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Gava Teri, 5th June—By the first fow days of
the second week of our landing the greater part of
the force, which had been split up and seattered
through the whole front on the first day, had beeu
little by little relieved and veorganized.  New
Zealand had begun its vest, and had its first de-
licious bathe on the beach at the north end of our
position, and the Second Brigade—the last of the
first Australian Division to leave the trenches—
had just gone into vest camp in another part. The
foree was pretty well as fresh and fit to move as on
the day it landed. The Brigades were all very
much reducéd in strength. The losses were as
heavy throughout as those in any of the great
battles of the war, and extraordinarily even as
hetween the different battalions; but on Wednes-
day, 5th May, the first batel: of Ausiralian rein-
forcements landed to join their hattalions.

The next chapter was a very interesting one. It
did not take place at our own nosition at all, but
at Cape Helles, or “ The Point.” At little more

than a few hours’ notice the two Brigades were

embarked, and an hour or two later on the morn-

ing of Thursday, 6th May, they marclied nn from

the famous landing place where two battalions of

the 2011y THivision were almost cut to pieces in at-

tenipfing to land from the “ Gift ship ” the Ricer
C.10471.

Ciyde, and wound through marvellonsly interest-
tng sights, which 1 will attenimt to Jdeseribe some
day, if T get the time, down straight into the
presence of a hig battle.

A Meiron I’rior BaTTLEFIELD,

It was a spectacular battlefield if ever there
were one,  You eould sit on the tee of the penin-
sula—on the reverse slopes of the cliffs to whieh
the British had hung during twenty-four hours’
furious fighting, nuntil by sheer perseverance they
obtnined a foothold-—yon eounld sit on those slopes
and see the whole battlefield before you, and the
battle progressing just like it used to in the
sketehies of Mr. Melton Prior: and that is just
what our men used to do during any short inter-
vals when there was nothing else to do.  The land
dipped away gently in front of you, and then rose
again in equally gentle undulations until it sud-
denly rosc right i the centre of fhe opposite
Liorizon to the curionsly symmetiseal peak of Achi
Baba. The widih of the peninsula was about an
average of 3 miles—it started a little less, and
it gradually broadened to 2 little more. You
conld not anywhere cateh sight of the sea except
for oue shory brilliunt blue strip on the right, just
inside the mouth of the Dardanclles. The eliffs

or low hills which rimmed the whole place round . -

almost like a raised edging, hid the water from
you, exeept just in this little corner on your right,
where, as a matter of fact, though yon could not
see it, a small stream ran out; but at intervals all
round the coast to the back of you, there stuck up
the masts, and someiimes the grey funnels, of
warshins, which secemed to L almost pressed up
against the coast. They gave vou the impression
of having been eut out of cardhoard and tacked to
the other side of the eliffs.  Away to onr rizht in
that lieile blue strin of Dardanelles 1hat looked
like a river ruuning between us, and the faiut hlug
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hills and distant snow mountains beyond, were
four battleships pushing slowly up with the utmost
care, and then turning and returning just as
slowly,

Acu1 Basa.

Opposite us, & miles away, was Achi Baba,
consisting of two perfectly symmetrical shoulders,
long and straight, with a triangle of summit ris-
ing in place of a head exactly in the middle of it.
The hill, which is about 500 feet high, occupies
about half the width of the Peninsula. Beside
each of its shoulders—between them and the sea—
and on either side in front of it, are rolling lower
hills, those on the right running i iidges one after
another to the Dardanelles, those on the left gradu-
ally falling towards us. A little this side of the
crest of the latter, across the fuce of a gently rising
hill, was the small Greek town of Krithia,

Krithia consisted of a number of well enough
looking tile-roofed houses, with a row of wind-
mills at the right end of them. These Eastern
windmills look more like a huge silo than any-
thing else in Australia—shaped like a gigantie
barrel set up on end. Somewhere below Krithia
there rose a small stream which came flowing
directly towards us, and then turned off sharp to
our right to flow into the sea at the point below
meniioned, where you could get that glimpse of
the Dardanelles. About half-a-mile to the right of
it again, and running exactly parallel to it, there
ran another small stream. When the first stream
came down our way it cut off abruptly aeross the
mouth of the other stream, and took it off with it
to sea. Along the strip between these two
streams, rather eloser to the right-land stream,
ran the white road to Krithia,

The important point about all this is that these
two rivulets divide the peninsula into three
parallel strips, running towards Achi Baba—an
open heath between the two of them and rolling
kills and ridges covered with open ficlds, occa-
sional trees, and sometimes a small wood on either
side. The two creeks both run through gullies
with fairly steep, though shallow sides. The
heath between them is shaped almost exaetly like
the back of a erocodile—a long, narrow platean
with a gentle convex slope in every direction. The
two strips at the sides were more irregular, that
on the left being crossed by oecasional ecross
gullies, that on the right being really a long, rather
high finger, with another stream emerging some
way up the Dardanelles at the. back of it.

Tre Barree Brerss.

When we arrived the Turks had a line——you
could see it if you wished, marked out by the white
bursts of our shrapnel almost as by a line on a
map—stretching across the peninsnla from a
point a mile this side of Krithia, on our left, to
about the beginning of the finger-nail on that
finger-like ridge to our right. That is to say, the
line of the Allies was pushed up a good deal fur-
ther on the left than on the right, and i was
rather concave in the centre. The 29th Division

were attacking the Turks on the left; the French .

were attacking them on the finger-nail of that
ridge on the Dardanelles side. Part of a Naval
Division was holding the interval between the
two. Sueh was the position when the two Aus-
tralasian Brigades arrived at the point.

During most of 6th May, whilst the two
Brigades were settling down into certain heantiful
meadow lands, something quite new to us after
Egypt, I spent my time watehing the attack by
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the Freneh white troops and their black Senega-
lese on a very awkward redoubt and on entrench-
mettts on the upper end of the Fingernail. The
battle had begun at 11 o’clock after a tremendous
bombardment of artillery. Those Irench bat-
teries shall have an article to themselves if the
stress of this campaign ullows of it. One could
Liuve gone on waiching them for days with fascina-
tion. The French white and black froops, as far
as L could sce, had made a very gallant attack
upon the position, and some of them gone far be-
yond it and beyond thelr comrades, and 1 saw few
of the poor fellows coming back. ‘The second
day, Tth May, 1 watched the French Artillery
chasing small bodies of Turks fromn a trench into
the scrub, and from the serub into another trench,
and from that trench over the top of the hill; but
withont any advance being possible on the part
of the French Infantry. That aftermoon the
Freuch advancing were met by a furious rain of
shrapnel, aud the advanee was driven back. Al
the same time, the 29th Division was making some
ground on the exireme left.  That day the New

- Lealund Brigade was warned that it might be

wanted to support the 29th, and was sent to a
position on the left, from whick ‘it could conveni-
ently advance when ueceessary. The following
day, Suwiurday, sth, just before ucon, the 2nd
Australing Brigude was seut to a similar position.
1 noticed that the men drilled like old soldiers—-
there was not the least of the confusion genmerally
noticeable awongst newly-trained troops whilst
this move was in progress,

Nrew Zearaxp's ATrack,

At 10.30 this morning the New Zealand Brigade
was ordered to advance through the Brigade of
the 29th Division, which was holding the trenches,
m front of it, and attack Krithia, or, rather, the
Turkish trenches in front of Krithia.

At 10.30 New Zealand advanced—Wellington
on the left, Auckland in the centre, and Canter-
bury in reserve. The Otago Battalion was in re-
serve. DBoth the flanking battalions managed to
advance about 300 yards, but Auckland was faced
by a terrible cross fire of machine guns. There
was a patch in front of them known as the Duisy
Ficld by our men, and not one man in five of those
who tried to cross it goi through. Half the Otago
Battulion was put in from the reserve to help
Anekland, but the advance was at an end by 2.30,
and the only thing possible was to dig in. Thle
New Zealund Brigadier reported this progress to
the General Officer Commanding the 29th Divi-
siorn, under whose command the New Zealand
Brigade wus. Auother attack by the Brigude was
then ordered to be made at 5.30 in the afternoon,
after the Turkish position had been heavily bom-
barded bv astillery, ‘Lhis uttack would have been
wost difficule o make, as the New Zealanders
were unsupported. It was afterwards changed to
an attack by the whole line—French and British
—after a general bowmbardment. 1n this attack
the 2nd Australian Brigade was ordered to take
a part of the line.

Tur 2xp Bricant STarrs.

