if nothing more serious
than a summer shower were happening. Pre-
sently he got another donkey, and started to work
with two of them. He was coming down the gilly
on the morning of 19th May after the attack,
clearing some of our 300 or 400 woundsd—the
Turks lost twice that many thousand—when he
passed the waterguard, where he generally took
his breakfast. It happened this morning the
breakfast was not ready. ¢ Never mind,’”’ he
said to the engineers there, *‘ get me a good dinner
But he never cameé back.
He and his two patients were nearing the end of
their journey when he was shot through the
heart, and both of his wounded mern were wounded
again,

The commander of this section of our line told
me that the man with the donkey had been worth
100 men to him. The Colonel of the ambulance
to which he belonged had from the first so recog-
nised the value of his work that he was given a
roving commission, and allowed to camp and work
entirely on his own, almost as if he were a separate
untt. All he had to do was to report once a day
to his unit. The moment he fell some one elso
took on the work with donkeys.

The man with the donkeys was not by a long
way the only stretcher-bearer who was hit at this
corner. On one of the early days, two stretcher-
bearers were bringing down a wounded man when
a shrapne] burst right on to them at this point.
One, if not hoth, of the bearers wag hit, and fell.
The wounded man leapt out of the stretcher and
eut for his life, and was there waiting in the dress-
ing station when the two stretcher-bearers were
carried in there.

When a man enlisted in the Field Ambulanoe in
Australia, one used sometimes to hear his friends
remark, ‘‘I'm rather glad old Jones isn’t in a
fighting corps; he is a married man, you know;
he’ll be better behind the firing line.”” And
ons heard people make much the same remark’

-about the Army Medical Corps details attached to
Infantry Battalions, and about those men who

were chosen from amongst the rank and file of bat-
talions to be stretcher-bearers. There was a sort
of general idea, even in the Force itself, that the
stretcher-bearer and men engaged in the medical
service were pretty safe. All one can say is—not
at Anzac. Every one is under fire at Anzac, from
the Army Corps Commander to the man who ladles
out water on the beach. In fact, the man who
ladles out water is sometimes the most uneom-
fortable person in the whole position. T remember
one of the first evenings after our landing sitting
in front of a dug-out watching the string of men
who used in those days to file past to get their
waterbottles filled from some big tin cans on the
beach. The water was ladled out by a man de-
tailed from the Army Medical Corps, who stood
in front of the tins and filled each man’s bottle
through a funnel. Three men were standing with
him—things were not pressing—when a shrapnel
shell burst near the first ridge about 200 feet up.
and a little- way behind ws. There was the usual
patter of pellets inte the water just beyond, and
then down came the case. The case always comes




e

e e

Commonwealth: Gazette 1895

last. in the shower that follows a shrapnel burst,
and. always makes. the weorst wound if it hite a
men. ‘lois. particular case came with a Hurry
through the air down between the man who was
ladling the water and the three who were stand-
ing with him. It passed clear between them, and
semohow—as shrapuel and bullets often will—it
alsc found the opening between the tins, and
plumped into the beach witheut doing any damage
ab all. The orderly at the water tins just looked
up at the skyline as if to make sure where the
vasitor had come from, and then went on with his
ladling as if it had merely been some youngsters
throwing stones at him.

In ordinary warfare, clearing hospitals are sup-
posed to be well away from the range of guns,
not to mention bullets. The Field Ambulances,
whose stretcher-bearers collect the wounded from
the field after any engagement, or from the regi-
mental stretcher-bearers, are, of course, more liable
to come under fire. But at Anzac they have all
been more or less continnously subject to fire from
the day they landed. By the middle of May, the
drd Field Ambulance, which was the first to land,
had one officer and four men killed, thirty
wounded, and three missing; the 2nd Field Am-
bulance had two killed and twelve wounded ; the
4th Field Ambulance had six killed and thirty-six
wounded, and so on. Even the Clearing Hospital,
whose lighted tents have been a scene of comstant
business since the very first day on the beach,
had -one man killed or wounded, and one missing.
As has been explained before, a man missing is
not a man taken prisoner—the Turks have very
few priseners. It is generally either a man killed
or wounded beyond our lines during the first few
days, or else a marn wounded and sent off to the
hospital ships during the heat of one of those two
or three days when press of wounded has been so
great that it has been impossible to keep the
regular particulers of them—that is, the days from
26th April to 28th April, at Anzac.

It is somefimes supposed that the stretcher-
bearers wait until the firing is over before they
go out and collect the wounded. If they waited so
long at Anzac, they would never get out at all.
The firing never stops night or day. The Turks
have not been wasting so much ammunition of
late as they used to, but there is a constant patter
of shots, either aimed at our loopholes, or else shots
fired by snipers from the gullies, where our.men
are constantly passing up and down. To-day, a
dry, sleepy day, is quiet as any we have had;
standing outside my quarters I have counted thir-
teen rifle shots within the last minute; of course
many could not be heard. Thirty-seven shots
were heard one minute, and seventy-six the next:
they were practically all Turkish. That is what
goes on night and day, without ceasing, in the
Intervals between the real fights.

