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(áABA TEPE, 5th Juice. By the first few days of
the second week of our landing the greater part of
the force, which had been split up and scattered
through the whole front on the first day, had been
little by little relieved and reorganized. New
Zealand had begun its rest, 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 rest camp in another part. The
force was pretty well as fresh and fit to move as on
the day it landed. The Brigades were all very
much reduced in strength. The losses were as
heavy throughout as those in any of the great
battles of the war, and extraordinarily even as
between the different battalions ; but on Wednes-
day, 5th May, the first batch of Australian rein-
forcements landed to join their battalions.

The next chapter was a very interesting one. It
did not take place at our own position 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 marched up from
the famous landing place where two battalions of
the 29th Division were almost cut to pieces in at-
tempting to land from the " Gift ship " the River
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Clyde, and wound through marvellously interest -
ing sights, which I will attempt to describe some
day, if I get the time, down straight into the
presence of a big battle.

A MELTON PRIOR BATTLEFIELD.

It »'tis a spectacular battlefield if ever there
were one. You could sit on the toe of the penin-
sulaon the reverse slopes of the cliffs to which
the British had hung during twenty -four hours'
furious fighting, until by sheer perseverance they
obtained a foothold you could sit on those slopes
and see the whole battlefield before you, and the
battle progressing just like it used to in the
sketches of Mr. Melton Prior : and that is just
what our men used to (lo 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 rose right in the centre of the opposite
horizon to the curiously symmetrical peak of Achi
Baba. The widish of the peninsula was about an
average of 3 miles it started a little less, and
it gradually broadened to a little more. You
íould not anywhere catch sight of the sea except
for one short brilliant blue strip on the right, just
inside the mouth of the Dardanelles. The cliffs
or low hills which rimmed the whole place round
almost like a raised edging, hid the water from
you, except just in this little corner on your right,
where, as a matter of fact, though you 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 sometimes the grey funnels, of
warships, which seemed to be almost pressed up
against the coast. They gave you the impression
of having been cut out of cardboard and tacked to
the other side of the cliffs. Away to our right in
that little blue strip of Dardanelles that looked
like a river running between us, and the faint blue



IÑTo. 86. -4th August, 1915 149

hills and distant snow mountains beyond, were
four battleships pushing slowly up with the utmost
care, and then turning and returning just as
slowly.

ACHI BABA.

Opposite us, 5 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 in ì idges 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 face 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 Easters:
windmills look more like a huge silo than any-
thing else in Australia shaped like a gigantic
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
mentioned, 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 across the
mouth of the other stream, and took it off with it
to sea. Along the strip between these two
streams, rather closer to the right -hand 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
hills and ridges covered with open fields, 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 exactly like
the back of a crocodile a long, narrow plateau
with a gentle convex slope in every direction. The
two strips at the sides were more irregular, that
on the left being crossed by occasional cross
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.

THE BATTLE BEGINS.

When we arrived the Turks had a lineyou
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 peninsula 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 it 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. Such 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 beautiful
meadow lands, something quite new to us after
Egypt, I spent my time watching the attack by
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the French white troops and their black Senega-
lese on a very awkward redoubt and on entrench-
ments on the upper end of the Fingernail. The
battle had begun at 11 o'clock after a tremendous
bombardment of artillery. Those French bat-
teries shall have an article to themselves if the
stress of this campaign allows of it. One could
have gone on watching them for days with fascina-
tion. The French white and black troops, as far
as 1: could see, had made a very gallant attack
upon the position, and some of then gone far be-
yond it and beyond their comrades, and I saw few
of the poor fellows coming back. The second
day, 7t11 May, I. watched the French Artillery
chasing small bodies of Turks from a trench into
the scrub, and from the scrub into another trench,
and from that trench over the top of the hill; but
without any advance being possible on the part
of the French infantry. That afternoon the
French advancing were met by a furious rain of
shrapnel, and the advance was driven back. At
the same time, the 29th Division was making some
ground on the extreme left. That day the New
Zealand Brigade was warned that it might be
wanted to support the 29th, and was sent to a
position on the left, from which it could conveni-
ently advance when necessary. The following
day, Saturday, 8th, just before soon, the 2nd
Australian Brigade was sent to a similar position.
I noticed that the men drilled like old soldiers-
there was not the least of the confusion generally
noticeable amongst newly- trained troops whilst
this move was in progress.

NEW ZEALAND'S ATTACK.

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,
n front of it, and attack Krithia, or, rather, the
l'iiikish 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-
erve. Both the flanking battalions managed to

advance about 300 yards, but Auckland was faced
)y a terrible cross fire of machine guns. There
vas a patch in front of them known as the Daisy

Field by our men, and not one man in five of those
vho tried to cross it got through. Half the Otago
Battalion was put in from the reserve to help
Lckland, but the advance was at an end by 2.30,
and the only thing possible was to dig in. The
New Zealand Brigadier reported this progress to
he General Officer Commanding the 29th Divi-
ion, under whose command the New Zealand

Brigade eras. Another attack by the Brigade was
hen ordered to be made at 5.30 in the afternoon,
after the Turkish position had been heavily bom-
)arded by a1 tillery. This attack would have been
'lost difficult to make, as the New Zealanders
vere unsupported. It was afterwards changed to
in attack by the whole line French and British

:after a general bombardment. In this attack
he 2nd Australian Brigade was ordered to take
I part of the line.
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THE 2ND BRIGADE STARTS.

The 2nd Brigade was settling itself down into
amp when this order arrived. It was just
o'clock. Most of the men were deepening their
ug -outs to make them more comfortable for the

right. The camp was within easy reach of the
nemy's guns, and several men had been hit by
hrapnel. We were camped on the banks of that
eft -hand stream, but the water of it was not
rinkable, owing to the fact that some of the
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enemy's dead were lying in. it in the neighbour-
hood of the firing line. Men were fetching water
the cooks were beginning to prepare the even-
ing meals about 300 further reinforcements had
arrived that day from Egypt, and they
were in the process of being allotted to their
battalions and companies. One hundred and
fifty of them had been absorbed, and the process
was unfinished when the order arrived at Brigade
Headquarters for the 2nd Australian Infantry
Brigade to be in line with the New Zealanders
and advancing 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 car-
ried out in time. The gulls 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 ahead. Within ten minutes the
brigade order was out.. The infantry had to drop
their jobs just as they were; some of the rein-
forcements had their places in the companies;
ammunition carriers, during the night and after-
wards were put in as supports. Every one was
cramming his mess tin into his pack, harnessing up,
falling iii. Within another quarter of an hour tue
first two battalions were moving out, and by 5.30
the leading lines of both of them were coming out
in fighting column from the little scraggy fringe
of bush a few low scrub trees, no more, which
constituted the last shred of natural cover on the
bullet- swept strip in front of them.

