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Prime Minister’s Department,
Melbourne, 23rd August, 1915.
FIVHE following reports, which were reccived
from the Official Press Representative with
the Australian Forces; on the 12th August, are
published for general information,

ANDREW FISHER,
Prime Minister.

Gasa Tere, 28th June.—There have leen
several great days at Anzae; the firsh was the day
we landed, the second the day we got bacon for
breakfash, the third the day we got bread, and
the fourth the day we got news. Now that tho
authorities at General Head-Quarters supply a
regdlar daily journal, which reaches more or less
right through the Foree, it iy diffioult to realize
what a hunger there was for news before that
little daily sheet was issued. TEven now, I think,
there is only one thing that the men long for even
mare than news from the other theatres of the
war; and that is the home mail. Of course no
event approaches in ilmportance the arrival of a
mail from Ausbralia. - )

The daily issued by General Head-Quarters is
named the Peninsula Press. To-day’s numbex
lies in front of me. Tt is a single foolscap sheet,
printed on one side. The headings of the para-
graphs in to-day’s issue are: ‘‘ German Reverse in
Galicia—Albanians Appeal to Ttaly—On the
Western Front—Ttalian Progress,’” and so on.
There is the account of the sinking of an Italian
submarine, a reference to the munitions problem,
an item about the Turks in the Argentine refusing
to be represented by the German consul, and the
results of the new Derby and the Qaks. There
is also the following notice lately issued by the
director of the military museum jn Constantinople,
‘“'The public are hereby informed that the 700
British mitrailleuses, and the 300 French cannon
captured during the battle of Ariburnu at Galli-
poli by our heroic troops in the course of bayonet
charges, in which they drove into the sea and
drowned more than 20,000 of the enemy, will be
on exhibit in the foreign gallery of the museum
immediately aftet the cessation of hostilities.”’

C.11454.

- The Peninsula Press is not without its rivals. On
17th May; there appeated a cheery contemporary,
the Dardanelles Drivelter. The following adver-
tisement in it may interest Australizns and New
Zealanders: — * Anzac! Amzac! Anzac!— The
great stickfast—Liman von Sandery writes,  It’s
glutinous powers exceeded all my expectations.’
Enver Pasha writes, ‘ The hottle you kindly sent
me suilices all my needs; I do not want any more ;
I find a little goes a long way.”—No aimy shoutd
be without it.—Try it to-day.—Anzac! Anzac.”
The Driveller’s first issue was its last, worse luck.

Anzac also is not without its newspapers; the

original, so far as I know, was a journal published
by the Gth Infantry. It was written, illustrated,
and published by a Company Quartermaster-
Sergeant in that battalion, under the title of

Snipers’ Shots. Later on, a Divisional news-
pPaper was started under the title of the Dinkum
0il, which is Broadmeadows for ‘‘ true news,”’ for
which the gervices of the editor of Snipers’ Shots
were mainly availed of. Unfortunately, it is im-
possible to reproduce by telegraph the illustra-
tions. The Dinkum 0il is printed by the gelatine
process, and posted on the battalion and other
notice boards. In the lst Australian Division,
Snipers’ 8hots was in manuseript, but had a com-
plete circulation through its battalion. The
illugtrations really are very good, but with them
omitted, the following are copies of specimen
issues of these two journals,. When a German
zroplane droned some leaflets over Axzac the
other day tellng Australians and New Zealanders
“ Not to hesitate further, but come in and sur-
render,”’ the Dinkum Ol immediately published a
special extra edition, as follows:—

““Vol, I., Number 6. Dinkum Oil extra special
édition. First column, ads. Births.—There have
been several new mouths to feed since the last re.
inforcements arrived. Deaths.—The death of the
Kaiser, Enver Bey, and any German general, will
be inserted here gratis, Benevolent Home.—Thé
editor has established a home for lost newspapers
and books; any books or papers may be left there,
and no questions asked. Wanted.—Handsome
man, somethiug like the editor, to visit the nurses
on the hospital ship. (Under this follows 4 vety
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dainty picture of ‘‘The 1st Battalion's girl.”’)
End of tirst column. _

Central doubie column: War News.  Austra-
lians rush to surrender. Cable from Gum-
tree Guily. June 26.—A German =zroplane
passed over Anzac yesterday, and distributed
a lot of leaflets advising the Australian troops
“nop to hesitate any longer, but come in and
surrender.”’ . (This is the first bit of true news
the Dinkum Oil has published, and we thoroughly
expect it will be the last.) Wae have since re-
ceived the following urgent cables from our corre-
spondents: Quinn’s Post, 2 2.m.—Scramble of
Australians out of trenches to get into Turkish
lines is so great that parapets completely broken
down. Sceme rveminded onlookers of memorable
rush on canteens in 1902,

Quinn’s Post, 2.51 a.m.—Dreadful mistake has
occurred ; Turks did not realize that Australians
were coming to surrender, and accordingly made a
tactical re-adjustment of their firing une, and
our men found trenches empty. Thousands of
Australians are now wandering about discon-
solately looking for some Turk to surrender to.
Later. Found one German officer asleep in trench.
After having finished
for him the Australians awakened him and nearly
smothered him with kisses. Melbourne, 11 a.m.
—A1] recruiting has been stopped. Syduey, 3 a.ni.
—The State Parliament have passed a vote of
thanks to the Germans for the great compliment
they have paid our people. Courtney’s Post,
11 p.m.—The German proclamation to Australian
States: ‘‘ Come in and surrender; your hopour 1is
safe.”’  The men on this Post are immensely
relieved.  The Australians have been looking
about for somebody to intrust their honcur to
and the Germans are exactly the people they
would choose; Germans are good judges of Aus-
tralian honour. The proclamation states that the
Navy has abandoned us to our fate; it must have
been a bonfire we noticed in the Dardaneclles yes-
terday. Few men are aware thab every time they
shoot & Turk a bell rings; they haven’t heard of
the ““ Darda Knells.”” Five shells landed in one
dug-out yesterday. The canary was killed, but
no cther harm was done. End of central column.

Third column, headed ‘‘ Eteetera.”” (First comes
a diagram of two ladders, one with rungs closq
together, marked ‘‘ A, another with rungs wide
apart, marked “ B,”” with a line joining the tops
of them and a square block at the bottom of the
sscond ladder, marked ‘“C,”” Under this is
printed, ‘‘ Patent Fly Trap.”” The flies get used
to walking up the small steps of the ladder ‘“ A,”
When they come to tlie big steps of ladder “* B,”
they fall on the block of stone and break their
hally necks,

Serial story, chapter 6. Muriel was horrified.
Sir Jasper had the papers; thank goodness he had
not yet got the tobacco; she might yet be saved,
and the ruin of her father averted. Quite as a
matter of form, she ealled for a beer with a dash
of raspberry, and hurriedly (ta be con-
tinued).

Anzac Swimming Club.—Prizes are being offered
"hy the above club for the brownest man on the
beach. The prize will take the form of a court
martial for being away too ofter from the firing
line. :
The Germans advise us to ‘‘ surrender and not
hesitate any longer.”” Fancy their noticing the
hesitation.

The following is a specimen copy of Snipers’
Shots:~~Vol. 1, number 4. Private requires
fatigue party te carry a pair of boots which has
béen recently issued to him.  Exchange.—Cor-
poral would exchange a wristlet wateh (unot going)
for a spring mattrass or a tin of Maconochie’s
rations. :
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Wanted —Wanted the address of a good bar-
ber, one able to cut hair and shave preferred.
Apply any platoon. .

Notice.—1he Turkish artillery is requested to
abstain from wasting ammunition whilst  our
meals are being served.

Shipping news.—A. bum-boat Jaden with a lot
of things we want to buy is reported to be long
overdue; end of firsb column.

Second column war news.—The Russians have
captured some more trenches at a place
which looks like a telegraphic code word. At
Gallipoli, the French ftroops are progressing
favorably, but the cooks are disconsolate because
there are no Australian troops there to relieve
them of stale bread. The Germans are using gas in
Flanders, but they cannot charge as well as the
Melbourne purveyors of that smeily stuff. Several
airmen flew over London yesterday, but as they
were probably British there is not cause for
uneasiness in Melbourne:

The complaints have been made by men recently
jssued with trousers that they fit too tightly under
the armpits.  The third column localizes a pic-
ture of perplexed corporal standing opposite very
dense aund worried-locking private.  Following
dialogue underneath :—Corporal—** Is your rifle
loaded ¥’  Reinforcement—‘ Yes, 1've got nine
ghots in the tin box and one in the funnel.”

Fashion Notes.—Diagram of an object looking
rather like a cork lifebelt with sleeves. Design fot
bullet-proof tunic by Private , constructed
with hiscuits and string.

Serial Story.—Chapter 4.—Lord Fitzhrown
was only a lance jack, but he could tell a private-
to keep his blanky head down with the best of
them. When he wasn’t doing that or something
else he was thinking of Gladwys. You can’t
blame him. She was a ‘‘fair dinkum boshter
girl.”” One night, as he was quietly frying his
bacon, a shell hit him, two fingers right, 5 o’clock.
It was Lis call for assistance which I mentioned in
a previous chapter. (To be continued.)

