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Trench talk 

Graeme Hosken 

This issue 
Over the years, DIGGER has been fortunate to have access to previously unpublished letters and diaries of 

WWI soldiers. This bumper issue features three articles where readers are given an insight into the thoughts 

and experiences of Diggers through their own words. In this way, we can „get to know them‟ and appreciate 

their service and sacrifice even more. Enjoy our thirty-seventh issue and the many stories it contains.  

New members 
Welcome to John Cahir, Patricia Clifford, Bernard Curtin, Andrea Gerrard, Ian McKenzie, Valerie McKeon, 

Roland Rayfield, John Tognolini, Rosalie Triolo, Michael Wells, Graham Williams and David Wright. 

Bouncing e-mails 
Our secretary Chris Munro reports that e-mails sent to the last-known e-mail addresses of some members are 

still bouncing back as the address is no longer current. While you think Chris has your e-mail address, you 

may be wrong in that assumption. Follow these steps (right now) to help the committee better communicate 

with members: (1) proceed to your computer or smart phone/iPad and open your e-mail program; (2) type 

membership@fffaif.org.au into the „To‟ box; (3) type into the subject box: This is the current e-mail address 

of [insert your name]; (4) hit „send‟. Easy! Thank you, you can now continue with your reading of DIGGER. 

Australian War Graves Photographic Archive 
The Australian War Graves Photographic Archive was begun in 2000 by Matt Smith, and is committed to 

procuring a digital photograph of every Australian war grave and memorial commemoration; worldwide. 

This commitment stems from respect for the supreme sacrifice made by our Australian servicemen and 

women. More than 102 000 Australian military personnel are commemorated in 83 countries throughout the 

world. The photographs procured throughout this project are being used to populate the searchable database. 

The formation of this web site can be seen as an attempt to increase the accessibility of information and 

images related to Australian war graves and memorials to the missing from places deemed quite inaccessible. 

Every Australian will be able to access the website, locate an individual war grave or commemoration via the 

search engine, and peruse information pertaining to that war casualty and leave personal commemorative 

messages for posterity. The project has employed many hundreds of willing volunteers, and is a totally non-

profit endeavour. Any funding, contributions or assistance is utilised in a manner totally befitting the 

memory of our brave forebears. In the lead up to the „Centenary of Anzac‟ and other significant military 

anniversaries, we are proud to now have this important resource. AWGPA has a presence on Facebook, 

while the website (still undergoing photo development) is www.australianwargraves.org. Each soldier‟s page 

(found after entering key words into the search box/es) features a map showing the location of the cemetery, 

and an interesting feature is the way you can „zoom in and move around‟ the headstone or memorial panel to 

get a close-up view. Matt would like to thank all his supporters over the years and the website‟s sponsor, 

Powerfront. It has been a „labour of respect for our war dead‟ which is still ongoing, so get in touch with 

Matt via the web-site to volunteer, contribute images or leave messages. 

The good and the bad, juxtaposed 
In the Spring issue of „Vetaffairs‟, on the same page was found notification of the publication of the 

„Fighting Nineteenth‟ by members Wayne Matthews and David Wilson, while the following was in the 

Medals Lost & Found: „Medals of my father Lt FN Lipscombe, 19
th
 Battalion WWI, stolen from my house 

including the MC he was awarded at Hangard Wood‟. Let‟s hope the medals are found and returned to their 

rightful owner.  
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. Gift and two or three year memberships are available. A membership form can be 

downloaded from our website: www.fffaif.org.au. Telephone inquiries can be made to 0448 266 634. Please leave a message if not answered. 

Founder and Patron-in-Memoriam: John Laffin 

Patrons-in-Memoriam: 

General Sir John Monash GCMG KCB VD 

General Sir Harry Chauvel GCMG KCB 
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Governor-General of the Commonwealth of Australia 
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Private 6322 William Henry McKenzie, 3rd Battalion 

Norma Meadley, Narromine, with Graeme Hosken, Dubbo. 

 

William Henry (óWillô) McKenzie (Jnr) was born at „Bundabulla East‟, Brewarrina (NSW), on 4
th
 August, 

1892 to William Henry McKenzie and Rose Ann Seary. At the time of his enlistment in the AIF, William 

was engaged to the McKenzie family governess, Miss Amy Saunders, who was teaching on his father‟s 

property, „Goodwin‟, Bokhira Creek, Brewarrina.  

 Will enlisted into the army on 18
th
 May 1916 at Dubbo, where he was recorded as a horse breaker, 

aged 23 years and 8 months. Will stood 5‟7½” tall and weighed 142lbs, with dark complexion, blue eyes and 

black hair. 

 Will was allocated to the 20
th
 Reinforcements for the 3

rd
 Battalion (1

st
 Brigade, NSW) when he left 

Dubbo depot for Liverpool camp on 16
th
 June. He sailed from Sydney on the Euripides on 9

th
 September 

1916, arriving in Plymouth on 26
th
 October. After spending time training in camps at Bovington, Fovant and 

Lark Hill, Will proceeded overseas to France on 15
th
 February 1917.  

 Before his departure from Australia, Amy presented Will with a small notebook, which he would use 

as his diary while away. Written on the flap of the „Coo-ee Writing Wallet‟ was a message: To Will with love 

from Amy, Hilton Villa, Rosalind Street, North Sydney. On the inside cover of the diary, Will pencilled the 

following: If I fall will the finders of this kindly send it to Miss A. Saunders, Hilton Villa, Rosalind Street, 

North Sydney and oblige a comrade.  