Stretcher-bearers are alwaya exposed to that fire
in the ordinary course of carrying out their daily
duty, as is every onme else; but it is during the
fierce days and nights of actual battle that they
have made their reputaticn in the Australian and
New Zealand Army Corps. Wherever there is a
wounded man to be got, there the stretchsr-bearers
have gone. During the first few days ashore, they
went out by day as well as night. I remember
lying down behind a ridge top on the first Sunday
afternoon, when the bullets were sweeping fairly
thick. There was a crowd of late arrivals there,
all lying just as ¥ was, very flat. On the edge of
the ridge was an officer of the 3rd Battalian of
the 1st Australian Brigade, with hjs machine £gun
section.  Presently the ememy’s shrapnel, which
had been pounding down another ridge all the
afternoon, turned on to us. A man was knocked
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over almost at onee a little down the hill to the
right. 1 did net see him go, but a ghell had
burst in frent of that position, and there was the
usual stir which.tells you that damage has been
donse. I do not know how it.comes along; 1 do
not think .any ome called for siretcher-bearers;
but you see men. looking that way, and.somebody
says, ‘' Chap down there was knocked over ’’; and
then two men got up. I den't know who they
were—regimental giretcher-bearers, I fancy; but
they were doing the medical werk there, any way.
They had, no arms, and they had no accoutre-
ments. . -One-man strolled down with his hands in
his pockets,: with the ¢ther alongside of him. They
walked down past the lying men, and then for ten
minutes. or so they were working busily over some
man that we counld not see. I fancy he was dead,
poor chap, fer presently they came back again
without him, -

If those men had each been working a machine
gun - for -himself, they could hardly have been
more useful to their side. Their officer: was sitting
up on- the crest himself, a sure-farget for every
sniper, and 1 suppose that inspired them to show
an equal amount, of carelessness in faoe of danger.
But to a mass of men straight off the ships thrown
right into the middle of that shrapnel—not know-
ing how mear or how far. the singing bullets were,
and Inclined to magnify the denger; ag many of
us did until we had some experience of it~—there
could have been nothing ‘more comforting than to
see -the absolute -indifferenice of these men  to-
danger. - . : o

‘During the first, night, nearly all the firing line
dug itself in, except in ome or two places where
the attack was too constant to do this properly.’
But there was still some fighting in the scrub,
and I know that 'men who were lying outside the
trenches in exposed positions were brought in by
stretcher-bearers during those days, although they
had not the trenches to protect them whick were
enjoyed by most of the firing line. For example,

. between the right of the New Zealanders and the

left of the Australians, on Tuesday, 27th April,
there was still a gap of some 20 or 30 yards across
which the trenches did not run. The men were
quite ready to take their chance running across
it; you might do it thirty times without mishap;
the thirty-first time a man would be knocked over.
One of the men of the 2nd had something to do
in the open, and before going back to his trench
he lay down just hehind the New Zealanders’
trench, and yarned for a minute or_two to the men
in it. They warned him that he was likely to
be shot; but he was ready—as, indeed, were mast
other people—to take the risk; and before he had
finished his yarn he was hit in the head. I think
the wound was fatdl; but {two stretcher-bearers
came along, got the man on to a waterproof sheet
—which could be done without leaving the trench,
but. not without exzposing themselves—and then,
chancing the enemy’s baullets, dragged him over
the top into a trench behind. Tt is needless to
exaggerate the risk; they were not in the extreme
of peril, but they were taking exactly the same
chance as would be taken by men engaged in at-
tacking the Turks, The risk to stretcher-bearers
wags such that, after the first day or so, instructions
were Issued.that the work should be done, as far
as possible, by night. At this stage, the gullies
were becoming almost as. dangerous during the-day
as any part of the field. The Turks had not

begun to snipe down them as they have since done,
but they were using a great deal of shrapnel, and
any time of the day you were apt to have a dozen
shells bursting in a gully whilst you were walking
throngh ib, ~ As soon gs time permitted, steps were
taken which did away with this denger. Now
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that the battle ia one of trenches, the wounded
are brought down as soon as they can be got out
of the trenches—bad cases being passed out along
the trench in a waterproof sheet, and laid on the
strotcher when they get outside.

