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Trench talk 

Graeme Hosken 

This issue 
Welcome to another 80 page bumper issue! First time contributors to DIGGER are Dianne De Bellis, 

Andrew McDonald, Helen Barber, Ron Keith and Harold Balcomb. We thank them, and our regular writers, 

for giving us so many interesting articles in our last magazine for this subscription year. Yes – that means 

subs are due (unless you have taken the multi-year renewal option). Prompt payment would be appreciated.   

Welcome to our newest members 
Harold Balcomb, Graham Hopcroft, Lyn Latimore, Max Macadam, Greg Ogle, Robyn Smith & Ian Watkins. 

Apology for oversight 
In the ad for the Fighting Nineteenth in the last issue, I mentioned that co-author David Wilson is a member 

of the FFFAIF, without realising that his fellow author, Wayne Matthews, is also a member. My apologies to 

Wayne for overlooking his status as a long-standing member of our association. [Note: Publication of the 

book has been delayed and The War Book Shop is extending its special $45 price (incl. p & h) to members.] 

Promoting the FFFAIF 
The committee placed an ad in the April issue of ‘Wartime’ to publicise our association and to seek new 

members. We believe that that there are many potential members who don’t yet know the FFFAIF exists. As 

another form of promotion, you will find a quality car sticker  in with this issue. We hope that you can place 

this in a prominent position where our logo will attract attention and then people can find the contact details 

on the sticker. The first sticker is complimentary to members. If you would like additional stickers, they can 

be purchased for $5 each (postage included) by writing to our Oatley West address (see below) or emailing 

membership@fffaif.org.au to arrange payment and delivery. Let’s spread the word and grow the FFFAIF! 

Request for material on Sutherland Shire’s military history 
‘The military history of Sutherland Shire began with an army camp at Loftus Heights (1880s) through to a 

significant military build-up in WWII. If any FFFAIF members served in the forces there in WWII, grew up 

locally as a young person, or have photographs or other information, I would appreciate help for a book I am 

researching.’ – Clive Baker, phone 02 9521 6515.  

Victoria Barracks visit  
An excursion to Victoria Barracks in Sydney on 20

th
 March was organised by the FFFAIF committee to 

welcome visiting British member, Peter Richardson. Peter was one of the standard bearers at the Fromelles 

reburials in early 2010. Despite the very wet weather, a good number of members attended and enjoyed the 

tour and talks. Our thanks go to LTCOL Paul Simadas (FFFAIF & WFA member) for organising the venue, 

helping with the day’s program, and for his generous hospitality by inviting us into the Officers’ Mess for an 

excellent luncheon.     

Damian’s website re-launched 
Member Damian Madden has re-launched his website www.lestweforget.com with a fresh face and a slightly 

broader focus than just Fromelles, now calling the site a ‘Virtual Australian World War One Museum’. The 

site features terrific photos and stories of Diggers Damian has researched in recent years. Damian also has an 

iPhone app featuring 365 Australian war heroes.  

Fromelles service (Sydney) 
The Governor of NSW, Prof. Marie Bashir AC, has accepted our invitation to attend the Fromelles 95

th
 

Commemorative Service at the Hyde Park Memorial in Sydney on 19
th
 July. Any members wishing to attend 

should arrive at the Memorial ready for the start of proceedings at 11am.  
Copyright © DIGGER 2011. All material in DIGGER is copyright. Subject to the fair dealing provisions of the Copyright Act 1968, reproduction in any form is not 

permitted without written permission of the Editor or Author/s. DIGGER is published four times per year and is available to members only. Images from the AWM are 

downloaded with kind permission of the eSales unit. Contributions of possible articles and illustrative material for DIGGER and any feedback should be sent to Graeme 

Hosken, Editor of DIGGER, 2 Colony Crescent, Dubbo NSW 2830 or e-mailed to ghoskenaif@bigpond.com. Membership inquiries should be forwarded to 

Membership Secretary FFFAIF Inc, PO Box 4208, Oatley West NSW 2223 (Australia) or e-mail to membership@fffaif.org.au. Standard membership is $50 pa and 

concessional membership (students, under 18s, seniors) is $40 pa. Family membership is $50 for the first member, then $40 for each additional member residing at the 

same address. Only one copy of DIGGER is included with each Family Membership. A membership form can be downloaded from our website: www.fffaif.org.au. 

Telephone inquiries can be made to 0448 266 634.  

Founder and Patron-in-Memoriam: John Laffin 

Patrons-in-Memoriam: 

General Sir John Monash GCMG KCB VD 

General Sir Harry Chauvel GCMG KCB 

 

Patron-in-Chief: 

Her Excellency Ms Quentin Bryce AC 

Governor-General of the Commonwealth of Australia 
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Massacre of the Innocents: the destruction of the 18th Battalion 
at Hill 60, Gallipoli, August 1915 

Tony Cunneen, Beecroft 

 

óThere was still something contemptible about the way the 18
th
 Battalion had been sent out to die.ô  

Les Carlyon, Gallipoli. 

 

The 18th Battalion: never a ‘romantic tragedy’ 
The Gallipoli campaign in World War I is a well-worked field of research, but there are still important stories 

to be told. One such topic concerns the fate of the 18
th
 Battalion (5

th
 Brigade, NSW) which came ashore at 

Anzac Cove on the night 19/20
th
 August 1915. Within two days of their landing, 750 men of that unit made a 

frontal assault on a shallow rise known as Hill 60. Three hundred and eighty three men of the 18
th
 Battalion 

became casualties in the few hours of that battle. Half of those casualties were deaths.  

 On 29
th
 August, another 256 men from the 18

th
 Battalion were wounded or killed on the slopes of 

Hill 60 in a similarly futile frontal attack. According to these figures, within ten days of arriving on Gallipoli 

the 18th Battalion was effectively wiped out as a fighting force. The destruction of the unit was indicative of 

a much wider problem concerning the inadequate preparation of inexperienced reinforcements to Gallipoli 

who were flung precipitately into action, often with tragic consequences. The career of its commanding 

officer, Lieutenant Colonel Alfred Ernest Chapman, is barely mentioned in the Official History of the 

campaign, yet his experience is worth investigation as an example of a commanding officer faced with 

unreasonable orders, which he knew would result in the needless deaths of his men. 

 Tragically, the fate of the 18
th
 Battalion on Hill 60 was not unusual for new arrivals on Gallipoli. 

Novice troops were meant to have some preparation for battle after some early disasters but it appears that 

the lessons had not been learnt by August. The Reinforcements for the 2
nd

 Battalion landed on 6
th
 August and 

were sent into battle at Lone Pine within hours and many were killed. They were led by the charismatic but 

foolhardy Anglican Reverend, Lieutenant Everard Digges La Touche. Unlike Lieutenant Colonel 

Chapman, Digges la Touche saw the war as a holy crusade against wicked Prussian theology and welcomed 

the opportunity to throw himself and his men into death in battle. 

 While much understandable attention is given to other battles and leaders on Gallipoli, the 18
th
 

Battalion’s tragic fate in the campaign has not been described to the same extent. Even the 18
th
 Battalion’s 

Roll of Honour on Gallipoli is marginalised. The long list of those who fell in action is located on the back of 

the memorial at Lone Pine – a considerable distance from where their remains lie in a mass grave on Hill 60. 

 Hill 60 is now signposted as Bomba Tepe or the ‘Hill of Bombs’. People rarely visit the spot. It is a 

surprisingly small knoll, barely 20 metres in height, covered in pine trees with a well-maintained war 

cemetery. It lies just to the north of the long ridge, Demakjelik Bair, below the Sari Bair Range. Access by 

foot to Hill 60 is a rough five kilometre trek north through thick scrub around the base of Bauchop’s Hill 

from Anzac Cove.  

 Perhaps the reason for the lack of attention to the 18
th
 Battalion on Gallipoli is that its experience did 

not fit the myth of the ‘romantic tragedy’ established for the campaign during the war. The battalion 

commander, Lieutenant Colonel Chapman, was not a Homeric hero like his fellow lawyers, such as the 

Sydney barrister, Colonel Henry Normand MacLaurin, who was sniped within two days of the landing, or 

the solicitor, Lieutenant Colonel Charles Melville Macnaghten, who proved his gallantry beyond measure 

at Lone Pine. Perhaps Hill 60 is just too far off the usual tour routes to excite interest, or maybe simply not 

enough people know the details of what happened. This account of the chaotic events surrounding the battle 

tries to do justice to the men who lost their lives in the slaughter. 

 

‘A rather senior and academic type of officer’ 
The 18

th
 Battalion was formed in Sydney in early 1915 as part of the 5

th
 Infantry 

Brigade, 2
nd

 Australian Division. The brigade was commanded by Brigadier William 

Holmes DSO, who had led the Australian Naval and Expeditionary Force (AN&MEF) 

to New Guinea in 1914. [Right: William Holmes. AWM Negative Number 133440.] 

Bean described Holmes as ‘one of the most eminent of Australian citizen-soldiers’. 

While that may be so, Holmes had already been the subject of considerable 

controversy over the actions of the men under his command in New Guinea. There had 

been questions in the Federal parliament and well-publicised courts martial over 

allegations of ‘Loot Plunder and Rapine’ by men in the AN&MEF. There was 

international concern over Holmes’ decision to have some Germans publicly flogged 
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for their mistreatment of a British Methodist missionary in Rabaul. Many people 

supported his action but that investigation was ongoing when Holmes landed on 

Gallipoli. While he was eventually cleared in early 1916, the incident was a mark 

of a man who was certainly tough and direct in his approach to soldiering. He 

probably did not want to have another investigation into his command, but there 

was no doubting his personal bravery. His own death in action in 1917 was the 

result of him disdaining gunfire. [Left: Holmes’ grave at Trois Arbres, France. 

Photo by Graeme Hosken.] 

 There are suggestions of difficulties between Holmes and some of his 18
th
 

Battalion officers. According to Bean, Holmes ‘failed to obtain in the 5
th
 Brigade a 

selection which entirely satisfied him’. The officers’ selection board operating for 

the Minister of Defence ‘tended to make a choice of a rather senior and academic 

type of officer from the citizen forces’. The officers of the 18
th
 Battalion could be 

described in just such terms. Most were middle class professionals. The senior officers were members of the 

New South Wales legal profession.  

 The commanding officer of the 18
th
 Battalion was a 46 year old police magistrate, Lieutenant 

Colonel Alfred Ernest Chapman from Crows Nest near North Sydney. He had served in South Africa in the 

Boer War with the Bushmen and Mounted Rifles and subsequently gained a BA LL.B at Sydney University. 

He had significant militia experience and his various military appointments and promotions over the years 

had been duly reported in ‘The Sydney Morning Herald’. He was certainly not unknown in Sydney before he 

left. Most of the officers were from Sydney’s middle class. Captain Sydney Percival Goodsell, a salesman 

from Parramatta, was in headquarters group at first, then commanded a company on Gallipoli. Goodsell, who 

had served with Brigadier Holmes in the AN&MEF, was one of those to emerge from the Gallipoli campaign 

with his reputation enhanced. He wrote a valuable record of his experiences of the battles.  
[Left: ‘D’ Company of the 18

th
 Battalion at Liverpool 

Camp. Somewhere in the front row is Wilfred Addison, 

who figures in this story. AWM Negative Number 

P07688.001.] 

 The majority of the private soldiers and non 

commissioned officers in the battalion came from 

Sydney and the surrounding regions. Quite a few of the 

remainder were English born. Most were working class: 

labourers; boot makers; miners; boundary riders or 

fisherman. The majority had joined the AIF between 

February and May of 1915. Some had only been in the 

army a few weeks before they sailed. A number of the 

troops were AN&MEF veterans, but that campaign had 

been a far cry from Gallipoli. Few of the others had any previous military experience – although the Scottish-

born Regimental Sergeant Major, 46 year old Charles Lamont, had served with the Seaforth Highlanders 

and been on the Australian Commonwealth Instructional Staff for seven years. He had been a popular 

instructor at the Edgecliff Rifle Club in Sydney’s Eastern Suburbs. The youngest man in the battalion was 

around seventeen years of age, the oldest in his forties. They had been part of a parade by the 5
th
 Brigade in 

Sydney before the Governor-General, Sir Ronald Munro-Ferguson, in April 1915 and they must have 

seemed invincible, marching in step in massed ranks with .303 Lee Enfield rifles carried on their shoulders in 

front of a huge, cheering crowd. 

Sight-seeing and route marches in Egypt 
The 18

th
 Battalion sailed out of Sydney Harbour on board the troop transport Ceramic on 25

th
 June 1915. 

They arrived in Egypt at the end of July, where they had a limited preparation for active service. As occurred 

with many Australian units, the soldiers in the battalion were not taught how to use or deal with bombs 

(grenades) – a problem which would prove fatal on Gallipoli. According to the letters of one soldier, George 

Stewart, the battalion did little in Egypt apart from route marches and some sight-seeing for the two weeks 

before they landed on Gallipoli. It was a manifestly inadequate preparation for battle. 

 On the evening of 15
th
 August, the battalion commenced a series of night moves – travelling by train 

then ship from Egypt to Mudros Harbour on the island of Lemnos. They then sailed on Osmanian, a filthy 

Egyptian mail boat. Lieutenant Wilfred Addisonôs diary reveals how uncomfortable these journeys were. 

They were rowed ashore at Gallipoli on the night of 19/20
th
 August, watching the isolated showers of sparks 

and flashes of exploding artillery shells and hearing ‘the constant reports of isolated rifle fire, with a machine 
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gun joining in the chorus, while a deep bass note was sounded in the distance by a warship supporting the 

British further north at Suvla Bay’. The men were not aware that their fate would be linked to that action.  

 The 18
th
 Battalion had arrived on the Gallipoli Peninsula towards the end of a series of great battles 

known generically as ‘The August Offensives’. These actions involved all the Allied troops in a final series 

of attempts to break out of their limited beachheads, at different times, before the onset of winter. The 

ground before the Anzac trenches was putrid with the unburied remains of Australians who had fallen in the 

earlier battles for Lone Pine and in the savage, futile charges by the Light Horse at The Nek. The ambitious 

attacks on Chunuk Bair, Hill Q and Hill 971 on the Sari Bair Massif had failed and been abandoned. As part 

of the offensive program there had been a British landing at Suvla Bay, intended to help the Anzac forces, 

but this too had ground to a halt. The High Command was keen to establish a strong link between the Anzac 

positions and the British positions near the salt lake at Suvla Bay. The intervening, swampy ground between 

the British and an Anzac force was known as the Anafarta Gap. The 18
th
 Battalion was unaware that it would 

be precipitately thrown into this series of battles within days of landing in a textbook example of how not to 

prepare an inexperienced unit for action. 

‘Like a fresh breeze from the Australian bush’ 
The 18

th
 Battalion was on the beach at Anzac Cove at daybreak 20

th
 August 1915, and supplied bivouacs in 

the Reserve Gully, just below the Sphinx along North Beach. They were tasked to carry supplies throughout 

20
th
 August in that area. Some of the men went for a swim. The noise of heavy 

gunfire continued in the north. One private soldier, Myles OôReilly, recorded his 

surprise at the amount of war-related litter and that ‘now and then an odd party 

of dirty unshaven men in all sorts of uniforms would come down and inspect’ 

the new arrivals. The men already on Gallipoli were ‘sick and battle-worn’. In 

his Official History, Bean became quite lyrical when he wrote that the arrival of 

the ‘fresh troops came to the tired and somewhat haggard garrison of Anzac like 

a fresh breeze from the Australian bush’. He commented that: ‘These fine troops 

had made a deep impression upon all who saw them.’ One veteran Anzac 

campaigner was quoted as saying the new arrivals were ‘Great big cheery 

fellows whom it did your heart good to see … Quite the biggest lot I have ever 

seen’. In his personal diary written on Gallipoli, Bean revealed a slightly 

different version from this breezy official enthusiasm. Privately, he commented 

favourably on how energetic the new arrivals were but also wrote how 

unimpressed he was with their officers. Lieutenant Colonel Chapman was one of 

those officers. [Above right: Private 954 Myles O’Reilly. AWM Negative Number P03692.001.] 

 The 18
th
 Battalion would need strong leaders as they struggled through the dirt and heat past the 

cemetery into their position behind the front line. Men such as Lieutenant Colonel Chapman had much to 

prove to the Gallipoli veterans. Officers were essentially ‘judged by the test of battle’. Using that criteria, 

Chapman would be found wanting by the battle-hardened Gallipoli veterans who appear to have become 

inured to the sacrifices of front-line troops after the reckless bravery of men in recent battles. It was certainly 

not unknown for battalion commanders to fall in battle. While Chapman may not have been a great 

battlefield commander, it is also possible that he arrived with new eyes, sensitive to the grief the Gallipoli 

operations had caused to the civilian population in Australia, and could immediately see the chaotic futility 

of it all.   

 How to interpret Chapman’s actions subsequent to the landing? His superior officers condemned his 

conduct. On the other hand a case could be made that Chapman was made a scapegoat for the looming 

debacle by the same officers who ordered it to take place – and that the Official Historian, CEW Bean, 

consciously or not, went along with it all by failing to be sufficiently critical of these officers. It was too easy 

to let Chapman go home in disgrace. Admittedly his traumatised reaction after the battle did not help his 

cause. The situation deserves greater examination than it has received. 

Major General Godley takes command 
At 3pm on 20

th
 August the 18

th
 Battalion was ordered inland to Bauchop’s Hill, on the north of the Anzac 

position, arriving at 9pm and set to picquet duty in the trenches. From the records of the 5
th
 Brigade, this 

would appear to be at least their men’s sixth night of minimal or disrupted sleep. They were exhausted from 

the long journey and lack of sleep, regardless of how fresh they may have appeared when they arrived. 

Around 9pm, the entire 5
th
 Brigade was placed under the orders of Major General Godley, the British-born 

commander of the New Zealand and Australian (NZ&A) Division on Gallipoli. Godley commanded a 

combined force of New Zealand, Indian and Australian troops in what appears to have been a fairly 

ramshackle arrangement with poor supply lines and problematic communication. Furthermore, Godley was 
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resentful at his lack of promotion and ‘detested’ Australians. But his immediate problem on 20
th
 August was 

to link the Anzac and British forces. The order of battle for his command at that time comprised the NZ&A 

Division, with the 29
th
 Indian Brigade, and units of the 5

th
 Brigade, 2

nd
 Australian Division, attached. The 

18
th
 Battalion was to be part of a much larger force battling on the far northern edge of the Anzac positions. 

Hill 60 was the last rise before the Anafarta Gap and the Divisional Command believed it had to be taken if 

the British were to join up effectively with the Anzacs. 

 Allied troops made a desperate attempt to take Hill 60 on 21
st
 August. Elements of the British 10

th
 

Hampshire Regiment and The Connaught Rangers, as well as two battalions of the Australian 4
th
 Brigade 

under General John Monash, along with two regiments of the New Zealand Mounted Rifle Brigade, 

attempted to take the hill on that day. Remnants of the 29
th
 Indian Brigade were also involved. Many of the 

attacking troops were greatly debilitated by their service on Gallipoli. Dysentery was rife. The attack on 21
st
 

August was a hideous experience: men were cut down in the narrow space between the front lines; a scrub 

fire incinerated some of the wounded. The Turks, protected by a maze of trenches, remained in control of the 

hill at the end of the day. Scores lay dead. The problem of the Anafarta Gap had not been resolved. 

Meanwhile the 18
th
 Battalion had spent 21

st
 August at their positions at Bauchop’s Hill, unaware that the 

noise of battle they heard to the north would soon include them. 

A ‘fresh battalion’ chosen for battle 
According to the Official History, General Cox and Colonel Russell decided just before midnight on 21

st
 

August ‘that the (Turkish) communication trench on Hill 60 should be carried at dawn, and that a fresh 

battalion should be used for the task’. Despite the casualties they had experienced on that same day, these 

commanders decided to simply try another frontal attack, uphill against an entrenched enemy with protected 

supply lines, who expected just such an action.  

 Thus the plan was that while the British attacked Scimitar Hill, Chocolate Hills and Green Hill on 

the northern side of the Anafarta Gap, the 18
th
 Battalion would be part of a group of British, New Zealand 

and Australian units which would mount a coordinated attack on the Turkish positions to the south. 

Considering the fact that seasoned troops had already been decimated on the slopes of Hill 60 it seems a 

bizarre decision to send out a completely inexperienced unit where others had failed. General Godley was 

reluctant at first to use the untried 18
th
 Battalion, but Cox and Russell prevailed. Bean admired both Cox and 

Russell, who he described as ‘careful and able officers’. At the time of writing the Official History, both 

these men had significant reputations which Bean did not challenge – in fact he seems to excuse them for 

what happened to the 18
th
 Battalion on Hill 60. 

 Major Evan Wisdom gave a more detailed version of what 

happened immediately before the battle. Major Wisdom was the 

brigade major for the 5
th
 Brigade. He was a significant person in his 

own right, being at the time of the battle, the sitting Member for 

Claremont in the Western Australian Legislative Assembly. CEW 

Bean described him as ‘one of the best leaders in the AIF’. Wisdom’s 

account contains detailed criticism of Chapman’s actions and suggests 

that Chapman was ‘reluctant’ to fight: a heinous criticism of any 

officer in war; but particularly so in the claustrophobic atmosphere on 

Gallipoli. He wrote that at 9.25 on the evening of 21
st
 August, 

‘Lieutenant Colonel Chapman was given orders to have his (18
th
) 

Battalion in a state of instant readiness to move at any time of night’. 

This account accords with the 5
th
 Brigade War Diary. Wisdom became 

increasingly critical of Lieutenant Colonel Chapman and describes the 

tension and confusion that occurred before the attack. Wisdom wrote 

that at 12.15am on 22
nd

 August, Chapman was told by telephone to be 

ready to move, and that he responded that ‘his men had turned in and 

were very tired, having no rest for two days and had been very hard 

worked’. Being ‘tired’ would not have been a good response for Chapman to make to the orders. Wisdom 

then added that Chapman ‘appeared to be hesitating at getting his men out’. Reluctance to fight was a terrible 

accusation to make of anyone on Gallipoli, especially a battalion commander. [Above: Major EA Wisdom, 

later Brigadier Wisdom CB CMG DSO VD. Australian War Memorial Negative Number P02205.001.] 

A ‘leisurely’ preparation for battle 
Wisdom then accompanied Chapman to the 18

th
 Battalion campsite. Chapman was clearly not one of those 

firebrands ready to go at the suggestion of an attack. Instead, according to Wisdom, Chapman and Major 

Arthur McDonald , the second in command, proceeded in a ‘leisurely way to awaken the men’. Chapman’s 
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complaint that the men had not been issued rations was dismissed by Wisdom. This refusal to take care of 

the men and issue rations shows considerable disregard for their well-being. The situation appears to have 

been very tense probably dangerously close to Chapman being accused of not obeying orders. According to 

Wisdom, Chapman had been told to have his men ready and that was not the case.  

 It is at this point that there can be divergent interpretations of Chapman’s conduct and his subsequent 

treatment by his senior officers. Was Chapman wrong to let the men rest rather than ensuring they were 

properly briefed and distributing their rations, or was it reasonable for him to assume that in the confused 

atmosphere of orders and counter-orders from unfamiliar commanders, the 18
th
 Battalion would not be 

needed? After all, they had just arrived and had no knowledge of where they were to go. Wisdom was 

certainly critical of Chapman not having his men ready for battle and insisted that the order to be ready to 

move was in ‘no way varied’. However, there was clearly some confusion over different orders given to a 

variety of officers. One company had been told to go forward, and then go back during the early part of the 

evening. Perhaps Chapman should have checked to see if the orders were correct if he was in doubt. It is also 

possible that he was intimidated by the unfamiliar officers in charge of him at the time. Godley, Cox and 

Russell were not necessarily the types of officers to have their orders questioned, especially from a new 

arrival on the Peninsula. 

 At fifteen minutes past midnight on the morning of 22
nd

 August, the 18
th
 Battalion was told to move 

forward to a position known as the South Wales Borderers’ Gully to be at the disposal of General Cox. The 

South Wales Borderers’ Gully was a fold on the far side of Demakjelik Bair from Hill 60. The men were 

ordered to carry 200 rounds of ammunition and leave their packs behind. They were to be sent into battle, 

although this was unknown to Myles O’Reilly and most of the 18
th
 Battalion. They did not have sufficient 

water or food. Goodsell agrees with Bean in reporting that the move was not that straightforward.  

 It is a long hard slog through thick scrub around from Anzac Cove to the vicinity of Hill 60. The 

men were lost at least once in their trek and ‘firing was going on all around’ them. Such lack of knowledge 

was not uncommon on Gallipoli where secrecy was upheld at the expense of soldiers’ knowledge of the 

battle, but it also indicates how unprepared the men were for what was to come. O’Reilly wrote about how 

tired he was as a result of the night march and lack of sleep. 

 Goodsell said that after they had reached the South Wales Borderers’ Gully they ‘were told to lie 

down and make [themselves] comfortable … It was pitch dark and (they) could not see any distance’.  They 

were told by their guides that ‘they were in reserve and would probably not be required’. Then the officers 

were unexpectedly called forward to an orders group. Bean in the Official History wrote that a New Zealand 

officer, Major CG Powles, gave the final orders by candlelight for the attack to Lieutenant Colonel 

Chapman and the company commanders. According to Bean, Powles said that the 18
th
 Battalion ‘should 

assault with bomb and bayonet only. Chapman interjected that they had no bombs; Powles could only reply 

that they could do the best that was possible without them.’ Considering the importance of bombs in trench 

warfare this seems to be an extraordinary dismissal by Powles of a legitimate protest, particularly since the 

previous attacks had been unsuccessful.  

 Despite any reservations he may have had about the new arrivals while he was on Gallipoli, Bean is 

quite restrained in his treatment of Chapman, with none of Wisdom’s criticism appearing in print: 

understandably so as the Official History of the Gallipoli campaign, The Story of Anzac, was first published 

in 1924 and Chapman was acting as a Sydney magistrate at that time. Chapman was to achieve some 

prominence in that role until his death in 1933. In fact, that reference to Chapman’s complaint to Powles 

regarding the lack of bombs is the only mention Bean has of the Sydney magistrate in the Official History. 

Bean does not make any comment exonerating Chapman of blame for the battle, unlike his excusing of 

Godley, Cox and Russell. Bean appears keen to portray men such as Lieutenant Wilfred Addison , whose 

family he knew, as heroic figures. In this vein, Bean wrote that before the battle the young officers of the 18
th
 

Battalion ‘had spoken gravely to (the men) of their high duty in the tests they were about to face. Young 

Lieutenant Addison had said, “I daresay, I shall be one of the first to fall.”’ Addison was correct.  

Hill 60 – Assault with rifle and bayonet only 
There was a lot of crowding and confusion amongst the Australian troops when they were led by Powles 

from the South Wales Borderers’ Gully over Demakjelik Bair. They were then formed up in a sunken road 

behind a hedge of olive trees which gave them some protection below Hill 60. Bean describes how most of 

the men did not know ‘till that instant that they were to attack at all’. Goodsell tells much the same story as 

Bean but states that Major Wisdom gave them orders to go out and not go beyond the crest of the hill – 

presumably Wisdom meant Hill 60, and assumed they would reach it in one rush. Goodsell’s diary entry 

suggests that Wisdom did not have a thorough idea of the disposition of the entrenched Turkish forces. No-
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one did, not even the New Zealanders who had captured the southern lower trenches of the hill. The 

attacking Australians would only find out when they stood up in the open and went forward.  

 The men were ordered ‘to fix bayonets, charge magazines, and extend into two lines’. That was their 

preparation for the attack. O’Reilly wrote that ‘the Colonel blew his whistle’, signalling the charge. At 5am, 

Goodsell got up in almost full daylight and could see the broken earth of the Turkish trenches barely 100 

metres in front. He wrote: 

As we moved forward we were met with a perfect hail of rifle and machine-gun fire which caused a large 

number of casualties. A number of Turks were still in the trench when we arrived and who were 

endeavouring to get out to retire which was rather difficult as the trench had a parapet on both sides too 

high to surmount in a hurry é Immediately we arrived in the trenches it was infiladed [sic] by machine-gun 

fire from a Northerly direction, and bombed from the Eastern Turkish trench on the left. Casualties were 

then something awful and prevented any further advance é later an attack was made on the left flank in 

charge of Major Lane and the men were literally mown down by machine-gun fire as they went towards the 

Turkish trench in which a number of their men were able to get. A little later they were seen retiring when 

they were again met with disaster from what appeared to be several machine guns posted on their left flank.  

 O’Reilly, like other survivors, recorded a similar experience: of charging forward with bullets 

whining and ricocheting off the ground; of men falling and groaning; all the elements of a charge over 

exposed ground into massed fire. He wrote of ‘running for [his] life’ to the Turkish trenches, with the Turks 

running ‘for their lives’ when the Australians were about a dozen yards away. Another eyewitness in the 

battalion, George Stewart, told much the same story in his letter home. O’Reilly stopped in the trench with 

about half a dozen Turkish dead and had a smoke because he ‘knew nothing of what happened a dozen yards 

away’. Then he realised that ‘all was not comparatively well’. He acquitted himself well in the battle, 

shooting steadily at the Turks until he was wounded. Goodsell described an increasingly chaotic time in the 

captured trenches where false orders to retire ‘apparently came from nowhere’. Some men were killed trying 

to retreat. There were repeated Turkish attempts to recapture their trenches with violent bombing attacks. 

The attacks by units on either side of the 18
th
 Battalion were not successful so the Australians were left with 

exposed flanks. Some Turks who had not been ejected from nearby trenches attacked with bombs, which 

O’Reilly and others noted the Australians did not have. He also wrote that this stage of the battle was 

‘particularly lively’.  

 It was now the turn of the second wave to advance in support of the men from the first group whose 

survivors, including O’Reilly, occupied part of the eastern-most trenches along the lower slopes of Hill 60. 

The attackers under the command of Maj or TR McPherson were completely 

exposed to enfilading fire when Powles ordered them out onto the open field. 

[Right: Major McPherson, KIA 22.8.15. AWM Negative Number P02897.009.] 

 Bean described how Lieutenant Wilfred Addison jumped up and 

shouted: ‘Come on boys, the next one’ and then ‘with dying and wounded 

around him, and machine-gun bullets tearing up the ground where he stood, 

steadied and waved forward the remnant of his platoon until he himself fell 

pierced with several bullets’. Addison died a heroic death, which was duly 

portrayed as such by Bean. Bean also describes the other waves of men sent out 

by Powles were ‘broken while attempting to deploy’. It was a massacre in an 

area only a little larger than a cricket field. Even those men who found some 

shelter in the captured trench were confronted by Turks who ‘were flinging 

bombs with impunity among the Australians’. In Bean’s words the battalion was 

‘cut to bits’. Bean’s account is much the same as Goodsell’s. Less than half the 

750 men in the attack survived without injury. Most were hurt in the first hour. 

Conditions were terrible for the survivors. George Stewart wrote that he ‘did not have a drink from 5.00am 

Sunday to 9.00am Monday’ and that his ‘lips were all cracked from want of water’. O’Reilly endured the 

slow and painful return to his own trenches, suffering from thirst and with men dying around him until he 

was transferred to a hospital ship. He was fortunate. 

 The many Red Cross Missing and Wounded Bureau reports on those who were lost in the battle 

support the accounts by Goodsell, O’Reilly and Stewart. Men such as the 20 year old solicitor’s clerk from 

Woollahra, Lance Corporal 690 Norman Phillip Scheidel, were killed in the charge, and while his identity 

disc was retrieved, his body was then lost and has never been identified. Eye-witness statements report men 

falling from multiple wounds who had to be left dying while the others charged ahead. Some men were 

killed when they stopped to help others, others hit as they crawled back to their own lines. There were 

mentions of men shouting comments such as ‘This is pretty hot!’ just before they were hit. Many of the 



DIGGER  9 Issue 35 

‘great big cheery fellows’ described by Bean on their arrival were lost in the thirty minutes of their first 

battle. So great and so sudden was the destruction of the 18
th
 Battalion that families had difficulty 

comprehending what had happened. Red Cross Missing and Wounded Files include references to mothers 

not believing their sons were dead or persistent rumours of men as prisoners or sick or wounded and lost in 

the hospital system. One body never recovered was that of the RSM Charles Lamont who had insisted on 

joining his troops in battle. Bean gives a fair but sanitised account of the battle in the Official History; he 

does not mention what went on in the trenches afterwards. 

‘Running around like wild rabbits’ 
Major Wisdom provides a fascinating and rare insight into what it was like in the trenches after the killing 

had stopped, although he does not comment on the casualties or his part in insisting the newly arrived men 

go out. He picks up his account a few hours after the battle. He reported that he and Brigadier Holmes: 

é went out to the position occupied by the 18
th
 Battalion and visited the trenches and found Lieutenant 

Colonel Chapman, 2
nd

 in Command and the Adjutant é huddled together in a trench and the men running 

around like wild rabbits in the trenches, and the morale of the battalion considerably shaken; no endeavour 

was being made to calm the men. é The Brigadier [Holmes] gave orders that the men should be put to work 

to dig a communication trench é to take the thoughts of the men off the previous shaking they had had.  

 An early handwritten draft of the report stated that ‘the officers were more shaken than the men’. 

Chapman may well have been traumatised with shock and debilitated by illness and exhaustion with the 

remnants of his shattered command scattered about him, but if Wisdom was correct, he could have been 

relieved of command on the spot. While tragic, the experience of the 18
th
 Battalion was no different from 

that of the light horse at The Nek, where Colonel White had been killed in the first few yards beyond the 

trenches. Perhaps Chapman’s crime was that he was alive and protesting what had happened. Whatever the 

truth, Bean was also one of those not sympathetic to Chapman.  

[Left : The gap in the hedge through which the 18
th
 

Infantry Battalion passed to attack Hill 60 in August 

1915. Hill 60 is in the background and Hill 971 is in the 

far distance. One of a series of photographs taken on the 

Gallipoli Peninsula under the direction of Captain C E W 

Bean of the Australian Historical Mission, during the 

months of February and March, 1919. Australian War 

Memorial Negative Number G01846.] 

 At the time of the battle, Bean was sick with 

laryngitis, and was generally run-down from his time on 

Gallipoli, so he did not witness the assault first hand. He 

wrote in his diary that on 23
rd
 August 1915 he went into 

the frontline trenches to where 50 men of the 18
th
 

Battalion remained in the line. He then wrote another 

scathing first-hand account of Lieutenant Colonel 

Chapman’s behaviour. Bean wrote: 

Every Australian was looking anxiously along his bayonet at the scrub ... An officer (in spectacles) was 

saying óquiet boys ï quiet lads ï I donôt want any of you to fire unless he can actually see something to shoot 

atô. é I thought the shooting was simply panic. They looked a bit anxious, but they werenôt firing and for 

men who had been at it for 36 hours & who had never been in action before it wasnôt bad. The T[urk]s might 

for all they knew have been creeping up ï or might have rushed them any moment out of the bush. é I saw 

this Col. [Chapman]. He clearly had not the remotest idea of what they had or hadn't done. He was saying in 

front of the men that they had lost their confidence that it was wicked to put them in tired as they were é He 

was sure they had been shot down by the New Zealanders é They didnôt know the look of a bomb é It 

would have been better to put them in & tell them nothing (which I rather suspected is just a bit what the 

Colonel did for he didnôt seem to understand his orders) ï óand now they're blaming me for this!ô he said in 

front of them (his troops) ï clearly the first thing to be done for the good of a good regiment like this one is 

to sack Col. Chapman. He said he wouldnôt act on his orders like those if he got them again. 

‘Insulting remarks’ 
Lieutenant Colonel Chapman was certainly not impressing important people on Gallipoli. Major Wisdom’s 

account reveals how relations between Chapman and his superior officers deteriorated over the ensuing days. 

According to Wisdom, Chapman tried to resist the next order to attack given to him on 24
th
 August, with 

Chapman stating that ‘his men were done up and needed rest’. Wisdom described the first attack as a ‘failed’ 

mission. Brigadier Holmes told Chapman he should try to redeem the battalion’s reputation and save himself 
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from ‘the mess he was in’. Holmes was right about the mess for Chapman. The situation deteriorated even 

more for the Lieutenant Colonel. Wisdom’s account said that Holmes then told Chapman to go to Russell 

and ‘endeavour to explain the unexplainable fault he had made’. 

 After Chapman had told Colonel Russell of his reluctance to commit his battalion to another attack, 

Russell made some remarks, which Chapman ‘considered insulting’. The two men appear to have had a 

blazing row. Holmes took Russell’s side, even though he was personally close to Chapman. Clearly, 

Chapman was furious over the way his battalion had been treated and wanted to protect them from another 

pointless attack. Holmes appears to be more concerned with the reputation of the battalion. Holmes told 

Chapman that ‘he should have jumped at the chance [to attack] offered for the sake of the Battalion and 

Brigade, and was not at all surprised at Colonel Russell’s [insulting] remarks’. The second attack was to go 

ahead, with the 18
th
 Battalion part of a large scale operation which included the 5

th
 Connaught Rangers, the 

New Zealand Mounted Riflemen and detachments of the 9
th
 and 10

th
 Australian Light Horse Regiments. The 

operation eventually claimed 1 100 casualties in total. 

Further attacks on Hill 60: 27-29th August 
The AN&MEF veteran, Major CHD Lane , led 100 men of the 18

th
 Battalion at daybreak on 27

th
 August 

from the sunken road against the network of enemy trenches on Hill 60. Once again the Turkish machine 

guns had survived earlier actions; in fact the attack by the 5
th
 Connaught Rangers had probably alerted them 

to the likelihood of another charge. The 18
th
 Battalion ‘met a whirlwind of shrapnel and small-arms fire’. 