McKenzie  

3rd Battalion.  

 

Along with some photos, letters and postcards, Will‟s diary allows us to share his experiences in England, 

France and Belgium. Here is his story. 

 

 

Postcard to his brothers 
3

rd
 January, 1917 

My dear boys, 

 It is some time now since I wrote you a few lines, and I suppose you are 

calling me all kinds of fancy names for not writing. How are you getting along? Do 

you do much riding? I suppose you will all be able to ride a buck when I go back. 

Have you been on Conny yet, Joe? I will give the horses something when I go back, I 

miss them very much and sometimes would give anything to be on a good horse 

again. Well boys, I suppose if Amy goes up there you will give her a lovely time. I 

fancy I can hear you teaching her. You want to look out for her though she is a bit of 

a charger. Well be good boys, much love to all, from your loving brother Will. 

On the front of the post card is a photo of a koala with a baby on its back. Will has 

written the name of Don on the larger bear, and Joe on the smaller. He wrote beside 

the photo: The little chap puts me in mind of you Joe, when you used to be riding 

Don to a finish. I suppose you are still as wild as ever. 

 

On the same day as Will filled out the postcard, he wrote a letter to his sisters: 

 Your loving letters came some days ago and words cannot express my pleasure at getting them, also 

Motherôs, which I answered straight away, so if it was lucky enough to catch a mail she should get it some 

time before you get this. I also got a nice long letter from you Dais on New Yearôs Day, and got three from 

Amy on the same day, and although we were working all day, it was a Happy New Year for me for I had 

good news from you all.  

 I think I told you all about Xmas in my last letter. There is nothing to tell about New Year for it was 

no different as far as we were concerned to any other time, they gave us no leave, have not granted any since 

we had our four days in London. Glad you had heard from Albert Lin. I have written to him twice but have 

not got a reply yet. I would like to know Bertôs, Chris and Cliffôs address when they come over, also your 

boyôs Dais, if he comes.  

 It is no use looking for anyone here unless you have an address; it would be like looking for a needle 

in a hay stack for there are Australians here in the thousands. There was five boat loads came a few days 

before New Year, so some of the boys may be among that lot. Amy was saying Arch left on 11
th
 Nov. so he 

should be close now. She says he is going to try and get with me when he comes over. I hope he does for I 

would not wish for a better mate.  
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 My photos have not turned up yet, I think they have gone astray. I think I told you I got taken with 

Joe Simpson, that boy who is taken with Chas.  

 Well girls, I canôt get over that wedding you are going to celebrate. Iôd give a good deal to have my 

eye to the keyhole when it is coming off, but I never would be able to show my dial to them or Iôd burst my 

vaccination, and so for being Best Man, oh no! Not this kid. Iôm Godfather to one of their jiggers, that is 

quite enough for me, and then it was a case of ñIf you must, you must,ò for I knew nothing about the matter. 

Anyway, all I can say is they have had a pretty fair trial of each other, and they ought to know the ins and 

outs of things by now, there is nothing like try before you buy, so after all they must be very wise people. You 

can shower all kinds of loving things on them for me, in fact I donôt care if you bung their eyes up with a pair 

of my loving old boots, and if you had a pair of the boots I have now you would have a good chance of doing 

that, for there are nails in them like bullôs eyes.    

 Am very glad you were still having some rain up there when you wrote last; also very pleased to 

hear it was keeping so cool, but Iôll bet it is hot enough there now. We still have the coldest months before 

us, though since just before Xmas it has not been half so cold as it was. We have actually not seen snow or 

ice for nearly a fortnight.  

 No Dais, I never thought of your birthday. In fact I donôt know the date of one of your birthdays, not 

even motherôs. Thatôs the worst of having brains, isnôt it? About that other little matter you mentioned, you 

donôt want to let it worry you, we are taught to forgive our ñenemiesò so you should pray for that particular 

person more than ever now; your prayers may be needed. 

 Well dearest ones, I will end this jaw for this time. Be sure Lin and Dais that one of you stay at home 

with mother. No need to tell you to stay, Barn, Jess and Myra, for I know no one would run off with you 

unless it was a very dark night and then heôd only keep you till it came daylight. 

 Dearest love to you all and hoping and trusting you are all in the best of health. 

  Yours ever lovingly  

  Will. 

P.S. When addressing your letters do the same as before but put C. Coy somewhere on the envelope as that is 

the name of our Company, and it may be some aid to the delivery of the letters when we go to France. Have 

not heard when we are likely to go, think we have taken root here. Love Will.  xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

 

 
 

Above: Some of the 20
th
 Reinforcements for the 3

rd
 Battalion AIF. This photo was taken at Wareham, UK. 

Will is the fourth soldier standing from the left in the back row (under the letters „BA‟).  

 



DIGGER 5 Issue 37 

Will wrote a short note to accompany this photo: 

Letter to Willôs uncle and aunt, Walter and Boad McKenzie of Brewarrina, 3 November 1916 
This is a snapshot of some of the boys in our battalion and myself. None of us are oil paintings. Suppose you 

will be able to pick my ugly dial. Hoping you are all well and wishing yourselves, children and all at B.C.E. 

a Merry Xmas and a bright and Happy New Year, and with love to all from your fond nephew, Will.  