But the recognised time for the stretcher-bearer
in battle is now at night. At Cape Hellas, when
our Infantry had to rush over a bare heath, on
which there was not so much as a dimple that
sheltered a wounded man, it would have been
sheer suicide for the stretcher-bearer to attempt
to work on the actual field before nightfall. All
that could be done was for the firing line as they
raced past to pick up a dead man’s pack and put
it in front of a wounded comrade—a well-filled
pack is a fair protection—or to drag them into
the nearest approach for a hollow, and then race
on with the line. An unwounded man is strictly
and rightly forbidden to help a wounded man back
to the rear. Sometimes the wounded would help
each other back; but, in the majority of cases, the
only thing possible was to leave the wounded man
until nightfall and try to recover him then. And
that was not an easy task for the stretcher-bearer.
Rifle fire is nothing like so accurate at night as in
the daytime, as the man firing cannot see the
effect of his shot. But if it was nob straight, the
quantity nearly made up for the quality. At
intervals all through that night the Turks would
be seized with & sort of fit of rifle firing, and for
2 time the fire poured out from their trenches 400
yards in front of our firing line would be tre-
mendous. These spasms were probably caused by
the fear that we would charge them during the
night—a suspicion which made them extremely
jumpy. They would fire up white lights every
now and then—and the Turkish lights were as
bright as a searchlight, any day. Whenever a

spasm took them, there would sparkle out across
the black heath in front a line of small, bright
flashes, twinkling and breaking out in all direc-
tions, backward and forward, exactly like the light
that runs along a diamond necklace.

It was into the face of this that the stretcher- -

bearers had to walk to do their work. There
were very few of them that night—distressingly
few for the work in hand—and the work that fell
on thoge few was tremendous. There was no
wheeled transport at that time, and the stretcher-
bearers had to carry the wounded a mile and a half
back to the dressing station and then a mile and a
half from there down to the beach. It is not an
easy job to carry a heavy man a quarter of a mile
on a stretcher when you are stumbling through a
night too dark to see more than the faint white
streak of a path, with a steep creek bank to climb
up and down, and three or four unsuspected de-
serted old trenches to cross; and yet I never heard
a stretcher-bearer growl. When a job led them
into danger, they simply went straight in and did
their duty cheerfully. The 2nd Field Ambulance
~—two lanterns dimly seen under some trees in the
dark ahead—was their only guiding light. Tt was
ages befors it hove in sight, and it was ages then
before they reached it. It gradually filled to
overflowing with circle upon circle of forms lying
out there under the stars, very patiently waiting.
The stretcher-bearers went away back to the field.
Ag far as we could see, they were working most
of the next day, and the next night also.

If one man did more than any other to catch up
with the hopeless press of work during that night.
it was the surgeon of the 5th Battalion, Captain
Mathieson. He had established his dressing-
station in a cavity in the creek bank, where the
5th Battalion had bivouacked during the day, and
there, all through the first part of the night, he
attended to those wounded men who had not heen
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temporarily dressed on the field. All through
those slow hours, wounded men, labouring along
the top of the aresk bank opposite on their way
to the main dressing-station, would see the glow
of the light opposite, and the bent figures working
there—visible in all that long journey ifrom the
firing line—and would hail across to him, *‘ I that
the dressing-stationi’’ ‘‘Has your wound been
dressed I’ would ask a voice from behind the
light, “‘ Yes, sir,”’ was the usual reply. ‘* Well,
then, you must go on to the dressing-station fur-
ther down—only a few hundred yards,’’ come back
the same cheerful voice.

Towards morning, the moment this work showed
signs of easing, Captain Mathison went oul up to
the field himself to a trench which ran across it,
about 500 yards behind the firing line.  This
trench was the only shelter on the field, and it
had gradually filled with wounded brought in here
to cover, unidl it seemed to be held in parts almost
as thickly by them as a fire trench would be by un-
wounded men. Captain Mathison went through
this, attending as far as he could to the wounds
of the men in it, who had been longing all night
for attention which could not be spared them.
The moment he got back he heard that the Briga-
dier had just been wounded, and at once went out
to find him, When he returned it was just on
daybreak, and it was clear that it would scon
become too bright for any one to work om that
heath. Captamn Mathison led up a party of
stretcher-bearers—the last that can have gone inte
the open that day. He let it be known, ** Where-
ever I am wanted, just tell me and I will try to
go.’’  After the worst of the stress was over,
about 4 o’clock that afternoon, Captain Mathison
was sitting outside his dug-out, far back down the
creek, putting on his boots, when one of the so-
called spent bullets which fell thickly down the
ereek, hit him in the head. He never recovered
consciousness, and died shortly after reaching
hospital in Alexandria.

Gasa Tepe, 12th Jupe.—It was just four dayas
after the storming of these hills that I was sitting
on the slope of one of them, with the head-quarters
of a cerbain Brigade. It was a Brigade that has
made a name for itself in history—but that is what
all the Brigades have done, so that it scarcely
identifies this Brigade in particular. It was a
very fine body of men, which had done big things,
and it was very much enjoying this first day out
of the firtng line.

