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The reader le hereby cautioned against regard.
lng this narrative as in any way official.

It in merely a record of the personal experi-
ences of a member of the Firat Newfoundland
Regiment, but the Încidente deecribed ail actu-
aIly occurred.



TRENCH ING AT
GALLIPOLI

CHÂPTER I

GETIN THMR

41 REAT BRITAIN is at War."GThe announcement came to Newfound-
land out of a clear sky. Confirming it, came the
news of the assurances of loyalty from the differ-
ent colonies, expressed iu terme of men and equip-
ment. Newfoundland was not to be outdone.
Her population is a littie more than two hun-

dred thousand, and her isolated position made
garrisons unneccessary. Her only semnblance of
military training was her city brigadesl. People

remembered that in the Boer War a handful of

Newfoundlanders had enlisted. in Canadian regi

mente, but never before had there been any talk

of Newfoundlaild sending a contingent made up

entirely of her own people and repreetiiig her
3
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as a colony. From the posting of the flrst no-
tices bearing the simple message, "4Your Ring
and Country Need You,"1 a motley crowd
etreamed into, the armory in St. John's. The
city brigades, composed mostly of Young, beau-
tifully fit athletes from rowing crews, football
and hockey teams, enlsted i a body. Every
train from the interior brougit; lumbermen, fresh
from the mills and forests, husky, steel-muscled,
pugnaclous at the most peaceful times, frankly
spoiliug for excitement. From the outharbors
and flshing villages came callous-banded flsher-
men, with backs a littie bowed fromt straining
at the oar, accustomed to a life of danger. Ev-
ery day there came to the armory loose-joluted,
easy-swinging trappers and woodsmen, simple.
spoken young men, who, in offering their keen-
neas of vision and surenese of marksmansip,~
were volunteering their ail.

It was ideal material for soldiers. lu two days
many more than the requlred quota had presented
themseives. Only five hundred men could be pre-
pared in time to cross wlth the firet contingent of
(Janadians. Over a thousand men off ered. A
corps of doctors asked impertinent questions
concerning nien's ancestors, inspecteci teeth.
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measured and pounded chesta, demanded gym-

nantie situnts, and finally sorted out the best for

the first contingent. The disappointed ones

were consoled by news of another contingent to

follow in six weeks. Some men, turned down

for minor defects, immediately went to hospital,
were treated, and enlisted in the next contingent

Seven weeks after the outbreak of war the

Newfoundllanders joined the flotilla containing

the first contingent of Canadians. Escorted by
cruisers and air scouts they crossed the Atiantie
safely and went under canvas in the mud and

wet of Salisbury Plain, in October, 1914. To the

men from the interior, raim and exposure were

nothing new. Runting deer in the woode and

birds in the marehes means just such conditions.

The others 'soon became hardened to it. They

had about settled down when they were sent on

garrison duty, first to Fort George in the north

of Scotland, and then to Edinburgh Castie. Ten

months of bayonet-ftgliting, physical drill, and

twenty-mile route marches over Scottish hilla

molded them into trim, erect, bronzed soldiers.

In July of 1915, while the Newfoundlanders

were under canvas at Stob's Camp, about fifty

miles from Edinburgh, I was transferred to Lon-
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don to keep the records of the regiment for. the
War Office. At any other time I ehoul d have
welcomed the appointment. But then it looked
like quitting. The battalion had juet received
orders to move to Alderehot. While we were
garrisoning Edinburgh Cautle, word came of the
landing of the Australiane and New Zealanders
at Gallipoi. At Ypres, the Canadiane had juet
then recaptured their guns and, made for them-
selves a deatblees name. The Newfoundlandwe
feit that as coloniale they had been overlooked.
They were not militarietic, and they hated the
ordinary routine of arniy life, but they wanted to
do their eliare. That was the epirit ail through
the regiment. It wae the epirit that poseee<
theni on the long-waited-for day at Alderehot
when Kitchener hlmself pronounced them Il just
the men I want for the Dardanellee."

That day at Alderehot every man was given a
chance to go back to Newfoundland. They had
enlisted for one year only, and any man that
wished to could demand to be sent home at the
end of the year; and when Kitchener revleweti
them, ten months of that year had gone. With
the. chance to go home in his graep, every man of
the liret battalion reënlisted for the duration of
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the war. And Lt is on record to their eternal
honor, that during the week preceding their de-
parture fromn Aldershot, breaches of discipline
were uuknown; for over their heads hung the
fear that they would be punished by being kept
back from active service. To break a rule that
week carried with it the suspicion of cowardice.
This was the more remarkable, because many of
the men were fishermen, trappers, hunters, and
lumbermen, who, until their enlistment had said
"lSir"1 to no man, and who gloried Lu the réputa-
tion given them by One inspecting officer as "4the
MOst undisciPliued lot he had ever seen."1 From
the day the Canadians left Salisbury Plain for
the trenches Of Flanders, the Newfoundlanders
had been obsessed by One idea.. they muet get to
thue front.

I was Ln London when i heard o! the inspection
at Aldershot by Lord Kitchener, and of its re-

sults. I had expected to be able to rejoin my
battalion in time to go with them to the Darda-
nelles; but when I applied for a transfer, I was
told that 1 should have to stay in London. I

tried to imagine mysel! explaining it to my

friends in No. il section who were moo tc> em-

bark for the Mediterranean. Apart altogether
7
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fromn that, I Lad gone through nearly a year o:
training, had slept on the ground ln wet clothes
Lad drilled from early morning tili late after
noon, and was perfectly fit. It had been prettj
strenuous training, and 1 did not want to wast(
it lu an office.

That evening 1 applied to the captain in chargt
of the office for a pass to Aldershot to bld good-bý
to my friends lu the regliment. He granted it:
and the next morning a train whirled me througb
pleasaflt English country to Aldershot. At the
station I met an EnglisL Tommy.

IlI suppose you 're looking for the Newfound.
landers,"l Le said, glancing at my sLoulder badges.
1 wae stili wearlng the service uniformn 1 Lad
worn lu camp lu Scotland, for I Lad not been
regularly attached to the office force lu London.

gravel i
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swinging ini through one of- the gaps between the
lines.

IlCompany, at the halt, facing left, formn close
column of platoons." Company B of the First
Newfoundland Regiinent swung into position and
halted in the square just ini front of their quar-
ters. IlCompany, Dismisse!" iands smacked
smartly on rifle stocks, heels clicked together,
and the men of B Company fell out. A gray-
haired, iron-mustached soldier, indelibly stamped
English regular, carrying a bucket of swill acros
the square to, the dump, stoppedl to watch thein.

IlWonder who the new lot is? " said he to, a
comrade lounging near. IlI cawn't place their
bloomin' badge."

"l'Ave n't you 'eard?" said, the other. "Blaw-
sted coloniale; Canydians, I reckon."

A tali, loose-jointed, sandy-haired. youth who
approached the two was unmistakably a colonial;
there was a certain rangineas that no auxount of
drilling could ever entirely eradicate.

"H ello, Poppa," he greeted the gray-haired
one, who had now resumed bis journey toward
the dump. IlWhat will you answer when your
children say, ' Daddy, what part did you play in
the great war?' "
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He of the swill bucket spat contemptuously,
disdaining to answer. The sandy-haired youth
continued airily across the square and up the
stairs that led to hie quartere. 1 followed him
up the stairs and tlirough a door on which was
printed IlThirty-two men," and below, ini challk:
"lB Company." We entered a long, bare-look-
ing room, dowu each side of which rau rows of
iron cots. Equipmneuts were plled neatly on the
beds and on shelves above; two iron-legged, bar-
raek-room tables and a few benches completed
the furniture. At on1e of the tables sat two
young men. One of them, a massively built
young giant, loeked up as the door epened.

"H1ello, Art," lie said to My conductor.
"lYou 'rejust the man we want. Do't you want
to join us in a party to go up to London?"

Il No," answered Art; "lif you break leave this
week, you don't get to the front."

The big fellow stretched hie massive fraxue i
a capaclous yawn.

IlI don't think we '11 ever get te the front," lie
said. "lThis is n't a regiment. It 's an eflicers'
training corps. They gave out a lot more stripes
te-day, and one fellow got a star - made hlm a
second lieutenant. Yen 'd think thia was the
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American army; it 's nothing but stars and
stripes. Soon 't wMl be an honor to be a private.
The worst of it is, they 'Il corne along to me and
say, ' What 's your naine and number?'1 The
only time they ever talk to me is to ask me my
namne and number; and when 1 tell them, they
put me on crime for not calling them ' Sir,' and
when I don't they have me up for insolence."

Art laughed. IlCheer up, old boy," hie said;
"you '11 soon be at the front, and then you won't

have to cali anybody ' Sir.'I
IlWhat 's the latent news about the regiment?"

I inquired of my conductor.
IlI suppose you know that the King and Lord

Kitchener reviewed us," hie said, Iland this after-
noon we are to be reviewed once more. It 's a
formality. We should leave this evening or to-
morrow for the front. I suppose we '11 go to
some seaport town and embark there."1

While -we were talking a bugle blew.
"There 's the cock-house bugle," said Art.
"Come along and have some dinner with us."

Rie took some tin dishes from the shelves above
the beds, gave me one, and we joined in the rush
down the stairs and across the square to the
cook house.
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In the army, the cook bouse corresponds to
the dining-room of civilization. B Compaily
cook bouse was a long, narrow, wooden build-
ing. On each side of a miiddle aisie that led to
the kitchen were plain wooden tables, each ae-
cornrodating ixteen men, eight oneach side.
When we arrived, the building was full. When
you are eating as the guest of the Goveruxuent,
there is no hostess to reserve for you the choice
portions; therefore it behooves you to corne early.
In the arrny, if you are not there at the beginning
of a meal, you go hungry. Thus are inculcated
habits of punctuality. But if you are called and
the mealisl not ready, you have your revenge.
Two hundred and sixty-two men of B Company
were showing their disapproval of the cooks' lack
of punctuality. Sereeches, yells, and cat cries
rivaleti the din of staxnping feet and the bang-
ing of tin dishes. Occasionally the door of the
kitchen swung open and afforded a glimpse of
three sweating cooke aud their group of help-
ers, working frenziedly. Sometirnes the noise
stoppeti long enough to allow some spokesman to
express hie opinion of the cooks, and their fituess
for their jobs, with that delightful simplicity andi
charming candor that made the language of the
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First Newfoundland Regiment so refreshing.
Loud applause served the double purpose of en-
couraging the speakers and drowning the reply
of the incensed cooks. This was a pity, because
the language of an army cook is worth heariing,
and very enlightening. Men who 1formerly
prided themselves on their profanity bave lis-
tened, envious and subdued, awed by the origi-
nality and scope of a cuok's vocabulary, and
thenceforth quit, realizing their own amateurish-
ness. Occasionally, thou'gl, one of the cooke
stung to retort, would appear, wiping his bande
un hie overafle, and in a few well-chosen phrases,
cuver some of the more recent exploite of the
one who had angered him, or endeavor to clear
his own character , always in language brilliant,
fluent, and descriptive.

But the longest wait mnuet corne to an end,
and at last the door of the kitchen swung open
and the helpers appeared. Borne mysterious
mess fund bad been tapped, and that day.dinner
was particularly good. First camne soup, then
a liberal belping of roast beef, with potatoes,
tomatoes, anid peas, followed by plum pudding.
B Company suon finished. In the army, dinner
is a thing not of ceremony, but of necessity.

15
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I dld flot wait for my sandy-haired frîend; his
naine, I gathered, was Art Pratt. Hle and a
neighbor were adjusting a différence regardi2ng
the ownership of a combination kxiife, fork, and
spoon. 1 found my way back to the room marked
IlThirty.two men." Just au I entered, I heard
the bugle sound the Ilhaif-hour dress."1

Ail about the room men were busy shlnlng
shoes, polishing buttons, rolling puttees, and ad-
justing equipinents. This took time, a.ud the
hall hour for preparation soon passed. In the
square below, ait the sound of the IlFal In,"
eleven hundred men of the first battalion of the
Firet Newfoundland Regiment sprang briskly to
attention. After their commanding officer had
inspected thein, the battalion formed into col-
umn of route. As the tail of the column swung
througli the square, I joixied i. A short march
along the Aldershot Road brouglit us to the
dusty parade ground. Here we were drawn up
i review order, to await the inspecting general.

When he arrived, ho rode quickly through the
lUnes, thon ordered the men to be formed into
a three-sldod square. From the center of tlis
humain stadiuin be addressed thein,

"Men of the First Newfoundland Regiment,9>
16
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said lie, Ila week ago you were reviewed by Ris
Majesty the King and by Lord Kitchener. On
that day, Lord Kitchener told you that you were
just the men lie needed for the Dardanelles. 1
have been deputed to tell you that you are to
embark to-night. You have corne many miles to
help us; and when you reacli the Dardanelles,
you will be opposed by the bravest figliters in
the world. It is my duty and my pleasure on
behalf of the Britishi Government and of Hia
Majesty the King to thank you and to wish you
God-speed."l

This was the moment the Newfoundlanders
had been waiting for for nearly a year. Front
eleven bundred throats broke forth wave upon
wave of cheering. Then carne an instant's hueli,
the bugle band played the general sainte, and
the regiment presented arme. Gravely the gen-
eral acknowledged the compliment, spurred hie
biorne, and rode rapidly away. The regirnent re-
forrned, marched back to barracks, and dis-
missed.

I joined the crowd that pressed around the
board ou which were posted the daily orders.
My friend Art Pratt was acting as spokes-
man.
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"lA and B Companies leave bere at eight thij
evening,"1 be said. IlC and D Oompanies aji
hour later. They marcb to Aldershot railwa3
station, and entrain there."1

I left the group around the board and walkeè
over to the office of the adjutant. Re was busj
givi2ng instructions about Isa baggage.

"Well," he saidI , "wbat do you want?"
"I waut to go with the battalion this even

ing, sir," I said.
He questioned me; and wben be found out ail

the facts, told me that I could n't go. 1 did n'l
wait any longer. As I went out the door, ]
could jumt hear hlm murmur something about m3
flot baving the necessary papers. But I was n'l
tbinking of papers just thon. 1 was wonidering
how I could get away. I vowed that if 1 coulè
possibly do it I would go with the battalion. 1
was passing one of the stairways when I hearJ
smre one yell, IlIs that you, Corporal Galli.

haw?" I tnrned. It was Sarn Hiscock, one ol
My old section.

"lHello, Samn," I said. IlI did n't know wher(
to look for old No. il section. Tboy 'vo all beeic
cbanged about ince tbey came bore."

"lCorne up this way," maid Sam, and 1 foi
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lowed hlm up the stairs anid into a room occu-
pied by the men of NÇo. Il section, my old sec-
tion at Stob's Camp in Scotland.

Dlsconsolately 1 told them my plight, and dis-
closed my plan guardedly. Sam Hliscock, faith-
fui and loyal to his section, voiced the sentiment.
"lCorne on with old No. il; we '11 look after you.
Ail you have to do is hang around here, and
when we 're inoving off just faîl lu with us, and
nobody '11 notice then; 't will be dark."1

IlThe big trouble is," 1 said, IlI have no equip-
ment, no overcoat, no kit-bag; lu fact, no any-
thing.">

IlYou 've got a ramn coat,"1 said Pierce Power,
"and I 've got a beit you can have." Another

offered a piece of shoulder strap, and some one
else volunteered to show me where a pile of
equipments were kept lu a room. I followed hlm
out to, the room. In the corner a man was sit
ting on the floor, smoking. HIe was the guard
over the equipments. H[e belonged to, an Eng-
lish regiment, and so did the equipments. Sam
Hiscock engaged bim lu conversation for a few
minutes. The tople he introduced was a timely
one: beer. While Hiscock and the guard went
to the canteen to do some research work lu
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beverages, I took his place guarding the equlpý
ments. 13y the time the two returned 1 had
managed to acquire a passable looking kit. ]
spent the rest of the afternoon golng around
among my friends and telllng them what I pro.
posedl to do. At eight o'clock I joined the crowd
that cbeered A and B Companies as they moved
away, ini charge of the adjutant and the colonel.
When the major called C and D Companies to
attention, I feul i with My old section C Comn-
pany. The lieutenant li charge of the platoon
1 was wlth saw me, but lu the dusk lie could flot
recognize my face. 1 was thankful for the con-
veulent darkiuess; anid because it was fear of his
invention that caused Ît, 1 blessed the name of
Count Zeppelin.

UWhere 's your rifle? le asked the lieutenant.
'Have n't got one, sir," I sald.

The lieutenant called the platoon sergeant.
"Sergeant," he unapped, Ilget that man a rile."

The sergeant doubled baek to the barraeks and
returned wlth a rifle. The lieutenant moved
away, and 1 had just begun to congratulate my-
self, when disaster overtook me. The platooxi
was numbered off. There was oue maxi too xnany,
anid of course 1 was the mani. The lieutenant
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did not waete any time in vain controverey. Hle
ordered me out of hie platoon.

"Where shall I go?" I aeked.
"As far as I arn conceruedl" lie answered,

"you eau go straight to heul."
I left his platoon; but wheu 1 did, 1 carried

with me the precioue rifle. The sergeant, a thor.
ough mani, had been thoughtful enough to bring
with it a bayouet.

The time had now corne to riek everythiug on-
one throw. I did. In the army, ail orders from
the commanding oficer of a regiment are traue-
mitted through the adjutant. I knew that both
the colouel and the adjutant had goue au hour
ago, and could not now be reached. go 1 walked
up to Captain March, the captain of D Com-
pany, saluted, aud told him, that I had been or-
dered to join hie company.

"Ordered by whom?" Ilie asked.
"By the Adjutant," said Il brazeuly.
"I have n't had auy ordere about that,"1 said

Captain Mardi.
Juet then, Captain O'Brien, who had en my

company commander li camp, came up. I thiuk
lie muet have known what 1 was trying to do.

"If the Adjutant said so, its' ail riglit,"1 he
21
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said, thus leavlng the burden of proof on me.
"lGo ahead then,"1 said Captain March; Ilfall

'ny
I fell in. We formed up, and sjwung out of

the square and along the road that led to the
station. At inter-vals, where a street lainp threw
a subdued glare, crowds cheered us; for even
Aldersiiot, clearing house of fighting forces, had
not yet ceased Wo thrill at the siglit of men Ieav.
ing for the front. Half an hour after we left
the barracks, we were ail safely stowed away in
the train, ten men in each of the cOlnpartment
coaches. Just as we were pulling out, a soldier
went froxu coach Wo coach, shakig hands witth
ail the men. He came to our coach, put his head
in through the window, and shook hauds witIh
each mani. 1 was on the inside. IlGood-by, old
chap," he said, then gasped in astonishment.
The train waa just beginning to move. It was
weil under way when he recovered himiself.
IlGallishaw," hse shouted, Ilyou Ire under arrest.")
It was the sergeant-major of the Record Office
I had quitted in London.

During war time lu England, troop trains have
th~e rlght of way over ail othera. Ail nigbt oiur
train rattied along, with only one stop. That

22
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waa at Exeter where we were given a lunch sup-
plied by the Mayoress and ladies of the town.

spent the night under the seat; for I thouglit
the sergeant-major might telegraph to baye the
trai searched for me. Early next morn.ig, we
shunted onto a wharf Ini Devonport, alongside
the couverted cruiser Megantic. Her aides were
afready lined with soldiers; another battalion of
eleven huudred mien, the Warwickshire Regi-
ment, was aboard. As soon as our battalion had
detraineci, I hid behind some boxes on the pier;
and when the last of the men were walking Up
the gangplank. I joined them. A steward
handed each man a ticket, bearing the number of
his berth. I received one wîth the rest. Since I
was in uniform, the steward had no way of tell-
ing whether or not I belonged to the Newfound-
landers.

AUl that day the Megantic stayed in port, wait-
ing for darkness to begîn the voyage. In the
afternoon, we pulled out into the stream; and
at sunset began threadinig our way between
buoys, down the tortuous channel to the open sea.
A couple of wicked..lookig destroyers escorted
us out of Devonport; but as soon as we had
cleared the harbor, they steamed up and shot

23
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ahead of us. The next morning they had disap-
peared. The first night out 1 ate nothing, but
the next day 1 managed to, secure a ticket to the
dining-room. With two battalions on board,
there was no room on the Megc&ntic for drills;
the only work we had was boat drill once a day.
Each man was assigned his place ini the life-
boats. At the stern of the ship a big 4.7 gui,
was mounted; and at varjous other points were
placed five or six machine guns, in preparation
for a possible submarine attack. In addition,
we depended for escape on our speed of twenty-
three to twenty-:five kuots.

During the boat drills, I stayed below with
the Warwickshire Regiment, or, as we calied
them, the Warwicks. This regiment wa.s formed
of men of the regular army, Who had been al
tbrough the firet gruelling part o! the campaîgn,
beginning with the retreat from Mous, to the
battle of the Marne. They were the remuants
of IlFrench's contemptible little army." Every
one of them had been wounded no seriously as
to be unable to retura to the front. Ordinarily
they would have been discharged, but they were
men whose whole lives had been spent ini the
army. Few of them were under forty, 80 they

24
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were now being sent to, Khartum in the Sudan,
for garrison duty. At night, I came on deck.
In the submarine area ships showed no lights,
so 1 could go around without fear of discovery.
The only people I had to avoid were the officers,
and the caste system of the army kept them to
their own part of the ship. The men 1 knew
would sooner eut their tongues ont than inform
on me.

Just before sunset of the third niglit out, be-
cause we passed several slips, we knew we were
approaching land. At nine o'clock, we were di-
rectly opposite the Rock of Gibraltar. After
we lad left Gibraltar behind, ail precautions
were doubled; we were now in the zone of sub-
marine operations. Ordinarily we steamed
along at eighteen< or nineteen knots; but the
night before we fetched Malta, we zigzagged
through the darkness, with engines throbbing at
top speed, until the entire slip quivered and
shook, and every boit groaned in protest. With
nearly three thousand lives in hie care, ur cap-
tain ran no risks. But the nigît passed without
incident. The next day, at noon, we were saf e
in« one of the fortified harbors of Malta.

Mfter we left Malta, since I knew 1 could not
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then be sent back to England, 1 reported myself
to the adjutant. Ne and the colonel were in
the orderly room, as the oiffice of a regiment ie
called. The sergeant-major in charge of the
orderly room bad been taken 111 two or three
days before, and the other mnen had been swamped
by the extra rush of clerical work, incident on
the departure of a regimnent for the front. Per-.
hape this had a good deal to do with the lenient
treatment 1 recelved. The adjutant came to the
point at once. That le a characterietic of ad-
jutants.

IlGallishaw,"1 he said, "ldo you want to corne
to work here?"'

"Yee sir," I answered.
"Ail right," be said; " you Ire poeted to, B

Company.»y
That nlght, it appeared in orders that IlLane-

Corporai Galliehaw has exnbarked wlth the bat-
talion, and is poeted to B Company for pay.>
The only comment the colonel made on the af-
fair was to say to the adj utant, IlI 've of ten heard
of men leaving a ship when she ie going on active
service, but V ve neyer heard of men stowing
away to get there.," Thus 1 went to work in the
orderly room; and in the orderly roorn I stayed

26



p

r4
p

J
1:;'

p

p

<t

<t

<t
fa
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until we arrived at Alexandria, Egypt, and en-
trained for Cairo. At Heliopolis, on the desert
near Cairo, we went into camp. There I joined
my company and drilled with it, and bade
good-by to the orderly room and ail its works.

We stayed ini Egypt only ten deys or no to
get accustomed to the beat, and to change our
heavy uniformas and hats for the light-weight
duck uniforms and sun helmets, suitable for the
climate on the Peiîsula of Gallipoli. The heat
at Heliopolis was too intense to permit of our
drilling very much. In the very early morning,
before the sun was really strong, we marched
out a mile acrose the desert, skirmished about
for an hour or so, and returned to camp for
breakfast. The rest of the day we were f ree.
Ordinarily we spent the morning sweltering hn
our marquees, saying unprintable and uncOm-
plimentary things about the Egyptian weather.
In the late afternoon and evening, we went to
Cairo. About a mile from where we were
camped, a street car liue rau into the city. To
get to it we generally rode acrosa the desert on
donkeys. Every afternoou, as soon as we had
finished dinner, littie native boys pestered us
to hire donkeys. They were the same boys who
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poked their heads into our marquees each morn.
ing and implored us to, buy papers. We needed
no reveille iu Egypt. The thing that woke us
was a native yelling IlEengaleesh paper, veera
good; veera, good, veera fiee; fifty thousand
Eengaleesh killed ini the Dardanelle; veera good,
veera fiee."1

About a quarter of a mile acrose the desert
from us was a camp for convalescent Australians
and New Zealauders. As soon as the Austra.
lhans found that we were colonials like them-
selves, they opeued their hearts to us iu the
breezy way that is characteristically Australian.
There is a Canadian hoSpital unit in Cairo. Qne
medical school from Ontario enlisted almost en
masse. Prof essors and pupils carry ou work
and lectures in Egypt just as they did, in Canada.
It was not; an uncommon thing to see ou a Cairo
street a group composed of an Australian, a New
Zealander, a Canadian, and a Newfoundlander.
And once we mauaged to rake up a South Afrî-
eau. The dlean-eut, alert-lookiug, brouzed Aus-
tralians, who impressed you as having been
raised far from cities, made a tremendous bit
with the Newfoundlanders. Oue chap who was
returniug home minus a leg, gave us a youug
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waillaby that he had brought with him from
Australia. One of our boys had a smali don-
key, not much larger than a collie dog, that he
bougbt fromn a native for a few shillings. The
men vied with each other in feeding the animais.
Some fellows took the kanigaroo one evening, and
hie acquired a taste for beer. The donkey's taste
for the same beverage was already well devel-
oped. A.fter that, the two were the center of
convivil gatherings. The wallaby got drunk
faster, but the donkey generally got away with
more beer. When we were certain we were to,
go to the front, a meeting was held in our mar.
quee. It was Unanimously decided that not a
man was to take a cent with hlm - everybody
was to leave for the front absolutely broke -"to

avoid litigation among our heire," the spokesmnan
said. The wallaby and the donkey benefited.
The night before we left the desert camp, they
were wined and dined. The next morning, the
kangaroo, bearing unmistakable marks of hie de-
bauch, showed up to, say good-by. We were not
allowed to take hlm with us, and he was rele-
gated to the Zoo in Cairo. The donkey, who had
been steadily mixlng his drinks from four o'clock
the afternoon before, did not see us go. When

si
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we moved off, he was lying unconscious under
one of the transport wagons.