P.S. Will write you a long letter and tell what I think of England, where we get hot, cold, sunshine, rain, wind 

and calm all in one day and every day.   

 

Will began writing in his notebook the day before he left for France. [Note: some minor changes have been 

made to spelling and punctuation in places ï Ed.] 

14
th
 Feb., 1917 Left Lark Hill for France at 8 p.m. after seven hours travelling by foot and train, arrived at 

Folkestone at 3 a.m., 15
th

 February, 1917, where we are billeted waiting for the transport to take us 

overseas. Put in a few cold hours in the billet in the early hours of this morning. Having no blankets we had 

to lay down on the bare boards. Had to make a second attempt to get up owing to being frozen to the floor 

and what do you think, the Bugler had the audacity to blow „get out of bed‟. Left Folkestone at 2 o‟clock, 

marched through the dark night, much excitement and danger. Danger because … [here Will is probably 

alluding to German submarines.] Boarded the boat [SS óVictoriaô] and steamed out at 4 o‟clock with 

destroyers racing all around us, arrived safely at Boulogne France at six o‟clock, then had what seemed to us 

a ten mile walk to our billets, but in reality I should say was about three miles, seemed longer to us owing to 

being all uphill walking.  

16
th
 February, 1917 Was awakened this morning by hearing army bully beef or biscuits, and on looking out 

of the tent saw an old French dame with a greasy red bag gathering up scraps of food left over from the 

night‟s meal; this being my first impression of a French woman in France. Left our billets at 12 o‟clock, 

walked six miles, were then yarded into cattle trucks and left there for seven hours, then made a move, and 

arrived at Etaples about midnight. What struck me as being rather funny was the fact of being fed on bully 

beef and yarded into cattle trucks. This is said to be the largest military camp in the world; there are all kinds, 

colours and nationalities of troops here.  

17
th
 February, 1917 Have been busy all day; have been issued with new rifles & bayonets so we are now 

ready for the fray. Must say a word about Boulogne; have heard and read a lot of it, but was very 

disappointed with it, for as far as we saw of it, it seemed a very dirty, evil smelling place, and as far as the 

pretty girls of France is concerned, well there was certainly none of them to be seen in Boulogne while we 

were there. There seems to be a big majority of the poorer class there.  

18
th
 February, 1917 Today is Sunday, but we can‟t leave the camps. Although the township of Etaples is 

only half a mile away, no leave is granted. Later went for a walk around the camp and came across a lot of 

fruit and fancy good stalls where there were a great assortment of soldiers, but I have no idea if it was the 

fruit, fancy goods or the stall owners that was drawing the crowd, but I can tell you all hands were enjoying 

themselves teasing Madamselle [sic], who seems to be a very dangerous little machine when put into motion.  

19
th
 February, 1917 Am thinking by the time we get back home we‟ll be real cattle, for we are fed on bully 

beef, trucked in bull waggons and today were sent to the Bull Ring. The Bull Ring by the way is the place we 

get our final training. One of the instructors, or as we call them, „Bull Tamers‟, informed us that we may 

have broken our mothers‟ hearts, but we were not going to break his. Why, he said „I have tamed lions‟. One 

of the Australians asked him if he had ever trained kangaroos, and he said „No‟. „Well‟, said the Australian, 

„have a go at us, and you‟ll find we are worse than lions.‟  

Went to a concert tonight by Madame Someone, I forget her name, but didn‟t fall in love with her; she was 

so big, one could only see a little of her at a time. All the same she gave us a very nice entertainment.  

20
th
 February, 1917 It has been raining heavily all day, but we have been out all day shooting on the range. 

One thing that takes my eye in France, is, no matter how wet the day is, there is always a great many women 

tramping the roads with big baskets or bundles on their backs and whenever I see them going along bending 

under their loads, I thank God that our women in Australia do not have to do the same. There is also a stream 

of poor worried-looking little children following us about all day with baskets full of chocolates and fruit. 

Ended the day by going to another concert.  

21
st
 February, 1917 Spent most of the day among poisonous gas and tear gas and it was very laughable to 

see the boys coming out of the trenches with their eyes streaming with tears. Played in a euchre and crib 

tournament tonight, but our battalion only got 3
rd
 prize. The chaplain who gave the prizes also gave us 

refreshments. He also had a big tin of lollies which he intended sharing among the players, but owing to 

some very kind gent „lifting them‟ when we were all interested in the games, we had to love and lose them. 

That is one little instance of the comradeship showed among the British troops.  
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22
nd

 February, 1917 Spent most of the day inspecting and getting a general idea of our future homes, the 

trenches.  

23
rd

 February, 1917 Have been out all day and half the night, all day on a route march and half the night 

taking over trenches.  

24
th
 February, 1917 Went out again to be tamed by the „Bull Tamers‟ who gave us musketry, Coy drill, 

Battn en masse and bombing.  

25
th
 February, 1917 Went on dental parade this morning, so have missed the Bull Ring for once. It is a 

lovely day, and makes one think of better things than war, and also of better places than France. So far I have 

got no mail from Aust. since arrival here. So far I have had no leave here so my knowledge of this part of the 

world is confined to a Military Camp.  

26
th
, 27

th
 & 28

th
 February, 1917 We had the usual Bull Ring Parade. 