Goodsell followed Lane into battle. It was a similar experience to that of the first attack. He wrote that ‘men 

dropped like flies’. After charging a Turkish trench he had about 20 men left out of the 100 who had 

attempted to cross No-man’s land. He described a fearful scene: ‘Shrapnel was falling everywhere including 

in the trench and smashing up the bodies in a frightful way and causing a number of casualties to (his) party’. 

Additional men of the 18
th
 Battalion, who had been held in reserve, were committed to the attack over the 

next two days. The unit eventually suffered another 256 casualties. Barely 100 men of the original 750 men 

who had marched around from Bauchop’s Hill on 21
st
 August were left uninjured after two charges made in 

a week of action.  

 George Stewart echoed all other survivors when he wrote that the battles had been ‘hell on earth’. 

According to an account published by Brad Manera at the Australian War Memorial, the 18
th
 Battalion were 

‘for the second time in less than a week … cut down in waves’. Bean wrote that ‘it was one of the most 

difficult actions in which Australian troops were ever engaged’. Hundreds of Australian, British, New 

Zealand, Indian and Turkish bodies lay unburied out in the open. The stench and flies were awful. A number 

of survivors suffered mental collapse. 

 Goodsell stayed and fought it out alongside his men throughout the day and night when they ‘were 

visited by Colonel Russell … who passed very complimentary remarks about (their) success’. They held 

their ground but Lane had been killed and the summit of Hill 60 was still largely in Turkish control. 

Goodsell’s treatment stood in stark contrast to that of his commanding officer, Lieutenant Colonel Chapman, 

who is not mentioned again in any of the accounts presented in this paper. By 29
th
 August he would appear to 

have been no longer in effective command of his battalion. For further information as to Chapman’s fate we 

must turn to his service record. 

Lieutenant Colonel Chapman – ‘not suitable to command’ 
Lieutenant Colonel Chapman’s military career was one other casualty of the battle on Hill 60. A letter from 

General Cox written on 29
th
 August put the case against Chapman quite clearly. Cox wrote that he ‘did not 

consider Lieutenant Colonel Chapman [was] fit for the position’ of commanding the 18
th
 Battalion. Major 

General Legge, commander of the 2
nd

 Australian Division, said he was to be removed due to his ‘want of 

capacity when under heavy fire’. A few days later Chapman was allowed to resign ‘as an act of grace’. In 

modern terms he could be seen as having made a plea bargain to resign and thus avoid the ignominy of 

dismissal or court martial. In fact, Major Wisdom’s account of the events surrounding the charge on 22
nd

 

August has the appearance of being a statement prepared for an investigation or even a court martial. 

Certainly, Lieutenant Colonel Chapman was in a lot of trouble with his superior officers both before and 

after the battle. It is hard to be definitive about the degree of justice with which Chapman was treated. At 

best it appears to have been perfunctory and dismissive, but could also be seen as an indication of a callous 

mindset which had taken hold of some of the senior officers by the latter stage of the Gallipoli campaign. 

 Letters in Chapman’s file dated from 29
th
 August to 9

th
 September 1915 from Brigadier Holmes, 

General Cox and General Godley indicate that they all agreed that Chapman was unfit for command of a 

battalion and should be relieved of that duty. A letter from Chapman to Holmes dated 9
th
 September 1915 

stated: 
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For sometime past my health has been such that I have been, and am now, unable to bear the strain of 

commanding my battalion, and I respectfully request that I may be permitted to relinquish my command on 

that account. 

 The records of the 18
th
 Battalion indicate that Chapman resigned both his command and his 

commission in the AIF on 11
th
 September 1915. The Sydney solicitor, Major Arthur McDonald, was put in 

command of the 18
th
 Battalion after Lieutenant Colonel Chapman, but McDonald was reported suffering 

from dysentery and shock and evacuated from Gallipoli. He returned sick to Australia in 1916 and was 

discharged with a number of other officers.  

 Chapman was evacuated sick to Mudros in mid September 1915. His official diagnosis was colitis, 

but scrawled beside that in a different hand was ‘shock’. Chapman wrote a number of letters to his superiors 

while in hospital, requesting that he be given his old battalion back, but one hand scrawled note in his service 

record stated that he was not to be given any command in any military unit again. Possibly, Chapman 

realised the shameful position he was in. His appeals for a face-saving reinstatement were refused. Major 

Wisdom wrote one such rejection himself. Chapman was sent home medically unfit in January 1916. Holmes 

wrote a personal, sympathetic note to Chapman, but did not support his request for reinstatement. Nothing 

more about Chapman was recorded in his files apart from his relatives asking about the details of his return 

to Sydney. He returned to his work as a magistrate and did not drop out of public view altogether. 

Reporting the battle 
Exact casualties were hard to establish at the time. Many 18

th
 Battalion men were listed as missing. 

Representatives of the Red Cross Missing and Wounded Bureau searched hospitals, camps and military units 

across the Middle East, England, France and Australia, trying to track down details of the fate of those 

missing or killed in action. The families received the usual telegrams notifying them of their relative being 

missing in action but then nothing official was heard despite their repeated requests for news. Many cases 

were not settled until January 1916 when the various Courts of Enquiry held at Tel-el-Kebir in Egypt 

investigated the unresolved reports of missing men, and found that it was reasonable to suppose them dead. It 

was a sad postscript to an adventure that had started when the 18
th
 Battalion had paraded with the rest of the 

5
th
 Brigade in Sydney in front of 200 000 people on Saturday 24

th
 April 1915, barely five months before their 

charge at Hill 60. A year later there were still 150 men not accounted for. In February 1916, Evan Wisdom 

was promoted to Lieutenant Colonel and given command of the 18
th
 Battalion and led them throughout 1916 

and 1917 on the Western Front. 

 There was an understandable tendency to minimise criticism of soldiers during the war to save the 

feelings of the relatives at the time, and this carried over after the conflict had ended. Therefore, the early 

reports did not give a thorough account of the actions on Hill 60. Bean’s report in ‘The Sydney Morning 

Herald’ on 2
nd

 September 1915 mentioned that ‘by a fine charge the 18
th
 took one trench but, being unused to 

bomb warfare, were forced to retire before a bomb attack, which the Turks put up from a trench 20 yards 

distant’. The attack was certainly not presented as an epic. Chapman was never mentioned. Bean wrote of the 

action again in ‘The Sydney Morning Herald’ in October 1915 and mentioned how enthusiastic the men of 

the 18
th
 Battalion were and how ‘Australians should be legitimately proud that there was an instantaneous 

demand for their services. Everybody seemed to want some of the “new Australians”’. He also mentions the 

lack of bombs as decisive. He certainly put the best light he could on it, which may have suited the situation 

at the time, but this appears to have become the accepted public record.  

 There were various memorial services for the families of the 18
th
 Battalion throughout the war. 

Lieutenant Colonel Chapman is recorded as having attended at least one of them. They must have been tragic 

occasions, particularly since so little was known as to the fate of many of the missing. Friends and supporters 

of RSM Charles Lamont from the Edgecliff Rifle Club formed a support committee, including the wife of 

Major Arthur MacDonald from the battalion. In collaboration with the Sydney Tattersall’s Club they raised 

funds for Lamont’s widow and eight children. With the money they purchased a house in Ryde, which they 

gave to the family in March 1916. The house still stands in Anzac Avenue. 

 In 1919 Bean returned to Hill 60. It was an awful sight: the remains of the men of the 18
th
 Battalion 

‘fairly thick in the stubble field which they had to cross. And in the scrub on the hillside below the first 

trench which they seized, and along which, knowing nothing of bombs but doing their best with some 

Turkish ones that had been left there they were presently bombed back.’ The bodies were gathered together 

and put into a mass grave. 

 The 18
th
 Battalion received a brief mention in General Ian Hamilton’s Despatches. He wrote that the 

battalion on 22
nd

 August ‘carried 150 yards of the trenches, losing heavily in so doing, and were then forced 

to fall back …’ This is faint recognition in comparison to his references to the way ‘the 250 men of the 5
th
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Connaught Rangers excited the admiration of all beholders by the swiftness and cohesion of their charge’ on 

Hill 60 on 21
st
 August, the day before the 18

th
 Battalion went into action.  

 Bean in the Official History commented that the failure of the operation was because Russell and 

Powles, ‘lacked the realisation that the attack upon such a position required minute preparation, and that the 

unskilfulness of raw troops, however brave, was likely to involve them in heavy losses for the sake of results 

too small to justify the expense’. This was certainly gentle criticism, and as if to avoid them gaining any 

further opprobrium he also describes them as ‘careful and able officers’. That was the second time in only a 

few pages of the Official History that Bean used such a phrase to describe the officers who ordered the 

attack. Colonel Russell, who was directly responsible for issuing the orders, was mentioned on both 

occasions. Perhaps this surviving officer’s reputation made it difficult to be too critical at the time, but in 

hindsight he warrants some re-evaluation for the fact that he was still sending raw troops into battle four 

months after the campaign had begun. 

Requiem 
It is hard not to feel some sympathy for the men of the 18

th
 Battalion. They had not been in the front line 

apart from some limited picquet duty. They were not well led because their battlefield commanders were not 

properly briefed, had not reconnoitred the area, and were themselves inexperienced. Their rations were only 

hastily distributed, if at all. Lastly, they had no bombs (grenades). The scene was set for a massacre. They 

simply did not know the way around the battlefield. While they were adjusting to the strange situation of 

Gallipoli they were sent into battle against an entrenched enemy. Despite the obvious failure on the first 

charge, a few days later they were sent out again. There is no battalion history to commemorate what 

happened; no commemoration and only passing mentions in books or papers or memorials.  

 In August 1918, Chapman remarried at St Stephen’s in Phillip Street, Sydney. His best man was 

Captain Hinton , his adjutant on Gallipoli. Among the officers who formed the arch of swords was Major 

Goodsell, who had also led his men into action on Hill 60. Goodsell was wearing the Croix de Guerre he had 

been awarded for his actions in the Battle of Pozieres. It is unlikely that Goodsell and Hinton would maintain 

such contact if they held hard feelings towards Chapman concerning the massacre. There is considerable 

evidence that the men of the 18
th
 Battalion did not blame their colonel for the disaster. Oral tradition amongst 

members of the battalion indicated that Chapman had been hardly treated to shield those above him. Joe 

Maxwell VC, MC & Bar, DCM , who survived the attack on Hill 60 with the 18
th
 Battalion and served 

throughout the war, shared this opinion of the way Chapman had been treated. 

 After the war the 18
th
 Battalion was reformed and became known as The Kuringai Battalion, based at 

Pymble on Sydney’s North Shore. Over the intervening decades there has been minimal attention given to 

the 18
th
 Battalion on Gallipoli. These days Hill 60 is covered in pine trees. The hedge through which the 18

th
 

Battalion blundered is a now a mature stand of olives. There are crops on the field across which the men 

attacked. Human bones can easily be found in the soil. There are 788 bodies in the cemetery on Hill 60. Six 

hundred and ninety nine of them are unidentified. Their fate deserves recognition. Hopefully further research 

will do justice to the men of the 18
th
 Battalion who went to Gallipoli and are still there today.  

 In his memorial address at an anniversary service for the 18
th
 Battalion in Sydney’s St Andrew’s 

Cathedral on 22
nd

 August 1920 the Reverend JH Chaseling quoted from Chapter 26 of St Matthew, Verse 

8: ‘In what purpose was this waste?’ It is a fitting epitaph to the tragedy. 
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The future of Keeping Their Memory Alive 
Mike Goodwin, Mackay 

 

óFor as long as I live I will remember those boys and what they did for us.ô 

Camille Botto, aged 17 years – Mackay North SHS 

 

In September last year, I embarked on our school’s sixth overseas commemorative tour, the ‘Anzac 2010 

Tour’. Thirty wonderful young Australians showed the commitment and conviction to pay over $5 000 each 

to journey to Gallipoli, France, Belgium and Singapore to honour 99 fallen AIF soldiers and the 33 nurses 

killed after the sinking of the Vyner Brooke in WWII. With the able and much appreciated support of our 

overseas FFFAIF members, Anny De Decker, Johan Durnez and Yves Fohlen, the tour was a great success. 

 The way these young people conducted themselves on the three week tour was quite unbelievable 

and they were wonderful ambassadors for our country. More significantly, though, is the fact that they have 

become young spokespersons for the First AIF and, as the above quote indicates, they will keep this 

connection for life. 

 FFFAIF members have that special link to our WWI heritage and I’m sure all members would agree 

that it is the younger generation that holds the key to the ongoing promotion of our wartime history – they 

are the future of our past, so to speak. 

 In an effort to show FFFAIF members just how young people do have the capacity to develop 

knowledge, inquiry and empathy, I have chosen one tour student’s experience with her fallen Digger to 

describe how one tragic Australian soldier’s life has become entwined in the life of a great young Australian 

of today. 

 

Lance Corporal Vernon Little  [right ] was only 20 when he died in 

the fiery furnace of the Battle of Fromelles on 19
th
 July 1916. The 

recovery of the Pheasant Wood soldiers and the establishment of the 

new Fromelles (Pheasant Wood) Cemetery has provided a much-needed 

focus on this long-neglected battle. But it was at the hauntingly 

beautiful VC Corner Cemetery that Vernon finally received the 

attention and respect he deserved, when his descendant, Ellie Rickman, 

stood amongst the vibrant red roses that cover the unmarked plots of the 

cemetery and told his story. 

 Vernon was born in August 1895 in Windsor, NSW, and was 

the son of Eliza and the late Henry Little. He was working as a station 

hand when he enlisted on 9
th
 January 1915, aged just 19 – only two 

years older than Ellie. After being allotted to the 4
th
 Reinforcements to 

the 2
nd

 Battalion, he arrived at Gallipoli on 25
th
 May and was wounded 

during the Battle of Lone Pine on 8
th
 August. He was evacuated to 

Egypt with a gunshot wound to his left foot. Vernon rejoined his unit at 

Gallipoli on 17
th
 September and, after the evacuation, he was 

transferred to the 54
th
 Battalion in the reorganisation of the AIF in early 

1916.  

 Ellie, a triplet, was born in Mackay in 1993, nearly 100 years 

after Vernon. She was only 11 when her eldest brother, Joe, participated 

in the school’s 2004 Anzac Tour. From that time, she resolved to be a 

part of the Anzac project and when her family found their connection to 

Vernon in 2008, Ellie began a research journey that would end emotionally amongst the roses of VC Corner 

Cemetery. 

 This journey included an opportunity that few people her age experience. As part of the tour 

preparations, the group visited Canberra a few months before the overseas tour. Contact was made with the 

National Archives of Australia, which arranged for a number of the original soldier service records to be 

available to view. One of these was Vernon Little’s records. 

 Whilst databases, photos and family recollections are wonderful research tools, nothing could 

replace for Ellie the opportunity to actually handle Vernon’s files (which was allowed and encouraged by the 

NAA staff). The most emotive primary source amongst Vernon’s file was the actual note written by his 

widowed mother, Eliza, giving him permission to join the army. The note was simply a torn-off section of 

writing paper that stated, in Eliza’s untidy scrawl, óI give my concent [sic] for my son Vernon Little to offer 
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his service for the present warô. Ellie saw 

this, in a way, as his death warrant and was 

quite affected by it: óI got to see Vernonôs file 

which I found incredible and emotional 

because I was touching the same paper he did 

so many years ago. I also saw the permission 

letter his mum wrote. It was just like a letter 

mum writes to give us permission to leave school ï not to enter a war.ô [Above: The consent note.] 

 Vernon arrived in France with his new unit on 29
th
 June 1916 and was transported to Flanders where 

the 5
th
 Division took part in the infamous Battle of Fromelles on the night of 19/20

th
 July. Vernon was killed 

in this battle and his body was lost. As part of ‘B’ Company, he was in the first wave to attack, and Ellie’s 

research led her to believe that he may have been killed in the initial charge across No-man’s land.   

 Long before the tour began, Ellie had determined that there 

is a possibility that Vernon is one of the 410 unidentified Australians 

buried in VC Corner Cemetery. She made a commitment to herself 

and to Vernon that when she entered the cemetery, she would decide 

then whether to honour Vernon at his name on the memorial or 

amongst the roses in the cemetery plot. 

 On a cool, foggy morning on 27
th
 September, Ellie entered 

VC Corner Cemetery and walked slowly to the memorial wall along 

the back of the cemetery. When she found Vernon’s name etched in 

the stone [left], she reflected for quite some time before deciding to 

conduct her eulogy among the roses. She chose one rose, and delivered a heartfelt eulogy. She then laid a 

poppy, recited the Ode and observed a minute’s silence. [Below: Ellie in front of her chosen rose bush.] 

 óStanding on the grass in front of the roses 

gave me a special feeling, one that I find hard to 

put into words. It was like a connection ï he knew 

I was there and he lay there waiting for all these 

years. Reflecting, I now feel a sense of satisfaction 

and peace knowing I told the untold story of a 

brave soldier, a down-to-earth young man and a 

member of my own family.ô 

 Ellie plans to go to university in New 

Zealand where she will study Sports Science. She 

knows that she has a debt to pay to all those who 

have given their lives for our country and she will 

always be mindful of the fact that 20 year old 

Vernon Little never got the chance to grow old. 

 She has resolved to live her life to the fullest to honour his sacrifice. This is one young Australian 

who will always ‘KTMA’. 

Endnote: The school is currently 

preparing for its next 

commemorative tour, which will 

take place in September 2012. 

FFFAIF members will be 

heartened to know that there is 

another long line-up of young 

Australians willing to absorb 

themselves in the story of the First 

AIF. 

 

[Left: Mike’s 2010 tour group in 

front of the 2
nd

 Division Digger 

Memorial near Mt St Quentin, the 

scene of a great victory in August-

September 1918 for the 2
nd

 

Division AIF.] 
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Private 3254 Alexander Little and the colonial mutiny at Blargies 
Dianne De Bellis, Hawthorndene 

 

There were two major incidents at Blargies Prison Camp (France), both attributed to the arrival of thirty-five 

Australian and New Zealand prisoners in August 1916. In typical Anzac fashion the prisoners were surly and 

truculent and had, on 12
th
 August, refused to obey orders, forcing the camp commandant, Captain Baker, to 

make a number of concessions over razors, washing facilities and living conditions. 

 The British contingent was involved in a serious refusal to work on 14
th
 and 15

th
 August, probably 

hopeful that there would be similar concessions as given to the Australian and New Zealand prisoners. Their 

protest resulted in charges of mutiny for seven of the British prisoners. They were all court-martialled in 

October 1916, found guilty and six were sentenced with the death penalty. Five of the sentences were 

commuted by the Commander-in-Chief, General Haig, to ten years penal servitude. Haig confirmed the death 

sentence for Gunner Lewis.  

 The ‘colonial mutiny’ at Blargies was on 28
th
 August, two weeks after the British mutiny. At the 

centre of the colonial mutiny (and more than likely the British mutiny) was 3254 Private Alexander Little 

of the 10
th
 Battalion AIF. 

 Considering his record, it is hard to see why Alexander Little persisted in his attempts to get into the 

army. He was an undesirable soldier against any criteria, but he was determined. He first enlisted in South 

Australia in February 1915 and was discharged in April as being ‘unlikely to become an efficient soldier’ 

after several episodes of insubordination, AWL, disobedience and breaking ranks. He enlisted again in 

August 1915 in Western Australia, but was discharged in September for disciplinary reasons after further 

episodes of fighting, AWL, assault, evading arrest and impersonating a picquet. He attempted to re-enlist in 

Perth in October 1915 but was not taken on.  

 He somehow got himself to Egypt, probably stowing away with mates from the reinforcements for 

the 10
th
 Battalion, and convinced the army on arrival in Egypt that he had enlisted but not been allocated a 

number. He was re-attested in December 1915 at Zeitoun, given a number and posted to the 10
th
 Infantry 

Battalion. Within two weeks he was absent without leave, staying away a total of 28 days. He was caught in 

Cairo, recognised and arrested by a sergeant attending a disturbance in a local bar. Private Little just 

happened to be passing by the hotel during the fight. He was put back into confinement but within two days 

had escaped. Two days later he was arrested during another fight in a bar. The court martial in March was a 

muddle of charges and processes that earned the admonishment of the office of the DJAG and a quashing of 

one of the convictions. Private Little seems to have been good at confusing the issues and talking his way 

into and out of trouble. After twenty-eight days of Field Punishment No. 2 and losing 29 days pay, Little left 

Alexandria with the 10
th
 Battalion, arriving in Marseilles on 6

th
 June 1916. The next day he was AWL, 

staying away for two days. Further bouts of drunkenness, using obscene language and disobedience finally 

landed him in the Field Punishment Camp at Etaples.  

 On 15
th
 July, Alexander Little was in more trouble with the British military police who were warders 

at the Field Punishment Camp. Lance Corporal Credland of the Military Police gave evidence at the court 

martial: 

I had to check the accused Pte Little for his bad language. The accused squared up to me with his 

fists clenched and in order to prevent him striking me I closed with him. A struggle took place and 

the accused struck me on the side of the face with his fist. 

 Another witness said he saw Little spring forward and strike Corporal Credland in the face. Private 

Little, by now confident in his ability to talk his way out of trouble and seemingly impervious to punishment, 

had a different version: 

L/Cpl Credland was waiting near by to escort me. He was trying to aggravate me by shaking his fist 

at me and saying ñI will get you fixed up this timeò. I told him to go his hardest and he said he 

would shove his fist down my throat. At the same time he came up and shook me by catching hold of 

my tunic. We were then marched off and on the way Cpl Credland said ñWhat are you Australians 

but sons of convicts and bastardsò. I half turned towards him and said ñI am no bastardò. He then 

struck me with his fist on the nose. We then struggled and both fell to the ground. Some other 

warders then came out and held me on the ground while one of them tried to break my arms and also 

my nose by squeezing it and giving it a sharp twist. I was then hand-cuffed and taken to the OCôs 

tent. While we were standing in front of the tent, L/Cpl Credland again got hold of me, put me on the 

ground and fell on my stomach with his knee. 
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 The British officers of the court were not convinced by Little’s story and, with procedures this time 

in order, he was found guilty of an act to the prejudice of good order and discipline. He was sentenced to one 

years imprisonment with hard labour. 

 Private Little was admitted to the prison camp at Blargies North in early August 1916 with thirty-

five Australians and New Zealanders who immediately started to protest over conditions. By this time Little 

had been in the army, officially and unofficially, for eighteen months and had spent most of this time AWL 

or in detention and virtually none at soldiering. The British mutiny at Blargies was on 14
th
 August. Two 

weeks later Private Little was at the centre of, and most likely the cause of, the ‘colonial’ mutiny at Blargies.  

 The mutinies were taken very seriously and it took two months to convene the courts. The General 

Courts Martial from 9
th
 to 12

th
 October were convened by no less than a full Lieutenant General, Sir FT 

Clayton KCMG CB, Inspector General of Communications. The court sat for the two mutinies and the 

separate charge for Little. The officers were: Brevet Col P Bulman DSO, commanding No. 2 Territorial Base 

Depot as president; Lieutenant Colonel ALH Buchanan, commanding No. 4 Infantry Base Depot; Major JP 

Benn of the 37
th
 Lancers; Major GT Savage of the Army Service Corps, and Capt CAH Graves of the 

Middlesex Regiment. The accused were represented by defence counsel. The court convened on 5
th
 to 9

th
 

October to hear the charges of mutiny against the British soldiers, 11
th
 October to hear the charges of mutiny 

against Private Braithwaite and three Australians, and on 12
th
 October to hear the charge against Alexander 

Little of striking an officer in a situation very similar to his previous charge in the Field Punishment camp. 

The testimony of Staff Sergeant Shearing sums up what he thought happened: 

At Blargies, North, near Abancourt, on August 28
th
 1916, at about 11.30am I was in charge of a 

party in the Bath House. Private Little, whom I now recognise was one of the party. He came out of 

the Vapour Bath, and said to me, ñDo you call this a f_______ hot bath?ò I told him not to speak 

like that and he replied ñGo and f___ yourselfò. After the party had finished bathing, I marched 

them back to the Compound. I brought the accused before the Sergeant Major and reported the case. 

I was ordered by the Sergeant Major to place Little in the Cell Compound. I marched him to the Cell 

Compound, and when he reached the gates he called out to the Mess Orderly to bring his dinner 

over. He also added the remark that ñThis f________ pan of lice is putting me insideò. I then 

opened the gates and ordered him to go through. He refused to do so. I laid my hand on his shoulder 

and he resisted me. He then took off his coat, and struck me on the left cheek with his fist. 

A large party of Australians and New Zealanders heard the noise, and rushed down and took Little 

away from me.  

Private Little offered a much milder version: 

I did not strike Staff Sergeant Shearing. When he ordered me to march through the gate of the 

barbed wire compound, I obeyed the order, but I asked if I could have my dinner brought up to me. 

Before I asked this question, I halted and turned about in order to speak direct to Staff Sergeant 

Shearing. I had then gone through the Gate and was about two feet inside, the Sergeant pushed me 

on to the barbed wire, and there I remained till the other Australians came and pulled me away. 

Little conducted some cross examination of the witnesses himself, but his defence counsel, Captain Glenville 

summarised the defence. Little also wrote a letter to the court [the original is below]: 

Sir 

I am being tried for a crime of striking a Superior Officer in 

act of his duty and it is a crime that I know nothing about 

and it never entered my head to do such a thing on the first 

charge they accused thirty five men of mutiny and they had 

not enough evidence and they picked out the supposed ring 

leaders determined to get some of us convicted and this is 

the charge they have fitted me with it comes very hard to me 

Sir owing to me travelling about seventeen thousand miles 

to fight for my King and Country and rights and freedom of 

the Union Jack. 

If the proceedings of the Court goes against me I would like 

very much if they would make it as light as possible as I 

would like to get back to my Battalion to get on the Square 

and play the game again. 

I remain your Obedient Servant 

3254 Pte Alex Little 

10
th
 Batt AIF 
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 After two mutinies and having already handed out at least eleven death sentences, the court was in 

no mood to tolerate Little’s plea to ‘play the game again’. He was found guilty and sentenced to death. 

 All the death sentences were confirmed by General Haig, the Commander-in-Chief, but the DJAG 

recommended that the death sentences be commuted to ten years penal servitude. Haig commuted all but two 

of the death sentences – Gunner Lewis for the British mutiny, and Private Braithwaite for the colonial 

mutiny were both executed by firing squad at Rouen on 29
th
 October 1916. 

 Alexander Little went back to prison at Rouen. He had not 

however reformed. In December 1916 he escaped from hospital and 

managed to stay away for six weeks. He was re-admitted to prison, where 

he stayed until May 1918, with one spell of four weeks in hospital for 

dysentery. His sentence was suspended in May 1918 under the Army 

(Suspension of Sentences) Act which enabled him to be released back to 

his unit. He had been back with his battalion for two weeks when he was 

killed in action on 4
th
 June 1918 during an attack near Mont de Merris in 

France. This was a successful advance as part of the attempt to stop the 

German Spring offensive. In this battle, there were only two from the 

battalion killed, with over 200 Hun prisoners taken. The Unit War Diary 

reports: óVery little resistance was made by the enemy during the advance 

and in nearly all cases prisoners came in freely, having been unmistakably 

surprised during a reliefô. In this action Corporal Phillip Davey was 

wounded and awarded the Victoria Cross ‘for conspicuous bravery and 

initiative’ in taking an enemy machine-gun post and killing eight enemy 

soldiers. There is no record of how Private Little died. [Above: Informal outdoors portrait of Corporal Phillip 

Davey VC MM, of 10
th
 Battalion, AIF. Australian War Memorial Negative Number D00067.] 

 Little’s sentence was remitted on the day he was killed and so his family was entitled to his service 

medals as well as a memorial scroll and memorial plaque which were issued to his father in 1922. He was 

clearly blamed for the mutiny at Blargies: there is a handwritten aside on the letter from Lieutenant General 

Clayton to the DJAG: ‘Pt Little whose insubordination was the starting point of the Colonial Mutinyô. It is 

more than likely that he was involved in the original protests that sparked the British mutiny. The counsel for 

Gunner Lewis clearly lays the blame for that mutiny on the Australians, saying ‘this unfortunate affair was a 

stupid mistake and a technical offence which the conduct of the Australians was responsible forô. Private 

Little was not an efficient soldier as predicted at his first enlistment in 1915 by Lieutenant Blackett, the 

Adjutant of Mitcham Camp in South Australia.  

 Private Alexander Little was able to hold his own in a fist fight, to survive and profit as a deserter for 

lengthy periods, to endure long stretches in military prison but he was unable to survive as a soldier. 

 

Endnote: (1) Alexander Little was a miner prior to his enlistment, with ties to Collie in WA. (2) Little’s 

name appears on the Villers-Bretonneux Memorial. 

 

Corporal 3 Sydney Ellis Aubrey, 1st Brigade Headquarters 
Member Kim Phillips has supplied a number of profiles from her website, www.spirits-of-gallipoli.com, 

 to use as page fillers in DIGGER. Kim invites members to visit her labour-of-love website.  

 

Sydney Aubrey was educated at Penrith Superior Public School. He was very 

active in the Penrith community, was a scout master, and expert horseman and 

marksman, secretary of the RAFA Rifle Club and assisted in winning the John 

Sands Cup. He was a member of the Hawkesbury Half Squadron of Lancers for 

several years before assisting in the formation of the Penrith Half Squadron of 

Lancers. He joined the army before the outbreak of war and served with the Field 

Artillery at Victoria Barracks, Sydney. 

 Sydney was sent to Gallipoli with his unit and received a shotgun wound 

to the chest on 11
th
 July 1915. After being successfully operated on for the 

removal of a bullet and after a few weeks rest, he returned to duty. He was 

wounded on 28
th
 September 1915 when a bullet struck him in the neck and 

penetrated his lung. He died shortly afterward and was buried by Rev J Gillies in 

the Skew Bridge Cemetery, Gallipoli.  
 

11 Oct 1916                                    Rouen 

Sir 

I am being tried for a crime of striking a 

Superior Officer in act of his duty and it is a crime 

that I know nothing about and it never entered my 

head to do such a thing on the first charge they 

accused thirty five men of mutiny and they had not 

enough evidence and they picked out the supposed 

ring leaders determined to get some of us convicted 

and this is the charge they have fitted me with it 

comes very hard to me Sir owing to me travelling 

about seventeen thousand miles to fight for my 

King and Country and rights and freedom of the 

Union Jack. 

If the proceedings of the Court goes against me I 

would like very much if they would make it as light 

as possible as I would like to get back to my 

Battalion to get on the Square and play the game 

again. 

I remain your Obedient Servant 

3254 Pte Alex Little 

10
th
 Batt AIF 

http://www.spirits-of-gallipoli.com/
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Second Battle of Bullecourt: 3rd Battalion soldiers killed in action 
Margaret Clarke, Cardiff 

 

I believe any person with 3
rd 

Battalion ancestors killed in the Second Battle of 

Bullecourt will be interested in this material. In researching the death of my 

uncle, Corporal 1175 Herbert Andrew Smythe, who was killed on 3
rd
 May 

1917, I found considerable information. Initially, ‘Bert’ Smythe [right ] had 

been buried near where he was killed on the battlefield. Close study of all his 

documents at the National Archives of Australia site revealed writing on the 

bottom of the last page of the B103s that Bert had been buried óin the vicinity 

of Maricourt Woodô. That phrase is what I describe as ‘very vague’.   

 As Bert’s name is on the wall of the Australian National Memorial to 

the Missing at Villers-Bretonneux, this was contradictory and it meant that 

further research needed to be carried out. I looked at all the photographs that I 

had of his name and 3
rd
 Battalion men on the memorial and most of those listed 

there had this same handwritten notation on their casualty forms. Next, I sent a 

message to Canberra and asked for a list of all 3
rd
 Battalion men who died in that battle. I was sent a list of 

all the 3
rd
 Battalion men listed on the V-B Memorial and when I printed it out there were 28 A4 pages of 

names. I went through the list and noted all those killed between 3
rd
 and 7

th
 May 1917 at Bullecourt.  

 I had found 65 names and after going through all the pages of those soldiers on the list, found 62 had 

the same clerk’s writing on them. This was very intriguing, so I listed them all (with a scanned picture of 

those men available from the Roll of Honour) and sent it off to a unit in Canberra. That unit was ‘busy’, as 

the Fromelles (Pheasant Wood) search was underway. I was then advised to send my query from that unit to 

the Commonwealth War Graves Commission. This reply was not satisfactory in my opinion. I went back to 

the unit and three different officers were handling my request from then on. Over a period of more than two 

years and many emails from me, I received what I considered a very unsatisfactory explanation and was told 

there would be no further investigation into my uncle’s death.  

 I was inquiring about 62 men – not one – and their final letter used the word ‘several’. Surely an 

understatement!  

 In 2007, with my son and others, we visited Maricourt Wood (in Picardy/Picardie) near the village of 

Maricourt and took photos at the Communal Cemetery, but there were no signs of any soldiers’ graves there.  

From a map, the wood seemed to be rather large and ‘in the vicinity’ would have covered a fair area. There 

were some markings at the back of the cemetery that looked like grave spaces; however, this seemed to be an 

unlikely place to bury men killed at Bullecourt, as it was so far from the battlefield.  

 In 2008, Claude Durand in France advised me that he had located a second Maricourt Wood (Pas de 

Calais), not far from Morchies and about three kilometres from Bullecourt. This seemed to be a more likely 

place for the burials. The wood did not come up on Google but I did find one map showing it as ‘Bois de 

Maricourt’ [see map below; the arrow is pointing into the wood].   

 I looked up many names in nine other battalions 

which were fighting during that period and none were 

buried in the vicinity of this wood. I then contacted an 

officer from the CWGC in Canberra and he completed a 

thorough search of all the information I had sent. Some 

weeks later he forwarded me a long detailed response to my 

queries. Though the answers were disappointing for me, I 

felt that at this stage there was no more I could do. I was so 

grateful to this man for his efforts on my behalf. If, in the 

future, some new information is found perhaps the mystery 

of the location of these 62 soldiers will be solved.  

 I was informed by Yves Fohlen (when visiting France again in October 2010) that about thirty years 

ago the remains of 30 soldiers had been recovered from the area where Bert was buried in the field and they 

were buried at HAC Cemetery.  

 Tim Whitford, a contact in the FFFAIF, offered to take a laminated copy of my uncle’s photograph 

and place it in the Bois de Maricourt. He kindly had it framed, and with his wife and daughter, placed the 

picture against a post in the wood and scattered poppies around it. He sent photographs to me, and it is hard 

to put into words how grateful the Smythe family is for his work on our behalf.   
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 Tim wrote: The wood was found with some difficulty and it appears to have been virtually untouched 

since the war. The ground is covered by a century of leaf-litter and a light cover of forest ivy. It is a deeply 

shaded, cool place and seems to be rarely visited, except by wood-cutters.  

It is a beautiful place, where it would be a nice to spend an eternity. Birds 

sing there and the wind is cooling and soft. Itôs softly sloping down 

toward the old frontline and that means it doesnôt get the strong sun or 

wind up the valley.  

 My photo of Bert was placed in a big shell-hole (the ivy in the 

photo disguises its depth and dimensions) but it is a very large crater. Its 

closeness to the 1918 front line is very evident. Under the canopy of re-

grown trees, the ground is a virtual moonscape of shell craters and 

smaller holes, hundreds of them. Some of them are big enough for a 

person about six feet tall to disappear below ground level. The result is 

that the ground there had been turned over many times over during the 

war. [Right: The photo of Bert in Maricourt Wood.] 

If indeed, 62 soldiers from the 3
rd

 Battalion were reburied in the vicinity 

of that Maricourt Wood, it is likely that there is absolutely no trace of 

them now. Any graves that were there were destroyed many times over, 

before the recovery teams ever arrived. 

 In a much earlier e-mail from Tim, he wrote the following after research here in Australia: 

I have examined several maps of the Maricourt Wood area since I last wrote to you and one map from 1918 

tells a dramatic tale. It shows the wood lying very close to the front line in No-manôs land. It definitely would 

have been on the receiving end of much shellfire for an extended period of time. Without trying to discourage 

you in any way, I believe that there is a fair probability that any earlier graves in the vicinity of the wood 

may have been obliterated by shelling. Both sides by that time of the war were using large numbers of heavy 

guns; the wood would have been subject to regular defensive fire from 150mm or larger calibres of guns. 

These larger shells are extremely powerful even by modern standards and left craters wide and deep enough 

to destroy graves and their occupants utterly.  

 In 2010, Margaret arranged for a plaque in Bert’s memory to be placed on the ‘La Petite Croix’ 

memorial at Bullecourt [see DIGGER 33, p55]. The plaque and the Memorial to the Australian Missing at 

Bullecourt are shown below. 

 

Endnotes: (1) Margaret is still looking for the actual last burial site for her Uncle Bert and the other 61 

soldiers from the 3
rd
 Battalion who remain somewhere in an unknown grave, having been killed in action 

during the Second Battle of Bullecourt. She asks that if any fellow members have any information from 

personal source documents relevant to any 3
rd
 Battalion soldier at Bullecourt in 1917, or any mention of 

burials around the general area, that they please provide them to her. Even the most innocuous looking pieces 

of information may assist her in this endeavour. Margaret can be contacted at mardi1924@optusnet.com.au. 