Although we took advantage of every~ oppor-
tunity for pleasure, we had flot lost siglit of our
real object. We were grateful for a chance to
visit the Pyramiide, and enjoyed our meeting witli
the men front the Antipodes, but Egypt soon
palled. The Newfoundlanders' comment was al-
ways the samne. IlIt 's some place, but it is n't
the front. We came to fight, flot for siglitsee-
ing2y



CHAPTER II

THJ3RE]

T was with eleven hiundred eager spirits that
1 lined up onl a Sunday evening early in

Migust, 1915, on the deck of a troopship, in
Mudros Harbor, whlch lu the center of the his-
torie islaud of Lemnos, about fifty miles from
G1allipoli. Around us lay ail sorts of ships, from
ocean leviathaus to tiny launches and rowboats.
There were gray and black-painted troopere,
their rails Iined with soldiers, immense four-fun-
neled men-o'-war, and brightly lighted, white
hospital 8hips, with their red crosses outlined in
electric lights. The landing officer left us in a
littie motor boat. We watched hlm gide slowly
shoreward, where we could faintly discern
through the dusk the white of the tents that were
the headquarters for the army at Lemnos. To
the right of the tents, we could see the hospital
for wounded Australians and New Zealanders.
A French battleship dipped its flag as it passed,
and our boys sang the Marseillaise.
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A mail that had corne that day was being
sorted. Whule we waited, each man was served
with bis "liron ration." This consistèd of a one-
pound tin of pressed corn beef - the much-hated
and much-maligned Ilbully beef "_ a bag of bis-
cuits, and a small tin that held two tubes of
"Oxo," with tea and sugar in specially cou-
structed air-and-damp-.proof envelopes. This
was an emergency ration, to be kept in case of
direst need, and to be used only to ward off
actual starvation. After that, we were given
our ammunition, two hundred and fifty rounds
to each man.

But what brought home to me Most the se-
riousness of our venture was the solitary sheet
of letter paper with its envelope, that was given
to every man, to be used for a parting letter
home. For some poor chaps it was indeed the
laut letter. Tien we went over the side, and
aboard the destroyer that was to take us to Suvla
Bay.

The night had been welI chosen for a surprise
landing. There was no moon, but after a littie
while the stars came ont. Away on the port bow
we could see the dusky outline of land; and once,
when we were about balf way, an airship soared
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phantom-like out of the night, poised over us a
short time, then ducked out of sight. At firet
the word ran along the line that it was a hostile
airship, but a few inquiries soon reassured us.

Suddenly ve changed our direction. We were
near Cape Hellas, which is the lowest point of
the Peninsula of GallipoIL Under Sir Ian Ham-
ilton's scheme, it was here that a decoy party
was to land to draw the Turks from Anzac. Si-
multaiieously, an overwhelming force was to land
nt Suvia Bay and at Anzac, to make a surprise
attack on the Turks' rigbt fiank. Presently, we
were going up shore past the wrecked steamer
River Clyde, the famous "'Ship of Troy," from
the side of which the Australians had issued af ter
the ship had been beached; past the shore hithert o
nameless, but now known as Anzac. Australian,
iNew Zealand, Army Corps, those five letters
stand for; but to those of us who have been on
Gallipoli, they stand for a great deal more: they
represent the achievement of the impossible.
Tbey are a glorious record«o sacrifice, reckless
devotion, and unselfish courage. To put each
letter there cost the men from Australasia ten
thousand of their best soldiers.

And so we edged our way along, fearing mines,
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or, even more dîsastrous than mines, discovery
by the enemy. From. the Australasians over at
Anzac, we could hear desultory rifle tire. Once
we heard the boom of smie big guns that seemed
almost alongalde the ship. Four hours ît tooii
us to go flfty miles, in a destroyer that could
make thirty-two knots easily. By one o'clock,
the stars bad disappeared, and for perhaps three
quarters of an hour we edged our way through
pitch darkness. We gradually slowed down,
until we had almost stopped. Something
scraped along our side. Somebody Said it was
a floating mine, but it turned ont to be a huoy
that had been put there by the navy to mark the
channel. Out of the gloom directly in front
smre one hailed, and our people answered.

IlWho have you on board? " we heard the
casual English voice say. Then came the reply
from our colonel:

" Newfoundlanders."
There was to me something reassuring about

that cool, self-contained voice out of the night.
It made me feel that we were being expected
and looked after.

"lMoire up those boats," 1 heard the English
volce say, and from rlght under our bow a naval
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TRERE

lauuch, with a middy in charge, swerved along-
side. la a littie while it, with its string of
boats, was securely fastened.

Just before we weut into the boats, thie ad-
jutant passed me.

Il'Well," he said, Ilyou Ive got your wish. In
a few minutes you 'il be ashore. Let me know
bow you like it when you 're there a littie while."

IlYes, sir," 1 said. But 1 neyer had a chance
to tell him. The first shrapnel sheli fired at the
Newfouudlanders burst near him, and ho had
scarcely lauded wheu hie was tak-en off the Peuiu.
sula, seriously wounded.

In a short time we had ail filed into the boat@.
There was no noise, no excitemnt; just uow and
then a whispered command. I was in a tug with
about twenty others who, formed the rear guard.
The wiud had freshened considerably, and was
now blowing so hard that our unwieldy tug dared
not risk a laudiug. We came iu near euough
to watch the other boats. About twenty yards
trom shore they grouuded. We could see the
boys jump over the side and wade ashore.
Through the half darkuess we could barely dis-
tinguish them forming up on the beach. Soon
they were lost to sight.
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During the Turkish summer, dawn cornes
early. We transhipped from Our tug to a
lighter. When it grounded on the beach, day
was just breaking. Daylight disclosed a steeply
siloping beach, scarred with ravines. The place
where we landed ran between sheer cliffs. A
short distance up the hll we could see our bat.
talion digging themselves ini. To the left I
could see the boats of another battaion. Even
as I watched, the eneny's artillery located them.
It was the firet sheil I lad ever leard. It came
over the hli close to me, screeching through the
air like an express train going over a bridge at
night. Just over the boat 1 was watching it
exploded. A few of the soldiers slipped quietly
from their seats to the bottom of the boat. At
flrst I did flot reali'ze that anybody lad been hit.
There was no sign of anything having happened
out of the ordinary, no confusion. As soon as
the boat touched the beach, the wounded men
were carried by their mates up the bill to a temn-
porary dressing station. The firet shell was the
beginning of a bornbardment. 111Beachy Bill,"
a battery that we were to, become better ac-
quainted with, was in excellent shape. Every
few minutes a shell burst close to us. Shrapnel
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bullets and fragments of sheli casing forced us
to huddle under the baggage for protection. A
littie to the left, nmre Australians were severely
punished. Sheli after sheil burst among them.
A regiment of Sikh troops, mule drivers, and
transport men were caught half way up the
beach. Above the din of falling shrapnel and
the shriek of flyig sheils rose the piercing
screarn of wounded mules. The Newfound-
lauders dld not escape. That morning IlBeachy
Bill's " gunners played no favorites. On al
aides the shrapnel camne in a shower. Less often
a cloud of thick black smoke, and a hole twenty
feet deep showed the landîng place of a high
explosive shell. The most amazing thing was the
coolness of the men. The Newfoundlanders
might have been practising trench digging in
camp in Scotland. When a man was hit, sme
one gave him, firet aid, directed the stretcher
bearers where to find him, and resumed digging.

About nine, I was told off to go to the beach
with one man to guard the baggage. We picked
our way carefully, taking advantage of every bit
of cover. About haif way down, we heard the
warning shriek of a shell, and threw ourselves
on our faces. Almost instantly we were in
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the center of a perfect whirlwind of shelis.
IlBeachy BUI " had just located a lot of Aus-
traliaiis, digging themselves in about fifty yards
away from, us. The first few shelis fell short,
but only the firet fewv. After that, the Turkish
gunners got the range, and the Australlans had
to, move, followed bythe sheils. As soon as we
were mure that the danger was over, we contin-
lied to, the beach, and aboard the lighter that
contained our baggage. We had not hadl a
chance to, get any breakfast before we started,
but the sergeant of our platoon had promised
to, send a corporal and another man to relieve
us iu two hours. About twelve o'clock the
sergeant appeared, to tell me to wait until one
o'clock, when I should be relieved. Ile brought
the news that the adjutant had been wounde(i
seriously in the armn and leg. At the very be-
ginning of the bombardment, a sheil had hit hlm.
Abouit forty of our mien had been hit, the mer-
geant said, and the regiment wam preparlng to
change its position. H1e showed us the new po-
sition, and toId us to rejoin there as soon as
relieved.

About a hundred yards to the rlght of us rose
a clii! that prevented our boat beiug seen by the
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enemy. The Turks were devoting their attention

to some boats landing well to the left of us. The

officer in charge of landing was taking advan-

tage of this and had a gang near un workîng on

dugouts for stores and supplies. Rîght under

the cliffs a detachment of engineers were build-

ing a Ianding as coolly as if they were at home.

Every fifteen or twenty minutes, to show us that

he was stili doing business, IlBeachy Bill I sent

over a few sheils in our direction. The gunners

could not see us, but they wanted to warn us

not to presume too much. As soon as the first

sheil landed near us, the officer in charge

shouted nonchalantly, IlTake cover, everybody."

He waited until he was certain every man had

found a hiding place, then effaced himself. The

courage of the officers of the English army

amounts almost to foolhardiness. The men to,

relieve us did not arrive at once, as promiSed.

The hot afternoon passed s3lowly. Bach hour

was a repetition of the preceding one. IlBeachy

Bill"' was surpassing bimself. From far out in

the bay our warships replied.
About five o'clock 1 espied one o! the New-

foundlaud lieutenants a little way up the beach

in charge o! a party of twenty men. I signaled
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to him, and he came down to our boat. The
party had corne to unload the baggage. When
I asked the lieutenant about being relieved, lie
told me that lie had sent a corporal and one
man down about one o'clock, and 'ordered me
back to the reginent to, report to, Lieutenant
Steele. Hait way up the beach we found Lieu-
tenant Steele. The corporal sent down to re-
lieve me, lie told me, had been hit by a sheil just
after lie left hie dugout. The man with him
had flot been heard from. I went back to, the
beach, and found the man perched up on top
of the clif to the riglit of the lighter. He had
been waiting there ail the afternoon for the cor-
poral to join him.

Having solved the mystery of the failure of
the relief party, I returned to my platoon. Their
firet stopping place had proved untenable. Ail
day they had been subjected to, a merciless and
devastating shellîng, and their liret day of war
had cost them sixty-tlve, men. They were now
dug in in a new and safer position. They were
only waiting for darkness to advance to reinforce
the flring line that wae now about four miles
ahead. Since to get to, our lIring Uine we had to
cross the dried-up bed of a sait lake, no move
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could be made in daylight. That evening we
received our ration of rum, and formed up si-
lently ln a long lune two deep, beside our dug-
outs. I fell ln with my section, beside Art
Pratt, the sandy-haired chap I had met in Alder-
shot. nIe had been cleaning his rifle that after-
noon when a sheli landed riglit in hie dugout,
wounded the man next hlm, knocked the boit of
the rifle out of hie hand, but left hlm, unhurt.
Hle accepted it as an omen that he would corne
out ail right, and was grinning delightedly while
lie conflded to me hie narrow- escape, and was as
happy as a schoolboy at the thouglit of getting
into action.

Under cover of darkness we moved away si-
lently, until we came to the border of the Sait
Lake. Here we extended, and crossed it in open
order, then througli three miles o! knee high,
prickiy underbrueli, to where our division was
entrenched. Our orders were to reinforce the
Irish. The Irishi sadly needed reinforcing.
Some o! them. had been on the Penineula for
months. Many o! them are etili there. From
the beach to the flring line is not over four
miles, but it le a ghastiy four miles o! graveyard.
Everywhere along the route are amail wooden
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crosses, mute record of advances. Where the
crosses are thickest, there the fighting was fierc-
est; and where the fighting was flercest, there
were the Irish. On every cross, besides a man's
namne and the date of lis death, is the name of
his regiment. No other regiments have Bo many
crosses as the Dublins and the Munsters. And
where the shrapnel 1kew so fast tbat bodies man-
gled beyond hope of identity were buried ln a
common grave, there also are the Dublins and
the Munsters; and the cross over them reads, "lu I
Memory of Unknown Comrades."1

The lîne ou the left was held by the Twenty-
ninth Division; the Dublins, the Munsters, the
King's Owu Scottish Borderers, and the New-
foundianders made up the Eighty-eighth Bri-
gade. The Newfoundlanders were reinforce.
ments. From the very first day of the Gallipoli
campaigu, the other three regiments had formed
part of what General Sir Ian Hamilton ln his
report calls IlThe incomparable Twenty-uinth
Division." Wheu the first landing was made,
this division, with the New Zealanders, pene-
trated to the top of Achi Baba, the hill that
commanded the Narrows. For forty-eight hours
the resuit was ini doubt. The British attacked
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with bayonet and bomibs, were driven back, and

repeatedly reattacked. The iNew Zealanders

finally gucceeded in reaching the top, followed

by the Eighty-elghth Brigade. The Irish fought

on the tracks of a railroad that leads into Con-

stantinople. At the end of forty-eight hours of

attacks and couxiter attacks, the position was

considered secure. The worn-out soldiers wr

relleved and went into dugouts. Then the re-

lievlng troops were attacked by an overwhelming
hostile force, and the bill was lost. A battery

placed on that hili could have éhelled the Nar-

rows and opened to our ships the way to Con-

etantinople. The hili was neyer retaken. When

reinforcements came up it was too late. The re-

inforcements lost their way. In his report, Gen-

eral Hamilton attributes our defeat to "lfatal in-

ertia."1 Just how fatal was that inertia was

known only to those who fornied some of the

burial parties.
After the first forty-elght hours we leettled

down to regular trench warf are. The routine

was four days in the trenches, eight days in rest

dugouts, four days in the trenches again, and so

forth, although three or four months later our

ranks were s0 depleted that we stayed iu eight
49



TRENCHIING AT GALLIPOLI

days and rested only four. We had expected
four days' rest after our first trip to the firing
line, but at the end of two days came word of
a determined advance of the enemy. We an-
rived just inI time to beat it off. Our trenches
instead of being at the top were at the foot of
the 11111 that meant so much to us.

The ground here was a series of four or live
hog-back ridges, about a hundred yards apart.
Behind these towened the hili that was our ob-
jective. From the neareet ridge, about seven
hundred yards in front of us, the Turks had all
that day constantly issued in mass formation.
During that attack we were repaid for the ha-voc
wrought by Beachy Bill. As soon as the Turks
topped the crest, they were subjeted to a de-
moralizing rain of sheli from the navy and froin
our artillery. Against the hazy blue of the sky.
line we could see the dark mass clearly silhou-
etted. Every few seconds, when a sheil landefi
in the middle of the approaching columns, the
sides of the column would bulge outward for an
instant, then close In again. Meanwhile, every
man in our trenclies stood on the firing platform,
head and shoulders above the parapet, with fixed
bayonet and loaded rifle, waiting for the order
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to begin firing. StiR the Turks came on, big,
black, bewhiskered six footers, reforming ranks
and filling up their gaps with fresh men. Now
they were only six hundred yards away. But
stili there was no order to open fire. It was un-
canny. At five hundred yards our fire was stili
withheld. When the order came, "lAt four hun-
dred yards, rapid fire," everybody was tingling
with excitement. StÛR the Turks came on, mag-
nificently determined, but it was too desperate a
venture. The chances against them. were too
great, our artillery and machine gun fire too de-
fitructively accurate. Some few Turks reached
almost to our trenches, only ta be stopped by
rifle bullets. "lAllahi! Allah!"I yelled the Turks,
as they came on. A sweating, grimly happy ma-
chine gun sergeant was shouting ta the Turkish
army in general, IlIt la not a damn bit of good
to yell to Allah now." Our artillery opened huge
gaps in their lines, our machine guns piled them
dead in the ranks where they stood. Our own
casualties were very slight; but of the waves of
Turks that ourged over the crest ail that day,
aniy a mere shattered remnant ever straggled
back ta their own lines.

That was the last big attack the Turks made.
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From that tiine on, it was virtually two armies
in a state of siege. That was the first night the
Newfoundlanders went into the trenches as a
unit. A and B Companies held the firing line,

ýC and D) were in the support trenches. Before
that, they filled up gaps in the Dublins or in the
Munsters, or in the King's Own S&ottisli Bor-
derers. These regiments were our tutors.
Mostly they were composed of veterans who had
put in years of training in Egypt or in India.
The Irish were jolly, laughing men with a sof t
brogue, and an axnazing sense of humor. The
Scotch were dour, silent men, who wasted few
words. Some 'of the Scotchmen were young fel-
Iowa who had been recruited in Scotland after
war broke out. One of these chape shared my
watch with mue the firet niglit. At dlark, seetry
groupe were forined, three reliefs of two mieu
each; these two mnen stood with their lieads over
the parapet watching for any inovement in the
no man's land between the lines; that accounts
for the surprisingly large number of mnen oee
sees wounded lu the head. The Scottie and I
stood close enough together te carry on a coe-
'versation in whispers. It turned out that lie
had been training in Scotland at the sauje camp
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where the Newfoundlanders were. He had been
on the Peninsula since April, and was ail in
from dysentery and lack of food. I Nae meat,"
was the laconie way lie expressed It. Like every
Scotchman since the world began, lie answered
to the name of "lMac." Hie pointed out to, me
the position of the enemy trenches.

It Ys just aboot fower hundred yairds,"1 le
said, "lbut you '11 no get a chance to lire; there 's
wurrkin' pairties oot the niclit."1 Then as an
afterthought, lie added gloomnily, "lThere 's no
chance of your gettin' bit either."

IlWhy," I asked hîm in astonishment, Ilyou
don't waut to get hit, do you?"I

Mac looking at me pityingly. IlMan;" lie
burst ont, Ilwhen ye 're here as long as I 've been
here, ye '1l be prayin' fer a ' Blighty one.'I

Blighty is the Tommies' nickname for London,
and a IlBlig-hty one"' is a wound that 's serions
enongli to cause yonr return to London.

For a few minutes Mac coutinued looking over
the parapet. Withont turni2ng bis head, lie said
to me: I '11 gie ye five poond, if ye 'll shoot me
through the airm or the fut." When a Scotch-
man who le getting only a shilling a day offers
yon five ponnds, it is for something very desir-
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able. Before I had a chance to take him up on
this handsome offer, my attention was attracted
by the appearance of a liglit just a littie in front
of where Mac had said the enemy trench was
located. 1 grabbed my gun excitedly.

IlDinna fire, lad," cautioned Mac. " We have
a wurrkin' pairty oot just in front. Ye would na
hit anything if ye did. 'T le only wastin' bul-
lets to lire at night."1

For almost an hour I continued to watch the
light as it moved. about. It was a party of
Turks, Mac explained, seeklng their dead for
huril. When I was relieved for a couple of
hours' sleep they were stili there.

Just where I was posted, the trench was trav.
ersed; that le, fromn the parapet there ran at right
angles, for about six feet, a barricade of sand-
bags, that formed the upright line of a figure T.
The angle made by this traverse gave soine pro-
tection fromn the wind that swept through the
trench. Here I spread my blanket. The night
was bitterly cold, and 1 shivered for lack of an
overcoat. In coming away hurriedly fromn Lon-
don, I did not take an overcoat with me. in
Egypt, it had never occurred to me that 1 should
need one in Gallipoli; and the chance to, get one
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I had lost. But I was too weary to let even the
cold keep me awake. In a few minutes I was
as sound asleep as if 1 had been far from ail
thought of war or trenches.

It seemed to me that I had just got to sleep
when I was awakened by a hand shaking my
shoulder roughly, and by a voice shouting,
IlStand to, laddie." It was Mac. 1 jumped to
my feet, rubbing my eyes.

IlWhat 'a the matter?"I I asked.
IlNothing 'a the matter,"l said Mac. IlEvery

morning at daybreak ye stand to airme for an
hour."l

1 looked along the trench. Every man stood
on the firing platform with his bayonet fixed.
Daybreak and just about sunset are the times
attacks are mont likely to take place. At those
times the greatest precautions are taken. Dawn
was just purpling the range 'of is directly in
front when word came,, "Day duties commence."'
Periscopes were served out, and piaced about
ten feet apart along the trench. These are plain
oblong tubes of tin, tlree by six inches, about
two feet high. They contain an arrangement of
double mirrors, one at the top, and one at the
bottom. The top mirror slants backwardl and
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reflects objects in front of it. The one at the
bottom. siants forward, and refleets the image
cauglit by the top mirror. In the daytime, by
usiug a periscope, a sentry can keep his head be-
low the top of the parapet, while lie watches the
ground ini front. Sometimes, however, a bullet
strikes one of the mirrors, and the splintered
glass blinds the seutry. It is flot an uncommon
thing to see a mani go to the hospital with bis face
badly lacerated by periscope glass.

During the daytime, the men who were not
watchiug worked at diferent " fatigues?" Para-
pets had to be fixed up, trenches deepened, drains
and dumps dug, and bomb-proof shelters had to
be constructed for the officers. Every few min-
utes the Turkish batteries opened fire on us, but
with very poor suceess. The navy aud our land
batteries replied, with what effect we could not
tell. Once or twice 1 put my head up higlier
than the parapet. Each time 1 did, 1 heard the
ping of a bullet, as it whizzed past my ear. Once
a sniper put five at me in rapid succession.
E-very one was within a few inches of me. bit
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un. It did not take us very long to dWuover
that on the Peninsula of Gallipoli these were
veritable death, traps. Against the landscape
they Ioomed as large as tents; they were siniply
invitations-to, the enemy snipers. We soon dis-
carded them for our service caps. The hot sun
of a Turkisli summer bored down on us, addiug
to tlie torment of parched tliroats and tongues.
We were suffering very mucli from, lack of water.
The first niglit we went Into the firing Une we
were Is8ued about a pint of water for eacli man.
It was a week before we got a fresli supply. We
had not yet liad time to get properly organized,
and our only food was liard biscuits, apricot jaln,
and bully beef; a pretty good ration under
ordinary conditions, but, without water, most un-
palatable. The lies, tee, bothered us inces-
santly. As soon as a man spread some jam on
bis biscuits, the flies swarmed upon it, and be-
fore lie could get it te lis inoutli it was black
witli tlie pests.

These were net the only drawbacks. Directly
iu front of our trenclies lay a lot of corpses,
Turks wlio liad been killed in tbe last attack.
In front of the line of about two liundred yards
beld by B Company there were six or seven liun-
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dred of them. We couid not get out to, bury
them, nor couid we afford to allow the enemy to
do so. There they stayed, and some of the hordes
of files that continuaiiy hovered about them, with
every change of wind, swept down into our
trenches, carrying to our food the germa of dys-
entery, enterie, and ail the foui diseases that
threaten men iu the tropÎcs.

After two days of this ife, we were relleved
and moved back about two miles to the reserve
dugouts for a rest, to get something to eat, and
depopulate our underwear; for the trenches
where we siept harbored not oniy rats but ver.
min and ail manner of things foui.

The regiment that reiieved us was an Engish
regiment, the Essex. They were some of
IlKitchener's Army."1 We stood down off the
parapet, and the Englishmen took our places.
Then with our entire equipment on our backs
we started our hegira. 'We had about four
miles to go, two down through the front line
trenches, then two more through winding, nar-
row communication trenches, almost to the edge
of the Sait Lake. Ilere lu the partial shelter
afforded by a emal hili were our dugouts. in
Gallipoli there was no attempt at the anibitious
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dugout one hears of on the Western front. Our
dugouts resenibled more nearly than anything
else newly made graves. Usually one sought a
large rock and made a dugout at the foot of it.
The soil of the Peninsula lent itself readily to
dugout construction. 'It is a moist, spongy clay,
of the consistency of thick mortar. A pickax
turns up large chunks of it; these are placed
around the sides. A few hours' sun dries out
the moisture, and leaves them as hard and solid
as concrete.,

While we had been in the firing liue, another
regiment had made some dugouts. There were
four rows of them, one for each company. B
Company's were nearest the beach. We fIled
slowly down the line, until we came to the end.
A dugout was assigned to every two men. I
shared one with a chap named Stenlake. We
spread our blankets, put our packs under our
heads, and for the first time for a week, took off
our boots. Before going to sleep, Stenlake and I
chatted for a while. When war broke out, he
told me, he had been a nlissionary in Newfound-
land. Rie offered as chaplain, and was accepted
and given a commission as captain. Later some
difficulty arose. The regiment was made up of
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three or four different denominations, about
equally divlded. Each one wanted its own chap-
lain, which was expensive; so they decided to
have no chaplain. Stenlake immediately 're-
signed hie commission, and enlisted as a private.

Our whisperiugs were interrupted by a voice
from the next dugout. IlYou had better get to
sleep as soon as you eau, boys; you have a hard
day before you, to-morrow." It was Mr. Nunus,
the lieutenant ini commnand of Our platoon.
Casting aside ail caste prejudice, he was sleep-
ing in the midst of his men, in the first dug-
out he had fouud empty. Hie could have detailed
some men to, build hlm au elaborate dugout, but
he preferred to be wlth his Ilboys." The Eug-
lish officers of the old sehool elaim that this sort
of thiug hurts discipline. If they had seen the
prompt and cheerful. way lu whlch No. 8 platoou
obeyed Mr. Nunue' orders, tbey would have been
eulightened.



.CHAPTER MI

TRENCHES

S OMEBODY bau said that a change of Occu-
pation iu a rest. Wboever sent us into

dugouts for a rest, evidently had tliis definition
ini mimd. After breakfast the first morning we
were ordered out for digging fatigue just behind
the firing line. In this there was one consola-
tion. We did not have to carry our packs.
Each man took bis rifle and either a pÎck or a
shovel. Communication trenches had, to be dug
to avoid long tramps through the flring line; and
connecting trenches had to be made between the
existing communication trenches. While we
were in dugouts we had eight bours of this work
out of every twenty-four; four bours ini the day-
time and four at night.

The second day in dugouts when we came back
from our morning's diggiug, we found some new
arrivais making some dugouts about two hun-
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dred yards behind our Unes. They were Terri-
tonials, who correspond to, the militia in the
'United States. IlThe London Terriers," they
called themselves. Mostly they were young fel-
lows from eighteen to twenty-two years old.
They had Ianded on]y that morning and were in
splendid condition, and very eager for the comi-
ing of evening when they were to go to the fir-
ing Uine. The ground they had selected was
sheltered from observation by the littie ridge near
our Uine of dugouts; but some of our men in mov-
ing about attracted the attention of the Turkish
artillery observer. Instantly haif a dozen sheUls
came over the ridge, past Our line, and bang!
right -in the midst of the Londons, working fear-
fui destruction. Every ten or fifteen minutes
after that, the Turks sent over soute shelis.
Some regiments are lucky, others seem to waik
into destruction everywhere they turn. The
shels fired at the Newfoundlanders landed ini the
Londons. About two minutes' walk from, our
dugouts our cooke had built a ffne and were pre-
paring meals. A number of our men passed
continually between our line and the cooks'.
Not one of them vas even scratched. The only
two of the Londous who ventured there were
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hit; one fellow was killed instantly, the other,
seriously wounded through the lungs, lay moan-
ing where lie had fallen. It was just dusk, and
nobody knew lie had been hit until one of our
men, coming down, heard hie hoarse whispering
request to Ilget a doctor, for God's sake get a
doctor." While somebody ran for the doctor,
our stretcher bearers responded to the ail too fa-
miliar shout, IlStretcher bearers at the double,"
but by the tîme they reached him he was beyond
ail need of doctor or stretcher bearere. Before
the London Terriers even saw the firng line,
they lost over two hundred men. They simply
could not escape the Turkish shella. The enemy
had a habit of sendingr over one shell, then wait-
ing just a minute or less, and following it with
another. The firet sheli generally wounded two
or three men; the second one was sent over to
catch the stretcher bearers and the comradee
who, hastened to aid those who were bit. Be
fore they had completed their dugouts, the shrap-
nel cauglit them i the open; after they were
dug i, it buried thein alive. Neyer did a regi-
ment leave dugoute with so mucli joy as did the
London Terriers when they entered the trenches
for the first time. Ordinarlly a man, le mucli
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safer in the flring line than ini rest dugouts.
Trenches are so, constructed that even when a
sheil drops right in the traverse wbere men are,
only haif a dozen or so suifer. In open or
slightly protected ground where the dugouts are,
the burst of a shrapnel sheil covers an area
twenty-flve by two hundred yards in extent.