Gapa Tzre, 29th June.—On the fourth day the
Australian soldier was more like a Turk to look
at than any Turk I ever saw. He had been fight-
ing 100 hours, and it had given bim a sort of
grimness quite different from the light-hearted-
ness with which he left Egypt. He was a curious
mixture of great sternness and gentleness; repar-
tec was like lightning, generally funny, some-
times brilliant, but nearly always cynical. He
had not been able to shave or, in most cases, to
wash, for five days, and when this apparition
came along the beach on the day of its first re-
lief from the trenches, carrying the whole of its
household goods on its back—with water-bottle,
haversack, odd bits of firewood, a kerosene tin
made into a billy, and all sorts of other precious
things hung about it, round its shoulder and stick-
ing out of the bhundle somewhere the barrel of a
rifle, and a dark-brown face, with a pair of
fearsome black moustaches, a black beard, and
two bright eyes glaring out,from wunderneath
bushy black eyebrows, at the unaccustomed sur-
roundings of the beach, I wondered if there had
ever heen any Turk so like a Turk hefore.

He was a terrible fighter—a ferrible enemy to
meet. From the first moment of landing his one
hope—the thing that be genuinely looks for-
ward to as a rare relief to long weeks of hard
work-—has been to make a bayonet charge. On
the first night, when an officer was collecting
scattered men on the beach, and taking them
Lack to the trenches—they were mosty utterly
worn out with fatigue, but, of course, they could
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not be allowed the resi, however much they
yearned for it—there was amongst the others
one little fellow scarcely as tall as his own rifle,
curled up against a bank dead to the world. The
officer bent over him, shook him twoe or three
times, and said, “ I've got to take you up to the
trenches, old man; can’t sleep mow; you are
wanted up there.”” The youngster—he belonged to
the 3rd Brigade, and had been fighting since 4
o'clock that morning—jumped up, blinked his
eyes, shook himself, and looked at the officer,
 Another bayonet charge, sir?’” he said eagerly.
That would compensate for anything.

There is a certain grimness in these Austra-
lians that I had mever seen in Australians be-
fore. I suppose you would have found it in the
great drought. It is hard to describe, but I think
1t means this: If the enemy plays tricks with
one Australian, he will have to reckon with
70,000 Australians.  Such troops are terribly
awkward customers for the Germans to play the
familiar German tricks on. They were formid-
ably stern to start with, and would be again if
there was any suspicion that they were not play-
ing a fair game by our dead or wounded.

But after the attack of 19th May, when for
five or six hours our men were shooting Turks
almost as fast as they could load their rifles—
when the Turks were driven to butchery without
plan or reason, and, poor fellows, as far as could
be seen, with very little drill—the attitude of
these seasoned old troops towards the Turks
underwent a quite remarkable change. The
sight of Turkish wounded lying there in front of
the trenches, rolling now and then from side to
side, staring at the hopeless, bright sun in the
midst of a beautiful, cloudless sky, occasionally
bending one arm in pain and then letting it drop
down again, whilst they threw their heads from
one side to the other, and presently back again
in helpless pain, it was this that turned the
sternness of some Australians into the gentleness
of a little child. From that day on they have
been very fierce against the Germans, but almost
friendly towards the Turks. If you now hear a
man inveighing more ferocicusly than others
against the Turks as you go through the trenches,
the chances are he is a very young, newly-arrived
reinforcement. I do notimean to say that you never

hear a seasoned Australian soldier using strong

langnage against the ememy., On the contrary,
the enemy shells often arouss him to efforts that
would make a horse shy. A senior officer the other
day was going through the trenches when a shell
lobbed & little way ahead of him.  As he turned
the corner he heard sounds of objurgation, and
eame upon 2 man who had his back turned to him,
and was busy expressing his opinion of that shell
and the Turks who had fired it. “ The ,
s , why the can’t they keep
their , shells to their selves,
the 2 , ;0 &e. “You seem
annoyed,’’ said the officer. ‘‘ Yes, the
— , 50 would you be if the — swine put a
shell into your tea, which—I beg your
pardon, sir,”” he added hastily, “I didn’t see it
wWas you; but the beggars went and blew the dirt
of the parapet into my tea. I wouldn't mind so
much if it was me that was hit; one would get
soine rest thep ; but it’s over the odds spoiling your
tea.”

The Australian is quite the most careless per-
son under shrapnel that I have seen, except per-
haps the Navy—I doubt if you could be more
indifferent to it than the Navy is. To see an
infant of sixteen or thereabouts standing in the
stern of a boat crowded with big, fierce Australian
Infantrymen, who would trest him as a sort of
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delicate toy, to see the water whipped up all round
with a well-burst shrapnel, and hear the youngster
shout, with a nod of his head to the big Naval
Lieutenant on the back, ““ By jove, that was a
close one, sir,’ whilst he continued to stand up
and steer his boat in as if he was bringing her
dlongside the college boatshed at Osborne. That
was a sight to make you remember the British
Navy.

Most nations have their war crys; the only war
cry of the Australian as he went up the hills the
first morring consisted of snatches of Arabic slang
and a tolerable mixture of profanity— Tashi
Yalla, yer Beggars,”” which is what you say to
Egyptian beggars when you want them to get
out of the way; “ Igri,” which you shout at your
cab-driver when you want him to hurry on. It
was “ Tashi Yalla” and “Igri” all up the hills
that day, and the Turks * Tashi Yallered” and
“Jgrid’’ in most cases for all they were worth—
the complaint of many of the men was that the
Turks ‘‘ Igrid ”’ oo fast, and that they seldom had
a chance of trying a bayonet on them.

Ascendancy is a vague term, but it represents
a real state of mind, and it goes without saying
that the Awustralians and New Zealanders have ob-
tained a complete ascendancy over the Turks at
Anzac. Unquestionably the Turks are nerveus of
the Australian soldier. Last night, for example,
shortly after dark, a thunderstorm swept across
the sea about 15 miles north of this place, and we
were reached by some of the outermost gusts of
it. The scrub has been a good deal worn down
both between the lines and behind them, and no
doubt behind the Turkish lines also. Thé gusts
raised a good deal of dust, and made it somewhat
difficult to see.  The Turks were taking no
clances. I was up in our lines when there broke
out a wild outburst of firing. The Turks bave
had strict orders not to waste their ammunition.
Some of their orders found on a dead man said
that this waste of ammunition only served to make
us think that they were afraid of us, and a
Turkish officer, in his diary, also remarked that
“ it would not be allowed in any European army.”
Sinee these orders they have fired much less at
night, and_one was puzzled as to what this out-
bresk of firing might mean. It sounded like a
Turkish attack, but there were reasons for think-
ing that they were not in the least likely to attack
last night, Then an officer eame in who knows
that part of the line as well as any man in the
place, and he solved the question in one guess.
“Qh, it's the dust,” he said, “they don’t know
that we are not coming for them through it,
and they are taking =no chances,”” and
that was eclearly it. So long as the dust
storm raged that wild firing continued. The men
in some of our trenches cheered, and that brought
a perfect hail of bullets over the parapets. Youn
could hear a machine gun spraying in a frightensd
way, first to right, then to left and back again,
Qur men thought it a tremendous joke, and
thoroughly played up to it. Buf not one shot did
all. this excitement draw from the Australian and
New Zealand lines. The Turks had been made
all the more jumpy by the fact that we had gone
out of our lines the day before in order to help
the British attack at Helles.

Tt is not all the Turks that are nervous of us.
There are some old warriors there whe are con-
fident enough. A few days ago a German aero-
plane, clearly distinguishable by the four black
crosses underneath the planes, dropped some type-
written proclamations over Anzae telling us that
we could surrender with confidence. These were
carried by the wind into the enemy’s lines. There
some old Turk picked them up, and finding that
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they were written in a type and a language that
he did not understand, jumped at the conclusion
that they were our proclamations, dropped by one
of our aeroplanes. Bo he scribbled some oppro-
brious remarks in pencil on the back of one of the
sheets, and then tied it and a second copy to a
bomb, and sent it back into our lines. The lines
written on the back of the sheet were very filthy—
they reflected in a thoroughly Oriental way upon
our relations and families, and might make many
people very angry. But at the end of the abuse
came the phrase, * You think there are no true
Turks left, but there are Turks, and Turks’ sons.”
Tke old mmau no doubt turned on his heel afier
seeing that bomb exploded, and went on his way
up his trench with the satisfaction of having done
something heroic. Of course it was 4 clumsy mis-
take like »ll the mistakes that the Turks seem to
make, and his language was very coarse, and the
whole thing a proper bungle, but there was some-
thing just a little fine in it nevertheless.

But, it is not of the Turks that this article is
intended to tell, but of the man who is fighting
him, and whatever stubborness some of the Turks
may lave this fact stands out, which is quite good
enough to show where the ascendancy lies. The
Turk spent s night like last night in a state of
obvious nervousness and apprehension that the
Australians might possibly charge with the
bayonet. Thirty, forty, or a hundred yards from
them in a parallel line of trenches was a line of
Australians always hoping against hope that the
Turks might attempt to charge them. That is a
very simple plain faet, but 1t probably means all
sorts of big things in the history.