It was just tea time, and we were getfing tea:
the men were on the slope opposite. It was a
very narrow valley. The men were about getting
their tea, too—I think there were still a few down
on the beach bathing. They had been bathing
during the afterncon. Ome had been shot dead
in the water by a bullet, but it had not made the
least difference as far as the hathing was con-
cerned. Just as they were pgetting their tea,
over the hills, for the third or fourth time that
day, began to come the shrapnel.

Now, nobody likes shrapnel. I don’t care how
much they may pretend not to mind it, they do
object to it very strongly, really. But the Aus-
tralians have managed to do this much—they have
managed to ignore it. I think that sometimes
men who are working under shrapne] have managed
to accustom themselves to it to such a point that
they do mnot really kmow at times that ehrapnel
is going on. Any way, the ideal of the Aua-
frabian goldier from the first day has been to lock
as if he didn’t know.
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That was how these Australians were taking it
~that afternoon in the rest camp as we sat watching
~them. It was their rest camp—their holiday—
-and they were not going to let shrapnel interfere
with it in the least degree in the world. For
they walked about, carrying their mess tins or a
few sticks for the fire; joined a group of others,
stuck their pipes in their mouths, and swapped
yarns exactly as if the bursting shells that every
now and then came that way were the first drops
-of a swinmer shower. Exactly as you might see
a man when the first few drops of rain fall on
Lim, or mnear him, take a glance up to the sky
and then nod his head in that direction, amd
“then say a word or two about it to his friends—
that is preeisely the manner in which I have
seen again and again, Australian Infantry take
shrapnel, and that is how that Infantry took it
that afterncon. ‘‘ Isn’t that just topping,” said
-the fine soldier who led them, as he sat opposite and

watched them. It goes without saying that he
was as much open to the chance of a hullet as
“they. ‘“Isn’t that splendid for them?! After
‘an afternoon like this, they could go anywhere.
Poor fellows, I don’t want any more of them to
-get hit—there have been seven hit to-day up to
“the present—but isn’t this the very best thing for
‘them? Look how they are walking through it—
no more worried about it than if the pellets were
“flies.. They're old soldiers, every man of them.”

And, curious though it may seem, I do not
‘for the moment believe that the life of that poor
chap who was hit in the water was wasted, or that
“the men who were wounded on the hillside because

they would not deign to get out of the way of
that shrapnel, were wounded in vain. I will go
farther, and say that I know it was not wasted.
It is necessary to take some sort of precaution
against shrapnel in the long run—it has become
‘necessary, even at Anzac. The rule there for the
‘first fortnight was that., whilst you generaily got
out of the way of shrapnel if there was nothine
‘to take you into it, if you had any work to do yon
simply worked on as if shrapnel were non-existent.
Men unloading barges or doing stores used to go
-on doing so, however the shells were falling, and
others. bathing or sitting out on the barges like
caretakers, would often play up to the spirit of
“the thing and neglect even to sit under the pro-
tection which the side of the barge afforded. T
have seen them dangling their legs over even when
“the shrapnel was thrashing up the water within a
few vards of them. The only other people whom
I have seen sitting in precisely the same way are
“the British sailors. I have had no chanee to
watch British regulars; I have no doubt that the—
“are just as cool.

It had to be modified a hit—the daily casual-
“ties mounted up; even eight or ten a day comes
“to eixty or sevemly when you prolong it for a
week, Work now is generally discontinued under
shrapnel fire, unless it is the sort of work that has
to be carried out at that time and place. But
“that sort of carelessness has ifs military value—
“an enormous value at times—far greater than its
~crities think. It is possible to get altogether too
careful of shrapnel.” The habit of diving for a
dug-out on the first sign of shell fire, or of moving
‘from place to place crouched up when there is
nothing exeept a few bullets whistling about, is
very-easily acquired. The idea that serious danger
_exists long before the danger zone is really reached
is very infectious; it is unquestionably easy to
give by your manner the idea that danger exists
much greater than is really the case. If a few
soldiers or reinforcements come on to a battle-
field and find the reserves and supports a mile
behind it moving when they go to get firewood,
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or to bring the tea ezactly as if they were just
behind the firing line, they are apt tv consider an
advance of a mile under really beavy fire—when
they get te it—something beyond their power.
The hbattalion which refuses to disturb itself be-
cause half-a-dozen shells burst more or less over
its rest camp may lose a man or two in conse-
quence; but when it comes to the real thing, and
that battalion has (o pass through a curtain of
shrapnel as it marches into the open to attack,
those men will go through that shrapnel on tne
battlefield just as they did when they were bath-
ing or getting their tea. I have seem an Aus-
tralian Brigade come through a pretty dose of
shrapnel on going into action, and it affected them
no more than a change in the weather. - Shrapnel,
if fired from a distance, can always be heard
before it explodes. If you hear it—all things
being equal—it is foolish not to get out of the way
of it; but if you cannot get out of the way of
it, there arve two ways of taking it, and the Aus-
tralian has eminently the finest way. The day
before yesterday, a line of reliefs was waiting out-
side the rear entrance of a tremch when a shrapnel
shell burst over them. Two were killed and
two were wounded. The rest just looked round
to see what had happened, called cut for stretcher-
bearers, and then looked on as if nothing had
occurred. Just under this shell as it burst was a
man, walking: It burst so near fo his head that
some of the onlookers thought he could not escape
being blown to pieces. As a matter of fact, he
went on without altering his pace or taking the
least notice of the explosion. He might have been
a swaggie toiling up the old main road over the
Blue Mountains.