A sheli can be heard coming. ]Experte dlaim
to identify the caliber of a gun by the sound the
sheil makes. Few lve long enougli to become
such experts. In Gallipoli the average length of
ilfe was three weeks. In dugouts we always ate
our meals, such as they were, to the accompani.
ment of IlTurklsh Delight,"1 the Newfound-
landers' name for shrapnel. We had become ac-
customed to rifle bullets. When you hear the
zing of a spent bullet or the sharp crack of an
explosive, you know it has passed you. The one
that bits you, you never hear. At flrst we
dodged at the sound of a passlng bullet, but soQfl
we came actually to believe the superstition that
a bullet would flot bit a man unless it had on~
it his regimental number and his name. Tiien,
too, a bullet lea'ves a clean wound, and a man
hit by it drops out quietly. The shrapnel makes
nasty, jagged, hideous wounds, the horrible recol.
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lection of whicli lingers for days in the minds
of those who, see them. It is littie wonder that
we preferred the flring Une.

Every afternoon front just behind our line of
dugouts au aëroplaue, buzzed up. At the tre-
mendous heiglit it looked like au immense blue-
bottie fly. We always knew when it was two
O'clock. Promptly at that hour every afternoon
it winged its way over us and beyond to the
Turkish trenches. At first the enemy's aêro-
planes -came out to meet ours, but a few en-
counters with our men 80011 convinced them of
the futility of such attempts. After that, they
relied on their artillery. In the air ail around
the tiuy speck we could see white puifs of amoke
that showed where their shrapnel was explod-
ing. Sometimes those puifs were perilously
close to it; at such tixues our hearts were in oui'
mouthe. Everybody iu the trench craned his
neck to see- When our aIëroplane manoeuvered
clear, you could hear a sigh of relief from every
mfan.

After about the eigbth day lu dugouts we were
ordered back to the firlug Une. We had to take
over a part of the trench near Anafarta Village.
In this viclulty the Flfth Norfolks, a company
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formed of men from the King's estate at Sand-
ringhaxn, had charged into, the woods, about two
hundred and fifty strong, and had been com-
pletely lost sight of. This was the most coin-
fortable trench we had yet been in. It had been
taken over from the Turks, and when we faced
toward them we had to build another firing plat-
forin. This left their firing platform for us to
eleep on. After the cramped, narrow trenches
of the first couple of weeks, this roomy trench
was very pleasant. On both sides of the trench
were some trees that threw a grateful shade ini
the daytime. Along the edge grew little bushes
that bore luscious blackberries, but to, attempt to
get thein was courting death. Nevertheless, the
Newfoundlanders secured a good many. Best
of ail though was the Il Block House We1" Fop
the first time we had a plenitude of water. But
by this time conditions had begun to, tell on the
men. Each morning more and more men re-
ported for sick parade. Tbey were beginning tci
feel the enervating effeet of the climate, and of
the lack of water and proper food. While we
were intrenched near the block house, the men
were sickening so fast that i Our platoon we
had not enough men to form, the sentry groups.
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The noncommissioued officers had to, take their
place on the parapet, and the ordinary work of
the noncoms, chaning sentries, wakîng reliefs,
and detailing working parties had to be done
by the commissioned officers. Just about an
hour before my turn to, watch, I was suddenly
strickeu by the fever that lurks on the Peninsula.
In the army, no man le sick unless so pronounced
by the medical officer. Each morning at fine
there is a sick parade. A man taken ill after
that bas to wait until the next morning, and is
officially fit for duty. My turn came atý eleven
o'clock at night. The man I was to relieve was
Frank Lind. Hle went on at fine. When eleven
o'clock came, 1 was burning up with fever. Lind
would not hear of my being roused to relieve hlm,
but continued on the parapet until one o'clock,
aithongli in that part of the trench snipers had
been doing a lot of execution. Then lie rested
for a couple of heurs and at three o'clock re-
suxned his place on the parapet for the remainder
of the nigit At daybreak lie was still there. 1
elept all through the niglit, exhausted by the
fever, and it was flot tili a few days after that
some ene else told me what Uind bad done.
From hlm 1 heard no mention of it. Whenever
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somebody says tliat war serves oniy to, bring out
the woret iii a man 1 think of Frank Lind. The
fever that had weakened me so, continued al
that day. I reported for sick parade and was
given a day off duty. The next day I was given
light duty, and the following day the lever left
nme and that night 1 was fit for duty again, and
was sent- out to a detached post about halfway
between. us and the enemy. The detached post
was an abandoned bouse about tweuty feet
square. Ail the doors and windows had been
tomn out, and now it was nothing but the mereet
skèleton of a house. We had been there about
three hours when there occurred something most
extraordinary and unaccountable. It was a
pitch dark night, and working parties were out
from both sides. Ordinarily there would have
been no firing. Suddenly from. away on the
right where the Australians were, began the
sharp crackling of rapid fire. A boy pulliuig a
wooden stick along an iron park railing Inakes
almost the same soundl. The crackling swept
down the line right past the trench directly be.
hid us and away on to the left. The Turks,
fearing an attack, replied. Between the two

72



TRENCHES

fires we were cauglit. There were eight of us
in the blockhouse. Only two of us came from
No. 8 platoon, Art Pratt, my sandy-haired friend
of Alderahot days, and I. The sergeant in
charge was from another platoon. When the
rapid fire began, lie became mnelodramatic. 11e
had the responsibility of seven other men's lives,
and the thing that seemed rather comic to, us -was
probably very serions to hlm. There w-as noth*
ing the niatter, thougli, with the way in which hie
handled the situation. There were elght open-
ings in the house for the missing doors and win-
dows. At each window he placed a man, and
stood at the door himself, then ordered us to 1111
our magazines and fix our bayonets. But psy-
chologically he made a mietake. H1e turned to
me and saidy

IlCorporal, *e 're in a pretty tight place. We
may have to seil our lives dearly. I want every
man to, stand by me. Wil you stand by me?"I

When the thing had started 1 bad just expe-
rienced a pleasant tingle of excitement, but at
this view of the situation I feit a littie serions.
Before 1 had a chance to reply Art Pratt relieved
the situation by shouting,
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"1Did you say stand by you? VU'1 stand by
this window and I 'Il bayonet the first damn Tu rk
I see."

There was a géneral laugh and the moment of
tension passed. In a few minutes the exehange
of rapid fire died down as suddenly as it had
started. The rest of the night passed unevent-
fully. Just before daybreak we returned to, our
platoons.

We neyer found out the reason for the sudden
exchangze of rapid fire. Some Australians away
on the right had started it. Everybody had
joined li, as the firing raxi along the Une <Ž
trenclies. As sooxi as the officers began an in-
vestigation. it was stopped.

It seems to me that most of the time we were
li the blockhouse trench we spent our nights out
between the Unes. Most of our w'ork was done at
niglit. When we wished to advance our line, we
sent forward a platoon of men the deuired dis-
tance. Every mani carried with him three emapty
sandbags and his intreinching tool. Temporary
protection is secured at short notice by havixig
every mani dig a bole i the grouxid that is large
and deep exiough to allow him to lie llat li it.
The intrenching tool Io a miniature plckax, onie
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end of which resembles a large bladed boe with
a sharpened and tempered edge. The pick end
is used to loosen bard material and to break up
large lumps; the other end is used as a shovel
to throw up the dirt. Wben used in this fash-
ion the wooden haxidle in laid aside, the pick end
becomes a handle, and the intrenching tool is
used in tbe same manner au a trowel. The whole
instrument is inot over a foot long, and is car-
ried in the equipment.

Lying on our stomache, our rifles close at baud,
we dug furiously. First we loosened up enough
earth in front of our heads to fill a sandbag.
This sandbag we placed beside our beads on the
aide nearest the enemy. Out in no man's land
with bullets from rifle and machine guns patter-
ing about us, we did fast work. As soon as we
had fllled the second and third'sandbags we
placed tbem on top of the flrst. In Gallipoli
every other military necessity was subordinated
to, concealment. Often we could complete a
trench and occupy it before the enemy knew of
it. In the daytime our aëroplanes kept their
aèrial observers from coming out to, find any
work we bad doue during the niglit. Sometimes
while we were digging, the Turks surprised us
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by sending up star shella. They burst like
rockets high overhead. Everything was out-
lined in a strange, uncanny light that gave the
effect of stage lire. At first, when a man saw a
star sheli, he dropped fiat on his face; but after a
good many men had been riddled by bulles, we
saw our mistake. The sudden, blinding glare
makes it impossible to identify oh] ects before the
light fades. Star shela show oniy movement.

"The first stir between the lines becomes the tar-
get for both aides. So, after that, even when a
man was standing upright, he simply stood still.

After the block-house trench, our next inove
waa to, a part of the firing line that I have neyer
been able to identify. It was very close to the
Turks, and in this spot we lost a large number
of men. From. one point, a narrow sap or rough
trench ran out at right angles very close to the
Turkish position. It may have been twenty-five
or thirty yards away. To hold this sap was
very important; if the Turks took it, it gave thein
a commanding position. About twenty men
were in it ail the time, four or five of them bomb
throwers. The nmen holding this sap at the tixne
we were there were the Irish, the Dublin Fusi-
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liera or, as we knew them, the Dube. The Turks
made several -attempts to take it, but were re-
pulsed. When our meni were flot on sentry duty,
several of them spent their rest hours out in this
sap, talking to the Dubs. The Dubs were inter-
esting taikers. They had been in the thing from
the beginning, and spoke of the landings with,
laughter and a fierce joy of . slaughter.
Most of them had been on the Western front
before coniing to Gallipoli. From the Turkish
trenches directly in front of this sap, the enemy
signaled the effect of our shots. They used the
same signals that we used in target, practice,
wa'ving a stick back and forth to, indicate outers,
inners, magpies, and bull's-eyesi. Whoever did
it, had a sense of humor; because as soon as he
became tired, he took dlown the stick for an in-
stant, then raised it agaîn and waved it back
and forth derisively, with a large red German
sausage on the end of it. This did not seem to
bear out 'very well the tales that the enemy was
slowly starving to death. Prisoners who sur-
rendered from time to time told us that at any
moment the entire Turkish army niight surren-
der, as they were very short of food. One thing
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we dld know: the Turks felt the Iack of shoes;
out between the lines we found numbers of our
dead with the boots cut off.

While we were lu this place the Turks dug to
wlthin ten or twelve yards of us before they were
discovered. One of the Dublins saw them first.
He seized some bomba, and jumped out, shout-
lug, IlLook at Johnny Turrk. Let la bomb him
to hell out of it." But Johnny Turk was obsti-
nate; lie stayed where lie was ln spite of our
bombe. One of our fellows, the big chap wliom I
had heard at Alderebot complaining about belng
asked for his naine and number, bad crawled into
the sap. He made hie way through the emoke
and dirt to the end of the eap where only a few
yards separated hlm fromu the Turks. In one
Item of armament the Britishi beat the Turks.
We use bombe that explode three seconds after
they are thrown; the Turks' dou't explode for
five seconds. The difference of only two seconds
seems eliglit, but that day in the eap-head it wae
of great importance. For a short while the sup-
ply of bomba for our elde ran out. The man who
was trying to get the cover off a box of them
found difficulty lu doing it. The men lu the sap-
head were without bombe. Meanwhile the Turks
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kept up an uninterrupted throwing of bomba.
Most of tliem landed ini the sap. The big New-
foundiauder who liad crawled out lookiug for
excitemeut fouud it. As soon as the supply of
bombe rau out, instead o! gettiug back into
aafety, lie stood his ground. The firet bomb that

came over dropped close to him. He was swear-
îug softly, and lis face was glowing with pleas-.
ure. R1e beut dowu coolly, plcked up the bomb
and threw it back over the parapet at the Turks
who lad sent it. With our bombe lie could not

have doue it, but the extra two seconda were juat

enougli. Pive or six o! the bomba came in and

were treated lu the same way, before our aupply
was resumed. A brigade officer, who lad come
ont into the sap, atood gaziug aweastruck at the
big INewfouudlander. Opeu-mouthed, with mon-
ocle lu laud, the officer was the picture o! amaze-
meut. At last lie spoke, with that slow, imper-
aoual Euglish drawl:

IlI aay, my man, what is your name and uum-
ber."

The look on the bewfoundlander's face waa a
atudy. He knew lie should not have come ont
iuto that aap, and every time that question bad
been alot at him before it bad meaut a repri-
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mand. At last be shrugged bis shoulders, then
with a resigned expression, answered the officer
in a fashion flot entirely confined to Newfound.
landers-by asking a question: IlWhat in bell
have I done now?"I

Witbout a word the officer turned on bis heel
and left the sap. The big fellow waited until
be feit the officer was well out of sight, then de-
parted for bis proper place in the trench. One
of the Pubs lookîng after him, said to me:

IlThere ls a man that would have been recom-.
mended for a Distinguisbed Conduct Medal if
he 'd answered that officer rigbt."1

Tbat Irishman was a man of wide experience.
IlI Ive been seventeen years in the army, and

I Ive been i every war that England fougbt in
that time," said be, Iland lIl tell you now, the
real Distinguished Conduct Medal men and the
real V. C. beroes neyer get tbem. Tbey're under
the ground." Coming from the man it did, this
expression of opinion was interestlng, for he was
Cooke, the man wbo bad been given a Distin-
guisbed Conduct Medal for bis work on the «West-
ern front. Since coining to the Peninsula he
had been acting as a sbarpsbooter, and had been
recoinmended for the V. C., the Victoria Cross,
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whlch is the highest reward for valor in the Brit-.
ishi army. lâe was ouiy waitiug then, for word
to go to London, to get the crossa pinned on by
the King.

IlThere 's one man on1 this Peninsula," contin-

ued Cooke, Ilwho ls won the V. C. fifty times

over; that ls the doukey-man."
The mnan Cooke meaut was an Austraian, a

stretcher-bearer. His real name was Simpson,

but nobody ever called hlm that. Because he

was of Irish descent, the Australians, who dearly

love nicknames, called hlm Murphy, or, Moriarty,
or Dooiey, or whatever Irish name first occurred

to them. More generaliy, though, he was calied

the Man with the Donkey, and by this name lie

was known ail o'ver the Penins-ula. In the early

days, the Anzacs had captured some booty from

the Turks and ini it were some donkeys. It was

iu the streuuous time when men lay lu ail sorte
of inaccessible places, dylng and sorely wounded,
Simpson lu those days seemed everywhere. As

soon as lie heard of the capture lie went down,
looked appraingly over the donkeys, and com-

mandeered two of them. On one donkey lie

painted F. A. No. 1, and on the other, F. A. No.

2; F. A. beiug hie abbreviation for Field Ambu-
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lance. Day and niglit after that Simpson could
be seen going about among the wounded, here giy-
ing a man firet aid, there loosening the equip-
ment and making easier the last few minutes for
some poor fellow too far gone to need any inedical
care. The wounded men wlio could flot walk or
limp down to the dressing station lie carried
down, one on each of the donkeys and one on his
back or in hie arme. Re talked to the donkeys as
they plodded elowly along, in a strange mixture
of Englieli, Arabic prof anity, and Australian
slang. Many au Australian or New Zealander
who lias neyer heard of Simpson remembers
gratefully the attentions of a strangely gentie
man wlio drove before him two smali gray don-
keys eacli of whicli carried a wounded soldier.
In Australia long after this war le over men will
thrill at the mention of the Man with the Don-
key. 1 agreed wltli Cooke that this man liad won
the V. C. -fifty times over.

Cooke was going out that niglit, lie told me,
to stay for tliree or four days, sniping, between
the lunes. As soon as lie came baek lie expected
to go to London.

"Before 1 go out," lie sald, " I'11 show you a
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good place where you can get a shot at Abdul
Paella."

I followed Cooke out through the sap and up
the trench a little way to where it turned sharply
to avoid a large boulder. Just in front of this
boulder was sorne short, prickly underbrush.
Cooke parted the bushes cautioufdy with hie
hand, and motioned me to corne dloser. I did
and through the opening he pointed out the en-

emy trench about four hundred yards away, and
about thirty yards în front of it a little clurnp of
bushes.

IlJust in front of those bushes," said Cooke,

"there ls a ,sniper's dugout. Keep your eyes
open to-morrow and you ought to get smre of
them."l

I noted the place for the next day, and walked
down to the sap with Cooke. There 1 shook
hands with him, wished him good luck, and re-
turued to rny platoon.

That night I had to go out on listening patrol,
between the lines. At one o'clock rny turn carne.
An Irish sergeant carne along the trench for me
to guide me ont to the listening post., 1 went
with him a short distance along the trench,
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picked up four others, then with a shoulder from
a comrade, we got over the parapet. The listen-
ing post was about a hundred yards away. We
had gone only a few yards when we heard firing
coming from that direction, first one shot fol-
lowed by twenty or thirty ini quick succession,
then silence. A man stuxnbled out of the dark-
ness îmmediately iii front of us. 11e was pant-
ing and excited. It was a messenger from the
corporal that we were going to, relieve. 11e had
been walklng'along without the least suspicion
of danger when he had run full tilt into a party
of fifteen or sixteen of the eneniy. H1e had
dropped down immediately and yelled to one of
his men to go back to the trench with word. We
followed the panting messenger to the post. The
enemy lad now disappeared. We opened rapid
fire iu the direction in which tley had gone.
Evidently it was right, for in a few seconds they
returned it, wounding one man. For about five
minutes we kept up firing, with what success we
could not tell, bu t at "ny rate we had the satis-
faction of drîving off a superior force. Those
two hours straining througl the darkness were
not particularly pleasant. I did not know what
moment or from what direction the enemy migît
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corne, and I knew that if he did corne it would be
in force. Apparently the wbole thing was un-
planned, because during the rernainder of rny two
hours, although I peered unceasingly Iu ail direc-
tions, I could see nothing, nor could I hear the
slighteàt sound. E-vidently Johnny Turk was
willing to, let weIl enough alone. That night
when 1 returned to, the trench I was told that the
next niglit at dark we were to go into dugouts.

Ordinarily the thought of dugouts was dis-
tasteful, but it seemed years since I had taken
my boots off. Our platoon had lost heaviIy,
rnostly from disease. All the novelty had worn
off the trench life. Instead of six noncoms, there
were only three. Each of us was doing the work
of two men. Our ration had been the eternal
bully beef, biscuit, and jarn. Our cooks did their
best to make it palatable by cooking the beef in
fitew with sorne desiccated vegetables, but these
were hard and tasteless. Most of us had got to
the stage where the very sight of jarn made us
sick. That night, looking ilown through the ra-
vine, I saw, winking and 'blinking cheerfully, the
only light that brightened the Stygrian darkness,
the Red Cross of the hospital ships. I have won-
dered since if the entrance to, heaven le illumi-
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nated with an elctric Red Cross. There wua fot
a man in the whole battalion who was really fit.
Most of them had had a touch of one or more of
the prevalent diseases..

Stenlake, the young clergyman, who had been
my dugout mate, was scarcely able to drag hlm.
self about the trench. And by thÎs lime we had
the weather to contend with. It was nearing
the mniddle of October, and the rainy season
was ahnost upon us. Occasionally the sky dark-
enied up to, a heavy gray ness that seemed to cover
everytbing as with a pali. Following this came
heavy, sudden squall8 that swept through the
trenches, drenching everything, and tearing
blankets and equipments with them. Althougli
the sun stili continued to, bore down, unremit-
tingly ini the daytime, the nights bail become bit-
terly cold, and to the tropical diseases were
added rheiimatisin and pneumonia. On the nmen
from N-lemfoundland the climate was especially
telling. W e had ceased to wonder at the crowd
of mien who, reported sick each mnorning, and
simply marveled that the number was not
greater.

AUl over the Peninsula disease had become
epidemic until the clearing stations and the
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beaches were choked with sick. The time we
should have been sleeping was spent in digging,
but stili. the men worked uncomplainlngly.
Soine, too gaine to quit, would not report to the
doctor, working on courageously until they
dropped, although down in the bay beckoned the
Red Cross of the hospital ship, with its assurance
of cleanlinees, rest, and safety. By slckness and
onipers' bullets we were losing thirty mien a day.
Nobody in the front line trenches or on the shell-
swept area behind ever expected to leave the
Peninmula aive. Their one hope was to get off
wounded. 'Every night men leaving the trenches
to bring up rations froin the beach shook hands
wlth their coinrades. From every ration party
of twenty men we always counted on losing two.
Those who were wounded were looked on as
Iucky. The best thing we could wlsh aman was
a Ilcushy wound," one that would not prove fatal,
or a IlBlighty onie." But no one wanted to quit.
Mien hung on till the last minute. ()ften it was
mot till a man dropped exhausted that we learned
from bis comrades that he bad not eaten for
days. The only men in my platoon who seemed
te be nearly fit were Art Pratt, and a young chap
named Hayes. Art seemed te be eujoying the
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life thoroughly. He went about the trench,
cheerfully, grinning and whistling, putting heart
luto, the others. Whenever there was any spe-
cially dangerous work to be doue, Art always vol-
unteered. H1e spent more time out betweeu the
lines than in the trench. Whenever a specially
reliable, cool man was needed, Art was selected.
Young Hayes was a small chap who had been in
my platoon at Stob's Camp in Scotlaud. 11e had
made a record for being absent from parade, and
was always in trouble for minor offenses. I took
hlm iu hand and did my best to keep him ont of
trouble. Ont in the trenches he remembered it,
and followed me around like a shadow. When-
ever I was sent in charge of a fatigue party he
always -volunteered. The men ail did their best
to, make, the work of the noncoms easy. As a
study in the effects of colonial discipline it would
have been enlightening for some of the Euglish
officers. The men called their corporals and ser-
geants, Jack, or Bill, or Mac, but there neyer
was the slightest question about obeylng an or-
der. Everybody knewthat everybody else was
overworked and underfed, and every man tried
to give as littie trouble as possible. Such con-
duct from the Newfoundlanders was astonlshlug,
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au in training they simply loved to make trouble
for the noncoms, and the most unenviable job in
the regiment was that of corporal or sergeant.

Such were the conditions the next afternoon
when we moved from the ffring trench to rest near
nome dugouts that had been forsaken by the
Royal Scots. They had been relieved, some said,
to go to the island of Imbros, about fifteen miles
away, for a rest. At Imbros, rumor said, you
could buy, in the canteen, eggs and butter, and
other heavenly things that we had almost forgot-
ten the taste of. At Imbros, too, you were free
from sheli fire, and drilled every day just as you
did iu training. It was whispered, too, but
scornfully discredited, that Imbros boasted
shower baths, and ovens tor the disinfecting of
clothing. Others claimed that the Royal Scots
had been withdrawn from the Peninsula and
were going to the Western front. They were the
flrst regiment to leave of the Twenty-ninth Di-
vision. The whole division wus to be withdrawn
gradually. The Twenty-ninth was our division,
and we were to go with it to England. We were
to winter in Scotland and after we had been
recruited up to, full strength were to go to France
In the spring. Au examination of the empty
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dugouts etrengthened this belief. Blankets, rub-
ber sheets, beite, pieces of equipment, and even
overcoats were lying around. In one of the dug-
outs I foand a copy of the Odyssey, and half a
dozen other books. A few dugouts away I came
upon one of our fellows gazing regretfully uponl
an empty whisky bottie. As I approached him,
I overheard hlm murinur abstractedly, Il y fa-
vorite brand too, my favorite brand." I passed
on without lnterrupting hlm. It was too sacred
a moment.



CHAPTER IV

DUGOUTS

T RE afternoon sun poured down steadly ou
littie groups of men preparing dugquts for

habitation. 1 had a good many details to attend
to before I could look about for a suitable place
for a dugout. Men had to be told off for differ-
ent fatigues. Men for pick and shovel work
that night were placed in sections no that each
group would get as much sleep as possible. Ail
the available dugouts had been taken up by the
first corners. The location here waz particu-
larly well suited for dugouts. A mule path to
the beach rau along the bottom. of a narrow ra-
vine. On one aide of the path the ground
shelved gradually up tili it merged, into a plain,
covered with long grass, overgrown and neg-
lected. On the other side, a ridge sloped up
sharply aud fornied a natural protection before
it also merged into a '<gorse " covered plateau.
Sinaîl evergreen, bushes served the double pur.
pose of hidiug Our movernents from the enemy
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and affording some shacle from, the broiling mun.
At the foot of the ridge we made our Une of
dugouts. The angle of the ridge was so steep
that an enenq shell could not; possibly drop on
our dugouts. A little further away some of A
Company's dugouts were lu the danger zone.
After much bunting, I found a Iikely looking
place. It was about seven feet square, and where
1 planned Wo put the head of my dugout a large
boulder squatted. It was so eminently suitable
that 1 wondered that no one else had preëmpted
it. I took off my equipnient, threw my coat on
the ground, and began diggîng. It was soft
ground and gave easily.

A short distance away, I could see Art Pratt,
digging. Hie was flnding it hard work Wo make
any impression. Hie saw me, stopped'to mop
hie brow, and grinned cheerfully.

IlYou should take soft, ground like this, Art,"
I yelled.

"I Ive gone so, far now," said Art, Ilthat it 's
too late to change," and we resumed our work.

After a few more minutes' dîgging, my pick
struck something that felt like the root of a tree,
but I knew there was no tree on that God-for-
saken @pot large enough to seud out big roots.
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1 disentangled the pick and dug a littie more,
only to find the same obstruction. I took my
sinall intrenching tool, scraped away the dirt 1
had dug, and began cleaning away near the base
of a big boulder. There were no roots there,
and gradually 1 worked away front it. 1 took
my pick again, and at the flrst hlow it stuck.
Without trying to disengage it I began straining
at it. In a few seconds it began to give, and I
withdrew it. Clinging to it was part of a Turk-
ish uniforin, from which dangled and rattled the
dried-up bones of a skeleton. Nauseated, 1 hur-
riedly filled in the place, and threw myseif on
the ground, physically sick. Wliile 1 was lying
there one of our men came along, searcbing for
a place to bestow himself. fIe gazed Inquir-
ingly at the ground 1 had just filled in.

Il I there anybody here?"I he asked me, in-
dicatlng the place with a pick-ax.

"Yes," I said, with feeling, Ilthere is."
"It looks to me," he said, Ilas if some one be

gan digging and then found a better place. Uf
lie don't corne back soon lIl take it."

For about fifteen minutes lie stood there, and
I lay regarding him silently. At lait lie spoke
aa-
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1I tbink 1 '11 go ahead," he said. Il. ossession
in nine points of the law, and the fellow lias n't
been here to, daim it.">

IlI would n't; if I were you," 1 said. IlThat
fellow 's been there a hell of a long while."1

I Ieft him there digging, and crawled away to,
a safe distance. In a few minutes he passed me.

IlWhy did n't you tell me?"I he demanded, re-
proachfully.

IlBecause half of the company saw me digging
there and did n't tell me," I said.