Medals and decorations will be given, but of
course, avery ohe knows in a war like this only
in a proportion infinitesimally swall to the number
of deeds that deserve them. None know this better
than the men who get them. The General was up
in the lines of the 3rd Brigade yesterday, asking
some of the men about the action of the day before.
In particular he was talking to one Queenslander
who had gone out two or three times amidsé a hail
of bullets to pick np some rifles near the Turkish
trenches. 1 hear you went out and got some
rifles near the Turkish trenches,” said the General.
The Queenslander rubbed the back of his neck
with his hand.  “ Oh, well, T suppose I did,” was
his account of the business. Another man, who
kad won the D.C.M., was asked by the General
what bhe got it for. “ Well, I really don’t know
myself, sir,”” was the answer. That particular
man had merely pulled a Turk out of a trench by
lis neck on one oceasion and performed a few
everyday actions of that sort: The relations be-
tween officers and men at Anzac are as good as
they could possibly be—mot quite the same relation
as in the British service, but an extraordinarily
happy mean. In the carly days, when the snipers
were occagionally found behind the lines, the
&.0.C. used to have an armed orderly with him
during his tour of inspection every day. This
orderly had friends in various Sydney battalions,
and as the General went round, the orderly would
often have a few minutes in which he could confer
with some old mate. On one occasion, as the
orderly came round the corner with two Generals
behind him, and his rifle over his shoulder, with
bayonet fixed, just like the guard that escorts de-
faulters in the camp, the voice of one of his pals
came from the cook’s fire, “ Hullo, Bill, who’s
your prisoners,” It is said on another oceasion
no less than three Generals were making the
round together. As they came thirough a support
‘trench, a voice was heard to remark, “ I say, Jim,
put a ghard upon the biscuits. Here’s three bally
Generals.” '
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The other day, sitting near the dug-out of the
cooks of a certain unit, I suddenly heard a fuss.
Out of the mouth of the dug-out came flying tins,
spoons, cooking utensils of all sorts, Clearly a
fight was progressing inside. It is the only fight
I have seen or heard during the ten weeks we have
spent at Anzac. A curious change came over the
nten the first day. They caine to léan upon one
another, and upon their officers, in a way I have
never khown amongst Australian troops before.
They are never so satisfied as when they are with
the men and the officers of their own divisions
and of their own corps.  After the first day their
attitude towards their officets became ome of
thorough appreciation. *“ By God, our officers
led us well,” I have heard froem them again and
again.

War is very much a matter of digging in these
days—there is much more digging in it than fight-
ing. I have heard it said by some that the Aus-
tralian soldier does no{ recognise the necessity of
digging as much as he ought, and I have heard
others say that they have never seen troops who
One’s own impression is that both
are true, and are probably true in a degree of
every army. 'There are battalions here which are
probably umequalled as workers by any regular
troops, because they are skilled and experienced
diggers by profession. On the other hand, in the
early days, when the men were terribly weary,
there were probably cases in which officers did not
keep them up fo the weary, apparently thankless,
task of digging wntil they were fit to drop, and
going on digging after that. This is reaily a
matter as much of officers as of men, and where a
battalion does not dig itself in quickly enough to
msure 1ts safety when the inevitable shelling and
mackine-gun fire comes, the meaning of it is more
often than not the officer has either not super-
vised the work or has felt that he conld not ask
those tired men to work any longer. The trenches
at Anzac are easily the best I have seen. Of
course, we have heen in them a long while, but
their compléteness has meant 2 tremendous amount.
of hard work on the part of the men here,

Gapa Tere 3rd July.—There is the adventur-
ous little expedition of which, so fir as I know,
the story has not yet been told, although it tock
place during the early days of the landing. There
has been so much to tell of big things that several
of the little ones have been omitted perforee, but
this expedition was too interesting for such a fate.

This landing of ours will probably draw iis
name in the future from the small blunt-nosed
promotnitory about 2 miles north of which we
landed—Gaba Tepe. It was the guns on Gaba
Tepe which played on our landing troops the first
day, until the Bacchante poked her nose right into
the bay to the north of it, and put all except ore
gun there out of action. And it was on Gaba
Tepe that the enemy clearly had one of his ob-
servation stations. He had to withdraw his guns
from Gaba Tepe for some weeks and to content
himself with firing at us from the hills, He
could not see the beach from the hills, but that
makes not the least difference to modern artillery.
So long as some one with a telescope and a tele-
phone can be in a forward position, it is as good
as if the guns were there—indeed a good deal
better in many ways. The guns do not know
what they are shooting at; they are hidden away




Lommonwealth Gazette

in the hills, and are simply told to fire on target
A, or B, or C; very often they do not know what
A, or B, or C is. Tn very simple language, all
they do is to point their guns in a certain direc-
tion and at a certain angle and fire over the 1iill-
tops; and the observer away on the front of the
hill, or the side of it, with a telephone and a tele-
scope—perhaps miles away-—does the rest.

That was the purpose that Gaba Tepe clearly
served. It needed a very few men there to do
all that was nccessary for directing the fire of
the Turkish guns, and, therefore, it was worth
while to see if those few eould be cleared out. A
hundred men would be ample to rush the place
at night if it were merely held as an observation
point.  On the other hand, if it were held as a
fort, it was strong naturally, and had been made
mucl stronger by entrenchments and wires. It
was obvious that the Turks expected some land-
ing there—a most formidable entanglement of
wire, many rows deep, ran along the beach,
across the mouth of a small stream, and for a
short space through the sea, then inland, and
then gradually uwp the stecp broken side of the
promontory.  Ouc had often gazed at it for
twenty minutes together through the telescope
and wondercd hovw men could face that sort of
stuff, with trenchies hehind it, and whether that
was the sort of position that cost the heroic 29th
division 0 many men at Settil Bahr. IHowever,
1t was not at all certain that the place was
strongly Jield, for it was very open to attacks
from the Navy, and had been heavily bombarded
ever siuce the first morning at point-blank range.
The only thing was to try. A hundred volun-
teers were called for from the 11th Battalion;
the surgeon of the battalion, with six army
medical corps men, went to look after the
wounded. An engineer officer and ten men went,
carrving cexplosives, to demolish any station that
might be found there.  All these were to go by
sea. At fhe same tine 2 small party of the 10th
Battalion, under a subaltern, was to make its way
nlong the seashore and cnt the wire there, so that
the attacking party conld retive afterwards, if
necessary, along the bheach which runs right
round fo our lines,

The main party was taken on board a de-
stroyer during the night.  Just before dawn she
moved in, with two other destroyers escorting
her, close in fo the promontory, and at 4.30 aro.,
on the first streak of daylight, five boats filled
with the main party, left the destroyer and made
for the beach. There was not a sound or a
sign until they touched the shore. Then rifle
and shell fire began.  Their losses were not over
lieavy, and if the trench above could have been
earried with a rush there is very little question
that it would have been done; Lmt half-way up
the hill above was a very stiff entanglement of
barbed wire—not the ordinary civilian stuff, but
regular military entanglement wire, an eighth
of an ineh thick, with a barb at every inch.
Above that there was a trench with a machine-
gun in i, and also a larger automatic gun, some-
thing like a pom-pom. The trench itself was
about half-way up a pearl-shell shaped hollow in
the sfeep side of the promontory—something be-
tween a quarry and a landslide.  The assaulting
party rushed across the beach into eover under-
neath the eliff, and scarcely knew how many men
were opposing them in the trench.  But the
party of the 10th which went along the beach to
cut the wire could see everything that happened.
It seemed to them that there were about nine
men in the trench on the first alarm, but that
they were quickly reinforeed to about fifty.
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The wire-cutting party from their position
along the beach opened fire on the french and shot
one of the meun in it; they saw him roll down the
hillside. Another threw up his hands and his
rifle.  But the assaulting party under the cliff
could do nothing. The machine-gun made it im-
possible to cut the wire, a proeess which would
have taken some time. Accordingly, after three-
quarters of an hour, they signalled to the destroyer
to ask if they could be taken off, the way along the
beach through the cut wire being made very
dangerous by the machine-gun. “My word, the
Navy were splendid,” the men said afterwards;
“the moment the destroyer got the signal, two
pinnaces, with three boats in tow of each, dashed
in for the shore as hard as they could. The de-
stroyers kept up a fierce fire on the parapet of the
trench, and the dust was so great that the Turks
could scarcely have seen what was going on.” The
steam-hoats bronght their tows right up to the
beacli, and then a very intereating thing happened.

The wounded had to be got into those boats
somehow, and the party naturally thought that
this was likely to be an awkward task under
machinegun fire. Still, Australians and New Zea-
landers have practically never omitted it, and it
had to be done. Tt was done without one casualty.
So long as the wounded were being put into the
hoats the Turks didn’t fire a shot. When the
wounded were in the rest of the party got in after
them and eronched low, and the Tuvks opened fire
again as they were towed over, hut only about
three men were wounded. Several of the Navy
were hit in bringing in the boats. The party had
taken every wounded man that it could find off
the shore, but it was discovered that two were
missing. Accordingly, some hours later the Ad-
miral sent in a small steam-boat under a red eross
flag to Gaba Tepe, and the Turks allowed the red
eross people on board her to search for and take
off 2 wounded man who had been left.  About
half-an-hour Jater there issued from the hills be-
fween our position and Gaba Tepe a party under a
large white flag with a red crescent. Tt could be
seen from our position at Anzac moving down to
the promontory, where it picked up two more men.
These were probably our men, although they had
escaped a fairly thorough search. The subaltern
commanding the wire cutting party which had
cowe out along the beach had gone on himself to
where the wounded men were lying, and had looked
for them, but found nome. Possibly they thought
our men searching for them were Turks, and had
kept quiet. Five of the landing party made their
way back along the beach. They were apparently
given the choice, and preferred running the gnunt-
let on land to taking the chance of being sunk in
the boats.

So ended the attack on Gaba Tepe. There was
a similar observation station on the point of land
to the north of us. It was not nearly so strong as
this little fortress. A party of New Zealanders
landed there early one morning and found the
whole of the crew of the station asleep. There
were two or three gendarmes amongst them in
smart blue uniforms. A couple got away, but
fifteen were captured—a most suceessful little raid.
As for Gaba Tepe, the attack there showed that it
was a strong little fort held in strength, and the
Turks have held it ever since.