From time to time, reinforcements arrive in
batches by steamer off Anzac beach. They often
have no idea that they are coming right into the
middle of active fighting from the hour of land-
ing. The Turkish guns usually send a few shells
over the sea when a ship is observed moving in
and any boats come away from her. Those shells
have very rarely gone home; just once or twice
they have caused a few casualties. A youngster
who came over with those reinforcements the other
day told me that when the first shell burst in
the air some way from them they thought their
own people were having a joke with them—just

putting a few shots near them in fun to pull their

collective leg. Gradually the bursts came closer.
until one burst overhead, and several men slipped
to the deck., There was no joke about that. Tt
can be imagined, when men come into bivouac like
that, absalutely green, what is the value of a
company or two of old soldiers who treat the
shrapnel pellets as if they were peas. The young
soldier takes his estimate of the danger from the
old one; if the old one acts as though the danger
were not worth noticing, and treats the loss of a
man here or there as if it were an ordinary inci-
dent in the day’s routine, the young soldier picks
up the same standard.

This is the principle on which the British officer
has always acted, and the Australian soldier hes
won himself a name for acting up to it. One
thing T know for certain, and that is that the men
who have lost their lives far behind the line be-
eause they met a shower of shrapnel in the right
manner, have not laid down their lives altogether
in vain.

Gasa TerE, 13th June.—I have only to stroll a
couple of hundred yards from where I am writing
these words to get on to a path which runs up the
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edge of a steep, almust razor-backed, ridge. As
imu climb that ridge you can sit down anywhere
or a rest, and you have out on your flank a-wide
sweeping beach, a perfect blue sea, and inland a
stretch of beautiful country leading up to the
hills—1 almost always trip into calling them moun-
tains, not because of their height, but because
of -their character—which run in triangle after
triamgle around our position. I often go and sit
there, or on a low hill further on, and rest m~
telescope on the bank in front, or on the low
bough of a certain stumpy pine there, and gaze out
into that coumtry. It lies there dreaming all
day long under the brilliani summer sun, the
old dark elms in the hedge rows, and the yellow
meadows beneath them, all steeped in the food of
bright light. ‘The whole place is drowsy in the
summer heat, You can see the surface of it shim-
mering with the heat waves. And yet it is a
foot thick in a luxuriant, brilliant carpet of green.
Here and there s a paddock with a red tinge shot
through it—a field of red poppies. T thought at
first they were wild, as they are in an English
wheat-field; but it is clear the Turks must grow
them for opium. There are too many of these
poppy-fields about this country to have come there
by nature.

Every time you look at it you want to go out
into that beautiful country—to stroll along the
beach for three-gnarters of 2 mile or so, and then
climb up on to the grass bank, and in across the
meadows to the foot of the hills, and lie there in
the shadow of one of these big heavy elm trees.
chewing a twig and listening to the birds and the
drone of the bees among the flowers. It makes
you lazy even to think of it. But that is the
country you cannot go into.

There is one strange thing about that country.
There ig the rich grass there waiting to be grazed
down or cut for hay. There is here or there a
wheat field with the green corn growing high.
There are patches of poppies and fields of cotton.
Here and there in the shade of deep trees, or on
the lowest slope of a hill is a huilding—a barn, or,
perhaps, a dwelling-house.  Just a few of them
can be picked out in the landscape. And yet
from east to west, north to south, as far as you
can see, there is not one living man or beast.

Just once or twice living things have been mov-
ing there. Across the flat meadows, between the
foothills and the beach, not far outside our lines,
as they are to-day, is a thin strip of upturned
greyidh-brown soil.  Some time after we first
arrived, daylight discovered a solitary man here
ploughing his paddock.  ¥or perhaps half a morn-
ing he worked away there, but his ploughing did
not greatly progress. - He spent too much time
mending his plough to satisfy the critical eyes
which watched him from the whole length of a
ridge not very far away. A few shots warned
him that ploughing was an cccupation which could
not he carried on in that parbicular bit of country
at that particular time, and the plough and the
man weni elsewhere.