1
st
 & 2

nd
 March , 1917 Nothing of any note happened.  

 

 

France ï 1
st
 March, 1917 

My Darling Mother, 

 Canôt write long letters from here as you know, but I 

would very much like to send you a young stationerôs shop 

for I have stacks to tell you, but will have to store it all up till 

the time comes along when I will get a chance of sending you 

a nice long letter. I sincerely hope your dear self, Dad and 

all are well, am pleased to say I am O.K. and doing well.   If 

rain here at the end of the week I will try and send you a 

small parcel, but if we are leaving before then will send you 

another card. My one prayer Mum Dear is that you are not 

worrying over me, will write as often as possible. With all 

the love of your always loving son, Will. 

 

3
rd

 March, 1917 Went on a route march with the usual stream of women and children following us with 

baskets of fruit and sweets and I must say they are more fond of walking and carrying sacks than the average 

Australian soldier.  

4
th

 March, 1917 Were warned to go up the line to join our Battn. Had a medical inspection and got things 

ready for a move. The nice sunshiny days we have been having have changed to overcast skies and cutting 

winds.  

5
th

 March, 1917 Still at Etaples, but expect to be going tomorrow morning. Been issued with everything, 

even our steel hats. Got seven letters last night, so today am quite happy. The cold change has brought a very 

heavy fall of snow, and one is afraid to move outside the tents. There are bombardments everywhere with 

snowballs. Went to a very interesting Lantern lecture of Jerusalem.  

6
th

 March, 1917 Still at Etaples. Having quite a holiday as far as work is concerned, waiting for the word to 

go to the front. Have been on cookhouse fatigue all day, by the time I get back I‟ll be a kind of jack-of-all-

trades. One has to be everything in the army. Went up to the Catholic Club tonight and found it has been put 

out of bounds to Australians (poor Australia). We are far too free and don‟t-care sorts to get on with most 

people anyway. I found the priest, went to Confession and Holy Communion, and then asked him the reason 

why the place was out of bounds to us, but it seems he knew nothing about it and was quite surprised when I 

escorted him up and showed him the notice on the door. It said „Out of Bounds by Medical 

Recommendations‟. The Tommies must think we are too unclean to be among them; in fact on getting a lot 

of Tommies wild yesterday by snowballing them till 

they looked like icebergs, they informed us we were no 

good whatever to England. That we were only in the 

way of good men when we had to fight in earnest and 

that it took us all our time housing ourselves, what a 

pedigree. Have just come from a Lantern lecture on old 

Stonehenge and Avesbury Temples, both of which are 

between four and five thousand years old. I like getting 

all the knowledge I can of these old historical places.  

 

[Left: Postcard of Stonehenge from Will‟s collection.] 
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7
th

 March, 1917 Have been „Spud Barber‟ and general help to the sergeant‟s cook.  

8
th

 March, 1917 Up before daybreak, and left Etaples to get a little nearer Fritz in a blinding snowstorm. 

Arrived this afternoon at what was once the town of Albert but what is now a shell broken ruin. What struck 

me most was the Cathedral Tower which is about 100 feet high, although much battered and broken, still 

stands, but the brass monument of a woman which is on the top of it has been blown over by shells and she 

now leans outward with her arms stretched across the street. We are billeted in tents but have no blankets so 

we are in for an enjoyable night. The snow has ceased but the cold winds reign supreme. The guns are to be 

heard quite plainly, booming like thunder.  

9
th

 March, 1917 Left Albert this morning, 9
th
, and marched to a place called Court Farm. The snow has 

again commenced in earnest …  

[Page 14 missing] … night just as a gentle reminder but so far they have done no damage.  

13
th
 March, 1917 More drill, nothing fresh to note.  

14
th
 March, 1917 Joined the bombing section, so as well as a rifle I‟ll have bombs to fight my way with.  

15
th
 March, 1917 On guard and had a lively time, what with doing duty as a guard and fighting the chats as 

all soldiers do.  

16
th
 March, 1917 Moved further back from the firing line, and are now billeted in a village in „barns‟ 

awaiting further orders. The war news seems to be good on all sides and we have just heard that Bapaume 

has fallen to us.  

17
th
 March, 1917 Nothing fresh, we drill hard all day and sleep hard at night.  

18
th
 March, 1917 Being Sunday had a look around this village, which by the way is called Dernancourt, but 

it is so tumble down and deadly it is not worth writing about.  

19
th
 March, 1917 More drill.  

20
th
 March, 1917 Route march.  

21
st
 March, 1917 Drill again. There is a great rush to the newsagent‟s shop each night to get papers, the war 

news lately has been very encouraging.  

22
nd

 March, 1917 On the move again, moving still further back from the Somme frontier and are now 

billeted in a village called Ribemont where there is a little more sign of civilisation. Got a surprise visit from 

Albert Norton  last night who is now in the 1
st
 Battn.  

23
rd

 March, 1917 Commenced drill again. Our Battn is giving a concert tonight and the performers are to be 

heard clearing their throats for the occasion.  

24
th
 March, 1917 The concert was a great success, nothing fresh.  

25
th
 March, 1917 Still as usual.  

26
th
 March, 1917 Went to a boxing contest between Albert Norton and Mellish [Dvr 402 Harry John]; the 

latter being over a stone the heavier. It was a very good fight, but was won pretty easily by Norton.  