Gasa Tepe, 3rd July—He was an old
soldier—at least he looked it; a hard bitten
little nut of a Queenslander who had heen




No. 97.—26th August, 1915

ail through the Mena training, which is good
enough to make any man an old soldier. He
came in with a file of others from the attack,
limping down the communication trench, growling
to himself. “What sort of blanky business 1is
this? he soliloguized. “ What do they want 1o
send us out there for if they weren't going to let
us stay there?” A senior oficer—aman for whom
any one of these men would cheerfully go into
any sort of a tight eorner—happened to be stand-
ing in the same trench, “T'll tell youn why you
were sent out,” he said. “ You were sent out in
order to help your mates, who are fighting at Cape
Helles.”” ““Oh, that’s the reason, 1s it,”” growled
the old soldier as he limped along. The next in
the line behind him was a non-commissioned officer.
As he passed the senior officer he stopped a mo-
ment and pointed to the old fellow in front.
“ He's got three bullets through hiny” he said;
“ Through his legs. He wouldn’t come in und
have them dressed——he stayed out there till the lot
of us were ordered in.”

The fight on Monday, 28th June, was simply
and solely for one purpose—to help the troops at
Helles. On that day, 8 miles away to'the south,
they were to make a difficult attack on the right
of ‘the enemy’s line—the side along which the
British are gradually coming up the coast towards
us. The Turks have protected their trenches there
with very strong wire, and although the
territorials had broken through some exceedingly
ugly wire in frout of the trenches which we Aus-
traiians had dug on 8t May, at Ieiles the British
left had not been able to get along. To-duy the
Gurkhas and the 29th Division—a division of

which Australians who have seen them speak with

enthusiasm—an enthusiasm which is certainly re-
eiprocated by some of the 29th-—were to attempt
that difficult position. We ai Anzac could mot
help them to take it; but we could help ithem to
hold it. That is to say, when once the trenches
had been taken there was nothing surer than a
counter attack by the Turks; indeed, there have
been counter attacks ever since. We could hear
the hombardment, znd see the British shell burst-
ing over the skyline where the Turkish mfantry
must have been last night; and for the first three
hours of this morning the sound of very distant
rifle firing was distinctly heard by those in the
southern parts of our position here. We knew
by wire this morning that the Turks again failed.

But last night’s counter attack was mnot the
dangerous one, although the Turks preceded it by
a heavy bombardment. We could see their shells
bursting over the eliffs near the coast, and a_few
of them actually going into the sea, and raising
geysers of foam there, showing that they were
shooting from far inland as we moved gradually
round their right aloug the coast. But they were
shooting at troops who had had time to collect
themselves and improve their trenehes. The at-
tack against which we conld help them was the
much more formidable one which would certainly
be brought against them the moment the Turks
had time to collect their reserves, and throw them
in against our tired troops when the trenches had
just been captured. Battles are fo an extraordi-

nary extent based on ‘psychology, and the theory
of the counter attack is that, after the enthusiasm

of the attack is over, and the troops are relaxed
and tired and unsettled, then is the best chance
that you will bave of driving them out of any
positions they may have gained. Now the Turks
have resertes between Anzac and Helles which
they can throw against either place, and it only
nzeds a few hours’ marching to bring troops be-
hind Anzac itself. We at Anzac could at any
_ rate ensure that these troops were not scut south
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for that first counter attack. We could attack and
keep them here; if they did not reinforce their
trenches here, but sent troops south in spite of
us, we might make some useful gains for our-
selves.

So it was decided on Monday morning to make
an advance from the more southerly position of
our line against the Turkish trenches opposite thal
part. The advance was to be made by part of
ihe 2nd Light Horse Brigade, which had so far
taken part in ouly a few skirmishes between
patrols, and the 3rd Brigade, which was the one
that made the first rush np the Anzac bills. At
about 11 o’clock, after a good part of the eamp
had been standing out on the hillsides watching
the tremendous bombardment, which had been
yaising a fringe of dust from the whole length of
ihe distaut skyline down south, the destroyers ab
ihe north and south ends of our Anzac lines began
to throw shelis in at the Turkish trenches opposite
them. Later, our own artillery joined in, and
at 1 o'clock, the infantry and Light Horse, in
their respective positions, clambered out of their
trenches and made towards the cnemy’s lines,

The companies of infantry which attended—
two of them—had to move torward down into the
gully, and then up the opposite ridge to the Turkish
trench on top of it, and without entering into un-
necessary particulars, it may be said that the Laght
Horse Lad very much the same task. Both had
nearly half-a-mile to go to their furthest point.
Tu both cases the advanced party was covered by
a party of about the same size, which moved out
of the trenches into positions from which it could
cover the advance. The advanced party in each
ecase consisted of Queenslanders—two companies
of Queensland infantry in the one case, a squadron
of Queensland and Northern River Light Iorse
in the other. The covering infantry consisted of
about 300 Western Australian infaniry, and the
covering Light Horse were from New South
Wales,

They got out to their positions very quickly and
with very few casualties, considering that this was
the first advance that we have made from our
trenches, in broad daylight, since the earliest days
of the landing. When first I saw the Light Horse,
it was not more than hali-an-hour after they had
left the lines, und they were already far out in the
scrub, just under the ledge of a hill, and digging in
with picks and shovels as if they were so many
workers on some deviation which you see from the
train in the Blue Mountains, Just over the fop
of the hill, on the slope of it nearer to the enemy,
was a set of Turkish trenches, running aeross a
yellow stubble or grass field; the trenches were at
a right-angle to the line of the ridge, and therefore
to our men. And these nearer trenches were com-
pletely overlooked by other trenches on the more
distant and higher ridge. Our men, from the
top of the first ridge, could fire on to the trenches
in the wheatfield, which appeared just like a
broken line of wheat bags laid out at intervals
down the slope of the paddock. You could sce
the dust flicked up in half-a-dozen places at ounce,
in front of those sandbags. Our artillery was
pounding some of the Turkish trenches further
back, which may have been firing into the flanks
of our men, and their artillery was pounding our
guns, or, rather, positions in which they thought
our guns were. '

It was just then, when our men were busily dig-
ging in, that I saw for the first time our Light
Horse under shell fire. Several shells fell near
them, but it was about an hour after they had
reached their position that three shells in
guick succession fell right amongst them.
They were high explosive shells, and the
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brown earth was scattered iIn a great,
solid, cauliflower-shaped cloud, right {rom
the very thick of them. Three times this

happened, and each time a regular fog of dust
had to clear away hefore you could see what had
happened. Each time, when the fog cleared, the
men on the hillside were exaetly where they had
been before-—there was not the least sign of re-
tirement.  They were lying a little closer to the
earth incstead of standing up, as some of them bad
been doing Lefore those shells came. The moment
that firing ceased, they were up and about their
work again as if nothing had happened.

Not half-an-hour later I had the opportunity of
seeing Turkish troops come under a similar
fire. About two hours after the fight had
begun, there came a sign that the attack
opposite the Iight Horse position had ful-
filled its object. Above the further end
of the wheat paddock, just wlhere it bent down
into the gully out of sight, ran a low line of serub.
And underneath this serub, and just over the edge
- of the wheat paddock, there presently appeared a
number of little whitish-yellow objects, like the top
of a vow of eggs. It was the first sign of a line
of Turkish infantry moving up to reinforee their
trenches.  The egg-shaped objects were their
skull eaps; you could see them quite clearly crecp-
ing stealthily forward. Presently you could make
out, here and there, a pair of shoulders below
the head, and the barrel of a rifle earried carefully
rlong as they erawled.  Their officer must have
noticed, justat this moment, that they were within
sight of our trenches, which would be just appear-
ing over the edge of the hill to him, for I suw an
arm raised and waving them to keep lower. A
little later they Legan to erecp up steadily on their
left, and to drop quickly inte the end of the trench
in front of them,

1t was a splendid target for guns; word was
sent to a certain battery, and within a couple of
minutzs we heard a shell pass overhead. going
in their direction. There was a small woolly puff
just ahead of them, and they waited for no more
—they ran. As they went, those same guns gol
in shell after shell, just over the edge of the ridge.
They were not heavy shells, but the Turks would
not face them. Later on, after the guns had been
turned on to another target, the same line of men
gradually appeared again, and very boldly came
on into their own trench, and some of them worked
up further into some scrub, not more than 50 yards
from our men. There iy 2 picture in the Sydnav
gallery of some Highlanders coming up a hill
from a gully, while some Afghans watch them from
the rocks above. It is called *“ The Ambuscade.”
The hillside was not so steep or so rocky, but there
was something in the attitude of those approach-
ing Turks which reminded one irresistibly of that
picture.

The Light Horse had been ordered to vetire
now, and very slowly they came away. Orne could
see two Army Medical Corps men bending over a
wounded man, dressing his wounds as carefully as
if they had been in hospital, instead of down there
in a gully filled with green scrub, with two or
thrae gentlemen with yellowish skull caps watching
them through the dead branclies of a tree not
150 yards away. Those fwo gentlemen seemed to
be tugging at the branches to rake for them-
selves a well-covered opening, through which they
could shoot without being seen, and for a long
time nobody seemed to see them. Then a dust
spurt or two near the brown branches showed
that some one had picked them out, and the nevt
time I looked there was a small dust storm around
that place. The whitish cap was still there, but
whethar it heloized to a live or a dead man one
eould not say.
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The Light Horse came back very slowly. Half-
a-dozen men were left in the furthest portion.
One counld sze them talking and blazing, quite at
their case, apparently, until the wounded were
well away. At least two of the stretcher bearers
were hit in that advanced party, and one of them
killed ;- but this may be said of almost every
attack in which Awustraliang have taken part.
Qut over the edge of the wheat field, in a little
path that ran down the crest of the ridge—a
treacherous piece of cover—were two or three
little bundies of khaki lying guite still; I believe
they went out again and got them, Between the
retiring men and us—on the ridge up which they
would have to pass—the eneray’s shells were burst-
ing. But they were all in by 6 o’clock.