Some fime later some of us were watching the
couniry a little further gut, when one noticed a
patch of white in a meadow near to the foot of a
hill .in the middle distance. Tt was a cow. It
grazed there knee deep in the grass. Near it was

a brown cow; then one picked up a hlack and.

baldy, and not far from them, lying against a
bank, a brown object which one eould not at first
make out.  Presently one part of the brown ob-
ject raised itself, unfolding a length of*gleaming
white cloth. There was some brilliant yellow
about it somewhere, too, and it began to fold it
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round its body, or perhaps, its head—yon could.
not be sure which at that distance. The brown .
object wes a pair of Turks. They stood up.
strolled a little towards us, and steod there for
a while gazing up towards the big tree on their-
right, then gazing towards our hills—pgazing all
round the whole circle of the landscape as if they
were interested in blue sky, and birds, and green
paddocks, just as we were. You ecould see them
pointing, now in this direction, now in that, They
were dressed alike, as far as one could see, with
dark loose coats and loose red trousers.

Somehow they did not seem to be doing enough
work to justify their existence, and the authori--
ties kept their eyes upon them. Several days
later we turned the telescope in the same direc-
tion. Down on the beach, this time amongst the -
gandhills, were a few little figures creeping in a
mysterious manner on hands and knees, clearly
under fire.  ‘‘ Suppose our people must be firing
at them from the ridge,”” we thought. But it
was not our bullets they were dodging, it was
Turkish bullets. The New Zealanders lLad sent
ouf an outpost, and the Turks were trying to cut
it off. T believe the outpost is still there, and
more or less comportable.

So much for the country beyond our lines.
Some of our men look over those pleasant valleys
to north and south every day from their trenches.
Others for weeks together see nothing but a drv
stretch of scrub in front of their loophole, with,
perhaps, a couple of pretby purple flowers in the
foreground. A hundred yards away is an ugly
heap of pink sand with certain dark holes low
down in it.  Behind that a gully which they can-
uot see, and above it the skyline of a long dark
ridge beyond. At Quinn’s Post, the 10 or 20
yards strip between one loophole and the other
has for weeks heen stripped of every shred of
green. The bare stumps of scrub have heen shot
level with the ground. The place has been literally
shorn with bullets, pitted with shell, and swept
with bombs. Here and there is a heap of burnt
earth—the crater of an exploded mine. Many
times the place is continually smoking with the -
wreaths and films from exploded bombs. I know
nothing so like hell upon earth,

There are plenty of men in the trenches who -
have never seem anything more of the enemy’s
country than the narrow strip hetween the
trenches.  Oceasionally one will be sent on a mes-
sage to some post which overlooks the valleys to
north and south. It is like a holiday to them.
More than one man from the centre as he comes
out upon that wide green landscape has turned
to those avound him, and said, *“ My cath! what a
beautiful country.””  That is the country into
which vou cannot go.

GaBa Tepe, 13th June.—There was a point in
our lines where the supports came very close to
the firing line; you could practically look back
from the firing line and see the men behind the
lines cooking on the inner slope of the hill, and
all the dug-outs and shelters where the supports
and the regimental staff lived. A valley led up
on the other side of the hill from the Turkish lines
towards ours, and as this gully was nat a very
easy place to entrench, the top of it was filled in
with wire, and it was left untrenched. It was per-
fectly safe; the trenches on either side locked it
as with a key. Things have been changed since -
then in many respects, but this was how it was.
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In thie wire one day there was seen a man.

He came strolling up to it quite carelessly, ap-

parently, and with about a dozen water bottles
hung about him, When our men looked up and
saw him he was in the wire; it had caught him,
and he was looking around him with a frightened
leok, as if be did not quite realize where he was.
Bome one shouted * There’s a Turk.,” Others
locked up and saw him, with their own eyes,
staring about him. Then he dived back down the
valley up which he apparently had come. Several
men grabbed their rifles, and perhaps some got off
a shot, but he escaped.

It is not often that we see the enemy. as close
as this, except when he comes in to give himself
up as a prisoner. No one could say quite how
that particular Turk got there; perhaps he was an
orderly sent down with-his comrades’ water bottles
to the rear of their lines for water, just as our
men are sent deily. Probably their trench was at
the top of a gully, and as he came back from the
well he had taken the wrong gully and, strolling
absent mindedly up to the top of it, had suddenly
feund himself caught in the wire and looking aver
inte an unfamiliar scene, It would teke a man a
second or two to pull himself together in a situa-
tion of that sort. Some people thought he might
he a sniper who had some holt inside our lines,
and was going hack to replenish his water supply,
and this gap was the way he was accustomed to
creep in; but that theory has everything against
_it. There has been no evidence of a sniper within
our lines for many weeks, except just on the edge
of our lines, up close to Quinn’s Post, and those
few are kept down excellently by the system of
snipers—mostly old rifie club shote—that we had
prepared even before we left Mena Camp. On the
whole, the likeliest gtory is that he had simply lost
his way.