THE AUSTRALIAN INFANTRY.

One has often read with wonder of the feats of
famous infantry which has gone into action as if
it were drilling on the parade ground, advancing
carelessly under a hail 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
disciplined, seasoned, trained Australian Infantry
went. They reeked of those bullets no more than
if they were a summer shower. I have a distinct
picture ill my memory of one youngster walking
steadily into that storm with his entrenching spade
held in his left hand a little in front of his face
and to one side of it, whilst he looked from under
the shelter of it exactly as a man looks round
his umbrella when walking in the rain down a city
street. As the fighting columns came out into the
open they extended into line exactly as they had
done a thousand times in the desert around Mena,
and then line after line for the best part of half
an hour 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 came out, and
was bound to turn his batteries on them it could
be only a question of minutes; and yet, as the fore-
most companies made their way up the heath the
shrapnel lingered. Only the " hiss ! hiss ! hiss !" of
bullets perpetually driving past them as the sea-
spray drives past you in á gale. The leading lines
were all out of the wood one, two, three the
companies further in rear were beginning to show
up, when " whizz ! whizz ! whizz ! whizz !" went the
four familiar messengers overhead. There was a
crash close in rear the dry pink earth that lay
hidden beneath the low herbage was whipped up in
clouds. The enemy's grins had opened.

THEN THE SHRAPNEL CAME.

The first files never received that shrapnel at
all. With their calculating German methods they
reserve it as the Germans do in Flandersfor
the supports. They reckon that the supports will

normally 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 to beat
back their supports ; and so down came salvo after
salvo on the later lines as they came out into the
open, and sometimes even before. Our own guns
immediately jumped out at them, and for the next
ten minutes the uproar was past description. 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 giants mak-
ing a football of it, banging it, battering it,
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 Gothic ceiling 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 times those at the rear were com-
pletely lost to sight in it. But it made no more
difference to that Australian 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 watched them, without a man
hurt. Of course, some must have suffered you
could not come through a tornado like that with-
out some casualties. I believe each of two bursts
happened to pick out a small group of the 5th
Battalion, and practically wiped out each one.

THE HALF -WAY TRENCH.

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, except that 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 trench beside
them or low down in rear of the trench, where its
parapet sheltered them. There it panted to get
back its wind. The men were given three or four
minutes 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 his 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 taking their
breath there rose. The loose earth of the parapet
fell in showers into the trench as they scrambled
up it. There was an infinitely small pause as
they stared out ahead of them with tense attitudes
and very grins, 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 DEADLY FIRE.

The moment they left the trench they began
to fall one here, another there, not thickly, but
steadily. Wounded men began to crawl 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, and not knowing whether it was slight
or serious. The British soldiers in that trench
several times hopped out to help some of our
wounded, both from the field behind the trench
and that in front of it, back under cover. I saw
one Lancashireman go out and lie by a wounded
Australian for sonic time, and talk to him, and
filially bring him in on his back.

But I never saw a single luau come back into
that trench who was not wounded, except one, and.
he was a messenger, who liad braved that heath a
second time with a signal message in his hand.
Of the five signallers who went out with Brigade
Headquarters that day four, 1 believe, were int.
I never saw a plan who gave way to the tempta-
tion for it is a temptation, and has to be guarded
against to help a wounded comrade back into
that trench for safety, and so leave his real duty
of pushing forward with the attack. Line after
line, as it came up and took its breather, went on
across the slope, which was now becoming thickly
scattered with the dead and wounded. When there
was no officer to lead some batch of men out, I
Saw a man, who, to the best of my memory was
an ordinary private, lead them, " Well, blokes,"
he said, " suppose we had better be going. We've
got to get into it some time," and up he scrambled,
and 20 or 30 men scrambled out after him.

So they went through like a whirlwind. Away
to the right at this moment I could see the Frencn
in the act of taking by a bayonet charge the re-
doubt which they liad been attacking when 1
watched them previously. I could see the figure
of the last Turk who attempted to defend it
nestling his rifle to his shoulder getting off his last
five shots, and then lumbering oil' over the ridge
at the back. The next minute four or five French-
men were on the parapet, and lunging down with
their bayonets at some other group which I sup-
pose was sheltering below. On our left, next to
us, but just across the creek, 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 Auckland Bat-
talion lost altogether thirteen of its officers. From
Darts of their position the charge of the 2nd
Brigade could be seen, and one of the New Zea-
land officers wrote to a friend at Anzac, " At 5.30
the 1vliole line went forward, and a wonderful
sight were the Australians on our right, who went
forward with the most desperate dash and
gallantry."

The fire from which the Australians suffered
was probably not so iaiaacli 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 here meeting again with
furious opposition in their centre, 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 ahead of them at
all this afternoon, although they made them out
plainly next day about a quarter of a mile away.

THE GAP ON THE RIGHT.

On the right where the French would have .con-
nected with us the line never joined up at all.
The Brigade finished up 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 left, and
these troops began to get their fire in behind flic
Australian right flank. The Brigade Major, who
was in charge of this part of the line, noticed
Turkish bullets striking the stones on the Krithia
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road froiii the east a fact which made him very
anxious about his flank. He managed to get a
message through about it, and the 5th Battalion,
which was coming up in support, was partially
diverted to tlii.s flank. The 5th, as it came up into
the firing line, saw the Turks opposite part of its
front. The trenches were about 250 yards away,
and the Turks bolted from then as the line came
up. Our own guns were, however, still firing on
these trenches, 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
between our right and the French left.

The advance of the 2nd Brigade was one of
about 1,000 yards, under a very hot fire. The
advance of each 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
chance of its being retaken by the enemy. The
actual gain of new ground was about 500 yards.

SOME OF TIHE CASUALTIES.