(2) Take the time to visit the Smythe website at www.smythe.id.au. Chapter 21 under the Lest We Forget 

link has now been completed and tops off what is perhaps the best collection of primary sources available on 

the Internet for a family of Diggers. Another wonderful Great War website that you may not have seen 

before is at www.cannonade.net/honour.php. (3) The residents of Bullecourt are keen to have more plaques 

placed on their Memorial, so give it some thought if you lost a Digger in the First or Second Battles of 

Bullecourt in April/May 1917. Member Geoff Lewis is currently preparing one to go on the memorial. 

  

mailto:mardi1924@optusnet.com
http://www.smythe.id.au/
http://www.cannonade.net/honour.php
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Lieutenant Fernleigh John Bruton MC 
1st Battalion/Garrison Military Police, Victoria Barracks, Sydney 

Trevor Munro, Dubbo 

 

When 24 year old Fernleigh Bruton enlisted on 17
th
 August 1914, he described himself as a ‘chef’. On his 

later application for an officer’s position he described himself as a ‘naval architect’ – 

the truth was probably somewhere in-between. He had seen naval service at HMAS 

Penguin, but probably as a cook. It was not unknown for men to embellish their 

trades, but what Bruton did have was some four and a half years service with the 7
th
 

Hussars at Aldershot prior to joining the navy. Bruton was born at Huddersfield in 

Yorkshire around 1890 and was the son of Samuel John Bruton, who had been a 

permanent soldier in the British Army. Fernleigh had been in Australia for two years 

before the outbreak of war. [Right: The badge of the Hussars.]  

 An early enlistee, Bruton became part of the 1
st
 Battalion (a later note states he became a corporal 

with the signalling section), sailing for Egypt aboard the first convoy. Serving with the 1
st
 Battalion on the 

Gallipoli Peninsula, his leadership skills were quickly recognised, and only three days after landing on the 

Peninsula he was promoted to sergeant. 

 In early August 1915, while serving with his battalion on Anzac, Bruton was promoted to 2
nd

 

lieutenant. Around a month later he had to be evacuated back to Mudros due to ill-health. His illness was 

simply listed as a ‘debility’ and in early September he was transferred back to Heliopolis to No. 1 General 

Hospital (1 AGH). A month later he was well enough to be discharged to the Rest Depot at Helouan.   

 Bruton’s movements over the next few months are not clear. Once fit he was probably given a role in 

a camp at Ismailia. This seems to be borne out by the fact that Bruton was seconded from the 1
st
 Battalion 

and placed on a supernumerary list for a time. On 23
rd
 March 1916 he was appointed the adjutant at the 5

th
 

Divisional Base Depot at Tel-el-Kebir. About a month later he was appointed as the paymaster. 

 While in Egypt, Bruton had met Pierina Carlotta (known as Piera). She was originally from Turin in 

Italy and was probably living in Cairo. The couple were married by the British Consul in Cairo on 1
st
 June 

1916 at Cairo, around three weeks before Bruton was sent to France.  

 On 20
th
 June 1916, Bruton boarded the troopship 

Huntsend [left] to sail to France, continuing his role as adjutant 

for the 5
th
 Division’s Base Depot at Etaples. His original unit, 

the 1
st
 Battalion, had sailed for the Western Front in March 

1916.  

 In mid November 1916, Bruton relinquished his role of 

adjutant at the base depot. He was then sent to the 

Reinforcements Camp at Etaples where he awaited a return to 

the 1
st
 Battalion. On 3

rd
 December, Bruton marched out to rejoin 

his unit, which he reached the following day. Two weeks after rejoining his battalion, Bruton was formally 

promoted to lieutenant. 

 Bruton settled into life on the Western Front, and it appears that he was probably sent back to take 

charge of the signalling section. Lieutenant Bruton was with his battalion as it moved forward to Vaulx and 

then Vraucourt in early May 1917. The battalion entered the line near Bullecourt late on the evening of 3
rd
 

May. 

 It was for his actions on 6
th
 May that Bruton was recommended for, and subsequently awarded, the 

Military Cross (MC). Captain AK MacKenzie (the acting commanding officer) and Lieutenant Flannery 

put forward the recommendation. The original citation read as follows: 

For conspicuous gallantry and initiative during operations of 6th May 1917. The enemy made a determined 

attack and succeeded in penetrating part of the line on our right, the position became a very critical one.  

Lieutenant Bruton organised and led parties and after a strenuous bombing attack lasting half an hour his 

party succeeded in driving the enemy out, restoring the position. He showed exceptional fighting qualities 

and his example meant much to his men. 

 The unit’s war diary further clarifies the incident. The enemy had launched an attack, starting about 

0500 hours, but was driven back. However, the Australian battalion to the right was also driven back and that 

left the 1
st
 Battalion’s company in that region in a precarious situation. The enemy then made another assault 

and was able gain a section of trench on the right, close to the 1
st
 Battalion headquarters. It was then 

Lieutenant Bruton had been called upon to organise a party of headquarters’ men to carry out the counter-
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attack. The party consisted of a mixture of Bruton’s signallers, HQ batmen, cooks and a few men from the 

closest company.  

 With the enemy driven out of the trenches, the battalion to the right also pushed forward, helping to 

stabilise the situation. The Germans left behind two dead officers and 25 men, and two wounded Germans 

were taken prisoner. It was not until the night of 6
th
 May that the 4

th
 Battalion took over the frontline from 

the 1
st
. The battalion had suffered heavy casualties during its short stint in the line. 

 On 25
th
 May 1917, Bruton became eligible for two weeks leave in Paris, rejoining his battalion on 6

th
 

June. Bruton had to be evacuated to hospital on 9
th
 August, spending a month under treatment for a venereal 

affliction before returning to duty at the Le Havre depot. 

 Bruton rejoined the 1
st
 Battalion on 13

th
 September and the battalion re-entered the line near 

Ouderdom on the 16
th
. The battalion on this occasion only spent three days in the line before being relieved 

by the 20
th
 Battalion. The 1

st
 Battalion retired to be in reserve at a camp known as Half Way House.  

 It was here on 21
st
 September that Lieutenants Bruton and Clow were wounded by an enemy 

aeroplane bomb. Two men were also killed by the blast, as well as 16 men being wounded.  

 Lieutenant Bruton suffered shrapnel wounds to his chest and his right arm, and was stabilised at the 

17
th
 Casualty Clearing Station. On 3

rd
 October Bruton was sent by ambulance train to the 20

th
 General 

Hospital at Camiers, where he arrived the following day. He remained at Camiers for a little over a month. 

 On 9
th
 November 1917, Bruton was sent back to 

England for further treatment. There he was admitted to the 3
rd
 

General Hospital at Wandsworth (London). By this stage of the 

war, Wandsworth [right ] primarily treated officers, many of 

whom were Australians. It was while at the Wandsworth 

Hospital that the formal presentation of Bruton’s Military Cross 

was made. The medal was presented to him by Colonel Sir 

Douglas Dawson in early December. (Sir Douglas was the 

Comptroller, Lord Chamberlain’s Department, and Registrar and 

Secretary of the Central Chancery of the Orders of Knighthood.) 

 Bruton’s wounds were serious enough to warrant a 

return to Australia to more fully recover. On 16
th
 December 

1917 he was sent back to Australia aboard the No. 2 Hospital Ship Kanowna, arriving in Melbourne on 13
th
 

February 1918. The hospital ship offloaded its Victorian patients and then continued on to Sydney, where it 

arrived three days later. 

 It is unclear when Bruton was fit enough to return 

to duty, but when able to he was attached to the staff of 

the Provost Marshal at Victoria Barracks [left]. These 

military policemen were Garrison Military Police, 

specifically posted for home duties. Nevertheless, by this 

stage of the war they were a well-trained and reliable 

detachment of men. Bruton’s file also indicates that Piera 

had joined him in Australia at some stage in 1918.  

 Lieutenant Bruton apparently recovered well from 

his wounds and was working for the APM at Victoria 

Barracks when he passed away. It was a complication 

following a relatively routine operation (not related to his 

wounds) that would take his life. Bruton’s obituary from ‘The Sydney Morning Herald’ dated 28
th
 November 

1918 reads: 

Lieut Bruton was apparently well on Saturday last, when he attended the races, but in the evening he took a 

bad turn. He was conveyed to the hospital, where he was operated on for appendicitis. The funeral 

procession will leave the garrison hospital at 2 oôclock this afternoon for the Waverley Cemetery. All 1
st
 

Battalion men are requested to be in attendance.    

 Bruton’s official cause of death was recorded as ‘general peritonitis following intestinal obstruction’.  

Peace had only been declared a little over two weeks before Bruton’s death, and no doubt a number of 

returned 1
st
 Battalion men would have made the effort to have attended the funeral, as well as a contingent 

from the Garrison Military Police at Victoria Barracks.  

 

Endnote: Thanks to Heather (Frev) Ford for clarifying several points and for locating sources that I would 

not otherwise have been able to access.   
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Corporal 2631 Arthur Charles Hall VC, 54th Battalion, at Peronne 1918 
Graeme Hosken, Dubbo, with thanks to Dennis Hall and Ross St Clair. 

 

Arthur Hall was working as an overseer in the Nyngan district when he enlisted at Dubbo on 3
rd

 April 1916 

and was allocated to the 54
th
 Battalion. He was awarded the VC for his actions at Peronne, 1

st
-2

nd
 September 

1918. Arthur was discharged from the AIF on 3
rd

 August 1919 and returned to the land near Coolabah. 

 

Extract from letter dated 16th October 1918 [courtesy Dennis Hall] 
At 2am on the morning of 1

st
 Sept. we were dug out and moved off towards 

the line. I will just break off here to put in a bit of a tale. I cannot say how 

true it is but I give it to you for what it is worth. Of course, Peronne was 

supposed to be a tough nut to crack and they had the plans all laid out. Well, 

the story goes that Monash had a dream on the night of the 31
st
 in which he 

saw Peronne in flames and the Aussies entering it from the north. I know we 

were not supposed to attack from the north but it was changed in the small 

hours of the morning.  

 Anyway, we were late getting to the hopping off trench and went in 

there in daylight so he must have seen us. We were supposed to get a barrage 

but it did not turn up. Anyway over we went, about ten minutes after getting 

there. It was just nicely light and as soon as we started Fritz got the old 

machine guns going in great style. It is a wonder he did not get more of us. I 

cast a glance to left and right and saw a better line than I have ever seen on 

the parade ground. After going about 400 yards we came to two beautiful 

uncut lines of barbed wire and we had very few cutters. The boys never 

wavered and that was the only thing that saved us. We cut our way through 

as best we could with bayonets and swarmed into his trenches. [Above: Arthur Hall. Australian War 

Memorial Negative Number P02939.039.]  

 If Fritz had fought then we could not possibly have passed that wire but the determination of the 

boys coupled with the Australian name saved us. Fortunately his fire was erratic as there was more than 

enough to exterminate us.   

 After that, until we reached the village I did not see what 

anyone did as I was too busy. It was the best shooting I have had. 

Fritz started to run and we had some fun taking prisoners. A lot got 

away across the bridge into town and they blew up the bridge right 

under our noses. Here we were delayed for half an hour raking in 

prisoners, and then we scrambled over the remains of the bridge 

and entered the remains of what must have been a fine town. [Left : 

The road bridge which was blown up just before Hall could cross it 

to enter Peronne. Australian War Memorial Negative Number 

E03196.] 

 We took a lot of prisoners out of the cellars and one place and another. The captain told me to take 

six men and go straight down the main street and as we went we collected prisoners and sent them back by 

themselves, as I could not spare men to take them. We could not see the other battalion so instead we took 

seventy Fritzies that were facing them. Quite unknown to myself I had done a fancy flanking move and got 

round the end of his front line. I trotted these chappies off at the double as he was getting nasty and six to 

seventy is rather long odds, even when they are Bosches.  

 We did not occupy that part of the town that night but ‘A’ 

Company and another battalion cleared it the next day. The 

officer of that crowd of birds was so annoyed when he came out 

of his dugout and found how many of us were there and I rather 

fancy his temper was not improved when he had to march 800 

yards before he saw any more of his enemies. What a victory they 

could have had if they had only known, eh? [Right: One of the 

furthest points established by the 54
th
 Australian Battalion in its 

advance through the streets of Peronne on the night of 1
st
 

September 1918. Australian War Memorial Negative Number 

E03151.] 
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 We went into that stunt about 400 strong and took the town and over 700 prisoners. We were told 

afterwards that Foch had given the Aussies a fortnight to get the town properly and we did it in two days. 

They had not known about the wire and when the generals looked at the ground afterwards, they said 

‘Almost impossible!’ 

 We were relieved on the 2
nd

 and went back to the trench we hopped off from and the next day we 

went about 5 kilos back further … 

 … I enlarged somewhat on the capture of Peronne but that is only a very small part of what actually 

happened. As a matter of fact, by midday on the 1
st
 I was talking about things that happened in the early part 

of the stunt as ‘a couple of days ago’ or ‘the other day’. I did not enjoy the stunt on the 1
st
 October half as 

much. One felt at Peronne as if he was doing something towards winning the war and it is certainly 

something that will not be forgotten by anyone who took part in it. 

 

Letter written by Arthur Hall to CEW Bean taken from ‘Our Gift to the Empire’ (Ross St Clair) 
We [Hall, Ptes Thomas Assender, William Madden , Cecil Melrose and two others] proceeded down the 

street running roughly in an easterly direction, looking for some opening to the left and taking odd prisoners 

as we advanced. These we disarmed and sent unescorted to the rear. No suitable opportunity presenting itself 

to turn left, and the going being easy, we proceeded down this street until we came to the last house on the 

left which had portion of its back wall blown away. 

 As I passed the first window of this house I noticed German troops lining an embankment, perhaps 

twenty in number, and facing roughly in the direction of Mt St Quentin, we being behind their left shoulder 

and possibly about seventy-five yards distant. After stationing men at each door or window that afforded a 

good view of the embankment, I went to the corner of the building and gave the word to fire. The Germans 

immediately surrendered, as also [did] a number of others who came up out of a dugout or two under the 

embankment. 

 After disarming the prisoners they were sent to the rear under escort of two or three of the party, 

leaving Ptes Madden and Assender and myself to put out of action a number of machine guns and trench 

mortars. 

 This we proceeded to do, but what had assisted us in making the capture of our prisoners prevented 

this, namely the fact that there was no protection of fire from the German side. This fire became increasingly 

heavy, especially from a large isolated building, a factory of some sort, about half left from the original line 

of advance. I decided to withdraw and called to the others to beat it while the going was good. I doubled to 

the nearest cover on the return journey and waited for the others to reach me. 

 When Madden arrived he reported that Assender had fallen, shot through the head. After returning to 

see if anything could be done for Assender, we made our way back up the street which was becoming 

decidedly unhealthy by this time, more particularly in the early part of the journey … 

 I was told later that there were 72 prisoners in the team we collected at the back of the ramparts but 

this I could not vouch for, though they certainly looked a lot when one had in mind the fact that we were a 

long way from home in a hostile country. 

 

Arthur Hall’s VC recommendation 
At Peronne, on 1

st
/2

nd
 September 1918, for most conspicuous gallantry, leadership and devotion to duty 

during operations. 

 A machine-gun post in enemy front line was holding up the advance; alone, this NCO rushed the 

position, shot five of the occupants as he advanced, and captured nine others and two machine guns. Then 

crossing the objective with a small party, he reconnoitred the approaches to the town, covering the 

infiltration of the remainder of the Company. During the mopping up he continuously – in advance of the 

main party – located enemy posts of resistance and then led parties to the assault. In this way he captured 

many small parties of prisoners. 

 On the morning of the 2
nd

, during a heavy barrage on the newly consolidated position, a man of his 

platoon was very severely wounded. Seeing that only immediate medical attention could save him, Corporal 

Hall carried the man out of the barrage, handed him to a stretcher-bearer and immediately returned to his 

post. This Company was heavily engaged throughout the day, only one officer remaining unwounded. The 

energy and personal courage of this NCO undoubtedly contributed very largely to the success of the day’s 

operation. Throughout the operations he showed utter disregard for danger, and under trying conditions 

behaved in a most gallant and skilful manner. His daring, coolness, self-sacrificing devotion to duty 

compelled the admiration and confidence of all associated with him.  

Recommendation written by Captain R Downing MC and Lieutenant Colonel Marshall, 54
th
 Bn 
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Clarice, Ernest and Jodie 
Tim Whitford, Tallarook 

 

I recently took up employment at the Shrine of Remembrance in Melbourne, where it is my absolute 

privilege to educate schoolchildren in the concepts of service, sacrifice, and remembrance. I’m incredibly 

lucky to be part of a small but dynamic team of educators; a dedicated and diverse team they are too. One of 

them once travelled all over the world with the Cirque de Soleil, another is a former school principal from 

Western Australia, and of course there’s me, a former soldier with a story to tell about missing men in 

Fromelles.  

 This story isn’t about any that I’ve mentioned though. The other member of our small team is Jodie, 

a forthright, ‘Generation Y’ lass in her twenties. People from ‘Gen Y’ are supposed to be self-centred, have 

short attention spans, and to lack a sense of duty or the ability to commit to a cause other than themselves.  

  On the spur of the moment one day, Jodie resigned from her well-paid job as a teacher because she 

wanted to do something a little out of the ordinary; it was a very ‘Gen Y’ thing to do. So now she’s on half 

the salary that she could be earning as a mainstream teacher, and the stereotype would suggest that she 

wouldn’t find satisfaction after making such a rash decision. But here’s where Jodie departs from what’s 

expected of her generation: she’s proudly making a difference at the Shrine, not just teaching the in-house 

education programs, but also running an award-winning outreach program, taking the message of 

remembrance out to all corners of rural Victoria. She’s bloody good at it, loves it, and has a strong sense of 

duty. 

 It’s strange how the spirit of the First AIF sometimes reaches through the mists of time and grabs 

you. It can happen out of the blue. I saw it happen to Jodie recently and I have found the experience deeply 

moving.  

 A few months ago Jodie was flipping through the Department of Veterans’ Affairs calendar looking 

at the large format historic military photos representing each month of the calendar year. When she got to 

‘October’ her life changed forever. The page containing the month of October featured a remarkable photo 

[Australian War Memorial Negative Number P001360.001, below] of the wedding of a wounded light horse 

sergeant, Ernest Lawrence, and an AIF (AANS) nurse, Clarice Daley, on the Island of Lemnos, near 

Gallipoli, in 1915. The photo shows the happy couple running, hand in hand through the drawn bayonets of a 

guard of honour of smiling and cheering Australian soldiers. 

[Above: Australian War Memorial Negative Number P01360.001.] 
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The moment Jodie saw the photo, something clicked inside her, and she knew she had to know more about 

the fate of the smiling couple. Jodie immediately set out on a solo journey of discovery and remembrance. 

She left no stone unturned in her determined quest to learn what had happened after the wedding. Had it all 

ended in tragedy? Did they live happily ever after? Were there children? Jodie just had to know.  

 As these things tend to, the personal journey of remembrance became all-consuming for Jodie. She’d 

spend hours of her own time each evening, trolling through the personal files of the couple in the photo, 

newspapers, war diaries, electoral rolls and medical histories, and gradually the story became very personal 

to her. Arriving at work, Jodie would regale us over coffee each morning with the latest discoveries about 

‘her’ Clarice and Ernest. Occasionally she’d pull me aside and ask a question which seemed as though it 

came completely from left-field: ‘What’s Neurasthenia?’, or ‘Do you know what N.Y.D. means on an AIF 

casualty form?’ When the left-field questions came, I just knew she was following the trail of Clarice and 

Ernest again. The research didn’t stop there though. Jodie went on to follow the couple by finding all their 

post-war addresses, and finally found Clarice and Ernest’s grave. Her passion and genuine fondness for the 

couple in the grainy photo was infectious and as the story of their life unfolded, she pulled us all along with 

her. 

 Once the story of Clarice and Ernest had unfolded, Jodie tracked their family down. There were tears 

over the phone, both from Jodie and the descendants of Clarice and Ernest. They are overjoyed, as they had 

no knowledge of the photo or the calendar, and knew little of the early life of Clarice and Ernest: ‘Mum 

didn’t talk much about Dad or the war’. Through her quest to know more about a wedding in an old photo, 

Jodie has helped connect a family to their history and heritage and has herself been taken on an amazing 

rollercoaster ride of discovery and emotion. It was an incredible moment when, during our lunch-break a 

week ago, Jodie took a small group of Shrine staff to a tidy grave in the St Kilda Cemetery. There, not far 

from the grave of Jacka VC, we gathered while Jodie told us about life, love, and death of ‘her’ Clarice and 

Ernest. She then read the Ode to the Fallen, and we placed poppies on the grave. Those present felt that we 

had been invited to witness something very beautiful, very special, and very private. 

 One day, Bridie Smith (no relation), a journalist from óThe Ageô, popped into the Shrine for a chat 

with me and over a coffee I mentioned the story of Jodie, Clarice, and Ernest. Bridie loved the story and very 

soon Jodie found her journey to be the subject of a beautiful feature article which appeared in the ‘12 days of 

Christmas’ series. The article was very well-received and Jodie received lots of calls and emails from people 

who identified with the sentiment of the story.  

 Worried by her new-found obsession, Jodie has occasionally 

described herself as the couple’s ‘stalker’, only half joking, a little 

nervous about her own behavior and unable to shake the couple from 

her thoughts. 

 I’m sure we all know what has happened to Jodie. It’s 

happened to many of us who have had the privilege to walk in the 

footsteps of the old AIF. The people we study suddenly stop 

becoming historical figures and become very real to us, sometimes 

almost real enough to touch. We feel that we know them. We like 

them, care about them and take them into our hearts.  

 Where does it all end for Jodie? I don’t know for sure, but 

whatever happens, I will say that the memory of Clarice and Ernest is 

in good hands with this young woman from Generation Y.  

 Jodie is truly keeping the memory alive. 

 

[Left: Jodie stands at the foot of Ernest and Clarice’s grave at St 

Kilda Cemetery with an obvious pride and a deep connection.]  

 
Endnotes: (1) Ernest Alfred Lawrence enlisted on 18

th
 August 1914 as Trooper 8, 1

st
 ALHR. He saw service on 

Gallipoli from 9/5/15 to 12/7/15 and then after a hospital spell in Malta transferred to the Anzac Base Depot at Mudros 

(where he was married). He moved to England for medical reasons in mid 1916 but returned to Egypt, 31/1/17. He 

served with the 4
th
 LHB HQ and later with the 4

th
 MGS before returning to Australia in November 1918. Ernest 

suffered from a variety of illnesses during his war years. (2) Clarice Jessie Daley was mobilised into the AANS (3
rd
 

AGH) on 5
th
 May 1915. She returned to Egypt from Mudros on 27/1/16 and sailed back to Australia accompanying 

wounded soldiers on the Nestor on 9/2/16 and was discharged on 31/7/16. Interestingly, there seems to be no mention of 

her marriage in her service records, and in 1919 the Base Records Office was still referring to her as Sister Daley with 

her father as next of kin. However, it seems likely that her marriage resulted in her leaving the AANS. [Profiles by the 

Editor.] (3) A second photograph of the wedding party is on the AWM’s website: search for P01360.002.  
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Corporal 3937 Thabet Suby, 28th Battalion: a Muslim in the AIF 
Andrew Pittaway, Fremantle 

 

After I began my research into Fremantle soldiers of the First AIF, I put a request for information on certain 

soldiers in the ‘Can You Help’ section of the ‘West Australian’ newspaper, a free column for researchers to 

use that appears in the Monday edition. I usually put in a request for information on certain soldiers that I 

had run into a brick wall with through normal avenues of research. At this particular time I was looking for 

information on a soldier named Thabet Suby, who to my knowledge was the only Muslim soldier to enlist 

from Fremantle. I wasn’t too hopeful on receiving any information, as his service record and other pieces of 

information revealed nothing after the Great War and I assumed that he may have left Australia. 

 I was happily surprised therefore to be contacted by an Allan Chate, who gave me a bit more of 

Thabet’s early ‘history’ in Australia due to a family link of his to Thabet in New South Wales around 1900. 

He was also looking for information on Thabet and we swapped what information we had and continued to 

correspond. Not long after, while perusing the Australian War Memorial site, I was very surprised to find 

Thabet’s medals and photo had just been put into the ‘Collection’ database. I phoned Allan to let him know, 

but sad news awaited in that Allan had died suddenly the week previously. Allan’s wife still took down the 

information in the hope that someone else in the family would continue Allan’s great genealogical work on 

the family. 

 Saddened by the news of Allan’s passing, I emailed a contact at the AWM who, after getting 

permission from the donor of Thabet’s medals and photos (his son Amin Subeih, Yemeni ambassador to Sri 

Lanka), was able to give me a bit more information on the post-war life of Thabet Suby. In return we were 

able to give his son more information on Thabet’s life in Australia, of which he had little information. 

Though there are still gaps and conflicting information, a picture can be built up of Thabet Suby. 

 Thabet stated on his enlistment that he was born in Bombay in 1880, though at a later medical 

examination in 1916 he stated that he was actually 50 years old, which would put his date of birth closer to 

1866. He spent his first 29 years in India, where it seems he had been well-educated, being fluent in English, 

French and Arabic. Thabet travelled to Australia in approximately 1895, where he took up residence in 

Sydney. It seems he went into a partnership with a Kabel Mockbell in a coffee merchant business, and during 

this time for business purposes he went under the name of Thabet Suby Mockbell; though to his friends he 

was also known as Herbert Mockbell. Advertisements in ‘The Sydney Morning Herald’ during this period 

mention a coffee merchant business owned by the ‘Mockbell brothers’ and it seems that Mocha Coffee was a 

popular drink for their business. 

 A book entitled ‘At the Cross’ by Jon Rose stated that: a few steps later I passed the door all the 

actors had run into. A little sign said óMockbellsô. I looked at it as if it said óHeavenôé A few seconds later I 

found myself staring at a big sign saying óMockbellôs Restaurantô. It was public, I could go in. I rushed down 

the stairs, through a small room into a big long low room. I was surprised at the room. I didnôt know what I 

expected but whatever it was, this wasnôt like it. The whole room was lined with leather seats all round it and 

dozens of marble topped tables standing in front of them. Sitting at the tables were many old men, eating, 

talking and smoking and nearly all of them were playing dominoes. In fact the clicking of the dominoes was 

almost louder than the general talk or the noise of the steam coffee machines at the end of the room. 

 The Mockbell coffee shops were also mentioned in ‘Australia’s 

Yesterdays’, published by Readers Digest in 1974: Equally popular with 

Sydney Bohemians were the Mockbell coffee shops. Most of these were in 

cellars, with dim electric lights, marble topped tables, comfortable chairs and 

upholstered leather seats around the walls. For fourpence you got a tin jug 

which yielded two or, if you were lucky, two and a half cups of coffee. You 

could also call for a set of dominoes and sit as long as you liked over a game. 

 In 1899 Thabet Suby ‘Mockbell’ married Allarina Chate [left] in 

Sydney. A daughter, Zainab, was born in 1899 and Mariam in 1901, though 

sadly Mariam died soon after birth.  

 Unfortunately the first few years of the new century did not go well 

for Thabet, for as well as his daughter’s death, his partnership in the coffee 

houses with Kabel Mockbell dissolved. Kabel Mockbell continued running a 

shop in Elizabeth Street while Thabet ran his own coffee store in the Imperial 

Arcade. It seems relations between the two ex-partners were strained, as in 

1906 they had a public run-in. According to ‘The Sydney Morning Herald’: It 

was alleged that last Tuesday in Pitt Street, Suby met Mockbell and called 
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him insulting names, and said, óIôll kill you; Iôll shoot youô. This conversation was said to have taken place 

in Arabic. Suby was yesterday charged with threatening Mockbell, and the last named, apprehending 

violence to his person, asked that Suby be bound over to keep the peace. Mockbell stated that he was 

frightened of the accused. Mr. King bound over Suby, in his own recognisance of 10 pounds to keep the 

peace for six months, and ordered him to pay costs. 

 Matters weren’t any better for Thabet on the home front, with Allarina Chate petitioning for a 

divorce on the grounds of adultery, drunkenness and cruelty. The divorce court judge granted Allarina’s 

request and so the couple separated. In 1911, Allarina married Alfred Dixon 

in Balmain and Zainab continued to live with her mother. In 1924 Zainab 

married a William Grono in Petersham, NSW. 

 With his business and personal life in tatters, Thabet packed up and 

moved to Western Australia, where he initially went to the north west of the 

state, but in 1912 he travelled south and took up residence in Sewell Street, 

East Fremantle. He set up a tea and coffee merchant business in Fremantle 

and Perth which he ran in the years prior to the war. He became good friends 

with a Sherbourne Newman and his family of East Fremantle, and just prior 

to enlistment Suby signed a Will which left all his property to the Newmans 

in the event of his death. He later wrote a little farewell note [left] to the 

Newman children in Arabic which translated as: Farewell my dear little friends, I hope that we might meet 

again after the war.  

 Thabet Suby enlisted in the AIF at the Drill Hall in Francis Street, 

Perth, on 19
th
 October 1915. He was passed as fit for service with the 

medical officer, John Cuthbert, finding Thabet to be: 5’3” tall; weight of 

105 lbs; chest measurement of 31-33 inches; with sallow complexion, 

brown eyes and black hair. He also had Indian characters tattooed on his 

left arm. His religious denomination was listed as Mohammaden. Thabet 

stated that both his parents had died and listed his next of kin as his uncle, 

Mohammed Ala, in Bombay, India. Thabet was initially allotted to No. 33 

Depot but was then assigned to the 9
th
 Reinforcements to the 28

th
 Battalion 

AIF with the regimental number 3937. This group left Fremantle, WA, 

aboard the HMAT Miltiades on 12
th
 February 1916. [Right: Portrait of 

Thabet Suby. Australian War Memorial Negative number P04567.001.]  

 After arriving in Egypt in March, Thabet was taken out of the 9
th
 

Reinforcements group and attached to the Garrison Camp orderly room at 

Zeitoun as an interpreter and clerk. With his fluency in English, French 

and Arabic he continued with this role, firstly at Zeitoun and then Tel-el-

Kebir until the end of May 1916. His military records are sparse on detail, 

but it seems he was marked for transfer to work in the AIF Depot in Great 

Britain, and when he embarked from Alexandria on 6
th
 June 1916 he was attached to the staff of the 13

th
 

Training Battalion. 

 After arriving in England, Thabet was taken on strength of the 7
th
 Training Battalion at Rollestone 

Camp. He stayed in the camp office for the next few months; the only note in his file stating that he 

overstayed his leave to London and reported to the Military Police. He was sent back to camp and as a 

punishment had to forfeit four days pay. 

 On 9
th
 September 1916, Thabet left England and proceeded over to Etaples, France, where he went 

into the 2
nd

 Australian Division Base Depot. His stay there was short and he was taken on strength of the 28
th
 

Battalion AIF on 14
th
 September 1916. The 28

th
 Battalion were then in Belgium at Steenvorde, where they 

were resting out of the line in billets, with the main duties being the training and refitting of the soldiers as 

well as brigade sports. The 28
th
 Battalion would remain in Steenvorde till 30

th
 September. The battalion war 

diary states that: During the month there was a good deal of rain and the ground was generally wet and 

muddy. The men thoroughly enjoyed their rest and improved greatly. 

 Battle casualties were very slight for the 28
th
 Battalion during September 1916, though 71 men, 

including Thabet Suby, were evacuated sick. 

 Thabet was sent back to the 7
th
 Field Ambulance with pneumonia and was transferred to No. 50 

Casualty Clearing Station. He was diagnosed with bronchitis and transferred to No. 2 Australian General 

Hospital at Boulogne. His condition was deemed as serious and on 9
th
 October 1916 was transferred to 

England. On arrival he was sent to the County of London War Hospital at Epsom, where he stayed until 17
th
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November 1916. Thabet was then transferred to No. 1 Convalescent Depot and was granted a period of 

leave. When he reported back to the depot at Perham Downs on 1
st
 December 1916, he was given a medical 

exam and was classified as B1 fitness. On 17
th
 December he was again assessed and he was downgraded to 

C1 fitness. The doctor at Perham Downs found that Thabet was suffering from asthma and bronchitis, and 

while the asthma was a pre-existing condition, he did not suffer from it while on duty with the AIF in Egypt, 

and it was only when he served in the colder weather of England and France that it began to severely affect 

him. The doctor wrote that: He is continually reporting sick, he is unable to do much work and his L leg is 

affected with rheumatic pains. He is thin, and was down to 8 stone 6 in weight at the first of this month. His 

heart is weak and the lungs show Bronchi with harsh breath sounds. He has a hacking cough. It seems the 

doctor may have initially thought to return Thabet to Egypt for service with the Australian forces there, but 

he crossed this option out and recommended permanent discharge from the AIF. 

 On 26
th
 December 1916, Thabet was transferred to No. 2 Convalescent Depot at Weymouth and 

waited for a return to Australia. It was a few months before he was put on a ship and no doubt his health was 

not improved by the English winter. On 17
th
 March 1917, Thabet boarded the HT Beltana in Plymouth, 

arriving back in WA on 4
th
 May. He was sent straight to No. 8 AGH in South Terrace, Fremantle, where his 

condition was seen to have improved, perhaps due to the warmer weather he had experienced on the voyage 

since leaving England. However it was still recommended that Corporal Thabet Suby be discharged from the 

AIF. On 29
th
 May Thabet went AWOL from No. 8 AGH and after returning was fined one days pay. He 

repeated this on 31
st
 May and was again fined one days pay. He was discharged from the AIF on 1

st
 June 

1917. 

 Thabet returned to his home in East Fremantle but sadly found that his friend, Sherbourne Newman, 

had died in March 1917. Thabet later received the effects that he left with the Newmans from Sherbourne’s 

wife, Elizabeth. 

 Thabet appears in the news again in September 1917. From the ‘West Australian’ newspaper dated 

6
th
 September, under an article titled ‘An Unsubstantiated Charge’ it was stated that: Thabet Suby, a dark 

complexioned man, wearing the badge of a returned soldier and described as a tea merchant by occupation, 

was charged with having at Perth, on July 27
th
 last, stolen a pair of spectacles and a pair of pince-nez, the 

property of George Spencer. He pleaded not guilty and was defended by Mr. N.W. Cowan. The case for the 

prosecution was that on the date in question, accused and the complainant Spencer went into a Greek fish 

shop on William Street to have a meal. Accused told the proprietor that he had no money and Spencer said 

he thought he could raise some and went away, leaving his coat on the back of a chair. When he returned he 

found that the articles mentioned had been taken from his coat. On July 30 accused pawned the pince-nez at 

a pawn shop in Fremantle and on August 3 he attempted to redeem them but the pawn broker informed him 

that they had been impounded by the police. When he was arrested he handed the spectacles to the arresting 

detective and told him that the pince-nez had been impounded. Accused, who said he had 18 months service 

at the front, and produced his discharge, swore that he and the complainant were drinking about the town 

and ran out of money and that complainant gave him the spectacles and pince-nez to raise further funds 

upon, which was done. He denied that he had any intention of depriving complainant of the use of the 

glasses. They were both drunk at the time. He redeemed the glasses next morning and being unable to find 

Spencer and short of money he raised further money on the pince-nez at Fremantle. He obtained money from 

a solicitor with wage to redeem them, but then found that they had been impounded. He was on his way to 

find Spencer to tell him and to return the spectacles when he was arrested. Without retiring the jury returned 

a verdict of not guilty and the accused was discharged. 

 After this court case was over, and finding himself in better health, in September 1917 Thabet joined 

the 5
th
 Military District Guard in Fremantle and served with them until October 1918, when he was 

discharged from home service. 

 Thabet left Australia in 1920 and moved to Ceylon (Sri Lanka), though the tea and spice company he 

set up (T Suby Pty Ltd) also later imported sheep from Australia. He remarried in Ceylon and had one son 

from the marriage, called Amin, who continued his father’s company and later became the Yemeni 

ambassador to Sri Lanka.  

 Thabet Suby, a corporal and interpreter in the AIF, died in Ceylon in 1948. 

 

Endnotes: (1) Thabet’s son, Amin, believed that Thubet had actually been born in Arook in present day 

Yemen, though this isn’t supported by his AIF Records held at the NAA. (2) Amin has donated to the AWM 

Thabet’s war medals, collar badges, shoulder badge and a silver war badge. (3) The AWM has recorded 

Thabet’s surname as ‘Surbeih’ and indicates that this is the correct spelling of his name by stating that he 

served under the name ‘Suby’.   
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Ethel Campbell: ‘The girl with the flags’ 
Heather (Frev) Ford, Montrose 

 

To many an Australian soldier, she was simply ‘the girl with the flags’, but Miss Ethel Campbell was also 

known as the ‘Angel of Durban’, and by various other monikers. She was born in Scotland in 1886 but was 

living with her family in South Africa during the war years. After her fiancé was killed in the war, she 

devoted herself to caring for the troops who visited her city. 

 Working with the YMCA, Ethel, an expert signaller, began signalling to the troopships in 1915 as 

they arrived in the harbour: óWelcome, brave Australians. Come along to the Y.M.C.A. Hut, near the Town 

Hall.ô And then sending them a final farewell: óGood-bye, Australians. Good luck. Come back soon.ô 

Standing on the wharf or at the end of the breakwater semaphoring with her flags, she continued this practice 

through fair weather and foul right throughout the entire war, and was a very welcome sight to the troops 

after many weeks at sea. 