The 2nd Brigade was settling itself down into

camp when this order arrived. It was just
5 o’clock.  Most of the men were deepening their
dug-outs to make them more comfortable for the
night.  The camp was within easy reach of the
enemy’s guns, and several men had been hit by
shrapnel. We were eamped on the banks of that
left-hand stream, but the water of it was not
drinkable, owing to the fact that some of the
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cnemy’s dead were lying in it in the neighbour-
hood of the firing line. Men were feiching water
—the cooks were beginning to prepare the even-
ing meals—about 30U further reiniorcements had
arrived that day from Xgypt, and they
were in the process of being ailotied to their
battalions andd companies. One hundred and
fifty of them had been absorbed, and the process
was unfinished wlhen the order arrived at Brigade
lieadquarters for the 2nd Australian Infantry
Brigade to be in line with the New Zealanders
and advanciug in the direction of Krithia at 5.30.
The Brigadier had to get out his order to his
battalions with the utmost speed—indeed, it was
clearly a question whether the order could be ear-
ried cut in time. The guns were by this time roar-
ing over our heads, the shell hissing its way 100
feet or so above us, and bursting great fitful
eruptions of pink dust and white smoke out of the
heathland far abead. Within ten minutes the
brigade order was out. The infantry had to drop
their jobs just as they were; some of the rein-
{orcements had their places in the companies;
ammuuition earriers, during the night and after-
wards were put in as supporis. Every one was
cramming his mess tin into bis pack, harnessing up,
falling 1n, Within another quarter of an hour tuc
first two battalions were moving out, and by 5.30
the leading lines of both of them were coming ont
in fighting column from the litile seraggy fringe
of bush—n few low serub trees, no more, which
constituied the last shred of natural cover on the
bnllet~swept strip in front of them.

Tiir AUSTRALIAN INFANTRY.

One ‘has often read with wonder of the feats of
famous infaniry which has gone into aetion as if

it were drilling on the parade ground, advancing
carclessly under a latl of bullets as if it were
an affair of every day; but I have never read any-
thing finer in history than the way in which this
diseiplined, seasoned, trained Australian Infantry

went, They recked of those bullets no more than
if they were a summer shower. I have a distinet
piciure in my memory of one youngster walking
steadily iuto that storm with his entrenching spade
held in bis left hand a little in {ront of his face
and 1o one side of it, whilst he looked from under
the shelter of it exactly as a man locks round
his uinbrella when walking in the rain down a eity
street, As the firh{ing eolumns came out into the
open they extended into line exacily as they had
done a thousand times in the desert aronnd Mena,
and then line after line for the best part of half
an bour they swept up that desolate slope.

Of course, everyone knew the shrapnel would
come—they were old enough soldiers to know that
the enemy would see them as they ecame out, and
was bound to turn his batteries on them-—it eould
he only a question of minutes; and yet, as the fore-
most companies made their way np the heath the
shrapnel lingered. Only the “ hiss! hiss! hiss!” of
bullets perpetually driving past them as the sea-
spray drives past you in 4 gale. The leading lines
were all out of the wood—one, two, three—the
rompanies further in rear were beginning to show
up, when “ whizz! whizz ! whizz ! whizz!” went the
four familiar messengers overhead. There was a
erash close in rear—the dry pink earth that lay
hidden beneath the low herbage was whipped up in
clouds. The enemy’s guns had opened.

Turx THE SurarneL CaME.

The first files never received that shrapnel at
all.  With their calculating German methods they
reserve it—as the Germans do in Flanders—for
the supports. ':‘[‘hey reckon that the supports will

1491

No. 86.—4th August, 1915

norually be coming up in closer order than the
firing line, and, moreover, that the best way of
shaking the confidence of the firing line is fo beat
back their supports; and so down came salvo after
salvo on the later lines as they came out into the
open, aud sometimes even before. Our own guns
iinmediately jumped out at them, and for ihe next
ten winutes she uproar was past deseription. It
was as though the universe were a great empty
iron tank, with the little race of mortals some-
where in the inside of it, and a bevy of gianis mak-
ing a football of it, banging 3t, battering 1t,
thumping it, hurling it, from one end of creation
to the other and back again. A 100 feet or so
overhead the shells were whizzing this way and
that on their great curves—they must have made
a sort of Gothie eeiling above us if we could only
have seen them. Dust clouds tossed themselves
from the earth behind us as a horse tosses his
mane, all in and around and over the advancing
infantry. At fines those at the rear were com-
pletely lost to sight in it. Bug it made no more
difforence fo that Austraban Infantry than a
shower in summer. They came through it, drill
perfect, and, as far as I could see in the few
moments that I waiched them, without a man
hurt. Of course, some must have suffered—you
could not come throngh a tornado like that with-
ouf some easualties, I believe each of two bursts
happened to pick out a small group of the 5th
Battalion, and practically wiped out each one.

Tue Harr-way TrRENCH.

Half way up the long slope the advance sud-
denly found in front of it a trench. It might
have been an enemy’s trench for all most of them
knew, cxcept thati there was no fire coming from
it. It turned out to be the fire trench of the
British Regulars, through whom the 2nd Brigade
was to advance. The line, as it came up breath-
less with the pace, and with its heavy packs, looked
down, saw the British looking up at them, and
tumbled without a word into the irench beside
them or low down in rear of the trench, where its
parapet sheltered themn. There it panted to get
back its wind. The men were given three or four
minntes spell, and then the Brigadier, who had so
far led the charge, got right up on the parapet, and,
walking along it in the midst of a storm of bullets,
shouted, “Now, then, Australians,” and ‘waved
them on with Lis periscope. And then a scene
followed which some painter will surely fix on his
canvas for posterity. A shout of “ Come along,
Australians,” went along that trench like fire.
Eighty or 100 men who had been teking their
breath there rose. The loose earth of the parapst
fell in showers into the trench as they scrambled
np it.  There was an infinitely small pause as
they stared out ahead of them with tense attitudes
and very grim, set faces, grasping their rifles, and
glaring out into the unknown. I have seen men
stand exactly so in battle pictures, and wondered
if men ever looked so in reality. Well—the
artists are not all wrong, They stood there for a
barely perceptible space, and then, with shouts of
“ Come along, Australians,” swept like a hurri-
cane across the deadly heath in front.

A Deapry Fme.

The moment they left the trench they began
to fall—one here, another there, not thickly, but
steadily. Wounded men began to erawl back into
the trench; now a man would come hobbling, now
on hands and knees, now running—I saw several
men running who eventually tumbled somehow
into the trench with rather wide startled eyes,
and a wound, perhaps, in the throat or the
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shoulder, und not knowing- whether it was slight
or seriovws.  The British soldiers in that trench
several tunes hopped out to help some of our
wonnded, botlt from ihe field behind the trench
and that in front of it, back under cover, I saw
one Lanecashireman go out and lie by a wounded
Australian for some time, and talk to him, and
finally bring Lim in on his back.

But I pever saw a single man cowe back into
that trench who was not woennded, except one, and
Le was a messenger, who had braved that beath a
second iime with a signal message 1u lLis hand.
Of the five signallers who went out with Brigade
Headquarters that day four, 1 believe, were i,
I never saw o wman who gave way to the tempta-
tion—for it is a temptation, and has to be guarded
against—to lelp a wounded comrade back into
that trench for safely, aud so leave Lis real duty
of pushing forward with the attack. ILine after
line, as 1t came up and 100k its breatler, went on
aeross the slope, whielh was now becoming thickly
scatiered with the dead ind wounded. When there
was no ofticer to lead some bateh of men out, I
suw a man, who, to the best of my wemory was
an ordinary private, lead them, “ Well, blokes,”
he said, “suppose we lhad betler be going, We've
gol to get inlo 1t some tiwe,” and up he serambled,
and 20 or 30 men scrambled out afier him.

So they went through like a whirlwind, Away
to the right at this inoment { could sce the French
in the act of taking by & bayonet charge the re-
doubt which they hud been attacking when I
watched them previonsly. T could see the figure
of the last Turk who attempted (o defend it
nestling his rifie to his shoulder getting off his last
five shots, and then Lumbering oii over the ridge
at the buck. The next miunte four or five French-
men were on the parapet, and lunging down with
their bayonets at suiwe cther group whieh I sup-
pose wus sheltering below.  On our left, next to
us, but just across the ercck, were the New Zea-
landers.  They had got ahead again in a most
confident manner, and in the face of a tremendous
fire across the daisy field. The Auekland Bat-
talion lost allogether thiricen of its officers. From
parts of thelr position the charge of the 9nd
Brigade could be scen, and one of the New Zea-
lund officers wrote 10 u friend at Anzse, “ At 5.30
the whole line went forward, and a wonderful
sight were the Australians on our right, who went
forward with the 1ost desperate dash and
gallantry.”

The fire from which the Australians suffered
was probably not so nmeh from the front as from
the right and left flanks. The advance was so
rapid that the left flank got a good deal ahead of
the New Zealanders, who were meeting again with
furions opposition in their eenfre, and who finally
joined up their right with the 2nd Brigade's left
after dark.  The majority of the 2nd Brigade
never saw the Turkish trenches abead of them at
all this afternoon, although they made them out
plainly next day about a quarter of a mile away.

Tue Gar ox 1un Rigmor.

On the right where the Freneh wonld have con-
neeted with us the line never joined up at all.
The Brigade finished np 400 yards ahead of the
rest of the line here. - The French, who had won
their ‘trenches by a very gallant charge, hadn’t
pushed back a body of Turks on their lefi, and
these troops began to get their fire in behind {he
Anstralian right flank.  The Brigade Major, who
was in cliarge of {his part of the ling, notiecd
Turkish bullets siriking the siones ou ihe Krithia
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road from the cast—a faet which made him very
unxious about his flank. He managed to get a
message through about it, and the 5th Battalion,
which was eowing up in support, was partiaily
diveried to this flank. The 5th, as it caine up into
the firing line, saw the Turks opposite part of its
front. ‘Tle trenches were about 250 yards away,
and the Turks bolted from them as the line came
up. Our own guns were, however, still firing on
these (renches, and after the right had been pushed
up to within 50 yards or so of the point where the
shells were bursting, it had to stop and dig in. A
British battalion was sent up to fill in the gap
hetween our right and the Irencl left.