27
th
, 28

th
, 29

th
 & 30

th
 March, 1917 These days are so much alike that I thought I would sum them all up 

„thus‟: Drill, sunshine, rain, wind and snow.  

31
st
 March, 1917 Our company have been on fatigue work today filling in some of the old trenches around 

here. If it hadn‟t been for the one thought that was in all our minds, namely, the thought of going up to the 

front line in the next few days, one would have been inclined to believe the war was over.  

1
st
 April, 1917 Had just made arrangements after church parade to spend the remainder of the day having a 

look around some of the several villages which are close around here, when I was warned for town piquet, so 

that made a fool of me and my arrangements, but I suppose I can‟t grumble as its [April] Fool‟s Day.  

2
nd

 April, 1917 A review.  

3
rd

 April, 1917 Moving again, marched twelve miles with full packs, in mud up to our boot tops, moving up 

to the front lines.  

4
th

 April, 1917 A day that will be remembered by us all, marched another twelve miles in a …  

[Page 19 missing] … which landed in the cutting and very close to us but so far no damage has been done. It 

is a lovely day, and the aeroplanes are taking advantage of it, we have seen some very good fights between 

them this morning, several have been brought down. We are at present enjoying the sunshine. Tonight we are 

going to try and get in holds with the enemy.  

7
th

 April, 1917 Last night a party of thirty of us went to try and hurt Fritz up. After advancing about two 

miles we got into a pretty warm nest of them, and owing to his rifle and machine-gun fire, and the smallness 

of our party, we had to retire, but we had got the information we were sent out to get re his position and 

tonight we are going to try and drive him back. As far as we have heard, yesterday‟s casualties were one 

killed and one wounded. The roar of the big guns as I write this is almost deafening.  

8
th

 April, 1917 Some heavy fighting took place last night; the 1
st
 Battalion seemed to get the brunt of it. Our 

Batt. advanced over a mile. We are now dug in about 5 000 yards from a village which we are going to try 
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and take tonight [Hermies]. It is all open fighting now, there are no trenches.  
9

th
 April, 1917 In the small hours of this morning, after standing to arms all ... 

[Page 22 missing] … 140 yards of the enemy lines and dug ourselves in under a blood curdling machine-gun 

fire, but luckily we only had one casualty.  

14
th
 April, 1917 We stood to arms all day and night in the rain which seems to have no ending.  

15
th
 April, 1917 In the small hours of this morning, Fritz attacked us in hundreds, but we drove him back, 

leaving hundreds of dead and wounded behind him. We suffered little loss. But under cover of a Red Cross 

flag and stretcher-bearers, they [few lines missing] … into position before it got light enough for us to see 

their move. All day they fired on us, killing and wounding many. On the night of 16
th
 we were relieved, still 

in the drenching rain, and were sent back to close supports. Sent a little further back to the second support 

line where we are like rabbits scratching in the side of a bank to get out of the rain which is still coming 

down heavily.  

[At this point it is worthwhile referring to the 3
rd

 Battalion unit history for a description of these events: 

óAt that hour (4am) a sentry of No. 5 Platoon (B Company), the most advanced and isolated of the battalion, 

observed the enemy massing in front of their own barbed-wire, and gave the alarm. Lieut Geoff Leslie, the 

platoon commander, with characteristic coolness, lost no time in arranging for the bringing of all the 

defensive forces of the battalion into play. Five minutes later No. 5 Platoon was attacked fiercely. Its 

successful defence was due in great measure to the splendid work of the Lewis gun section under Corporal 

W Marshall. Marshall kept his gun in action continuously for about two hours, rushing it from one end of the 

trench to the other, wherever the attack was strongest. On several occasions the gun was mounted on the 

parados and fire was brought to bear on enemy parties which had pierced the Australian line further north. 

Rifle-grenades were also used with great effect, four nicely placed along a line of Germans, sending 20 or 

more of the enemy helter-skelter back to their own trenches é At daybreak the Germans finally retired in 

disorder, many of their wounded crawling away. The dead and wounded lying out in front of the 3
rd
 

Battalion posts were estimated at 200.  

ó é After daybreak the Germans began to collect their wounded, the stretcher-bearers coming out with Red 

Cross flags. Our own wounded were sent back at the same time. Before long, however, the Germans who had 

retired were seen to be digging in behind their stretcher-bearers, about a hundred yards or so away. Fire 

was immediately directed on them, with the result that two German machine guns opened on Lieut Dillôs 

post, wounding Dill and three of his NCOs é During the remainder of the day the Germans kept all B 

Companyôs posts under machine-gun fire, while the battalion generally was subjected to heavy shelling.ô] 

 

17
th
 and 18

th
 April, 1917 Still in support.  

19
th
 April, 1917 Still in supports. Had our first shave and wash today since April 1

st
 and last night was our 

first sleep since that date.  

20
th
 April, 1917 The Germans sent some of our boys over an attack of liquid fire. We evened things up by 

sending him a gas attack in the early hours of the morning of the 21
st
. On the night of 21

st
 we again moved up 

to the firing line where we put in 22
nd

 and 23
rd
. Had a fairly quiet time and were relieved on the night of 28

th
, 

came back to support where we are getting more than our share of shells. On the night of 24
th
 we were 

relieved by the Tommies and the Brigade moved back about 5 miles. I was one left up the line on fatigue, 

was taken prisoner by the Tommies, who said we were German spies. Moved about five miles further back 

on 25
th
 and have just got word to go back into supports again tonight, 26

th
.  