But the Turk whom we have seen at close
quarters has not ahways come there by accident.
Two men at one of our posts were making a loop-
kele the otirer day, a very seeret Ioophole, which;
if it could not be kept secret long—a difficult mat-
ter when your enemy lives above 70 yards away—
was at least going to be a surprise to keep him
wondering for, perhaps, a morning or two. They
were absorbed in their work, and had nearly got
it finished, when a shadow fell across it, and in
camie the head of a Turk. They ran for a rifle—
a revolver is really far the best weapon on these
occasions—hut naturaily the Turk did not keep
his head there till they came back. Of course,
that man seouting out in front of his lines well
knew the risk he was taking. The Turk is a very
bold scout, but not every bold hand makes a
formal attack. An attack at Quinn’s, if you have
the luck to see the Turks make one across the open,
consists of a scramble of men out of a trench, a
rush across half the space between trenches, then
some men turning round and running qguickly
back, jostling into others again who are still com-
ing out and runping forward. Buf then every-
body that is ordered to do so has te make an
attack, whereas probably only volunteers or picked
men go out sniping. I cannot say, hecause I
have not seen a real Turkish charge, but those who
have seen one say that a good many of the Turks
come on because they are afraid of a machine
gun there behind them ; and I dare say this state-
ment i3 correct; and the Turks would turn their
guns on to their own men, becanse T have seen a
copy of a Turkish order telling the men, *‘ See
that there are no weak ones amongst you, like
those who brought disgrace upon us in the Balkan
War. If any coward runs away, shoot him your-
selves,”’

But the sniper is brave, and even brazen. Some
of them dig a small tunnel throngh to the face
of the hill facing us. The only trace of it is a
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tiny hole, whick may he bebind a bush, and so
guite invisible. We have ways of upsetting these
places, and can make them gradually too hot for
But many of them disdain to take any-
thing like perfect cover, and just crawl forward
before daylight and line a shallow sniper’s trenc
in some commanding position. From that they
pick them off. When one of our old rifle club
shots opens up and the first few bullets spit around
them, you can see them locking round and turn-
ing talking to one another, discussing where the
shot came from. Then comes a shot which did
not raise a cloud of dust, and some Turk gets up
and pulls one of his fellows out by the heels. Al-
though many of their men have been shot in one

" of these snipers’ trenches, in ten days the trench

is still manned. Continual sniping by us does,
however, have the effect of getting on their nerves.
When first we dug and occupied our fire trench
opposite Krithia, the Turkish trenches were from
250 to 400 yards away, and their snipers very
brazen. Our trenches were not perfect: by the
next morning ; the men were very tired, and some
of them, wbére there was no officer or N.C.O,,
had neglected to make their trench any deeper
than would efford safety for themselves crouch-
ing behind the parapet. Men could not pass along
this section of tremch—they had to get out and
either erawl or else run; most of them chanced it
and ran, and during the morning six men were hit
in dashing past that spot. The Battalion Com-
mander going along the line put things right by .
two measures; first, he ordered the trench to be
properly dug, and, secondly, he set some ten men
sniping. There was a point about 1,200 yards
away wherve the Turks had been going down as
openly as could be to the stream for water. He
get two picked shots on to this, and before long
they had made nearly every shot tell. In a short
time it was the Turks who kept their heads down,,
and before we left these trenches it was even pos-
sible for men, taking only a moderate amount of
risk, to get out, if necessary, on to the ground
at the back of the trench for some minutes at a
time,

But to return to the Turk. While our army
does not contain a man who is not in this war
heart and soul to see the end of the sort of régime
that sank the Lusitania, the Turk has very often
not his heart iv it. ‘* We know vou British are
the friends of liberty,"’ said one Turkish officer to
a friend of mine on the day of the armistice.
‘“ We know that vou have always been our friends.
We didn’'t want to fight you, but why did you
take our two battleships? 7’ (Those two battle-
ships, by-the-bve, which we were building for
Turkey, and took over for ourselves at the begin-
ning of the war, seem to have been a great deal
more prized than we had iny idea of. Of courss,
Britain could hardly see them sail away info the
hands of a power that was practically a member of
the triple alliance, but our taking of them created
a good deal of feeling in Turkey. They had been
paid for largely by public subscriptions—that is
to say, people’s pay had been docked to pay for
them-—and the nation rather staked its hopes
upon them for the war against Greece, in which
Turkey was to cover her losses of the Balkan
War.) ““Why did you take our battleships?’’
When told of the sinking of the Lusitania, he ad-
mitted that if it were true nothing could excuse
it. That iz the view of an officer, and there are
many mex in the army—even Turks—who have
less wish to fight. Mauny of them think they are
fighting the Russians against the side with which
they sympathize. At the same tims, there are stout-
hearted old fellows with them who believe that
their country or their religion is in danger, and
they show not the least sign of giving in. Once
or twice, when the trenches were very close, or
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there seemed to be men lying in the front of our
trenches who would welcome a chance of coming
in, we have sent interpreters up to talk to them
and tell them they will be decently treated. This
has sometimes had success. At other times this
sort of scene has followed, as is told by the inter-
preters themselves.