The advance of the 2nd Drigade was one of
about 1,000 yards, under a very lot fire. The
advance of cach line only occupied about a quarter
of an hour. The cost was heavy, but the ground
was held on to, and there was never the slightest
chanee of its being retaken by the enemy. The
sctual gain of new ground was about 500 yards.

Houkg or rue Casuarrigs.

The whole of the DBrigade Ileadquarters Stafi
iliat went into the fight wus either killed or
wonnded, exeept one signaller.  When the signal-
lers were hit 2 messenger {rom the 8th Battalion
volunteered to help carry the reel with the tele-
phone wire, but he, too, was hit. The Brigadier,
who led the advance with the utmost gallantry,
and whom everyone momentarily expeeted to see
lit, somehow escaped until next morning, when he
was wounded more than half-g-mile bebind the
firing line, whilst going back to see if more
siretcher-hoarers could not be obtained. Scrgeant-
Major Monks, of the Headquarters Signallers, was
killed by the side of the telephone line—he was
one ol the most populur men in the foree.
Colonel  Gartside  was  killed just behind
the fiving line.  Clolonel MeNicoll, of the
Gth, was hit first when rising to Jead his
men  after  their spell at the half-way
trench.  He got up again, blew his whistle, and
led them on, but was seriously wouuded before he
had gone 300 yards. Major Cass was shol, throngh
the shoulder whilst he was endeavouring to insure
that the line wouldn’s he outflanked on the right,
and was hit a second time whilst lying on the
ground.

Tlore Tuey’'nn Arrack Acarw.

The two Brigades occunied for several days the
tvenches which they had won.  Both needed re-
lief and re-organization—the new Queensland
Brigade lost not very fur short of the same num-
ber as the 2nd Brigade. Ths advance made by
them was easily the most swportant made in the
centre during this battle.  Of tlie original com-
panies in most of the baitulions of the 2nd Brigade
there was not a thivd of the strength left.  Of
conrse, however, wany of these losses cousisted
of snen not permanently injured—in many cases
slightly wounded.

Tur Avsrrarian ano Nuw Zrinannp Posrrron.

The 2nd DBrigade rcturned to ihe Anstralian
and New Zealand position just in time to take
some part in repelling the Purkish attack of 19th
May, and the new Queensland Brigade jnst after
the Australian.  When T met some men of the 7th
Baitalion on the merning of 19th May, just leav-
ing the firc trenches, where they had been tem-
porarily sent, they scemned 1o have only one wish,
and that was that the Turk would make another
atiack. :
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Gaza Tere, 16th June.—1I have not, so far, de-
seribed the fighting in which the British troops
made good their landing at Settil Dalr, simply
beeause 1 knew that there were others hore more
competent to deseribe it than I, and whose de-
seriptions, L knew, would reach the Australian
press. I have confined myself, so far, to giving
Australians those details about their own troops
which I have known no other correspondent eould
give them. At the same time, one would mnot,
willingly seem to be so occupied with the great
feat of arms which the Australians and New Zeu-
landers accomplished at Anzae as to fail in pay-
ing tribute to the 29th Division of the British
Aymy for the magnificent fighting by which it
astablished itself on the point of the Gallipoli
Peninsula.- I do not suppose that the history of
warfare can tell a more glorious story. Sothe of
the Australian transports were present on the
morning of the landing there, and I ean best tell
the story as seen through these Ausiralian eyes,
and afterwurds learnt by myself ou the spot.

Toverybody on the ships lmew that this morning
was to be the morning of the landing.  Most
people thought it a desperate business—an under-
taking nobody could guess the result of, beeause
nothing like 1t had even been attempted in waur-
fare—but nearly every one also held that we
ought to suceced; the ehanee was good enough to
make it an eperation that had to be undertaken
hy the Allies.

Ax Exquisite Dawn,

The ships had been hanging off an isjand over-
night, and the British attack, like ours up fhe
coast, was to be made in the early morning. Dot
when the first Australian woke, and put his Ticad
out of the port-hole that worning, something
scemed to have pone wrong with this forecast.
The dawn was breaking. The sea was olassily
smooth, They were lying mot far from a Jow
tine of blue hillside, with ether hills further
back. The tender, cxquisite lights of these east-
ern mornings was spreading over the landseape.
« So we are uot going to sce this attack afrer all,”
<ald this Australian observer to himself, as he
looked around. By Heaven, what an exquisite
day.” Then he drew his licad 1n, und went up nn
deck. There was a big collection of ships around
them, 2l Jying lazily rocking on the still surface,
some Dig warships and some trausports dotted
about like hig water beetles, and, beside themn, n
very old friend—the Ashold—the familiar little
Russian cruiser, which always seems to have
tumbled into company with the Ausiralians ever
since she first acted as our guard-ship when the
first convoy ealled at Colombo. She has five
long funnels, and 1s variously known as the
« Packet of Woodbines.” or * The Field Bukery.”
Here she was lying quile cJose alongside for about
the fifth time durving the war. The Anstralian
strolled to the side to have a look at her, when
suddenly a tremendous roay shook the whole
eivele of soa and skv. The Askold had fired at
that peacefnl coastling, and the whole universe
Began at that moment to tremble with sound. The
bombardment had begun.

Tre Woonrx I orsE.

The landing of an army from the sea m face
of fire is a new thing in modern war; and one
way in which the British were going to solve the
prablem was by taking an o}d merchant steamer,
the Rirer Clyde, manning her with the Royal
Navy. fillinug her with British troops, and run-
ning her ashore on one of the beaches they were
attacking. They meant to mn, her sideways on,
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e that one side was parallel to the land and the
other to ihe sea. The troops would then file ont
of certain square holes cut mto the seaward side
of the hull, and so into boats and lighters, which
would merely have to come round the bows to
land their men on the beach a few yards away.
Two evenings before the landing, while we were
still in Lemnos harbor, we had seen that old cargo
steamer lying near the entrance. They were
taurriedly painting one side of her yellow—the

side which she was to tura towards the land. “1 -

am very interested in that ship,” had said an offi-
cer of the General Head-Quarters Staff, who was
leaning over the rail mext to me, “sghe is our
wooden horse.” It was'at a tiinc when one was
eaveful not to make too many inquiries; but that
one hint made the meaning of that old cargo
geamp as clear as if one had heard a detailed ex-
planation. Not 5 miles from the beach on which
sle was eventnally stranded, a few miles across
ihe straits to the south, lies the old mound of
vnins where, 3,000 yvears ago, the prehistorie
Greeks painfully wheeled their big wooden horse,
8lled with soldiers, up to the walls of Troy. As
we watched her, with the paint still wet upon her
port sido, the stemmer swung ronnd, and, with
her sevow threshing out of the water like the tail
of 1 sea monster, chunked out to sea.

Tur Fag Across THE Laxn.

She went that night to Tenedos, and stayed
there all Saturday. At midnight she sailed on
her job. I do not know quite what happened
next; but anyway, at dawn—4.30 o’clock—she
was fairly well up in the mouth of the straits,
well nhead of all the other fransports, with a
string of little boats attendant on her.  Just
then, as I have said, the bomhardment hegan. Jt
was like Liell let loose—ome minute a peacefnl,
boautiful seaseape, suek as you may see i the
water-colour roem of any art gallery; the mext,
londs of rolling, bilious smoke upon the soa, and
“hdeseribable confusion upon the land.  For two
Lours it lasted. Voleanoes of dust, brown earth
torn from the slopes, powdered white stone and
mortar blown from the old square fort of Settil
Bahr, shot into the air, and then the eloud raised
Ly the bombardment. yolled across the land’s end
until it gradually shut cut all view except such
vague shadows of things as you may sce through
a fog. The haze seitled upon the sea, and the
transport on which our Australians were watcl-
ing could not see clearly enough to take up her
exaet position; and found herself almost the
losast inshore on the southern side, where the
Fronel were to land. The Australians watehed
s if iy o dream an old French steam frigate, the
slosest, 3o on the French side, getting her troops
inte boats. A string of small boats in tow of a
stoainboat slipped out across the water. White
zeysers of water were continually popping up
aromnd he frigate, and presently ene small boat
near the cud of the tow was seen to be upset.

At hali-past 6 o'clock the Fiver Clyde moved
in, first of the transports. She was taken a little
wp the Tardanelles, and then coolly run ashore,
amidst shells and machine-gun bullets, on the
beach almost under the old fort. To understand
ihe evenis of the day from this incident onwards,
it is necessary to have a rough idea of the lie of
ihe land at that toe of the Gallipoli Peninsula.

Tikr A Grear FoRELEG.