 

 

France 25
th
 April, 1917 

My Dearest Mother, 

Just a card to let you see I am O.K. and sincerely trust your dear self, Dad 

and all are in the best of health. I wrote to you about a week ago from the 

trenches, hope you got it alright. I have had several letters from you all since 

I last wrote, the latest being dated 26
th
 February and had one from Amy 

dated 1
st
 March. Glad to hear you were having a good season over there this 

year. As for us we are simply tired of the word rain. Am sorry I canôt write 

you a long letter this time Mother Dearest, but I know you will be pleased to 

get even a few lines from me. We are out of the trenches, will write to you 

again as soon as possible. 

With dearest love to yourself and all,  

Your ever loving son, Will. 
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27
th
 April, 1917 In supports to 2

nd
 Division.  

28
th
 April, 1917 Were relieved tonight and went back about four miles 29

th
. Had. a rest, and on 30

th
 were 

sent back again to support the 2
nd

 Division. Thus ends the month of April, 1917, which has been a month of 

much hard work, suffering and bloodshed for us all.  

1
st
 May, 1917 A beautiful sunshiny day. Fritz has been keeping in touch with us by sending some big shells 

over; he succeeded in blowing up one of our batteries, killing and wounding over twenty men, but our guns 

send back about ten shells to his one.  

2
nd

 May, 1917 We were rudely awakened in the small hours of this morning by hearing the gas alarm, so we 

all had to stand to, with gas helmets at the alert. However it proved to be a false alarm. Needless to say, Fritz 

got some nice prayers sent over to him. It is another lovely day, sun shining and larks singing, as if there was 

not a trouble in the world. 

3
rd

 May, 1917 Got orders to move further up the line. Moved up in full daylight under observation, and can 

assure you we got a lively time from Fritz‟s artillery. One shell landed right among us, killing one and 

severely wounding several, after arriving at a trench just behind the front line. We were put on fatigue 

carrying ammunition to the firing line, had to go across a field in full view of the Germans, who put a 

barrage of artillery on us, wounding 24 and killing a couple of us. They landed all around me, but I never got 

a scratch.  

[The 3
rd

 Battalion thus entered the Second Battle of Bullecourt, tasked with relieving the shattered 6
th
 

Brigade. Will wrote the following account some days later.] 

 

I neither had time nor inclination to write this diary up while in the trenches so will try and give a rough idea 

of what we went through now.  

 After doing two trips to the firing line with loads of ammunition that a mule would blush at, and 

under fire both ways, we were ordered to move up and relieve the men in the front line. So proceeded there 

as soon as it got dark enough, with shells landing everywhere. One landed right in the sap we were walking 

through, killing an officer and wounding several men. It was something awful to hear the cries of the 

wounded in the dark: the sap being so narrow that only one man at a time could pass along, so we had to 

walk over dead and wounded. One wouldn‟t know whether the man under his feet was dead or wounded 

unless he heard a groan (or in some cases), „My God lads, don‟t walk on me.‟    

 We put in three days and nights of the most awful bombardment ever I wish to see or hear. In fact, 

the old hands say it was the worst they have had since the war began. I know he almost flattened our trenches 

with big shells and we had big casualties. In the three days and nights we repulsed six counter-attacks by the 

Germans. We were practically fighting the whole time, and if we had not got relieved when we did, am 

afraid the Germans would have come over and found us all asleep at our posts, for we were just beaten for 

the want of sleep.  

 After being relieved we had about two miles to go under heavy fire and then were straight back 

again to the line with a load of sand bags. One shell landed right amongst us, half burying myself and several 

others. Two of our party have not been heard of since; they must have been either blown to pieces or 

completely buried. All next day we stayed two miles behind the line; had another trip to the line, but luckily 

lost no-one. The fighting is still very fierce all around Bullecourt which we can see from our position. 

 Moved another two miles further back next day which was 8
th
, and that night were again sent on 

fatigue to the line, a distance of four miles, and had to carry big rolls of barbed wire. We again had to face 

the fierce shell fire across the open field, but luck stood to us again and only one of us was wounded. We got 

back to camp at daylight on the morning of 9
th
 and had to pack up and moved back about six miles, where we 

had four days of perfect rest, then moved back about eight miles to where we are at present at a camp called 

Bazentin [Bazentin-le-Petit], where we are doing a little drill, and re-organising, as well as we can, our 

sections and platoons.  

 I was the only one left in the section I belonged to, which was the rifle grenadiers. I am now a 

machine gunner. We stayed at Bazentin about a week, and then marched about ten miles back to a village 

called Buire. Had a couple of days rest and were marched back about twelve miles to do a fatigue job at a 

place called Bernafay Wood, which lasted three days and we came back to Buire again by train. We are 

having a good time here, only do a little drill in the morning and have sports and as much swimming as we 

like in the afternoon.  

 Had leave into a town called Amiens which is a very nice place and had a good time. We are now 

training for our divisional sports which are to take place on the 12
th
. It is now 7

th
. Our sports were a great 

success. Our Batt. won most of the events, which was very creditable considering there were twelve 

battalions against them.  
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France 17
th
 June, 1917 

My Darling Mother, 

Am just sending you this card as I have not got time to write you a letter 

today. I wrote you a letter a few days ago which I hope you received. Have 

got no mail from you yet but can only hope to get some in a day or so.   