1 did not see the attack made by the 3rd
Brigade, but the following were the details of it:
~—One company of Queenslanders advanced, and
formed an excellent line about 10 yards from the
enemy’s trench, which ran down the ridge against
which they were ordered to make their demon-
stration. There some of the men, who were not
satisfied with the shooting which they could make
lyiug down, were seen to stand up and fire straight
into the enemy’s loopholes. Presently the enemy
found the position of some of the Western Aus-
tralian Infantry, which was lymmg down in the
open outside its trenches supporting the Queens-
landers, and turned his artillery on to them.
One platoon, which was open to this fire, was
heavily handled—almost every man being hit.
One company of Queenslanders also was under
a heavy rifle and shrapnel fire, and was withdrawn.
It was just before this that information had come
along which showed that this part of the attack
also had sncceeded. There is a deep gully at the
back of the Turkish position, where their in-
fantry from the first day onwards has massed for
mest of 1ts attacks. The Turks were seen to be -
collecting troops in this valley for a counter
attack. The artillery was turned on to them; of
course, the guns could not see them—they very -
seldom can in a medern fight—but they can drop .
a shell on the other side of a hill as accurately
as if they did see their target.

This attack had succeeded in bringing up the
enemy’s reserves, and so the infantry was brought
back to our lines by 4.30, In the last twenty
minutes the enemy had found its position from
another part of this line, and the men had heen
falling faster. It was after the advanced in-
fantry had returned that it was mentioned that
they ought to have brought in the equipment of
their dead where possible, and two of them calmly
walked back and picked up rifle after rifle, as 1
menticned in o cakble the next'day. Une of them
went out to make sure that a certain wounded
man had not been left behind. He found that
the man was dead, and accordingly brought in his
kit.

As a result of this attack, the Turks hrought up
to Amnzac the troops they had at the village of
Eski Keui—a position between heve and the
battle that was going on in the south. The Tur-
kish counter atback down south was defeated, and
the Australasian force at Anzae played a distinct
part in the battle, by which more than half a mile
o® Turkish trenches in front of the British were
taken and held. '

Gana Teer. 8rd July.—Tuesday, 29th June, was
an exceptionally quiet day. The Turks did not
Tnaw what to make of our attaes of tha dav be-

fave.  Tor the firet time sinee the fivst week we
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had Iocked like making a serious advance, and as
the British were now making a counsiderable push
from the south, they were not at all sure what we
uight be up to. They kmew we had been tunnel-
ling towards one of their trenches, just as we knew
they had been tunnelling {o meet us—each side
could elearly hear the other picking. The {unnels
were getting very close together, and the Turks,
probably being afraid that a mine attack on them
might now be imminent, decided to blow up our
tunnels before they conld get any closer. They
exploded two mines under themy that Tuesday
afternoon, causing us a loss of two men. We have
several times blown up Turkish tunnels; on one
occasion our miners—Broken Hill and Mount
Morgan men who ought to know—said that they
could hear the sound of the wounded afterwards,
and a prisoner said that a nwmber of Turks had
been buried by the explosion.

The Turks showed every sign of mervousness.
Just after dark a dust storm sprang up—the first
of several nights of stormy weather brought on by
the sumner heat—and in the dust they counld not
properly see the space between their trenches and
ours. Immediately the first gust came over them,
the Turks in the trenches, which we had advanced
against the day before, set np a heavy fire, and
kept it up for nearly two hours until that storm
had subsided.  After that there was almost dead
stlence for three-quarters of an hour.

It may be that this Turkish fire had also another
reason. During the first few days of our landing,
we learnt that one of the commonest Turkish
tricks was to make a great deal of noise at part
of the line, and then attack somewhere else. They
used to blow bugles and shout commands and ex-
hort one another opposite one point, and some-
times attack there, but as often as not at some
other distant point.  This night almost all the
rifle firing was at the south end of.the line, and it
finished at 11.30 p.m.  Exaetly three-quarters of
an hour later, the sentries at the northern angle
of our linc heard shouts of “ Ah! Ah! Allaht
Allah!”  The trenches here at one point are only
about the length of a ericket pitch apart, and by
the time the cry had been once tepeated, there was
a rush of Turks over the parapet of our nearest
saps.  This was in the New Zealand portion of
our line, the northern side of the triangle, which
at the time was garrisoned by the 3rd Tight Horse
Brigade. We had been sapping out towards the
enemy at two points; the enemy knew these saps
of course as well as we did, having the parapetis
of newly-turned carth right under their noses,
and apparently their intention was to take these
two saps, and as much of the trenches behind them
as they could, in the first instance, and then make
their further attack from there. They came pro-
vided with any amount of food—one man with a
haversack full of bombs, another with a hand-
- bag full of ammunition, another with a pack of
cards—all of them with olives, tinned beef, plenty
of dried figs, and water hottles full,

The Turk has been untrue to all the ordinary
ideas of him. He has fought on the whele a
very fair fight so far-—quite as fair as most
nations fight anyway, so far as evidence at present
goes.  But even if he has mot indulged in the
bloodthirsty atrocities with which his name is
generally coupled, you would imagine that he would
be just the man for using the bayonet. On the
contrary, the experience of this foree so far is,
that the Turk finds ‘the bayonet an awkward
weapon to use. On this occasion, when he
reached the edge of our trenches he did not, in
most cases, attempt to use his bayenet at all. He
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mostly lay down on the edge of the trench, and
fired either into or over it. A few nervous digs
with the point of it was all the bayonet attack
that some of these great, grim, dark men seemed
to make,

Of this action an episode occurred which may
be told in this connexion. At 3 o’clock in
the morning, Turks attacked down the head
of one of the two main gullies. The moon
wag bright during the whole of the attack,
and the men on Pope’s Point had a good
view of the other side of the wvalley. A
light horseman, about as anxious as all other
Australians are to use the bayomet, ren out to-
wards a Turk at the top of the hillside, until they
met on a small ledge or platform which gave eac
a foothold.  There they stood facing one another
with their bayonets on guard. The Turk may
have known his drill, but he was diffident about
using it. The Australian apparently had never
received much Instruetion in how to nse a bayonet
af, all, and now that he had a Turk in front of him
to bayonet, he really did not know how to do it. -
Whilst the Turk made one or two feeble flickers
at him, he stood there with his bavonet pointed,
but completely nonplussed. Then he came sud-
denly to himself. and recollected that he had a
cartridge in his rifle.  Molding his rifle as he had
i, he simply pulled the trigger and fired into the
middle of the Twrk.  Several men, thinking he
might he In a tight hole, dashed down the Kill to-
wards him. When they arrived. he was sitting
on the body of tha Turk with his arms folded,
Inclking at them.

The Turks who ran up to the neavest sap had
hombs, and with thore they eleared a short space
of the trench, our men drawing away to either
side, and jnmped in.  Probably nine of them in
all got into our saps: the others ran on over them
straight for the main fire trenches, whose para-
vets they could see rising in a long pale line just
hehind the saps.  Some veached the parapets of
onir trenches, but the Tiaht horsemen there were
nlavine every shot carefullv-—wken the moon was
behind a cloud they had flares and white lights,
whieh jit up the place as bright as day. L sup-
ports were up and firing over the main fire
trenches, and the rush of Turks simply melted
away. The men who had drawn aside from parts
of the sap, into which the Turks had jumped, still
held the Turks from the ends of the sap, and they
now bombed these Turks from both sides until
they were all killed, and then reoeeupied the sap.
In the meantime a seeond rush was made from
the Turkish trench. These rushes were bravely
made, but the Turks searcely seemed to know
where to #0 to. Thev made three more or less dis-
tinet rushes—that is to say, their officers sue-
ceeded in Jeading or driving them from their
trenches three times in the face of a terribly ae-
curate fire—but they never even Jooked like sue-
ceeding. At last, whether by design or because
the fire in front was too hot for them, they
swerved towards both flanks of this part of the
line. Some of them tried to get round between
the edge of the trenches and the cliff or sheer
hillside, which faces the sea. Others tried to
creep round the inland edge of this side of our
triangle, just where the gully above mentioned runs
down into the apex of our line.

Those who tried to get round by the cliff met
some very perfert trenches and were shot down
thickly. But some of them managed to get either
over or round these, and came suddenly—two or
thres of them—upon a set of kitchens or some such
offices in the rear of our advanced Ine, There
was a sentry stationed over the place with two
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mates in a shallow trench. The two mates were
sleeping at the time. The sentry tried to bayonet
the leading Turk and missed him. He then
grappled him, and the first thing that the two
sleeping men kvew of the attack was when the
sentry and the struggling Turk fell in on top
of them. This Turk was either killed or made
prisoner, and his eompanions ran at once.

The Turks also ran on top of a machine-gun
position before they were seen. The leading Turk
managed to bayonet one of the gun’s crew through
the arm, and was trying to bayonet the sergeant of
the detachment when the latter, who could not
get s gun into action in time, snatehed up a rifle
and shot the Turk on the parapet. The atfack
between the trench and the eliff utterly failed.
This part of the fight belonged almost exclusively
to the 1st Light Horse Brigade.