I was prospecting around for another place
when Art Pratt hailed me. IlWhy don't you
corne with me," lie said, Ilinstead of diggîng an-
other place?"I

I went to where he was and looked at the
dugout. It was n't very wide, and I said no.
Together we began widening and deepening the
dugout, until it was big enougli for the two of
us. It was grueling work, but by supper time
it was done. The niglit before, a, fatigue party
had gone down to, the beach and hauled up a big
field kitchen. Our cooke had made some tea,
and we had been issued some loaves of bread.
Art unrolled a large piece of cloth, with ail the
pomp and ceremony of a man unveiling a monu-
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ment. He did it slowly and carefully. There
was a glitter in hie eyes that one associates with
au artist exhibiting hie mauterpiece. n1e gave
a triumphant switcli to the last fold and held
toward me a large piece of fresh juicy steak.

IlBeefsteak!"I I gasped. "lSacred beefsteak!
Where did you get it?"I

Art leaned toward me myeteriously. IlOf-
ficers' mess," he whispered.

IlI 've got sait and pepper,"1 I said, "lbut how
are you going to cook it?"I

I don't know,"' said Art, "lbut I lm going up
to the field kitchen; there 'e some condensed milk
that 1 may be able to get bold of to spread on our
bread?"

While Art was gone, I strolled down the ra-
'vine a little way to where some of the ]Royal En-
gineers were quartered. The Royal Engineers
are the men who are looked on in training as a
noucombatant force, with safe jobs. In war-
time they do no fighting, but thefr safe jobs con-
stet of such harmlese work as fixing up barbed
wire ini front of the parapet and settig mines
under the enemy's trenches. For a rest they are
allowed to conduct parties to llstening poste and
to give the Unmes for advance saps. Sometixnes

99



TRENCHING AT GALLIPOLI

they make loopholes in the parapet, or boister
up some redoubt that is being shelled to pieces.
The Turks were sending over their compliments
just as I came abreast of the Engineers' unes.
One of the engineers was sifting some grave
when the first sheil landed. le dropped the
sîeve, and turned a back somersault into some
gorse-bushes just behind him. The sieve rolled
down, swayed from side to, side, and settled close
to my head, i the depression where I was cou-
scientiously emulating an ostrich. I gathered
it to, my bosom tenderly and began crawling
away. Froma behind a boulder I heard the engi-
neer bemoaning to an oflicer the ]oss of hie sieve,
and he described i detail how a huge sheil had
blown it out of his hands. Joyfully 1 returned
to Art with my prize.

"What 'a tliat for?"I said Art.
"Turn it upside down," I said, Iland it la a

steak broiler."1
IlWhere did you get it? " said Art,
I told him, and related how the engineer had

explained it to, hie officer.
Up at the field kitchen a group was standing

around.
IlWhat 's the excitement ?" I asked Art.
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IlThose fellows are a crowd of thieves," an-
swered Art, virtuously. IlThey Ire looking about
to see what they can steal. I was up there a few
minutesi ago and saw a cau of condensed niilk
lying on the shaft of the field kitchen. They
were watching me too elosely to give mne a chance,
but you miglit lie able to get away with it."

The two of us strolled up alowly to where Ilebe
Wheeler, the creative artist who did our cookingY
was holding forth to a critical audience.

IlIt la ail very well to talk about giving you
things to eat, but I caut cook pancakes without
baking powder. You can't get blood out o! a
turnxp. 1I'd give you the stuif if I got it to cook,
but I don't get it, do I, Corporal?"I said Hebe, ap-
pealing to me.

I moved over and stood with my back to the
shaft on which rested, the tin o! condensed milk.

"lNo, Hebe," 1 said, Ilyou don't get the things;
and when you do get them, this crowd steals them
on you."1

IlBy God," said Hebe, Ilthat 's got to be put
a stop to. I '11 report the next man I find steal-
ing anything fromn the cookhouse."

I put iny hand cautiously behind my back, un-
til I felt xny fingers close on the ti. o! niilk.
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IlYou let me know, Hebe,"1 I said, as I slipped the
tin into the roomy pocket of my riding breeches,
idand I '1 make out a crime sheet against the
firet man whose name you give."1 1 stayed about
ten minutes longer talking to Hlebe, and theu
returned to niy dugout. Art had finished brou-.
ing the piece of steak, and we began our supper.
I put my hand iu my breeches' pocket to get the
milk. Instead of grasping the tin, my fingers
closed on a sticky, gluey mass. The tin had been
opened when I took it and I had it in my pocket
upside down. About haif of it bad oozed over
my pocket. Art was just pouring the remainder
on some bread wheu some one lifted the rubber
éheet and stuck his head into our dugout. It
was the enraged Hebe Wheeler. As soon as lie
lad missed his'preclous milk lie had made a
thorougli investigation of ail the dugouts. He
looked at Art accusingly.

IlCome in, Ilebe,"1 1 said pleasantly. IlWe
dou't see you very of ten."1

Hebe paid no attention to my invitation, but
glared at Art.

IlI Ive caught you with the goode on," le said.
"Give me back that milk, or I1'1l report you to

the platoon oMeer."1
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IlYou can report me to, Lord Kitchener If you
like,"1 said Art, calmly, as lie drained the can;
"but this milk stays riglit here."l

flebe disappeared, breathiiig vengeance.
After supper that night a crowd sat around the

dying einbers of one of the fires. This m-as one
of the first positions we had been iii where there
was cover sufficient to warrant fires being
lighted. A mail had beeu distributed that day,
and the men exchanged items of newg and
swapped gossip. There were men there front al
parts of Newfoundland. They spoke ini at least
thirty different accents. Any one who made a
study of it could tell easily fromn each man's ac-
cent the district he came from. Mucli of the
mail was intimate, and necessitated private peru-
sal, but mucli more was of interest to others.
It was interesting to hear a man yell to a friend
who came from bis same "lbay"I that another
man had enlisted from Robinson's, mnaking- up
eighteeu of the nineteen men'of flghting age in
the place. Sometimes the news was that "lHaif
has volunteered, and Red was turned down by
the doctor."

This fromt some resident of the northern parts
where the fog is not, and where aspirates are of
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littie consequence. This news gives rise to the
opinion that Ilthat la the hend o' ]EIalf." Tis~
with mucli discussion and ominous shaking of
the head. Sometimes a friend of the absent
"H Ialf"I would tell of Half's exploit of stealing
a trolley from the Reid Newfoundland llailway
Company and going twenty miles to see a girl.
Sometimes the hero was a married man. Then
it was opined that his conjugal relations were
not happy, and the reason he enlisted was that
"lhe had heard something."l All these opinions
and suggestions were voieed with that beautiful
freedom from restraînt so characteristie of the
ordinary conversation of the members of our reg-
iment. Mucli was made of the arrivai of a mail.
It did not happen often, and the letters that came
were three or four inontbs old. "4As eol« wa-
ters to a thirsty soul," fsays Solomon, Ilso is good
news from a far country." The Newfoundland-
ers ini that barren, scorched country caught eag-
erly at every shred, of news from that distant
Northern country that they loved enough to risk
their lives for. Wlth such a setting it is littie
wonder that the talk was much of home. Be-
hind the persiflage of the talk there was a poign-
ant Ionging for those dark, cool foreste of pine
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where the caribou roam, and the broad-bosomed
lakes and rivers that were the highways for the
monsters of the Northern forests on their jour-

ney to the mille. The lumbermen of Notre Dame
Bay and Green Bay told fearsome and wondrouls
tales of driving and swamping, of teaming and

landing, until one almost heard the blows of the
ax, the Ilgee"I and Ilhaw"I of the teamsters, and

smeit the pungent odor of newý-cut plne. The
Reid Newfoundland Railway, the single narrow

gage road that twists a picturesque trail acrose

the Island, had given largely of its personnel to-

ward the making of the regiment. Firemen and
engineers, brakemen and conductors, talked
remiuiscently of forced rune to catch expresses
with freight and accommodation trains. There
is an interesting tale of two drivers who blew
their whistles in the Morse code, and kept up
communication with each other, until a girl
learnied the code and broke up the friendship.
A steamship fireman contributed his quota with
a story of laboring through mountainous seas
against furious tides when the stokers' utmost
efforts served only to keep steamers from losing
way. By comparison 'with the homeland, Tur-

key suiffered much; and the things they said
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about Gallipoli were lamentable. From thie
gloom on the other sîde of the fire a voice chanted
softly, IlIt 's a long, long way to Tipperary, It 'a
a long way to go." Gradually ail joined in.
After Tipperary, came many marching songs.
"Are we downhearted? NOe,with every one
boomîng out the "lNo." "lBoys in Khaki, Boys
in Blue," and at last their own Song; to the tune
of IlThere is a taveru in the town."1

And when those Newfoundlanders start to yell, start to yeu,
Oh, Kaiser Bill, you 'il wlsb you were In benl, were in bell;
For they 'il bang you blgh to your Potsdam palace wall,
You 're a damn poor Kaiser, after ail.

The singing died down slowly. The talk turned
to the trenehes and the chances of victory, and
by degrees to pereonal impressions.

I1 'd like to know,"1 said one chap, Ilwhy we
ail enlisted."1

IlWMen 1 enlisited," said a man 'with an
accent reminiscent of the Placentia Bay, I
thouglit there 'd be lots of fun, but with weather
like this, and nothing fit to eat, there 'fi not much
poetry or romance in war any more."

"lRiglit for you, my son," said another; Ilyour
King and Country need you, but the trouble is
to miake your King and Country feed you."1
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IlDon't you wish you were in London now,
Gal?"I said one chap, turning to me. IlYou'd
have a nice bed to sleep in, and could eat any-
where you liked."

IlWel>," I said, Ilenough people tried to per-
suade me to stop. one fellow told me that the
more brains a man had, the farther away he was
from the firing-line. le Id been to the front too.
1 think,"l 1 added, Ilthat General Sherman had
the riglit idea."1

IlI wish you fellows would shut up and go to

sleep," said a querulous voice from a nearby dug-
out.

IlYou don't know what you 're talking: about,
Gai; General Sherman was an optimist."1

IlIt does n't do any good to talk about it nowe"
said Art Pratt, in a matter of fact voice. IlSonie
of you enlisted so full of love of country that
there was patriotism running down your chia,
and some of you enlisted because you were dis-
appointed in love, but the most of you enlisted
for love of adventure, and you're gettinig it."

Agaiu the querulous subterranean voice inter-
rupted: "lGo to sleep, you fellows - there ls
none of you knows what you 're talking about.
There ls only one reason an~y o! us enlisted, and
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that la pure, kow down, unmitigated ignorance."'
Axnid general laugliter the clans in applied psy-
choIQgy broke up, and distributed themse1ves in
their various dugoute.

Hatfway down to my dugout, I was arrested
by the sound of scuffling, nmuch blowing and puif -
ing, and finally the satisfied grunt that I knew
proc eeded from Hebe Wheeler.

IlI 've got a spy," hie, yelled. IlHere 's a bloody
Turk."1

IlTurk nothing," said a disgusted voice.
"Don't you know a man from. your own coin-

pany? Y
Hebe relinquished his hold on his captive an~d

subsided, grumbling. The other aroÉe, shook
hlmself, and went hie way, voieing hie opinion
of people who built their dugouts flush with the
ground.

IlWhat do you think of the news froin the
Western front?" said Art, when 1 located him.

IlWhat in it?" I asked.
"The enemy are on the mun at the Western

front. The BritÎsh have taken four lines of Ger-
man trenehes for a distance of over five miles in
the vicinîty of Loos. The bulletin board a.t
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Brigade headquarters says that they have cap-
tured several large guns, a number of machine
guns, and seveniteen thousand unwounded
prisoners. If they can keep this up long enough
for the Turks to realize that it is hopeless to ex-
peet any help from that quarter, Abdul Pasha
mwill soon give In."

We were talking about Abdul Païhase sur-
rendering wheu we dropped off to sleep. We
mnuet have been asleep about two hours when the
insistent, crackiling sound of rapid fire, momen-
tarily increasing in volumiie, brouglit us to our
feet. Away up onl the rgtwhere the Austra-
lhans were, the sky was a red "lare from the flash-
ing of many ridles. Against this, we could se
the occasional flare of different colored rockets
that gave the warships their signale for shelling.
Very soon one of our officers appeared.

"lStand to arma for the Newfoundlanders," hie
said.

"What is it?"I I asked.
'The Australians are advancingr," hie an-

swered. "lWe '11 go up as reinforcemenlts if
we 're needed. Tell your men to put on their
ammunition beits, anid have thelr rifles ready.
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They need n't put ou their packs; but keep theni
near them so that they eau slip them on if we
get the order to, move away."

1 went about among the men of my section,
passing aloug the word. Everybody was tin-
gling with excitemeut. Nobody knew just what
was about to, happen; but every one thouglit that
whatever it was it would prove interesjtîug. For
about half an hour the rapid lire kept up, then by
degrees died dowu.

IlDiU you see that iast rocket?"I said a man
near me; Ilthat means they Ive doue it. A red
roeket meaus that the navy is to lire, a green to
continue firiug, and a white one means that
we Ive won. I

In a few minutes Mr. Nunne walked toward
US. Il YOU Mau Put Your equipmeuts off, aud turn
iu again,"l he said, Ilnothing doing to.night."1

"What is ail the excitemeut?"I I asked.
"Oh, it's the Anzacs again" he said; when

they heard of the adyance at Loos, they weut over
across, ani surprised the Turks. They Ive taken
two liues of trenches. They did it without any
orders - just wauted to celebrate the good
uews."

1 was awakeued the next morning by the sound
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of a whlzz-bang flying over our dugout. Johuny
Turk was sending us his best respecte. 1 shook
Art, who was sleeping heavily.

IlGet up, Art," 1 said. I miglit as well have
spoken to a stone wall. I tried again. Putting
my mouth to bis ear, I shouted, Il Stand to, Art.
Stand to."1

Art turned over, sleeping. I 'il stand thliree
if you like, but don't disturb, me," lie muttered,
and relapsed into coma.

In a few minutes, two or three more sheils
came along. They were P.,ell over the ridge lie-
hind us, but were Ianding almost in the inidst of
another Uine o! dugouts. I stood gazing at thern
for alittie while. A man passed me running
madly. "lCorne on," lie gasped, Iland yell for
the stretcher."1 I followed hlm wîthout further
question. IlIt 's ail rigit," lie said, sloiN,!g up
just before we came to the line of dugouts that
lad just been shelled. IlThey 've got hiim al
riglit." We continued toward a group that
crowded about a istretcher. A man -was lying on
it, with his head raised on a haversack. Hie
rolled bis eyes slowiy and surveyed the gronp.
IlWhat the hell is the matter?" 'I e said dazedly;
tIen feit himself over gingerly for wounds. Ap-
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parently he could flnd none. «9What hit me?"I
he asked, appealing to a grinning Red Cross man.

"I Nothing,"y said the other, Ilexcept about a
ton of earth. It 's a lucky thing sme one saw
you. That last sheil buried you alive."1

The wbistle of a corning sheil dispersed the
grinning spectators. I went back to my dugout,
and found Art busily toasting some bread over
the sieve that 1 had cornmandeered the day before.

"What was the excitement?"I he asked.
"Charlie Renouf," I said, Ilwas buried alive."1
"Heavens," said Art, Ilhe Io the postrnan; we

can't afford to lose him. That rerninds me that
I 've got to write smre letters."-

A.fter we had finished breakfast, Art produeed
smre writing paper and an iudelible pencil. 1
did not have any writing paper, but 1 contributed
a suppiy of service posteards, that bear such
meager information as IlI arn quite well," IlI ara
sick,"l IlI arn wounded," I ar n hospital and
doing well," IlI amrn u ospital and expeet to be
discharged soon,"l IlI have not heard from you
for a long tirne," IlI have had no letter f rom you

ince -el" I have your letter of -,1 Il 1
have received your parcel of -," and a space
for the date and the signature. When a mani
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writes bomne from Uhc front, lie crosses out al
but the sentences lie wants read, puts iu the date,
and adds his signature. This la tie ordlnary
meanh of communication. About once a week a
man ia allowed to write somne letters; but these
are censored by his platoon officer, who seals
thein, and signa bis naine as a record of their
bavlng been paased by blm. Sometimes the cen-
sor at the base opens a few of thein. Perbaps
once a fortniglit a few privileged cliaracters are
given large bine envolopea, that have printed in
tbe corner;

Corrumpondence In tht, envelope need not be cengored
Regmetaly.The contenta are liable to examination at

the Base.
The followlng Cert1fleate must be signed by the wrtter:
1 cerUifv on. my honour thai the content8 of this envelope

"efer to s.othng but privaie and family mattera.
Signatuure

(Name 0*)

Wbile ve were writing, the orderly sergeant,
tbat dread of loafers, wbo appoints ail detail8
for fatigue work, bore down upon our dugout.
1'Two men from you, Corporal Galllshaw,» lie
sald, « for bomb throwers. Give me their nain
as soon as yen can. Tbey 're for practice this
afternoon."
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"One here, right away," eaid Art, Iland put
Lew O'Dea down for the other."1

Lew O'Dea-was a character. He was ini the
next dugout to, me. The first day on the Penin-
sula, hie rifle had stuck full of sand, and some
one had stolen his tin canteen for cookîng food.
He immediately formed himself into an anti-
poverty society of one thereafter, and went
around like a walking arsenal. I neyer saw hiin
with fewer than three rifles, usually he carried
half a dozen. He always kept two or three of
them spotlessly dlean; s0 that no matter when
rifle inspection came, he always had at least one
to, show. He had been a littie late in getting hie
rifle dlean once and was determined not to be
caught any more. Rie equipment always con-
tained a varied assortment of canteens, seven or
eight gas masks, and hie dugout was luxurlous
with rubber sheets and blankets. I inherited
them," he always answered, whenever anybody
questioned him about them. With ammunition
for hie several rifles, when he started for the
trenches in full marching order, he carried a load
that a mule need by no means have been aehamed
of.

"Do you want to, go on bomb throwing detail
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this afternoon?"I I called to O'Dea acrose the top
of the dugout.

"lSure," lie answered; Ildoes a swimi want to
duck?"I

IlFine," I eaid; "lreport here at two o*clock."1
At two o'clovk, accompanied by an officer and

a sergeant, we went down the road a littie way
to where some Australians were conducting a
class in. bomb throwing. A brown-faced chap
from Sydney ishowed, me the differencebeee
bombe that you explode by lighting a match,
bombe -that are started by pulling out a plug,
and the dinky littie three-second "lcricket balls"I
that explode by pressing a spring. I asked bimn
about the attack the night before. le told mie
that they had been for some tine waiting for
a chance to make a local advance that would
capture an important redoubt ini the Turkish
lUne. Every night at exactly nine o'clock, the
Navy lied thrown a searchliglit on the part
of the line the Anzacs wanted to capture. For
ten minutes tliey kept up lieavy flring. Then,
after a ten minutes' interval of darkness and
suspended firiug, tliey began a second illumina.
tion and bombardment, commencing always at
twenty minutes past fine, and ending precisely
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at half pust. After a littie wbile, the enemy,
knowing just the exact minute the bombardment
was to, begin, took the first beam of the search-
Iight as a hint to clear out. But the nlght before,
a crowd of eager Australlans had crept sof tly
along lni the, shadow made doubly dark by the
glare of the searchlight, the noise of their advauce
covered by the sound of the bombardment. As
soon as the bombardment ceased anid the seareh-
light's beam, was 'succeeded by darkness, they
poured into the Turkish position. They had takeu
the astouished Turks completely by surprise.

IlWe dld n't; expeet to, nake the attack for an-
other week," said. the Australian; "lbut as soon
as our boys heard that we were 'winning li
France, they thought they 'd better start some-
thing. There ha n't been any excitement over
our way now for a long time," he sald. I 'lm
about fed up on th-Io walting around the
trenches."l He fingered one of the little cricket-
bail bombe caressingly. "4Think of it," he satd;
"9ail you do îs press that littie spring, and three
seconds after you Ire a casualty."

'CPressing that littie spring,»1 said Il I s my
idea of nothing to do, unless you re a particiu-
larly fast sprinter."
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IlBy the Lord Harry, Newfoundland," eaid
the Auetrallan, wlth a peculiar, excited gllnt i

bis eye, "lthat ls an inspiration.1"
"What 's an inspiration?"I I asked, ln bewil-

dermient.
The Australian stretched bimself ou the

ground beside me, resting hie chin in his cupped
bande. IlWheu I was in Sydney," lie said

slowly and thoughtfully, IlI did a hundred yards
in teneeconds easily. Now iflIcan get in a

traverse that 'fi only eight or nine yards long, and

press the epring of one of those littie cricket

balle, 1 ouglit to be able to get out on the other
side of the traverse before it explodes."

Art and Lew O'Dea passed along just then and

1 jumped up Wo go with them. IlDon't forget Wo

look for me if you Ire over around the Pif teenth

Australiaus,"' said the Australian. IlAsk for
White George."

IlI won't forget,»1 1 said, as 1 hurried away Wo
join the others.

We were about hall way to our dugouta when
we paased a string of our men carrylng about
tweuty mail bags. It was the second in4talment
of a lot of mail tbat had been landed the day be-

fore. W. followed the sweating carriers up the
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road to the quarter-master sergeant's dugout,
and waited around liumbly while that autocrat
leisurely sorted out the mail, making remarks
about each letter and waiting after each remark
for the applause he f elt it deserved. With mad-
dening deliberation he scanned each address.
IlCorporal W. P. Costello."' IlHe 's at the base,"
some one answered. Corporal Costello's letter
was put aside. "lPrivate George Butler."
Private Butler, on the edge of the crowd, pushed
and elbowed hie way toward the quarter-master
sergeant. Il ere you are; letter for Butler."
The august Q. M. S. placed the letter beside hie
elbow. IlWait till the lot 'as orted, and you '1l
get them, ail together."1 Private Butler, with îll-
restrained impatience, resumed hie place on the
outside. After the letters, the parcels had to be
sorted. Some enterprising person at the base
had opened a lot of them. One fellow received
a large box of cigarettes that he would bave en-
joyed smoking if the man at the base had flot
seen them firet. Art Pratt drew a lot of mail,
including a parcel, intact except for the contents.
A diligent search ini a box a foot square failed to
locate anything more than a pair of socks, which
Art presented to me with hie compliments.
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Mome papers, two months old, with some casuatty
liste of the First Newfoundland Reginient, had
no address; the wrapper had gonie before, somne-
where between Newfoundland, and the Darda-
nelles. Everybody claimed the papers. Va.ri-
ous proofs were offered to show the ownership.
One fellow knew by the way they were rolled
up that they were from hie family. Another,
more original than the rest, was certain they
were hie, because he had written for papers of
those dates, in order to mee the announcement
of the casualty of a friend. It w-as pointed out
derîsively that a letter writteni after that cas-
ualty had occurred would only then have reached
Newfoundland; and to get a lot of papers in
reply would be a physical impossibility. The
claimant, ini no wise abashed, suggested that lots
be drawn. Tis was pooh-poohed. At last, to
avoid discussion, the quarter-master sergeaut
took the papers hiniseif, and put theni in his
greatcoat. "I1'11 distribute theni after I 've
read thei," he announced, and pulled the rubber
sheet across the top of his dugout, as a delicate
hint that the interview was finished. The crowd
slowly melted. away. I received one letter, and
was sitting on the edge of my dugout readinag it
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wheu one of our men passig along, yelled to
me. flHey,"l he said, "lyou corne from. the
Ulnited States, don't you?"

Il"Yes," I said; Ilwhat do you want to, know
that for?"I

IlI Ive got sornething here," he said, etopping,
"that cornes from there too."1 He dived into lis

pocket, and produced a medley of articles.
From these lie selected a ernail paper..wrapped
parcel.

"What 'a that?"I I said.
«It 's chewing gum," he answered; Ilreal

American chewing- gurn like the girls chew ini
the subway ini New York." He unwrapped it,
selected a piece, placed it in hie mouth, and began
chewing it with elaborated enjoyment. Af ter a
few minutes, lie came nearer. IlBy golly,» lie
said, with an exaggerated nasal drawl, IIit 's
good gum, I '1 soon begin to feel like a blooni-
ing Yank. I 'lm talking like a Yauk already.
Don't you wish you had some of this?"I

"I 1 I ake you a sporting offer," I answered.
1I111 figlit you for the rest of what you 've got."1
ceNo, you won't," lie answered nasally; I t la

miade nie feel exactly like a Yank; I 'n tee prend
te figlit."e
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wAri1qG POR THJu WÂR TO cEaSE

W E were sitilli n dugouts when Art Pratt
woke me one morning with a vicious kick,

to show me my boots Iying outslde of the dugout,
fllled with rain water. Ail the night before It
had poured eteadily, but now it was clearing
nlcely. The Island of Imbros, fi! teen miles
away, that seemed to draw a great deal nearer
before ev'ery rainstorm, bad retreated to its nor-
mal position. The sky was stili gray, but it was
the leaden gray of a Turkish autumu day. From
Suvla Bay the wlnd blew keen and plercing. 1
salved the boots from the rain puddle, emptled
them, dried them out as beat 1 could with my
puttees, anid put them on. Art, in hie own
inimitable way, sald unprintable thinge about a
rifle that had been le! t outelde, and that now
neeessltated laborlous cleanlng, in time for rifle
inspection. Ail througb breakfast, L.ew O'Dea
elaborated on the mueh-quoted remarks of the
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Governor of North Carolina to, the Governor of
South Carolina. Rum had not been issued as
per schedule the evening before. Art began a
inaliciously fabricated story of a conversation lie
had heard in which a senior officer had stated
that now that the cold weather had corne, there
would be no more rum. Just then, Rome one
shouted, to, IlLook up ini the sky." From the
direction o! the trenches a dark cloud was com-.
ing rapidly toward us. (A few niglits before,
whule we were in trenches, we had been ordered
to put on our gas masks; for, a littie to the
riglit of us, the Turks had turned the poison gas
on the Gurkhas.) At first, the dark mass ini the
sky appeared to some to be poison gas. They
immediately dived for their gas masks. Au it
came nearer, howeyer, we were able to distin-
guish that it was flot a cloud, but a huge flock
of wild geese, beginning their southern, migra-
tion. O'Dea selected a rifle from his collection,'Ioaded it, and waîted tili the geese were almoist
directly overhead; then, amid derisive cheering,
he flred ten rounds at them. They were much
too high in air for a successful shot, even if he
had used gunshot; but even after they were ai-
most over Imbros Island, Lew continued llring.
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When an officer, arrived, demanding sarcasti-
caily if Lew O'Dea would n't sooner send some
written invitations to the Turks to sheil us, lie
subsided, and began cleaning his artillery. 'Un-
til then, we had been wearing thin khaki duck
uniformns with short pants that mnade us look
like boy scouts. We had found these rather cool
at niglit; but in the bot days we preferred theni.
to the hea-vy khaki drill uniforms that were kept
in kit bags at the beach. I had Ianded without
a kit bag, and the change of uniform 1 kept in
the pack 1 carried on my back. A littie while
before, I had put on the heavy uniformi and
thrown away the Iight weight one. On the Pe-
ninsula, when you have to, waik with aIl your
possessions on your back, each additional ounce
counts for much. As soon as we found that it
was impossible to get water to wash or shave in,
we threw away our towels and soap. A few kept
their razors. The only thing I hung on to was
my tooth brush - not for its legitimate purpose,
but to dlean the sand and grit out of my rifle.