The whole of the Brigade Headquarters Staff
that went into the fight was either killed or
wounded, except one signaller. When the signal-
lers were hit a messenger from 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 wlioni everyone momentarily expected to see
hit, somehow escaped until next morning, when he
was wounded more than half -a -mile behind the
firing line, whilst going back to see if. more
si retcher-bearers could not be obtained. Sergeant
Major Monks, of the Headquarters Signallers, was
killed by the side of the telephone line he waq
one of the most popular men in the force.
Colonel Gartside was killed just behind
the firing line. Colonel McNicoll, of the
Gth, was hit first when rising to lead his
men after their spell at the half -way
trench. IIe got up again, blew his whistle, and
led them on, but was seriously wounded before he
had gone 300 yards. Major Cass was shot through
the shoulder whilst he was endeavouring to insure
that the line wouldn't be outflanked on the right,
and was hit a second time whilst lying on the
ground.

IIorE THEY'LL ATTACK AGAIN.

The two Brigades occupied for several days the
trenches which they had won. Both needed re-
lief and re- organization the new Queensland
Brigade lost not very far short of the same num-
ber as the 2nd Brigade. The advance made by
t.hein was easily the most important made in the
centre during this battle. Of the original com-
panies in most of the battalions of the 2nd Brigade
there was not a third of the strength left. Of
course, however, many of these losses consisted
of men not permanently injured in many cases
slightly wounded.

THE AUSTRALIAN ANI) NEW Z7;ALAND POSITION.

The 2nd Brigade returned to I he Australian
and New Zealand position just in time to take
some part in repelling the Turkish attack of 19th
May, and the new Queensland Brigade just after
the Australian. When I met some men of the 7th
Battalion on the morning of 19th th May, just leav-
ing the fire trenches, where they had been tem-
porarily sent, they seemed lo have only one wish,
and Heat was that the Turk would make another
attack.
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GABA TEPE, 18th June. I have not, so far, de- so th at one side was parallel to the land and the

scribed the fighting in which the British troops other to the sea. The troops would then file out

made good their landing at Settil Bahr, simply of certain square holes cut into the seaward side

because I knew that there were others here more of the hull, and so into boats and lighters, which

competent to describe it than I, and whose de- would merely have to come round the bows to

scriptions, I knew, would reach the Australian land their men on the beach ä few yards away.

press. I have confined myself, so far, to giving Two evenings before the landing, while we were

Australians those details about their own troops still in Lemnos harbor, we had seen that old cargo

which I have known no other correspondent could steamer lying near the entrance. They were

give them. At the saine time, one would not hurriedly painting one side of her yellow the
willingly seen to be so occupied with the great side which she was to turn towards the land. " I

feat of arms which the Australians and New Zea- am very interested in that ship," had said an offi-

landers accomplished at Anzac as to fail in pay- cer of the General Head Quarters Staff, who was

ing tribute to the 29th Division of the British leaning over the rail next to me, " she is our
.Army for the magnificent fighting by which it wooden horse." It was ' at a time when one was
established itself on the point of the Gallipoli careful not to make too many inquiries; but that

Peninsula. I do not suppose that the history of one hint made the meaning of that old cargo

warfare can tell a more glorious story. Sallie of tramp as clear as if one had heard a detailed ex-

the Australian transports were present on the planation. Not 5 miles from the beach on which

morning of the landing there, and I can best tell she was eventually stranded, a few miles across

the story as seen through these Australian eyes, the straits to the south, lies the old mound of
and afterwards learnt by myself on the spot. ruins where, 3,000 years ago, the prehistoric

Everybody on the ships knew that this morning
Greeks painfully wheeled their big wooden horse,
filled with soldiers, up. to the walls of Troy. As

was to be fife morning of the landing. ;Io -t watched her, with the paint still wet upon herpeople thought it a desperate business an under
taking nobody could guess the result of, because port

screw threshing out of the water like the tail
nothing like it lead even been attempted in war of a sea monster, chunked out to sea.
fare but nearly every one also held that we
ought to succeed ; the chance was good enough to THE FOG ACROSS THE LAND.

make it an operation that had to be undertaken She ;,ent that night to Tenedos, and stayed
by the Allies. there all Saturday. At midnight she sailed on

AN EXQUISITE DAWN. her job. I do not know quite what happened

The ships lead been ham inn off an island over- next ; but anyway, at dawn -4.30 o'clockshe
l g was 'fairly well up in the mouth of the straits,

night:., and the British attack, like ours up the well ahead of all the other transports, with a
coast, was to be made in the early morning. But string of little boats attendant on her. Just
when the first, Australian woke, and put his head then, as I have said, the bombardment began. It
out of the port -hole that morning, something was like hell let loose one minute a peaceful,
seemed to "hare gone wrong with this forecast. beautiful seascape, such as you may see in the
The dawn was breaking. The sea was glassily
smooth. They were lying not far from a low water- colour room of any art gallery the next,

clouds of rolling, bilious smoke upon the sea, and
line of blue hill -side, with other hills further indescribable confusion upon the laud. For two
back. The tender, exquisite lights of. these east- hours it lasted. Volcanoes of dust, brown eärth
ern mornings was spreading over the landscape.

So we arelot going to see attack after all," torn from the slopes, powdered white stone and
ct o attackg b , mortar 1)1G1'11 from the old square fort of Settil
said this Australian observer to himself, as be Bahr, shot into the air, and then the cloud raised
looked around. "By Heaven, what all exquisite by the bombardment. rolled across the land's end
day." Then he drew his head in, and went up on until it gradually shut out all view except such
deck. There was a big collection of ships around rogue shadows of things as you may see through
them, all lying lazily rocking on the still surface, a fog. The haze settled upon the sea, and the
some big warships and some transports dotted tracllspolt oil which our Australians were watch-

very
like big water beetles, and, beside them, a ing could not see clearly enough to take up her

very old friend the Asl.olcl the familiar little exact position; and found herself almost the
Russian cruiser, which always seems to have closest inshore on the southern side, where the
tumbled into company with the Australians ever

1, r1 1 , lí were to land. The Australians watched
since she first acted as our guard -ship when the as ti in a dream an old French steam frigate, the
first convoy called at Colombo. She has five closet in on the French side, getting her troops
long funnels, and is variously known as the into boats. A string of small boats In tow of a
"Packet of Woodbines." or "The Field Bakery. steamboat at. slipped out across the water. White
Here she was lying quite close alongside for about geysers of water were continually popping 1í]j
the fifth time during the war. The Australian around .l:e frigate, and presently ones small boat
strolled to the side to have a look at her, when the end of the tow was seen to be upset.
suddenly a tremendous roar shook the whole At half= '._t G o'clock the River Clyde moved