 Unlike other ports of call en-route to the war zone, Durban had a strict policy of closing all ‘public 

houses’ and hotel bars while military transports were in port, and so they offered the very best of wholesome 

entertainment through the YMCA. The YMCA Hut, known as the ‘Soldiers’ Rest’, stood in a tree-fringed 

reserve opposite the Town Hall, and was a large building where the troops could relax, write letters home, 

have a wash and of course, partake of a great meal at a minimal cost. Concerts and other entertainments were 

also provided by the staff of ladies who quite happily mothered the boys and made them feel at home, none 

more so than the ‘Angel’ herself, Miss Campbell. 

 Ethel was not the only member of her family eager to look after the Australians while they were in 

port. Her father, Dr Samuel Campbell, an influential citizen of Durban, often entertained soldiers of all 

ranks in their home at Berra in the Durban hills. 

 As a result of all this ‘mothering’, a drunken soldier was a rare phenomenon in Durban, yet the 

Australians were still a target for disparaging remarks from some of the wealthy locals. On hearing of these 

remarks, Ethel [photo below, on board a troopship. Australian War Memorial Negative Number 

P03506.001.], who was a prolific writer of poetry, 

forwarded the following to a Durban newspaper: 

 

AUSTRALIANS 

[Dedicated to some of the ‘elite’ of Durban, after 

hearing their opinions of the Australians.  

‘We are not cotton spinners all, but some love 

England and her honour yet.’] 

 

We stand on the shore of Durban, 

And watch the transports go 

To England from Australia 

Hurrying to and fro, 

Bearing the men of a nation 

Who are heroes to the core 

To stand in fact by the Motherland 

And they’re sending thousands more! 

 

We’ve watched the ships returning, 

With the cripple and the maim, 

With limbs that trail and falter 

Their’s an immortal name. 

The deathless name of “Anzac” 

That thrills from pole to pole, 

The remnants of the heroes 

On the long and glorious roll. 

 

And now in their tens of hundreds 

Come the men to fill their ranks, 

And what can we do to show them 

Our love, our pride, our thanks, 
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We can’t do much (I own it) 

But give them a passing cheer 

While the real elite, beat a shocked retreat 

Why, they saw one drinking beer. 

 

O God! could we show these misers 

The path that the “Anzacs” went! 

Could they talk with a sneer of Australians 

When one or two get drunk! 

I’d rather a drunk Australian 

Than a wealthy Durban funk! 

 

He’s a better man than you are, 

You dear teetotal saint! 

You do not drink – you will not fight! 

What a wonderful restraint! 

We stand on the shore of Durban, 

For we’re not all made like you, 

And the glorious name of “Anzac” 

Thrills us through and through! 

 

But all we can do is to cheer them, 

And throw them a trifle from shore, 

We’re not millionaires (like some are) 

Or perhaps we would try to do more. 

They’re coming in tens of thousands, 

And here’s to their honour to-day, 

Here’s to the sister dominion 

Who is showing us the way? 

[Photos right: Soldiers on Durban wharf; and 

touring the city. Australian War Memorial 

Negative Numbers C01064 and P03796.028.]] 

 

The ‘trifles’ that Ethel threw the soldiers from shore are best described by an Australian nurse. Mrs Isabella 

Throssell, the sister-in-law of Hugo Throssell VC, had served with Queen Alexandra’s Imperial Military 

Nursing Service during the war, and was returning home with invalid troops (many of them 1914 men), on 

the Runic in 1918. They arrived in the Fremantle harbour as the armistice was signed, but knew that they 

could not go ashore due to quarantine regulations. They did however expect some form of recognition from 

their countrymen, but were totally ignored both that day and the next. Mrs Throssell said that their reception 

was a most chilling one ï one which will take many years to efface from the memory; we lay there as an 

outcast, and finally as human nature could stand it no longer, the cry went up across the ship, Donôt you wish 

you were back at the last port? 

 Their last port of course had been Durban, and Mrs Throssell explained: 

How different was the reception accorded the men there. On approaching port a launch came with Miss 

Campbell, the now world-famed girl signaller, who with her flags spoke thus: óWelcome to [censored] Thank 

you for what you have done for us. Are there Anzacs on board? A double welcome to them. We are proud of 

you. Sorry you cannot land, but can we do anything for you ï shopping, etc.?ô Receiving an answer, óYes,ô 

she arranged to have our orders sent down by basket, and went away to execute them, for many had come on 

board with short notice, I myself having but two hoursô warning. In the meantime a launch came out simply 

laden with fruit; those great coal baskets filled with bananas, oranges, pawpaws, passion fruit, boxes of 

cake, sweets, eggs (luxuries you people can never appreciate until you have been strictly rationed), all sorts 

of medical comforts and toilet accessories, papers, magazines, and games, even extra records for the 

gramophone. There was fruit enough to serve all round and to give three fruit salads per man. Think what 

that meant. The Australian residents sent a large issue of cigarettes, pipes, and tobacco to the officers and 

men, and a big box of sweets and cakes to each sister; and the troopship was one bower of flowers from stem 

to stern. On leaving we received a similar farewell. People lined the moles and cheered and cheered, and 

many boys registered a vow to visit this place at the earliest opportunity, regretting the necessity which 
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prevented their landing then. The last thing seen was Miss Campbell waving au revoir and a safe journey 

home. 

 In appreciation for the many kindnesses shown them, the troops often took up a collection in order to 

purchase a gift for Ethel; amongst these were a gold watch; a set of silver toilet tableware, inscribed with her 

name and ‘From the Australian Soldiers’; and a writing table of Australian maple, specially commissioned 

for her. After peace was declared the Australian Comforts Fund presented her with a gold-mounted ACF 

symbol, and she received an MBE in 1919 for her services to the war effort. 

 The Returned Soldiers’ League (RSSILA) showed their appreciation in 1923 with an invitation to 

Australia. They arranged Ethel’s itinerary and supplied her with private secretaries and guides to help her 

throughout the journey. Together with her parents she began her tour in Albany, where the first contingent 

had originally gathered in the harbour nine years before. On the arrival of her ship Diogenes on 28
th
 June, a 

welcome message was signalled to her from the shore, and she responded in kind. Attending her first 

reception she was asked for a message to transmit to the returned soldiers of the Eastern states. Her message 

read: Coo-ee! Be with you soon. Deeply touched and greatly gratified with Australiaôs first welcome. 

 Travelling throughout the country she attended many functions in her honour, dedicated memorials 

and visited hospitals, and of course was warmly met by large crowds of Diggers and their families 

everywhere she went. 

 During her visit, she discovered that it wasn’t the food and other comforts that the Diggers had the 

fondest memories of; but her signals of greeting and the many poems she presented to them. One man could 

recite all the poems I had written about the Diggers during the war ï nineteen of them! 

é I could go on for hours telling of the wonderful kindness and hospitality of the Aussies; of the flowers, and 

the beautiful poems of welcome I got, and gifts ranging from the most treasured relics ï such as a piece of 

the altar rail of the cathedral at Ypres, down to live wallabies and young kangaroos. The Federal executive 

of the league gave me the most beautiful album containing a hundred official photographs of the Australians 

at the front. The bouquets I got were wonderful ï some were in the shape of troopships ï and my railway 

carriage was always a bower of flowers. I was met very often with decorated motor cars, and in a number of 

towns the Diggers pulled the car by ropes through the streets, and in one town I was carried shoulder high. 

In another, where I arrived at night, there was a torch-light procession. The town bands and pipers and even 

aeroplanes came out to meet me. 

 I saw a great deal of the working of the Returned Sailorsô and Soldiersô Imperial League of 

Australia and it impressed me very much. Largely through their splendid efforts the Australian returned 

soldier is getting wonderfully good treatment. Then the Limbless and Maimed Association in each State, and 

the Tuberculosis Association and Blinded Soldiersô Association are all doing magnificent work é. 

 Having visited many hospitals Ethel also had the following to say: 

To what extent Australia did her wonderful part in the war is brought back to one by these scenes of 

suffering.  é Many of those splendid young lives, frightfully crippled, have been suffering there as cot cases 

for the last eight or nine years. It is absolutely heart-rending. There is a man at Randwick with terrible 

injuries to his skin from mustard gas; he has been lying in a bath for eight years. One goes round the wards 

smiling, though one feels much more like weeping. 

 Although most of their Australian visit was an endless whirlwind of war-related functions, the 

Campbells did manage to spend some time with family. While in Queensland they stayed with Dr 

Campbell’s sister, Lady Cowley, and her husband, Sir Alfred Cowley, who during the war had been 

chairman of the Administration Committee of the Queensland Patriotic Fund and president of the 

Queensland Soldiers’ Comforts Fund. 

 Returning to Durban in December, Ethel continued a regular correspondence with many soldiers and 

organisations, and in memory of Anzac Day, would send messages of commemoration and hand-decorated 

copies of her verses to various RSSILAs around Australia. 

 Dr Campbell died in March 1926 and in 1929 Ethel’s mother sold their home in the Durban hills and 

the two of them travelled the world for a couple of years, before eventually returning to South Africa and 

settling again in Durban. 

 Although the Great War was to be the war that ended all wars, when it was followed up by World 

War II, Ethel once again took on her role of the Angel of Durban, welcoming the Diggers of the 2
nd

 AIF. 

Unfortunately in 1944 she suffered a nervous breakdown, and her mother asked the Australian newspapers to 

let it be known that she would not be able to reply to the huge mail she regularly received from Australia. As 

the result of her health, she found it necessary to move from Durban to Hilton, 70 miles away, though still 

managed the occasional visit to Durban while a troopship was in. However, due to her growing absences 

from the wharf, many of the boys took it upon themselves to ‘thumb’ their way to her home, and soon it 
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became a part of their ‘duty’ to visit her. She dubbed her new home ‘Little Australia’, and there she 

entertained thousands of Australian troops who patted her dog ‘Digger’, played two-up on her two-up tower, 

and sang the songs she’d written about them. 

 As can be imagined, news of her death in April 1954 was received with great sadness throughout 

Australia, and many Diggers of both wars felt a great sense of personal loss. We who follow can only be 

grateful for the comfort she brought our men in such troubled times, and yet relieved that the Angel’s 

services were not required for a third time. 

 Lest we forget the girl with the flags – Miss Ethel Campbell, MBE – the Angel of Durban. 

 

Endnotes: Two of Ethel’s brothers served with the RFC in WWI; one also went on to become a prominent 

poet. Ethel published a few books of her poems – most of which were about the Australian soldiers. One 

newspaper article notes that she was known by the 2
nd

 AIF as Mrs Collins – but another source states she 

never married. 

 

Excerpts from ‘Reveille’: Australian Diggers abroad, post-WWI 
Contributed by Sandra Playle, Mandurah. 

 

January 31st 1931 
Among those who served with the AIF, and were later gripped by wanderlust, was Capt Lionel Gordon 

Short MC, of the 23
rd
 Battalion, whose work is journalism, and whose home is now in New York. He gave 

up a position on a Melbourne newspaper to enlist, and made it as a lieutenant with the 23
rd
 Battalion. At 

Pozieres he was an Homeric figure in that inferno, the strain and horror of which sent not a few officers and 

men mad. 

 A colleague, Lt J ohn Alexander Raws, was killed in action on August 23
rd
 1916 had written (to 

quote from the Official History of the AIF): Short was wonderful; quiet, serene, philosophic, though shelled 

from trench to trench and crater to crater é calm and collected, when giants of physical strength were 

cowed and helpless é it was é just the fine spirit in that frail body. 

 Raws continues this vivid pen-picture of Pozieres: 

I refused to let any sound man help a wounded man. The sound men had to dig é We dug on, and finished 

amid a tornado of bursting shells. All the time, mind, the enemy flares were making the whole area as light 

as day. I was buried twice ï buried with the dead and dying. The ground was covered with bodies in all 

stages of decay and mutilation, and I would struggle free from the earth, pick up a body by me to try and lift 

him out with me, and find a decayed corpse. I pulled a head off ï was covered with blood. The horror was 

indescribable. In the dim misty light of dawn I collected about 50 men and sent them off, mad with terror, on 

the right track for home. Then two brave fellows stayed behind and helped me with the only unburied 

wounded man we could find. 

Undated extract 
Lt -Col William Reginald Ffrench DSO, MC, who is now political officer at Lagos, Nigeria, Africa, had 

the distinction of being the first member of the 4
th
 Battalion, AIF, to be wounded at Anzac. A native of 

Nelson (NZ), and a student of Sydney Grammar School, Ffrench enlisted as a private in the 4
th
 Battalion on 

August 17
th
 1914, and was commissioned less than a month later. Recovering from wounds, he returned to 

Anzac in June, and was appointed orderly officer to the GOC, 1
st
 Infantry Brigade. He was promoted to 

captain on March 12
th
 1916, and was given command of the 1

st
 MG Co, with which he served at Fleurbaix, 

Pozieres and Mouquet Farm. He rose to the rank of major on August 5
th
 1916, and went to England in 

January 1917, to organise the newly-formed 21
st
 MG Co, which, in March 1917, he took to France, where 

soon after it was engaged in the Bullecourt fighting. Ffrench was appointed Divisional MG Officer in August 

1917, taking part in the third battle of Ypres; and upon formation of MG battalions, he was appointed second 

in command to Lt-Col (now Brig General) IG Mackay, 1
st
 MG Battalion, and served there to the end of the 

war. He was discharged in England in 1919, and subsequently joined the Nigerian political service. 

Undated extract 
Capt Norman Conrad Harris , who joined the AIF on September 11

th
 1914, and served with the 14

th
 

Battalion throughout the war, is now following his profession as a mechanical draftsman at Snoqualmie 

Falls, Washington (USA). A native of Birkenhead (Eng), Harris, at the age of 18, arrived in Victoria in 1913, 

and went on to farm at Bannockburn under the State’s farming scheme for settlers from overseas. He enlisted 

as a private and worked his way up through all the ranks to captain. He took part in the landing operations at 

Anzac, and in France was wounded on four occasions. He was appointed 2/Lieutenant on September 16
th
 

1916. He only remained in Melbourne two months after his discharge from the AIF in 1920.  
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FFFAIF Western Front Remembrance Tour, July 2010 
Neville Kidd, Pymble, reflects on the inaugural FFFAIF battlefield tour. 

 

When I first visited the AIF Battlefields of the Western Front in June 1990, I was in the best company; 

namely my late beloved life’s companion and best mate, Win, and the late John and Hazelle Laffin who 

became lasting friends. I set down my reminiscences of that pilgrimage in some detail in a chapter of An 

Impression Which Will Never Fade and adverted again to the extraordinary impact that it had upon me in a 

piece in Issue 3 of DIGGER, entitled An Anzac I Never Knew. 

 In my wildest dreams I never thought that anything like that ‘experience’ could happen to me again. 

Imagine my surprise when FFFAIF announced its 2010 Tour which included being at FROMELLES for the 

Dedication of the New Cemetery and the final interment of the last of the 250 Australian and British soldiers 

from the pits at Pheasant Wood on the 94
th
 Anniversary of the Battle of FROMELLES – 19

th
 July 1916. 

 An even greater surprise awaited me when I found that my two children, Kathy and Colin, and 

Colin’s wife Val, would accompany me should I make the effort to go. The prospect of having three ‘carers’, 

and the ‘impact’ of the journey 20 years before, resolved the issue. Happily, as it turns out, I found myself 

again in the best company in 2010. 

 My family group travelled independently of the Touring Party and we spent some 10 days motoring 

around England and Scotland before joining the tour at ‘Wipers’ (as my father called it). After the tour we 

enjoyed another 10 days on the wrong side of the road in France, Switzerland and Germany. 

 This FFFAIF Tour was wonderfully conceived and managed. I was astonished by the detailed 

knowledge of the leaders, Matt Smith and Chris Munro, the guest speakers, Jim Munro, Yves Fohlen, Johann 

Vandewalle of Anzac Rest, Madame Charlotte Cardoen-Descamps of Varlet Farm, Avril Williams of Ocean 

Villas, the humorous gentleman at Toc H and the other individual Tour members who addressed us. The 

coach was comfortable, very well equipped and the drivers were especially competent and cheerful. Jack’s 

handling of the coach, in reverse gear over quite long distances, was amazing.  

 Equally as astonishing were the number of places of interest and cemeteries visited. I honestly lost 

count and even after viewing some 2 000 photographs I cannot get anything like the entirety of these 

visitations in any semblance of order. That task will have to fall to the note-takers or those with better recall. 

In view of this admission I shall concentrate on ‘some’ of the places we visited. What follows is merely a 

sampling. Every place we went to had its own special quality and meaning, not only for individual members 

but for the group as a whole. Before I get going I record our sadness at being deprived for some of the tour of 

the company of Julie Werner and Russ Curley (and carer, Lorraine) who for differing reasons were 

hospitalised through illness, both of whom I understand have been mercifully restored to usual good health. 

 Here are some ‘memories’:  

Menin Gate, Ieper [Ypres] The Last Post buglers, evocative singing by an English school choir, I think 

from Chester, wreath-layings by Russ Curley, Frev Ford, Andrew Pittaway and Peter Nelson. Meeting with 

Dr Brendan and Mrs Nelson and the presentation to him of bound volumes of Digger. En route from Ghent 

to Ieper we [the Kidds] passed through Waregem, hometown of Johan and Hilde of ‘Ozzie Wozzie’ fame. 

Essex Farm Here Canadian John McCrae conducted a dressing station and composed his evocative poem 

‘In Flanders Fields’. He is buried at Wimereux. 

Tyne Cot, Passchendaele The largest of our cemeteries on the WF with the Cross of Sacrifice embedded 

in the German blockhouse captured by the 3
rd
 Australian Division. 

Langemark Sombre and Teutonic resting place of over 44,000 German dead. A very unusual aura 

permeates this cemetery. 

Talbot House, Poperinghe Stimulating address and an opportunity to inspect this peaceful place of 

respite created by the Rev Tubby Clayton. Special to be able to rest in the garden chair memorialising John 

and Hazelle Laffin. We sat in such a chair in this garden in 1990. 

Hill 60 Reviving memories of the recent film and the tribute to the 1
st
 Australian Tunnelling Company by 

the raising of our flag above the blockhouse. Chris Reason and his Channel 7 colleagues joined us here. 

Ploegstreet [Hyde Park Corner] Despite a stumble it was wonderful to see FROMELLES twice 

honoured by inscription [1915 and 1916] on this British Memorial. I christened the wheelchair here! 

Polygon Wood The 5
th
 Australian Division Memorial with its first battle honour, FROMELLES, proudly 

engraved stands high on the butte overlooking the splendid Memorial to the NZ Missing and the cemetery, 

which now includes the Zonnebeke Five. Johann whose hospitality we enjoyed was there to give his 

remarkable first- hand account. 

FROMELLES How honoured we felt to be witnesses to the Interment and Dedication of The New 

Cemetery, 19
th
 July 2010. This was the culmination of the ‘2

nd
 Battle of FROMELLES’ victoriously waged 
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by Team Lambis. Lambis was given special mention by name by the Governor-General who paused in Her 

address during the spontaneous acclamation which resulted. Earlier the ‘Morley Twins’ were photographed 

with Mayor Hubert Huchette. Martial Delebarre gave us a splendid presentation in the church. It included 

original film taken by Frank Hurley. 

Pheasant Wood [Demassiet Farm] A special moment for us all to stand here with Lambis Englezos and 

Tim Whitford who identified for us the exact place from which the remains of his great-uncle Harry Willis 

were recovered in his presence. This was a very special occasion. 

VC Corner Australian Cemetery The only Australian cemetery without headstones and the resting place 

of 410 men killed at Fromelles. Again Chris Reason with Matt McLachlan joined us. 

Australian Memorial Park A surprise meeting with a young lady, descendant of Sgt Simon Frazer, hero 

of the ‘Cobbers’ Memorial standing here. 

Rue Petillon Military Cemetery Padre Captain Spencer Maxted and Major Roy Harrison, both Gallipoli 

Anzacs of the 54
th
 Australian Infantry Battalion, honoured. Paul Cobb (Secretary of the UK Western Front 

Association) and wife Tessa supplied a poppy wreath for Roy Harrison and kindly took me by car separately 

to where his body was recovered from No-man’s land in 1921. 

Vimy Ridge Here stands the most outstanding of all the Memorials visited. The Canadians have done their 

soldiers proud. Escorted tours of the area were provided and indulgently, I found the golf buggy better than 

trudging. 

Beaumont-Hamel This Memorial to the Newfoundlanders who were almost annihilated touches the soul. 

A caribou stands aggressively thrusting at the enemy. Newfoundland is now part of Canada and again 

provided escorts and splendid commentary. 

Delville Wood Second to the Canadians comes this Memorial which stands like a fort in the African veldt. 

It features a colourful presentation of all the Coats of Arms of the British Empire, including Newfoundland. 

Huge metallic murals depict scenes of their soldiers in action. 

Bullecourt Another area of huge sacrifice. Meeting with Jean Letaille, former Mayor of Bullecourt, who 

made us feel at home. A wonderful Museum to be rehoused by funds from the French and Australian 

Authorities. Memorials include the bronze slouch hat and the ‘Young Digger’. In 1990 I photographed Mr & 

Mrs Letaille, Mr & Mrs Laffin and Win together. Sadly only Jean and I have survived. Happily we also 

survived a near Jeep incident involving a small dog on our way to the Bullecourt Memorials. 

Lochnagar Crater On 1
st
 July 1916 a huge explosion announced the opening of the Somme Offensive of 

1916 by the British Armies. That explosion resulted in this massive crater. It has to be seen to be believed. 

Pozieres and nearby Mouquet Farm More casualties in this area than in any other area involving 

Australians. The 1
st
 Australian Division’s Memorial stands here with The Windmill site and the ruins of the 

Gibraltar blockhouse close by. 

Thiepval This is the splendid British Memorial on the Western Front and it dominates the landscape. (Its 

facilities provided for a select few in dire need who applauded Jack’s high speed driving.) 

Villers-Bretonneux Captured by the Australians on Anzac Day 1918. Town Hall with its Museum and 

adjacent School display a ‘motto’: Never Forget Australia. The School was a gift from Victoria to the town 

after the Great War. Outside the town stands the Australian National Memorial which purports to honour by 

inscription. Missing are the first and last battles of the AIF: FROMELLES [July 1916] and 

MONTBREHAIN [October 1918]. Missing too are the trees of 1990. (Don’t forget Billy Hughes who is 

honoured on a Memorial near the School.) 

Mont St Quentin The Memorial to the 2
nd

 Australian Division features a bronze sculpture of a Digger in 

full marching order and he looks ready to do the business. This sculpture replaces the original which showed 

the Imperial German eagle being bayoneted by a Digger. It was confiscated and destroyed by the Germans 

when France fell in WWII. Miniatures of the original were sighted in museums we visited. 

Le Hamel This is the scene of the masterful conduct of modern war by General Sir John Monash, a Patron-

in-Memoriam of FFFAIF. The original memorial inspired by our founder, John Laffin, has been replaced by 

a memorial bearing the largest Rising Sun badge I have seen. American troops went into action on the 

Western Front for the first time and under the command of Monash. We displayed both the Australian and 

United States flags and also lined up in serried ranks the little lead Diggers made, and given to us, by 

Shrapnel Charlie at Johan’s Restaurant (Polygon Wood) where roast pork was in abundance. 

Peronne Massive old fortress and wonderful museum on the banks of The Somme. Nearby is Hem Farm 

Cemetery, where President Russell Curley honoured his uncle, Les Curley, before being admitted to hospital 

in Peronne. In the evening we enjoyed a lovely dinner and an enjoyable bout of awards with good humour. 

Compiegne Here in a cleared area within the forest we were at the burial site of Marshal Foch and the 

museum housing a replica of the railway carriage in which the surrender of Germany in 1918 and of France 



DIGGER  35 Issue 35 

in 1940 occurred. There were large displays of newspapers, documents and artefacts all significant to these 

two momentous events in modern history. 

 Historical Compiegne seemed an appropriate place to sign off. This sampling omits places, mainly 

cemeteries, like Adelaide, Aeroplane, Morchies, Bedford House, Heath, Heilly Station, Calvaire, Doigny, 

Grass Lane Flers, Le Trou, Lijssenthoek, Geluwe, Poelcapelle, Dernancourt, Warlencourt, Mericourt, Rue 

Du Bois, Tincourt, Toronto, Martinpuich, Guards Grave, Zivy Crater and many others, including the 

magnificent Notre Dame de Lorette and the American National Cemetery. My apologies for all omissions. 

 At the outset I touched upon the effect that visiting the Western Front has upon me. It seems counter-

intuitive to suggest or even infer that this effect could become endemic among some 50 different people from 

all walks of life and backgrounds and ranging from the very young to sadly the very old; yet, on my 

observation and deduction, this seems to me to be precisely what happened on this tour. Strangers have 

become instant and I expect, enduring friends. In some inscrutable way it seems that the bonds of mateship 

that bound the young Anzacs to die with one another and for one another and for us, are reaching out to us 

across the generations.  

 My thanks to FFFAIF for conducting the tour and to each and every one of the touring party for your 

generosity and kindness of spirit. A special mention for the organiser of the wheelchair, for the nurses who 

bound up my ‘wounds at Ploegstreet’ and for the volunteers who drove me safely over some bumpy uphill 

ground.  

 Lest we forget! 

 

_____________________________________________________________________________ 

History of the 31st Battalion AIF in World War I 
Member Neville Browning is requesting material for his latest writing project. 

  

The lineage of the 31
st
 Battalion (Qld & Vic) was well covered in óCrossed Boomerangsô by Bob Burla, but 

the shining record of the 31
st
 Battalion AIF in World War I requires a volume of its own. Therefore, Neville 

Browning is writing a history of the 31
st
 from its inception until its return to Australia after the cessation of 

hostilities.  

  The book will have all necessary appendices (which are all but completed) – nominal rolls, honour 

roll, awards and recommendations, etc. 

  The 31
st
 Battalion fought as part of the 8

th
 Brigade of the 5

th
 Division. Its sister units were the 29

th
, 

30
th
 and 32

nd
 Battalions, all of which have published histories. The 31

st
 was involved in all of the major 

engagements of the 5
th
 Division, the two which stand out the most being Fromelles and Polygon Wood.  

  Pte 3774 Patrick Bugden won the Victoria Cross for selfless bravery that cost him his life at 

Polygon Wood. Pte 355A Billy Sing served in the 31
st
 after his incredible and particularly lethal service on 

Gallipoli. Lieutenant Colonel Frederick Toll led the 31
st
 for which he was awarded the DSO and bar. 

Sergeant 3347 David Coyne was awarded the Albert Medal in Gold for jumping on a Mills bomb and 

saving the lives of several men at the cost of his own. Private 802 Alfred Ayre  was awarded the Military 

Medal and two bars for stretcher-bearing in an incredible three week period! 

  The author is looking for photographs, diaries, letters, correspondence, etc of the men of the 31
st
 

Battalion. Contact details are as follows: 

Neville Browning 

nbrowning1@bigpond.com 

Ph: 08 9490 6495 

   

Neville still has a few copies of these books available at discount prices to 

FFFAIF members [all must haves – Ed.]: 

óLeaneôs Battalionô – 48
th
 Battalion 

óThe Westralian Battalionô – 44
th
 Battalion 

óFor King and Cobbersô – 51
st
 Battalion. 

 

[Right: Studio portrait of Captain Harry Wilson Cuming , 31
st
 Battalion. 

Capt Cuming enlisted on 6
th
 July 1915 and served as a staff captain with the 

8
th
 Infantry Brigade from 22

nd
 August 1916. He was awarded the Military 

Cross on 21
st
 November 1916 and the Bar to the MC in September 1917. 

Australian War Memorial Negative Number DA09616.]  

mailto:nbrowning1@bigpond.com
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You have to wonder: Unknown Diggers on Australia's  
last battlefield of the war 

Brett Arnfield, Mentone 
 

Back in October 2008, I had the good fortune to repeat a pilgrimage I’d made nine years earlier with my 

cousin, Peter Gardiner, where we retraced the footsteps of relatives during the Great War [see DIGGER 33]. 

This time I was with my great mate, Ross ‘Crooky’ Cruickshanks, who was eager to follow the trail of his 

grandfather, Lance Corporal 1907 Horace Robert Cruickshanks. 

 We were nearing the end of a two week trip in which we had travelled the Western Front north to 

south, when we came to Calvaire Cemetery  on the northern outskirts of Montbrehain – the village that was 

the setting for Australia's final tragic infantry action of the war on 5
th
 October 1918. 

 Having set off from our base at Peronne that morning, we’d already stopped in at several other 

cemeteries sprinkled in between, but it was our next destination – High Tree Cemetery – that held four 

Australian graves connected with that fateful day that I’d like to talk about now. 

 Taking our leave of Calvaire, we drove straight down to the centre of town and, heading further east, 

took the D28 out towards Brancourt le-Grand. Not far out of town we spotted the signpost we were looking 

for, that directed us down a narrow road to the right, into farm fields. Following this road for a short 

distance, we soon came to another sign pointing us down an even narrower, unsealed, muddy little track. 

  Turning left, we puttered two or three hundred metres 

down through the potholes and puddles – past a solitary house – 

and as the road petered out, pulled up right at the foot of an 

immaculate set of stone steps, which led up an embankment to a 

perfectly manicured path of lush green grass [right ]. This in turn 

led out to a lone tree standing at the entrance to a long, narrow, 

low-walled cemetery that extended out into the flat fields 

surrounding us and the big sky which lay over all. The sheer 

tranquility of this setting, brought about no doubt because of its 

relative remoteness, made High Tree without doubt, one of the 

most beautiful little places we'd been to on our trip so far.  

 There are only 48 burials here, with three unidentified 

(two of them Australian) in one long row of graves that stretch 

away from the heavy metal gate under the tree at the entrance 

[left]. The two identified Australians here, Privates 3656 

Joseph Taylor and 1672 Charles Bateman, both of the 2
nd

 

Pioneers, are the earliest casualties, being the only ones to have 

fallen on 5
th
 October 1918. The rest are British troops who fell 

in the later fighting – 28 of them on 8
th
 October, and 12 

members of the King’s Shropshire Light Infantry who fell on the 

latest date recorded, 17
th
 October – significantly, 90 years 

exactly before the day of our visit. 

 The first grave in the row, A.1, is Taylor’s. His story 

echoes those of Private 318 Alan Mackay (24
th
 Bn), Sergeant 655 Leslie Lyons (24

th
 Bn) and Private 890 

Harold Hardy  (24
th
 Bn), who we’d just left back at Calvaire. Like them, he’d also lost a brother – 2

nd
 

Lieutenant George Taylor (2
nd

 Pioneers, KIA 29/9/17) – in an earlier battle, only to fall in an unnecessary 

fight his unit were belatedly called into.  

 Joseph and George Taylor had enlisted together at Bundaberg, Qld, on 30
th
 August 1915, and having 

been given the consecutive regimental numbers 3655 and 3656, sailed to Egypt together as part of the 8
th
 

Reinforcements to the 25
th
 Battalion in December, transferring to the 2

nd
 Pioneers there on 12

th
 March 1916. 

From there they went on to France, and they soon found themselves at Pozieres, where George was 

decorated. As the brothers fought on, George, the younger of the two, gained a commission before his 

eventual death in September 1917, but Joe remained a private to the end.  

 According to a statement later given to the Red Cross by Private 2186 Stan Williams of the same 

company as Taylor and Bateman, they had moved forward as per their orders, on the morning of 5
th
 October, 

and established a defensive flank to the south-east of Montbrehain. Taylor was manning a machine gun with 

three others – Privates Bateman, 2268 George Rayner and Hollis – when they must have received a direct 

hit from a shell. Hollis survived, but nothing was ever seen or heard of Rayner again. 
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 Williams’ statement, although vague, directed the Red Cross to another 

witness: I did not see Taylor wounded at Montbrehain ... I afterwards met a D.A.C. 

man (I think it was 4
th
 Division Ammunition Column) I know, named Pte Leo Elliott, 

who told me that he had found and buried a man of my Company named Taylor. He 

knew all about him ... I feel sure it must have been (him) ... though I think he said that 

he had not got his pay book on him. He must have been identified by letters or a disc 

...  

[Right: George Joseph Rayner, who was killed with Bateman. Australian War 

Memorial Negative Number P03449.001.]  

 When Elliott was finally tracked down, he confirmed having seen Taylor's 

body laid out prior to burial at what must have been the beginnings of High Tree: ... I saw him lying dead at 

a cemetery just outside Montbrehain ... the cemetery lies between the village and Bohain, just alongside of 

the light railway that was there ... to look at his wound, it looked very much as though one of his own bombs 

which he was carrying in his pocket went off and blew half his side out, that is all I can say about him ... he 

was a big, well-built chap, say 14 stone ... 

As we made our way down the row of graves to the far end [left] 

where 42 year old Private Charles Bateman lies in grave A.45 

[below right ], I couldn't help but notice in passing, the contrast in 

ages between him and three 18 year olds – two from The Buffs 

(East Kent Regiment) who fell on 8
th
 October and the other from 

the King’s Shropshires from the fighting of the 17
th
.  

 Bateman, a native of Kilburn, 

London, had emigrated to Australia at the 

age of 30 to farm, and had settled at East 

Brookton, WA. When war was declared 

however, he got his affairs in order and 

enlisted at Beverley, WA, on 12
th
 May 1915, sailing to Egypt with the 2

nd
 

Reinforcements to the 28
th
 Battalion, where, like the Taylor brothers, he transferred 

to the 2
nd

 Pioneers in March 1916. 

 In the end it was probably his not wanting to let his mates down that brought 

about his downfall. Even though his battalion had been belatedly called in to act as 

infantry in the quickly arranged fight, Private 3698 Alfred Preston later reported 

that on the morning of the attack, their officer had advised Bateman not to go up to the line, but to remain 

behind for other duties: ... but he was most anxious to be with his mates ï he persuaded the Captain to allow 

him to go... 

 Around an hour and a half after the advance had commenced that morning, 

due to shell fire, the Pioneers were forced to withdraw a short distance from where 

they had pushed out to. Private Charles Davis was one of the last people to see 

Bateman – barely alive: I saw ... Bateman of óCô Company lying wounded. He was 

groaning, and when I spoke to him he did not answer ... We were forced to 

withdraw some 500 yards to the rear, leaving our wounded lying in no-manôs land, 

unless the stretcher-bearers had already taken them away. I did not see Pte 

Bateman again ...  

[Left : Charles Bateman. Australian War Memorial Negative Number P04944.001.] 

 Of the men of the 2
nd

 Pioneers who perished that day out on the southern 

edge of Montbrehain, Taylor and Bateman were at least paid the small mercy of 

receiving an identified burial; many others were never seen again. One of these was 

21 year old Private 3380 Charles Linford . Although it was established that he 

died from shrapnel wounds to the head, and that he was later buried on the field by the Americans, the exact 

location of his grave was not recorded. His name, like so many others, is now inscribed on the Australian 

Memorial to the Missing at Villers-Bretonneux. On the anniversary of his death, his heartbroken family back 

in Byrneside, near Tatura, Victoria, placed a notice in The Argus that concluded:  

Our brave hero. 

When we see the boys returning 

Our hearts they throb with pain 

To think that youôre not there dear Charlie, 

And will never come again.  
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 On leaving the cemetery, we walked back past Joe Taylor’s 

headstone, next to which is the headstone of an unknown Australian 

[right ]. Could it perhaps be George Rayner or Charles Linford who lies 

beneath it?  

 You have to wonder. 

 In his book óWalking With The Anzacsô, Mat McLachlan quite 

rightly points out that Taylor’s grave is the most easterly Australian grave 

on Australiaôs last battlefield of the war. It is, as far as an attack carried 

out by Australians under Australian command is concerned, but there are 

other Australians who fell in later actions buried further to the east – as evidenced by the date of death of 

Corporal 1753B Roland (Dick) Leeson, who we’d just left at Calvaire – and it was these, along with some 

others who died in slightly more colourful circumstances, we were now on our way to see. Among them, one 

poor bloke who’d survived the fighting, but couldn’t escape the demons it had left him with; a disgraced 

Australian officer, and another bloke who took on a fish – and lost. 

 But that’s another story. 

 

Endnotes: (1) Horace Cruickshanks served on the Western Front with the 16
th
 Light Gauge Railway 

Operating Company. He enlisted on 12
th
 March 1917 and returned to Australia 1

st
 July 1919. (2) Photos 

supplied by Brett Arnfield and Graeme Hosken. (3) The Editor loves a good fishing yarn and will get Brett 

onto writing that story! 

____________________________________________________________ 

 

Follow up: Arthur Coad, 2nd Pioneers 
Graeme Hosken, Dubbo 

 

DIGGER 34 carried the story of Private 1898 Arthur Coad of the 2
nd

 Pioneer Battalion, who was killed near 

Montbrehain on 5
th
 October 1918 and has no known grave. Since the publication of the article, two things 

have happened to extend the story of this serviceman. 

 Firstly, Gary Clift recalled an Honour Avenue at Moyston in Victoria, between the Grampians and 

Ballarat, and – sure enough – Gary had a photograph of a plaque in front of one of the pine trees planted in 

Arthur Coad’s memory in 1933. 

 Secondly, the author was successful in contacting David Coad of Moyston, who was able to supply 

the photograph below of Arthur. David commented that the trees in the Honour Avenue were reaching the 

end of their lives and it is hoped that replanting will take place in the near future. 
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The Garth family in the Great War 
Andrew Pittaway, Fremantle, with thanks to Heather (Frev) Ford, Montrose. 