"lGo over and ask Mr. Nunus," said Art to
mne, while we were dlea2ninig our rifles, "lif hie 111
give us a pass to go down to the beach to find my
kit bag. I '11 finish cleaning your rifle while you
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go over."1 I handed the rifle to Art, and went
over to look for Mr. Nunns. When I found him
lie was censoring some letters.

" You 'd better wait tiil this afternoon, before
going," lie said. IlI want you to take tweuty
men and carry up ten boxes of ammunition to
the flring Une, wbere A Company are. They 're
coming out to-morrow niglit and we 're to relieve
them. Hie gave me a paso, and I took it over to
Art.

" YOU eau go down this mornîng if you like,
1 ad, Ilor you eau wait tili I get back froni this
ammunition detail"1

Il If you Ire flot later than two o'clock,"Y said
Art, le 'il1 wait for you."1

I found the detail of twenty men for ammuni-
tlon-carrying waiting for me near the field
kitchen. We crawled cautiouéiy along some
open ground, past the quarter-master's dugout
and the dugouts that were dignified by the naine
of orderly rooni, wliere the colonel and adjutant
conducted the clerîcalI business of the battalion,
issued daily orders, and sentenced defaulters.
IlNapoleon knew what was what,»1 said the mn
near me, as lie wriggled along, Ilwhen lie said
that an army figlits on its stomacli. I 'vo been

126



WAITING

on my stomacli hli the time aince V ve been iii

GallipoIl" We straightened up when we came
to the communication trench that gave us cover
from unipers. Ordinarily we walked upriglit
when we were behind the ues, but for a few
days past enexny enipers bad been extraordi-
narily active. The Turkish snipers were the
moiet effective part o! their organization. Bach
eniper was armed with a rifle with telescopic
sighte. With a rifle su, equipped, a guod shot can
bit a man at seven hundred yards, juet as easily
as the ordinary soldier can shoot at one hun-
dred.

.The ten boxes of ammunition were very heavy,'
and the heat o! the day necessitatedl a great many
reste, before we reached the part of the line held
by A Company. A Company had, been loeing
heavily for a day or two because o! enipers. A
couple o! the men were talking about it wheu
I came along.

I don't see," one of them was saying, "how
they can get us at niglit."

IlIt 's thie way," explained. the other. "The
cigarette makers eend their snipers out some-
time at night. Inetead o! going back that; night
they stay out for a week, or longer. AU the ra-
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tion Johnny Turk needs îs a swallow of water,
some onions, or olives, and a biscuit or two."1

IlHow îS it," I asked, Ilwe don't see them, in
the daytime? I

IlIt ls this way,"I said the A Company man.
"He paints himself, his rifle, and lis clothes

green. Then he twists some twigs and branches
around him and kids you he 's a tree."

"lThe way they do in this part of the -trenchy,"
said another mail who had been listening to the
conversation, "lis to work in pairs. They get a
dugout somewhere where they can get a pretty
good view of our trenches. They see where we
move about most, and alm their machine gun at
the top of the parapet. Then they clamp it
down. At night when the sentries are posted,
they simply press the trigger, and there are some
more casualties."1

IlYou Ive got to band it to Jobnny Turk, ju st
the saine," said the firet man. IlOne of thema
wMl stand up iu bis dugout in broad daylight,
exposed from. bis waist up, andgive you a chance
to pot hlm, so that bis mate eau get you. We
used to lose men that way first. As soon as we
aimed, the second snlper tiirned his machine guni
on us and got our man. Now we 've fouud a
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better way. We stick a helmet up on top of a
rifle just above the parapet, and fire from an-
other part of the trench."'

IlWe Ive been having trouble with them down
in dugouts," 1 said. IlSome of the fellows say
it 's8 stray buliets, but it seems to me that they Ire
going too, fast to be spent. You can tell a bullet
that 's spent by the sound."

One of the A Company sergeants who had been
listening to discussion joined in. IlIt la snipers
ail riglit," lie said. Il 's easy enougli for a
German officer to get into our trenches. Men
are coming in ail the time from working parties,
and niglit patrols, and the engineers go back and
forth every hour or so fixing up the barb wire.
Only a little while ago they found one fellow.
He had stripped a uniform from one of our dead,
dressed himself ln it, and walked up to our para-
pet one niglit. The sentry did n't know the dif-
ference, because the other fellow spoke good Eng-
lish, so he let hlm, pass. Ail they have to do is
say 1 What ho,' or, ' Where 's the Dublin's sec-
tion of trench?'1 They can get by ail riglit."1

The officer to whom I had delivered the amn-
munition sent word that it had been checked and
that we could return to our company. We were
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only a short distance down the communicati(
trench when a party of officers came along. V~
drew a littie to one aide, and stopped te let the
pass. Not one of them was under the rank ,
lieutenant-colonel, and one of them was a ge:
eral. He was a rather tail, spare mani, with
drooping brown mustache. He was inost unlil
the usual type of gruif, aurly general olffcers i
charge. His eyes had a kindly, friend-of-th
family sort of twinkle. Hie type was more iii
a superintendent of construction, or a kixndly o]
fainily physician. IlLook at the ribbons on ti
old boy's cheat,"I sad the mani near me. IlHe
got enougli medala to make a keel1 for a battl,
shlp.' lI the Britishi army, those who have see
previons service wear on the breast of thej
tunics the ribbona for eacli campaigu. The gei
eral halted hie red-tabbed staff where we stQoo

IIAre you Newfoundlanders, Ceorora? II b
sad to me.

IlYeS, air," 1 answered.
IlThey 'Ive made it pretty warm for you sinc

you 'Ive been here," lie added, with a smili
"Your men are znost efficient trench dlggers. 1

I had an army like them, we 'd dlg our way t
Constantinople." With that lie pas on wlt,
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a Omile. A POmPOus-looking sergeant brought
up the rear of the general's escort.

IlWho was that, that just spoke to un, Ser-
geant?" I asked.

The sergeant surveyed me contemptuouely.
"la it possible that yon don't know 'im. 'E la

General Sir Ian Haniliton, General Commander-
in-Chief of the Mediterranean Force, le ine»

General Sir Ian Hamnilton bas won the un-
queetioned devotion of the First Newfoundland
Regiznent. Many times after that, he vieited the
front lUne trenches and etopped to exchange a
few worde with men herm and there. It la a cu-
rious thing that while the young subaltern lieu-
tenants held themselves very much aloof, the
senior officere chatted amiably with our mnen.
The Newfoundlanders, democratie to the core,
hated anything that in the least savored of
iiside," and they admired the courage of a gen-
eral officer who took his chances in the firing
Uine.

Art was waiting for me when I reached the
dugout after my ammunition fatigue. I accom-
panled hlm down the mule path that led along
the edge of the Sait Lake to West Beach, where
we had made our landing the first night. The
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place looked very different now. Under the
shelter of the beetling, cîiffs, the engineers had
constructed dugouts of ail sorts. The beach was
piled high with boxes of beef, biscuits, jam, limie
juice, and rum. At the top of the hill, a tem.
porary dressing station for the wounded had been
built; and nearer the beach was a clearing sta-
tion, from which the wounded were taken by
motor ambulance to, the hospital ship. At dif-
ferent points along the beach, piers had been
built for the Ianding of supplies and troops, and
for the loading of wounded into lighters to lie
taken to the hospital ships waiting out in deeper
water. The Australians had put up a wire fence
around a part of beach and used it for a grave-
yard. We found the man in charge of the kit
bags of the Newfoundlanders, and after much
search located Art's bag, and took out the stuif
we wanted. On the way back, in a littie ravine
just on the edge of the Salt Lake, we came upon
two hersemen. They were General Hamilton
and hie aide. The greneral returned our salute
smilingly.

IlWho is it?"I said Art.
0,4It ls Sir Jan Hamilton," I said. IlDoes n't
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hie look like the sort of mnan it would be wise to
confide in?"I

IlYes, hie doeal," said Art. IlEvidently hie has
confidence in our troops' ability to hold their
own,"y added Art. "lThe Turks have four lines of
trenches to fali back on; we have only one firing
lîne."1

There was the saine group around the -field
kitchen when we arrived back at our lines. They
were swapping yarns and telling stories with a
lurid intermixture of profanity and a liberal
sprinkling of trench slang. To me, 'One of the
rnost interesting side lights of the war in the
slang that forma a great part of the vocabulary
of the trenches. Early Inorning tea, when we
got it, was Ilgun-ifire."1 A Turk was never a
Turk. Hle was a Turkey, Abdul Pasha, or a
cigarette maker. A reginient is a "mob."1 A
psychologist would have been interested to see
that nobody ever spoke of a comirade as having
died or been killed, but had Ilgone west."1 Al
the time I vus at the front, I neyer heard one
of our men say that another had been killed. A
man who was killed in our regiment had Illost
bis can,"I although this referred most partieu-
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larly to, men shot through the head. Ordinarily
a dead man was called a Ilwashout",; or it was
said that lie had Ilcopped it."1 The caution to
keep your head down always came, "4Keep your
napper down low."1 To get wounded with one of
our own bullets was fto get a "ldose of three-o
three."1 The bullet lias a diameter of three-hun-ý
dred-and-three thousandths of an inch.

Mr. Nunns came towa 'rd the group, looklng
for Stenlake. It was Sunday afternoon, and lie
thought it would be weIl to, have a service. Sten-
lake was found, and a crowd trailed after hiim
to an empty dugout, where lie gathered thema
about hlm and began. It was a simple, sincere
service. Out there in that barren country, it
seemed a strange thing to see those rougli men
gathered about Stenlake while lie read a passage
or led a hymui. But it was Most impressive.
The service was almost over, and Stenlake was
offering a final prayer, when the Turklsh batter-
ies opened fire. Ordinarily at the first sound of
a shell, nmen dived «for shelter; but gathered
around that dugout, where a single sheil could
have wrouglit awful liavoc, not a man stirred.
They stayed motionless, heads bowed reverentîy,
until Stenlake liad flnished. Then quietly tliey

136



WAITING

dispersed. As a lessoný ini faith it was most il-
luminating.

It waestrange to ee week by week the psy-
chological change that had corne overthe men
Most of ail I noticed it in the songe they sang.
At firet the songe had been of a boisterous char-
acter, that foretold direful things that would
happen to the Kaiser and hie, family "lAs we go
marching through Germany."1 These had ail
given place to songe that voiced to some extent
the longing for home that possessed these volun-
tary exiles. IlI want to go back to Michigan "
was a favorite. Perhaps even more so wae
"lThe little gray home in the West." "lTipper-
aryl' was still In demand, not because of the
lult of a march that it held, but for the pathetic
little touch of Il xny heart 's right there," and
perhaps for the reference to, Ilthe sweetest girl
Iknow."
Perhaps it may have been the effect of Sten-

lake's service, or it may have been the news that
we were to go into the firing line the next day,
that made the men seek their dugouts early that
Sunday evening. But there was something
heavy in the air that night. For almost a week
we had been comparatively safe in dugouts. To.
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morrow we were again to, go into the firing line
and wait impotently while our number was re-
duced gradually but pitilessly. The hopeless-
ness of the thing seemed clearer that evening
than any other tixne we had been there. Simnp-
son, "the Man with the Donkeys,>' had been
killed that day. After a whole summer in which
lie seemed to, be impervious to bullets, a stray
bullet liad cauglit him in the heart on bis way
down Shrapnel Valley with a consignnent of
wounded. Simpson had been so mucli a part of
the Peninsular life that it was hard to realize
that lie had gone to, swell the liat of heroes that
Australia bas so mucli cause to be proud of. A
Company had suffered heavily in the front Uine
trenches that day. A number of stretchers had
passed down the road that ran in front of our
dugouts, with A Company men for the dressing
station on the beach. Snipers had been busy.
Froin the A Company stretcher-bearers came
news that others had been killed. One piece of
news filtered slowly down to us that evenin,
that had an unaccountably strange effeet on the
men of B Company. Samn Lodge had been killedi.
Sam Lodge was perbaps the most widely known
man in the whole reg-Iment. There were very
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few Newfoundlanders who, did not think kindly
of the big, quiet, reliable looking college man.
Re had eulisted at the very firet cati for volun-
teers. Other men had been kilied that day; and
since the regiment had been at Galipoli, men
had stood by whiie tlieir dugout mates were torn
by shrapnel or sank down moaning, with a
eniper's builet in the brain; but nothing had ever
had the same effeet, at any rate on the mien of
our company, as the news that Sam Lodge had
been killed that day. *Perhaps it was that every-
body knew him. Other niglits men had crowded
around the fire, telIing stories, exchanging gos-
sip, or singing. To-niglit ail was quiet; there
was flot even the sound of men creeping about

*front dugout to dugout, visiting chums. Sud-
denly, froni away up on the extreme right end
of the Une of dugouts, came the sound of a clear
tenor voice, singing, IlTenting To-niglit on the
OId Camp Ground."1 Neyer have 1 heard auy-
thing s0 mourn fui. It is impossible to describe
the penetrating pathos of the old Civil War song.
SlowIy the singer continued, amidst a profound
hush. His voice sank, until one could scarcely
catch the words when be sang, IlWaiting for the
war to cease." At last he finished. There was
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scarcely a stUr, as the men dropped off to sleep.
It was a quiet, sober lot of men who filed into

a shady, tree-dotted ravine the next day behind
the stretcher that bore the remains of Private
Sam Lodge. Stenlake read the burial service.
Everybody who could turned out to pay their
last respects to the beet liked man in the regi-
ment. After the brief service, Colonel Burton,
the commanding officer, Captain Carty, Lodge's
company commander, a group of senior and
junior officers, and a number of profoundly af-
fected soldiers gathered about the grave whle
the body was lowered into !t. In the shade of
a spreading tree, within sound of the mournful
wash of the tide in Suvia Bay, lies poor Saiu
Lodge, a good, cheerful soldier, uncomplaining
always, a man whose last thought was for others.
49Don't bother tc> lif t me down off the parapet,
boys,"l le bad said, when lie wao hit; IlI 'm fin-
ished."1



CHAPTER VI

NO MAWS LAND

0 Rdugouts were located about a quarter of
amile inland fromn the edge of the Salt

Lake. Somewhere at the other side of the Salt
Lake was the cleverly concealed landing place of
the aéroplane service. Commander Sampson,
wbo had been in action since the beg-inning of the
war, was in charge of the aéroplane squadron.
One day, by clever manoeuvering he forced one
of the enemy planes, a Taube, away from its own
lines and back over the Sait Lake. Here at ter a
spectacular fight in mid air, Sampson forced the
other to surrender and captured his machine.
The Taube he tbereafter used for daiiy recon-
naissance. Every afternoon we watched hlm
hover over the Turkish lines, circle clear of their
bursting shrapnel, poising long enough to com-
plete his observations, then return to the Sait
Lake with his report for our artillery and the
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navy. The day after Sam Lodge's burial, we
watched two hostile 'planes chase Sampson back
riglit to our trenches. When, they came near
enough, our men opened rapid fire that forced
them to turn; but before Sainpson reached his
landing place at Sait Lake, we could see that lie
was in trouble. One of the wings of his machine
was drooping badly. From the other aide of the
Sait Lake, a motor ambulance was tearing along
towards the place where he was expected to land.
The Taube sank gradually to the ground, the am-
bulance drew up to, within about thirty feet of
it, and turned about, waiting. We saw Sarnpson
jump out of hie seat, almost before the machine
touched the ground, and walk to the waiting amn-
bulance. The ambulance had just started, wheu
a sheli from a Turkish gun hit the prostrate
aeroplane and tore a large hole, ini it. With
marvelous precision, the Turkish battery pumped
three or four shelis almost on top of the firet.
In a few minutes, ail that was left of the Taube
w'as a twisted mass of frame work; of the wings,
not a fragment remained.

But although Sampson had lost lie 'Plane, lie
had coiùp]eted his mission. About haif an hour
later, the navy in the bay began a bombardment.
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We could see the men-o'.war lined up, pouring
broadsides over our heads into the Turkislh
trenches. First, we saw the gray shîps calnily
riding the waves; then, from their sides camne
puifs of whitish gray smoke, and the flash of the
diseharge, followed by the jarring report of the
explosion. Around the bend of Anafarta Bay,
we saw creeping in a strange, low-lying, awk-
ward-looking craft that rexninded one of the
barges oesees used for dredging on barbors. It
was one of the new monitors, the most efflciently
destructive vessel ini the navy. Soon the artil-
lery on the land joined in. About four o'clock
the bombardment had started; and ail that after-
noon the terrifie din kept up. When we went
into the fixing line that evening at dark, the bom-
bardment was still going on. About fine o'clock
it Stopped; but at three the next morning, it was
resumed with even greater force. The part of
the line we were holding was in a valley; to, the
riaht and left of us, the trenches rau up hilI.
From ur position in the miiddle, we had a splen-
did view of the other parts of the line. Ail that
morning the bombardment kept up. Our gun-
ners were concentrating on the trenches well up
the hMU on the left. Firet we watched our shelis
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deinolish the eneiny's front line trench. lu
mense shelle shrieked through the air above ou
heads, and landed in the Turks' firing in,
Gradually but surely the huge Projectiles ba
tered down the enemy defenses. The Turt
stuck to their ground manfully, but at last the
had to give up. Through field glasses we coul
see the communication trenches choked wit
fleeing Turks. Some of our artillery, to preveu
their escape, concentrated on the suppoi
trenches. This manoeuver served a double pu,
pose: besides preventing the escape of those r(
treating fromt the battered front line trench, i
stopped reinforcements from, coming up. Sti]
farther back, a mule train bringing up supplici
was caught in open ground in the curtain of fir(
The Turks, caught between two fires, could no
escape. lu a short time all that was left of th
scientifically constructed intrenchments was
conglomerate heap of sand bage, equipments, anm
machine guns; and on top of it all lay the man
gled bodies of men and mules.

Ail through the bombardment, we had bope<
for the order to go over the parapet. When w,
had been rushed to the flring line the night be
fore, we thought it was to, take part ini the at
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tack Instead of this, we were held in the firing
line. For the Worcesters on our left was re-
served the distinction of making the charge.
UIigh explosives cleared the way for their ad-
vance, and cheering and yelling they went over
parapet. The Turks in the front line trenches,
completely demoralized, led to the rear. A few,
too weak or too sorely wounded to run, surren-
dered. While the bombardment was goinig on,
our men stood in their trenches, craning their
neeks over the parapet. Ail through the after-
noon, the excitement was intense. Men jumped
up and down, running wildly from one point in
the trench to another to get a better view. Some
fired their rifles in the general direction of the
enemy; Il just a few joy guns," they said. Every-
body was laugbing and sbouting delightedly.
Down ini the bay, the gray ships looked almont
as smail as launches in the mist forrned by the
smoke of the guns. The Newfoundlanders
might have been a crowd rooting at a basebali
game. Every few minutes, when the smoke in
the bay cleared suffleiently to reveal to us a
glimpse of the ships, the trenches resounded to
the shouts of, "lCorne on, the navy," and IlGood
old Britain." And when the great masses of
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iron hurtled through the air and tore up sections
of the enemy's parapet, we shouted delightedly,
"Iron rations for Johnny Turk!"I

Prisoners taken iu this engagement told us
that the Turkish rank and file heartily hated
their German officers. From the first, they had
not taken kîndly to underground warfare. The
Turks were accustomed to guerilla fighting, and
had to, be driven into the trenches by the German
officers at the point of their revolvers. One
prisoner said that he had been an officer; but
aince the beginning of the campaign, lie had been
replaced by a German. At that time, lie told us,
the Turks were officered entirely by Germans.
For two or three days after that, at short inter-'
vals, one or two at a time, Turks dribbled in to
surrender. They were tired of fighting, they
said, and were alinost starved. to death. Many
more would s 'urrender, they told us, but tliey
were kept back by fear of being aliot by their
German officers.

With the monotony varied occaslonally by
some local engagement like this, we dragged
tlwough the hot, f - estered days, and cold,
drafty, vermin-infested nights of September and
early October. By the middle of October, dis-
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case and scarcity of water had depleted our
ranki alarmingly. Instead of having four days
on the firing line and eight days' rest, we were
holding the firing line eiglit days and resting
only four. In my platoon, of the six noncorn-
missioned officers who had started with us, only
two corporals were left, one other and I. For
a week after the doctor had ordered him to leave
the Peninsula, the other corporal hung on,
pluckily determined flot to leave me alone. Al
this time, the work of the platoon was divided
between us; lie stayed up haif the niglit, and I
the other haif. At last, lie had to be personally
conducted to the clearing station.

Just about the middle of October cornes a
Mohammedan feast that lasts for three or four
days. During the days of the feast, whule our
battalion was in the firing line, some prisoners
who surrendered told us that the Turks were
suffering severely from lack of food and warm
clothing. Ail sorte of rumors ran through the
trench. One was that some one had reliable in-
formation that the supreme commander of the
Turkish forces had sent to, Berlin for men to
reinforce his army. If the reinforcements did
not corne In four days, he wonld surrender his
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entire command. Men ordered off the Peninsula
by the medical offier, instead of proceeding to
the clearing station, sneaked back to their posi-
tions in the trench, waiting to see the surrender.
But the surrender never came. Things went on
in the same old dreary, changeless round. More
than sickness, or bullets, the sordid rnonotony
had begun Wo tell on the men. Every day, of-
ficer8 were besieged with requests for permission
to go out between the lines to locate snipers.
When men were wanted for night patrol, for
covering parties, or for listening post detaîle,
every one volunteered. Ration parties Wo the
beach, which, had forrnerly been a dread, were
now an eagerly sought -variation, although it
was a certainty that from every such party we
should lose ten per cent. of the personnel. Any
change, of any sort, was welcome. The thought
of being killed had lost ite fear. Daily inter-
course with death had robbed it of its horror.
Here was one case wbere farniliarity had bred
conternpt. Most of the men bad sunk into
apathy, simply waiting for the day their turu
was to corne, wondering how soon would corne
the bullet that had on it their Ilnarne and num-
ber." Most of the men in talking to each other,
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especially to their sick comrades, spoke hopefully
of the outeome; but those 1 talked witti alone al
had the same thouglit: only by a miracle could
they escape alive; that miracle was a Ilcushy
one."y

One wave of hope swept over the Peninsula in
that dreary time. The brigade bulletin board
contained the news that it was expected that in
a day or two at the most Bulgaria would corne
into the war on the side of the Allies. To us
this was of tremendous importance. With a
frontier bordering on Turkey, Bulgaria might
turn the scale in our favor. Life became again
full of possibilities and interest. Our inter-
preters printed up an elaborate menu in Turkish
that recited the varions good things that miglit
be found, in our trenches by Turks who would
surrender. At the foot of the menus was a little
Dote suggesting that now was the ideal time to
corne in, and that the ideal way to celebrate the
feast was to becorne our guests. These 'menus
we attaclied to, little stakes and just in front of
the Turkish barbed wire we stuck them in the
ground. Several Turks came lu within the next
few days, but whether as a result of this or flot,
it was impossible to say. The feeling of re-
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newed hope and buoyancy caused by the news
of the imminence of Bulgaria's alliance with us
was of short duration. A day or so, afterwards
came the alarming news that the Allied min-
isters had left Bulgaria; and the following day
came word that Bulgaria had joined ini the war,
flot with us, but with the Central Powers.
Again apathy settled on the men. Now, too, the
rainy season had set in in earnest. Torrents
of rain poured down daily on the trenches, chok-
ing the drains, and filling the passageway with
thick gray mud in whieh one slipped and floun-
dered helplessly, and which coated uniforms and
equipments like cernent. Que relief it did bring
with it. Men who had not had a bath, or a
shave in months, were able to collect ini their
rubber sheets enough rain water to wash ýand
shave with. But the drinking water was still
scarce. On other parts of the Peninsula there
was plenty of it; but we had so, few men avail-
able for duty that we could scarcely spare
enough men to go for it. Also, there was the
difficulty in securing proper receptacles for its
conveyance. Most of the men were very much
exbausted, and the trip of four or five miles for
water would have been too much for them.
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Even when we did get water, it had to be boiled
to kili the germa of disease, and to prevent men
from, being poisoned. The boiled water was fiat
and tasteless; and to counteract this, we were
given a spoonful of lime juice about once a week.
This we put in our water botties. About every
third day we were issued some rum. Twice a

week, an officer appeared in the trench carrying
a large atone jar bearing the magie letters in
black paint, P. D. R., Pure Demerara Rum.
This lie doled out as if every drop had cost a
million dollars. Each man received just enougli
to cover the bottom of his canteen, not more than

an eighth of a tumbler. Just before going out
on ainy sort of night fatigue on the wet ground,
it was particularly grateful. We had long ago
given up reckonîng time by the calendar, and

days either were or were not"I Rum days." Men
who were wounded on these days bequeathed,
their share to their particular pals or to their

dugout mates. Some of the men were total ab-

stainers with the courage of their convictions;
they steadfastly refused to touch it. The other

men canvassed these on rum days for their share
of the fiery liquid, and in exchange did the

temperance men's share of fatigue duty. Dur-
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ing this time, there was very littie fighting.
Both sides were intrenched and prepared to stay
there. for the winter. In the particular section
of trench we held, we knew that a-ny attempt at
an advance would be hopeless and suicidai.
The ground in front was too well commanded by
enemy machine guns. Still, we thouglit that
some other parts of the lune might advance and
turn one of the fianks of the enemy. Nothing
was impossible to the Dublins or the Munsters;
and there wau always faith in the invincible
Australasians. We could not forget the way the
Australasians a short time before had celebrated
the news of the British advance at Loos.

Just after the Turkish feast, we went into dug-
outs again for a few days, and back once more
to, the firing lune. This time, we were up in the
farm house district near Chocolate Hi11i. It was
a place particularly exposed to shell fire; for the
old skeletons, of farm houses made good targets
for the enemy's guns. Every afternoon, the
Turks sent over about a dozen or so shels, just
to, show us that they knew iwe were there. 'After
Bulgaria came ini against us, it seemed to us that
the Turks grew much more prodigal of their
shella than formerly. Where before they sent
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over ten, tliey now fired twenty. It was rather
grimly ironie to, find, on exarnination of some of
the sheli casings, that they were shelse miade by
Great Britain and supplied to, the Turks in the
Balkan War. There was a certain amount, of
sardonie satisfaction in knowing that the fortifi-
cations on Achi Baba were placed there by
British engineers when we looked on the Turks
as friends. No. 8 platoon was intrenched just
in front of a fleld in which grew a number of
apple trees. In the daytime we could not get
to these, but at night some of the more venture-
some spirite crawled out and returned with their
haversacks full. A littie further along was what,
had once been a garden. Even now there were
stili growing some tomatoes and some water-
melons. The rest of it was a mass of battered
atones that had once been fences. Here it was
that the old gray bearded farmers who, bad been
peacefully working i their fields had hung up
their scythes and taken down from their hook
on the wall old rusty muskets and fought in their
dooryards to defend their homes. The oncoming
troops had swept past them, but at a tremendous
cost. For a whole day the battie had swayed
back and forth. Where formeirly had bloomed a
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luxuriant garden or orchard, was now a plowed
fleld,- plowed not with farm implements but
with shrapnel and high explosive sheils. Dot-
ting it here and there, were the littie rough
wooden crosses that gave the simple details of
a man's regimental name, number, and date of
death. Not a few of them, were in memory of
IlUnknown Comrades."l And once in a while one
saw a cross that marked the resting place of the
foe. Peeling toward the enemy differed with in-
dîviduals; but we were ail agreed that Johnny
Turk was a good, clean, sporty figliter, who gen-
erafly gave as good as we could send. There-
fore, whenever we could we gave him, decent
burial, we stuck a cross up over hlm, althoughl
be did flot believe in what it symbolized, and we
took off his identification disk and personal
papers. These we handed to our interpreters,
who sent them to the neutral consuls at Con-
stantinople; and they communicated through the
proper channels with t.he deceased's varions
widows.