The shape of the whole Gallipoli Peninsula is
really rather more Bhe a foreleg of a horse than the
leg of a man. It is about 12 miles from the point of
the heef to, the pastern, and- perhaps 50 miles to
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the shoulder. Bulair is away up at that end
where the peninsula becomes very narrow again.
It was here that the Naval Division, late the
night before, bad made a feint of landing. There
were feints at about five other places also during
the first few days, every set of waiting transports
—which had nothing better to do—seems to have
gone off and pretended to land somewhere. The
results were a constant amusement to our men
on board, and all sorts of landings were reported
- in the papers, from Enos, Smyrna, and goodness
knows where. But the main feints were at Bulair,
where we bombarded a battery and filled the
ship’s boats, and at the southern entrance of the
Dardaneiles, where the French actually landed, as
this article describes, on this Sunday morning,
and took about 400 prisoners. The Australians
and New Zealanders landed just across the penin-
sula from the Narrows—on the outside of the
pastern, as it were, the Narrows and Kilid Bahr
forts being on’ the inside of the hoof, and Maidos
a little north of them, on the inside of the pastern
about 6 miles away. The British landed 2t the
point of the hoof, just 12 miles from our landing
place. - Whilst the Gallipoli Peninsula, us a
whole, is best deseribed as a horse’s, or, Detter
still, a hullock’s, forelez, the actual point of it,
where the British landed, is more like the toe
of a man. To carry ouf this simile, we of the
Australasian Foree had landed ahout two hours
before a little north of the instep.  Maidos, the
chief town in these parts, was on the opposite
ride from us, on the shore of the Narrows,
Kilid Bahr was exartly on the point of the heel,
with Chanak, the other preat fort, not a mile from
it arross the straits. The ankle would represent
the high hill—mostly known s 871—np the lower
ridges of which we Australians were pushing.

The valley between the ankle and the foot would

represent the low land stretching right across the
peninsula from Gaba Tepe, a little south of us.
to Maidoes, on the other side. The elevation of
the heel would represent the great, 600-ft. platean
helbiind which Kilid Bahr shelters, except that
the platean is far more expansive, and reaches
from the heel three-quarters of the WaY across
the peninsula. Then comes steep little river
zully, and then Achi Baba—a mountain fair in
the middle of the peninsula, a little wayv back
from the toe. T do not know what would pro-
perly represent him—the ball of the toe is too
near to the point, He wonld have to be an
solated, regnlar excrescence a little .maore than
half-way down the foot. TFive and a half miles
from this is the toe.

Tnae Bracuxs.

The British landing was to take place at five
or 8ix places arvound the toe. The big toe must e
imagined as bent bark a little, just as it would be
in walking, so that the heel is well off the ground,
but the portion from the ball of the too to the
rushion of the toe lies on the pround—that is
to say, taking the ground as a line drawn east
and west, the natural botfom barder of a map.
The first bav you come to, working round from
the Dardanelles, is a big and pronounced one
from the ball of the toe to the eushion of the
toe. That is Morto Bay. On the ball of the toe,
which jtself is Tery pronounced, and nearly 300
feet high is “D ¥ to « 7 battery—sa ruined fort.
The point itself is known as sk Hissarlik,
There was to be g landing in this bay. On the
eushion of the toe, just where the real right-
angled eorner first comes, and vou turn wup
towards the north-west ont of the Dardanellrs, is
the huge square stone fortress of Setti) Bahr,
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built 250 years ago. Tt stands just in front of a
rather pretty (ireek fishing village, and just round
the corner from the straits, almost underneath the
massive stone walls, is the little beach on which
the River Clyde was to be run aground. This
beach is quite a short one—a few lundred vards
of it at most. Then the white cliff rises again.
From the sea you can just see the fringe of grass
at the top of it, and on this cliff was a modern
fort, armed with two 12-in. Krupp guns, and sur-
rounded with the most horrible and tonghest maze
of barbed wire that T have even seen—specially
thick stuff of a single square strand with a barh
to every inch, and supported on hundreds of iron
stakes, with a led-plate at the bottom of each..
On the slope, between the cliff and the beach,
were rows of narrow trenchbes, also wired. After
nbout half-a-mile of cliff you come to another
beach—perhaps a slightly wider one. Just here
the soft cushion on the end of the toe joins the
big toe-nail. There is g shelving slope inlund,
behind 3t, somewhat theatre-shaped, and then the
eliff begins again. Tt works round a corner
exaetly like that of the toe-nail, and so away
round the long northern shore to the nstep. On
the horizon there you can see the ships opposite
our position at Anzac.  There are two small
beaches under the cliffs of the toe-nail on the
northern side, where landings were also to be
nmade.

T “River Crype ” coxs IN,

The Rizer Clyde had not to fear the big Krupp
guns of the new fortress. They had been placed
heyond all useful employment by a bombardment
from the floet many weks before. They say—T
give it for what it is worth—that they Lad heen
put out of action by two consecutive shots fron:
the Queen Elizabetl:. Anyway, they were sitting
sideways on their earriages, with their sullen
muzzles half buried in the earth of their own
embrasures. There was no gun of any size within
the confines of that beach. A couple of small
Nordenfeldts, or some such small fry, stand to-
day in the trenches, looking up at the sky, one
of them with the barrel broken in half,  The
shells whieh splashed around the River Clyde as
she calmly steamed inte the beach were five or
six-inch stuff from the southern shore of the
Dardanelles, 4 miles away. What did turn on to
her, and pelted her like rain as she beached, were
fhe machine guns which the Turks had wushipped
and withdrawn to somn seenre dugouts whilst the
hombardment was going on, and which they
brouglit out and set up the moment that it ceased.
The bombardment had never reached tlie majo-
rity of the Turkish machine guns or rifles at all,
The coneussion and din lind probably shaken the
Turkish personnel, but hud not shaken them suffi-
ciently to prevent them returning to the trenches
and ereviees, from which they did terrible exeeu-
tion upon the British troops that day.

Her Recerrion.

The Rirer Clyde came in with two battalions
of infantry inside hor—pnd a part of the staff
standing out on the bridge, as if they were on a
pleasure cruise. She swam coolly round the bay.
as if she were eoming into her home port.  But
for some reason she took the ground in a slightly
different position from that intended, and baws
on to the beach, instead of parallel to it.  The
slaughter began Lefore the troops were eaven out
of the ship. Tt is said that machine guns were
tiomed on to the square openings cut in the port
stde of the JShip, and the men were swept down in
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the dark "tween decks inside. Others were mown
down as they went down the gangway into the
hoats and lighters. Boats were sunk; but, in spite
of it all, some managed to fill, and struggled in
ihe face of it all to the shore. The transports
wailing with tense anxiety in the offing conld see
none of this.  All they noticed was the River
(Iyde steaming in to the shore, half hidden in
the haze. Other transports were landing strings
of boats at the other beaches. They had been
iransferred first into flcet sweepers, which ran in
eJose and then loaded their men into strings of
small boats. Some of these fleet sweepers were
nuder fire hefore the men left them, and one regi-
ment is satd to have been played upon by a
machine gun before her boats were filled. These
things could be dimly seen—half guessed—whilst
hour after hour passed, and still no word as to
what happeued on shore.

A Durting Boar.

Then quite close to the transport on which our
Australians were, there appearcd a rowing boat.
She was more drifting than being rowed. Two
men were at the oars, and a young seaman at the
tiller. As they cwme under the big ship’s side,
the young seaman Jooked up. He was holding
the tiller with ane lhand. Avound the other he
was trving to tie, with lis hands and tecth, a
Lauvdkerehief. Twao of his fingers had been blown
off. 1¥¢ was not thinking about his hand in the
least—he treated it as of no account at all—he
was intent en getting his freight of men alongside
the transport.  There were fifteen men in the
hoat, all wet through, and seven of them wounded.
They had clearly been picked out of the water.
A little later, one of the Australians asked one
of those men if they had wnot Jost very heavily
petting ashore. Rumour already had it that they
liad lost 200 before they landed. “ Were 300
lilled?” The answer was “ By dad, they weren’t.
Might have been twenty killed—might have been
300 Turks, the way our beys got into them with
the bavonet.”

Uxprr THE OLd Font.