 

Tom Garth  was born in Lucknow, Bengal, India on 1
st
 June 1867 to Matthew and Dorothy Garth. After 

being educated in India and England he would spend a great deal of his life in the army, serving twenty one 

years with the Royal Fusiliers. In March 1893 he married a Sarah Ann Martin in Woolwich, London, and 

they would go on to have five children. John, born on 20
th
 October 1894 in St Annes, Alderney Island (in the 

Channel Islands); Thomas, born in India in 1895; Frank, born in September 1898 in Dover, England; 

Florence Lillian (Lily) and Reginald (Reggie) in 1902 in Woolwich, London. With Thomas in the army, the 

family moved around considerably in the early years, with stints in India, Gibraltar, Malta, Cairo and 

Khartoum and finally back to England. 

 When Thomas left the army the family decided to migrate to Western Australia, and they arrived in 

Fremantle in 1910. After their arrival and setting up the family home, Thomas took up work as a labourer, 

and the two youngest children, Lily and Reggie, were sent to school in Perth to complete their education. The 

three eldest sons found a variety of work: John took up work as a clerk; Thomas as a driver, and Frank as a 

printer and compositor with the Western Australian Newspapers. 

 Whether it was a result of their father’s military background, John, 

Thomas and Frank all enthusiastically served in the Citizen Military Forces. 

John served as a gunner at the Royal Australian Garrison Artillery Barracks in 

Fremantle, Thomas with the 37
th
 Battery Coastal Artillery, and Frank with the 

88A Citizen Military Forces Cadets.  

 When war was declared it was no surprise that the boys would serve 

in the Australian Imperial Force. However it was their father who was the first 

to enlist, with Thomas (snr) immediately offering his services to the AIF. 

Being 48 years old at the time, he put his age down to 42 but was still 

accepted as fit for service. He was assigned to the 16
th
 Battalion AIF with the 

regimental number 263. On 24
th
 September, Tom [right ] was promoted to 

sergeant, but in December he was discharged from the AIF due to misconduct. 

Unfortunately nothing further is stated as to say what this misconduct was. 

 Thomas (jnr)  was the next to enlist in September 1914, and due to his artillery experience he was 

assigned to the 8
th
 Battery of the 3

rd
 Field Artillery Brigade with the rank of driver and the regimental 

number 2149. He sailed from Fremantle on 2
nd

 November 1914 aboard the HMAT Medic. 

 Thomas (snr) tried again in March 1915, and after putting his age down was once again accepted. 

This time he was assigned to the 28
th
 Battalion with the regimental number 782 and he set sail from 

Fremantle on 29
th
 June 1915 aboard the HMAT Ascanius. 

 John had been serving full time with the Royal Australian Garrison 

Artillery at the Fremantle Artillery Barracks and had been waiting for the 

permanent gunners to be given permission to serve abroad. On 1
st
 June 1915, John 

[left] and many other permanent artillerymen enlisted at the Fremantle Barracks to 

serve in the 36
th
 Heavy Artillery Group. They were then sent to Melbourne, where 

on June 10
th
 1915 they joined other permanent artillerymen who had been enlisted 

in the other states and sailed from Melbourne aboard the HMAT Orsova on 17
th
 

July 1915. 

 Frank  put his age up by several months to enlist in June 1915, and was 

assigned to the 6
th
 Reinforcements to the 16

th
 Battalion with the regimental number 

2298. Eleven days after enlisting in the AIF, Frank found himself on the troopship 

HMAT Wandilla in Fremantle Harbour, embarking for service overseas. 

 With the departure of his father and three elder brothers from the family 

home, and not wanting to be left behind, young Reggie soon took the matter into his own hands. As reported 

at the time by the ‘Camperdown Chronicle’:  

Influenced by his martial ardour and the spirit of adventure, Reggie Garth of Clarence Street, Mt Lawley, 

Perth, who is 12 years of age, stowed away on the Mooltan on the 24
th
 May, intending to go on to Egypt, but 

he was discovered and returned to Perth on the Mongolia. His father has just sailed for Egypt, a brother is 

fighting at the Dardanelles, another brother is in camp at Blackboy Hill Camp, and the third is about to 

leave with the Australian Artillery Siege Corps. Reggie, therefore, felt forlorn and inefficient. óI do not want 

to be out of itô, he said this morning, óthat would be no good to a manô. He wanted to shoot something ï a 

Turk for preference ï so he set out for Egypt. 
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óI was well prepared,ô said he. óFather had given me some 

money and I watched for the next boat that would leave 

Fremantle and I found out it would be the Mooltan which was 

due to leave on Empire Day. I placed a pair of stockings and a 

clean shirt in my school bag, and made my way to the railway 

station. I bought a ticket there with the money father had given 

me. I must have got on board the Mooltan about 2.30 in the 

afternoon. She left about 4 or 5 oôclock. No I did not feel that I 

wanted to cry as I saw Fremantle being left behind. I was glad 

because I was going to fight.  

óCan I shoot?ô he said scornfully, óOf course I can. Why, when 

we used to live in Katanning my brother had a rifle and I used to 

let it off sometimes. Well I wasnôt found out till later on that day. 

The steward came to me and said ñWhereôs your ticket?ò Of 

course I had no ticket. All I had was my school bag and a change 

of clothes. A man must have a change of clothes when he goes 

out to fight. The steward took me to the purser, laughed as I said 

something. Then the purser laughed and said something to the 

steward. Then they took me and gave me a whole cabin to myself. 

I was not very sick, only a little bit. Next day they took me along 

and introduced me to other soldiers. 

óCol. Fiaschi of New South Wales 

[right ] was on board with a number 

of other Red Cross men and nurses. They all treated me very well. Col. Fiaschi 

wanted me to go and be bugler for him, and all the men said that they would like 

me to go with them to the base hospital in Egypt, and I wanted to go too, but the 

P&O Agent at Colombo stopped me. I was treated real well in Colombo. I used 

to live on a big police boat there and they sent my meals down from the hotel. 

Coming back on the Mongolia I tried to make myself useful. I cleaned all the 

brass work up in the chart house and used to carry meals to the cabin.ô 

The last that was seen of the youth was the sight of a brown figure in his 

motherôs arms. 

[Above: Reggie Garth. Australian War Memorial Negative Number C01012. 

Right: Colonel Fiaschi. Australian War Memorial Negative number C01010.] 

 

Young Reggie became a minor celebrity and through the war years helped the local entertainment groups 

performing for wounded soldiers at the Base Hospital. Fortunately, Reggie did not make it to this war, as the 

Garth family were to pay a high price. 

 Strangely, it was the last of the Garths to enlist, Frank , who 

would be the first to reach the Dardanelles. Six weeks after enlisting in 

WA, Frank [left] found himself taken on strength of the 16
th
 Battalion 

at Anzac Cove on August 2
nd

. Three days later Thomas (jnr) also 

reached Gallipoli. He had been serving as a driver for the 3
rd
 Field 

Artill ery Brigade in Egypt and had only just received orders to join the 

8
th
 Battery in the southern portion of Anzac. Their arrival coincided 

with the start of the August offensive, and Thomas (jnr) was busy in 

helping the 8
th
 Battery provide fire support for the various actions 

taking place. Frank was soon heading through the scrubby gullies of 

northern Anzac with the 16
th
 Battalion as they advanced towards Hill 

971. He later penned a letter home about the action: 

We had been marching all night, each man carrying 270 rounds of 

ammunition, two tins of beef, a haversack full of hard biscuits, water 

bottle full, two bandoliers, two gas respirators with a shovel and a 

pick for digging in, two sandbags, rifle and bayonet & entrenching 

tool and I had to carry a bomb as I am a bomb carrier. So you can tell 

after going all night over hills with bullets knocking our chaps out 

every minute was not too sweet. When we reached the hill they pushed 
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us up to the firing line, and then we charged. It was grand the way our chaps went for them, Ghurkhas and 

Australians & Dublin Fusiliers mixed. I was in the rush and saw a Turk about five yards in front. I dropped 

my pack and went for him but he was below a ridge about 3 feet high. I made a jump over the ridge and the 

bullet caught me while I was in the air and I came down on my head, my bayonet sticking in the ground. The 

Turk made a jab at me with his bayonet but he had three through him before he could get to me. It was grand 

& yet it was awful some of the sights could not be described. I had to stagger about three miles to get away 

from snipers and then I had to wait on the beach 9 hours. 

 

Frank was evacuated and eventually reached hospital in Egypt. While he was in hospital he was visited by 

his father Thomas who had just arrived with the 28
th
 Battalion. However, Thomas senior’s time in Egypt 

was brief, as on 4
th
 September the 28

th
 Battalion were sent to the Dardanelles. On arrival at Gallipoli they 

were sent to the north of the battlefield where they took up positions near the Apex and Rhododendron Spur. 

Thomas didn’t remain long at Anzac as he soon came down ill and was evacuated back to Egypt suffering 

from influenza and enteritis. Shortly after Tom’s arrival in Egypt, Frank was able to return to rejoin the 16
th
 

Battalion at Anzac. 

 Both Thomas (jnr) and Frank  saw out the rest of the Gallipoli campaign. Thomas left with the 8
th
 

Battery days before the evacuation while Frank left Gallipoli on 18
th
 December 1915 as part of the 16

th
’s ‘C’ 

Company Echelon. They returned to Egypt to find that their father Thomas (snr) had been invalided back 

home to Australia for three months rest. Thomas (jnr) remained with the 8
th
 Battery of the 3

rd
 Field Artillery 

Brigade and travelled with them to France in late March 1916, while Frank left the 16
th
 and took a transfer to 

the 4
th
 Division Artillery, specifically the 112

th
 Battery of the 24

th
 Howitzer Brigade. He travelled to France 

from Egypt in June 1916. 

 While the two Toms and Frank had been at Gallipoli, John Garth had departed from Melbourne in 

July 1915 and had gone straight to England with the Australian Siege Brigade. They were stationed at Lydd, 

then Taunton in Somerset where they spent the Christmas of 1915. On March 2
nd

 1916 the 55
th
 Battery of the 

36
th
 Heavy Artillery Group arrived at Boulogne, France. They spent three days here and on March 7

th
 left 

with their guns and travelled to Mont St Eloy near Arras where they went into billets. On March 16
th
 1916 

the men of the Siege Brigade suffered their first casualties when the Germans shelled their billets [see 

DIGGER 26]. Three of the gunners were killed and fourteen others, including John Garth, were wounded. 

John in fact had been seriously wounded, being hit by shrapnel in the head, back and wrist. He was 

evacuated back to hospital in England where he remained until August 1916. John was then invalided back 

to Australia aboard a hospital ship NZHS Marama. Arriving in Fremantle, John was admitted to No. 8 AGH 

and, being medically unfit for further service, was discharged from the AIF in February 1917. 

 Thomas (jnr) had arrived in France in March 1916 and Frank  in June 1916. They no doubt would 

have been surprised to hear that their father was soon to join them. Tom (snr) had left Australia with the 12
th
 

Reinforcements to the 28
th
 Battalion and arrived in France in June 1916, where he initially went to the 2

nd
 

Australian Division Base Depot. 

 Frank  was the first to take part in a large battle in France when his 24
th
 Howitzer Brigade provided 

artillery support to the infantry at Fromelles on July 19
th
 1916. Due to their inexperience, the artillery fire 

was not that supportive and unfortunately the infantry paid the price for the artillery’s ineffectiveness. A few 

days later Tom (jnr)  was in the thick of it at Pozieres when the 8
th
 Battery provided fire support for the 

Australian infantry’s assault. The 8
th
 Battery, as part of the 3

rd
 Field Artillery Brigade, continued to support 

the infantry attacks through the Somme campaign. He would soon be firing in support of his dad, as on 2
nd

 

August 1916 Tom (snr) was taken on strength of the 28
th
 Battalion at Pozieres. The 28

th
 Battalion had been 

badly mauled on 29
th
 July and there were many gaps in the ranks which the 12

th
 Reinforcements helped to 

fill. Tom (snr) advanced with the 28
th
 Battalion on August 4

th
 when they captured the land near the 

Windmill position at Pozieres. 

 After its time at Pozieres and Mouquet Farm, the 28
th
 Battalion was sent north to Belgium to recover 

its strength. However by October the 28
th
 Battalion was back on the Somme battlefield, which had by now 

become a muddy wasteland. On 3
rd
 November 1916 the 28

th
 Battalion were tasked with the capture of the 

German trench opposite their positions. In the morass of the battlefield, the attack was a failure, with high 

casualties; Tom Garth (snr)  being among those men killed. He had been reportedly hit in No-man’s land by 

machine-gun fire (and shrapnel) and his body does not seem to have been recovered. There was a later 

unconfirmed report of him being buried near Maze Trench at Gueudecourt but after the war no grave could 

be located and he is commemorated on the Villers-Bretonneux Memorial. Most of the 7
th
 Brigade men killed 

in this attack lie in Warlencourt British and AIF Burial Ground Cemeteries. 
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 The loss of Tom (snr) was a devastating blow to the family, though it is not known how soon the 

news was relayed to his two sons still in France. Thomas (jnr) was currently out of the line, doing 

instruction at the Trench Mortar Battery School while Frank  was now also on the old Somme battlefield 

with the 24
th
 Howitzer Brigade. 

 On 12
th
 December 1916, Frank  was killed by shrapnel when the battery was in the vicinity of Flers. 

Frank was buried between Delville Wood and Flers; the only map reference being given at the time was ½ 

mile south of Flers and 2½ miles NW of Combles. It seems that Frank initially had a memorial cross put up 

for him in Bulls Road Cemetery, but as his exact burial place could not be located after the war he is also 

commemorated on the Villers-Bretonneux Memorial. 

 With the loss of Thomas and Frank in the space of just over a month, the incapacity of John who had 

just returned back to WA, and his younger brother and sister not yet 15, Thomas (jnr) petitioned the 

authorities to return to Australia, as he would now need to support the whole family. He was then in hospital 

in France suffering from a severe bout of influenza and general debility. On 20
th
 January 1917 he left the 

hospital at Rouen and was evacuated to England. He remained in hospital until the end of March 1917. 

Meanwhile, his application to return home to care for his family had been passed up the chain of command 

of the 1
st
 Division and had been approved due to the special circumstances. On 4

th
 May 1917 Thomas (jnr) 

boarded the HMAT Miltiades in Devonport Harbour and returned to WA. He was discharged from the AIF 

on 16
th
 July 1917. 

 After her son’s return from the war, Sarah Garth moved to Tasmania and by 1928 she was living at 

Dulwich Hill, NSW. She died in 1943 aged 75. 

 Since his return to Australia, John Garth had been a frequent visitor to hospital, having to undergo 

several operations as a result of his war wounds. In 1919 he married Josephine Gertrude Smith at St Alban’s 

Church in Highgate, WA, and they would have one son, also named John. Despite the incapacity due to his 

wounds, John worked for the Repatriation Department and did a lot of volunteer work for Legacy. In 1929 

John died in York, WA, from his wounds. His loss was much lamented and the WA RSL publication 

Listening Post had the following to say about John: John Garthôs work since the war, particularly in the 

interests of deceased soldiersô children, is known to all returned men and to the public at large. His 

humanity, which was displayed officially in connection with his work in the Repatriation Department, and 

his outside activities, especially that with the Legacy Club, will make his loss a heartfelt one. His general 

kindness to sons of deceased soldiers and to the widows of the war, together with his lovable disposition, had 

made him a host of personal friends. Jackôs great sufferings as the result of his war service did not deter him 

in his humane work. Soldiersô boys, soldiersô widows, and soldiers, too, mourn his loss, and on their behalf 

we extend sincere sympathy to Mrs. Garth and her infant son. Jack Garth was a guardian and a friend to the 

orphaned children of the war. John was buried in Karrakatta Cemetery. 

 

Thomas Garth married Kate Campbell in Perth in 1919 and they would go on to have six children: 

Florence, Doris, Melvian, Thelma, Patricia and Charles. In World War II, Tom enlisted in March 1942 and 

served in the 1
st
 Perth Battalion of the Volunteer Defence Corps. In 1966, living in Applecross, WA, he 

claimed the Anzac Medallions for himself, his father and Frank. Tom died in 1969 aged 72 years. 

 And what of Reggie, the young schoolboy who wanted to fight? He moved with his mother to 

Tasmania and then to New South Wales. In 1923 at Mosman, Sydney, he married Dorothy Isobel Peter and 

they would go on to have three children: two girls and a boy. Reg worked as an electrician and Dorothy as a 

teacher and through to the early 1930s they lived in Coogee and Clovelly, and in 1936 moved to Bankstown. 

Reginald was now working as a mechanic. In 1937 the family moved to Slade Point, Mirani, Queensland, 

with Reg working as a radio mechanic. 

 Reg enlisted into the 2
nd

 AIF at Mackay, Qld, on 8
th
 November 1941 with 

the service number QX18905 [right ]. With the Japanese threat on the horizon, 

Dorothy and the kids moved back south to Launceston, Tasmania. It seems Reg 

served in Australia, with stints in Queensland with the AEME, then No. 4 

Independent Company whose designation changed to the 2/4 Independent 

Company. He served with them in the Northern Territory. In August 1942 he was 

transferred to the Victorian Line of Communication Signal section. In May 1943 

Reg was transferred to the AEME but continued to work in the Victorian Line of 

Communication area. In June 1944, Reg requested a discharge from the army and 

this was granted. Reg died in Launceston on 16
th
 June 1959, aged 57, and was 

buried at Carr Villa Memorial Park, Launceston. His wife Dorothy died in 

Melbourne in 1960. 
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Corporal 2639 Frederick Litchfield, 12th Battalion 
Andrew McDonald, Everton Park 

 

One of the great joys of acquiring anything historical is that you can hold something precious and tangible in 

the palm of your hands from a moment in time long ago and let your mind wander. It’s a strange feeling. In 

August of 2010 a wonderful fellow collector I know offered to part with a medal that had been in his 

collection for a long time. He knew how interested I was in the Great War and after we agreed on a price, the 

medal was on its way to my house here in Brisbane.  

 It was a little worn and had clearly seen some mileage in its long life, with dings and the odd knock 

here and there. But then again, what hasn’t after 90 odd years of existence? It was a British War Medal 

issued at the end of the Great War. More than six million were issued to servicemen and women who served 

their countries during a very dark time in human history. Thankfully, the then respective governments of the 

time were generous enough with public funds to ensure that each medal issued was inscribed with the name 

(and service number and unit) of the recipient. As a result of that, people like me can tap into various 

archives and records and uncover the service life of the man behind the medal.  

 Fred Litchfield  was in fact English by birth. He was born 

in Rushden, Northamptonshire, in April 1893 to parents Fred and 

Sarah Litchfield. At some point in his life, Fred and his family 

took passage to Australia where they eventually settled in 

Queensland. Like so many men of the time, Fred was anything but 

a man of means. He gave his occupation on his enlistment papers 

as ‘labourer’. I can imagine that title just about covered every 

backbreaking and unsavoury chore you could think of. Life was 

much harder then and many people worked close to the poverty 

line.  

 Fred’s life changed forever on 11
th
 August 1915 when, in 

Toowoomba, he swore the oath to resist His Majestyôs enemies 

and cause His Majestyôs peace to be kept and maintained. Fred 

was now a soldier of the Australian Imperial Force: more 

specifically, the 6
th
 Reinforcements of the 26

th
 Battalion. He 

would leave the safety of his new home from Brisbane aboard the 

HMAT Seang Bee. He would never return home.  

[Above: Fred Litchfield.] 

 Soon after arriving at Zeitoun, Egypt, on 1
st
 March 1916 Fred was allotted to fill the gaps in the 12

th
 

Battalion (SA, WA & Tas), produced by its period of service on Gallipoli. The 12
th
 Battalion sailed for 

France on 29
th
 March.    

 Fred reached the Western Front as part of the British Expeditionary Force on 5
th
 April 1916. Fred 

must have served at Pozieres and Mouquet Farm where the 12
th
 Battalion was heavily involved in the horrors 

of the Somme battles. I can only assume that he was there in the thick of it and endured sights that 

overwhelmingly affected every single man present. Fred survived the battles but succumbed to influenza in 

late December 1916. He was removed from the front line for three months to recover and returned to his unit 

on 12
th
 April 1917.  

 Fred’s leadership abilities as a soldier came to his superiors’ attention and he was promoted to lance 

corporal on 10
th
 May 1917. Much as I respect the Australian as a front line soldier, it’s not uncommon to see 

some minor infringement entered somewhere on their service records: a forfeiture of pay for being absent 

from parade or perhaps overstaying leave in the UK. Fred has no such blemish on his records and as a result, 

I can’t help thinking that he really was a highly dependable human being.  

 Being on leave from 11
th
 August 1917 for two weeks would have brought some sense of normality 

for the soldier. I can only imagine how happy and how lucky men were to receive any time away from the 

Western Front, regardless of how long they had. Where would he have gone I wonder – to England or Paris –

and what would he have done? It’s probably best we don’t know since he was young and single, but before 

long he was back with his battalion and within a month of his return, Fred was wounded in the right forearm 

in the fighting at Polygon Wood on 19/20
th
 September. His injury was grave enough for him to be 

transported to England and so he missed the capture of Broodseinde Ridge in October. Having seen some of 

the photographs taken at the time by Frank Hurley, I’d expect just about every man there would have given 

up everything he owned to escape the horrors of Passchendaele. 
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 Fred’s injury was such that he spent some time in England recuperating. He convalesced for a while 

in Bath War Hospital. I can imagine that he would have made a point at some stage of returning to his 

birthplace and knocking on the odd door of a close family friend or relative. No doubt he would have made 

quite an impression on them: a young soldier with that very distinctive slouch hat that only an AIF soldier 

could wear. Eventually he made his way back via a number of convalescent and training establishments at 

Hurdcott and Longbridge-Deverill. 

 Fred was back with his unit in France 

on 21
st
 June 1918. He arrived in time to take 

part in the great counter offensives at Albert 

and Amiens. These were pivotal moments for 

an Australian soldier and perhaps at no earlier 

time was it possible to dream of an end to the 

war and a swift victory. It was August 23
rd
 

1918 and three weeks after being promoted to 

corporal, Fred and his battalion took part in a 

large scale thrust eastward near the village of 

Proyart in Northern France. At some point in 

the day, the men of 12
th
 Battalion were given 

the difficult task of clearing some machine-

gun posts slowing the progress of their 

battalion and inflicting too many casualties. 

[These German posts were probably in Marly 

Wood – see map taken from 12
th
 Battalion 

unit diary at right .]  

 Sadly, Fred was one of their number who fell. There’s no casualty form mention of how Fred died 

that day. However, his parents felt so strongly about his death that they submitted his photo to a publishing 

house then releasing large books on local heroes of the Great War. I have the great pleasure of knowing what 

Fred looked like as his photo graces the 1919 edition of Queenslanders who fought in the Great War. 

Alongside each photograph is a brief story of their lives, and with Fred an indication of how he died.  

 Fred was killed when trying to capture a machine 

gun which was hidden and was causing a lot of trouble. As 

acts of courage go, this would have to be up there with the 

finest, I thought. Did he do so single-handedly or as part of 

a team? I don’t suppose we’ll ever find out … and does it 

really matter? Regardless of whether he died in the midst 

of his platoon or acting on his own initiative, his courage 

was never in question.  

 I hope very much to visit Fred’s grave in Heath 

Cemetery near Harbonierres someday and when I do, I’d 

very much like to rest my hands on his grave and tell him 

that he has not been forgotten. 

[Left : The beautiful tree-lined entry to Heath Cemetery.] 

 

 
Private 1779 Henry Neil Bentley Mason, 5th Battalion 

Contributed by Kim Phillips, from www.spirits-of-gallipoli.com. 

 

During the period 1
st
 to 10

th
 June 1915, the 5

th
 Battalion had been in rest bivouac in 

Walkers Road, engaged in reorganisation and refitting, and training of reinforcements. 

Henry had volunteered for sapping duty. 

 Reports have it that Henry was shot by a sniper. He had been digging a sap when 

he got up to go and sharpen his pick. He was stooping down when a bullet struck him in 

the top of his head and passed out the back of his neck. He was carried down to the beach, 

but died on the way. 

 

Editorôs note: Kim’s website is amazing for its photographic database. Please visit! 

Marly Wood 

12
th
 Bn jumping off line 

Line reached by 12
th
 Bn, 23/8/18 

http://www.spirits-of-gallipoli.com/
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Private 289 Sydney William Strike, 30th Battalion 
Graeme Hosken and Helen Barber, Dubbo 

 

Sydney William (óSidô) Strike was born at Cudgegong near Mudgee, NSW, on 31
st
 March 1888 and was a 

27 year old, single clerk (working for CSR) when he enlisted in the AIF on 20
th
 July 1915. His father and 

next of kin was William Henry Strike of ‘Lochalsh’, 43 Epping Road, Double Bay. His mother was Bessie. 

At the time of his enlistment, Sydney was also a naval reservist of seven years standing, with special 

qualifications as a marksman.  

 Sid was medically examined at Liverpool camp and recorded as standing 5’6” tall and weighing 

120lb. He was first placed with the 9
th
 Reinforcements for the 13

th
 Battalion but was reallocated to ‘A’ 

Company of the 30
th
 Battalion (8

th
 Brigade) on 2

nd
 August. Sid embarked on the Beltana at Sydney on 9

th
 

November 1915 and reached Suez on 8
th
 December. Sid had short stays at Port Tewfik, Zeitoun, Heliopolis, 

Moascar and Ismailia before being stationed at Ferry Post (17
th
 December 1915 to 6

th
 February 1916) and 

Tel-el-Kebir (6
th
 February to 23

rd
 March). Time was then spent at the Rail Head, Brighton Beach, Sphinx 

Post and Gazelle Heights before a return to Ferry Post and Moascar. 

 Sid’s battalion (which formed part of the 5
th
 Division) embarked on the Hororata for France on 16

th
 

June 1916 and arrived in Marseilles on the 23
rd
. Sid’s ‘A’ Company remained in Marseilles on guard duty 

until all the 5
th
 Division had landed.  

 The 30
th
 Battalion formed part of the left-most attacking brigade at the Battle of Fromelles on 19

th
 

July 1916. The role of ‘B’, ‘C’ and ‘D’ Companies was to support the 32
nd

 and 31
st
 Battalions which led the 

attack on the German trenches, around 100 metres away, by carrying ammunition, bombs, shovels, barbed-

wire and sandbags. Sid’s ‘A’ Company was given the task of assisting the 8
th
 FCE to build a trench across 

No-man’s land to connect the Australian and German front lines. 

 At the end of the battle, the 30
th
 Battalion’s casualties amounted to 9 officers and 343 other ranks 

killed, wounded, missing or taken prisoner. Sid survived his stint in the German trenches but was admitted to 

the 1
st
 Casualty Clearing Station on 21

st
 July suffering from barbed-wire wounds to his hands. His wounds 

had turned septic and he was sent to England for treatment, being admitted to the General Hospital at 

Croydon on 27
th
 July.  

 On 18
th
 August, Sydney was transferred to the Epsom Hospital and was well enough to return to 

France on 14
th
 October. He rejoined his unit on 26

th
 October.  

 The extreme winter of 1916/17 saw Sid admitted to the 5
th
 General Hospital at Rouen suffering from 

trench feet on 15
th
 December 1916. He had suffered with the condition from 2

nd
 December, but the treatment 

must have been ineffective as he was sent to England on 19
th
 December, being admitted to the Royal Victoria 

Hospital at Netley. On 9
th
 January 1917, Sid was well enough to be transferred to the 3

rd
 Auxiliary Hospital 

at Dartford. He was granted furlough between 20
th
 January and 13

th
 February, reporting to Perham Downs on 

the 16
th
. His next move was to camp at Hurdcott on 14

th
 March. On 15

th
 June, Sid left Southampton for 

France and he rejoined his unit on 9
th
 July.  

 Sydney Strike remained with the 30
th
 Battalion until he was admitted to hospital with influenza on 

26
th
 April 1918. Once again, Sid found himself en route to England for medical treatment. When he reached 

Exeter War Hospital on 1
st
 May, his condition was now described as ‘trench fever (mild)’. Sid had recovered 

enough by 24
th
 May to go on two weeks leave, at the end of which he reported to No. 1 Command Depot at 

Sutton Veny. On 29
th
 June he moved to the Overseas Training Battalion at Longbridge-Deverill.  

 Sydney went AWL from midnight on 11
th
 July till 11pm on 12

th
 July. He was awarded three days 

Field Punishment No. 2 and lost four days pay.  

 The 24
th
 July saw Sid once again departing for France and he rejoined his unit four days later. He 

stayed with the 30
th
 Battalion during the final months of the war and the advance to the Hindenburg Line. 

Sydney sailed for England on 31
st
 January 1919 and had a small bout of sickness at Hurdcott on 2

nd
 

February. Sydney Strike embarked for Australia on the Trasos Montes on 7
th
 April and disembarked in 

Melbourne on 22
nd

 August. He was discharged from the AIF on 15
th
 October 1919.  

 Interestingly, Sid was eligible for the 1914/15 Star as he had served in the RAN as an able bodied 

seaman (and part of the AN&MEF) from 16
th
 August 1914 to 31

st
 January 1915. It appears that he had 

contracted malaria in December 1914 while in New Guinea, and testing for this condition seems to have 

caused the delay between his arrival in Australia in August 1919 and subsequent discharge nearly four 

months later.   

 Sydney married Mary Ann Cox in 1929. He passed away in 1974, one year after his wife.  

_______________________________ 
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The preceding profile was written mainly using Sid’s service record, but we are fortunate that member Helen 

Barber has one of Sid’s diaries which covers most of 1916. Using Sid’s own words, we can glean a better 

understanding of his experiences in the year that saw the AIF regroup in Egypt and arrive on the Western 

Front. 

  

Egypt 
Sid’s account of his time spent at Tel-el-Kebir includes: descriptions of the weather (a perfect day appears 

often); the names of ships heading north or south along the Suez Canal; the undergoing of route marches, 

bayonet drill and physical fitness exercises; visiting Indians of the Hyderabad Lancers for a cup of tea; doing 

various fatigues and company duties; visiting the YMCA and going to the pictures; outpost duty; attending 

Sunday church services; writing letters, and lots of ‘standing around’.  

 Below are selected extracts from the diary. 

 On Sunday, 20
th
 February, Sid made a bet with Harry Richards of 10 ódisastersô not to swear before 

21
st
 March.    

 At last the 29
th
 & 31

st
 has arrived & we are now a full brigade for the first time. [24

th
 February] 

 Had our colours (Purple & Gold) announced today. [27
th
 February] 

 NCO class started this morning for the battalion. I joined for another try. Parade at 10am doing 

open order work. Brigade inspected by General Birdwood. He has a most impressive appearance & soon 

became firm favourite with all hands. [28
th
 February] 

 I got into trouble with the óHeadsô over a patrol & decided to throw in the NCO class in 

consequence. [10
th
 March] 

 My birthday, what a change from last year. [31
st
 March] 

 Had an attack of fever, also of diarrhoea & feel anything but good. [6
th
 April]  

 All hands getting full up of this hole of a place & all anxious for a change. [13
th
 May] 

 Artilleryman drowned in the canal. [14
th
 May] 

 Another man drowned in the canal. [17
th
 May] 

 Reveille 4am. Rehearsal this morning for big parade that is to take place this afternoon before Gen. 

Murray & Staff prior to or departure from Egypt. Every available man in camp was present. The above came 

off this afternoon at 5.30pm & was a great spectacular display, which would have been fully appreciated by 

Sydneyôs public on Centennial Park. Our brigade was commended for its marching & general efficiency. 

[25
th
 May]  

 Had a sorting out of gear this afternoon, dumping everything excepting what we could put in our 

knap-sacks & one complete change in our brown kit bags. All hands had a merry time, sorting out from the 

óDumpô heaps. [31
st
 May] 

 Went to dentist and had three teeth out. [2 June] 

 Alas we are doomed to disappointment, as our move [to France] has been postponed for 10 days. [6
th
 

June] 

 Memorial service held today for Lord ñKò. It was very impressive; the band excelling themselves 

playing the Dead March. [13 June] 

 
The journey to France 
Thousands of Australians sailed from Alexandria to Marseilles between March and June in 1916, but 

descriptions of the voyage are few and far between. Sid Strike’s recollections of the trip follow: 

 Reveille 5.30 for a change. At last our day of moving has 

arrived. Having moved off from Moascar Station at 6.40pm for 

Alexandria, where we arrived at 2.30am, going aboard the 

transport óHororataô A20 at 3am. We had a most enjoyable trip 

& had much fun with the natives. We had an easy day, playing 

cards most of the time. We also had it very hot, just as a gentle 

reminder of our sojourn in Egypt. [15
th
 June] Right: The A20 

Hororata. Source: http://alh-research.tripod.com/ships_lh.htm. 

 Took our time in rising today. Had a few minutes fatigue in the morning, rest of day being occupied 

in sleeping, reading & watching troops of the division embarking. We pulled out into the stream at 4pm, the 

other ships following shortly afterwards. Ship life is quite a change after our life of the last six months. 

Alexandria is easily the most attractive place, quite different from Cairo, etc. Transports are very numerous 

too. [16 June]  

http://alh-research.tripod.com/ships_lh.htm
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 é We met our convoy outside & started on a zig-zag course, in a northerly direction, although at 

dark we were steering due east. óAô Company were told off for boats crews, etc, the writer being in the gun 

crew. We have every prospect of having an easy time & good trip if the weather keeps fine. If food continues 

as such we will have nothing to complain of. [17
th
 June] 

 Reveille 6am. Only had porridge & tea for breakfast which did not please the men too well. Left the 

Generalôs boat [General Tivey – Ed.] astern during last night, & out of sight this morning. Church service 

11am on after well deck. We passed several steamers during day, & our convoy was changed several times. 

The sea is very calm, although a trifle windy. We had a run through with the gun at 4.30pm. Had land in 

sight all day on port side, supposed to be Crete. [18
th
 June] 

 We had a run through with gun drill, which I was a trifle rusty with. The gun layer attached to ships 

had two shots at 5.20pm which were very good ones é Our food is very good here & much appreciated. Life 

is very pleasant with two bands playing. [19
th
 June] 

 é Passed Sicily on our starboard side at noon. There is still [lots] of shipping in sight to break the 

monotony. Changed our convoy this morning for the last time. [20 June] 

 é Passed several more ships going both ways during the day. Weather very cool, with strong 

headwinds & choppy sea. Still very slow on board. We passed Sardinia during the afternoon. We expect to 

be in port about tea-time tomorrow. [21
st
 June] 

 Passed in our hammocks after breakfast. Had my breeches stolen last night. Sighted French coast at 

3pm. Arrived at Marseilles at 7pm, berthing at 9.15pm. The scenery here is most picturesque & the change is 

most gratifying after all the sand, dust, etc we have been through. Fell in at 10pm to go ashore, but, alas, 

only another of those military muck-ups. The air is much cooler here. Our trip ended as it started, splendid. 

[22
nd

 June] 

 Reveille 4am, breakfast 5am. óAô Company detailed to stay at Marseilles to do guard & picket until 

whole division has passed through. Left ship at 8am, marching out to convalescent camp about two miles 

north. The spot is an ideal one, and with proper treatment from our officers, we should have an enjoyable 

stay. [23
rd
 June] 

 

‘A’ Company of the 30
th
 Battalion remained in Marseilles on guard duty until 3

rd
 July, when Sid and his 

mates entrained for Northern France. On 5
th
 July he wrote: We saw Paris & the Eiffel Tower at a distance & 

were disappointed about not going through. The next day he passed through Amiens, Etaples and Boulogne 

before stopping for the night in Calais. On 7
th
 June, ‘A’ Company rejoined the battalion at its billets near 

Hazebrouck. 

 

Fromelles 
 Were issued with respirators and steel helmets. Fell in 8am, the whole brigade moving off at 9.15am 

bound for the trenches. We reached Estaires at 4pm, very tired indeed & great number of men falling out 

owing to bad feet. The writerôs were very bad é Fourteen miles travelled. [8
th
 July] 

 Fairly heavy bombardment during night on Lille front. Feet much better this morning & had 

blankets carried for a change. Left the billet at 9.15am for Jesus Farm, where we arrived at 12.30pm & 

billeted. We are still far from peak & our feet are still very sore. [9
th
 July] 

 Had to go the Doctor with my foot this morning. Two platoons from each Coy. of the Brigade left for 

the trenches, relieving the 14
th
 Battalion. [10

th
 July] 

 The balance of the battalion left for the trenches at 9pm. I went with them although foot very painful. 