. circle of sea and sky.- The L3slLold had filed at fist of the transports. She was taken a little
that pc,lc.eflll coastliuê, ^1d the whole universe

lI,) the Dardanelles, and then coolly run ashore,
began a t that. moment to tremble with sound. The ]

bombardment had begun.
amidst shells and machine -gun bullets, on the
beach almost under the old fort. To understand

TInE WOODEN HORSE. the events of the day from this incident onwards,

The landing of an army from the sea in face it is necessary to have a rough idea of the lie of

of fire is a new thing in modern war; and one the land at that toe of the Gallipoli Peninsula..

way in which the British were going to solve the
problem was by taking an old merchant steamer,
the River Clyde, manning her with the Royal
Navy. fillip!, her with British troops, and run-
ning ber ashore on one of the beaches they were
attacking. They meant. to run. her sideways on.

LIKE A GREAT FORELEG.

The shape of the whole Gallipoli Peninsula is
really rather more like a foreleg of a horse than the
leg of a man. It is about 12 miles from the point of
tete hoof 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, had 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 doseems 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
Dardanelles, 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 Narrowson 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 at the
point of the hoof, just 12 miles from our landing
place. Whilst the Gallipoli Peninsula, as awhole, is best described as a horse's. or, better
still, a bullock's, foreleg, the actual point of it,
where the British landed, is more like the toe
of a man. To carry out this simile, we of the
Australasian Force had landed about two hours
before a little north of the instep. Maidos, the
chief tow]] in these parts, was on the opposite
side from us, on the shore of the Narrows.
Kilid Bahr was exactly on the point of the heel,
with Chanak, the other Great fort, not a mile from
it across the straits. The ankle would represent
the high hill mostly known as 971 up 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 Maidos, on the other side. The elevation of
the heel would represent the great, 600 -ft. plateau
behind which Kilid Bahr shelters, except thatthe plateau is far more expansive, and reaches
from the heel three quarters of the way acrossthe peninsula. Then comes a steep little river
gully, and then Achi Babaa mountain fair in
the middle of the peninsula, a little way back
from the toe. I do not know what would pro-perly represent him the ball of the toe is toonear to the point.. He would have to be anisolated, regular excrescence a little more than
half -wad- down the foot. Five and a half miles
from this is the toe.

TITE BEACHES.

The British landing was to take place at five
or six places around the toe. The big toe must be
imagined as bent hark 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 toe to the
cushion of the toe lies on the ground that is
to say, taking the ground as a line drawn east
and west; the natural bottom border of a map.The first bay you come to, working round from
the Dardanelles, is a big and pronounced onefro]]] the ball of the toe to the cushion of the
toe. That is Morto Bay. On the ball of the toe,
which itself is very pronounced, and nearly 300
feet high is "D " to " T " battery a ruined fort.
The point itself is known as Eski I3issarlik.
There, was to be a landing in this bay. On thecushion of the toe, just where the real right
angled corner first conies, and you turn uptowards the north -west out of the Dardanelles, is
the huge square stone fortress of Settj. Bahr,

built 250 years ago. It stands just in front of a
rather pretty Greek 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 hundred yards
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 toughest maze
of barbed wire that I have even seen specially
thick stuff of a single square strand with a barb
to every inch, and supported on hundreds of iron
stakes, with a bed -plate at the bottom of each..
On the slope, between the cliff and the beach,
were rows of narrow trenches, also wired. After
about 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 a shelving slope inland,
behind it, somewhat theatre shaped, and then thecliff begins again. It works round a corner
exactly like that of the toe -nail, and so away
round the long northern shore to the instep. Onthe 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 thenorthern side, where landings were also to bemade.

'i'7] E RIVER CLYDE " GOES IN.

The River Clyde bad not to fear the big Krupp
guns of the new fortress. They had been placed
beyond all useful employment by a bombardment
from the fleet many woks before. They say Igive it for what it is worth that they had been
put out of action by two consecutive shots from
the Queen, Elizabeth. Anyway, they were sitting
sideways on their carriages, with their sullenmuzzles half buried in the earth of their ownembrasures. There was no gun of any size within
the confines of that beach. A couple of smallNordenfeldts, or some such small fry, stand to-day in the trenches, looking up at the sky, oneof them with the barrel broken in half. Theshells which splashed around the River Clyde asshe calmly steamed into the beach were five orsix -inch stuff from the southern shore of the
Dardanelles, 4 miles away. What did turn on toher, and pelted her like rain as she beached, werethe machine guns which the Turks had unshipped
and withdrawn to some secure dugouts whilst thebombardment was going on, and which they
brought out and set up the moment that it ceased.The bombardment had never reached the majo-rity of the Turkish machine guns or rifles at all.The concussion and din had probably shaken theTurkish personnel, but had not shaken them suffi-
ciently to prevent them returning to the trenches
and crevices, from which they did terrible execu-tion 11J)Cn the British troops that day.

HER RECEPTION.

'1'lle Ifiver Clyde came in with two battalions
of infantry inside boyand a Part of the staff
standing out on the bridge, as if they were on apleasure cruise. She swam coolly round the bay.
as if she were coining into her home port. Butfor some reason she took the ground in a slightly
different position from that intended, and bows
on to the beach, instead of parallel to it. Theslaughter began before the troops were even outof the ship. It is said that machine guns wereturned on to the square openings cut in the portside of the ship, 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
boats and lighters. Boats were sunk ; but, in spite
of it all, some managed to fill, and struggled in
the face of it all to the shore. The transports
waiting with tense anxiety in the offing could see
noue of this. All they noticed was the River
Clyde steaming in to the shore, half hidden in
the haze. Other t.ransporis were landing strings
of boats at the other beaches. They had been
transferred first into fleet sweepers, which ran in
elose and then loaded their men into strings of
small boats. Some of these fleet sweepers were
under fire before the men left them, and one regi-
ment is said 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 happened on shore.

A DRIFTING BOAT.