After a week or so in this district, we moved
back again to our old quarters at Anafarta vil-
lage. Ilere we took over a block bouse occupied
by the Essex. The Dublins and the Munsters
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were on our right. The bloek bouse was an ad-
vanced post that we held in the morning and
during the niglit. Every afternoon we left it for
a few hours while the enemy wasted shels on it.
A couple of Irish enipers were with us. The
first day they were there, our Lieutenant, Mr.
Nunns, spent the day with them; that day, he
accounted for four Turks. This was the closest
we bad yet been to, them. I stood up beside an
Irish sniper and looked through a pair of field
glasses to where lie pointed out some snipers'
dugouts. They were the same dugouts that

Cooke, the Irish V. C. man, had shown me.
While I was watching, I saw an old Turk sneak-
ing out between his trench and one of the dug-

outs. He looked old and stooped and had a
long whisker that reached almost to, his waist
anid appeared to have difficuity lu getting along.
Ail about him were littie canvas pockets that

contained bombe and about hie neck was a long
string of smail bombe. IlBegob," said one of the
PDublins, beside me, Il't is the daddy of them aIll

Get him, my son." I grasped my gun excitedly
and aimed; but before I had taken the pressure
of the trigger, 1 heard from. a little distance to

the riglit the staccato of a machine gun. The
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resuit was astonishing. One second, 1 was look-
ing through my siglits at thie Turk; the next, lie
had disappeared, and ini bis place was the most
marvelous combination of ail colors of flaines I
have ever seen. Literally Johnny Turk had gone
Up inl smoke. The Irialiman beside me was
standing open mouthed.

"lGlory be to God," lie said, Ilwliat does that
make you think of ?"I

IlIt reminds me," I said, Ilof a Fourth of July
celebration in the States; and I wish,"l I added
heartlly, IlI was there now."1

IlIt inakes nme think, my son," said the Irish-
man, Ilof the way ould Cooke killed a lot of the
sausage-makers over on the other side. Hie
tlirew a bomb in among.tin of 'em and then fired
bis rifle at it and exploded it. Killed every
daxnn one of lem, lie dld. 'T was the saine ie
lie got tlie V. C."

"I suppose," I sal IlCooke 's in London now
gettingz his medal from the King. Hie 's tlirougli
with this Peninsula."1

"Tlrue for you, my son,"l said the Irishman,
"he 's tlirough with this Peninsula, but ie 's flot

in London. 'T was just tliree niglits'ago that I
went out yonder, and tin yards in front of that
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dugout I found ould Cooke's body. The Turrk
got him right through the cap badge and blew
the top dlean off bis head. 'T is just luck. Sonie
bas it one way, and some bas it another; but
whichever way you have it, it don't do you no
good to worry over it."1

llaving- delivered himself of this satisfying
philosopby, he resumed bis survey of tbe ground
in front.

About ten yards outaide the block bouse we
were holding, the Turks bad, under cover of
darkness, almost completed a sap, with the oh-
ject of surrounding the block bouse. A detacli-
ment of the Dublins witb three or four bomb
throwers sapped out to, the left of the sap the
enemy was digging, after a short but exciting
engagement, bombed them, out of it, and took the
sap at the point of the bayonet. They found it
occupied by only two Turks, who surrendered.
The rest were able to, get back to, their own
trench. We eut the corner off this sap, roiinded
it off to surround our block bouse, and occu pied
it. It brougbt us to within fifty yards of the
enemy firing line. We could hear tbemn talking
at nigbt; and in the daytime we could see thema
walking about their trenches. At this point,
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they had in their lines a number of animais,
chiefly dogs. In addition, they had a brass baud
that played tuneless, wailing music nearly every
nîght, to the accompaniment of the howllug and
barking of dogs. Some of the mnen claimed that
the dogs were trained animais who carried food
to suipers and who, were tauglit to find the Turk-
ish wounded. This may have been true; but I
have always believed that their chief use was to
cover the noise of secret operations. This seems
likely, for they were able to get their sap almost
fiuished without our heariug them.

The block house we held stood just in the
center of the line that the Fifth Norfolks had
charged into ear]y in August, and from wbich
not one man bad emerged. The second or third
day we occupied it, a detachuient of engineers
was sent in to, make loopholes and prepare ît for
a stubborn defense. Iu the wall on the left they
made a large loophole. The sentry posted there
the first xnorniug saw about twenty feet away
the body of a Britishi soldier, partly buried.
Two volunteers to bury the body were asked for.
Ilaif a dozen offered, although it was broad day-
light and the place the body lay i offered no
protection.
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Before any one could be selected, Art Pratt
and young Hayes made the decision by jumping

up, taking their picks and shovels, and vaulting
over the wall of the block bouse. They walked
out to where the body lay. It had been torn in
pieces by a sheli the previous afternoon. At
flrst a few bullets tore up littie spurts of ground
near the two men, but as soon as they
reached the body, this stopped. The Turks
neyer fired on burli parties; and men on the
Peninsula, wounded by snipers, tell strauge
stories of dark-skinned visitors who crept up Lu
Lhem after dark, bound up their wounds, gave
Lhem water, and helped them to, within shouting
distance of their own Unes, where at daylight
the next morning their comrades found them.
Once one of our batteries was very near a dress-
ing station when a stray sheli, fired at the bat-
Lery, hit the dressing station. The Turkish ob-
server héliographed over and apologized. That
in why we respected the Turk. When we tried
to, shoot him, lie chuckled to hiuself and sniped
us from trees and dugouts; and when we reviled
hlm and threw tins of apricot jam at him, lie
gave thanks to Allah, and ate the jam. The
enipty tins lie filled with powder and returned
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to, us in the shape of bomba. Only once did he
really lose his temper. That was when under
bis very eyes we deliberately undressed on his
beach and disported ourselves in the Y~gean Sea.
Then he sent over shella that shrieked at us to,
get out of his ocean. But in his angriest mo-
ments he respected the lied Cross and neyer iii
treated our wounded. One chap, an English-
man, was wounded in the head just as he reached
the Turkish trench during a charge. The builet
went in the side of bis head, ruining both hie
eyes. H1e was captnred as he toppled over into,
the trench, was taken to Constantinople, wel
treated ini hospital there, and returned in the
first batch of exchanged prisoners. When 1 met
him in Egypt, he had nothing but kind words
for the Turks. When the enemy saw the object
of the little expedition, they allowed Art and
Hayes to proceed unmolested. We watched
them dig a grave beside the corpse; and wheu
they had finished, with a shovel they turned the
body into it. Before doing it, they searched the
man for personal papers and took off hie identifi-
cation disk. Thesie bore the name, IlSergeant
Golder, Fifth Norfolk Regiment."1 That was ini
the last part of October; and uince Auguet lOth
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not a word had been heard of the missing INor-
folk regiment. To this day, the whole affair re-
mains a mystery. The regiment disappeared as
if the ground had swallowed them Up. On the
King's Sandringham estate, families are stili
hoping against hope that there may sometime
corne word that the men are prisoners in Turkey.
Neutral consuls in Constantinople have been ap-
pealed to, and have taken the inatter up with the
Turkish Government. The mont searching in-
quiries have elicited nothiug new. The answer
bas always been the saine. The Turkish au-
thorities know no more about it than the Eng-
lish. Two hundred and fifty men were given the
order to charge into a wood. The on]y sign that
they ever did so, in the littie wooden crosé that
rends

IN MEMORY OF
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CHAPTER VII

WOUNDIMD

T IIE gorgeons tropical sunset had given place
to the inky darkness of a Turkish night,

when we xnoved into trenclies well up on the side
of a hili that overlooked Anafarta Plain. Here
an advance had been unsuccessful, and the Turks
had counter attacked. Half way, thle British
bad dug in hastily, in hard limestone that re-
sisted the pick. No. 8 platoon held six traverses.
Four of these were exposed to enfilade fire.
About- two hundred yards away, at an angle on
the left front, a number of snipers had buit some
dugouts on Caribou llidge. These they manned
with machine guns. From this elevation, they
could pour their flre into our trenches. Several
atteinpts bad been made to, dislodge themn; but
their machine guns commanded the intervening
ground and made an advance impossible. Their
flrst liue trench was about two hundred yards in
front of us. Thirty or forty yards nearer us
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they were building a sap that ran parallel with
their lunes for about five hundred yards. At
that point it took a sharp V turn inward toward
us. The proxImity of the enemy, and the con-
tour of the ground se favorable to them, made
it necessary to take extra precautions, espe-
cially at night. Each niglit, at the point where
the enemy sap turned toward us, we sent out a
listening patrol of two men and a corporal. The
fourth night, my turn came. That day it had
rained without cessation; and in the early part
of the evening I had tried to sleep, but my wet
clothes, and the pouring rain had made it impos-
sible. I feit rather glad when 1 was told that
at one-thirty I was to go out for two hours on
listening patrol. That niglit we had been le..
sued some rum, and I had been fortunate enough
to get a good portion. 1 decided to reserve it
until I went out. About ten o'clock 1 gave up
attempting to sleep, and walked down the trench
a littie way to where a collection of trees and
brush had been laid acrosa the top. Some one,
with memories of London'a well-known meeting
place, had christened it the Marble Arch. 1
stood under this arch, where the ramn did not
penetrate, and talked with the corporal of an
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Engliali regiment, who were holding the lune on
the other side of the Marble Arcli. A Sergeant
Manson, wlio had been loaned to us from another
platoon, came along and we talked for a whule.
He had received some chocolate that evening, and
te next morning lie was going to distribute it

among the men. It was in a haversack under
hie head, lie said, and lie was going Vo, sleep on
it to prevent it front being stolen. About ele-ven
lie returned to hie place on the firing platform,
and went to sleep. I was ravenouély hungry,
and liad nothing to, eat. 1 could noV find even a
biscuit. I did fIbd some bully beef, and ate some
of it, wasiting it down with a swallow of te pre-
cious rum from my water bottle. Titeu 1 re-
inenbered te chocolate under. Sergeant Man-
son's head, and went over Vo, where lie was Iying.
H1e was breatiting lieavily In te deep sleep of
exhaustion. Quietly I slipped my hand into te
haversack, and took out four or five littie cubes
of chocolate about auninch long. Maneon
stirred aleeplly and murinured, 1'What do you
want?"I then turned over and again began breatit-
ing regularly. It was now almost timie Vo start
for te listenlng post. So, I went along te
trench Vo, where I knew young Hayes was eleep-
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ing. He had volunteered as one of the men to
accompany me, and from D Company I got the
second man. My platoon by this time had been
reduced to eighteen men, and I was the only non-
com. We had to, get men from D Company to
take turne on the parapet at night, aithougli they
were supposed to be resting at the time. Be-
tween us and the Turkish sap a small rise coi'-
ered with short evergreen bushes prevented us
from seeing them. To get to this we had to cross
about fifty yards of ground with fairly, good
cover, and another fifty yards of bare ground.
Where the bare ground began, a dîteh filled with
dank, wet graus served as our listening post. A
large tree with spreading bouglis gave us some
shelter. From behind this we could watch the
rising ground in front. Any of the enemy at-
tempting an advance had to appear over this rise.
Our instructions were to watch this, and report
any movement of the enemy, but not to lire. I
left young Hayes about haif %vay between this
tree and the trench, and the other man and 1
spread a rubber sheet under the tree and made
ourselves as comfortable as possible. The rain
was stiil coming down with a steadinese- that
promised littie hope of stopping. After a littie
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whlle I became numbed, and decided to move
about a littie. When I came on the Peninsula,
I had no overcoat, but a littie Urne before had
secured a very fine gray woolen great-coat froin
a Turk It had been at one time the property of
a German olficer, and was very warm and com-
fortable, with a large collar and deep thick cuifs.
I had worn it about the trench and it had been
the subjeet of xnuch comment. That niglit 1
wore it, and over it a raincoat. go that my
movements miglit be less constricted, I took off
the raincoat, and Ieft it with the D Company
man, who stayed, under thec tree. It was piteh
dark, and I got across the open space to the ever-
green-covered rise without being seen. Here 1
dropped on my stomach anid wriggled between
wet bushes that pricked my face, up to 'the top.

It was only about thirty feet, but it took me al -
most an hour to get np there. By the tirne I h ad
reached the top it had stopped raining and stars
had corne out. I crawled iaborîously a short dis-
tance down the other side of the little bill; I
parted the bushes slowly and, was preparing to
clraw myseif a littie further when I saw some-
thing'that nearly turned me sick with horror.
Almost under my face were the bodies of two
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men, one a Turk, the other an Englishman.
They were both on their sides, and each of them
were transflxed with the bayonet of the other.
1 don't know how long 1 stayed there. It seemed
ages. At last I gathered myseif together, and
withdrew cautiously, a littie to the right. My
nerves were so shaken by what 1 had just seen
that 1 decided to return at once to the man under
the tree. When I had gone back about ten feet
I was seized with an overwhelming desire to go
back and flnd out to, what regiment the dead
Englishman belonged. At the moment I turned,
my attention was distracted by the noise of men
walking not very far to the front. 1 crawled
along cautiously and peered over the top of the
rise where I could see the enemy sap. The noise
was made by a digging party who were just
fing into the sap. For almost au hour 1 lay
there watching them. It gave me a certain sat-
isfaction to aim my rifle at each one in turn and
think of the effeet of a mere pressure of the trig-
ger. But my orders were nc>t to lire. I was on
listening patrol, and we had men out on differ-
ent working parties, who might be hit in the re-
sulting return lire. At întervals I could bear
behind me the report of a rifle, and wondered
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what fool was shooting from our limes. When 1
thought it was time to, go back I crawled down
the hli, and found to, my consternation that the
moon was full, and the space between the foot of
the littie rise and the tree was stark white in the
moonllght. 1 had just decided to, make a sharp
dash across when the flring that I had heard be-
fore recommenced. Inst-ead of being from our
lUnes it came from a tree a short distance to the
left, at the end of the open space. It was Johnny
Turk, cozily ensconced in a tree that overlooked
our trench. Whenever lie saw a movement lie
llred. lie used sonie sort of smokeless powder
that gave no flash, anmd it was most fortunate
for me that 1 happened to, be at the only angle
that lie eould le seen from. I resumed my wrig-
gllng along the edge of the open space to wliere
it ended in thick grass. Through this 1 crawled
until I liad corne almost to the edge of the diteli
lu whieh I lad left the other man. But to reacli
it I had to, cross about ten feet of perfectly lare
ground that gave no protection. Had the Turlc
seen me lie could have hit me easily. I decided
to, crawl across slowly, making no noise. 1 put
my head out of the thick grass anid 'wlth one knee
anmd both hands on thie ground poised as a iuu-
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ner does at the start of a race. Against the clear
white ground I must have loomed large, for al-
most at once a bullet whizzed through the top of
the littie brown woolen cap 1 was wearing. Just
then the D Company man caught sight of me,
and raised his gun. IlWho goes there?"' he
shouted. I did some remarkably quick thinking
then. I knew that the bullet through iny cap
had not corne front the sniper, and that some one
one of our men had seen my overcoat and mis-
taken me for a Turk. I knew the sniper was iu
the tree, and the D Uompany's man's challenge
would dx'aw hie attention to me; also I knew that
the Newfoundlander might shoot first and es-
tablish my identity afterwards. lie was wrong
in challenging me, au hié instructions were to,
make no noise. But that was a question that I
had to, postpone settling. 1 decided to take a
chance on the man in the listenlng post. 1
shouted, just loud enough for him to, hear mie,
"Newfoundland, you damn fool, Newfound-
land," then tore across the little open space and
dived head first into the dank grass besidle hin.
When 1 had reeovered my breatb, with a vocabu-
lary inspired by the occasion, 1 told him, clearly
and concisely, what I thought of hlm. Whiile it

171



TIRENOHING AT GALLIPOLI

may not have been complimentary it was beyond
question candid. Wheu I had finished, 1 sent
him back to, relieve young Hayes with instruc.
tions to send Hayes out to me. In a few mini-
utes Hayes came.

IlDo you know, Corporal,1 lie said as lie came
up beside me, IlI aimost shot you a few minutes
ago. I should have when the other fellow chai.
lenged you if you had n't said ' Newfoundland.'
I fired at you once. I saw you go out one way,
and wheu you came back I could just see your
Turkish overcoat. ' Here,' says I to myseif, î'is
Abdul Pasha trying to get the Corporal, and 1 '11
get hlm.' Instead of that I almost got you."1

Whether or not the noise I miade caused the
sniper to become more cautious I don't know,
but I heard no further shots from, hlm from, then
until the tîme I was relleved.

The arrivai of a relief patrol prevented my
replylng to, young Hayes. I went back to my
place lu the trench, but try as I might I could
not sleep; I twisted from aide to side, took off
my equipmeut and cartridge pondhes, adjusted
blankets and rubber sheet, tried another place on
the firing platform; I threw myself down fiat ini
the bottom of the trench. Still I could not get
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asleep. At last I abandoned the attempt, took
from my haversack a few cigarettes, lit one, and
on a piece of coarse paper began making a littie
diagram of the ground I had covered that night,
and of the position of the sniper I had been
watching. By the time 1 had completed it day-
liglit had corne, and with it the familiar "lStand
to."1 After "lStand to,"1 I crawled under a rub-
ber sheet and snatcbed a few hours' sleep before
breakfast. Just after breakfast, a man from A
Company came through the trench, munching
some fancy biscuits and carrying in bis baud a
can of sardines. The Germaii Kaiser could not
have created a greater impression. IlWThere bad
he got them, and how?" 11 e explained that a
cauteen had been opened at the beach. ilere
you could get everything that a real grocery store
boasts, and could have it cbarged on your pay-
book. "1A Company men," he said, Ilbad al
given orders throngh their quarter-master ser-
geant, and had received them that morning."1
Then followed a list of mouth-watering delica-
des, the very names of which we had almost for-
gotten. A deputation instantly waited on Mr.
Nunne. 11e knew nothing of the thing, and was
incensed that bis men bad not been allowed to

173



TRENCHING AT GALLIPOLI

participate ini the good things. lie deputed
to go dowil and make inquirîes at A Compai
Unes. I did so, and found that the first man i
been perfectly correct. A Company was re-
ing in sardines, white bread, real butter, di
ping from roast beef, and tins of salmon and 1
ster. If we gave an order that day, I was t(
we should get it filled the next. Elated, I
turned to B Company's Uines with the ne
The dove returning to the ark with the o]
brandi could not have been more welcome. J
Nunus fairly beamed satisfaction. A few of
more pessimistic reflected a]oud that they mi,
get killed before the things arrived.

Just before nine o'clock I went down to see
cooks about dinner for my section. On my v~
back I passed a mani going down the trench
a stretcher. One of the stretcher bearers told
that lie had been bit in the head while picldng
rnbbish on top of the parapet. He hoped to
himi to the dressing station alive. As I came ii
.our own Unes another stretcher passed me., '
mani on this one was sitting up, grinning.

"lHello, Gai,5 lie yelled. IlI 've stopped
cushy one."

I laughed. I ow did it liappen?"' 1 88k



4

4

t





WOT3NDED

"Picking up rubbish on top of the parapet."

Hle disappeared around the curve of the trenchs

delightedly spreading the news that he had

stopped a cushy one ln the leg. I kept on back

to my owu traverse, and showed the diagram 1

had made the night before to Art Pratt. Mr.

Nuuns had granted us leave to go out that day

to try to get the suiper ini the tree. Art was de-.

lighted at the chance of some variety. Whule

Art and I were making out a list of things we

wanted at the canteen, a man in my section came

down the trench.
64Corporal Gallishaw" lie said, Ilthe Brigade

Major passed through the Unes a f ew minutes

ag(o, and lie la raising hell at the state of the

lines; you Ive got to go out with five men, picking

up rulibiali on top of the parapet."
Instantly there came before iny eyes the vision

of the strangely limp form I had met only a few

minutes before that had been hit in the head

"pickingr up rubbish on top of the parapet."

But in the army one cannot stop to tblnk of sucli

things long; orders have to be obeyed. Blute

coming into the trench we had constructed a

dump, but the former occupants of the trench

Iiad thrown their refuse on top of the parapet.
177
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My job with the five men was to collect this rub-
bieh and put it in our dump. At nine o'clock iii
the morning we xnounted the parapet and began
digging. There was no cover for men standing;
the 10w bushes hid men sitting or lying. Every
few minutes I gave the men a rest, making thein'
ait in the shelter of the underbrush. The sun
was shining brightly; and after the wet speil we
had just passed through, the warmth was pe-
culiarly grateful. The news that the canteen
had been opened on the beach made most of the
mnen optimistie. With good things to eat ini siglit
life immediately became more bearable. Neyer
since the firat day tbey landed had the men
seenied so, cheerful. Up there where we were the
sun was very welcome, and we took our time over
the job. One chap lied that morning been given
fourteen days' field punishinent, because hie had
Ieft his post for a few seconds the night before.
He wanted to, get a pipe froin bis coat pocket,
and did not think it worth while to, ask any one
to relieve hum. It was just those few seconds
that one of the brigade officers selected to, visit
our trench. WMen lie saw the post vacant, lie
waited until the mani returned, asked hie naine,
then reported him. Field punishment meant
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that in addition to bie regular duties the man
would have to work in every digging party or
fatigue detaJ.. I asked hm wby he bad not sent
for me, and lie told me that it had happened
while I was out in the Iistening patrol. 11e was
not worrying about the punishment, but feared
that his parents might hear of it through soute
one writing home. But after a littie while even
be cauglit the spirit of cheerfulness that bad
spread amongst us at the news of the new eau-
teen. To the average person meals are like the
siail white spaces in a book that divide the para-
graphs; to us they had assumed the proportions
of the paragrapli themselves. The mn wbo had
juet got field punishment told nme the things lie
had ordered at the canteen, and we conipared
notes and made suggestions. The ubiquitous
Hayes, working like a beaver with bis entrencli-
ing tool, threw remarks over bis shoulder anent
the man who had delayed the information that
the canteen had been establisbed, and offered
some original and unique suggestions for that in-
dividual's punisîment. When we bad the rub-
bish ail scraped up in a pile, we took it on shovels
to the dump we lad dug. To dIo this we had te
walk uprigît We lad almost finished wben the
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snipers on Caribou IRidge began to bang at us. 1
jumped to a smail depression, and yelied to, the
mnen to take cuver. They were ahead of me, tak-
ing the last shovelful off rubbîsh to the trench.
At the warnlng to take cuver, they separated and
dived for the bushes on either side. That is,
they ail did except Hayes, who either did not
hear me or did not know just where to go. I
stepped up out off the depression and pointed
with outstretched arm to, a cluster of under-
brush. IlGet lu there, Hayes! " I yelled. Just
then I feit a duil thud in my left shoulder blade,
and a sharp pain in the region of my heart. At
first I thought that in running for cuver one of
the men had thruwn a pick-ax that hit me. Un-
tii I feit the blood trickling dowu my back like
warm water, it did not occur to, me that 1 bad
been hit. Then came a drowsy, languid sensa-
tion, the muet enjoyable and pleasant I have ever
experienced. It seemied to me that my backbone
became like pulp, and I closed up like a concer-
tina. Oradually I felt my knees giving wa~y
under me, then my head dropped over on my
chest, and duwn I went. ln Egypt I had seen
Muhammedans praying with their faces toward
Mecca, and as I collapsed I thought that 1 must
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look exactly as they did when they bent over and
touched their heads to the ground, worshiping
the Prophet. Connecting the pain in my cheet
with the blow in my back, I decided that the
bullet had gone in my shoulder, through my left
lung, and out through my heart, and 1 concluded
I was done for. I can distinetly reniember
thinking of myseif as some one else. 1 recollect
saying, haif regretfully, "lPoor old Gai is out
of Iuck this morning,"l then adding phulosophi-
cally, IlWelI, he had a good time while he was
alive, anyway."l By no*W things had grown very
dii, and I feit everything alipping away from
me. I was myself again, but I said to that other
self who was lying there, as I thouglit, dying,
IlBuck up, old Gai, and die like a sport." Juet
then I tried to say, IlI lm bit."1 It sounded as if
somewhere miles away a faint ec-ho mocked me.
r must bave succeeded in making myseif heard,
because immediately I could hear Hayes yell
with a frenzied oath, "The Corporal 's struck.
Can't you see the Corporal 's struck?"I and heard
him curse the Turk who had fired the shot. AI-
most instantly Hayes was kneeling beside me,
trying to find the wound. He was much more
excited over it than I.
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ilDon't you try to bandage it here,"l I said;
"yell for stretcher bearers."

Hayes juinped up, shoutîng lustily, IlMtretcher
bearers at the double, stretcher bearers at the
double!" then added as an after-thought, "Tell
Art Pratt the Corporal 's struck."1

I was now quite clear headed again and toldj
Hayes to shout for "lB Company stretcher bear-
ers." On the Peninsula messages were sent
along the trench from mian to man. Sometimes
when a traverse separated two men, the one re-
ceiving the message did not bother to step
around, but just shouted the message over.
Ofteu it wus not heard, and the message stopped
rlght there. One message there was though, that
neyer miscarred, the one that came most fre-
quently, IlStretcher bearers at the double." TJTn-
less the bearers front some particular company
were specified, ail who received the message re-
sponded . It was to avoid this that I told Hayes
to yell for B Company stretcher bearers. Ap-
parently some one had heard Hayes yell, IlTel
Art Pratt the Corporal la s3truck," because in a
few minutes Art was bending over me, talking
to me gently. Three other men whom 1 could1
not see had come with him; they had risked their
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lives to corne for me under fire. IlWe muet get
him out of this,"1 I heard Art say. In that mo-
ment of danger his thought was not for himself,
but for me. I was able to tell them how to lift
me. No women could have been more gentie or
tender than those men, in carrying me back to
the' trench. Although bullets were pattering
around, they walked at a snail's pace lest the least
hurried movement might jar me and add to my
pain. The stretcher bearers had arrived by the
time we reached the trench, and were unrolling
bandages and getting lodine ready. At first
there was some difficulty in getting at the wound.
It had bled so freely that the entire back of my
coat was a mass of blood. The men who, had car-
ried me looked as if they had been wounded, so
covered with blood were they. The stretcher
bearer's scissors would not work, and Art angrily
demanded a sharp knife, which some one pro-
duced. The stretcher bearer ripped up my cloth-
îng, exposing my shoulder, then began patching
up my righit shoulder. I cursed, him in fraternal
trench fashion and told him, he was w-orking on
the wrong shoulder; I knew I had been hit in
the lef t shouldler and tried to explain that 1 had
been turned over since I was bit. The stretcher
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bearer thouglit I was delirious and continued
working away. I thouglit be was crazy, and told
him so. At last Art interrupted to say, IlJust
look at the other shoulder to satisfy hlm." Tbey
lookeil, and, as 1 knew they would, founil the
bole the bullet had entered. To get at it they
turned me over, and 1 saw that a crowd bail
gathered arounil to watch the dressing and make
remarks about the amount of blood. I became
quite angry at this, and 1 asked them if they
thought it was a nickel show. This caused them
ail to laugh so heartily that even I joinedin l.
This was wben 1 felt almost certain that I was
dying. I can't remember even feeling relie-ved
when tbey told me that the bullet bad not gone
through my beart. The pain 1 felt there wheu
1 was first bit was caused by the tearing of the
nerves wbieh centeredin l my heart wben the
bullet tore across my back from shoulder tcb
shoulder. Never as long as I live shall I forget
the solicitude of my comrades that nmorning.
The stretcher bearers founil that the roughly
constructed trench was too narrow to allow the
stretcher to turu, 80 they put me in a blauket
and started away. Meanwblle the word bail mn
along the trench that "lGal bad copped it."1 I
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dld not know until that morning that I had so
many friends. A littie way dow-n the trench I
met Sergeant Manson. He was carrying some
sticks of chocolate for distribution among the
men. 1 asked 1dm for a piece. To do so on the
Peninsula was like asking for gold, but he put
it lininy mouth with a smile. Hoddinott and
Plke, the stretcher bearers, stopped just where
the communication trench began. The doctor
bad corne up. 'He asked me where 1 was hit, and
1 told hlm. He examlned the bandages, and told
the stretcher bearers to take me along te the
dressing station. Captain Alexander, my com-
pany commander, came along, smiled at me, and
wlshed me good-by. HoddiDott asked me if I
wanted a cigarette, and wben I said, IlYes,"
placed one in my mouth and lit lt for me. 1
had neyer realized until then just how difficuit
it Is te smoke a cigarette without removing it
from your mouth. Poor Stenlake, who by thia
time was worn to a shadow, was in the support
trench, waiting wlth some other sick men, te go
te hospital. He came along and sald good-by.
A Red Cross man gave me a posteard te be sent
to some organlzation that would supply me with
co4forts while I was ln hospital. IlYou '11 eat
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your Christmas dinner in London, old chapy lie
said.