That was the men’s spirit, but there was little
shanee of ihe bayonet that day.  Between 200
and 800 from the two battalions managed some-
how to struggle ashore. Many were shot in the
water, and a man wounded, even in shallow water,
wis offen a man killed. They rushed aeross the
beach, and managed to gef a narrow little strip
of cover by lying elose up umder the break of the

bank where the grass met the sand. The landing.

was stopped eveniually, as fur as the River Clyde
was roneerned, and no more pavties attempted to
wet ashore from her that day. The men Iving
down on the beach gradually nanaged to steal
round further and further to their right, and even-
tually got up into the great old stone fortress
through the holes made in it by the ships’ shells.
I saw those holes, and measured one of them.
The wall was 12 feet thick, of solid stone masonry
vight through, and a liole 6 feet by 10 feet had
heen Blown clean through it. The troops eventu-
ally got into the building through these, and shot
lown or bayvonetted the snipers in it, and after-
wards worked through into the village, and went
through if, clearing it in the some way. Most of
this was accomplished the following day; but
whether o few men did uot get into it this first
day T am uncertain—few of the men themselves
probably knew, and the accounts are naturally
confused.
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When the landing at the Settil Babr beach was
hield up, the bombardment by the ships was begun
again; but in the meantime the other battalions
of the division were getting gradually ashore at
come of the beaches to the north. The Turks had
snipers trenched on the tops of the cliffs; there
were snipers ensconced in the crevices and hol-
lows. The troops and the ships at first were—
ke our own men, at the same time, at Anzac—
only learning by experience where to look for
these snipers, and how to deal with them. The
Turks seem to have used their machine guns for
this form of shavrpshooting, just as they have
done at Anzae, and the Josses amongst the troops
as they went ashore in the strings of boats were
sometimes very leavy. Some of the strings of
boats seem to have been broken up, and the boats
struggled ashore singly as best they could. Where
they touched land the wmen worked up the chiffs,
and as the day went on, a sort of fringe of sol-
diers had managed to establish itself along the
very edge of the northern cliffs. Some of them
got into the Turkish trenches near the cliff face,
and from one beach they pushed some distance
inland, but had to retire at nightfall to their posi-
tion at the elif’s edge. One portion of the force
which had landed at a beach on the north side
was re-embarked, owing to the isolation of its
position.

Wuar Pvrrep Tuem THROUGH.

All day, through a tornado of shot and shell,
the remnant of the force hung on. Nine men out
of ten would probably have said that the landing
had failed, but the sirength of British troops was
oxactly the same as it has been a hundred times
before during their country’s bistory—the
quality of holding on even when everything seems
to he against them, and when, by the rules and
logic of war, they ought to retreat. Goodness
knows how many battles have not been won by
Anglo-Saxon troops simply by that extra ounce
of endurance which, when everything else seems
to topple, and the rest of the universe is all for
falling back, somehow manages to drag them just
over the diffienlty, and bring them down on the
vight side. It was exaetly the same quality
whiel, when the Australians and New Zealanders
had won their positions, and had to hold on to
ihem all day under a hail of shrapnel, which was
simply pumped into their defenceless backs, en-
abled them to hold on blindly in the face of an
enemy whom they could not see until a whole
night's digging, amidst overpowering Weariness
and fierce attacks, had given them just enough
chelter fo tide them over three days of fighting.
Tt was the Turks who wore out first at Anzac,
and so it was at Cape Helles, when, by all the
yules of nature and of war, it should have been
the British.

Axoruer Hero.

The second morning found the British far more
secure on the top of the cliffs than the night
before, because they had nsed the night to dig in.
The vest of the troops from the River Clyde bad
janded with comparative ease, and they pushed
on this dav through the fishing village, and on to
the hilltop above the sea. Jt was the Turks, and
not we, that had given way. Some people will

tell yvou, and probahly the comment will run right
through history, that if the Turks had chosen
to nttack either the Australians at Anzac, or the
Rritish at Helles, with real determination during
this first night, they could have driven us into the
sen. That is merely to say that, if you could
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get a metal harder than hardened steel, you could
break hardened steel with it. The Turks did not
attack, and would not attack, if the landing were
repeated a hundred times, simply because they
‘were broken before we were. 1f they had not had
in front of them at Helles the spectacle of in-
fantry coming at themi whom nothing would seem
to stop—who, even if two-thirds or three-quarfers
of them were wiped out, still came on in spite of
it—they might have done something which they
did not do. If they had not seen at Anzac a sot
of wild, flerce strangers sweeping up the hills a
good deal faster than a forest fire, earrying every-
thing before them with the bayonet, and quite un-
affected by any losses, they might have come on a
good deal more willingly, and Lad to learn the
same lesson by later experience. But it is not an
accident that British infantry is sucl a disheari-
ening enemy for any troops to have to face. The
29th Division hung on in spite of losses which are
probably the heaviest which any division has sne-
cessfully survived in this war, and its position
wns won. When the fort witli the Darbed wire
could not be approached at the first attempt, the
British simply attacked it again. Three lots of
men went forward with wire-cutters, onc after
the other, before the wire was passable. When
other attacks failed, a Stafl Officer went to the
Liead of the troops, and led them aguin, and they
followed him through in spite of everything. Ile
fell, shot dead, at the head of theny, as they
entered the fort; but Lis work wus not lost. The
men whe had followed him weng on, not back ; the
fort was taken. History gained the name of an-
other soldier hero—that of Colonel Doughty-
Wiylie.

~A day or two later the French, as pre-arranged,
landed on the northern side of the straits, joined
the British, and took over that part of the front
which T have deseribed as the ball of the toe of
ihe peninsula, thus forming the southern portion
of the line,

Gana Trre, 18th Junc.—It came with the othey
Ietters in the mailbag. I don’t know why they
forwarded it, but 1 suppose the St. Kilda land-
lady, careful soul, hud conscientiously re-directed
it along with the forgotten account for hoot re-
pairs; and when the mail-bag was opened up out-
side the dugout which forms the head-quarters of
the unit, there it was amongst half-a-dozen others
for Major X. Yt ran something like this: “ Clome
and sce, What a battle is like. Ships attacking.
Realistic display at —— —— St. Kilda.” The
Majer put the paper down on his knees, picked
up his cup of afterncon tea, sipped it, broke off a
fragment of dog biscnit, and looked out over the
brilliant peacock-blue sea that lay far below hin,
A small grey steamor with a stern very low and
bow very high, and a long mast in front and a
shiort mast belind, was moving slowly in towards
one.of the pontoons that had been miprovised into
a pler, with a lighter full of hiscuit boxes boside
her. .\ small figure was standing at the side of
her bridge signalling with two red and vellow
flage.  The steamer was one of those priceless
jacks-of-all-trades which the Navy has discovered
for its use in lie present war—a north coast
trawler; and she was being for the moment nsed
as a tug.

Something that sonnded like a great lkettle
began suddenly to sing over the bLill, Tt was a
ihin, wheezy whistle, starting at a very high note
and dropping during a rapid ran of about two
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seconds to a note about half way down the scale.
Then the bang as of a rocket—a woolly white
cloud sprang into existence in the air half way
between the Major and tlie steamer, and rather
higher np—the water in front of the trawler was
lashed up as with a shower of big raindreps, with
a big central splash for the fuse cap and 2 big
splash at 1the end for the case.  You could see that
case fall like o black smut. The trawler continued
to come in, and the man signalling never winked
an eyelid, but went straight on with his semaphore
—the last thing you would imagine was that he
had suddenly found himsclf staring death full in
the face.

Evidently they decided i0 try and sink her, and
not merely 1o damage her crew, for the next shot
did not burst in the air; it went solid into the
wuter about 30 yards to the north of her. Then
followed a third—this time 40 yards south. The
wawler was going astern by this time.  Just as
her bow drew clear of the point where her waist
hud been half a minute before, a fourth shell
plumped into the water within 1 couple of feet
of it.  To all intents and purposes she was now
safe; they would follow ler with a shot or two,
but they were most unlikely to get the range.

In the meantime, a big four-funnelled cruiser
that had been lying like a toy boat a mile or two
out on the bine surface to the south-west had
started to move in inquisitively towards a promon-
tory a little to the sonth. A dirty yellow clond
shot out across her forecasile. A long pause—
then u bang which shook the hills, followed two
seconds later by a distant f-r-r--mp.  “ That’s
one into their earthworks,” thought the Major, as
he emptied his mng.

We have watched & modern Dattle day and night
for nearly eight weeks, the sounds and sights of it
never absent.  Even on the day of the armistice,
when no shot was fired here from 7.30 to 2.30,
even on fhat day of rest you could hear all day
long the voll of the distant salvoes at Cape Helles.
As I write this a British monitor is banging away
at my back, firing at the Turkish Head-quarters
or Turkish guns, or, perhaps, some movement of
Turkish Infantry which she has been informed of.
Our own guns an hour or two ago found a double
Company of Turkish Infantry out in the open
on the flat conntry to the south—it is very seldom
that we get sueh a chance as that—and put twenty-
five shells over them to celebrate Waterloo day.
Now one of our own guns is firing about a hundred
vards at my back at some object unknown. A
Turkish gun has started to answer it—every
minute or so there is & report like that of a shot
fired by men blasting in a quarry—a blast up
near the ridge top, followed by a medley of strange
lissings und splashings and echoes. All the
while, ahnost as regular us a clock, comes the piek-
noek of the Mauser from the ridges—one has Jong,
Iong eeased to notice those rifles at all.

We have watehed 1 modern battle right through
s stages, from the first few knocks of the rifle
when the cnemy’s infantry first caught sight of
our first {few men on the beach, and coming
throngh the serub, right through to the stage when
it has erystallized into a sot operation of galleries
and eross passages and communication trenches,
as regnlar as the streets of av old-time eity, with
villages and a_water supply, and workshops of a
sort, and sea bathing thrown in.  Personally, it
has been my luck to see a modorn battle twice dur-
ing that time—on each oeeasion through most of
its stages—once at Anzac, and onee with the 2nd
Brigade at Cape Telles,  The conrse it takes i3
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very similar each time.