Then quite close 10 the transport on which our
Australians were, there appeared 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 came under the big ship's side,
the young seaman looked up. He was holding
the tiller with one Band.. Around the other he
was trying to tie, with his hands and teeth, a
handkerchief. Two of his fingers liad been blown
off. He was not thinking about his hand in the
least he treated it as of no account at allhe
was intent on getting his freight of men alongside
the transport. There were fifteen men in the
boat, 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 not lost very heavily
getting ashore. Rumour already had it that they
had lost 300 before they landed. " Were 300
killed?" The answer was " By dad, they weren't.
Might have been twenty killed might have been
300 Turks, the way our boys got into them with
the bayonet."
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When the landing at the Settil Bahr beach was
held up, the bombardment by the ships was begun
again; but in the meantime the other battalions
of the division were getting gradually ashore at
some of the beaches to the north. The Turks had
snipers trenched on the tops oi the cliffs; there
were snipers ensconced in the crevices and hol-
lows. The troops and the ships at first were
like 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 forni of sharpshooting, just as they have
done at Anzac, and the losses amongst the troops
as they went ashore in the strings of boats were
sometimes very heavy. 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 men worked up the cliffs,
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 cliff'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.

UNDER THE OLD Foin'.

That was the men's spirit, but there was little
chance of the bayonet that day. Between 200
and 300 from the two battalions managed some
how to struggle ashore. Many were shot in the
water, and a man wounded, even in shallow water,
was Often a elan killed. They rushed across the
beach, and managed to get a harrow little strip
of cover by lying close up under the break of the
bank where the grass met the sand. The landing
was stopped eventually, as far as the River Clyde
was concerned, and no more parties attempted to
get. ashore from her that day. The men lying
clown on the beach gradually managed 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.
r saw those holes, and measured one of them.
The wall was 12 feet thick, of solid. stone masonry
righi through, and a hole 6 feet by 10 feet had
been Mown clean through it. The troops eventu-
ally got into the building through these, and shot
down or bayonetted the snipers in it., and after-
wards worked through into the village, and went
through it, clearing it in the same way. Most of
this was accomplished the following day; but
whether a few men did not get into it this first
day I am uncertain few of the men themselves
probably knew, and the accounts are náturally
confused.

WHAT DULLED THEM 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 strength of British troops was
exactly the sanie as it has been a hundred times
before during their country's historythe
quality of holding on even when everything seems
to be 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 difficulty, and bring them down on the
right. side. It was exactly the same quality
which, when the Australians and New Zealanders
had won their positions, and had to hold on to
them 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, aniidst overpowering weariness
and fierce attacks, had given them just enough
shelter to 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
rules of nature and of war, it should have been
the British.

ANOTHER HERO.

The second morning found the British far more
secure on the top of the cliffs than the night
before, because they had used the night to dig in.
The rest of the troops from the River Clyde had
landed with comparative ease, and they pushed
on this day through the fishing village, and on to
the hilltop above the sea. It was the Turks, and
not we, that had given way. Some people will .
tell you, and probably the comment will run right
through history, that if the Turks had chosen
to attack either the Australians at Anzac, or the
British at Helles, with real determination during
this first night, they could have driven us into the
sea. 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. If they had not had
in front of them at Helles the spectacle of in-
fantry coming at then whom nothing would seen
to stop who, even if two- thirds or three - quarters
of them were wiped out, still carne on in spite of
it they might have done something which they
did not do. If they had not seen at Anzac a set
of wild, fierce strangers sweeping up the hills a
good deal faster than a forest fire, carrying 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 liad to learn the
same lesson by later experience. But it is not an
accident that British infantry is such a disheart-
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 suc-
cessfully survived in this war, and its position
was won. When the fort with the barbed wire
could not be approached at the first attempt, the
British simply attacked it again. Three lots of
men went fiir`vard with wire- cutters, one after
the other, before the wire was passable. When
other attacks failed, a Staff Officer went to the
head of the tro.ops, and led them again, and they
followed him through in spite of everything. He
fell, shot dead, at the head of them, as they
entered the fort; but his work was not lost. The
melt who had followed liiiii went on, not back; the
fort was taken. History gained the name of an-
other soldier hero that of Colonel Doughty-
Wylie.

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 I have described as the ball of the toe of
the peninsula, thus forming the southern portion
of the line.

GABA TEPE, 1át1í June. It came with the other
letters in the mail -bag. I don't know why they
forwarded it, but I suppose the St. Kilda land-
lady, careful soul, had conscientiously re- directed
it along with the forgotten account for boot 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. It ran something like this : " Come
and see. What a battle is like. Ships attacking.
Realistic display at -- -, St. Kilda." The
Majcr put the paper down on his knees, picked
up his cup of afternoon tea, sipped it, broke off a
fragment of dog biscuit, and looked out over the
brilliant peacock -blue sea that lay far below him.
A small grey steamer with a stern vei,y low and
bow very high, and a long least in front and a
short least behind, was moving slowly in towards
one.of the pontoons that had been improvised into
a pier, with a lighter full of biscuit boxes beside
leer. A small figure was standing at the side of
her bridge signalling with two red and yellow
flags. The steamer was one of those priceless
jacks -of -all- trades which the Navy has discovered
for its use in the present war a north coast
trawler; and she was being for the moment usedasatug.

Something that sounded like a. great kettle
began suddenly to sing over the hill. It was a
thin, wheezy whistle, starting at a very high note
;Niel dropping during a rapid run of about two

seconds to a. note about half way down the scale.
Then the bang as of a rocketa woolly white
cloud sprang into existence in the air half way
between the Major and the steamer, and rather
higher upthe water in front of the trawler was
lashed up as with a shower of big raindrops, with
a. big central splash for the fuse cap and a big
splash at the end for the case. You could see that
case fall like a black smut. The trawler continued
to come in,.and the lean signalling never winked
an eyelid, but went straight on with his semaphore
the last thing you would imagine was that he
had suddenly found himself staring death full in
the face.

Evidently they decided to try and sink her, and
not merely to damage her crew, for the next shot
did not burst in the air; it went solid into the
water about 30 yards to the north of her. Then
followed a third this time 40 yards south. The
Trawler was going astern by this time. Just as
her bow drew clear of the point where her waist
had been half a minute before, a fourth shell
plumped into the water within a couple of feet
of it. To all intents and purposes she was now
safe they would follow her 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 blue surface to the south -west had
started to move in inquisitively towards a promon-
tory a little to the south. A dirty yellow cloud
shot out across her forecastle. A long pause
then a bang which shook the hills, followed two
seconds later by a distant f- r- r-r -inp. " That's
one into their earthworks," thought the Major, as
he emptied his mug.