I have meuntioned in previous articles the hill
which forms a sort of stopper in the apex of
our triangle. Tt has a gully on either
side of it, and it was down the gully on
the north and west of it that the Turks tried to
ereep. The men on the hill had heard the shout-
ing of the first attack, had watched the Turks in
the moonlight rushing towards our trenches, had
seen them drop into some of them or else fall in
the serub—it was hard to say which. It was at
abowt 12.45 a.m. that a few Turks, apparently
beaten back from the front of our tremches, on
the opposite ridge, began to creep along just
under the crest of the opposite side of the gully.
The men in the trenches bhombed them back out
of this.

A Tlittle before daylight a last hopeless attempt
was made by the Turks to advance down this
gully. About 300 men advanced down the head
of it. They looked to those watching them as if
they had lost their way, for as soon as they came
under fire they wandered this way, and that, in
aall parties, apparently bewildered. But pro-
bably this was only the result of meeting with
unexpected opposition from a portion of the Light
Horse, which had moved into position to meet
them even before the order from the Brigadier
had been received. The faci that some of the
Turks attacked the front of Pope’s Hill. which
adjoins the gully, and that a few jumped out of
their trenches opposite Quinn’s Post, makes it
likely that this attack came in the direction in
whieh it was intended fo come.

About the time when this attack was preparing,
the destroyer, which at night always keeps her
light tarned on this flank, switched it on to the
high slopes of the main ridge, from which the
Turkish attack seéms to have come. The circle
of white light showed up a line of men moving
down from one trench across the open io the
trench below it. Some of our machine-guns got
on to them, and 40 are said to have been eounted
there this morning.

It is hard to estimate the Turkish loss. I
counted 20 dead within as many yards of one
of the saps—about 25 had at that time been
dragged in through our trenches, and there were
another 20 opposite Pope’s Hill. Counting those
killed by shell fire and those who were hidden
by the serub, thera were probably 250 killed.
If there were the same number wounded the
Turkish loss would be 500. Our own loss was
about 30, less than ten of whom were killed. The
regiment which attacked wus was one which had
only just arrived, and lad been put in to the
attack almost immediately. Perhaps that may have
accounted for the olives and figs and heef. The
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regiment was the 18th, belonging to the 6th Divi-
sion, and consisting of thres battalions—if up to
strength it should have numbered about 3,000 men.
1t is gaid that Enver Pasha had juast arrived upon
the scene. He found that the Turks, especially
at this part of the line where the trenches are
close together, were living under conditions which
did not at all satisfy him. Our spiping had re-
duced them to s,ucg a state that it prevented
them ever putting their heads to a loop-
hole, and all aftacks on their part had
been given up; they were told to remain strietly
on the defensive. Tt is possible that these are
only prisoners’ stories, which are often exagger-
ated, but the conditions ai Quinn’s and around it
are not very far different from this, It is said
that. Enver Pasha insisted that this sort of thing
would not do, and that an attack must be made at
once; they had to drive us out some day, and the
sooner the hetter. .

The Turks I saw were, some of them, well
enough clothed in their exceedingly warm woollen
khaki, and others in khaki drill, but their boots
were badly worn and miserably patched. I saw
one dead officer with a pair of nicely made top
boots patehed across one toe with a miserably
rough elout. The Turks are certainly short of
boots, for when our patrols went out to bring in
the 1en who lind fallen on 28th June, they found
that the Turks bad been to some of them already,
and their boots had heen removed. There are men
i the Turkish arny to-day wmwarching in Aus-
Whether the shortage of boots
really affects their efieiency as far as the present
cunmpaign is concerned is another matter; but it
probably argues a shortage in other essentials
also.

GaBa TerE, 4th July.—A  distinguishing Im-
perial officer was ashore at Anzac the other
day for three hours. He had three ribbons
across the breast of his urniform. While
he was here the Qerman gunners treated us
to a little of what is loeally known as “hate.”
Either we were bathing, or a tug came in to the
pontoon, or they thought it was time to stir us up
a bit; anyway, they began to throw in shells on
to the beach from one or two directions, and for
the time being the place became as deserted as g
rabbit warren when a shot has bheen fired. Any
one who had any ‘urgent business of course went
on with it as if nothing were happening; but often
there is o urgent business at all; and then if the
“hate ” is particularly fierce, the hillside becomes
as still as the grave. Presently the shower stops,
and beads appear at various dug-outs. Here and
there men appear outside of them, pulling at their
pipes and looking round for all the world like
rabbits popping out again after the moise has all
subsided. The Germans wait for that moment,

‘and often send over a shrapnel shell or two a

couple of minutes after the rest; with these they
can bag a few incautious ones:

Something of this sort had been happening
this day, and the visitor’s business took him out
during part of the time. The whole time he
was ashore bullets were flying occasionally over-
head—a long way overhead, as a rule, but
ricochets do occasionally find their way to the
beach, and the others often sound much closer
than they are. When the visitor was going away,
he said, “ Well, T don’t mind telling you, L have
experienced more fire to-day than I did in win-
ning three medals.”
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Anzac beach is a most interesting place, We
are never likely to see anything like it again in
history, for two reasoms. For one thing, it is
the ecomplete base for an army, which you ean
take in with a single glance; stacks of every sort
of supply—biseunits, cheeses, fodder, disinfectant,
beef, sugar; ordnance stores—clothing, cans,
boots, carts, spare wheels, engineers’ “stores of
every sorf, great beams and baulks, rails—every
one of the great aecumulation of things that an
army wants. There are the offices of various
departments—a dug-out, 8 feet square, with a
notice over the door, and a typewriter, and neatly
docketed papers inside, can contain as much in-
dustry as two front windows and a couple of
granite columns in Sydney.

That is the city. There are one or two busi-
ness suburbs like Prahran or Redfern, where
biz is earried on on a rather smaller scale. And
there are the residential suburbs—you ean fell
almost exactly the grade of the suburb by the
look of it.  There is a Park-lane or Fifth-
avenue, & West Kensington, a Brixton, a Ham-
mersmith, even a Rotherhithe; one has to go to
London for the best comparison, The healthy
residential quarter in which X am writing, this 1s
Brixton, The biz that goes on in this com-
munity is really the biz of the city—a biz of
elerks and stores and carriers; a little shop-work.
Hospitals, chureh services, even occasional legal
cases. The sanitary authorities are the Health
Department of the City Counecil, and the hos-
pitals even have the road’ outside their doors
watered.

The only things that this peaceful work is sub-
ject to are interruptions, which do not oeceur in
other capitals. For example, the surgeon in
the New Zealand Hospital was in the midst of an
operation a while ago when a shell burst in the
roof and eovered the patient with cigarettes. It
did not kill any one, but they have had five killed
in that hospital amongst the hospital men. The
Australian, or, to be more accurate, Tasmanian
Hospital, at the other end of the beach, has had
shells bursting all round it. Tt is a pity that
the hospitals cannot be out of the range of fire,
but the peculiarity of this base at Anzae is that
every man here, Army Service Corps, Hospitals,
Ordnance, every one whose corps is generally
expected to be miles away from the firing line,
has been continuously under fire from the first
‘hour of our arrival. The enemy has shelled the
hospitals, but he probably has no more idea
where they are than we have where his hospitals
are; and if he did he eould, not help hitting some
of them. When he can he does, and when the
AM.C. men came to Anzac they saw what they
were in for; and they have shelled the hospital
ghips. Onece, in the early days of our landing,
when the Turks used to try to put a eurtain of
shrapnel over the sea between the ships and the
shore—on the first Tuesday you could count as
many as fourteen shrapnel pufls at one time over
the water just off the beach—one afternoon on
those early days the hospital barge left the
Australian Hospital pontoon on top of a war-
ship’s steam-boat on her wusual evening’s trip.
The wounded were lying on the broad deck of
the barge face upwards, loocking at the blue sky,
when the Turks burst two shrapnel shells in the
sky right above them. There again the Turks
had no means of knowing that the barge was
being used for carrying wounded, any more than
for carrying stores. Even if she had had a
flag, the chances are it could not have been made
out froan the Turkish observation station. Al
most daily one watches through the telesnope
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carts and waggons moving along some distant
Turkish road, without the least idea whether
they are carrying wounded men or live shells,
Fortunately not » man in that barge load of
wounded was hit; I have never seen a barge con-
taining wounded hit; indeed, it is very seldom
that a boat is hit at all. :

The Army Service Corps has done its work
under shell, and often under bullets, from the
first night, when it had to get water and food
through to the troops in half-made trenches, to
which they half knew the way. Constantly the
men and the mules have had to go up to the ad-
vanced depdts amid shell fire, and with snipers’
bullete oceasionally whisking -past them. The
wonder is that they did not get hit more than
they did. One man was bringing four mules
down a gully when a shell killed all his four
mules and left him absolutely unharmed. The
mess of the Army Service Corps officers was hit
with four shells during the first ten days; one
shrapnel case thumped through the roof on to
the table in the middle of breakfast. The officer
who was telling me about it, a youngster who
hails from one of the great stock and station
agents and woolbroking firms of Australia, and
who took his work with the Army as calmly as if
it were done in the quiet. of his Sydney office,
had a narrower escape still a few days later. He
was sitting on a biseuit box opposite the mouth
of a dug-out talking to a Quartermaster of ome
of the battalions, which it was his duty to feed,
when a shell burst right in frout of him. Tt
shattered the side of the Quartermaster, and the
pellets drove almost in a solid mass through the
bex on which the officer was sitting. He jumped
up, helped the wounded Quartermaster into a

. dressing station, and then found that he himself

could scarcley walk.
through the leg.