Shortly, it may be de-
scribed as follows:—

The First Stage—The first stage is in the open.
The Artillery may batter ithe enemy first if he
is in a fixed and known position.  This bom-
bardment gives away the faet that you are going
to attack, and generally gives away the lhour of
the attack, but if the enemy is behind barbed wire
and in trenches, it is worth it.  The shell tears
up parts of his wire and certainly shakes his
nerves. It was a great bombardnent, but a short
one, that preceded our attack at Cape Heles—the
parapet along the enemy’s trenches and the ground
along the front appeared (o be simply in eruption
of its own accord—clonds of pink dust, brown
dust, black smoke and white smoke tossing them-
setves from the line along which he lay as a restive
lhorse tosses his mane.  The moment the Artil-
lery stops the Infantry ought to be forward in the
danger zone, with the enemy’s hullets singing pasi
them. The French even keep their shells just a
lkundred yards ahead of theiv Tnfantry, always
lengthening the range as it advances.  Once the
Tufantry is out in the open, the ounly defence that
it has is the fire frowm its own side, which makes
the enemy keep his collective hiead dewn. Yom
advance generally by short rushes—one platoon
keeping up the fire whilst the one next to-it rushes
forward, aud vzce versd. There is no chanee of
making any trench or shelter to lie in us yet. Du-
ing this part of the battle you are makiug a
standing-up and rushing fight of it, and the enemy
a Jying-down owes—that fact you have to {ace.

The Iirst Trench.—-A siage comes when, either
beeause you have eapturcd the enemy’s trenches
or have gone so far that you are alead of every
one else, and have the enamy getting round both
your flanks, or have lost so many men that your
line contalns only a dozen men or so—a stage
comes when the front Jine stops—and then for the
first time it begins to dig in.  The men live with
them invaluable instruments, with a loe at one
end, pick at the other, and a short handle like thaf
of a tomahawk, which are knowre as enirenching
tools.  Omece our men had been in action, they
would as soon think of leaving hehind their en-
trenching tools as of throwing away their rifles.
With this tool, as yon lie on the ground, vou hack
and pick and scrape until you have a little breast-
work—it may be only 6 inches high—in front of
you, and a holé perhaps 12 inches deep.  You can
at least get some shelter over the fop of whieh to
fire, It may be that afier you have been tlere
~an howr, you will find lmes of supports panting
up to you, and throwing themselves down aloua-
side of you, and wanting to know all the news
you can tell them. Tf so, it probably means an-
other charge along with thein—your litile dug-out
is left to tell for vears to come of some line of
fighting men that onece lay there—imd you dig
yourself another one, perhaps half-a-mile furth v
o, Anyway, the chances are that evening finds
you as far forwsard as your line ean get, and lining
a lot of these little seraped oblong holes in the
earth’s sarface.” Those irregular dug-outs, 2 or
3 yards between each, are the first embryo of a
line of trenehes.

A Weary Night.—Yon make use of the dark-
ness, as soon as it arrives, for furious digging.
You are probably utterly weary now the night has
well begun, but that is a eondition to be faced in
any modern battle. The faet is, that nnless Fyou
can manage 1o get those trenches deep enough
during the night, vou will prabalily have to endure
A day out there with shrawnel being pumped down
o your helpless backs—with moerning vour work
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can ease down a little, but it is suicide to let it
cease before. The stretcher-bearers who are out
searching for the wounded have to get most of
their work in the firing line through during the
same hours—a few of them may take the heavy
risk of eollecting men outside the trenches during
daylight, but it is often certain death to attempt
it

Daylight finds a line of men squatling in a
narrow drain with square walls and a parapet,
perhaps 18 inches high, made of the loose earth
thrown up in front of it.  There are two ways of
getting along that drain: one ig to step over the
bodies of the men who are sguatting down in it—
2 method which shakes the earth down into their
fiees and their bully beef tins—and the other is
to get ont behind the treneh, and either crawl or
run.  You see both methods constantly adopted;
it generally depends on results which one is the
more used.  If only half-a-dozen men during the
day are knocked over while running, the proba-
bility 1s that most men—whatever they ought to
do—will get out on the bank and chanee it, with
the bullets clipping pufls of dust in the ground
around them. 1 have a picture in my mind now
of an Anstralian at Helles coming up along the
bank of a french with water-bottles, strolling
casnally along as if he were sent on an errand
down Pitt-streot.  “ Get down, you fool,” shouted
abomt w Coten voiees; “ Yon'll get shot.  What do
vou think rhe trenches nre made for?”  But he
did not huvry, although there was a Turkish sniper
i their trenches, 400 vards away, who kept his
bead drawn on st thai spot, and never failed
1o get 1n g shot or two at whoever passed. Two
other men that day brought down a shower of im-
precations on their heads by sitting on the back
of the french observing the enemy at their leisure.
“ 0111, the Turks can’t shoot for nuts,” was all the
reply.

The Counter-ailack.—These uncomfortable little
narrow drains of the serond day may be left for
imother advance. Al depends on what the rest
of the line does, and whether ihere are fresh
troops who cun be put in over the top of the tired
troops.  1f necessury, the tived troops may have
to go on again themsclves.  But these modern
buttles tend to become slationary from flank to
Hank—a time comes when the enemy’s flank
sfretches Trom sea 1o sea, and there is no getting
romnd.  In each of the two battles that I have
vecn here, the trenches that we made that first
uight have hecome the trenches where we stayed
for at least a week—in the case of Anzae they are
some of the trenches which we are using to-day.

The first fighting in a trench is probably the
beating off of the enemy’s counter-attack. Coun-
ter-attack follows an attack almost as surely as the
uight follows the day. 1t is based largely on the
wental eondition of your troops who have made
the attack.  The enemy knows that they will be
weary—probably sick of fighting, hungering for
a rest, ready to drop down and sleep. for twelve
hours in thelr trenches and ferget.everything else.
Tic knows that the livie is thin, and some of the
men sure to be a bit shaken by artillery fire—and
if he loses this chance of retaking lost ground, he
has lost the best chanee lie will get—and so down
he comes.  With British troops, and with our
own, the ability to hold on when everything seems
1o have gone wrong, has brought them through
again and again in this campaign, and made coun-
ter-attacks, in most cases, fruitless.

The Sniping Stage—After the counter-atiack
the fighting resolves itself into suniping over the
parapet until loopholes are made, when heads arg
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from that time forth kept, execept for very short
intervals, below the parapet. The enemy has
abways snipers detailed in his trenches to blaze at
any head that shows itself, and even at 4 periscope.
If a periscope remains up for more than half-a-
minute where the Hnes are at all close, sume sentry
will see it, and in onc or iwo shots he will get if—
sometimes at the first shot.  The glass explodes
with a noise like the erack of a rifle; the shock will
sometimes knoek you back against the wall of the
trench, and you occasionally get a splinter of glass
in your hand.  During this stage in the battle
you can geuerally see any movement of men In a
trench.  The frenches are shallow, and you ean
see the bent backs and caps of the men making
their way slong them. Everywhere you look
there seems to be at least one point where digging
is going on in the encmy’s trench, shovelful after
shovelful of earth comes over the top, and you can
occasionally see the spade.  Your guns will pro-
bably try to demolish at an carly stage any speci-
ally objectionable work, seldom with any lasting
result. Every now and then you may see your own
macline gun playing for a moment across those
points of activity—yon can tell it by the dust it
flicks up—your snipers’ bullets flick up one puff
at a time, but the machine-gun flicks up a sueces-
sion of little dust snurts from the parapet. Ocea-
sionally it may get a man—in any case it will pre-
vent them from getting too bold.  If you, in your
turn, get your head too constantly where the Turk
ean soe if, you may find the dust spitting off the
parapet into your cyes and face, and hear the
swish, swish, swish of his machine-gun bullets about
6 inches above your head.  If you go away from
those trenches, as some of ns did afier a few days,
and return to them a fortnight later, you will find
them quite unrecognisable.  Indeed, it is diffienlt
fo recognise the country {hrough which they run.
This gully, eriss-crossed with paths like the cliff
side at a watering place, cannot surely be the same
as that in which one watched our men making
their way through the virgin serub to face the
Turkisk machine-guns on top of the hill.  That
distant slope, that looks more like a chessboard
than anything else, cannot be the one down which
I watched the Turks stealing from bush to lush,
running, crouching low along the little bush path-
ways, dodging into the sernb and presently stealing
out of it again.  As for the frenches themselves,
the little narrow, unecomfortable line is now the
sccond or third Hne of trenches back—there arc
one, or, may be, two lines of trenches in front of
it, and it is turned over like a sort of roomy old
liome for the men who are there night and day in
support of the firing line. You can go anvwhere
throngh them without the least fear of a bullet—
in faet, it is a eommon-place amongst the men that
the safest place in the whole area is the trenches.
Parties who have been sent down on occasion fo
1he beael have been glad enough to get back to
the firing line.