We have watched a modern battle 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 that day of rest you could hear all day
long the roll 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 country to the south it is very seldom
that we get such 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
yards at my back at some object unknown. A
Turkish gun: has started to answer it every
minute or so there is a report like that of a shot
fired by men blasting in a quarry a blast up
sear the ridge top, followed by a medley of strange
hissings and splashings and echoes. All the
while, almost as regular as a clock, conies the pick-
pock of the Mauser from the ridgesone lias long,
long ceased to notice those rifles at all.

We have watched a modern battle right through
its stages, from the first few knocks of the rifle
when i.he enemy's infantry first caught sight of
our first few men on the beach, and coming
1 h rough the scrub, right through to the stage when
it has crystallized into a set operation of galleries
and cross passages and communication trenches,
as regular as the streets of an old -time city, with
villages and a water suplily, and workshops of a
sort, and sea bathing thrown iii. Personally, it
has been my luck to see a modern battle twice dur-
ing that time on each occasion through most of
its stages once at Anzac, and once with the 2nd
Brigade at Cape Relies, The course it takes is
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very similar each time.
scribed as follows

The First Stage. The first stage is in the open.
The Artillery may batter the enemy first if he
is in a fixed and known position. This bom-
bardment gives away the fact that you are going
to attack, and generally gives away the hour 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 bombardment, but a short
one, that preceded our attack at Cape Helles the
parapet along the enemy's trenches and the ground
along the front appeared to be simply in eruption
of its own accord clouds of pink dust, brown
dust, black smoke and white smoke tossing them-
selves from the line along which he lay as a restive
horse tosses his mane. The moment the Artil-
lery stops the Infantry ought to be forward in the
danger zone, with the enemy's bullets singing past
them. The French even keep their shells just a
hundred yards ahead of their Infantry, always
lengthening the range as it advances. Once i he
Infantry is out in the open, the only defence that
it lias is the fire from its own side, which makes
the enemy keep his collective head down. You
advance generally by short rushes one platoon
keeping up the fire whilst the one next to,it rushes
forward, and vice 1.crsd. There is no chance of
making any trench or shelter to lie in as yet. Dur-
ing this part of the battle you are making a
standing- up.and rushing fight of it,. and the enemy
a lying -down ogre -,- -that fact you have to face.

The First Trench:. A stage comes when, either
because you have captured the enemy's trenches
or have gone so far that you are ahead of every
one else, and have the enemy getting round both
your flanks, or have lost so many men that your
line contains only a dozen men or so a stage
comes when the front line stops and then for the
first time it begins to dig in. The men I : ve with
them invaluable instruments, with a hoe at one
end, pick at the other, and a short handle like that
of a tomahawk, which are known as entrenching
tools. Once our men had been in action, they
Would as soon think of leaving behind their en-
trenching tools as of throwing away their rifles.
With this tool, as you lie on the ground, you 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 hole perhaps 12 inches deep. You can
at least get some shelter over the top of which to
fire. It may be that after you have been there
an hour, you will find lines of supports panting
up to you, and throwing themselves down along-
side of you, and wanting to know all the news
you can tell them. If so, it probably means an-
other charge along with them your little dug -out
is left to tell for years to come of some line of
fighting. men that once lay thereand you dig
yourself another one, perhaps half -a -mile furtleo.
on. Anyway, the chances are that evening finds
you as far forward as your line can get, and lining
a lot of these little scraped oblong holes in the
earth's surface." Those irregular dug -outs, 2 or
3 yards between each, are the first embryo of a
line of trenches.

A Weary. Night.You 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 condition to be faced in
any modern battle. The fact is, that unless you
can manage to get those trenches deep enough
daring the night, you will probably have to endure
t day, out there with shrapnel being pumped down
into your helpless backs with morning your wore
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Shortly, it may be de- 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 collecting men outside the trenches during
daylight, but ii; is often certain death to attempt
it

Daylight finds a line of men squatting 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 is to step over the
bodies of the men who are squatting down in it
a method which shakes the earth down into their
faces and their bully beef tins and the other is
to get out behind the trench, 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 is that most men whatever they ought to
do will get out on the bank and chance it, with
the bullets clipping puffs of dust in the ground
around them. I have a picture in my mind now
of an Australian at Helles coming up along the
bank of a trench with water- bottles, strolling
casually along as if he were sent on an errand
down Pitt-street. " Get down, you fool," shouted
;,boil:. a c'oten voices; " You'll get shot. What do
you think the trenches arc made for ?" But he
did riot hurry, although there was a Turkish sniper
in their trenches, 400 yards away, who kept his
hued drawn on just that spot, and never failed
to get in a. shot or two at whoever passed. Two
other men that day brought down a shower of im-
1 irecations on their heads by sitting on the back
of the trench observing the enemy at their leisure.
" Oli, the 'Turks can't shoot for nuts," was all the
reply.