We had to go two miles before the stretcher
bearers could, exehange the blanket for the regu-
lar stretcher. The trenclies were narrow, and
on one aide a littie ditch had been dug to drain
them. The recent wet weather had made the
bottom of the trench very alippery, and every
few minutes one of the bearers would slide side-
ways and bring up in the diteli. When lie did
the blauket swayed with hin, and my shoulders
s3truck against the jagged imestone on the sides.
To avoid this as mucli as possible the bearers
had to proceed very slowly. Those two miles to
me seemed endless. 1 had now become coin-
pletely paralyzed, all control. of my muscles was
gone, and I slipped about ini the blanket. Every
few yards 1 would ask Iloddinott, "Is it very
mucli farther?"I and every turne Le would turn
around and grin cheerfully, and auswer, as oee
would answer a little childy IlNot very mucli
farther now, Gai."1

At last we emerged înto a large wide communi-
cation trench, with the landmarks of which I was
faiiar. I was sufferiug severely now, and was
begining to, worry over trifles. Suddenly it
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came to me that I wau stili a couple of miles from
the dressing station, and when we came out of
the communication trench on to open ground
that had been torm up by shrapnel, I was con-
sumed with fear that at any moment I might be
bit by another sheil, and miglit flot get aboard
the hospital after ail, for by this tinie my mind
had centered on getting into, a dlean bed. A
dozen different thouglits chased, through my
mind. I was grieved to think that in order to
get at the wound it had been necessary to, cut the
fine great-coat that I had so much wanted to take
home as a souvenir. I asked Hoddinott what
they had done with it, and he told me that part
of it was under my head as a pillow, but that it
was so besmeared with blood that it would be
thrown away as soon as I arrived at the dressixig
station. From thinking of the great-coat, I re-
membered that before I went out with the dig-
ging party 1 had taken off my raincoat and left
it near my haversack ini the trench, and in the
pocket of it was the littie diagram I had drawn
of the position of the sniper I had seen the night
before. Again I called for Hoddinott, and again
he came, and answered me patiently and gently.
iiYes, he would tell Art about the little dia-
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gram." Where a fringe of 10w bushes bordered
the pathway at the end of the open space, llo<I-
dinott and MPie turned. For the distance of
about a city block they carried the stretcher
along a road cut through thick jungle. At the
end of it stood a littie post from whîcL drooped
a white flag with a red cross. It;was the end of
the first stage for the stretcher bearers. A great
wave, o! loneliness swept over me when I realized
that I was to, see the last of the men with whom 1
Lad gone through so much. I was almost crying
at the thounglt of ieaving them there. Somehow
or other it did not seem right for me to go.
I feit that lin some way 1 wus taking an unfair
advantage of them. Hoddinott and Pike slipped
the straps from their sLouiders and lowered the
stretcher gently. U-nder the bianket Hoddinott
souglit my hand."' IlGood-by, Gai," Le said.
"le there any message 1 can take back to Art?"I

IlYes," I said, Iltell Lim to keep my ralucoat,"1
Since the moment 1 Lad be *en Lit, 1 Lad been

afraid o! one tLing-that 1 should break down,
and not take my punisLment like a man. I wag
tenseiy determined tLat no inatter how mueh I
suffered I would not whine or cry. In our regi-
ment it Lad become a tradition that a man mugt
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»mile when lie was wounded. One thing more

than anything else kept me firm in my determina-
tion. Art Pratt had walked just behind the

blanket until we came to the communication
trench. Even then lie was loath to leave me.

Hle could not trust himself to speak when I said,

IlGood-by, Art, old pal." He grasped my hand,

and holding it walked along a few feet. Then

he dropped my hand gently. There are some

things in life that stand ont ineffably sweet and

satisfying. For me sucli a one was that last mo-

ment of farewell to Art. I had always consid-

ered him the most fearless man in a reginent

whose name was a byword for reckless courage.

0f all men on the Peninsula I valued his opinion

most. N~o recommendation for promotion, no

award for valor, not even the coveted V. C., could

have been hlU se sweet as the few words 1 heard

Art say. With eyes shining, lie turned to the

man beside him and said, almost savagely, IlBy
God, le 's a brick."



CHAPTER VIII

HIOMEWÂRD BOUN»

A Son as Hoddinott and Pike had left i
two other stretcher bearers carried

about two hundred yards farther to a roi
shelter made of poles laid across supports c
posed of sandbags. This was the dressing F
tion. On top of the poles, sandbags made it
pervious to overhead shelling. On three s14
it was closed in> but the aide nearest the beî
was open. From where my stretcher waa plac
I could just catch a glimpse of the iEgean F
and of the ships. Mien on stretchers were lini
Up in rows on the ground. Here and there a m
groaned, but most of the men were gazing at t
roof,lwith set faces. Some who were only slighl
wounded, were sitting up oU stretchers while R
Cross men bandaged up theirlegs or feet.
doctor was working away methodically and ra
idly. A littie to the right another shelter hous
the men who were being sent to hospital wi
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dysentery, enterie, or typhoid. As soon as 1
was brouglit in, the doctor came to me. I '1 do
this one riglit away," lie said to, one of Mis as-
sistanto. The assistant stripped the blanket
from me and cut off the portions of the blood-
stained shirt still remaining. As he did so, some-
thing dropped on the ground. The Red Cross
man picked it up.

IlHere 's the bullet that bit you," lie said,
putting Ît beside me on the stretcher. IlIt
dropped out of your shirt. It just got througli
y0u and stuck in your ahirts3leeve."1

IlYou Id better get him a littie bag to keep hie
thinge lu," said the doctor.

The Red Cross man produced a bag, took my
pay book, and everything le found in my pocket,
and put tlem ln it, then tîed tbem to the
stretcher. By this time I was ready for the doc-
tor to begin work. That doctor knew 1fr busi-
ness. In a very few minutes lie lad probed and
eut and cleaned the wound, and adjusted a new
bandage. The bleeding had stopped by this
time. Hie asked me the circumstances of being
lit. He told me to grip his band and squeeze.
I tried it with my right hand but could do noth-
ing; then I tried the left band and succeeded a
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littie better. The doctor looked grave when
failed to grip witli my riglit liand, but brightene
a littie when I gripped with niy left. All thi
trne he talked to me genially. That did in
nearly as mucli good as the surgical attention h
gave me. He was aCanadian,hle told me. At ti
outbreak of the war lie liad been taking pogi
graduate courses at Camnbridge University ij
England. The 'University sent several hospita
units to the front, and lie had corne with this on(
He knew Canada and the States pretty thoi
oughly.

" Where do yon corne frorn? >y he asked me.
" ewfoundland," I told hlm. "lBut I lve i]

the United States?'
" What part?" Il e asked.
"Camnbridge, Massachiusetts," 1 told limi.
IlOh," lie said, "that 'is wliere Hlarvard Uni

versity is."1
IlYes>" I said, I was a student there when:

enlisted."-
The doctor called to a couple of the Red Cromi

men. IlHere's a chap frorn Harvard Univer
sity in Camnbridge, over ini the United States.)
The two Red Cross men carne and told mne thei
were students at Cambridge. They talkeui to Mg
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for quite a littie while. Before they left me to
attend to soine more wounded, tbey made me
promise to ask to be sent to Cambridge, Englandl
to hospital. The University had established a.
very large and thoroughly equipped hospitai
there. Ail I had to do, they said, was tell the
people that I had been a student at the other
Cambridge, and I should be an honored guest.
They peraisted in calllng Harvard, Cambridge,
and when they went away said that they were
overjoyed to have ýseen a man from the sister
university. >

The doctor came back in a few minutes.
"How are you feeling now? " he said.

1I feel pretty well now,"1 1 answered, Il but It la
very close in here with ail these wounded men,
and the place smelis of chloroform. Can't I be
moved outside?"I

" lI 'Il move you outside if you say se," said
the doctor, Ilbut you 're taki.ng a chance. Occa-
uionally a stray sheli cornes ever this way. The
Turks are trying te locate a battery close te this
place. Sometimes a sheil bursts prematurely,
and drops around here."1

On the Peninsula, officers who gave men leave
te go on dangerous missions salved their cou-
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sciences by first warning the men that ini doin
it "lthey were taking a chance." The cautio
had corne to mean nothing.

"Ail right, doctor," 1 said. "I'11 take
chance."

Two stretcher bearers came, and lifted me oui
side the shelter, where the wind blew, fresh an,
invigorating. Just as they turned, 1 heard thi
old familiar shriek that signaled the coming of
sheli. It burst almost ovenhead. Most of th,
missiles it contained dropped on the other sid,
of the shelter, but a fe'W tiny pieces flew in mi
direction. Three of them, bit me in the righ'
arm, a fOurth landed in my leg.

"las anybody bit? " yelled a Red Cross man
whos accent proclaimed hum as an inhabitani
of the country north of the Clyde.

I 've got a couple of eplinters," I said.
1 was lifted inside quickly. The Scotchmnan

wh'o Put on1 some bandages on the littie cutfi
looked at me accusingly.

" Ye were warned, before ye went>y" he said.
"Ye desairved, it. But then,"y he added, ;ye

might hae got it worse. Ye're lucky ye did not
get it in the guts."

After a littie whule my arma and back begail
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to, ache 'violently. Two Red Cross men came
along and moved me to another shelter similar to
the first. This was the clearing station. From
here motor ambulances carried the wounded to,
the shore. I knew from the burring speech of
the big sergeant in charge that he hailed
from Scotland. 1 asked him where he came
from, and lie told me that he came from Inver-
ness.

IlOur regiment trained near there for a while,"l
I said. IlThey garrisoned Fort George."

IlYe '11 no' be meanin' the Seaforth Highland-
ers, laddie," said he.

et No> I said, Ilwe Ire Newfoundlanders, the
First Newfoundland Regiment."1

"lOh, I ken ye well, noo,"l he said, gloomily.
IlYe Ire a bad lot; it took six policemen to ar-
rest one &' your mob. On the Peninsula they
call ye the Neyer Failing Little Darlings." After
tliat he thawed quite a little. I ' 11 look at your
wound noo, laddie," lie said, after a few minutes.
IlYe 're awfu' light, laddie," he said as he raised
me. IlPuir laddie," he added, pityingly. "FuPiir
laddie. Ye 're stairved. I '11 get ye Queen
Mary's ration."

"What 's Queen Mary's ration?"I I asked.
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"' 1T la Queen Mary's gift to the wounded.
11'11 get it for ye riglit away." He went outside
the clearing station and returned in a few min-
utes with a cup of warm malted milk. "' eT will
help ye some tili ye get aboard the hospital ship.
Here ls the ambulance noo."

A fleet of motor ambulances swayed over the
uneven ground and rolled up close to the clearing
station. The drivers and helpers began loading
the stretchers aboard and one by one started
away. Before I was put into one, the big Scotch-
man took a large syringe and injected a strong
dose of morphia into my chest

IlYe 'Il find it liard," lie said, Ilbumping over
the Mili, but ye' Il soon be ail riglit and com-
fortable."

" lTell me,"I I said, Ilshall 1 get into a real lied
on the slip?"1

He laughed. "lSure ye will, laddie. The liest
lied ye 've had since ye Ive been in the airmy.
Good luck to ye, laddie."1

Eadh of the mnotor ambulances carried four
men, two above and two below. I was put on
top, and the door flap pulled over. We jolted
and pitched and swayed. Once we turned short
and skidded at a curve. I knew just the very
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place, aithougli it was darkt ini the ambulance. I
had gone ever the read often with ration parties.
Fortunately the morphia was beginning to take

effeet, and dulled the pain to some extent. At
last the ambulance stopped, soemebedy pulled

the curtain back, and we were lifted eut. We
were on West Beach. A pier rau out inte the
sea. A man-o'-war launCli tewing a string of

bouts glided in near enough te let lier first boat

corne close te the pier. The breeze was quite

fresh, and made me shiver. The stretchers were
laid across the boats, close te each other. Soon

ail the boats were filled. I could see the man on

the stretcher te the riglit et me, but the eue on

the other side I could net sSe. I tried te turu
my head but could net. The eyes et the man

next me were large with pain. I smiled at him,
but instead ef amiling back at me, bis lip curled

resentfully, and he turned ever on hie side
se that lie ceuld face away from me. As lie did,
the blanket slipped frem bis shoulder, and 1 saw

ou bis shoulder strap the star ef a second lieu-
tenant. I liad cemmltted the unpardenable sin.

1 bad smiled at an efficer as if 1 had been au
equal, forgetting that he was not made of cemmen

clay. Once after that, when lie turned bie head,
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his eyes met mine disdainfully. That time I did
flot smile. I have often laughed at the incident
since, but there on that boat I was boi]ing with
rage. Not a word bad passed betweeu us, but
hie expression in turning away had been elo-
quent. 1 cursed him, and the system that pro-
duced him, and swore that neyer again would I
put on a uniform. Gradua]ly 1 calmed down;
the morphia had got in its work. In a littie
while 1 had sunk into a comatose condition. 1
remember, in a hazy sort of way, being taken
aboard a large lighter. There were tiers of
stretchers on both sides. This time 1 was in the
Iower tier, and was wondering how soon the maan
above me would fail on me. At last I went
to sleep. When I awokee I was alone and iu mid-
air. Ail about me was black. By that time i
was completely paraly7ed from the waist up. 1
could see only directly above my head. It was
niglit, and the sky was dotted with twinkllng
stars. I could feeli no movement, but the stars
came slowly nearer and nearer. "&What was I
doing here in mîd-air?" Subconftious1y I
thought of the body of Mohammed, suspended
between earth and heaven. NOw I feit 1 hail bit
on the auswer. I was golng to beaven, and the
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thought was very comforting. Suddenly the
stars stopped, and after a pause began receding.
A face appeared above mie, then the head and
shoulders of a nman dressed in the uniforni of a
naval officer. This suggestéd something else to,
nie. The officers of the Flying Corps wear naval
uniforms. 1 decided tliat while I was asleep 1
had been transferred to the FIying Corps.

IlHello, old chap," said the naval officer.
"Do you know where you are?"I

"lNo," I said. "lArn I going to heaven, or have
I joined the Flying Corps?"I

"lNo," said the officer. IlYou 're on the
stretcher being hoisted aboard the hospital ship."1

Two big, strapping, bronzed sailors approached.
and lifted the stretcher on to an elevator; thiey
stepped on and the elevator descended. Wle
stopped at the end of a short white-walled pas-
sage-way, ligbted by electricity. The sailors,
grasped the stretcher as lightly as if it had been
empty, walked along to the end of the passage-
way into a ward. It had formerly been a dining
saloon. Large square windows looked out upon
the sea, everything was white and dlean and or-
derly. After the dirt and flth of the Penilnsula
it was like a beautiful dream. The sailors lifted
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me gently into a bed and stood there waiting for
orders froin the nurse. As 1 looked at them I
thought of oui' boys standing in the trenches
during a bombardment and yellîng, "lCorne on,
the navy," and I xnurrnured, "lCorne on, the
navy;"I and then when I looked at the calm, self-
poseseed, capable-looking nursing sister, moving
about amonget the wounded, 1 eaid, and neyer
had it meant so mucli to me, IlGood old Britain.ly

The string of boats in whieh I had corne wus
the batch that filled the quota of the patients of
the hospital ship. In about haif an hour she
began to move. An orderly came around with
meals. The doctor came in after a littie whlle
and began exarninng the patients. Frorn some
part of the vship not far from where 1 was came
the sound of voices singlng hymne. It was the
lu~t touch needed to ernphasize the difference be-
tween the hospital ship and the Peninsula. Sun-
day evening on the Peninsula had meant no more
than any other. The ehip moved along so quietly
that ehe seemed scarcely to stir. The doctor and
the nurse worked noiselessly; over everything
hung the spirit of Sabbath calm. Gallipoli
rnight have been as far away as Mars.

>It must have been about nine o'clock when au
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orderly came around and turned out ail the
liglits except a reading lamp over the desk where
the niglit sister sat. Ail that niglit I could flot
sleep. About miduiglit the niglit sister gave me
a sleeping drauglit, but it did ne good. I was
suif ering the mest intense pain, but I was se glad
te be away from the dirt ef the trenches that I
feit nothing else counted. The next day I was
a great deal weaker, and could scarcely talk.
When the docter came arouud te dress my
wounds, I could enly smile at him. Ail that day
the sister came te, my bed at frequent intervals.
1 was tee weak then te eat. Two or three times
she gave me some sort of broth threugh a littie
feeding bewl. In the evening 1 had sunk înto,
apatby. The sister sentfor the doctor. lRe
came, feit my pulse, teok my temperature, dieu
turned and whispered. to the sister. She caltai
an orderly, and I lieard lier say, IlBring the
sereens for this man." The orderly went awayv
and in a few minutes returned with two ereens
large enougli te entirely conceal my bal. When.
the sereens had been put in position, the sister
came lu, wlped my mouth and forehead, and weut
away. On the other sie of the sereen I heard
h~er speaking softly te, the doctor. The whole
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thing seemed to me something entirely apart
from. me. I feit that I was watching a scene
in a play, and that I found it of littie interest
After about an hour the doctor and the sister
came in again.

"Feeling ail right, old man? " said the doctor.
"Yes," 1 said. "lFine."

IlSister,"1 said the doctor, Ilgive this man any-
thing he wants."1

The sister bent over me. She was a woman
between thirty and thirty.five, of the type that
inspires confidence; every word and movement
reflected poise, and there was a calmness and se-
renity about hier that you knew she could have
acquired only as a resuit of having seen and eaed
much human suffering.

"lIf there is anything you would care to have,
please ask for it, and if it le, at ail possible we
will get it for you,"1 she said, ln a softly modu-
lated voice, wlth the slightest suspicion of a
drawl; it was the voice of a cultivated English-
woman; after the Peninsula, a woman's3 voice
was like a tonie.

"lYes," I said, I want chicken and wine."1
1 had not the alightest desire for chicken and

wine just then, but I feit that 1 had to ask for
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something, and the best I could think of wae
chicken and wine. She smiled at me, went away,
and ini about flfteen minutes she returned with a
littie tray. She had brought the chicken and
wine. She had minced up the chicken, and she
fed me little pieces of it with a spoon. In a littie
cup witli a spout she had the wine. When I had
eaten a littie of the chicken, she put the spout
between my lips; I had expected sonie port wine,
but when I tasted, it was champagne. I drank
it to the very last drap.

IIow do you feel now? " said the sister.
et Never feit better,' I answered.
IlThat 's very nice,"1 she said. IlI hope you Il1

get ta sleep soo11
Then she went away, and in a few minutes the

night sister came on. She peeped i at me,
smiled, and went. away. AUl that night I looked
Up at a tiny spot on the ceiling. In the board
directly abo-ve my eyes, there was a eurlous knot.
A littie flaw ran across the center of it. It re-
minded me of a postman carrying his bag of let-
ters. It seemed to me that night that I could
stand the pain no longer. My back seemed to be
tearing apart, au if a man was pulling on each
shoulder, trjying to separate them from, the spine.
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1 tried to jump up fromu the bed but could uot
move a muscle. I feit that it would be better to
tear my back apart myseif at once and have it
over, but when I tried to move my arma I found
them useless. It must have been well into the
morning when the night sister came around
again. The doctor was with her. H1e had a
large syringe in hia hand. Ile said nothlng.
Neither did I. I closed my eyes. I wanted to
be alone. I felt hlm open my shirt at the neck
and mub some liquid on my chest. I opened my
eyes. H1e was putting the needie of the long
syringe into my chest where he had rubbed it
wlth lodine. The skin was leathery and at first
the needie would flot penerate. At last it went
lu with a rush. It seemed at least a foo:t long.
11e rubbed another spot, and plunged the needle
lu a second time. IlWe Ive got to get hlm
asleep," lie sald to the niglit sister. " If lie 's
flot asleep in an hour, cail me again."1 Very soon
a drowsiness crept over me. Nothing seemed to
matter. 1 wanted to rest. In a short time I
was asleep. When 1 woke, it was broad daylight.
The day sister was standing by my bed, smiling.
She turned around and beckoned to sonie one.
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The doctor came close to the bed, feit my pulse,
took my temperature again, and smiled. IlQuite
ail right, sister," he said.

An orderly came in, 11f ted me up in bcd,
washed my face and hands, and brought in atray
with chicken. There was the sanie little feeding
cup. This time it had port wine ln it. The or-
dcrly propped me up in bed, putting cushions
carefully behind my back and shoulders. Tie
sister and the doctor superintended while he was
doing it. Lifting a wounded nman is a science.
An unskilful person, no matter how well inten-
tioned, may sometimes do incalculable daniiage.
Putting a strain on the wrong muscle may und(o
the work of the doctor. I could see out one of
the large windows now, and I noticed that we
were passing a good many ships, mostly vessels of
war. They seemed to increase in number every
few minutes; and by the time 1 lad finish cd
breakfast, we were in the midst of a forest of
funnels and rigg,-ing. Soon the engines stopped.
Whe-n the doctor came around to dress my back,
1 asked him where we were.

IlWe Ire iu Alexandria, Dow," he said. Illu an
hour's time we '1 have unloaded. You 're the
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last patient to be dressed. We 're doing you last
s0 that you won't have so long to wait before the
bandages are changed."l

IlDoctor,"1 I asked, Ilhow long will it be be-
fore this wound gets better?"I

IlI don't know,"1 he said. IlIt 's impossible to
tell until you Ive been X-rayed. Last night we
were certain you were dying, but this morning
you are perfectly normal."

In a short time the ward filled with mien from
the shore, landing' officers, orderlies with mes-
sages, sergeants in charge of ambulance corps,
and an army of stretcher bearers. The orderlies
of the hospital sbip began putting out the kits of
the wounded at the foot of their beds. The dis-
einbarkatlon began as woon as the doctor had coin-
pleted his dressing. I was propped up in bed,
and could see a long line of motor ambulances
on the pier. The less seriously wounded cases
were taken off first. The siater told me that
these were going by train to, Cairo. Those wbo
could not stand the train journey were going te
different hospitals in Alexandria. I was to go
to, Alexandria, she said. A middle-aged mani
passed us on a stretcher. Be was hit in the leg,
and sat on the stretcher, smiling contentedîy,
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and looking about hlm ixiterestedly. When lie
saw the sister, his eyes lighted up.

"Good-by, sister," lie shouted. I '11 see you
again, the next Urne I lm wounded."1

The sister returned hie good-by. Then she
turned to me, and Raid: IlThat man was on the
bospital train that left Antwerp the day the
Germans shelled it ini 1914. Wlen lie came li
the other night I did u't recoguize him, but lie re-
membered me."

Whîle I waited for my turn the sister told
me that sIe lad been in the firet batdli of nurses
to cross the Channel at the beginning of the war.
She lad been in the hospitals in Belglum that
were she]led by the Gerinans. At eîgît o'clock
li the morning she lad left Antwerp on the last
liospital train, and at nine o'clock tlie Germis
occupied the town. She bad been on different
hospital slips and trains ever since. Once only
lad shie lad a rest. That was some time li the
summer of 1915. She expected a week off in
London at Christmas, wheu the slip she was now
attached to laid up for repairs. The boat I was
on, sle said, carried ordinarily seven hundred
and fifty wounded. At present éIe carried nine
hundred. They generally arrived in Suvia Bay
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i the morniug, and left that niglit, filledj wftb
wounded. At the Urne of the firet landing 'a
A2nzac an liQur after the assault began thej
left with twelve hundred wounded Australians,
The sisters were sent out from a central
depot in England, and went to the varlous fronts,
When the stretcher bearers carne to take ME
away, the sister gathered up rny helongings ài
a Jittie bag, tied it to the stretcher, put a
pillow under my head, and nodded a bright
good-by.

The stretcher bearers, two stalwart Auistra-
lians, took me to thue elevator, acrosa the deck,
and out onto the pler. It was 110W getting to.
ward evening. A lady stopped. the sitretcher be-
tween the pieu, and the ambulance, and handed
one of the bearers a littie white packet contalu.
ing a towel, soap, tooth-brush and tootb-powder.
Without waiting to be tbanked she went on~
to intercept another streteher. The stretcher
bearer put the package under my pillow,
IlReady, Bill," said one of the bearers witthe
nasal twang of the J3ushman. Il Lift awayr aid
Bill, and they ltfted th~e staretcher up on the top
tier o! the ambulance wagon, withiout stepping
up frorn the ground. They dld iL wiLh the same
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motion as when two men swing a bag of grain.
But it was not in the least uncomnfortable for mie.

These Australlan stretcher bearers who mueet the
Incomiug hospital ships are amiazingly stroug.
There is an easy gracefuinese iu the way they
swing along with a stretcher that mnakes you
trust themn. I was the last man to go ini that amn-
bulance wagon, and in a few minutes we were
whirling smoothly along good roads amid the
familiar smells of Egyptian bazaars. Thiis am-
bulance drive was a good deal differeut from
the one on the Peninsula just after I had been
wounded. After about half an hour the ambu-
lance swerved off the smooth asphalt road onto a
gravel road, slowed down, and rau into a yard.
The Australians reappeared, opened the flaps,
and began unloading. We were lu the square of
a large hospital. Ail arouud us were buildings.
A flne-looklng, bronzedl man, wlth the uniform
of a colonel, was directing some Sikhse who were
carrying the stretchers from the ambulances into
the different buildings. Ail the stretebers were
lylng on the ground lu a long row. As soon as
eacli one was lnspected by the colonel, le told
the stretcheér bearers where to taie it. W7hen lie
came to mine, lie said, IlDangerously wounded,
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Ward three. Then, to the stretcher bearers
"Careful, very careful."