Had my gear sent by transport. [11
th
 July] 

 Rose at 9.30am, having turned in at 1am this morning; pretty well dead beat. We had nice reception 

by machine guns on arrival. Lot of messing about allocating dug-outs. Corp & I finally settled. First 

anniversary of day of enlisting. [12
th
 July] 

 Went to dressing station and had foot dressed, which is much better. Took on job of batman to Mr 

Cadden, my platoon officer. Had old cookhouse at rear of our trenches destroyed by shell fire at 5pm. Pte 

Jackson, No. 2 Platoon being wounded in foot. He was first man hit in óAô Coy. [13
th
 July] 

 Busy all day preparing to move, being relieved by New Zealanders. Very heavy bombardment at 

about 9pm all along our line. Germans making unsuccessful raid. The above lasted about one hour & was 

like a hell. [15
th
 July] 

 Up about 8am. We arrived here, Fleurbaix, about 3.20am rather tired. All hands billeted in old 

school house & glad of rest. Large artillery bombarding all day. Drizzling rain all day, making things very 

miserable. This place is battered some & even now more are being killed by shell fire. 58
th
 Battalion cut up a 

bit this afternoon, losing upwards of 300 men killed and wounded. Packing up again for the trenches, where 
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we are to take part in big offensive. óAô Coy. allotted to build some trench between ours & the Germanôs 

front line. [16
th
 July] 

 Fell in & marched out at 1am this morning & marched to trenches, where we slept after the usual 

fooling, messing around. We were waiting in the communication trench all day. We marched out, & billeted 

late this afternoon. We were subjected to another heavy bombardment by enemy bombs and shrapnel, 

several men being hit. The projected attack was postponed. Foot still bad, otherwise OK. Our battalion had 

17 casualties today. [17
th
 July] 

 Resting all day, waiting for more excitement. Mulligan left us to join the Minerôs Battalion. Only 

slight bombardment during day. Had concert tonight, all hands being in best of spirits. [18
th
 July] 

 Anniversary of entering Camp. Reveille 7am. Things rather quiet on front last night. Had easy 

morning, all hands getting ready for the fray this afternoon. Fell in & started for trenches at 2pm, where 

there has been heavy bombardment since midday. Several of our men wounded while cramped in 

communication trench. We left here for front line at 6pm & our men started, say, at 7pm. Was sent with 

ammunition over No-manôs land & stayed in captured trench until we were driven out by enemy. It was a 

raging hell & I do not want another such dose. The carnage was terrible & most of our mates were either 

killed or wounded. [19
th
 July] 

 We received ---- from Germans after midnight last night & had to turn and run for our lives at about 

3am. I eventually reached trench, absolutely beat. They gave us heavy bombardment & we lost lots of men. 

Up to be relieved at 9am. We were kept waiting handy at the rear in case of being required but could have 

done with much quieter rest. Things are much quieter this afternoon & I hope this keeps up. Sid returned to 

this page later and added: Fromelles name of place above mentioned. [20
th
 July, Sid’s emphasis.]    

 We put in a freezing night, sleeping in the grass with no blankets. Things still quiet during the night. 

Hands very sore, through being caught in wire entanglements; had to go to the doctor. Hung out until after 

lunch when I went to hospital with septic poisoning. Arrived at Clearance Station at Estaires at tea-time. 

Donôt know how long will be here. Supposed to be off Battalion strength now. Upwards of 600 casualties in 

the 30
th
 & nearly 3 000 in Brigade. Received issue of rum this morning. [21

st
 July] 

       

After Fromelles 
Sydney kept writing entries in his diary until Saturday, October 14

th
 1916 – the day on which he began his 

return to France from the UK. After Fromelles, Sid was hospitalised at Croydon and Epsom and spent his 

leave (possibly with English relations) at Tavistock. A day of fishing and socialising was described by Sid 

as: absolutely best day for the last two years. The óspiritsô were OK. Nuff said. 

  

Sid’s diary was a Christmas gift from óMabel and Allan, Xmas 1914ô and his first entry did not occur until 9
th
 

October 1915, when the 30
th
 Battalion sailed from Sydney. At the end of 1915, he returned to the front of the 

diary and made it into a 1916 diary by crossing out the day and advancing it by one day (until February 28
th
) 

and by two days after that (as 1916 was a leap year). 

 Sid’s pride in his battalion can be seen in one note which he wrote in the front of his diary: 

We were first Australian troops to make charge against Germans. The other attacks were only raids. We 

went over on 19
th
 July 1916, the next went over on 22

nd
 July [at Pozieres – Ed.]. Our battalion received more 

decorations than any other Aust. Batt. for first appearance under fire. 

 At the back of the diary he also added some notes which are worth reading: 

 The 30
th
 Battalion had a record to be proud of. Theirs was a name spoken of always in the highest 

terms. Their conduct on leaving Sydney was unequalled. There was only one deserter from the whole 

battalion, a record I think for the Commonwealth. If given the opportunity, I think we will equal the deeds of 

previous battalions. Our finances stood at £1 872-16-2, raised all by our own efforts. I think this also 

constitutes a record for the Commonwealth. 

 óBeltanaô, A72: The óBeltanaô A72 which we were destined to 

be on board for 32 days, was a ship of which all hands were very well 

satisfied. She was not strange to some of us, owing to having done a 

trip on her sister ship, the óBerrimaô. The food was good, plentiful 

and the general conditions on a whole were very good. Her officers 

were very obliging & done all possible for us. All hands would be 

quite satisfied to travel in her again if necessary. [Right: The A72 

Beltana. Source: http://alh-research.tripod.com/ships_lh.htm] 

 Menu which we had for Xmas Dinner, kept up on 26-12-15: Roast beef, baked potatoes, boiled 

cabbage, plum pudding, preserved peaches, bottled lager, lemonade. 

http://alh-research.tripod.com/ships_lh.htm
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Endnotes: (1) Helen has other diaries of Sid’s, which may form the basis of a future article in DIGGER. (2) 

Though ‘A’ Company had the job of digging the trench across No-man’s lands at Fromelles, Sid’s diary tells 

us that he was involved in a carrying party similar to the other three companies of the 30
th
 Battalion. (3) The 

artilleryman who drowned in the Suez Canal on 14
th
 May 1916 was 21 year old Gunner 5564 Reginald 

Kendall Gray , 14
th
 Brigade AFA. The ROH does not have an entry for a drowning on 17.5.16. (4) 

Lieutenant Robert Labertouche Cadden returned to Australia in February 1917 suffering from 

neurasthenia but passed away from septic endocarditis and cardiac failure at the 4
th
 AGH, Randwick, on 28

th
 

December 1917. He left behind a widow, Eva Frances Cadden, whom he married after enlisting in 1915 (he 

stated he was single when he enlisted in April 1915). Cadden was wounded in the face and right hand by 

shrapnel on 11
th
 August 1916 and while being treated in England it was discovered that he had heart trouble 

brought on by rheumatic fever some nine years before. The medical examiners thought that his condition had 

been exacerbated by the conditions in France and he was declared totally incapacitated in May 1917. Cadden 

was buried in the Waverley Cemetery on 31
st
 December 1917 – another victim of the Great War. (5) Photos 

of troopships taken from member Bill Woerlee’s website (http://alh-research.tripod.com/ships_lh.htm) which 

contains photos of most of the troopships used by the AIF. Highly recommended if you are looking for a 

photograph of the ship(s) your Digger-ancestor sailed on.  

_________________________________________________________________________ 

 

Johan’s mural at De Dreve café, Polygon Wood, Belgium 
Johan Durnez, Waregem, and Graeme Hosken 

 

A visit to the Ieper Salient is not complete without having a drink and a yarn at Johan Vandewalle’s pub, De 

Dreve, opposite Polygon Wood. Johan has recently celebrated his 50
th
 birthday and friend and artist, Fille 

Buyse, presented Johan with a ‘gift’ he has long wished for – a mural showing the 1917 battlefield as it 

would have looked from the door of his hotel (or more precisely, from his grandparent’s farmhouse, 

destroyed in the war).  

 Most of the panorama is in black and white, apart from the left-hand corner scene showing two 

‘brothers-in-arms’: Jim Hunter holding his dying brother, John (49
th
 Battalion). John Hunter was one of the 

‘Zonnebeke Five’ – five AIF soldiers’ bodies recovered in 2006 by Johan, of whom two have been 

identified. Also in colour, running across the bottom of the mural, are the shoulder patches of all the 

battalions involved in the fighting at Polygon Wood in September 1917. 

 The mural extends right across one wall of the hotel and will provide another reason for Aussies to 

call in to De Dreve and the ‘Anzac Rest’ party tent at the back of the pub.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Above left: What else would you give a publican for his 50
th
 Birthday than some wine? Above right: The 

crowd gathers to watch the unveiling of the mural. On the right is one corner of Polygon Wood. If you are 

ever travelling in the Ieper area, you must call in to De Dreve. You will have the time of your life – and the 

best roast pork!  

 

http://alh-research.tripod.com/ships_lh.htm
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Above: Excerpts from the mural on Johan’s pub wall. The battle for Polygon Wood began at 5.30am on 26
th
 

September 1917. The intention was to build on the gains made during the Battle of Menin Road. The AIF 4
th
 

and 5
th
 Divisions were responsible for a 2 500 metre sector and one of their main objectives was Polygon 

Wood Buttes, the target on the Ypres district rifle range (shown in the scene, bottom left).   
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Lance Corporal 952 Reginald Norman Kemp 
Egyptian Section, Australian Provost Corps 

Trevor Munro, Dubbo, profiles three brothers who served. 

 

Reginald Norman Kemp was 20 years of age when he enlisted on 23
rd
 December 1914. He joined up 

around the same time as his older brother, Ted Kemp; the pair coming from Mackay in Queensland. Reg 

described himself as being single and working as a farmer when he joined the AIF. Another brother, Ray 

Kemp, also enlisted in the AIF. Both Reg and Ted would serve as light horsemen and as Military Mounted 

Police (MMP) for a time. Ray would serve with the 2
nd

 Light Horse and then in various dental units, mainly 

in the UK. 

 No doubt their father, William Thomas Kemp, was very proud of all three 

sons. ‘Bill’ himself had served as a lieutenant in the Fourth Queensland Imperial 

Bushmen Contingent during the Boer War. He proudly wore the Queen’s Medal with 

four clasps for the various campaigns he had been involved in while in South Africa 

from May 1900 up until August 1901. As can been seen from the photo of Bill to the 

left, he continued to proudly wear his uniform, presumably as an officer with the 

local militia. Just visible in the photo is his South Africa ribbon on his left breast. 

When his sons enlisted, William described himself as the proprietor of the Booningba 

Hotel, which was on the South Coast [Rail] Line, Queensland. William had 

previously owned the Commercial Hotel at Mackay. 

 Reg and Ted both became part of 

the 5
th
 Reinforcements for the 5

th
 Light Horse Regiment. The 

pair were aboard the troopship Malakuta when it sailed from 

Brisbane on 22
nd

 May 1915. The Malakuta [shown right ] arrived 

in Egypt a little over a month later.   

 The brothers continued their training in Egypt for the 

next few months; and it was not until 25
th
 September 1915 that 

the pair were sent to Anzac Cove. Both would serve on the 

Peninsula until December. Reg unfortunately had to be evacuated to Mudros (Lemnos Island) on 2
nd

 

December due to a venereal infection from his time in Egypt catching up with him. Reg was sent back to 

Egypt for treatment.  

 It was not until 10
th
 January 1916 that Reg was deemed fit enough to rejoin the 5

th
 Light Horse. The 

regiment was by now back in Egypt at a camp at Maadi [shown below]. Maadi was a small town on the 

outskirts of Cairo. It had a railway line 

from the city, which assisted in the 

movement of troops and stores. Six 

days after rejoining his unit, Reg went 

AWL for a day, and upon his return to 

camp he was awarded 7 days detention 

and forfeited 10 days pay. 

 In late February, Reg was 

admitted to hospital suffering enteric 

fever (but probably malaria). He 

received only a few days treatment and 

on 1
st
 March was fit enough to return 

to duty at the 2
nd

 Reserve [Training] Regiment. However only four days later, he was once again admitted to 

hospital, again due to enteric fever. 

[Left: Members of 

the 5
th
 LHR at 

Maadi. Australian 

War Memorial 

Negative Number 

H02775.] 

Right: Aust. light 

horsemen at Maadi. 

AWM Negative 

Number C02584.] 
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Becoming a military policeman 
On 4

th
 April 1916, Reg [right ] was released to duty, but rather than rejoining 

his regiment, Reg opted to volunteer for the Anzac Provost Corps. Reg joined 

several hundred other men at a training camp at Abbassia. Here the men 

trained and were assessed for their suitability to become military policemen. 

 On 26
th
 April, Ted also joined his brother at Abbassia, as he had also 

opted to become an MP. Reg’s file is scarce in details about his service 

during the remainder of 1916 and 1917, but it appears that after several 

months training he was accepted and became part of the Cairo Detachment. 

In early May a permanent detachment of officers and men was sent to Cairo 

to take control of the city’s discipline. The military police barracks were at 

Kasr-el-Nil and this would be the detachment’s home throughout the war. 

 Reg and Ted were probably both part of the remainder of the 

detachment that marched out of Abbassia in mid July 1916. The main 

training camp at Abbassia was then closed down, with a detachment of MMP 

(military mounted police) taking over disciplinary responsibilities there. The 

MMP also took up duty at the Heliopolis Detachment. [See map below for 

locations of Abbassia and Heliopolis.] 

 The Cairo Detachment was initially 

known as an ‘Infantry Detachment’, and as 

such, wore infantry-style puttees; thus they 

were not regarded as being mounted troops. 

The detachment would often be referred to as 

being MFP (military foot police), which was 

more in line with British terminology. The 

Egyptian Section of the Anzac Provost Corps 

consisted of some seven officers and initially 

about 250 men.  

 The photo below comes from Sergeant 

Ted McCrystal’s collection. (Ted was with the 

Cairo Detachment.) Many of the men doing 

the escort (including those mounted) are 

Australian military police. The photo was 

taken in Cairo in 1916. Sergeant McCrystal 

is one of the three lead marching MPs. 

 MMP continued to serve with the fighting divisions. In the 

Middle East (more so than in other theatres), the Australian Military 

Police often worked with New Zealand provosts. Although the name of 

the Corps inferred a mix of Australian and New Zealand military police, 

this did not formally occur; the New Zealanders choosing to remain 

autonomous. However it was not until early 1918 that the Australian 

Provost Corps formally came into being. 

 The Cairo Detachment was a busy one. The MPs worked a 24 

hour patrol system, with most of the men on duty at night to supervise 

men on leave from the various camps all over Cairo and its outskirts. The 

guard rooms at Kasr-el-Nil were constantly full of drunken soldiers and 

soldiers without proper leave passes, as well as numerous other 

defaulters.  

 Reg and Ted both remained at Cairo for the rest of 1916 and all 

of 1917. (Indeed, Reg was probably listed as being medically unfit for 

active service with the mounted divisions due to his occasional attacks of 

malaria.) In early January, Reg’s medical classification was upgraded, 

meaning he was suitable to serve with one of the mounted divisions. 

 The Australian Provost Corps (as it was now formally known) was acutely aware of its image to the 

ordinary soldier and endeavoured to rotate its men from the rear echelons forward to the fighting divisions. 

This was done in both France and in the Middle East. Where possible, all Australian military police were to 

have seen active service.  
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 Reg’s first transfer (in early January 1918) was still only near Cairo: to the Heliopolis detachment, 

which was a MMP (mounted) detachment. It numbered one officer and around fifty men. Reg remained at 

Heliopolis until early March 1918, when he was posted to a fighting division. 

 The emphasis in the Middle East had now moved to forcing the Turks onto the east bank of the 

Jordan River and the taking of Jericho. Shortly before this operation began, Sergeant Toone had taken over 

control of the divisional police (he became the provost sergeant for the Anzac Mounted Division). Toone 

took over from Sergeant Os McEwan, who returned to Australia. The division had ten MMP allocated to 

each LH brigade, as well as ten MMP and a clerk with divisional headquarters. The APM of the Division 

was initially Captain Watts and later Captain Cowen (in Watt’s absence). 

 The Anzac Mounted Division comprised the 1
st
 and 2

nd
 Australian Light Horse Brigades as well as 

the New Zealand Mounted Rifles Brigade. The New Zealand MMP also had a similar number allotted to its 

brigade. 

 Part of the Anzac Mounted Division left Ayun-Kara (now referred to as Ankara) in mid-February 

1918 and marched to Jerusalem. The Anzac Division took only a portion of its divisional and brigade police; 

the remainder stayed in Ayun-Kara under Sergeant Toone’s command. Jerusalem was easily taken and the 

Anzac Division was able to move into the foothills of the Jordan Valley.   

 The Anzac Mounted Division then returned to Jerusalem, and rested there until 25
th
 February before 

returning to Ayun-Kara. The Anzac Division once again rested as it awaited the next operation. It was here 

on 4
th
 March that Reg joined the MMP element under Sergeant Toone’s command. 

 On 13
th
 March the Anzac Mounted Division again moved into action. A small number of police 

remained at the Ayun-Kara Camp, and on this occasion Sergeant Toone was with the division. The bulk of 

the division arrived at Jerusalem on 17
th
 March, but heavy and continuous rain meant that the division had to 

stay in the city for three days.     

 Bad liquor and the 

normal temptations of a large 

town ensured the troops got 

into a fair amount of trouble. 

With only limited numbers, 

initially the police had little 

control over the men. 

However by 18
th
 March, a 

town picquet of two officers 

and 30 men was supplied. 

The local Imperial Military 

Police (British Red Caps) 

and the Anzac police had co-

ordinated sufficiently to 

quieten the men, and regain reasonable control of Jerusalem [shown above].   

 On 20
th
 March, the weather improved and the Anzac Division moved to Telat et Dumm in the 

foothills overlooking the Jordan Valley. During the march, which was carried out at night, police were sent 

ahead to clear the road and to guide the column over many bridges and defiles in the road. 

 

Crossing the Jordan River 
On 21

st
 March 1918, the APM of the Anzac Mounted Division, Captain Watts, with four of his police, left 

Telat et Dumm at roughly 1600 hours. They were part of a small advanced party of DHQ. Kasr Rajla 

Monastery was reached about 2300 hours and after a few hours rest the party moved to within 500 yards of 

the Jordan River. Here, the Turks were fighting a savage rearguard action, being strongly entrenched on the 

east bank.  

 Australian Engineers were able to get a pontoon bridge across the river at Makhadet Hajla, but 

despite getting large numbers of infantry (of the British 60
th
 Division) across the river, the Turkish rearguard 

was not easily dislodged. The light horse were unable to cross the river at this stage, and at around 1530 

hours the DHQ advanced party retired to the Monastery at Kasr Rajla. 

 It was not until 0600 hours on 23
rd
 March that the Turkish rearguard had been driven back 

sufficiently to allow other units to begin crossing. The advanced party of police immediately moved forward 

and commenced duty at the bridge [shown on the next page], and the Auckland Mounted Rifles were the 

first to cross at 0630 hours.  
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The photo [AWM B02735] shows 

several soldiers sitting on the bridge. 

Although not visible at this scale, one 

of the soldiers has a black armband 

and is probably a MMP. 

 The police tried various 

methods of getting man and beast 

across the slightly unwieldy bridge. 

They found the best way was as 

follows: ‘1. No Man to cross the 

bridge mounted. 2. There must be an 

interval of at least 4 feet between 

animals. 3. There must always be one 

man to each animal crossing. 4. All 

animals to cross in single file.ô  

 The 2
nd

 Light Horse Brigade 

was the next to cross during the 

morning, doing so without mishap. 

The small party of Anzac police were 

assisted by four Imperial police (Red Caps) from about 0900 to 1200 hours. 

 A second bridge was completed about 600 yards upstream. The Imperial police then manned that 

bridge, leaving the Anzac Police to man the original crossing point. Large numbers of infantry and two 

batteries of mountain guns were able to cross during the afternoon. The east bank started to become boggy, 

but the engineers soon remedied this. Around 1800 hours a guard of one officer and 12 men was detached 

from the infantry to man the bridge, with one policeman remaining on duty with the guard. Around this time 

the other bridge (‘North Bridge’), was closed for about six hours to improve its approaches on both sides. 

 The ‘South Bridge’ continued to allow supply camels and ammunition trains to cross in order to 

catch up to their fighting units. Elements of the 1
st
 Light Horse Brigade started to cross at 2100 hours. The 

New Zealand Mounted Rifles Brigade crossed the North Bridge at 0100 hours on 24
th
 March, with the 2

nd
 

Light Horse Brigade crossing the North Bridge at 0430 hours. As the various brigades were crossing, their 

brigade police also assisted. 

 Divisional Headquarters of the Anzac Mounted Division arrived at the South Bridge at 0800 hours 

on 24
th
 March. The rest of the DHQ police under Sergeant Toone then took control of the South Bridge. The 

advance party police then moved to the North Bridge and took control there, and by this time divisional 

troops and artillery were crossing. At 1400 hours the Camel Brigade began to cross. The brigade was split in 

half to use both bridges, and by 1600 hours the whole force was safely across the Jordan River. 

 The advance party of police, under Captain Watts, had worked continuously for 34 hours on the 

bridges, and it was largely due to their efforts that all men and animals crossed safely. Special mention was 

made (by the APM) of the work of Corporals Mills, Donnelly and O’Neill.  

 Wet weather once again set in and it was bitterly cold. The Anzac Mounted Division marched along 

a steep and narrow track up the hills to Ain el Hekr. After a few hours rest the column pushed on, marching 

all night. Passing through Na’aur, the column arrived at Birket umm Ammud on 26
th
 March 1918. It 

continued to rain heavily and the cold badly affected the troops. 

 The brigades engaged 

the enemy at Es Salt [shown 

right ] on the morning of 26
th
 

March. The brigades took 

about 160 prisoners, who were 

handed to the DHQ Police. The 

police had no arrangements to 

hold the Turks, so they were 

simply made to lie down in the 

open and an escort posted 

around them. The same 

procedure was also adopted in 

future operations. 
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 DHQ then moved towards Amman, taking up positions five miles northwest of the town. Operations 

were then commenced against the Hedjaz railway, east of Amman. Fifty-six more prisoners were received by 

DHQ; these were held until 28 March, when they were sent back to Shunet Numrin. During the 29
th
 and 30

th
 

DHQ remained in the same position. 

 The brigades were engaged in heavy fighting, but because of the wet weather no artillery could be 

brought forward to assist. The main objectives, a large tunnel and viaduct north east of Amman, remained in 

Turkish hands. Finally on 29/30
th
 March, the positions were taken and troops were able to enter the town.   

 The police had little to do during the actual fighting. There was no need for regulating water points, 

as there was an abundance of water in hollows and gullies following the heavy rain. The police handled the 

small numbers of prisoners taken. 

 On 30
th
 March the Turks counter-attacked strongly and the Anzac Mounted Division was forced to 

withdraw. On the 31
st
, DHQ moved to the crossroads above the village of Wadi Sir, and halted there to allow 

the Camel Brigade to clear the wadi. The 2
nd

 LH Brigade started to move down the Es Salt road; the NZMR 

Brigade forming the rearguard. 

 By the morning of 1
st
 April all 

troops were in retreat [shown left]. In 

the Anzac Division the NZMR Brigade 

continued to bring up the rear of the 

column. Shortly after moving off, the 

rearguard was attacked by Circassians, 

believed to be from Ain es Sir. Many 

Circassians were killed during the 

attack, and the rearguard also suffered 

heavy casualties. Unfortunately, a 

retaliatory attack could not be mounted 

as a larger Turkish force began to close 

on the column. 

 A defensive position was taken 

up near Khirbet Kerade, overlooking 

the valley. Here DHQ and the rearguard remained, allowing the British infantry to head well on their way to 

Shunet Nimrin. The force bivouacked at Shunet Nimrin on the night of 1
st
 April, and early on the morning of 

the 2
nd

 crossed the Jordan River at the Ghoraniyeh Bridge, where two substantial pontoon bridges had been 

built.  

 On 4
th
 April, a more permanent police post was placed on the Ghoraniyeh Bridge. It consisted of one 

police sergeant (Sergeant Brown) and four police, and they were assisted by a regimental guard of nine 

men. The police were once again tasked to regulate traffic across the bridges. The entire force was clear of 

the bridges by 1400 hrs.   

 DHQ, 2
nd

 LH Brigade and the NZMR Brigade took up positions on the Wadi Kelt, between Jericho 

and the Jordan. The 1
st
 LH Brigade took up a defensive position east of the Ghoraniyeh Bridge. The 

divisional and brigade police carried out their usual watering tasks as well as acting as guides for the various 

units.  

 On 6
th
 April the Anzac police received six police from the Desert Mounted Corps detachment as 

temporary attachments. These men assisted in the policing of Jericho and the supply dumps to the south of 

that town. The police had little trouble from the troops around Jericho.  

 The remainder of April was relatively quiet, with the exception of 11
th
 April, when the Turks 

attacked the Ghoraniyeh defences, but were repulsed with heavy losses. Police dealt with around 80 

prisoners who were taken during the attack. Otherwise the police had little to do with the attack. 

 On 19
th
 April the allies sent a large force across the Jordan. The police continued to control both 

bridges as the troops crossed and then shortly after returned. The permanent police post on the Ghoraniyeh 

Bridge remained until 28
th
 April. Throughout the month it had received more than its fair share of being 

shelled, as well as attacks from hostile aircraft.  

 The photo on the next page is from Sergeant Toone’s collection (Toone is marked with the cross at 

the middle rear). It is not known if the photo shows the MMP of the Anzac Mounted Division or the 

Australian Mounted Division (his later posting). Either way, it no doubt shows the bulk of the MMP 

detachment for a fighting division. Possibly it is the Anzac Division, as one of the men is wearing a lemon 

squeezer style slouch hat (a Kiwi). The two officers to the right of the group may be Captain Watts and (at 

that time) Lieutenant Cowen.  
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In early May 1918, Captain Watts was sent back to Cairo, and his Assistant APM, Lieutenant Cowen, took 

charge in his absence. Towards the end of the month, Lieutenant G McCarthy  joined the division. Later, 

Captain P Martin  would become the Acting APM. Towards the end of 1918 Captain Watts rejoined the 

detachment. Reg Kemp remained posted to the Anzac Mounted Division for the remainder of 1918 and into 

1919. In August 1918 he was sent to hospital, only spending two days away before rejoining his unit. 

 On 25
th
 October 1918, Reg was attached to the 1

st
 Brigade Headquarters (prior to this we can assume 

that Reg had been with the divisional headquarters section). On 22
nd

 December, Reg was promoted to 

corporal, and he remained attached to the 1
st
 Brigade Headquarters until 18

th
 February 1919, when he 

rejoined the Divisional HQ section. 

 Reg returned to duty in Cairo on 24
th
 April 1919. He then remained in Cairo until he was granted a 

passage back to Australia aboard the troopship Delta in early August. Reginald Kemp was discharged from 

the AIF in Brisbane on 20
th
 November 1919.  

 After the war Reg resumed a farming life, working on his brother-in-law’s farm at Sarina, Qld. In 

November 1921 he married Agnes McGinn. The couple then purchased their own farm at óShinfieldô, Sarina, 

where they raised their three eldest children. Marcia was born in November 1922, Betty in June 1924 and 

Noela in June 1926.  

 Apparently, Reg had bigger plans and sold the farm to go to New Guinea to search for gold with a 

brother-in-law, but unfortunately that venture failed. Upon his return to Queensland he obtained a job with 

Main Roads at Mackay. However, after a while he purchased a sugar cane farm at Koumala, about 60 

kilometres south of Mackay. Here, he and Agnes had three more children: William in April 1928; Norman in 

November 1933 and Barbara in late November 1937. 

 During World War II, Reg served as a corporal in the VDC (Voluntary Defence Corps). During the 

war a party of Japanese landed on a beach near Carmila, south of Mackay, and Reg and five other men were 

sent on horseback to investigate. They found signs of the Japs having been there and waited for several days 

to see if they would return, but nothing eventuated. 

 Reg remained on the Koumala farm until 1951, when he sold the property. Reg then had several 

different ventures until retiring in 1961. Reg and Agnes retired to Mackay. Reg died in 1970 and Agnes 

passed away in 1986. 

 

Trooper 988 Edward William George Kemp 

Egyptian Section, Anzac Provost Corps/5th Light Horse Regiment 
 

Edward óTedô Kemp was 24 years of age when he enlisted and was some four years older than his brother 

Reg. Ted described himself as a miner when he joined up at Mackay. His official enlistment date was 30
th
 

December 1914, a week later than Reg’s. 

 Like Reg, Ted became part of the 5
th
 Reinforcements for the 5

th
 Light Horse Regiment, and sailed 

aboard the same troopship to Egypt as his brother.  
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 Ted was sent to Anzac Cove in September 1915. 

The wintry conditions on the Peninsula took their toll on 

Ted, and on 3 December he was evacuated back to Egypt 

suffering from frostbite. He was admitted to No. 2 

Australian General Hospital at Ghezireh on 12
th
 December. 

By 4
th
 January, Ted was fit enough to be sent to a 

convalescent camp at Helouan.   

 On 14
th
 January 1916, Ted rejoined the 5

th
 Light 

Horse Regiment. On 1
st
 March Ted was shown as being sent 

to the 2
nd

 Light Horse Reserve Regiment at Maadi. While at 

Maadi, on 24
th
 March Ted was charged with being ‘absent 

from parade’. Ted was confined to barracks for three days 

for his indiscretion. 

 Rather than returning to the 5
th
 Light Horse, on 26

th
 

April Ted volunteered to join the Anzac Provost Corps. He 

once again joined his brother, Reg, who was already at the 

Abbassia military police training camp. Like Reg, Ted was 

posted to the Cairo Detachment at the end of his training and 

assessment period. 

[Photo left shows Ted Kemp (left) and Reg Kemp (right ). 

The photo was probably taken in Brisbane prior to their 

departure to Egypt. Note the emu plumes worn on the slouch 

hats.] 

 Nothing abnormal appears on Ted’s file until October 1916. On 11
th
 October he was again absent 

from a parade and the following day was charged and awarded six days No. 2 FP (field punishment). Perhaps 

in order to ‘straighten’ Ted out, he was transferred for duty with the Anzac Mounted Division on 26
th
 

October. At the time the division was at Kantara. 

 However, by 19
th
 November Ted was back at the Abbassia Detachment, apparently medically 

downgraded as unsuitable to serve with a fighting division. Ted then appears to have remained attached to 

the Abbassia Detachment, not rejoining the Cairo section. Here, Ted remained part of the mounted section of 

the corps.  

 While detached at Heliopolis, in September 1917 Ted was again in trouble, this time for 

unnecessarily firing his revolver, and he was charged over the incident. Subsequently, his charge and 

punishment were published in Routine Orders [below] – no doubt to deter other men from becoming blasé 

about their handling of their own firearms.  

 
 

On 18
th
 February 1918, Ted was struck off the strength of the Australian Provost Corps. He returned to the 

2
nd

 Light Horse Training [Reserve] Regiment, which was now located at Moascar, for reallocation. While 

still at Moascar in early May, Ted was admitted to hospital suffering a venereal infection.  

 It took 186 days before Ted was deemed fit to return to duty. Ted chose to rejoin the 5
th
 Light Horse 

Regiment. After more time at the Moascar depot he joined the 5
th
 Regiment on 3 December 1918.   

 In mid March 1919, Ted was granted leave to Cairo. Apparently he again contracted VD and was 

hospitalised for several weeks. On 13
th
 April he was again charged for failing to appear on parade.  

 Trooper Edward Kemp finally began his return to Australia in July 1919 aboard the Oxfordshire. 

Shortly after his arrival in Australia he was discharged from the AIF. Little is known of Ted’s movements 

after the war. He lived in Brisbane for the rest of his life, but it doesn’t appear that he ever married. 
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Staff Sergeant 286 Raymond Robert Kemp 
2nd Light Horse Regiment/Dental Details 

 

Raymond Kemp was the eldest of William’s sons to enlist. He was nearly 26 years of age when he joined 

up on 21
st
 August 1914, only weeks after the outbreak of war. Prior to enlisting, Ray worked as a dental 

assistant. He fronted to enlist at Clifton in Queensland, and he, like Reg and Ted, was still single. 

 Despite his obvious dental skills, Ray opted to join the Light Horse and became part of ‘B’ Troop, 

‘B’ Squadron, of the 2
nd

 Light Horse Regiment, which was formed at Enoggera. The regiment was 

predominantly from Queensland, but also had a smattering of men from the Northern Rivers district of New 

South Wales. Ray was quickly promoted to corporal. 

 The photo to the right  shows 

Ray’s troop. Apparently all the men in 

the regiment were paraded for photos that 

were taken by the Darge Photographic 

Studio. The photos are stated to be circa 

1915. This would appear to be incorrect, 

as the regiment sailed in late 1914 for 

Egypt. (Darge was in fact a Victorian 

business, so perhaps they had dispatched 

a photographer to Brisbane, realising the 

potential markets that the other training 

camps held.)  

 The 2
nd

 LH Regiment sailed from 

Brisbane aboard the Star of England on 

24
th
 September 1914, arriving in Egypt on 9

th
 December. The regiment appears to have done most of its 

training in Egypt at Heliopolis (on the outskirts of Cairo). On 28
th
 February 1915 the strength of the regiment 

was recorded as being 27 officers, 1 warrant officer (RSM), 43 sergeants, 7 trumpeters, 473 fully trained and 

efficient men, and 36 men either, sick, in detention or AWL. 

 The 2
nd

 Light Horse Regiment landed on Anzac Cove early on the morning of 12
th
 May 1915. Ray 

later claimed that for a time he had been a sniper on Walker’s Ridge. He stated he was back with his 

regiment when it relieved the 9
th
 Battalion. Ray described that his section had taken up a dead end position at 

Queen’s Post [Quinn’s Post] and that he had been ‘instrumental in taking the first Turkish prisoner of our 

regiment’. Ray described how the Turk had literally jumped into the middle of his section. He then had the 

honour of handing the prisoner over to his Squadron OIC, Major Bourne . 

 Ray served less than a month on the Peninsula. He described how he was carried down to the beach 

on a stretcher on 5
th
 June 1915, suffering wounds and dysentery. (Ray’s file only lists dysentery as the cause 

of his evacuation.) 

 On 9
th
 June he was offloaded from the hospital ship Invernia to the Floriana Hospital at Valetta in 

Malta. Once Ray recovered sufficiently, the medical authorities in Malta were reluctant to approve his return 

to Egypt. They had discovered that he was a dental assistant and his dentistry talents were sorely needed at 

the hospital.  

 From July 1915, right up until early May 1916, Ray was granted approval to remain at Malta. In 

December 1915 his name was in fact removed from the 2
nd

 Light Horse Regiment nominal roll and he was 

placed on a Supernumerary List.  

 Ray appears to have been employed in doing far more than a normal dental assistant – the role that 

he was trained for. Captain JM Clements from the Royal Medical Corps stated that: He [Corporal Kemp] 

has attended to a number of my patients for extractions, fillings and providing new dentures: he has also 

filled a number of teeth for myself. 

 It appears that the glowing references Ray received from medical staff at Valetta were aimed at 

gaining his promotion to being a dental officer (obviously after more formal training). On 7
th
 May 1916 he 

was sent to England aboard the Formosa, apparently suffering a relapse of dysentery. On 16
th
 May he was 

admitted to the 3
rd
 London General Hospital at Wandsworth. 

 Ray would remain in England for the remainder of the war. It would appear that he continued to 

regularly have relapses with his own health. Upon his recovery on each occasion he would resume his 

dentistry duties. Often it would appear that the hospital where he was being treated would attempt to ‘keep 

him for a while’.  
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 Strangely, towards the end of February 1917 Ray was posted to a pay unit in London. In mid March 

he ceased this duty and returned to No. 1 Command Depot at Perham Downs. While at Perham Downs, Ray 

was medically upgraded (for a time) and he was posted to the 39
th
 Dental Unit. 

 The 39
th
 Dental Unit appears to have been at Hurdcott. However in early April 1917, Ray was once 

again admitted to hospital; on this occasion he was diagnosed as suffering bronchitis. When once again fit, 

on 13
th
 April Ray was promoted to ‘Staff Sergeant Dental Mechanic’. He would retain that rank for the rest 

of his time in the military. 

 In June 1917 Ray was transferred from No. 3 Command Depot (Hurdcott) to the 20
th
 Dental Unit, 

which was attached to the 8
th
 Training Battalion (still in the Hurdcott area). In October, Ray had to be 

admitted to the Military Hospital at Fovant. By April 1918 Ray was posted to the 14
th
 Training Battalion. He 

was then attached to the 12
th
 Training Battalion. 

 The reasons for Ray’s frequent moves are not explained in his file. In September 1918 he received 

his last transfer when he was posted from the 12
th
 Training Battalion to the 9

th
 Dental Unit, which was 

located at No. 2 Australian Auxiliary Hospital at Southall. 

 Barely a little over a month later, on 29
th
 October, Ray was admitted to hospital; once again 

diagnosed as suffering chronic bronchitis. Ray’s file shows that he returned to duty shortly after, only to be 

re-admitted on 24
th
 November. 

 It was finally decided to send Ray back to Australia, with his chronic ill-health (mainly bronchitis) 

being classified as a ‘debility’. Ray boarded the Karoola on 13
th
 December 1918. He was discharged from 

the AIF on 3
rd
 May 1919. Presumably he had also used his dentistry skills at a camp back in Australia for a 

time while he awaited his discharge.  

 Little is known of Ray’s life 

after the war, but it is believed that he 

operated his own dental practice in Ayr 

for many years. Ray married after the 

war, the couple having a son and a 

daughter. 

 The photo [left] shows the 

three boys home in Australia with their 

parents. Ted is sitting to his father’s 

right; Ray is standing, and Reg is 

sitting to his mother’s left. All proudly 

wear their war ribands (ribbons).  

 

Endnote: All photos are from either 

Trevor’s collection or courtesy Mac 

and Marie Walker. 

 

Lieutenant Frederick Douglas Atlee Bowra, 4th FCE 
Contributed by Kim Phillips, from www.spirits-of-gallipoli.com. 