The Counter - attack. These uncomfortable little
harrow drains of the second day may be left for
another advance. All depends on what the rest
of the line does, and whether there are fresh
troops who can be put in over the top of the tired
troops. If necessary, the tired troops may have
to go on again themselves. But these modern
Lefties tend to become stationary from flank to
flank a time conies when the enemy's flank
stretches from sea to sea, and there is no getting
round. In each of the two battles that I have
seed here, the trenches that we made that first
night have become the trenches where we stayed
for at least a week -in the case of Anzac 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
night follows the day. It is based largely on the
mental condition 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 their trenches and fórget .everything else.
He knows that the line 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 chance he will get and so down
lie comes. With British troops, and with our
own, the ability to hold on when everything seems
to 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- attack
the fighting resolves itself into sniping over the
parapet until loopholes are. madè, when head§ art)
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from that time forth kept, except for very short
intervals, below the parapet. The enemy has
always snipers detailed in his trenches to blaze at
any head that shows itself, and even at a periscope.
If a periscope remains up for more than half -a-
minute where the lines are at all close, some sentry
will see it, and in one or two shots he will get it
sometimes at the first shot. The glass explodes
with a noise like the crack of a rifle ; the shock will
sometimes knock 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 generally see any movement of men in a
trench. The trenches are shallow, and you can
see the bent backs and caps of the men making
their way along them. Everywhere you look
there seems to be at least one point where digging
is going on in the enemy'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 early stage any speci-
ally objectionable work, seldom with any lasting
result. Every now and then you may see your own
machine gun playing for a moment across those
points of activity you 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 succes-
sion of little dust snurts from the parapet. Occa-
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
can see it, you may find the dust spitting off the
parapet into your eyes and face, and hear the
swish, swish, swish of his machine -gun bullets about
e inches above your head. If you go away from
those trenches, as some of us did after a few days,
and return to them a fortnight later, you will find
them quite unrecognisable. Indeed, it is difficult
to recognise the country through which they run.
This gully, criss crossed with paths like the cliff
side at a watering place, cannot surely be the saine
as that in which one watched our men making
their I\-a v through the virgin scrub to face the
Turkish 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 bush,
running, crouching low along the little bush patli-
ways, dodging into the scrub and presently stealing
out of it again. As for the trenches themselves,
the little narrow, uncomfortable line is now the .
second or third line of trenches back there are
one, or, may be, two lines of trenches in front of
it, and it is turned over like a sort of roomy old
home for the men who are there night and day in
support of the firing line. You can go anywhere
through them without the least fear of a bullet-- -
in fact. it is a common -place amongst the men that
the safest place in the whole area is the trenches.
Parties who have been sent down on occasion to
the beach have been glad enough to get back to
the firing line.

The Bomb Stage. Here begins the last stage
of a modern battle, at least the last stage that I
have Seen. As soon as the battle becomes sta-
tionary both parties begin to push out from their
trenches saps or new trenches towards the enemy's
line. Thus, as soon as the saps get far enough
out for whatever purpose is needed, cross trenches
are cut like the head of a capital " T," and these
eventually join up to form a new firing line. It
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 closest I saw at
Cape Helles was where a French trench was
within I O yards of the Turks. You could see the
other fellow's bayonet sticking up over the edge of

his parapet, the tumbled earth of which nearly
met that of the French sap. But nothing down
there quite equalled the state of affairs at Quinn's
Post at Anzac, where for many days the Turkish
trench and our own were actually connected at
three points at two points by communication
trenches, at one end by a short trench cut by our-
selves when we temporarily captured the Turkish
trench, and at one end by a short prolongation of
our 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 point, the
battle becomes less of a big operation carried 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 much
useful in keeping the 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 Cricket copies ins A good cricketer is
the man for the bomb a man who can throw it
pretty straight, and who can field it when it is
thrown at him., 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 close 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 came when some Turk stole up to a trench
and threw a bomb on to the parapet or into the
trench. They had just begun td 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 probably have used some that morning.
Wlieii we got back to Anzac next day we found .

that the bomb was quite an established fact there,
and it lias 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 bomb 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 can see it going by day or
night. Our bomb mortal' works with a powder
charge, but I think the Turks have, or had, an
instrument like the ancient catapult for throwing
theirs, which brings you straight to Cæsar. In
this warfare you throw, perhaps, fifty hand bombs
to every big bomb.

Gold Laces and Silver Braid. How a battle of
this sort ends I 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
before we retook the trench that is to say, as far
as I know, there is only one man in the Turkish
Army who has seen the inside of an Australian or
New Zealand trench. Plenty of ours have come
back after temporarily occupying 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 more less d}gcoPzeGted 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 field of fire of 50 or 70 yards would be
looked upon as some ideal position ; that we should,
as a. matter of habit, be waiting until We could
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 the 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 him
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 TEPE, 18TH JTNE. It conies 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 callousness like
a rapier and I do not know exactly why. Some
of us had scarcely ever looked upon death before
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 daylight, looking
so pale and still and utterly tired. with the stained
bandages round them, exactly like many a figure
I have seen in the war pictures of Lady Butler,
carne as something of a shock. For a quarter of
an hour or so one did not like to think about it;
but 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
.+wray. There were many men lying there on the
beach. They had carried them aside, and, with
t lie reverence that a British soldier will always
show to the dead, if he can do so, had wrapped an
overcoat or a blanket over their bodies and faces.
Rut from that moment onwards one was strangely
blunted to the sight of the most dreadful wounds.
Death, oven when it occurs next door to a man,
seems to have little or no effect on. him. After a
while he will do little more thin turn his head for
a moment, and then go on with his business.

NOTHING HARD HEARTED.

Tt is not that men become hard- hearted. The
loan who is hit may be even the text of some grim,
kindly joke if he were lying outside the trenches
wounded he would be brought back, even though
it cost man after man his life to do it. They
would, many of them, go through wounds and
death a score of tines, rather than that one of
their number should have the anxiety of dying out
there in pain, and not knowing into the hands of
what sort of men he might fall. But death comes
to be looked on as a little thing of small account
and of an every -day occurrence. After all, every
man knows that he risks this life constantly; that
it is pure chance, the erratic flight of a shrapnel
pellet.. that he is not lying where that dead com-
rade it. Under such circumstances you cannot
treat death quite as seriously as when you took the
surburban train every morning to your work.

A FINE OFFICER.
But sometimes, for no reason that I can give, it

(loes come as An un accountable shock. I well re-
}iiembeT the day that we returned from Cape

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 Staff
not an Australian, but one 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 accustomed
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 what
fear is. I heard some one mention his name, and
the next moment some one was saying that he
had been killed about an hour before. He had
been out sketching as usual correcting some val-
leys in the map. One of his clerks was sitting be-
side him 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. His companion thought he had merely
fallen, but he was shot through the heart with a
shrapnel pellet. He was buried that night after
dark in the little cemetery at a certain corner of
the beach. That shoulder, with its little collec-
tion- of crosses, should be very sacred to Austra-
lians. All of those crosses are simple, some of
them pathetically so, just a bit of broken biscuit
box nailed across another, with some name scored
on it in indelible pencil save the mark, some of
them are washed out alreadyone of them. is just
the top end of an improvised broken crutch.
There are 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
Commonwealth 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 beach it. was almost too
dark to see. Out across the sea the exquisite
last lights of sunset were just fading over Imbros.
The old volcanic cone was showing out dark -grey
against them. As we stood there amongst the frail
wooden crosses. we could hear the " clink ! clink !"
of the mules along a path. aboveyou 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 boats on the sea. Every now
and again the backs and bent heads of the men in
that crowd would flash up as if lit by a distant
red lightningthen came the r -r -roll, r -r -roll of
a warship's guns as she fired away behind. us.
High overhead was the constant low sibilant hiss
of bullets, with an occasional high dropping
whistle, as some riehochet that had struck a stone
or a parapet far above, whirled itself out to sea.
The knocking of the rifles came incessantly like
the crack of a. cricket. bat.