W'ard three was a long ward with stone floor
and plaster wallii; it contained about frfty beils.
More than hiait of the beds had littie '6cradles "
at the foot; whiet 1 camne to kuow hospitals, 1
Iearned that these were to prevent the bedclothes
fromn irritatlng wounded legs. In a few min.
utesî a doctor came arounid, gave orders, aind the
nlgbt sixter began bandaging up the wounds of
the men who hiad corne in. The sister who ar-
ranged mny bandages was Scotch, and the burr of
ber speech çwas pleasant iii my ears. She came
back about ten o'clock and gave me a sleeping
potion. The change from the hospital slip must
have been too mnuch exciteinent for me, becauise
1 could flot get asleep that nlht. But 1 dld
flot feel as I had feit on the hospitat shlp. I
have very seldoin experienced such joy as 1 did
that night when I found that I could move my
heail. I did it very slowly, and with great pain,
and rested a long time before 1 tried te
turn it back again. The door was rlght oppo.
site my bed. I could see the sand shiulng white
in the moonlight in the square, and right ahead
of me a large marquee wbere, I found out later,
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smre of the convalescent men slept. A man
about four beds away frorn mine was dy'ing.
When 1 had first corne in he had been groaning
at intervals, but now he was ient. About one
or two o'clock an orderly carne running softly
in rubber-soled shoes to teil the sister that the
maxn had died. Half an hour later two rnen with
a particularly long stretcher, appeared in the
ward. They stepped quietly, trying not to dis-
turb the sleepero. 1 s4w thern walk along to the
bed of the dead man, and go in behind the screen.
After a litie whlle the ward orderly rnoved the
mereens back, and the stretcher bearers reap-
peared. Over the burden on the stretcher was
draped a Union Jack. Often after that while 1
was in Ward three I saw the sme mol t-step-
ping rnen corne in at night and depart mlently
wlth the flag-draped stretcher. Many of the
wounded left the ward in that way, but their
places were soon filled by incornlng wounded.

The first rnorning I was in Ward tkree the doc-
tor ordered me to be X-rayed. The X-ray ap-
paratum was in another building. To get to it
I had to pase through the square. The sun was
too bot in the rnorning for us to cross the square.
W. therefore skirted it under the shade of the
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long portico that, runs along the OutsIde of nearly
ail buildings in Egypt. In beds outside the
building were men with dysentery. At the cor-
lier of the square a planlk gangway led to the
qujarter. of the enterie patients. Just before 1
reached the X-ray room, a man hailed me froni
one of the beda,. It was Tomn Smythe, a boy 1
Lad known mince 1 was able to walk. Ail the
Urne 1 liad been on the reninsula 1 Liad not seen
hlm, nor Lad I Leard any news of hirm. On the
way back trorn the X-ray room, the *stretcher
bearerm stopped near his Led while 1 talked with
hlm. Hie Lad been lu the Lospital about two
weeks, Le sald, and Loped to get to England on
the uext boat. lie prornised Wo corne to see me
in my ward as soon as Le w-as allowed up. The
iiezt day Le camne, although Le m-as not supposed
to be up, and brought with hlm a chap named
Varney. Varney Lad been iu the section next
mine at Stob', Camp ln Seotland, le told me.
SimytLe and Varney vled wlth each other after
that ln trying to make mie conifortable. To me
that las alwvays been the most remarkable thing
about our reglment: their loyalty Wo a coin-
rade ln trouble. 1 Lave known Newfoundandr
to flght witL each other, uising every weapon froni
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profanlty to tent mallets whlile in camp; on thec
Peninsula I have seen these saie mien carryiug
each other's packs, digging dugouts, aud taklng
the other man's fatigue work. Varney was very
mmucl dlstressed to see the condition I was in.
lIe knew I was fond of reading, and searched ail
over the place for books and magazines. Once
lie brouglit me three American mnagaz7ines> one
&turday Evening Post aud twvo Muvw'nsy'a.
Tliey were nearly two years old, but I read theni
as eagerly as if they liad just been pulblishied.

During the six weeks I was lu liospital in Alex-
andria, 1 improved wonderfully. The doctor in
charge of the ward took a special luterest in mny
progress, sud seemed to pi-ide buiseif on hav-
lng liandled the case successfully. Every day
or so lie brouglit in a doctor from sonme other
ward to show him my wounds aud the X-ray
plates. He was very careful aud trled lu dress-
ing to cause me as littie pain as possible. IlPour
old cliap,"' lie would say, wheu lie saw Mie Wluce,
Ilpoor old chap."1 I tbluk there was a great deal
of psychology in my gettlug well. Iu this Twen-
ty-flrst General Hospital nuthlng was umitted
that could make one eumfortable. Every inoru-
lug an orderly washed me. The orderlies were
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ail very conslderate, except oue. 11e did not last
very long ln our ward. H1e begau washing the
patients ut four o'clock in the morninig. lie ai.
ways made me think of a hostier washing a car-
riage. When lie had washed my arms lie always
let them drop in a way that reminded me of the
shafts of a wagon. 11e was soon replaced by a
ehap who did not begin his w-ork until seven.
At eight we had breakfast: fruit, cereal, and eggm.
At eleven we had soda water and crackers or
sweet biecuits. At one came dinner: soup,
chieken, and vegetables, hall a chieken to each
Mnu, with a deesert of pudding or custard. At
four ve had tea, wlth fieli, snd at ciglit came
supper: cocos and bread snd butter, wlth jelly.
ln the morning vieltoru camne iu aud brought us
the daiUy papers. Sieter, of the V. A. D.-Vol.
uutary Aid D)etacbmienit--caine lu escli afternoou
to relleve the regular nursing sieters. They
were mostly Engllehwomen reeldent in Egypt.
Most of their men folks were at one of the fronts.
They read to the men who could not hold bookem
in their hande, talked to us cheerfully, aud wrote
lettern for us. Borne of them brouglit us littie
delicacies: grapes snd chocolate. Men iu lios-
pital bave no mouey. Any money tbey have is
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taken away when they arrive and] refunded when
they leave. Like most of the rules in the arniy
to-day, this wau mnade for the ofl regulars.
WLen the regulars felt they neede>d a rest thev,
weiit into hospital; the only way thiey coull lie
stopped was to keep ail their miouey away fromn
them. To-day two million men Buiffer as a resuit,
Ever since the day I left the Peninsuila 1 liad
wauted chocolate. But I Lad no money, and for
a long trne 1 liad to go wlthout it At last
youing Varney got me some. He Liad gone er-
randis for a wounded Australlan, wbo Lad ben
given some money fromn outside, andi the 4us-
tralian Lad given hlmi somie; Le could hardly wait,
to get to me with it.

As soon as a man was sufficiently re«>vered to
travel, Le was sent to England. New men were-
always coming in to take the places of the old.
A lot of them were Australians. I kept asklng
them ail as they came ini if they could telli me
anythlng of my frienti White George. (Of couirse
a nickname is very littie to go on. A man wvho
was White George in one part of the trench rnight
be Quieensland Harry in another. AIl I knew
about hlm was that Le was in the Fifteenth
Battalion, andi that Le Lad a beard. At last a
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chap dld corne ln one evening fromn the Fifteentli
Battallon. I was in lied at the Urne, and
could not get a chance to ask hiim about White
Ge(orgre. The next day the poor chap was writh-
ig and screamnlng in the terrible spasms of tet-

anis, and for two days the ecreens wvere around
bis lied. On the thîrd day hie m'as better. As
soon as Varney carne ln, lie wheeled me up to thle
Australian's lied, 1 asked limii wbat was the
miatter wlth hlmi, and lie told nie that lie huad a
fleoli wound i the hiead that did n't bother lm,
but that his Ieft leg was off at tbe krnee.

"Are you from the Flfteenth Battalioti?"
asked.

«Yes," lie sald.
Do you know a chap ln that battallon,"t 1

sald, 'lthat they cati White George!?"
The wounded Australian looked at me ln a

qulzzleal way. Then hoe drawled slowly, Il Weil,
1 thlnk I do. Why, damu it, mian, I 'm White
George."

Then lie recognized me. Il Whyy it 's the NeN--
foundland Corporal. Uello, Corporal. You 'te
just the man I wanted to ep," lie said. I
stood on that bonib al] riglit, and got away wlth
lt--once. When 1 tried it a second Urne, I put
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the bomb on the firing platform, and wben I
stepped on it, my head was over the parapet;
Johnny Turk got me in the head, and the bomb
did the rest."

Il Don't you wish now you had n't tried the ex-
periment? " I said.

"I No, 5nsid White George, Il 1 feel perfectly
satisfted."

IlBy the way,» I said, as 1 was Ieaving hlm,
diwhy do they cail youn White George? Your

hair iu dark.»
IlMy real name," he said, Il i George White,

but on the regimental roll it reads 1 White,
George2 >Y
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IT must have been about the sixth week tixat
I wa. il, Egypt that one of the Australiaus

came over to my bed and told mie that my naine
was on the Uist of men to go to England by the
next boat. I was allowed up for two hours lu
the afternoon; and when I got up I looked at the
ll.t, and found my name there. An ordely froin
the stores came in and asked me for a lit of
clothlug I needed. He came back iu about au
hour wlth a cuiuplete unlform and kit. The sis-
ter told me that 1 was to go to England the next
morniug. At teu o'clock the next day 1 was
takeu out to, the littie clearing station in the
square, and put lu wlth a lot of other men on
stretchers. An officer came around and in-
spected our kits. A littie later a sergeant from.
the pay office gave each man an advance of
twelve shillings. After that the loading began.
A Uine o! about tweuty ambulances filed out o!
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the yard aud through the malodorous byways of
Alexandria to the waterfront. liere we wevre
put aboard the hospital shlp Rcwa, an old rocky
tub that liad been an Indian troopshi) lx-fore the
war. 1 Iearned this from an old Englishi regu
lar lu the stretcher next mie. lie bad seen hier
often before, and had made a trip fromn Euglaudn(
Wo India in lier once. The RcM'a was so full of
men that the latest arrivais biad to go on deck lu
bainmocks. The thought of a trip across the Bay
of Biscay as deck passenger on the Retra wvas not,
very attractive, but our 'fears on this point were
Poon allayed by one of the ship's officers. WVe
were flot goiug to England on the Rcwra, h ad
We were going~ W Lemnos Island, and lu 'Mudros
Bay we should transship into the Aquitoniia.
Wheu we had cleared Alexandria Harbor, the
wind had freshened considerably. Ail that niglit
snd the next day we pitelhed and rolled heavily.
The second nigît, w-hen we had expected Wo reach
Mudros Bay, we were stili twenty-four hours
away from it. Cairvas slieets had to be nigged
above the bulwarks to prevent the spray froni
drenching the men lu the stretchers 01u deck.
The next day a good many men were sea mick,
aud it was not till the next eveniDg that the storm
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abated. Even then it was too rough to get close
to the big ship. We did try to get near her once,
and succeeded Iu getting one haweer fast, but the
wind and tide drove us so bard agaiust ber, that
the captalu, of the Aquitaxia would take no more
riska and ordered un off. We had to lay to al
that evening, and the next morning. At noon
the wind died down enough to begin the trans-
ahîpmeut from the smaller ships. We waited
while seven other hospital ships transferred their
buman freight, and then znoved up near enough
to put gangways betweeu the two boats. The
change was effected very expeditiously. We
were soon transferred, and settled in our new
quarters. 1 was lu a ward witbsoine Australian
troops on the top deck. B3oard petitions had
been run up from it to the promenade deck, mak-
ing a long bright, weIl 'ventilated corridor.
There was ouly one drawback ou the Aquitania.
The sdster lu charge o! our ward did not like
Coloniale, and made it pretty plain. She was
rather a superior person who did not like to dress
wounds. We were to make two stops before we
arrived ln England, I was told; one at Salonica
to take ou some sick, the other at Naples for
coal. The Salonica stop took place at night.
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We did not go into the harbor; probably it was
not deep enougli for the Aguitania. The sick
were taken aboard outaide. We came to Naples
early one fine Sunday morning. As we went Into
the harbor, 1 could see through the window Mt.
Vesuvius, smoking steadily. We were lu Naples
at the same time as the big Olympir, and the
Mauretania, the sister slip of the Lusitania. It
was the time that the Germans had protested
that the British hospital ships carried troops to
the Dardanelles on the return trip. The neutral
consuls ini Naples went aboard the Olympie and
Mauretani& that Sunday and investlgated. The
charge, of course, was unfounded. An Italian
general and his staff came aboard our ship and
were shown around the wards. He was a dapper
littie man, who gesticulated vehemently and
bowed to ail the sisters. The sister who did flot
like Colonials was speaking to hlm when he came
through our ward. She was trying Wo impress
him with the excellent treatment our wounded
received. She pointed out each mnan to him, in~
the same way a keeper does at the zoélogical gar-
dens.

IlThey get this every evening," she said, idi-
catlng the supper we were eating. IlAnd what
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in this?" Ilhe said, looking at some apricot jam
on a eaucer on my bed.

"Apricot jam, eleter,"I I eaid) then added
sweetly, in iny best society fashion, IlWe get it
every evening."1 I inight have told her that I
had had Lt not only every evening, but every noon
and morning whîle 1 wae on the Peninsula.

IlAnd what Le thie?" Ilehe said, pointing to the
cup in my hand. Ile Iot tea or cocoa? I

IlIt 'e tea," 1 said. IlWe get ît every even-
ing,- just ae if we were human beinge, and
not Coloniale." After that I think ehe liked Co-
loniale even lme.

The Bay of Biscay was juet a littie rougli wheu
we went through Lt, but it did not affect the
Aquitanci very much.

When the word went alouud on the day that
land bad been eighted, every man that could
hobble went on deck to get a firet glimapse of
England. We could not eee very far because of
the thick mist of an Englieh December. About
ten o'clock we were at the entrance to South-
ampton, but the tide wae ont, or the chief engi-
neer was out, eo we could not go up until that
evening. That last day vas a tedious one.
Every one wae eager to get ashore. To moet of
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the men, England was home; and after the
trenches and the hospitals, home meant much.

As soon as we landed, a train took us Wo a
place near London. It was twenty-five miles
from the hospital that was our destination.
liere we were met by automobiles that took us
Wo the hospital for Newfoundlanders at Wands-
worth Common, London. There were only half
a dozen of us from Newfoundland. At first the
doctor on the Aqt&ita«ia persisted in1 calling us
Canadians, and wanted Wo send us Wo Walton-on-
Thames. It took us two hours Wo convince hlm
that INewfoundland had no connection with Can-
ada. Two automobiles were enough for our lit-
tie party. The man who drove me in told me
that he had come a hundred miles Wo do it. Ail
the automobiles that met the hospital trains were
loaned by people who wanted Wo do whatever they
could Wo help the cause. lie was a dairy fermer,
he sald, and gave me uninteresting statistical in-
formation about cows and the amount of milk he
sold in London each day. But apart from that,
I enjoyed the smooth drive over the faultles
roads.

The Third London hospital at Wandsworth
ÇComnion is a militai?' hospîtal; and although the
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discipline ia strict, everything possible is doue
for the f comfort of the patients. Concerts are
given every few evenings; almost every afternoon
people send around automobiles 'to take the
wounded men for a drive. Twice a week visitors
corne in for three hours i the afternoon. At
Wandsworth 1 stayed only a very few days.
Two days before Christmas I was sent to Esher
to the convalescent home run by the V. A. D.
Sisters. Nobody at this hospital received any
remuneration. Esher is in Surrey, not many

.miles from London. Even i the winter the
weather was pleasant. Here we had a great
deal o! liberty, being allowed out ail day until
six at night. Only thirty men were in Esher at
one time. The hospital contained a piano, vie-
trola, pool table, and materials for playing ail
sorts of games. At Esher one feit like an indi-
vidual, and not like a cog in a machine. Paddy
Walsh, the corporal, who had hesitated so long
about leaving me on the Peninsula, was at Esher
when 1 arrived. He was almost well now, lie
told me, and was looking forward to a furlougli.
After his furlough he was going back, lie said, i
the fîrat draft. IlNo forming fours for me,
around Scotland," said Walsh, Ildrilling a buncli
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of rookies. I want to get back with the boys?"
After two weeks, Esher closed for repaire.

We ail went back to the hospitai at Wandsworth.
News had just corne of the evacuation of the
Peninsula. In the ward I was ment to were hait
a dozen of our boys. I asked them what was the
trouble, and they toid me frozen feet. IlFrezen
feet," I said, I n Gallipoi? You 're joking."
They assured me that they were not and referred
me to their case sheets that hung beside the beds.
Shortly before the evacuation a storm had swept
-over the Peninsula. First it had rained for two
days, the third day it snowed, and the next it
froze. A torrent ot water had poured dewn the
mountain side, flooding the trenches, and carry-
ing wlth it biankets, equipments, rifles, portions
of the parapet, and the dead bodies of men who
had been drowned whiie they were sleeping.
The men who were left bad, te forsake their
trenches and go above ground. Turks and Brit-
ish alike suffered. The iast day of the storrn,
whlle some of our men were waiting on the beach
te be taken to the hospitai aMip, they toid me they
saw the bodies of at ieast two thousand men,
frezen to death. Our regiment stood it perhaps.
better than aiy of the thers. It was the sort
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of climate they were accustomed to. The Au.-
tralasians suiffered tremendously. 1 met one
marn who had been on the Penînsula during the
evacuation. They had got away with the loss of
two mnen killed and one wounded for the entire
British force. The papers that day said that the
Turks claimed to have driven the entire British
army into the sea, and to, have gained an immense
amount of booty. The booty gained, our men
sald, was bully beef and biscuits. Far from
beiug driven into the sea, the British got off in
two hours without the Turks suspecting at aII;
and it was flot tiil the second day after that the
Turks really found out. It had taken a great
deal of ingenuity to devise a seheme that would
]et the evacuation take place secretly. The dis-
tance from the shore was about four miles. As
soon as the troops knew they were to leave, they
ripped up the sand bags on the parapets, and
broke the glass in the periscopes, so they would
be uiseless to the enemy. Then they attached the
broken periscopes to the parapets, so that the
Turks looking over would see the periscopes
above the trench, just as they would any ordiuary
day at the fronit. Only one problem remained
unsolved. As soon as the Turks heard the firing

232



"FEENIBH"

cease entirely, they would think somethîng was
flot as it ehould be. If they began, to investigate
before the troope got away, it miglit men an-
nihîlation. At firet it was planned to leave a
smali party scattered through the trenches, but
this meant that they would have to be sacrlflced
in order to allow their comrades to escape.. Au
Australian devised a seheme. He took a number
of rifles, placed them at different points along
the parapest, and lashed them to it. In each
one he put a cartridge. Fromn the trigger he sus-
pended a bully beef tin, welghted wlth sand.
Thtis was not quite heavy enougit to pull the
trigger. Ou top of the rifle he placed another
tini, miled with water, and pierced a smali hole
in the bottom of it. Af ter a while the water,
dripping slowly froni the top tin, made the lower
one heavy enougit to pull the trlgger. Some of
the tins were beavier than the others, and the
rifles did lot ail go off at once. As soon as
thlngis were ready, the troops moved off silently,
IlJust as if they were golng into dugouts," Art
Pratt wrote me. They got aboard the warships
walting for theni lu the bay, and went to Mud-
ros and Imbros. The evacuation was facilitated
by the fact that the Sait Lake that had been
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drled up wheu 1 was there, was swollen higli by
the rain of the previous weeks. Ail that niglit
the flring, continued at intervals, and kept up al
tbroughi the next day. The Turks, taking the
usual cautious survey of the enemy trenches, saw,
as they dld every other day, periscopes sticking
up over the parapets and heard the ordinary re-
ports of rifle fire; to them it looked like what the
officiai reports call a "lquiet day on the Eastern
front."

One other item of news I received that pleased
me very greatly. Art Pratt had taken my place
as corporal of the section, and had sent me word
that lie had got the mulper who shot me.

After 1 had been back in the Wandswortk
Oommou hospital a few days, I was Ilboarded."
Thatlis, Iwas sent up tobe examined by a board
of doctors. They fOURd me Iluntit for further
service," and I was sent tomy depot in Scotland
for disposai. The next day I was given ail my
back pay and took the train for Ayr, Scotland.
There I was given my discharge Il i consequence
of w-ounds recelved in action ln Gallipoli."
Major Whitaker, the officer lu charge, paused and
looked at me, wlWe he was signing the diacharge
paper.
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"I imagine," lie said, II ou teed rather sorry
that you cauglit that train, Corporal."

"What train is that, sir?" I 1 aid.
"The one at Aldersahot," lie answered, as lie

completed hie signature. 1 smiled noncomndt-
tally, but did not answer him.

Looking back now it seems te me that catch-
ing that train is one thing I have neyer regretted.
I was convinced of it that day i Ayr. For a
few weeks past convalescents of the First Bat-
talion had been dribbling into Ayr. You coulil
tell them by their wan, fever-wasted faces, and by
the littie rlbbons of claret and white that they
wore on the sleeves of their coats, the claret and
white that marked them as the "service bat-
talion." And there was i their faces, too, the
calm, confident look of men wlio had liobnobbed
wlth death, and had corne away unafral4. Every
one of them had the sanie tale. IlWe 're tired
of the depot already. They 're a new buncli
here, and we want to get back wlth the crowd we
know" There was no talk of patrlotlsm, or
duty; all this had given place to the pride o!
local achievernent. To those meni, My littie
0.aret and white ribbon was all the introduction
I nccded. 1 was a member o! the First Bat-
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talion. As I hobbled along the main street of
Ayr, a crowd of them bore down on me, A
heterogeneous buneh they were, bored to, death
with the quietnesa of the Scottish town, sbouting
boisterous greetings long before they reacbed me.
The lot of us took dinner together and afterwards
went in a body to the theater. The theater pro>-
prietor refused unconditionally to take any
money from us. We were Ilreturned wounded,"
and the best seats i the house were ours. Four
or five of our party had just returned from, Edin-
buirgh, where they had spent their furloughs.
They had been received royally. The civie atu-
thorities had made arrangements with the owners
of the Royal Hlotel in Edinburgh to put the New-
foundlanders up free of cost durlng their stay.
The First Battalion bad spent their moniey
freely while they were garrisoniug Edinbuirgh
Castie, and the authorities had not forgotten it.

I hated Wo leave those men of the Fir8t Bat-
talion, who welcomed me so heartily. 1 was glad
at the thought of getting back to the States
again; but it was strange to think that I was no
longer a soldier, that ny days of f1ghting were
over. An inexpressible sadness came o'ver me as
I bade good.by Wo them. Some of their naines I
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do not know, but they were all My friendS.
There are others like them În various hos3pitalei
lu Englaud and Egypt; and also in a shady, tree-
dotted ravine on the Peninsula of Gallipoi there
le a row of graves, where also, are my friends of
the First Newfoundland Regiment.

The men our regiment lost, althougli they
gladly fought a bopeless fight, have not died lu
vain. Constantinople bas not been taken, and
the Gallipoli campaigu le fast becoming a
ixnemory, but things our men dld there will not
soon 1,e forgotten. The foremost advance on the
Suvia Bay front le Donnelly's Post on Caribou
Ridge, muade by the Newfoundlanders. It le
called Donnelly's Post because it le bere that
Lieutenant Donnelly won bis Military Cross.
The hitherto un],nowu rldge fromn which the
Turkish machine gune poured their concentrated
death into our trenches stands as a monument to
the initiative o! the Newfoundlanders. Lt la now
Caribou Ridge as a recognition o! the nien who

wear the deer's bead badge. From Caribou
Ridge the Turks could enfilade parts of our firing
line. For weeks they bad continued to pick off

our men one by one. You could almost tell when
your turu was coming. I know, because fromi
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Caribou Ridge came the ballet that sent me off
the Peninsula. The machine guns on Caribou
Ridge not only swept part of our trench, but
commanded ail of the intervening ground. Thls
ground was almost absolutely devoid of cover.
Several attempts had been made to rush
those guns. Ail these attacks had failed, held
up by the murderous machine-gun lire. Whole
companies had essayed the task, but ail had been
repulsed, and almost annihulated. It reniained
for Lieutenant Donnelly to, essay the impossible.
Under cover of darkness, Lieutenant Donnelly,
with ouly eight men, surprised the Turks in the
post that now bears his name. The captured
machine gun he tuirned on the Turks to repulse
constantly launched bomb and rifle attacks.
Just at dusk one e-vening Donnelly stol@ out to
Caribou Ridge and took the Turks by storin.
They had been accustomed before that to see
large bodies of men swarm over the parapet ini
broad daylight, and had been able to wipe them
out with machine-gun fire. Ail that night the
Turks strove to recover their lost ground. The
darkness that confused the enemy was the New-
foundianders' alIy. One of Donnelly's men,
Jack Hlynes, crawled away from hie companions
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to a point about two hundred yards to the left.
Ail through the niglit lie poured a rapid stream,
of fire into the flank of the enemy's attacking
party. So steadily did lie keep it up that the
Turks were deluded into thinklng we had men
there i force. Wheu rein! orcements arrived,
Donnelly's eight men were reduced to two.
Uawu showed the bavoc wrought by the galant
littie group. The ground iu front of the post
was a shamblea of plled up Turki corpsee.
But daylight showed something more to the
credit of the Newfoundlanders than the mere
taking ot thie ridge. It sbowed Jack Hynes pur-
posely falling baek over exposed -round to draw
the enemy'8 attention from Sergeant Gireene, who
was coolly making trip after trip between the
rldge and our Uines, carrying a wounded man in
bis arma every time until ail our wouuuded were
in safety. Hynes and Greene were each given
a DistInguished Conduet Medal. Noue was ever
more nobly earned.

The niglit the First Newfoundland Reginent
landed iu Suvia Bay there were about eleven
hundred ut us. In December when the British
forces evaeuated Gallipoli, to our regiment fell
the honor of belng nomiuated to figlit the rear.
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guard action. Thiis is the bighest recognition
a regiment can receive; for the duty of a rear
guard in a retreat is to keep the enemy from
reaching the main body of troops, even if this
means annihilation for itself. At Lemnos
Island the next day when the roll was called, of
the eleven hundred men who, landed when I did,
only one hundred and seventy-one answered
"tHere."1

After the Firet Newfoundland Regiment left
the Peninsula, they went to Egypt to guard the
Suez Canal from the long-expected attack of the
Turks. After they had been rested a little while,
they were recruited up to full fighting strength,
again, and were sent to France. In the recent
drive of the Allies against the German positions
on the Somme, the regiment bas won for itself
f resh laurels. The IlTimes " correspondent at
British headquarters in France sent the follow-
ing on July l3th:

" The Newfoundlanders were the only overseas
troops eDgaged ini these operations. The story
of their heroic part cannot yet be told in full,
but wben it is it will make Newfoundland very
proud. The battalion was pushed up as what
may be called the third wave ini the attack on
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probably the most formidable section of the
whole German front through an almost orer-
whelmlng artillery lire aind a cross-ground swept
by an enfilading machine-gun lire from hldden
positions. The men behaved wlth completely
noble steadinesa and courage."

TE END