 

On October 29
th
 1915, in order to make sure that a working party might safely 

enter Tunnel C2, in which a mine had just been fired, Lieut FDA Bowra  (of 

Perth) of the 4
th
 Fld Coy went down the rope ladder in the shaft leading to it. He 

had warned Lieut ET Bazeley (of Nagambie, Vic.) of the 22
nd

 Battalion that there 

might be danger from poisonous gases, and as he did not return, Bazeley and a 

man named Currington  (of Annandale, NSW) went down with a rope.  
 They found Bowra collapsed, but before they could rescue him both were 

overcome. Bazeley had barely strength to climb the ladder; Currington began to 

climb and fell back. Major Newcombe and Lieut Thom  were summoned from 

the 4
th
 Coy’s HQ, and Thom, refusing to be tied to the rope, went down, but 

collapsed before he could save Bowra. 

 The gas was now coming up the shaft. Cpls JA Park (of Sydney), CF 

Mills  (of Sydney), W Bowden (of Geelong, Vic.), J Shaw (of Kalgoorlie, WA), and others went down, but 

Thom, Bowra, Currington and two other men of the 22
nd

, Pte WBS Good (of Wonthaggi, Vic) and Pte G 

Stelling (of Essendon, Vic.), died, and Col GCE Elliott , chief engineer of the division, Major SF 

Newcombe, and twelve others were seriously ‘gassed’.  

http://www.spirits-of-gallipoli.com/
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The Macumber brothers of Inglewood 
Heather (Frev) Ford, Montrose 

 

Inglewood in central Victoria sprung into existence during the gold rush in 1859 as the surrounding district 

provided rich pickings for many a determined prospector. The Macumber brothers, Bill and Sam, were born 

in the area long after the gold had petered out, but that didn’t deter them from trying their luck. They also 

worked as timber-cutters, which probably supplemented their meagre earnings from prospecting. Four years 

separated them in age; Bill being the eldest born in 1890, but at the outbreak of war it was Sam who tried to 

enlist first. 

 Far from being a tall, bronzed Aussie, the fair-skinned Sam only stood 5 foot 4 inches tall, and the 

army didn’t want him unless he was at least 2 inches taller. Not to be defeated, he tried a second time, and on 

28
th
 November 1914, a week after his 20

th
 birthday, Samuel Phillip Macumber enlisted in the AIF. The 

decision to accept him was strange in more ways than one: first because the height requirement wasn’t 

reduced to 5’ 2” until June 1915; and second, because Sam actually had two fingers missing from his right 

hand. Having lost his index and middle finger at the age of 11 months, Sam had still learnt to use a gun, and 

convinced the army that he’d lived by the use of the gun, shooting game ï ducks, hares etc. His 3 years 

serving in the Citizen Forces probably also stood him in good stead. 

 With five months of training under his belt, Sam embarked on the A56 Palermo on 7
th
 May 1915, as 

Trooper 949 with the 5
th
 Reinforcements of the 4

th
 Light Horse Regiment. Sailing via Egypt he joined his 

unit (minus their horses) on 5
th
 August at Ryrie’s Post, Anzac. A month later, suffering with dysentery and 

rheumatism, he boarded the hospital ship Neuralia which deposited him in Malta. Having ‘inadvertently’ 

added a couple of weeks to his stay on Gallipoli, he wrote the following letter home during his confinement 

in hospital, dated 15
th
 September 1915: 

I had about six weeks in the firing line, and saw some good fighting by the Australians. We got one trench off 

the Turks at a place called Lone Pine. It was one of the worst places I have ever been in, as when we were 

not fighting the Turks the stench from their dead was enough to give us fever. We hung to it, and filled up the 

trench we captured, while the Turks filled it up eight yards further along. When we moved about the ground 

used to spring up and down with the dead bodies.  

 I have had a few narrow escapes, but we see marvellous escapes every day. One night I got a 

bayonet through my tunic, and next morning while I was observing got one [a bullet] through the turned-up 

side of my hat. I think I was very lucky, as the badge in the hat got broken but turned the bullet. This is 

nothing to the luck some fellows have in escaping with their lives. One night we were having a bomb fight, 

and a six pounder fell between a chapôs shoulders and burst, but only blew the back out of his coat without 

injuring him. I will be glad when I am back having another go.  

 We have just finished dinner, and it is great not to have to duck and dodge about from shells when 

we are eating. I will describe a little thing that happened one night in Gallipoli. We had half a Turksô trench 

in our possession, the Turks still holding the other half. The space between us was anything from four to 

seven yards. About 11pm they got a machine gun in their trench and started cutting out our end ï which we 

had done up with sand bags to prevent them rushing over if they charged us ï with bullets. I was relieved at 

11, and allowed to have a lie down, but at about 11.30 our sergeant came around and, waking my mate and 

me, told us to go on observing as the observers and bomb throwers had been shot. We scrambled up to go, 

but when we came to the turn a corporal told us that the machine gun had cut the end out of our trench and 

was sweeping it clean. At first we didnôt know whether to go forward or not, but then said we would chance 

it, as we were told to do so by our head. We laid down on our stomachs and dragged ourselves along to the 

end that had been destroyed, a lance-corporal coming with us. Meanwhile the bullets were whistling down 

the trench over our heads at the rate of about 600 a minute, and we also had to contend with the bombs they 

threw. We got there and built a new end, but when it came daylight I could not understand how we had done 

it, as the bullets must have been everywhere round us, the trench being only about 2ft wide. 

 

The above incident, which took place on the night of 22
nd

 August in the Lone Pine trenches, was also noted 

in the 4
th
 LH Unit History. However, the only men referred to are Lance Corporal Tom Robertson (481) 

and Corporal Len Gooding (720), both of whom received mentions in dispatches for their part in 

volunteering to rebuild the sandbag wall. 

 Sam never returned to Gallipoli. He was one of the 70 Australian invalids picked up at Valetta on 5
th
 

October by the Kanowna, on her first voyage home from England in her new role as a hospital ship.  

Travelling via Egypt, where some last minute refits were carried out and more patients embarked, they 

finally set sail again on the 20
th
. Landing in Melbourne on 22

nd
 November 1915, Sam was discharged on 16

th
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February 1916. He had been invalided home medically unfit, not only because of rheumatism and dysentery, 

but also because it was considered that due to the crippled state of his right hand he is not fit for active 

service. 

 Three days after Sam had left Australian shores 

in May 1915, his brother Bill had also enlisted.  Bill, 

too, was a small man: the same height as Sam, but he 

was dark with black curly hair. Less than a week after 

Sam landed at Gallipoli, Private 2414 George William 

(óBillô) Macumber embarked with the 7
th
 

Reinforcements for the 14
th
 Battalion on the RMS 

Persia. Bill and Sam would have been in Egypt at the 

same time for nearly two weeks, but it is unlikely Bill 

had the chance to visit his brother on the hospital ship 

while it lay in port at Alexandria. [Right: Bill 

Macumber. Australian War Memorial Negative Number 

DA09284.] 

 After joining his unit on 23
rd
 October on the 

Isle of Lemnos where they were recuperating, Bill 

finally landed on the Gallipoli Peninsula at the 

beginning of November as the 14
th
 Battalion returned to 

their old trenches at Durrant’s Post. 

 Far from having been at ‘the Landing’, as his 

(future) eldest son believed when he applied for his 

father’s Gallipoli medallion in 1967, Bill was soon to be 

taking part in the Evacuation. Surviving the following seven weeks as the miserable winter set in, he returned 

to Lemnos with his battalion on 18
th
 December and to Egypt after Christmas. 

 While waiting to embark on the next leg of his war service, Bill was a casualty of the rearrangement 

of the battalions, and found himself transferred into the newly formed 46
th
 Battalion (sister battalion to the 

14
th
). He also spent a week in hospital with a fever – a reaction to an inoculation – and another two weeks 

with the mumps. Eventually, on 3
rd
 June 1916, the 46

th
 Battalion set sail for France. Meanwhile back in 

Australia, Sam had managed to re-enlist on 18
th
 March, but was again discharged medically unfit six months 

later. 

 Having survived Pozieres, the 46
th
 Battalion’s next major battle was to be their attack against the 

Hindenburg Line at Bullecourt on 11
th
 April 1917. Bill was also very lucky to survive this disaster, and later 

that year while in England, wrote a little about it to his parents: 

Things over in France are still going strong, and the Australians, as usual, are up to their necks in it. We 

have been in some battles in France, and I do not like the idea of going back and facing it again. I know well 

that I can never stand another winter in the trenches. The Bullecourt stunt, when we broke Hindenburgôs 

line, fixed me up. I was lying out in Fritzôs barbed wire for twelve hours, and could not move a single 

muscle. It snowed all the time, and we had about six inches of snow on us. I was only about 20 yards off his 

trench all the time. That was where we got to when he counter-attacked and drove us back. I can tell you I 

thought it was all over with me, and my thoughts went back to the old homestead and faces I love. Fritz took 

[censored] of the Australians prisoners that day, and the ground was strewn with the dead. How I escaped 

from being taken prisoner or shot I do not know. I have seen some awful sights, things that no man could 

look on, but one thing I can honestly say and that is I always kept my post. I was recommended in the 

Messines stunt for bravery whilst under shell fire, but so far I have not heard much more about it. But that 

does not worry me. 

 

After his ordeal on the wire, when 387 of his mates were either killed, wounded or [taken] prisoner, Bill 

spent two weeks in hospital with influenza. Then came the successful Messines stunt. While the 46
th
 was 

mainly held in reserve, Bill was one of 50 other ranks detached to the 45
th
 Battalion as carrying parties 

during their advance. He was recommended for the Military Medal for gallantry during 7-9
th
 June, and the 

reason he heard no more of it was because the award was not forthcoming. 

 Yet he was rewarded in a sense, being sent to England on 12
th
 July 1917, where he was attached for 

duty with various Training Brigades and Schools of Instruction. During this period he met Eleanor Mangin 

(known as ‘Nellie’) and they were married in December of that year. Nellie had an infant son, who as noted 

earlier, grew up believing his ‘father’ had been in the original landing at Gallipoli. Taking time out from 
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instructing others, Bill attended a course at the Tidworth School of Musketry between 17
th
 January and 16

th
 

February 1918, and qualified 2
nd

 Class with full working knowledge of the Lewis Gun. His inevitable return 

to France came on 8
th
 May and he rejoined his battalion in the line north east of Villers-Bretonneux a few 

days later. 

 Sam was definitely keen to share in the action with his brother, as in April he attempted to enlist for 

overseas service yet again, and was rejected once more. A week later on the last day of April 1918 he finally 

admitted defeat and enlisted for Home Service with the 3
rd
 District Guard. 

 The 46
th
 Battalion was in and out of the line, participating in the practice of peaceful penetration, 

when two months after rejoining them Bill was slightly wounded, but remained on duty. This was followed 

by the ‘Big Push’ which began on 8
th
 August, and after gaining their objectives the 46

th
 were relieved on the 

10
th
, but found themselves back in the line near Lihons on the 15

th
. The enemy continually harassed them, 

their artillery perfectly ranged to what had previously been their own trenches, and it was on 19
th
 August 

during a particularly heavy bombardment that Bill copped a ‘blighty’ that possibly saved his life. 

 Nursing his leg wound, he travelled through the hospital system and was admitted to the 1
st
 

Birmingham War Hospital at Rednal on the 24
th
.   

 Three days later, Sam was discharged from Home Service, but this time at his own request, and this 

was effectively the end of the war for the Macumber brothers. Bill was discharged to furlough (from 

hospital) a couple of days after the armistice, and then waited out his time in the camps, until eventually on 

3
rd
 July 1919, together with Nellie and young Jack, he boarded the family ship Zealandic for home. Bill and 

Nellie had another three sons, and along with Jack, all four served during the Second World War. Sam 

married Maria Hobbs in 1927, but by 1931 they were living separately and Sam later remarried (to Miriam). 

 The Macumber brothers continued prospecting around Kingower (in the Inglewood district) for a 

few years after the war, searching for wolfram (tungsten), feldspar and other rare minerals. Failing to strike it 

rich, they eventually downed tools and moved to Melbourne; Sam finding employment as a wire worker and 

then a brewery worker and Bill doing labouring work until he took on the position as gate-keeper with the 

railways, on the Brunswick line. 

 In the early 1950s Bill and Sam read with great interest that uranium had been discovered in northern 

Australia, and they were reminded of some unusual granite outcrops they’d come across around Kingower.  

Following a hunch, they returned to their old diggings with Geiger counters. Finding high radioactivity, they 

formed a syndicate with a few mates and took up a mineral lease over an area of 8 000 acres. Having sunk 

various shafts, with very high readings in a couple of them, they were convinced they had a rich find. They 

called in the State government, and in April 1954 the Chief Government Geologist began a detailed survey 

of the area. As the news broke that uranium had been discovered in Victoria, almost a hundred years after it 

had come into prominence during the gold rush, the area around Inglewood once again hummed with 

enthusiastic prospectors. Unfortunately, although of high quality, the uranium wasn’t in large enough 

quantities to make it commercially viable to mine, and the brothers once again returned to life in the city. 

 The final resting place for the Macumber brothers is the Springvale Botanical Cemetery, but they are 

also remembered on the Inglewood and District Soldiers Memorial. Bill died in early April 1961 [below left] 

and is buried in the Simmons Lawn Cemetery, where Nellie joined him in 1967. Sam also died in 1967 and 

his cremated remains were interred in the Dodonaea Wall [below right]. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Endnote: Bill and Sam were the sons of George Ellerton Macumber and Elizabeth Pryse. Their cousin, 

Alexander Leslie Pryse (481), DOW 15
th
 July 1916, after receiving a shell fragment in his back whilst the 

57
th
 Battalion were preparing for their part in the Battle of Fromelles [see DIGGER 22, p16]. 
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Battlefield Poet: Lieutenant George Richard Thompson, 1st FCE 
Ron Keith, North Rocks 

 
I attended a local Remembrance Day ceremony in 2010 and, at the conclusion of the formalities, a lady came 

forward and asked if she could read a poem to the audience. The poem was written by her father and was 

very moving and relevant, particularly to those who have attended the playing of ‘The Last Post’ at Menin 

Gate in Ypres (Ieper). The lady who read the poem was Stephenie Fischer, and her father was George 

Thompson. He composed the poem in 1959 when he revisited the World War I battlefields where he fought 

in 1917 and 1918. 

 

   MENIN GATE 
 

A gleaming pillared archway leads on to the Menin Road  

To mark the ghastly harvest the God of War has sowed. 

I stand by this stately gateway as the shades of evening fall  

And hear the sad sweet echoes as the silver bugles call. 

 

The boom of the traffic silenced; no sound of step is here  

As a spectral army gathers from fields they held so dear.  

Squadrons in rank are standing in the silent misty gloom,  

The valiant men of Britain from many an unmarked tomb. 

 

By the marble gate to the city, that leads to their blood-drenched field  

Where the pride of a nation perished - who died but would not yield ï  

I seem to see a radiant form gaze on this vast array  

And slowly raise a nail-marked hand and wipe a tear away. 

 

'Ere the notes of bugles ended and the busy traffic flowed,  

I knew that the Weeping Christ had stood by the gate to the Menin Road. 

 

George Richard Thompson was born at Panton Hill, Armadale (near Toorak), Victoria, on 24
th
 July 1890. 

He had two brothers and a sister, Rae. Jack, the eldest of the three brothers, did not enlist in the army as he 

was employed in a reserve occupation. The other brother, Francis, lost an eye on the Gallipoli Peninsula and 

was sent home. Francis remained in the army reserve all his life, attaining the rank of a full colonel. His twin 

sons fought in World War II. 

 George Thompson’s English-born parents returned to Warwickshire, England, because of financial 

difficulties in Australia when George was only three years of age. George undertook his early schooling near 

Edgbaston at Smethwick Higher Grade School. He returned to Australia with his family when he was 

fourteen and lived at ‘Wilver’, Penshurst Street, Willoughby (a suburb of Sydney), New South Wales.  

 George completed a degree in Architecture at Sydney Technical 

College and began working as an architect for the Tramway Department in 

Sydney. During this time he served for six months in the Field Artillery (13
th
 

Battery, 5
th
 Brigade Militia), including three months at the Officer School for 

the Field Artillery. He was transferred to the Field Engineers Officers’ Training 

School at Moore Park in November 1915. George enlisted in the Australian 

Imperial Force on 1
st
 December 1915 and completed his paperwork to serve 

overseas on 3
rd
 December 1915. [Right: George Thompson in 1915.] 

 George applied for a commission in the Field Engineers AIF and was 

appointed a 2
nd

 Lieutenant, AIF Field Company, on 23
rd
 December 1915; the 

appointment was gazetted on 10
th
 February 1916. George trained two engineer 

detachments before leaving for active service abroad. He embarked on 20
th
 or 

21
st
 March 1916 on the HMAT A26 Armadale, and disembarked at Alexandria 

on 24
th
 April 1916, where he took up the position of Adjutant, Miscellaneous 

Details Camp, at Tel-el-Kebir. He was later promoted to Second in Command, 

1
st
 Division Details, before proceeding to England.  
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[Left: Engineer Officers’ 

Training School, ‘B’ Squad, 

January 1916. George 

Thompson is sixth from the left 

in the back row.] 

[Below: 5
th
 Reinforcements, 7

th
 

Field Company Engineers; a 

photograph taken at Victoria 

Barracks before they left for 

overseas. George Thompson is 

in the front row, sixth from 

left.]  

 
[Following is a list of all those in the photograph. Back row from left : Bate, Milham, Hayes, Purcell, Burke, 

Phillips, McKinley, Boatwright, Royal, Badley, Taylor, Bax; Mid dle row from left: Aodstrom, Firth, 

Connolly, O’Riordan, Pyemont, Wiedner, Howard, Hartley, Paterson, Henry, Smith, Fowles; Front row 

from left : Hou, Morton, G Gilkes, Francis, Lt Woodhouse, Lt Thompson, Dawson, McLeod, Cranney, 

Gravestock, Winter.] 

George embarked from Alexandria on 28
th
 May 1916 and trained at Salisbury, England. He left for the 

battlefields of France on 4
th
 October 1916 with the rank of lieutenant and was attached to the 1

st
 Field 

Company Engineers as a replacement. Engineers, also known as ‘sappers’, were an important part of the 

army. They helped other branches of the army to function on the war-torn landscapes by constructing 

temporary bridges, various types of buildings, lines of communication, observation posts, trenches, other 

defence structures, and roads, plus the demolition of structures. George saw action at the Somme before the 

end of the year, noting a ‘heavy barrage – thought it was up! Knocked down – piece hit me in small of my 

back. Bruised but nothing serious …’  

[Left: George Thompson in Egypt in 1916.] 

Shortly after attending Bridging School at Aire-sur-la-Lys, Lieutenant Thompson was 

commanding a team building a strong point in the immediate rear of the front line near 

Polygon Wood on 20
th
 and 21

st
 September 1917. The team was under constant shell fire 

but George Thompson’s leadership was calm and encouraging. He was recommended 

for, and received, the Military Cross.  

 Another recommendation for an MC went in for his work on 4
th
 October 1917: 

During the operations east of Ypres é he was in charge of the construction of a strong 

point in the immediate rear of the front line. Throughout the whole day the post was 

under very heavy shell fire. He marked out the post for digging and was on the work 
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until its completion, exercising constant supervision. By constantly moving amongst his men he kept them 

under perfect control, in spite of the concentrated shelling, setting a splendid example at a time, when the 

slightest panic or want of leadership would have seriously handicapped, or stopped altogether the 

construction of the post. As a result of his untiring efforts in keeping his men cheerful and hard at work, the 

post was completed before dark and handed over to the Infantry. However, only one MC was awarded.  

[Below: George Thompson shovels dirt near the front line.] 

George’s Field Message Book shows 

the action in a very simple manner: 

20.9.17 Our people attacked this 

morning at 0500. Reached 2
nd

 

objective. Lt. Parbyshire killed. Huns 

driven out of 3
rd

 objective at 10.30 ï 

Huns counter-attack. 

Orders to stand by ï Section ordered 

out 21.30. I have to go with O.C. to 

Harge Crater. Section to meet me there 

ï Instructions to Connect GT Post with 

E as soon as possible ï Have a hell of 

a job getting up and leaving at 03.30 

on 21
st
 é 

21.9.17 Arrived at line of first objective 

at 04.25 our barrage opens at 04.30 ï 

get men into shelter. It eases at 05.45 

McNeal hit but not seriously. 

Arrive at 06.50 ï examine line. 

Hun aeroplanes very active ï shelled intermittently all day. Heavy barrage at 18.00. 

 

Entries in the message book from a few days later give 

valuable insights into what it would be like to serve as 

an engineer in the front line near Ypres:   

4.10.17 Infantry hop over this morning we after them. 

Dug strong point at C on Beceleare Ridge ï had a hot 

time. 

Brown killed ï 8 other casualties ï Lyddon killed on 

Beceleare Ridge. 

5.10.17 Weary sad and sore had a heavy time 

Resting now ï after labour comes rest. 

 

While in Flanders in 1917 George wrote his poem 

‘Gone West’. It was published in the óBullytinô, a two-

page paper printed there which sold for half a penny a 

copy.  

 

[Right: George Thompson in England in 1919.] 

 

   
GONE WEST 

They lie in the wet fields like soldiers asleep,  

While pale distant stars their night watches keep. 

The soft wind of evening, wandering by  

Sweeps through the darkness and says with a sigh, ñGone Westò. 

 

Chant for your brothers whoôve given their all,  

Chant a dirge for your brothers whoôve answered deathôs call. 

Sing it as soft as the wind on the lea,  

Sing it full deep as the boom of the sea, ñOut Westò.    
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Croon as the wife to the babe at her breast,  

Some simple sweet air as she lays it to rest. 

Sing rich and sweet as the voice of the cello,  

A song that this ancient earthôs discord would mellow, ñOut westò. 

 

Sing as the lark as it heralds the dawning,  

Chant it as bright as earthôs face in the morning. 

Yes! Lift up your voices triumphantly ringing,  

Swell the loud anthem of praise by your singing ñGone Westò. 

 

Although gassed, which gave him trouble for the rest of his life, and wounded by shrapnel in the leg, George 

Thompson survived the war. In 1918 he played the organ in many churches behind the lines. He was greatly 

saddened when shells struck two of the church buildings, destroying the beautiful instruments. Not only was 

he able to undertake army courses in bridge construction, gas and bombs, musketry, bayonet fighting and 

machine guns, but he was also able, with the army’s support, to further his architectural studies in England in 

1919. In fact, he worked for a firm of English architects and designed alms houses in Sussex for a former 

British commanding officer, Lieutenant Colonel Messel.  

 George Thompson left England for Australia on 23
rd
 September 1919 aboard the Ascanius and 

arrived home on 10
th
 November 1919, having risen to the rank of major in the 5

th
 Field Company Engineers 

in the AIF. His appointment in the AIF was terminated on 2
nd

 January 1920. 

 After the war George rejoined the Transport Department as an engineer. He married at Willoughby 

in 1921, fathering three daughters, and settling down in Lindfield. The physical impacts of the war never 

stopped him from doing what he wanted to do: oratory, painting and writing. He had a keen interest in all 

sports, particularly football, cricket and golf. His first working life ended at age 65 when he finished as Chief 

Engineer of Road Transport and Tramways. 

 A few years after retirement George took his wife on an 18 month holiday to Europe. They spent 

most of the time in England but the trip to Flanders inspired the writing of not only the poem Menin Gate but 

also Returning. 

[Below: George Thompson at around age 70.] 

 

   RETURNING 
Oh soldier sad, returning to the fields where long ago  

You left the best and bravest that ever a man could know  

To harvest fields now smiling that then no harvest bore. 

No sign is here; the earth has healed the hideous scars of war. 

And watered by the weeping skies, enriched by heroesô dust  

These fields now give a richer yield and hold the earth in trust. 

And we who left them sleeping here and on their strength relied  

Have missed them in our daily round and questioned why they died. 

Ah, dear God, that men should be, though filled with pride and greed  

Raised up to lead and given power to kill the nationôs seed 

For we can see that losing them has robbed the countryôs tongue -  

The thoughts they would have given us ï the songs they never sung. 

And oft the homely ploughshare when blade is biting deep  

Reveals the last sad relics of those for whom we weep. 

In many forgotten corners now bright with Summerôs spread  

The grass grows high and greener from graves of the glorious dead. 

Dear pals of mine, oh wondrous hearts, though I return no more  

Some part of me lies with you at rest in natureôs store; 

The rolling years and passing time can dim for some their fame  

But from my heart can nôer be rived your comradeship or name. 
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Upon returning to Sydney, George joined the Public Works Department as a junior architect, collecting a 

team around him of former army mates who did all those jobs which nobody else wanted to do. George 

retired again at age 78. He died at age 81, not surprisingly because of lung problems. 

 It is obvious that, like so many soldiers in the First World War, George Thompson experienced the 

horrors of the battlefield. His poems, of which only four appear in this article, all reveal these terrors and the 

loss of so many fine men, friends of his whom he never forgot. 

 

   FLANDERS 
          (Composed in 1964) 

 

How sleep the dead beneath the oft turned sod,  

Beneath the many furrowed field where once they gaily trod.  

To them the speeding years, no seasonsô changes show,  

Nor years, nor weariness their ageless youth shall know.  

Here lie our gallant comrades and we are left to mourn  

Their wasted, squandered youth, their children never born.  

Britain gave their glorious dust that gives a richer yield  

In pastures green and waving trees, to many a Flanders field.  

Blow gently, ye summer winds, oôer the heroic dead  

Who have this land enriched when their valiant blood they shed.  

 

Ah! Could our lost battalions the wailing bugles hear,  

Oh could I see you forming once more in vision clear.  

Yet see! The mist is moving; perchance they hear the call.  

There by the pollard willows, there by the broken wall,  

I seem to see them rank on rank against the evening sky,  

I wait for voice or order, but not a sound or sigh.  

The silver bugles echo through the Gate to Menin Road,  

Where once in countless numbers the pride of Britain flowed.  

And the evening shadows deepen and darkness comes apace  

To hide the spectral forming of Britainôs fallen race.  

The cold night wind is moaning across the Flanders plain,  

The sighing trees have shed their leaves above the silent slain.  

The last sad notes of the bugles are lost in silence deep,  

They rest with God in Flanders in their quiet endless sleep. 

 

Photos: Top shows the swamps of Zonnebeke on the first day of the battle for Passchendaele (12
th
 October 

1917). AWM Negative Number E01200. Bottom photo is of Menin Gate during the unveiling ceremony in 

1927. Australian War Memorial Negative Number H16916. 

 

__________________________________________________________________ 

Private 944 Frederick John Milgate, 7th Battalion 
Contributed by Kim Phillips, from www.spirits-of-gallipoli.com. 

 

Fred Milgate went ashore at Anzac Cove with the 7th Battalion. He was last seen 

in the afternoon of the first day and is believed to have been killed during a Turkish 

counter-attack. He was 21. His younger brother Sydney enlisted not long after 

receiving news of Fred’s death. He served on the Western Front and was killed in 

Belgium in 1917.  

 Frederick John Milgate (No. 944) enlisted with his cousin, Frederick 

Melancthon Milgate (No. 934). Both men were with the 7
th
 Battalion, and both 

came from Moama/Echuca. There was a degree of uncertainty about which one had 

died. FM Milgate (934) was wounded on 25
th
 April 1915. 

 In July 1916, the Army were still trying to sort out what had happened!  

http://www.spirits-of-gallipoli.com/
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The boys from Cranbury at Fromelles 
Harold Balcomb, Orange, with Graeme Hosken, Dubbo 

 

My father, Horace James Balcomb, was one of a group of young men from the rural community of 

Cranbury between Cudal and Canowindra, NSW, who were part of the 13
th
 Reinforcements for the 1

st
 

Battalion. Horace enlisted on 13
th
 August 1915, aged 23 years. He had been working as a farmer prior to 

enlisting, which he did at Lithgow, NSW.  

 After undergoing basic training in Australia, the boys from Cranbury were sent to Egypt to finish 

their training. Meanwhile, Gallipoli was evacuated and the infantry battalions returned to Tel-el-Kebir in 

Egypt. The AIF was expanded to five divisions in March 1916, with the 5
th
 Division being established from 

seasoned soldiers from Gallipoli and the fresh reinforcements then in Egypt. As a result, Horace was 

transferred to the 54
th
 Battalion of the all-NSW 14

th
 Brigade. This reformation of the AIF was not well 

received by some of the Gallipoli veterans, who were transferred out of their original battalion in which they 

had served on the Peninsula and with which they had developed a strong bond. 

 After more hurried training, including a rapid 

and disastrous march in the heat of summer from Tel-

el-Kebir for a stint at the Canal defences at Ferry 

Post, the 5
th
 Division, which now included my father, 

Lance Corporal 4156A HJ Balcomb, 54
th
 Bn [left], 

was shipped to Marseilles aboard the Caledonian.  

 The 54
th
 Battalion disembarked on French 

soil on 29
th
 May 1916 and boarded a train for the 

journey north. My father often recalled the beautiful 

countryside as they travelled up the Rhone Valley – a 

virtual paradise after the desert of Egypt. He recalled 

the strawberries and cream the welcoming French 

provided. He said his special mate, Clarence Nash, 

was ‘a beggar for strawberries and cream’. 

 They were rushed into battle at Fromelles 

with no time in the trenches to orient themselves or 

learn the realities of trench warfare on the Western 

Front. My father had contracted mumps in Egypt (in 

February 1916) and afterwards his requests to rejoin 

his old mates in the same company were 

unsuccessful. He always said the army bureaucracy 

saved his life, as his three mates who went over in the 

first wave at Fromelles were either killed or wounded. 

He went ‘over the top’ in the third wave, when the 

first line of German trenches was in Australian hands and the artillery support had found their range more 

accurately. His company was to leapfrog the first trench and attack the second line of German trenches. No 

such trenches existed in that sector and they were forced to improvise and dig fortifications during the night. 

The Germans counter-attacked and cut them off, as the 54
th
 Battalion had lost contact with their flanks. The 

next morning, without more ammunition or food, only 29 answered the roll call. They were ordered to split 

up into twos and threes and told to try to regain the Australian lines. Most were captured or killed. 

 My father was one who was captured by the Bavarians and then spent two years as a prisoner of war 

working in the forests, cutting pit props for the coalmines in the Ruhr, while in Dulmen POW camp. He 

always praised the German foresters. They never cut down a tree without another being planted in its place. 

My father credited the Red Cross parcels for keeping the prisoners alive and often said another reason he 

survived was that he could use a cross cut saw and so was sent to work in the forest under guard. Some of the 

54
th
 Battalion from Newcastle in NSW were coal miners and put to work in the mines where their safety was 

a low priority. Many were killed in mining accidents in the rush to keep up coal supplies. 

 Towards the end of the war my father took part in two attempts to reach the Dutch border and safety 

but both attempts failed. One attempt ended when they were caught trying to cross a railway bridge over a 

big river. The standard punishment in their camp appeared to be a week’s solitary confinement on bread and 

water. 

 Horace eventually arrived in England on 6
th
 December 1918 and was granted one months leave in 

January 1919. He returned to Australia aboard the Ascanius, departing from England on 4
th
 April 1919. 
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 I was named after my mother’s favourite cousin, 

Harold Ernest Whitmee, one of my father’s Cranbury mates 

who also enlisted at Lithgow on 13
th
 August 1915. Harold, 

like Horace, was a 23 year old farmer and was likewise 

posted to the 13
th
 Reinforcements for the 1

st
 Battalion. After a 

bout of influenza in January 1916 saw Harold [right ] 

hospitalised at Heliopolis, Egypt, he was transferred to the 

54
th
 Battalion in February.  

 Private 4330A Harold Whitmee was wounded at 

the Battle of Fromelles on the night of 19/20
th
 July 1916 with 

a gunshot wound to the chin. He was transferred to 

Colchester, England, for treatment. 

 Harold returned to his unit in France on 8
th
 December 

1916. He was wounded in action by shellfire on 15
th
 March 

1917, receiving wounds to his left hip, left arm and left leg. 

Harold was admitted to the 3
rd
 Australian Field Ambulance 

but died of wounds on 20
th
 March. He was buried at 

Dernancourt Communal Cemetery Extension.  

 Harold’s father was in England at the time his son 

was wounded, working in the Red Cross at No. 4 Command 

Depot, Wareham, and on March 21
st
 (the day after Harold – unknowingly to his father – had died), Mr 

Samuel Whitmee wrote to General Sir Neville Howse VC:  

Dear Sir 

 I have just received word from the Chaplain of the 3
rd

 ACC Station saying my son HE 

Whitmee is wounded. His statement is that he does not think there is any need for anxiety as regards 

his life, though his wounds are by no means slight. He is wounded in the leg & arm. As I am very 

anxious to get definite news of him & as I know it would be very hard for me to trace him I am 

venturing to trespass on your good nature to assist me in the matter. If he comes to England could he 

get to an hospital that I could reach easily from here, that is London or anywhere between. I will be 

deeply grateful to you if you can do anything in the matter. Harold has been a good son to me & is 

very dear to me hence you can understand my anxiety concerning him. 

  

Major HB Lewers  replied on 26
th
 March, saying that should Harold be transferred from France to a 

hospital in England, on advice from you as to the Hospital concerned, arrangements will be made to transfer 

him to a Hospital so that he can be near you.       

 My father’s best mate, ‘Clarrie’ Nash, was never 

found and was probably blown to pieces by a shell in the first 

wave at Fromelles. Clarence Ernest Nash [left] was a 21 

year old farmer from Cranbury who officially enlisted on 10
th
 

September 1915 (a month after his mates) but was medically 

examined at Lithgow on 28
th
 August, as were the other 

Cranbury boys. He was also allocated to the 13
th
 

Reinforcements for the 1
st
 Battalion. Like his mates, he was 

transferred to the 54
th
 Battalion at Tel-el-Kebir and became 

Private 4341A.  

 Clarrie was reported missing in action on 19/20
th
 July 

1916 and a subsequent court of enquiry confirmed his fate as 

killed in action. In August 1921, Clarrie’s father replied to 

Base Records, stating that I have met several men, some who 

enlisted with my son & have returned. They all reckon he was 

killed on the 19
th
 July. Those men were pals & in same unit. 

They missed him soon after they went over. In an earlier 

letter, Mr J Nash wrote that his son was seen to take cover in 

a shell hole at first 100 yards of the charge but cannot find 

anyone who saw him after that. Private 4206 James Fitzgerald (54
th
 Bn, at the time 62

nd
 Bn) thought that 

Nash may have been killed by machine-gun fire about three-quarters of the way across No-man’s land. 

Private 4407 George Henry Buckley, told the Red Cross that Clarrie was hit in the shoulder and thigh and 
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was helped by Buckley to a dugout in the German trenches. When Buckley passed the dugout half an hour 

later, it had been blown to pieces by a shell and nothing more was seen of Nash.  

 However, Corporal 4245A James Jones, 54
th
 Battalion, made an unusual statement to the Red 

Cross on 13
th
 September 1917 regarding this eye-witness account made by Private Buckley: I am sorry to say 

there seems to be no truth in Pte Buckleyôs report, as I have since met one of Nashôs tent mates who saw him 

mortally wounded in No-manôs land and he says Nash died immediately he was hit. Pte Buckley was not in 

the 54
th
 Batt, as Iôve made extensive enquiries, with regard to the matter and find he transferred to another 

unit previous to the 54
th
 Batt leaving Egypt. He was invalided home to Australia and made it his business to 

acquaint Mrs Nash of his part in trying to save [her] sonôs life. Sorry to have to make this report re Pte 

Buckley. [See endnotes for more on this matter.] 

 Another of my mother’s cousins joined up at the same time as 

the others. Keith Whitmee (óBarneyô) Davis [right ] enlisted on 18
th
 

August 1915 and was similarly appointed to the 13
th
 Reinforcements/1

st
 

Battalion. He was a 23 year old farmer from ‘Ingle Dell’, Cargo, NSW, 

and also ended up in the 54
th
 Battalion, as Private 4190A. Barney was 

wounded in action at Fromelles on 20
th
 July 1916, with a gunshot 

wound to the neck. He was able to walk back to the dressing station and 

from there was admitted to the 3
rd
 Canadian Hospital on the 21

st
. 

However, he passed away on 22
nd

 July as a result of multiple shrapnel 

wounds. The epitaph, Faithful in Life, Faithful in Death, From his 

Parents, Brothers & Sisters was inscribed on his headstone. This 

wording was actually taken from a private white marble tablet which 

the family had arranged to be erected on his grave at Boulogne. This 

tablet had the words In Loving Memory of Keith Whitmee Davis, Died 

July 18
th
 [sic] 1916, followed by the above four lines. As the IWGC had 

not received notification of the wording for the permanent memorial from Barney’s family, it appears that 

they decided to take the last four lines to be his epitaph. His mother did end up sending in another epitaph, A 

Young Life Nobly Given, but by then the other inscription was in place and nothing could be done. The 

original ‘family’ headstone was placed flat on the grave at the IWGC’s suggestion and after parental 

approval. (It seems likely that Samuel Whitmee may have been involved in the provision of the family 

marble tablet, given that he was working in England.)  

 My father said he was one of the last to see Barney alive with his tunic soaked with blood as Dad 

directed him back along an old railway embankment that offered some protection. He always said, ‘Barney 

died game’. (The Ned Kelly myth to ‘die game’ seemed one that most soldiers tried to live up to and was 

considered the highest compliment that one soldier could pay another.) Barney was buried by Reverend AM 

Morrow  at Boulogne Eastern Cemetery, Plot 8, Row A, three days later.  

 How ‘game’ Barney was is revealed in a Red Cross statement by Sergeant 2146 Lancelot 

Horniman , who recalled: I saw this man in the German first line trench that we took. He was badly wounded 

when I saw him and almost dead. He could not possibly get back, so unless the Germans took pity on him 

and dressed his wound he must have died.  