The Bomb Slage~—Here begins the last stage
nf a modern batile, at least the last stage that T
have seen. As soon as the battle becomes sta-
ftonary both parties begin to push out from their
irenches saps or new trenches towards the enemy’s
line.  Thus, as soon as the saps pet far enongh
ont for whatever purpose is needed. eross trenches
are cut like the head of a capital “T,” and these
eventuallv join up to form a new firing line. Tt
may be 50 yards nearer to the enemy. It does not
take long before, at certain points, the lines be-
come very close together—the clorest I saw at
Cape Helles was where a French trench was
within 10 yards of the Turks. You could see the
other fellow’s bayonet sticking up over the edge of
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his parapet, the tambled earth of which nearly
met that of the French sap. But nothing down
there quite equalled the state of affairs at Quinn’s
Dost at Anzac, where for many days the Turkish
trench and our own were actually connected al
threc points—at two points by conununication
trenches, at one end by a short trench cut by our-
selves when we temporarily eaptured the Turkish
treneh, and at one end by a short prolongation of
onr trench into a Turkish trench 10 yards away,
so that the one trench was actually a continuation
of the other. When it comes to this poing, the
battle becomes less of a big operation earried out
as a whole than a series of petty disconnected
fights—both sides fidgeting for position at the
points where their lines come nearest, and in-
dulging in petty enterprises which are as mmch
useful in keeping tle enemy at a tension than from
any definite advantage. It is at this stage that
you go back to the days before Waterloo and bring
in the bomb.

Where Crickel comes in.—A good ericketer is
the man for the bomb—a man who can throw it
pretiy straight, and who can field it when it is
thrown at bim, and throw it straight back again
in the same action, Indeed, you come right back
to the knack of the stone age, and before he even
fixed his arrowheads into a stick or his stone toma-
hawk on to a handle. The bomb first appeared
before the trenches were elose enough for them to
be thrown from one into the other. I fancy the
first sign we had of their presence was by finding
one lying with a dead Turk in a captured trench
-—just a little black iron ball with a fuse to it—
the whole about the size of a cricket ball. Then
a night eame when some Turk stole up to a trench
and threw a bomb on to the parapet or into the
trench. They had just begun to be used before
the Second Brigade and the New Zealand
Infantry went south to Cape Helles, yet I think
the first one must have been thrown there the night
we left. I saw one in that trench with sappers
ready for throwing, and the French Lieutenant
in charge told me that if the Turks had bombs
they would probakly have used some that morning.
When we got back to Anzac next day we found.
that the bomb was quite an established fact there,
and it has become almost the main weapon since.
When trenches at Quinn’s have been taken the
bomb has done most of the damage. The dandiest
weapon here is our bombd mortar—a short gun
which the Turks by this time know only too well.
which throws its bomb about 150 feet high into the
enemy’s trench.  You ean see it going by day or
night.  Our bomb mortar works with a powder
charge, but I think the Turks have, or had, an
mstrument like the ancient catapult for throwing
theirs, which brings you straight to Casar. In
this warfare you throw, perhaps, fifty hand bombs
to every big bomb,

(fold Laces and Silver Braid—How a battle of
thig sort ends T do not know, because I have not
seen it happen. The Turks have already mined
us once, but all the good it did them was that we
killed or captured every man who got into the
trench at Quinn’s, except one officer, who left his
men there and went back for some reason or other
hefore we retook the trench—-that is to say, as far
as I know, there is only one man in the Turkish
Avmy who has seen the inside of an Australian or
New Zealand trench. Plenty of ours have come
back after temporarily oceupying the Turkish
trench.  But mining and everything thrown in,
this battle at Anzac is really like what most of the
battles of Europe were during the winter—in the
stage of small mory less discoupected under-
takings, ' ' :
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- If any one had told us at the time of the Boer
war that we should, within fifteen years, be fight-
ing alongside men dressed in red trousers and
blue coats, and gold and silver braid; that a trench

with a fleld of fire of 50 or 70 yards would be

looked upon as some ideal position ; that we should,
as a mafter of habit, be waiting until we conld
almost see the whites of our foemen’s eyes before
we fixed bayonets, and stood up to fire a volley and
charge him; and that we should be depending on
our_hand grenades more than any other offensive
weapon, and upon ihe bayonet after that—
although I doubt if the bayonet has been stuck
into more than 100 Turks or into a single Aus-
tralian, except by his own men tripping over bhim
—if any one had told us that this is the way we
would be fighting on the centenary of Waterloo,
we should have put him down as a candidate for
Gladesville, and yet here you are. '

GaBa Tere, 18t Jung.—It eomes to you some-
times as a heavy shock. There is a strange
callousness that grows upon a man in warfare, but
some incidents do get through that rallonsness like
a rapier—and I do not know exactly why. Some
of us had secarcely ever looked upon death befors
we landed, and would rather walk round 20 miles
than have to pass by a street accident. The sight
of the first few wounded men brought alongside
the transport in the first hours of davlight, looking
s0 pale and still and utterly tired. with the stained
handages round them, exactly like many a figure
I have seen in the war pictures of Lady Butler,
came as something of a shock. For a quarter of
an hour or so one did not like to think about it;
tnt from the moment that we set foot on shore,
when we were into it ourselves and doing some-
thing, all sense of horror quite naturally slipped
awav.  There were many men lyine there on the
beach.  They had earvied them aside, and, with
ihe reverence that a British soldier will always
show 10 the dead, if he can do so, had wrapped an
avereoat or a blanket over their bodies and faces.
But from that moment onwards one was strangely
Plunted to the sight of the most dreadfu! wounds.
Death. even when it oceurs next door to a man,
seems to have little or no effect on him. After a
while he will do little more than tnrn his head for
a moment, aud then go on with his business,

Noraineg ITaxp-mrarrsn,

Tt is not that men beecome hard-learted. The
wan who is hit may be even the text of some grim,
kindly joke~—if he were lyving ontside the trenches
wonnded he would be brought baeck, even though
it eost man after man his life to do it. They
would, many of them, go throngh wounds and
death a score of times. rather than that one of
their number shovld have the anxiety of dying out
there in pain, and not knowing into the hands of
what sort of men he micht fall. But death comes
ta he looked on as a little thing of small aceount
and of an every-day ocevrrener,  After all, every
man knows that he risks hia Iife eonstantlv; that
it is pure chance, the erratic flight of a shrapnel
pellet, that he is not lying where that dead eom-
vade 3t.  TInder sneh cirenmstances vou cannos
treat death quite as seriously as when you took the
surburban train every morning to your work.

) A Fiwe OFricer.
But sometimes, for no reason that T can give, it
does eome as on unaccountable shock, T well re-
member the day that we returnéd from Cape
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Helles. It had come as a shock, a heavy shock,
in the morning to hear that our General was
wounded, and was not expected to live. In the
afternoon, I heard the name of another officer
mentioned, an officer on the Army Corps Stafi—
not an Ausivalian, bt onc who had done very
brave work for Australians—Major Villiers
Stuart, the Chief Intelligence Officer at Anzac. He
was a man whose figure one had grown aecustomed
to see daily walking off to various corners of the
position, sketching and working out his map—a
British officer of the very best type, unassuming,
quiet, considerate, and like most officers, British
and Australian, without the knowledge of wlat
fear 1s. I heard some one mention his name, and
the next moment some one was saying that he
had been killed aliout an hour before. He had
heen ouf sketching as usual-—correeting some val-
leys in the map. Ome of his clerks was sitting be-
side bim with the drawing-board on both knees.
Presently two shells burst somewhere down over
the landscape, about 200 yards in front of them.
“ About time we were moving,” he had said, and
he had just risen to walk back when he slipped to
his knees. Xis companion thought be had merely
fallen, but he was shot through the heart with a
shrapnel pellet. He was buried that night after
dark in the litfle cemetery at a certain corner of
the beach. That shoulder, with its little collee-
tion of erosses, should be very sacred to Austra-
ltaus. All of those crosses are simple, some of
them pathetically so, just a bit of broken biseuit
hox nailed across another, with some name seored
on it in indelible pencil-—save the mark, some of
them are washed out already-—one of themn is just
the top end of an improvised broken erutch.
There arc other collections of little graves all over
the hills, many of them bordered over so neatly
with brass fuse cases, or shrapnel. But this is
the main cemetery, and after the war is over the
Coramonwealth might well take some steps to-
wards its preservation. The blue Aegean washes
almost to its foot—the knoll, from which the
enemy did most of his execution on the beach on
the first morning, rises straight above it. It
was there that he was buried. They waited
until dark, in order that the Turkish guns might
not interfere—they were working up at that time
towards the day of their big attack. As the pro-
cession went along the beaeh it was almost too
dark to see. Out across the sea the exquisite
last lights of sunset were just fading over Imbros.
The old voleanic cone was showing out dark-grey
against them. As we stood there amongst the frail
wooden crosses we ecould hear the “clink! elink !”
of the mules along a path above—you could see
their dark shapes passing with the Indians lead-
ing them. Far out over the island behind us the
new moon was hanging—on the sea below floated
the warships like toy hoats on the sea. Every now
and again the backs and bent heads of the men in
that erowd would flash up as if lit by a distant
red lightning—then came the r-r-roll, r-r-roll of
a warship’s guns as she fired away behind us.
High overhead was the constaut low sibilant hiss
of hullets, with an oeceasional high dropping
whistle, as some richochet that had struck a stone
or a parapet far ahove, whirled itself out to seq.