The Army Service and Army Medical Corps
have probably been at least as much under fire
in this campaign as other umits—the Army
Medical Corps, if you inelude the stretcher
bearers, has probably lost more than its share.
The first British flag to be hoisted in Gallipoli is
the little pennant which waves outside the Ord-
nance, now torn and riddled with shrapnel. The
first thing that happens when shrapnel falls on
the hillside 1s as often as not a race to piek up
the empty case of the shell. These cases used
to have their value on the beach—the sailors
were ready to give good value for them generally,
in bread or tobacco, and in the early days of our
landing a regular, though quite unrecognised,
market existed on the beachs for shell cases,
Turkish cartridges, and such curios. The man
who brought down a shell case, when duty
brought him to the beach, knew that it was as
good as a loaf of bread to take back again, The
seamen in their turn used to pass them on fo
their officers. These were benefits received from
the Navy in return for value; there were plenty
of benefits for which we had to give nothing. In
the early days, when cigarettes were the chief
longing of the men in those little shallow, perilous
trenches, the men of the Prince of Wales and
other ships simply kept us supplied—they
seemed ready to give the Australians and New
Zealanders anything they had. And from the
day preceding that first landing down to the
present, no Australian Force has .embarked upon
a British warship but the men and officers have
laid themselves out to give us hot meals and
water drinks, which many an Australian will ve-
rrerber as long as he lives.

He had a shrapnel pellet
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But that has nothing to do with the beach.
The shell market is not so vigorous to-day; it
more or less dies when the daily presence of the
ships is discontinued. But you often see very
funny sights. When the shells were falling fast
on a particular knoll along the beach the other
day the whole population of the coast was lined
up, laughing itself into fits over the scramble for
ihe cases. The moment a shell exploded there
would appear from various dug-outs half-a-dozen
men, who would bolt for the trophy {for all they
were worth, and then back again, or into some
other dug-out. All the time, in one dug-out, in
the very midst of the bombardment there re-
mained n solitary inhabitant. e had a spade,
and when each shell missed his dug-out—some
of them missed it by very little—the spade would
come up and signal a miss.

The padres and their congregations are not
jmmune from shelling,  This morning during
a simple church service held in a part of this
area, a 6-inch or 8-inch shell came over and ex-
ploded not so far away—just on the other side
of the valley, to be exaet, in the midst of eight
men. The shell raised an enormous dust; none
of the men were hurt. The padre continued bis
sermon exactly as if he had been in chureb, and a
bird had flown in the window, while the con-
gregation, like a lot of school-boys, all turned
vound to see what had been the effect of the
shell. That particular unit has a choir, which
the padre proclaims to be equal to any choir he
knows; but I do not know that if a man were
absent from the trenches his officer would accept
ihe excuse that he had heen to choir practice.

Gasa Terr, 1ith July.—The Turks hLave a
prievance against us over a SCrap of paper. It
was a serap of paper squeezed into a jam tin and
flung over to the enemies’ line by being tied to a
string and being whirled round by a stalwart
private, who let 1t go just &t the right moment so
that it sailed across the parapet and on towards
their tremch.  The observers with their eyes
glued to the periscopes saw it fall a few yards in
front of the parapet. 1t lay in the sexubby grass,
and for nearly an hour the enemy fished for it
with a long bambhoo pole before he finally hauled
it in. It was only a piece of paper in a jam tm.
Tt contained a promise written as clearly as ever
a written promise was. An aeroplane of the
enemy had passed over scmic hours Lefore, and
had dropped some leaflets.  They told us to come
sn and surrender while there was yet time.. They
had some prisoners of ours, they said, and were
treating them kindly, and if we did not come in
within a certain number of hours they would drive
us into the sca. So some of the men sat down
and wrote s message—a message that might cheer
the beart of the Turk. They said, “ Expect five
thousand Australians to come across and surrender
at 10 p.m.,” or something to that effect, and threw
it into the jam tin and pitched it back as I have
described. I do mot lmow if the Turk took it
seriously; perbaps he did; anyway he tried to
carry out his part of the contract right enough.
That was on 17th May or thereabouts, and on
19th May he lost at least 600 or 700 men in trying
to drive us into the sea.

Tt is hard to put yourself into the enemy’s frame
of mind, but sometimes it is worth while trying.
There is very little doubt that the Turks don’t
resily think that we are depressed :nd alment
desporate. A yonng Turk who gave himeelf up,
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while he was clearly not anxious to take part in
anather attack on our lines, was still more anxious
not to be in our lines when the Turks made their
next attack. He begged earnestly to be taken oif
to a ship at once. Anything that they had done
in the way of attacking was nothing to what they
were going to do. On the strength of what he
caid we waited eagerly for the promised and more
formidable attack. ~The prospect of it quite
buoyed up the spirits of the men who heard about
it; but the attack never came. That was two
months ago, and except for a rush on a gection of
Quinn’s which some of them got into and never
got out of, and Enver’s attack on the Light Horse,
they have done no attacking at all. They have
heen wasting their strength in attacking trenches
tuken from them by the 29th Division at Helles.

It is hard to realize, but we know that the Turk
prides himself just as we do upon being 2 devil of
a fellow with the bayounet. ~We know it from
prisoners; he thinks that if he can only get to
close quarters and use cold steel he is irresistible.
As a matter of fact his bayonet charges have been
of the feeblest description; he comes on bravely
but he seems to lack the activity or the quickness
wecessary for the bayomet. He is a very slow
soldier; plenty of men who have come upon him
suddenly have managed to shoot him or get away
during the time he invariably takes fumbling with
his rifle.  That is the reason that makes it difi-
cult to believe that the Turk is responsible for a
twentieth of the brilliant dodges attributed to him.
Such false orders as were passed down our lines
in the early days, and did not originate in simple
mistakes, must have been started by Germans in
the Turkish serviee. The German always fails
in one point, and that is when he tries to grasp
another person’s feelings.  To expect him to
understand the quizzieal, eynical cheerfulness of
the Australian under discomforts; the flies, the

licat, the constant fatigues; mining, water carry-

ing, entrenching, which make up this mode of
warfare, would be like expecting a Hottentot to
appreciate Bernard Shaw. The Australian seems
1o be able to iurn everything to a laugh. During
ihe whole of the Turkish attack of 19th May,
which was a very scrious attack from the Turkish
point of view, our men were sitting on the parapet
or leaning well over the trenches, some of them
waving their hats, shouting, * Come on, Tmshi,
yer boggars, Igri—Eggsicook—we'll give you
Allah,” flinging out every Arabic catchword they
knew. As the attack began to fail and the Turks
were bolting back from where they had thrown
themselves down in the scrub.and grass, someone
shouted at them,  Play you again next Saturday.”

You have only to keep your ears open as you
go through the lines to hear things that will keep
you laughing for lalf-a-day. A senior officer
the other day came upon & man behind the trenches
looking ruefully down into a mess tin with about
lialf-an-inch of water. in the bottom of it. “ Are
you going to have a bath?”  “Yes” was the
answer, ¢ 1 wish I were a blanky canary.”

A thing that happens occasionally in camp is
that some one lets off his rifle by accident. This
is immediately the occasion of a chorus of shouts
from various dug-outs all over the hillside, “ Give
him a pop-gun!” “Take away his rifle!” “Put
Lim collecting cigarette cards!” A less frequent
ocenrrence is when a dug-out catches fire. A -
couple of days ago the sound of laughter sll up a
eertain hillside attracted one. There was a dug-

out, far up the slope, burning merrily, the water-
prosf sheet whicii acted for a roof sbout half con-
ctied, and the two owners perspiring like dray
herses while they flogged the flawes out as you
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would flog a bush fire.  As the nearest approach
to water one of them began to dal the roof with n
wet towel.  In the midst of these exertions there
came from a similar terrace of villa residences
high up on the other side of the valley, exactly as
it used often to come in the early days at night-
fall, a high-pitched voice—* Put that light out,
vou men.”

Gana TrmpE, 11th July.—In some ways it is
deadly wearying waiting day after day on a liftle
triangle of mountain and gully about as hig as a
fair sized horse paddock. Of course the big events
are the arrival of mails, or the issue of bread in-
stead of bisenit. But there are other events
almost daily in some part of the line. Life is like
a daily visit to a picture show.

The Tnrks have been making tremendous pre-
parations to defend Kilid Bahr against us; they
have tumed the place into a kind of Gibraltar.

Likening this end of Gallipoli to a foot one may
say that the British are across the toes of i. We
are hanging on to the instep, and between the two
of us, but rather on the other side of the peninsula
in front of the heel, is the high flat topped trian-
gular upland known as the Kilid Bahr platean.
The upper edge of that platean is almost like a huge
ecastle wall running all round the top for miles,
so steep is if. And sheltered down behind it on
the edge of the Dardanelles somewhere where we
cannot see it is the eollection of forts known as
Kilid Bahr. These forts and the lines around
them have played practically no part in the fight-
ing up to the present, and T daresay—though T
personally know no more about it than any soldier
in the forces—that the main batteries on the
platean and in the country between us and the
British and French have not yet heen unmasked.
But one can see the Turks daily fortify the
plateau. On the nearest corner of it to us has
appeared a huge dark lump looking like a great
heaped up bonfire all ready to set ablaze. Some
of the men thought that this was what it was. I
have not the least idea what it is really. A little
further south, on the edge of the side of the ridge
facing the Gulf of Saros, is a set of three similar
mounds 2ll close together. T had a look at them
the other morning just before sunrise—the tele-
scope showed one quite clearly a couple of men
strolling to the edge of the precipice looking over,
and pointing to various parts of the flats helow.
The mounds looked as though they might have
something to do with a batfery of heavy guns,
one to fire upon us and the other three to face the
Allies down south, but {hat was a pure aness.