  

As one of his four children growing up, we were always reminded of the date of Fromelles because Dad 

mostly mentioned it at breakfast or sometime during the day. Most reports at that time called it a 

‘diversionary action’. Of course, it was a terrible defeat and would not have made good headlines. I was 

always brought up with a poor regard for a certain type of British (Pommy) officer, an opinion probably 

formed by my father when he was part of a headquarters guard in Egypt. Australians had little previous 

experience of the ‘born to rule’ attitude of the British upper class. 

 Most of what I have written is from memory of what Dad said over the years. I have read Bean’s 

Official History of Australia in the War and other books about Fromelles and have tried to fit what he told us 

into the broader picture (that does not mention lowly lance corporals). In later years I was intrigued to find 

that another lance corporal on the German side made quite a name for himself, as Adolf Hitler. 

 A memorial tablet in Cranbury Uniting Church, including the names of Clarence Nash, Keith Davis 

and Harold Whitmee, erected by the Cranbury Rifle Club has a quotation from John’s Gospel: 

GREATER LOVE HATH NO MAN THAN THIS, THAT HE LAY DOWN HIS LIFE FOR HIS FRIENDS.   

 When Samuel Whitmee visited his son’s grave with his sister, Annie, his brother William, and his 

niece (my mother) in 1919, he took a bunch of flowers. A photograph of them standing behind the stark 

wooden cross then on Harold’s grave and my mother as a young woman, the year before her marriage to 



DIGGER  71 Issue 35 

Horace, helps me to understand the trauma and anxiety she must have gone through after Fromelles, losing 

two cousins and having her boyfriend missing for three months before they heard he was a prisoner of war. 

 Bill and Rosslyn Finn, family friends who owned a former Whitmee farm in the Canowindra district, 

visited the grave of Harold Whitmee in 1995 and Rosslyn took over a small pot of soil from that farm and 

emptied it on his grave. 

 

Endnotes: (1) Corporal James Jones [below right] appears to be wrong in his research into the veracity of 

George Buckley. Buckley’s service record does show him as being in the 54
th
 Battalion and also sailing on 

the Caledonian for France. Buckley was wounded at Fromelles on 19/20
th
 July with a gunshot wound to the 

left hand. On 24
th
 July he was reported as dangerously ill but was 

able to be sent to England on 4
th
 August, with severe gunshot 

wound to left hand and arm. He was returned to Australia for 

discharge, leaving the UK on 12
th
 November 1916. There is a 

hint in his record that his hand may have been amputated. 

George Buckley passed away on 14
th
 July 1919 as a result of his 

war service. He was another victim of Fromelles – in this case it 

took three years for him to die. (2) James (óJimô) Jones was 

also from Cranbury and enlisted with the other Cranbury boys on 

13
th
 August 1915 and was placed with the 13

th
 R/1

st
 Bn before 

moving to the 54
th
 Bn in Egypt. He was a 24 year old farmer 

when he enlisted at Lithgow with his mates. Jones was wounded 

at Fromelles on 20
th
 July 1916 and sent to England for treatment 

for a gunshot wound to the thigh. In February 1917 he was 

trained as a bomb thrower and returned to the 54
th
 Battalion in 

September 1917, just in time to be wounded again on 26
th
 

September at Polygon Wood. This time he received shrapnel 

wounds to the left leg and arm. Following his recovery, Jones 

returned to his unit on 1
st
 January 1918. Though only a corporal, 

he was selected for an officer cadet course in England, 

commencing in August 1918. On 3
rd
 January 1919, Jones was 

appointed a 2
nd

 Lieutenant and allocated to the 56
th
 Battalion (the 

54
th
 having been disbanded in October 1918). Following a 

successful stint as a ‘town major’, he was made a lieutenant in 

April 1919. He left England for return to Australia on 20
th
 July 

1919 – three years to the day after his wounding at Fromelles.  

_____________________________________________________________________ 

War trophy at 
Goulburn, NSW 

Photo by Heather (Frev) Ford 

 

Goulburn has two captured 

artillery pieces from WWI near 

its Memorial Tower located high 

on the hill overlooking the city.  

This 150mm Howitzer, Number 

14, was captured by the 1
st
 Light 

Horse Regiment at Mafrak, 

Palestine, on 16
th
 October 1918.   

 

 

 

 

 

[Keep those war trophy 

photographs rolling in! – Ed.]  
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The Marshall brothers 
Andrew Pittaway, Fremantle 

 

Lewis and Frank Marshall were brothers, born in Cornwall, England, to Francis and Elizabeth Marshall. 

They spent their early years in Cornwall and Essex, but after their father died they migrated with their 

mother Lizzie, and sister Beatrice, to Western Australia. They initially settled in Fremantle, with the family 

having a residence in Queen Victoria Street. Both Lewis and Frank took up occupations related to the water, 

with Frank becoming a sailor, and Lewis going north to Broome to take up pearling. In 1914, Beatrice 

Marshall married Captain Alexander Williamson, the chief pilot of the Fremantle Harbour Trust and set up 

residence at the mouth of the port at Arthur Head. With her children having left home, Lizzie moved to the 

beach side suburb of Cottesloe. 

 

Sergeant 119 Lewis Winchester Marshall, 28th Battalion 
Lewis, though the younger brother at 22 years old, was the first to enlist in the AIF, doing so on 13

th
 January 

1915. He travelled down from the North West of WA to enlist at the Perth Drill Hall. He was passed as fit 

for service and sent to the Depot Camp at Blackboy Hill. Lewis [below left] was soon assigned to ‘A’ 

Company of the newly formed 28
th
 Battalion with the regimental number 119. He trained with this group in 

Western Australia until they departed from Fremantle Harbour on 29
th
 June 1915 aboard the HMAT 

Ascanius. 

 The 28
th
 Battalion spent just over a month in Egypt, and by 

early September 1915 they were on their way to Gallipoli to reinforce 

the sadly reduced battalions that had been through the August 

offensive. The HT Ivernia transported them to the Dardanelles, and 

during the voyage Lewis was promoted to lance corporal.  

 Upon arrival at Anzac, the battalion were sent to the northern 

sector of the battlefield, where they took up positions near the Apex 

and Rhododendron Spur. Apart from a week spent ill at one of the 

casualty clearing stations, Lewis remained with the 28
th
 Battalion 

during their time at Gallipoli. By the time of the Gallipoli evacuation, 

Lewis was a corporal, though he was not at that rank for long as on 

12
th
 February 1916 he was promoted to sergeant. No doubt Lewis’ 

last month in Egypt was very busy with preparing for service on the 

Western Front. On 16
th
 March 1916, the 28

th
 Battalion embarked 

from Alexandria and sailed for France, arriving at Marseilles on the 

21
st
.  

 The 2
nd

 Australian Division were sent to the north of France 

to undergo their first taste of warfare in France. To the south of 

Armentieres the 28
th
 Battalion took up positions not far from 

Fleurbaix. They would spend the next few months here gaining experience of the Western Front; not that it 

would assist them much in their first major assault in late July 1916 at Pozieres. 

 The 1
st
 Australian Division captured Pozieres village on July 23

rd
 and for nearly a week had to 

endure a devastating bombardment from the Germans. The survivors of the 1
st
 Division were then relieved 

and handed over their positions in Pozieres to the men of the 2
nd

 Division. Pozieres was now a village in 

name only, as nothing remained to indicate a village once stood there. The 2
nd

 Division troops, including the 

Western Australian 28
th
 Battalion were now tasked with the capture of the German lines labelled OG1 and 

OG2. The key position for the 28
th
 Battalion to capture was known as The Windmill. 

 The attack proved to be a disaster as the Western Australian infantry attacked along the Pozieres 

Road. Dr Charles Bean wrote that: The Western Australians found their way barred by a belt of uncut wire 

entanglement. For several minutes, under the light of flares, now rising thickly, and under a rapidly 

increasing fire of rifles and machine guns, they tried to force a way throughðsome beating at the wire with 

their rifle butts, others attempting to open a path with wire cutters. Others, again, could be seen tearing at 

the posts with their hands in the endeavour to wrench them from the ground. 

 Lewis took part in the assault and would later write of it: 

Our battalion objective was a windmill some 700 yards ahead of where we were lying. The first German 

trenches were only 300 yards ahead, so that when we reached them we still had some 400 yards to go before 

we gained our objective. It was about 3 minutes to 12, midnight, when we started forward, on July 29
th
. I had 

only got as far as the first enemy barbed wire barrier when I was hit. I was shot through the right shoulder; 
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my shoulder blade was practically blown away ... One of my men TG Jackson, pulled me into a shell hole 

though he at that time was badly wounded in the lower jaw. He offered to bandage me up and then did his 

best to try and persuade me to make back for our lines. I would not go. Then he left me, saying that he would 

advise our stretcher-bearers of my plight and position. But before he left he handed me his water bottle, my 

own having been shot away é Soon after Jackson left me I lost consciousness and I lay in that shell hole till 

the dawn was just breaking. 

 My first thought of course was to get back to our lines. But by this time loss of blood had rendered 

me dizzy. I just staggered along some 20 yards towards a hedge and went through a gap. I was just about 

done, and collapsed on the ground. I heard voices. Not knowing whose they were I kept quiet. I could see 

bayonets flashing and figures. I counted about eight of them moving. Eventually they proved to be Germans. 

They must have seen me; I have an idea they saw me before I fell down. At any rate they came up to me and 

spoke. I could not understand them, but by their gestures and general bearing I was reassured that they 

meant me no harm. Two of them picked me up. In doing so they must have wrenched my injured shoulder for 

I lost consciousness and when I came to I found myself in a deep dugout. A German doctor was bandaging 

me. He examined my identification disc and my pay-book and took notes from them. The doctor handed me 

over to two stretcher-bearers and by them I was placed into a kind of sling hammock, made from waterproof 

groundsheets. They were carrying me away when I again swooned. When I came to my senses I still lay upon 

this improvised stretcher-hammock and as near as I could guess it was about mid-day. I had been dumped in 

an old and much battered sap and the German stretcher-bearers had gone. It took me a full two hours to 

wriggle myself off that stretcher. Eventually I got clear and for the next three days I rambled up and down 

those old saps. 

 I scooped dirty water out of the puddles in the ground, but beyond some mouldy ration biscuits that I 

did not touch, I found no food. I was alternately fainting and regaining consciousness. The old sap in which I 

found myself led to the German firing line and in spite of continued and desperate efforts that I made to find 

a way out, I invariably found Germans in front of me. I was in a maze. My idea was then to ólie Doggoô in 

the hope that our chaps might attack again and carry the line and that then I should be picked up. On the 

third day, whilst getting along a sap, a óFritzô spotted me. He promptly brought his rifle into the firing 

position, but when he saw my weak condition, he beckoned me, at the same time coming towards me. He 

helped me along to their firing line. Here there was a German machine-gun crew and a German officer 

questioned me as to when I had been hit and how I came to have remained in their trench so long. He spoke 

very fair English. Then I was put in a small recess in the side of the trench. 

 I asked for a drink, but apparently there was none with the machine-gun crew. Half an hour later 

they brought me some. Then two more stretcher-bearers carried me away to a dressing station that had been 

set up in an old farm house, about a mile behind the line. There my wounds were dressed again. Two hours 

later a horse-ambulance carried me to a village some two miles further back. There a motor ambulance 

picked me up and I was taken to a big chateau that was being used as a hospital. From there I was conveyed 

per hospital train to Caudry. 

 I was in hospital there for two months. For the first two or three days no notice whatever was taken 

of me, even by the German Nursing Sisters, of whom there were two in my ward. Then a doctor examined 

me, inserted tubes in my shoulder, and had me put to bed. The next day a curious and perhaps somewhat 

sinister incident occurred. The Chief Doctor was making a tour of the ward. Glancing at my temperature 

card he muttered óNormalô. But as luck would have it he felt my pulse and found me in a state of high fever! 

He órousedô those sweet Sisters up a treat. I knew that much though I could not understand what he was 

saying. He had me examined under X-rays and then taken straight away to the operating theatre. There they 

put the ónosebagô on me but the surgeon had started business with his knife before I was properly off. My last 

recollection of him was that he was still gutturally abusing such Sisters as might be within hearing. 

 When I recovered I was taken into a different ward. There were no Australians there and only a few 

Britishers. The majority of its inmates were wounded German soldiers. During the next few days what 

happened was by no means clear to me ï the result, probably of the anaesthetic to which I had been 

subjected. I was practically in a stupor. But I know that I was by no means badly treated. The doctor seemed 

interested in my hurts and treated me with consideration. The food issue here was plenteous enough but 

fearfully rough. I was given a special diet, including wine and milk on the orders of the doctor. I was also 

given a morphine injection every evening.  

 From here I was to have been taken to the Lazarette at Darmstadt. But on the way a blood vessel in 

my wounded arm burst and I was taken off the train at Aachen. There I remained from the end of September 

to the 15
th
 December. Then I continued my long interrupted journey to Darmstadt. 
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 At Aachen I was in the Marine Hospital, an institution conducted by nuns. These nuns were fair 

though by no means amiable towards us. They never let us forget that we were despised and hated 

óEnglandersô and that, furthermore, we were prisoners of war. Then the German orderlies, on the sly, got in 

some fine work in the way of petty persecution. When we did make the journey from Aachen to Darmstadt, it 

took 42 hours to do the trip and we were asked to do it on 24 hours ration and rations of German black 

bread at that! At the Darmstadt Lazarette the food was atrocious ï poor in quality and short in quantity. The 

main dish was a sort of alleged ósoupô made from boiled Swedes. At this Lazarette there were a number of 

French prisoners. Some of these had been members of the French Army Medical Corps. They were known as 

óSanitairesô and did orderly work about the wards. Of trained nurses there were four to somewhere about 

1000 men. At bandaging these ósanitairesô were fair but in the main you had to depend for your bandaging 

upon the help of comrades. There seemed also to be a dearth of surgical and medical appliances. Paper 

bandages and paper compresses were freely used. 

 I remained at Darmstadt from December 16, till August 17, and it was at that camp in March 1917, 

that the first parcel from the Australian Red Cross Society reached me. After that they came regularly 

enough though there were some misses. The allowance was 13lbs of bread (from Switzerland) and 3 parcels 

per fortnight. The parcels were never tampered with. At this camp we were frequently visited by neutral 

ladies and gentlemen ï American and Swiss. They were always accompanied by German officers, but would 

take note of any complaint that we might make. 

 From Darmstadt I was taken to Giessen, near Frankfurt-on-Main. Here there was a vast internment 

camp and our fellows generally voted it about the best óclinkô of its kind they had struck in Germany. There 

were some 12 000 British or óEnglanderô prisoners attached to it. I left Giessen on December 8
th
 and 

proceeded to Mannheim, where I stayed till December 26
th
. I was therefore there during the British air-raid 

on Christmas Eve. We were not in a position to personally see what damage had been done, but were told 

that the railway station and three factories had been bombed and that a number of French prisoners coming 

to the Lazarette, had been killed. We left Mannheim on Boxing Day for the frontier post of Aachen, having 

been recommended for exchange. At Aachen we remained a week, leaving for Rotterdam on New Yearôs 

Day. At the first station from Aachen over the Dutch border, we were greeted by the welcome gifts of food, 

tobacco, fruit and cakes from the Red Cross Society. At Rotterdam we were taken direct from the train to the 

England bound boats that were waiting in the harbour. I left Rotterdam in the óSindoroô on January 2
nd

 and 

reached Boston, England, on January 7
th
. 

 I should mention that at Giessen I saw (No. 3006) Pte Addis of the 13
th
 and Jack Milne of the 21

st
 

Battalions. Both were practically cripples. They were there when I left Giessen on December 8
th
 1917. At 

Giessen also there is a 28
th
 [Battalion] Canadian sergeant named Coover who is doing really excellent work. 

It appears that he belonged to a Canadian A.M. Corps, but as he was in possession of bombs when he was 

captured the German authorities wouldnôt agree to his exchange. Ladies Help committees at Dover and 

Brighton send him medical and surgical 

appliances and with the aid of these he does 

really admirable work among the British and 

Australian prisoners of war. 

 

Lewis Marshall was admitted to Tooting 

Military Hospital and then the Australian 

Auxiliary Hospital at Harefield. Lewis was 

earmarked for return to Australia and sailed 

from England on 17
th
 June 1918, reaching 

Fremantle on 8
th
 August 1918. [Right: Lewis 

Marshall is standing third from left in this 

photograph of seven ex POWs taken at Tooting 

Military Hospital. Australian War Memorial 

Negative number P01981.047.] 

  

Number 3160 Private Thomas George Jackson, who had been wounded as the same time as Lewis, had 

earlier written to Lizzie Marshall about her son and the Pozieres assault:  

Dear Madam,  

Having heard that you would like to hear something of your son, Sgt Lewis Marshall, I will tell you 

as far as I can, for we were both struck at the same moment. I joined the battalion at Armentieres, 

and was detailed to No. 2 Platoon, a company of which your son was sergeant. He was very popular 
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with his men, who would do anything for him. At the same time he was strict, but never overbearing 

and his courage could never be questioned. The first instance that struck me most occurred on the 

night of the first Australian raid at Armentieres. We were in a dug out and our lines were being 

heavily shelled. On hearing one shell burst close to us he went out to see how the boys on the firestep 

were getting on and found the parapet blown in and Jack Blair partly buried. Sgt Marshall got him 

out under heavy fire and brought him in. You can imagine what we thought of him for that é At 

Pozieres the day before we went over, Sergeant Marshall was detailed to stay back but he was so 

anxious to go with the boys that he got another Sergeant to stop behind instead. He was pleased and 

so were we. When the time came over we went, Sergeant Marshall leading the left flank, I being next 

to him. Things went well with us for a time, when suddenly I saw a flash, felt a bump on my jaw, and 

saw the Sergeant reel. He said to me, óTom, Iôm doneô. I got him into a shell hole. He would not let 

me undo his tunic, but said óMy God, Tom, your face is awfulô. He told me to give him a drink of 

water, and get back to Jim Partingham [No. 936 James Partington, KIA 29/7/16], the stretcher 

bearer. I had not got more than 100 yards when another bullet struck me in the jaw and stopped me 

altogether. I got back with the aid of two of the battalionôs runners. That is the last I saw of the 

Sergeant and a clear account of how he was wounded. I was sorry to hear he was taken prisoner but 

glad to hear he is alive and hope he will return safely to you. 

Lewis went on to serve in World War II as a corporal in the Australian Army (No. W18434) and was 

stationed mainly in the Western Australian region. 

 

Private 4852 Frank Marshall, 51st Battalion 
Frank Marshall, aged 24, enlisted on 6

th
 December 1915 at the Perth Drill Hall. Though he had been working 

as a sailor, he had lately been living with his sister and brother-in-law, Captain Alex Williamson, at Arthur 

Head, Fremantle. He was passed as fit and after a period in the depot at Blackboy Hill Camp, was allotted to 

the 15
th
 Reinforcements of the 11

th
 Battalion AIF. He trained with them in WA through the first three months 

of 1916. On 1
st
 April 1916, Frank boarded the HMAT Ulysses in Fremantle Harbour and embarked for 

overseas service. The departing ship would have been in sight of his brother-in-law’s place on Arthur Head, 

with Frank lining the rails, taking a last fleeting look at his home. 

 The Ulysses arrived in Egypt on Anzac Day 1916, and as the 11
th
 

Battalion had already departed for France, Frank and his group were sent to 

the 3
rd
 Training Battalion. 

 Frank [left] remained in Egypt until 7
th
 June 1916 when he departed 

for France, arriving at Marseilles on 14
th
 June. After his arrival, Frank was 

sent north to join the 4
th
 Australian Division Base Depot at Etaples. He was 

no longer assigned to the 11
th
 Battalion but was instead transferred to the 

51
st
 Battalion, though he was only taken on strength of this unit on 23

rd
 July 

1916. The 51
st
 gradually made their way down to the Somme, reaching the 

Brickfields at Albert on 5
th
 August. Unfortunately, there would be no 

meeting of the brothers as Lewis had already been wounded and taken 

prisoner by the time Frank arrived on the Somme. 

 Frank Marshall took part in the 51
st
 Battalion’s attack towards 

Mouquet Farm on 15
th
 August 1916. That is the one fact we know, though 

unfortunately from here there are different reports as to what happened 

next.  

 Private 4825 George Hymas stated that Frank was killed on the 

parapet of our own trenches by machine-gun fire. This would seem to be backed up by 4942 Private 

William Henry Blake , who stated that he saw Frank’s body over the side of the trench as they were 

marching by and that he knew Frank well, having come over in the same troopship. Sergeant Major 676 

Leonard John Jenkins had a different report, as he explained that he saw a shell fall in front of Frank, 

which knocked him over. He assumed that Frank had been killed outright. 

 Frank Marshall was therefore listed by his battalion as missing in action, and as no news of his being 

taken prisoner had come through, a court of enquiry held by the 51
st
 Battalion on 23

rd
 April 1917 found that 

Frank was killed in action on 15
th
 August 1916. However this was not to be the end of the matter.  

 Lizzie Marshall wrote to the authorities in 1917 that some returned 51
st
 Battalion soldiers had told 

her that during their attack on 15
th
 August, Frank was severely shell shocked and he went off his head and 

was without his coat or disc, they tried to send him back to the Base, but are afraid he wandered off to the 

German trenches, as he forgot his name and imagined himself the Prince of Wales. 
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 From Lizzie Marshall’s letter it can be inferred that Frank was severely shell shocked during the 

battle, as returned soldiers continued to tell her that Frank had stripped off his uniform. This belief could be 

supported by 4042 Private Joseph Bennetts of the 51
st
 Battalion. On returning to WA he gave a sworn 

statement to authorities which gave more doubt to the Marshalls as to whether Frank was in fact killed: 

I Private J Bennetts, No. 4042, 51
st
 Battalion, now of Base Hospital, Fremantle, am prepared to 

swear the following statement:- That Private Frank Marshall, No. 4852, was not killed in action on 

August 15
th
 1916. We were in the firing line and Marshall was struck on the neck and side of head 

and fell out, was picked up by two AMC men who led him to the Dressing Station. I was carried in by 

stretcher after him, wounded in leg. ï They were dressing Marshallôs neck and head when I got in 

but he had no disc on his neck and I noticed the tip of his shoulder was also hit. We were both 

brought to England on the óElsieô lying side by side ï Marshall was put on the Manchester train 

while I went to Ipswich. I can swear these facts, also that he did not appear seriously wounded but 

dazed and very quiet, but he was not carried on train, but was led by two men. I knew Marshall well, 

we were in Camp at Blackboy together for 4 months. We went together on the óUlyssesô also to 

Egypt and then to France together. When I arrived at Fremantle I expected to see him home before 

me. 

 

Had Frank lost his memory from shell shock? Without identification and without his memory, did the 

authorities know who they had in hospital? Was he put into an insane asylum in England? Lizzie believed 

Frank was still alive, as when he was a boy Frank had lost his memory for three months when he was 

attending school. Another returning wounded 51
st
 soldier stated to Lizzie that with Frank having barely any 

clothes on, he was given a New Zealand greatcoat to wear. 

 The Red Cross did investigate that matter and found that 2575 Private Robert Marshall of the 51
st
 

had been wounded in the same battle as Frank. They wrote to him and he responded that he did not see 

Private Bennetts near him at any stage during the battle or after, and barely knew him or Frank Marshall by 

sight. Robert Marshall stated that he had been wounded by machine-gun fire and was a stretcher case, which 

did not fit with Joseph Bennett’s description. 

 Further confusion entailed when 1720 Private RH Allen wrote to Mrs Marshall in late 1917, stating 

that he had seen Frank’s name on a list at the Australian HQ in London which denoted the names of the 

Blind and Insane troops of the AIF. Unfortunately, the well -meaning Private Allen was mistaken, as the 

‘Private F Marshall’ was actually 5864 Private Frederick Marshall of the 17
th
 Battalion AIF who had been 

blinded in the war and was in Hospital at St Dunstan’s, London. 

 Lizzie Marshall continued to write to authorities in England and Australia. The family put 

advertisements in the Manchester newspapers, and hearing that there were soldiers without their memories in 

Australian asylums, she begged the authorities to be allowed to look in the Claremont asylum in WA for her 

boy, but she was not allowed to enter. Her son-in-law, Captain Williamson, by now living in Mosman, 

Sydney, attempted to do the same in the New South Wales asylums but was refused entry without a military 

order. Unfortunately it seems the authorities did not allow the family entry to the Australian asylums in the 

search for Frank. Base Records did write to her that: It is hoped in the course of time that some means of 

identifying his final resting place may be obtained, and thus serve to disabuse your mind of the belief that he 

is still alive and unable to return to his family owing to loss of memory. 

 A further report was sent to the Marshalls from an ex 51
st
 Battalion soldier who told them that he had 

seen Frank working on a farm in southern England, at Hazelbury, Kent, as he was fruit picking in the same 

area. This unnamed soldier stated that Frank had been given the name of Harry Whitelow, as he could not 

remember his own name. Lizzie wrote to the Vicar of Hazelbury, but it seems there was no village by that 

name in Kent, so the letter was forwarded by postal authorities to Hazelbury in Dorset. Lizzie, at the end of 

her letter wrote that: 

Should this young man prove to be my son, some of us will come to England and take him home 

quietly. I do not want him to go near the Military or to remember the war. He went through with his 

Battalion some terrible experiences just before he himself was wounded and of course any 

excitement might injure his brain or nerves permanently. The young man who told me may be 

mistaken. He did not know him personally, only as one of his Battalion. 

 

 Unfortunately no information was found in regards to Frank being in this area of England.  

 Lizzie moved to New South Wales to live with her daughter and son-in-law and she continued to 

write to authorities until the 1930s when Frank’s brother-in-law in NSW continued the correspondence. 

Nothing more was found regarding the fate of Frank Marshall. Was it indeed possible that, not recovering his 
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memory, with no AIF identification, wearing just a New Zealand greatcoat, he spent the remainder of his 

days in England, New Zealand or Australia, unaware that his family was looking for him? Or was his friend 

Joseph Bennetts and other 51
st
 Battalion men mistaken and Frank did indeed die at Mouquet Farm? 

 It is a sad mystery which caused much heartache for Lizzie and her family. The name of Frank 

Marshall is inscribed on the 51
st
 Battalion section of the Villers-Bretonneux Memorial. 

 

Endnote: Captain Alexander Williamson, the pilot for Fremantle Harbour Trust, was involved in a dramatic 

incident on March 6
th
 1916 when he grounded the HMAT Ulysses on an unseen rock beneath the water, near 

the north mole of the harbour. The ship at the time was carrying the first batch of the Australian Tunnellers 

to Europe. In a court case the blame was laid on Captain Williamson but a Royal Commission was held in 

1917 regarding the incident, in which Captain Williamson was exonerated from blame as the rock ledge was 

uncharted on any maps – a fault of the Harbour Trust, not Captain Williamson. In 1923 Captain Williamson 

was appointed a pilot for Sydney Harbour. The Ulysses was repaired after the accident and ironically it was 

the ship which took Frank Marshall overseas in April 1916. 

___________________________________________________________________ 

 

Follow up: The search for Corporal 1565 Jack Ison, 3rd Battalion 
Graeme Hosken, Dubbo, and Peter Benson, Bathurst 

 

The Editor’s article in DIGGER 34 on the death and burial of Corporal Jack Ison, 3
rd
 Battalion, attracted 

considerable interest from readers. Member Peter Benson has used his DVD of trench maps and Google 

Earth imagery to accurately locate the battlefield burial place of Jack Ison and Samuel Whitburn, using the 

map reference supplied by the CWGC. You may recall that Samuel has a known grave in Tyne Cot whereas 

Jack Ison is recorded as one of the missing. Peter suggested that as Jack’s body was hit by a second shell, 

then it is possible that some of his remains are mixed with Whitburn’s. (It is worth remembering that the two 

men were buried on the night that the 3
rd
 Battalion was relieved from the front line, so the burial may have 

been done hurriedly.) If that is the case, then a pilgrimage to Samuel Whitburn’s grave would also be as 

close as a visitor can get to the final resting place of Jack Ison. 

 

The left hand image above shows that the map reference places the burial place of Jack and Samuel in the 

3
rd
 Battalion trench, indicating that their bodies were brought in from the forward observation post they were 

occupying in the chimney of a shattered farmhouse. The right hand image shows that today this site can be 

seen as being behind a large shed on the Grün farm (though it may now have a new name) and on the 

western side of a dirt track. The arrows are pointing to ovals marking the map reference 28.D.12.d.2.8. The 

latitude and longitude coordinates for this spot are: 50º53’36.60” N and 3º01’14.81” E [Google Earth]. 

 Fellow FFFAIF member, Lt Col Peter Jarratt (Ret’d) rang to point out that when viewing aerial 

photographs, the image is rotated so that the sun is in the north and the shadows fall to the south, meaning 

that the right hand image should be inverted for correct military practice. However, to aid orientation with 

the map, I have left the image ‘the wrong way up’. If you rotate the page by 180º you will see how Peter’s 

advice does make the image easier to absorb.  
After four years and three months of fighting … ‘The first British and Empire soldier killed in the Great War – Private J 

Paul, killed on 23rd August 1914 – and the last – George L Price, 28th North West Battalion, 2nd Canadian Brigade – were buried in 

the same cemetery.’ [St. Symphorien Military Cemetery.]  

Note: Hanson errs in naming the first soldier as ‘J Paul’; it should be J Parr. 

Sources: Neil Hanson, The Unknown Soldier, 2005, and www.cwgc.org  
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EETTCCHHEEDD  IINN  SSTTOONNEE                                    ((Edited by Russell Curley) 

 

This is the thirty-fourth in a series of extracts, from John Laffinôs óWe Will Remember Them ï AIF Epitaphs 

of World War 1ô, which will appear in successive issues of óDIGGERô. 
 

ñProfound Despair and Resignationò continued  

Place names in bold type are cemetery names 

 
 

 

 

ONLY THOSE WHO HAVE LOVED AND LOST  

CAN UNDERSTAND WARôS BITTER COST 
 

Gnr T. Pentney, Field Arty, 12/9/18 (39) 

Cerisy-Gailly French National, France 

SO LOVED, SO MOURNED 

UNTIL THE DAY BREAK  

AND THE SHADOWS FLEE AWAY  

Pte H. H. Griffiths, 17
th
 Bn, 27.7.16 (23) 

Gordon Dump, France 

AND HE LIES THERE  

WHY DO WE WEEP  

GOD GAVE OUR BELOVED SLEEP 

Capt H. F. Selleck, 38
th
 Bn, 20.7.18 (32) 

Villers-Bretonneux, France 

OH MEMORIES THAT BLESS AND TURN  

OH BARREN GAIN AND BITTER LOSS  

Pte W. J. Armstrong, 58
th
 Bn, 15.10.17 

Etaples, France 

WONDERING IF WE SHALL MEET AGAIN  

LORD JESUS PITY ME 

Sgt A. J. Skowronner, 19
th
 Bn, 1.8.16 (23) 

Etaples, France 

GOD GRANT THAT ERE HIS SPIRIT FLED  

HE SAW THAT NOT IN VAIN HE FOUGHT  

Pte J. W. Hays, 31
st
 Bn, 29.9.18 (28) 

Bellicourt , France 

WE CANNOT SAY, WE WILL NOT SAY  

THAT HE IS DEAD, HE IS JUST AWAY  

Pte W. N. Holland, M-G Corps, 30.6.16  

Etaples, France 

SAD AND BITTER WAS THE CALL  

BUT SWEET TO REMEMBER  

YOU DIED FOR ALL  
 

Pte D. H. Howard, 26
th
 Bn, 29.10.17 (22) 

Ypres Reservoir, Belgium 

NO PEN CAN WRITE, NO TONGUE CAN TELL  

THE LOSS OF ONE I LOVE SO WELL  

Pte A. E. Williams, 28
th
 Bn, 2.9.18 (32) 

Peronne, France 

ONLY JUST TO HAVE SEEN HIM  

TO BID HIM FAREWELL  

Pte T. Hollins, 24
th
 Bn, 1.9.18 (22) 

Peronne, France 

HE SLEEPS NEATH A FOREIGN SKY  

FAR FROM THOSE WHO LOVE HIM  

Pte W. Y. Watson MM, 2
nd

 Bn, 20.9.18 (29) 

Doingt, France 

CHARLEY, YOUR PLACE IS VACANT  

IN OUR HOME  

WHICH NEVER CAN BE FILLED  

Pte C. J. Mann, 15
th
 Bn, 26.1.17 (22) 

Guards Cemetery, France 

IN MY LONELY HOURS OF THINKING  

THOUGHTS OF YOU ARE ALWAYS NEAR  

Pte H. Hoult, 48
th
 Bn, 6.8.16 (25) 

Serre Road N
o
 2, France 

DARLING JACK  

HOW I MISS YOU NOBODY KNOWS BUT ME  

MOTHER  
 

Pte J. Fagan, 29
th
 Bn, 29.7.18 (25) 

Bonnay, France 

Gunner JP Farrell was killed on 20.5.18 aged 20 and is buried beneath a private grave marker in Querrieu 

Cemetery, France. His epitaph reads: 

WELL DONE.  

PRAY FOR GUNNER J. P. FARRELL, 9
TH

 BATTERY F.A. A.I.F.  

KILLED IN ACTION 20
TH

 MAY 1918 

R.I.P. 
 

Continued next issue. 
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DIGGER Quiz No. 35: ‘Campbell’s challenge’ 
Maurice has produced this issue’s quiz without opening a book! Instead he has gazed upon his extensive 

library to test your familiarity with AIF literature. 

Who were the authors of the following fifteen books on Australian Great War history?  

1. Randwick to Hargicourt 

2. Straws in the Wind 

3. The Gallant Company 

4. Backs to the Wall 

5. The Anzacs 

6. The Australian Victories in France in 1918 

7. Horseman Pass By 

8. An Impression Which Will Never Fade 

9. Our Gift to the Empire 

10. Guide to Australian Battlefields of the Western Front 

11. Donôt Forget Me, Cobber 

12. The Broken Years 

13. The 52
nd

 Battalion AIF 1916-1919 

14. Over The Top 

15. Mad Harry 

 

Anzac Day 2011 in the Ieper area 
Photos from Johan Durnez, Waregem 

 

Clockwise from top left: Johan Durnez places flowers and a cross at the 

headstone of Australian soldier, Martin Neagle, following the Dawn Service 

held in Polygon Wood; Anny de Decker and Marie Claire Sinnaeve with two 

new friends wave the Aussie flag at the Menin Gate Anzac Day service; 

FFFAIF members, Brendan Nelson (Ambassador to the EU) and Johan, along 

with Pudgy, the Ozzie Wozzie mascot for the year, met up at Zonnebeke for 

breakfast. Brendan has become a frequent visitor to the Menin Gate since 

arriving in Brussels, and he had a very busy 2011 Anzac Day in the Salient.    

 

 

AUSTRALIA’S GIBRALTAR [Max Jeffreys] 
This book explores Victoriaôs built defence heritage since 1856: HMVS Cerberus (Black Rock), 
Port Phillip Bay defences, RAAF Williams, WW2 wartime airfields, HMAS Castlemaine, Coastal 
battery (Port Fairy), former POW camps and more ï reminders of Victoriaôs military past. 

224 pages – PAPERBACK 
$35 RETAIL –– $30 FFFAIF MEMBERS [Postage FREE in Australia] 

WAR BOOK SHOP 

13 Veronica Place, Loftus NSW 2232 
Phone: 02 9542-6771         Fax: 02 9542-6787         Web: www.warbooks.com.au 
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Answers to DIGGER Quiz No. 35 
1. Captain Eric Wren, 3rd Battalion 

2. Commander HD Stoker DSO, RN 

3. HR Williams, 56th Battalion 

4. Captain GD Mitchell MC, DCM, 48th Battalion 

5. Patsy Adam-Smith 

6. General Sir John Monash (FFFAIF Patron-in-Memoriam) 

7. Lyndsay Baly 

8. Neville Kidd (FFFAIF member) 

9. Ross St Clair (FFFAIF member) 

10. John Laffin (FFFAIF founder and Patron-in-Memoriam) 

11. Robin Corfield 

12. Bill Gammage 

13. Neville Browning (FFFAIF member) 

14. Harry Hartnett, 2nd Battalion, edited by Chris Bryett (FFFAIF member) 

15. George Franki (FFFAIF member) and Clyde Slatyer 

 

John Laffin Memorial Lecture Day (Sydney) 
This year’s John Laffin Memorial Lecture Day will be held on Sunday 3rd July at Ashfield RSL Club, 374 

Liverpool Rd, Ashfield. Please note the venue is on the first floor of the club and access is by stairs only. 

The speakers will be John D Cox and FFFAIF member, Tony Cunneen. John delivered the NSW 

Governor’s Inaugural Anzac Oration at Government House on 18th April 2011. He will speak on óThe Last 

Great Cavalry Charge: The Charge at Beershebaô. Tony, who has had numerous articles published 

(including articles in DIGGER 32 & on pp3-12 of this DIGGER), will be speaking on óThe Legal Profession 

in the First World Warô. The day will commence at 10.30am and conclude by 3.00pm. Light lunch  will be 

provided. There will be an entry charge of $15 to help offset costs, which will be collected on the day. To 

allow for catering to be ordered, please advise the number of persons attending and any special dietary 

requirements no later than Monday 27th June. RSVP to secretary@fffaif.org.au or by phone (leave a 

message) to 0448 266 634 or by mail to FFFAIF, PO Box 4208, OATLEY WEST NSW 2223.             
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