Some man passed along the path below us
m'liistling. Suddenly the whistling stopped when
he heard the voice of the clergyman, and knew
what this dark crowd meant. Strong grave
diggers of the Army Medical Corps, with the
brown knotted muscles of their forearm showing
below the short sleeves of their grey flanp el sh }Yts,
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were bending low. You could hear the voice of
the clergyman

" Now the battle day is o'er,
Jesu in thy gracious 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 lias learned to look on
with something like affection files past at the head
of it, and there we leave him to the waves and the
sea breezes amid the little wooden crosses on that
shrapnel swept point.

GABA TEPE, 18th Jnne. One of the. most
curious studies that one has seen since this
war began is the friendship of the Indian
soldier for the Australian. One does not
wish to exaggerate things I do not mean that
there have been any lifelong, heart -to -heart sort
of friendships going, because the fact that neither
has the least idea what the other is talking
about rather interferes with that sort of relation;
but the comradeship of the Indian soldiers with
the Australians and New Zealanders since they
have found themselves camped together has been
sufficient to call for remark. Rudyard Kipling, in
a 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
so perhaps 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 Anzac
we see enough of them to make them very in-
teresting. Their camp, a collection of dugouts
at the back of a hill, may be at first sight no
more interesting than any other camp, except for
the two or three lanky, fat tailed sheep always
tethered to a peg there ; but if you take the
trouble to make inquiry you will find that this
camp is really a most complicated structure not
cóinplicated in sticks and waterproof sheets, but
in minute social and religious distinctions. For
example, 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 would no more touch them except
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 keep entirely to them-
selves; as a matter of fact, I believe they are
brothers. But they belong to the class known as
the " sweeper " class, the lowest caste of all;
they are " sweepers " because their fathers were
before 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
Indians there would 'net allow the white officers
to band these men their pay. Tt would be a
scandal in their eyes that their hands should
meet, and they would prevent. any Australian
from taking food from these men's bands. One
would think that men living this sort of life must
be constantly feeling the humiliation of it but
that is the marvel of the caste. It has been so
for a thousand years, and it will be so for another
thousand, and they are perfectly content. Up at
the top of the camp is the cook - house, and the
span sitting in. it, and looking round at you over

.; s ouMe.r seems ziothing different f om. -any of

the others. As a matter 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 G feet away are the special cooks for the
Mahommedans.

A REAL HERO STORY.

In action these soldiers take their tone
very much from the white soldiers round
them, and above all from their own officers.
They have among them some of the truest men on
earth. The following is one of the true stories
of this war. It was on 19th May, the day of the
most serious attack the Turks have made. The
attack was spent, and should have 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 us 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, Karin Single by name,
in the communication trench leading 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 it on
down below. They were waiting for a particular
gun to open, in order to jump down its throat, in
the very sudden way these Indian mountain bat-
teries have. All at once a new two-gun battery
opened, one that had not previously been in ac-
tion against us, at any rate from that position.
Karin Singh was passing down his orders when
an orderly from his battery walked along the
trench. The orderly noticed that Karin Singh
was sitting close up against the side of the trench,
with his head near the wall and his hand over his
eyes, as if he had a headache. " What is the
matter, Karin Singh ?" be asked, " Oli, it's no-
thing ; don't worry. I am quite able to pass mes-
sages," was the answer, and the orderly passed
along on his business. But when he got up to
his post, he told a native officer, "I have eaten
your salt."

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

Afterwards, at the hospital, he saw his own
doctor the white doctor of his battery. " Sahib,"
he asked, " shall I ,have= my sight?" ." Perhaps,"
was the ,reply, " after -a a time, With one eye."
" It is nothing, sahib," said Karin Singh, "have
I not eaten your salt, and taken your bread."
And never 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
useless the guns. By the time the orderly reached
the station, his officer had been either killed or
woundod, and., Jm d. been carried 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 his officer must be there, and finally
had to be almost dragged down to shelter.

CIiU PAT TLES.

Some of us were camped down at Cape Helles,
next door to a small party of Indians. Every
day almost every meal they brought our cook
round something by way of a present generally
some of their flat, biscuit -like pancakes, chupat-
ties, or other cakes. They always seemed to call
the cook " Brudder," and wherever our men have
been camped by then 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 us as they would have been before the
war. As one of their officers told me, " They
have 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 afternoon upon the ridge
tops, when so many brave lives were lost to Aus-
tralia, will be very old indeed before he forgets
the little Indian mountain battery, whose guns
were the sole comfort that he possessed during the
greater part . of a terribly trying day.

GAnA TEPE, 19th July. The campaign at
Anzac differs from that at any other area. This
Is owing to the fact that a very great part of
the transport work which elsewhere can be car-
ried out by wheeled transports has here to be
carried on human shoulders. Everybody in the

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 in France, is im-
possible within this areas Battalions during
their rests out of the trenches have to dig tunnels,
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 half
are fourteen or fifteen-pounder field guns, and the
rest 4 -in., 6 -in., 8 -in., and occasionally 1.0 -in.

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
removed. Also, there is one ancient mortar,
flinging a round bomb, 12 inches in diameter.
The amount of tunnelling done by the Australians
and 11laorilanders can be judged by the fact that
we have already blown up seventeen mines oppos-
ing 11IacLaurin's Post, besides many other parts of
the line. In almost every case these destroyed
some Turkish tunnel. On the last occasion two
bodies were seen flung up into the air. Quinn's
Post, within the last six weeks, has been altered
by engineers oil', of all recognition. I had tea
there two days ago with the Commandant, and
as we sat on an improvised verandah I could
scarcely real; ze that this was the same place which
I had wate'led for the best part of a night only a
few weeks before, amidst reeking smoke, dust of
explosions, and the sickening smell of picric. " If
I had roses, I would plant them here now," said
the Commandant, and I believe he would. Two
IVIaorilanders threw 570 bombs from Quinn's one
day last week, and kept 20 yards of head -cover of
the Turkish trench burning for a whole night
and part of a day.
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