Anyway the Turks have been doing some work
near these big mounds; you can see them with
rails or baulks of timber; and our warships have
from time to time been husy preventing thent.
Such a bombardment, whenever it occurs, has been
the main side show for the past ten days. It was
the Lord Nelson—a battleship of the latest era he-
fore the Dreadnought, with a very heavy battery
of 12-inch and 9.2 inch guns, that began it. She
came out for an afternoon to shell Chanak fort
ont the other side of the Dardanelles. T think the
authorities had heard that there was a big collee-
tion of stores there. After she had been firing
for a short time, a column of smoke began to
elimb up into the sky from hehind the plateau, It
rose straight into the air for perhaps 5,000 fect.
and from there drifted away southward, caught, T
suppose, by some upper current of air. Fair on
top of the column of smoke sat a big thundercloud
as round and compact as a cauliffower. Whether
it was caused by the smoke column or by the two
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conflieting air currents I do not know, but there
it sat like & erown on the top of that column for
the hulf of an afternoon. While the Lord Nelson
was shelling Chanak, a battery of four, or possibly
eight, guns opened on her from the top of the
Kilid Bahr plateau, not far from the big mounds
mentioned above. You could see the little stabs
of flame and the breath of the gun, as it were—
oue, two, three, four—and then again one, two,
three, four, one after the other along the crest as
it fired salvo after salvo. The shells were splash-
ing in the water around the Lord N elson, but she
tock not the faintest notice of them—she ignored
that hattery altogether, and went on steadily firing
at Chanak. A few daysIater a monitor—something
very mach like a floating flatiron—came along.
She stood a long way out, and within half-an-hour
shie had more or less flattened out one of those big
mounds.  The next time it was a cruiser which
suddenly turned up oue evening and plastered the
flats to the south for an hour with shell in seareh
of some object that we could not see. At times
the shell would go over a low hill behind which
rans the road to the Turkish lines in the south.
Then a fountain of brown ecarth would rise from
one field, and presently another fountain from a
hillside next to it, and then another from the
rear slope of a valley—all'in rear of the Turkish
lines opposite the Allies. Those lines themsclves
ave still over the horizon from us on the forward
stopes of the hills behind Krithia. But through
a telescope you can almost always pick up at any
time of the day a movement of some sort—some
distant black inscet crawling along a patch of
shimmering road—a train of camels going across
the top of the platean—a group of men on horses
which may be a divisional staff, or a gun teant or a
eavalry patrol.

The last side show was only yesterday. The
Lord Nelson came out again and fairly tore out
by the roots the carth on the top of that platean.
It leapt into tle air in great geysers, and then
slowly floated away in Dhrown clouds. Several
times one saw rocks or Tumps of some material
thrown up 40 or 50 feet like rockets. Onece in
the thick of the cloud I saw a long beam of timber
or a rail slowly lift up one end as if the other were
on a hinge, and then disappear again into the
cloud.  Evidently there was some work there
which one had no suspicion of from here. While
the Lord Nelson was firing, another Turkish bat-
tery—one that we know very well—some guns in
a grove of olive trees in the plain about 2 miles
to the south of us—started firing at her. One
could see them clearly from Anzae. Tt was plucky
of that battery, reallv. Ome could see its shells
hitting ihe big warship all right—iwo of them to-
gether bursting on her side and her deck—ithe
majority dropping with white splashes into the
water close beside her. But for all the harm he
could de the commander of that battery might
as well have been firing at her with a peashooter.
All he eould well hope to do was to kill 2 man or
two through some porthole, and turn those huge
explosions which were crambling up important
positions upon the plateau on to himself. He did
get one or two big shells in the end.

It was during this firing that a curious four
The baitleship was
firing on the battery on the cliff top. A battery
in the olive grove was firing on the warship. Our
guns at Anzac were firing on the battery in the
olive grove. Our men began to come out on to the
ridges to see the fun. The observers for a Turkish
fun far away to the north saw them there, and
firned their gun on to the spectators. And it is
quite probable that another of our guns was tirned
on to this Turkish gun to silence it,
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That was yesterday. The following is an ex-
tract from my diary to-day:—" Sunday, 1ith
July.—This morning before I woke, the monitor
came with one destroyer. It was 4 o’clock, and
there was just light enough to see the four mounds
on Kilid Bahr plateau outlined against the sky.
The monitor was firing both her guns as fast as
she could; by the time L was up, the mounds were
wmounds no longer. You could not even see
through your glasses where they had been. It was
as though you had taken a razor and shaved them
clean away.”

GaBa TEee, 11th July.—Last Sunday night, a
week to-day, we exploded a mine under one corper
of one of the enemy’s trenches. It was not an
incident that attracted a great deal of attention,
because when you come to this sort of warfare the
blowing up of mines is a very common affair. The
tunnel we had been steadily burrowing was
reckoned to be pretty well under this trench, about
50 yards in fromt of our own trench. The en-
gineers laid a good big charge, tamped up a good
sturdy barricade of earth across the tunnel behind
it to prevent the explosion from blowing back, and
then fired 1t. A geyser of earth shot up into the
air.  The Turks set up a rapid firing. The
noise died down, and in the morning there was one
angle of the enemy’s trench looking a good deal
the worse for wear and a fair-sized crater just in
front of it in the serub. The end of our tuopel
was now the barricade of bags which had formed
the backing for the explosion.  All was quiet
until the Thursday, when a little before midday
there were clear sigus that the enemy was in that
erater and was working. e seemed to be re-
moving some of the bags from the other side of
that barricade. By about 2 o’clock a streak of
light appeared through a crevice in the barricade.
Clearly the enemy was removing the bags so fast
that he would soon be through. The authorities
o the spot decided to bomb the enemy out of the
crater. Before the bombs were thrown some of
the men in the tunnel were withdrawn in order
that no harm might come to them from the explo-
sion. This order was sent along and then the
bombs were fired from a mortar.

The order to withdraw some of the men was
twisted in being passed along into an order to
withdraw all the men. The tunnel was empty
after the explosion. Fifteen minutes later the
guard went hack. As the leading man eame round
a slight bend near the end of the tunnel, he saw
daylight at the end of it; and there, silhouetted
against the daylight, was the moving figure of 2
Turk. The bombs had not driven the Turks out
of the crater—if anything, they had driven them
into it. They had simply picked up the sand-
bags, moved 10 feet along the tunmpel with them,
and then built up awother barrieade across cur
own tunnel with our own bags to protect them.

The colonel of a Victorian battalion which held
this part of the line at once went down himaelf to
sec the situation. As he cleared the last dark
corner of the tunuel he caught a glimpse of white
daylight above the barricade. Ewvidenily they
had not built ii right to the roof. The next
instant a Turkish sentry blazed at him through a
loophole just below. The sentry had heard the
notse of them moving through the tummel and fired
into the dark. He hit a man who was with the
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colonel, but the colonel waited in the dark until &
couple of his officers came down and then arranged
to put a barricade across the tunnel about 4 yards
from the enemy’s barricade. Bebind this bar-
ricade our guard could hear the Turkish guard
4 yards away laughing and chatting, evidently
very pleased at the march which they had stolen
upon us.

The Turks held 10 feet of our tunnel—they were
firing from their crater on to our sandbags—until
exactly 3.30 yesterday afternoon. Then our
engineers fired a second charge which they had
laid a little further back. It practically turned
the tunnel into a gun, and the sandbag barricades
and the Turks themselves into shot. The ex-
plosion blew right through the trench and eame out
not only in the old erater but in the Turkish trench
itself. = Last night, being nervous after our ex-
plosion, the Turks blew up three of their own
mines not far from the same part of the line.
One sent into the air an immense shower of earth
uot faxr from our trenches. Two others exploded
not very far from the Turkish trench itself. It
was splendid as fireworks, and the nearer ex-
plosion half buried one poor fellow in débris and
caused some internal injury from which, or from
the shock, he died. We have turned our end of
{he tunnel into a bombproof pit. The Turks have
dug a treneh into their erater. This morning
three or four of them tried to rush our pit, and
were shot. .

That was one week’s excitement as far ag min-
ing was concerned; other wecks have been much
like it, but less eventful, Yesterday morning oc-
corred one of the periodical sniping incidents.

It had been noticed that early every morning
there appeared at a certain part of the Turkish
line an officer whose bearing and actions seemed to
show that he was a senior officer making a tour of
inspeetion. He would turn up fairly punciually,
stund chatting to the men and officers in the trench
around him--he had a very pleasant smile, and
through the telescope you could see two rows of
briliiant white teeth as he turned to right and lefi,
making himself pleasant to the occupants of the
post. In fact, be was doing his duty as a staff
officer should do, going to see the trenches and the
men personally and taking whatever danger this
duty involved just as they did. FEach morning
before leaving he would ask some sniper for a rifle
and would settle down on the parapet and have a
couple of shots before going. This game may
have been worth playing—if the men were very
depressed it may have put heart into them; it is
hard o judge without knowing the eircumstances,
but there was always a risk that the result wounld
be the very reverse. The snipers of ome of our
battalions decided to wait for this officer. They
had a certain comfortable position from which
they could see him-—they had shot nine men from
there within a few days. Yesterday morning some
old rifle club shots lay up for him. Sure enough
a little after dawn the officer appeared. He bor-
rowed the rifle as usual, and leaned on the para-
pet. One of the snipers fired. A spurt of dust
flicked the distant parapet just to the right of the
officer. He leant there as unconcernedly as ever,
Then a spurt of dust rose elose on his left. He
st have known what that meant, but he took
not the least notice.  The sniper fired again;
there was no duvst this time, but the officer threw
up his hands and dropped his rifle. Well, he was
an enemy worth fighting,
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