Cheer up Mum dear and donôt worry. I donôt think the war will last much 

longer and am just living for the day when I will be back with you all again.    

I sincerely hope and trust you are all well as this is leaving me O.K. With 

dearest love to yourself, Dad and all the dear old kids. 

From your ever loving son, Will. 

 

 

28
th
 June, 1917 Things have been going on just the same until today and we have just got orders to pack up 

and move again. Owing to our Batt. being the winners at the sports, a Guard of Honour for the Duke of 

Connaught was picked out of it, and they have to meet him today at Albert. After marching about nine miles 

we arrived at a place called Mailly  [Mailly -Maillet], where we are to go through a ten day course of special 

training.  

30
th
 June, 1917 We were inspected and addressed by the Premier, Mr Holman.  

6
th

 July, 1917 Came back to Buire where things are going on as before, with the exception that owing to 

some of our boys running amuck in some of the villages, they are all placed out of bounds.  

[Page 37 missing]  

… lined up on each side of a road to cheer the King as he passes along in a car.  

 

 

France ï 9
th
 July, 1917 

Dear Don, 

Thanks for your letter and card. Should have answered it before but never 

mind, better now than never. How do you like this card, donôt you think itôs 

like yourself and Gwen? How are you getting along with her? Well Don, Iôm 

in a hurry today so hope youôll excuse these few lines, I have to write to Mum 

and the girls. Ta Ta, love to all. 

From Will. 

 

 

13
th
 July, 1917 Our Batt. gave another concert last night which was very good. This morning we were rudely 

awakened at four o‟clock and ordered to turn out in full marching order. We marched about ten miles to a 

place called Bray, where we were given some more training for about ten days. From there we again went 

back to Buire. On the morning of 27
th
 July we were again ordered out in full marching order at the early hour 

of 2 o‟clock. We only marched about a mile and were then yarded into cattle trucks and after about ten hours 

travelling arrived at our destination, a place called Cassel. Spent twelve days here, where we‟ve had a pretty 

good time. The people here are much more hospitable than they are anywhere on the Somme. We are now 

somewhere about 20 miles behind the Belgian frontier.  

 

 

15
th
 July, 1917 ï France 

My Darling Mum, 

I have written to Amy and told her just about everything there 

is to tell, which is not much at any time, so itôs no use me 

telling you the same things over again. Will write to you in a 

few days, by then I might get some mail from you. It is over a 

month since I heard from you. I hope your letters go alright, 

but if they are a bit late sometimes Mum, donôt worry, because 

you know you canôt depend on the mails nowadays, and 

besides, I donôt always get a chance to write as often as I would 

like to. Cheer up Mum. 

Hoping your dear self and all at home are well as this leaves 

me at present. With fondest love, your ever loving son, Will. 
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Lelong, 21 Rue St. Martin, Amiens ï Interieu de la Cathedrale 
30

th
 July, 1917 ï France  

Dear Dad, 

I received your letter some time since, but to tell the truth I forget whether I 

answered it or not, so am sending this card to make sure. Well Dad, how are 

you getting along? Hope you are having a good season and not having any 

trouble with the stock. I wish I could send you over a few thousand acres of 

the country just about here, it looks splendid, and I never saw better wheat 

crops anywhere. Hoping you are in the best of health as this leaves me O.K.     

With best love from Will. 

 

 

10
th
 Aug., 1917 Marched about ten miles to a place called Sec Bois, which is about three miles from the 

town of Hazebrouck, which town the Germans are trying very hard to blow to pieces. We have some very 

exciting Hun air raids here. In one of the raids they attacked a Tommies‟ camp about half a mile from our 

camp, killed 17 men and wounded about 60, but the hardest part of all is to see the poor French women and 

children fleeing for their lives.  

 

 

11
th
 August, 1917 ï France ï 

My Dear Mum, 

Am just sending you this card to let you see I am well. I wrote you a letter on 

the 4
th
, also wrote to Amy at the same time. Hope you get them safely. I also 

sent you all some cards a few days before the letters. Have not had any 

letters from you since those dated 20
th
 May, and we have heard since that 

another boat has gone down with mail from 30
th
 May to 12

th
 June on it, so 

that is pretty stiff luck for us.    

My parcels have not yet turned up and donôt suppose they are likely to.   

Hoping your dear self and all at home are in the best of health and with 

dearest love to all, from your loving son, Will. 

 

 

9
th
 September, 1917 ï France  

Dear Joe, 

I received a letter from you about a week ago, also got a nice 

birthday card from you. Thank you very much for same. I have a 

great head for remembering things, for I donôt remember any of 

your birthdays, not even Motherôs. Hope you will like this card. Joe. 

I think the boy on it is just like you used to be. Will write to you 

again as soon as I can. Best love to yourself and also from your 

fond brother, Will. 

 

10
th
 Sept., 1917 Still at Sec Bois. The Huns still bomb and shell the neighbourhood, the shells are fired from 

a range of 2 miles. Had a medical inspection today, and I was among those ordered to the hospital with a 

complaint common to soldiers known as scabies, which is some kind of an insect or crocodile in the skin.  