The knocking of the rifles eame incossantly like

the erack of a ericket, bat.

Some man passed along the path below us
whistling. Suddenly the whistling stopped when
he heard the voice of the clergyman, and knew
what this dark crowd mcant. Strong grave-
diggers of the Army Medieal Corps, with the
brown knotted museles of their forearm showing
below the short slesves of their grey flanne] shiyts,
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were bending low. You conld hear the voiee of
the clergyman—

“ Now the battle day is o’er,
Jesu in thy gracions keeping,
Leave we there thy warrior sleeping.”

The strong men lift him very tenderly from the
stretcher. The congregation melts. A little
figure that everyone here has learned to look on
with something Iike affection files past at the head
of it, and there we leave him to the waves and the
sca breczes amid the little wooden erosses on that

“ghrapnel-swept, point,

Gana Trer, 18th June.—One of the. most
curious studies that one has seen since this
war began is the friendship of the Indian
soldier for the Australian. Ome does not
wish fo exaggerate things—I do not mean that
there have been any lifelong, heart-to-heart sort
of friendships going, becanse the faet that neither
has the least idea what the other Is talking
about rather interferes with that sort of relation;
but the eomradeship of the Indian soldiers with
the Australians and New Zealanders since they
have found themselves camped together has been
sufficient to eall for remark. Rudyard Kipling, in
1 story he wrote about the “Durra Muts "—the
men whose expression—always on their lips and
always in their eyes—was “no fear,” speaks of
some sort of such friendship in South Africa—
s0 perhans there was something of the same sort
there. There are not many Indians with the
Australian Force—just certain invaluable moun-
tain gunners and some transport corps. There
are more at Cape Helles; but even here at Anzace
we see enongh of them to make them very in-
teresting. Their eamp, a cellection of dugouts
at the back of a hill, may be at first sight no
more interesting than any other cawp, except for
the two or three Janky, fat-tailed sheep always
tethered o a peg there; but if you take the
trouble to make inquiry yon will find that this
camp is really a most complicated structure—not
complicated in sticks and waterproof sheets, but
in minwte social and religious distinetions. For
cxample, at the bottom of the hill, a little aside
from the others, is the last dugout in their lines.
Two men live there whom you, casually passing,
would not distinguish from any of the other men.
Yet the others wonld no more touch them—exeept
in hospital-—or let their clothes brush against
them than they would if these men were lepers.
These two men suffer from no disease; they are
quiet, harmless fellows who keen entirely te them-
selves; as a matter of fact, I believe they are
brothers. But they belong to the class known as
the “sweeper” elass, the lowest ecaste of all;
they are “sweepers” beeause their fathers were
hefore them, and their grandfathers before that.
The others would not think of handing them their
food—they - will throw it to them, and on this
food that is thrown to them they live. The other
Tndians there would not allow the white officers
to hand these men their pay. Tt would be a
secandal in their eyes that their hands should
meet, and they would prevent any Australian
from taking food from these men’s hands. One
would think that men living this sort of life must
be constantly feeling the humiliation of it—but
thag is the marvel of the caste. Tt bas been so
for a thousand years, and it will be so for another
thousand, and they arc perfectly content. Up at
the top of the camp is the cook-house, and the
wan sitting in- it, and looking ronnd at you over
Eis: shoulder: seems niothing different from any of
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the others. As a matfer of fact, he is a Brahman
of the highest caste. Every one of the others can
eat without fear anything that comes from his
hands. Almost in the same cook-house—in one
not 6 feet away—are the special eooks for the
Mahommedans.

A Rrar. Hero Srony.

In action these soldiers take their tone
very mmch from the white soldiers round
them, and above all from their own officers.
They Lave among them some of the truest men on
enrth. The following 1s one of the true stories
of this war. It was on 19th May, the day of the
most serious attuck the Turks have made. The
attack was spent, and should Lave been stopped;
but a few isolated waves of it continued to beat
up fiercely against Quinn’s and our centre, where
the Fourth Brigade then were, until nearly mid-
day. The Turkish artillery had given ns some-
thing of a bombardment overnight, and it started
again in the morning.

One of the Indian mountain batteries was in
action, and all except two of its complement were
under cover. One of those two was at the back
of the guns, and another, Karm Singh by nawme,
in the emnmunicaiion trench Jeading down to the
guns. The telephone was not being used—they
were passing the orders and corrections down by
word of mouth. Karm Singh would hear the
order shouted from above, and would pass 1t on
down below. They were waiting for a particular
gun to open, in order fo jump down its throat, in
{lic very sudden way these Indian mountain bat-
teries have. All at onec a new two-gun battery
opened, one that had not previeusly been in ac-
tion against us, at any rate from that position.
Karm Singh was passing down his orders when
an orderly from his battery walked along the
trenell.  The orderly noticed that Karm Singh
was sitiing elose up against the side of the trenel,
with his head near the wall and his hand over his
eves, as if he had a headache. “ What is the
matter, Karm Singh? he asked, “ Oh, it’s no-
thing; dou’t worry. T am quife able to pass mes-
sages,” was the answer, and the orderly passed
aloug on his business. DBut when be got up to
his post, he told a native officer, T have caten
vour salt.”

Some time later, when the business in hand was
finished, they went down and had a look at Karm
Singh. They found he hiad been shot through both
eves. That first shot from the new guns had hit
not only him, but the otlier man who was out in
the trench. Karm Singh could still speak, if he
could not see—that was all e cared for nntil his
job was finished.

Afterwards, at the hospital, he saw his own
doctor—the white doctor of his battery. * Sahib,”
he asked, “shall T have my sight?”" “ Perhaps,”
was the reply, “after ‘a time, with one eye.”
“ 7Tt is nothing, siabib,” said Karm Singh, “have
T not eaten your salt, and taken your bread.”
And mnever had a man more faithfully held by
that high code.  Another Indian, an officer’s
orderly, during the first few .days was sent up
with some message to his officer, who was in some
observing station up in the firing line. An
observing station is always a dangerous corner if
the enemy suspects where it is, because by knock-
ing out the observer you can temporarily render
nseless the guns. By the time the orderly reached
the station, his officer had been either killed or
woundod, and had been carricd down to. the
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beach; but nobody could explain this to the In-
dian. He refused to move away; he insisted, by
signs, that Lis officer must be there, and finally
had to be almost dragged down fo shelter.

CHUPATTIES.

Some of us were camped down at Cape Helles,
next door to a small party of Indians. Every
day—alhnost every meal—they brought our cook
round something by way of a present—generally
some of their flat, biseuit-like pancakes, chupat-
ties, or other cakes. They always seemed to call
the cook “ Brudder,” and wherever our men have
been camped by them this interchange of cook-
ing materials seems to have gone on. If they
could not take food back from us, they would
sometimes take firewood. But they are by no
means so rigid in their caste regulations as con-
cerning 1s as they would have been before the
war. As one of their officers told me, “ They
Lave fought side by side by your men now, and
they look upon them quite differently after that;
they would say your men were their brothers.”
Well, any man who lay out through the shrapnel
during the first long afterncon upon the ridge
tops, when so many brave lives were Jost to Aus-
tralia, will be very old indeed heforc he forgets
the little Indian mountain battery, whose guns
were the sole comfort that he possessed during the
greater part of a terribly (rymg day.

Gana Trre, 19%th July.—Tlc campaign at
Anzace differs from that at any other area. This
15 owing to the fact that a very great part of
the transport work which elsewhere can be car-
ried out by whecled transports Las lere to be
carried on human shoulders. Everybody in the
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whole area is all the time within range of the
enemy’s guns, and periodic rest from fire, such as
is possible now for the troops 1n France, is im-
possible within this area, Battalions during
their rests out of the trenches have to dig tuunels,
carry water, and perform other fatigues which
are absolutely necessary, so that in many ways
the easiest time the men have is the period of
duty in the fire trenches. We are faced at pre-
sent by forty or fifty guns, of which about balf
are fourteen or fifteen-pounder field guns, and the
vest 4-in., 6-in., $-im, and occasionally 10-1n.
and 11-in., together with a sprinkling of moun-
tain and lighter guns, whose positions can be
rapidly changed, and which can be placed within
a few hundred yards of our trenches, and rapidly
vemoved.  Also, there is one ancient meortar,
flinging & round bomb, 12 inches in diameter.
The amouut of tunnelling done by the Australians
and Maorilanders can be judged by the faet that
we have already blown up seventeen mincs oppos-
ing MacLaurin’s Post, besides many other parts of
the line. In almost every case these destroyed
some Turkish funnel. On the last occasion two
hodies were scen flung up inte the air. Quinn’s
Post, within the last six weeks, has been altered
by engineers ou’, of all recognition. I had tea
there two days ago with the Commandant, and
as we sat on an improvised verandah I eould
scarcely realize that this was the same place which
I had wateied for the best part of a night only a
few weeks before, amidst reeking smoke, dust of
explosions, and the sickening smell of pieric. “If
I had roses, I would plant themn here now,” said
the Commandant, and I believe he would. Two
Maorilanders threw 570 bombs from Quinn’s one
day last week, and kept 20 yards of head-cover of
the Turkish treneh burning for a whole night
and part of a day.
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