The interpreter goes into our outermost trench,
puts up his periscope and starts his conversation
through a meghphone. ‘¢ Brothers, I have come
to tell you that if you give yourselves up you will
be kindly treated (bomb). We love you {another
bomh). = We British protect the Mahommedans
(rifle shot). We will give you plenty of food and
cigareties (shrapnel). We -are your brothers *’
(a third bomb), and so on. Whilst another inter-
preter was talking to a number of Turks who were
really inclined to listen to him, and who even-
tually came in, a stout old fanatic close in front
was stolidly potting at his periscope. As a rifle
pointed at your periscope appears to you, looking
into that periscope, to be pointed directly at you,
the sensation was an interesting one.

Of course, there may have been atrocities com-
mitted by the Turk—there are probably Kurds,
and Circassians, and other wild men in the Turkish
army who would be responsible for anything, and
we may yet come across something which gives
the lie to what we have seen hitherto. Ome can
only speak as far as one’s actual knowledge goes,
and that, up to the present, coincides with the
experience of many other people—that the Turk
is a rather maligned person, who certainly does
not compare with the German in frightfulness,
if what is said about the Germans is true. - It is
true that the body of a dead New Zealander was
stripped of its clothes and thrown up on to the
parapet of a trench which the Turks retook. The
Turks get rid both of their own dead and ours
by thrown them on the parapet of the trench,
where they deepen the tremch; this is their re-
gular method. There is no evidence whatever that
this body had been harmed in any way, and it
may quite well be that the Turks wanted the
clofhes for purpeses of impersonation, whieh is
perfectly fair in war provided you are ready to
stand the consequences. It is mecessary to receive
very guardedly stories told by men of the action
in which they have been wounded, or of any action
in which the nerve strain has been very severe, as
it was during the first three days at Anzac. One
was inclined at first to take at its exact face
value every word straight from the beat of the
fighting. It took three days for one to realize that
the men whom one saw coming down out of the

. turmoil of three-days’ fighting represented a very

curious pyschological study—a study se interest-
ing that if there is time it will deserve an article
to itself. It threw for me at once a whole floed
of light on many of the stories which have pro-
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vided column after column of war news since

the boginning of this war-—stories which one could
scarcely believe to be true, and yet which were ve-
lated by journals that would not willingly pub-
lish anything false. I had to discard, after the
third day, many an inecident that would have
made splendid copy, because I knew then that it
was the story of a man whose judgment was not
to be relied upon—whe was perfectly sincere in
what he said, but whose story was in parts guite
imaginary. From that time one learnt to con-
sider, first of all, the state of mind of the man
on whose authority any fact was related. I did
not obtain the leave of the Admiralty to write for
the papers until eight days after we landed, and
so anything that is contained in these letters has
been either personal experience or else gathered
with the caution which those first few days’ ex-
perience®ted one to exzercise; Australians may take
it that, whether what iz contained in these letters
is interesting to them or uninteresting, it is, at
least, as near the truth as careful compilation
can make it; and I know that many of the stories
that have been somewhat loosely told in Alexandria
and elsewhere about Gaba Tepe and what hap-
pened there are not true. I am, of course, not
referring to the level-headed, well-balanced ac-
counts given by the other correspondents, who,
like myself, are fortunmate enough to have the
leave ; but to the interviews, or alleged interviews,
with wounded men upon which so much of the
news of this war is based. Some of those inter-
views which give details of supposed atrocities I
know to be untrue; about others I cannot speak
one way or the other. The story which told of
one of our public men as having been found muti-
lated when his comrades repassed the spot where
he was killed, although it was told with a good
deal of circumstance, was pure fabrication from
beginning to end, for this brave man’s body was
found on the day of the armistice without a hair
of it touched. Our hospitals and ambulanees have
been frequently shelled, but the Turk has no more
idea where they are than we know where s
are,

The Turk is 2 brave enemy. I know that he
stole up two nights ago and carried off some of the
barbed wire from beneath the parapet of our own
trenches, the beggar. He is a courteous enemy—
better than most of his officers on the day of the
armistice. ¥e may have belied it all by some
deeds unknown to most of us, or he may go and
belie it vet; but it is only fair to say that, as
far as our experience goes up to the present, the
Turk seems to have shown himself a very superior
enemy to some of the Germans. If some misdeeds
are proved against him, we have, st least, this to
remember—that it was the Commander of a
Turkish torpedo-boat that gave the froops on a
British transport a certain time to clear their ship
hefore he fired a torpedo at her.
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