11
th
 Sept., 1917 Left camp in a car and after a few hours travelling arrived at the hospital where I had the 

first hot bath since I arrived in France. [This was the 50
th
 Casualty Clearing Station.] Am now undergoing a 

sulphur liniment treatment. We grease ourselves up like Red Indians; we‟d only want some war paint now 

and we‟d be set. The hospital we are in is a monastery situated on top of a large hill, from where we can get a 

lovely view of the surrounding country for miles around. This place forms a very fine target and could easily 

be blown to pieces by the Germans, but it is said they won‟t blow it up owing to one of their Princes being 

buried in it, whose body they want to recover after the war. The monks are still here; they look funny with 

their bare heads and long cloaks, so if I go back with a long beard and shaven head, put it down to being shut 

up in a monastery with the monks.  

18
th
 Sept., 1917 Discharged from hospital and went to a place called Castre. There I went to a musket school 

for a week, from there went to Steenvoorde where I joined the Batt. which had just come out of the trenches.  

28
th
 Sept., 1917 Was again ordered to hospital with same trouble.   

29
th
 Sept., 1917 Again arrived at „Mont-Du-Cat‟ Monastery hospital. Spent three weeks in hospital, had a 

good time. Spent two weeks of time on the staff; left there with housemaid‟s knees. Joined Battn. on 23
rd
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October, 1917 at Ypres. Spent three days building a light railway over Anzac Hill under heavy shell fire. 

There [are] pieces of men, mules and horses flying up in the air all day.  

 

One day later, Will [below] wrote a letter home to his parents: 

France ï 30 September, 1917 

My Darling Mother & Father, 

 Sent you a card a couple of days since, and told you I 

had received no mail from you, but the same day that I sent 

that card I received letters from you all, and you can imagine 

how delighted I was to get them, and to see by them you were 

all well, as this is leaving me O.K. at present. The latest mail I 

got was cards from Barn and Jess dated 26
th
 July. Your letter 

Mum and Amyôs was dated about 23
rd

. Was pleased to hear 

Lin was going to Dubbo and then to Sydney. It would be a 

change for her and would take her mind off poor old Albertôs 

death, especially Sydney. 

 Did she get my letter telling her about his death and 

also the pocket book I sent her by registered parcel? I 

suppose you have been reading a lot about the brave 

Australians in the papers this last week or so. The English 

papers are giving us some great praise for the way in which 

we take everything before us and I guess we are putting quite 

a nasty taste in old Fritzôs mouth lately.  

 I really donôt think the war is far off ending; in fact I 

think the end would have been very near only for Russia, but 

still I donôt think it will last much longer, things on the whole 

look brighter.  

 Sorry to hear of Unaôs accident and hope her finger 

is alright again, but tell her it would have been worse had it 

been her head. Have not yet got that photo I promised you 

Mum dear. Thatôs the worst of the French people, one canôt trust them to do anything. Will send one along 

as soon as I do get them, or if they donôt come will get taken again as soon as I see a chance.    

 Will send you all some Xmas cards as soon as I get told of some nice ones. Am sending this in Amyôs 

letter Mum dear and am sending it to Sydney. I only have the one military envelope, that is why Iôm sending 

them both together.  

 I suppose Amy is in Sydney now. I have told you before Mum to take a trip to Sydney, it would do 

you the world of good, and you have that money to use as you wish, so donôt forget to go down during the hot 

weather. 

 Farewell for this time Mum dear, will write again soon. Tell the girls I will write to them again soon, 

also the boys.     

 Your loving son, Will. 

 

[Will rejoined the 3
rd

 Battalion in the field on 22
nd

 October.] 

26
th
 October, 1917 Six machine gunners were picked out to mount guns on aerial observation posts over an 

ammunition dump. We have to watch for aeroplanes day and night, a dangerous job, but very exciting.  

 

Here, Will‟s diary ends. Fourteen days later, on 9
th
 November 1917, Will was killed in action. According to 

the 3
rd
 Battalion history, on November 8

th
 the battalion took over the left sector of the brigade front [left of 

the Ypres-Roulers railway] from the 2
nd

 Battalion, a relief that was only remarkable because of the 

extraordinary circumstances accompanying it. The night was extremely dark, and the condition of the crater-

field, which had now become waterlogged by the early winter rains, absolutely defies description. ñIt was,ò 

writes Sergeant AE Bray, of óAô Company, ña quagmire within a quagmire. It was a wonder to us that 

human beings had ever been able to walk across such ground, let alone fight across it successfully!ò 

 The unit war diary of the 3
rd
 Battalion does not record any deaths in the unit on the 9

th
 but mentions 

that the Canadians attacked that day on the left of the Australians. Was Will‟s death (like Jack Ison‟s the next 

day, as described in DIGGER 34) due to German retaliatory fire as the Canadians attacked towards 

Passchendaele? The Red Cross Wounded and Missing files shed some light on Will‟s death: 



DIGGER 13 Issue 37 

 Private 7033 R Mankin stated: I knew a man called McKenzie in B Coy, 5 Platoon. He was No. 1 

on the Lewis gun é he came from Brewarrina, NSW. He was about 5 ft. 8, fair, with moustache and about 

30. I donôt know if he was married. As we were moving up to the front line a whizzbang shell fell close to me 

and killed McKenzie, Pte Walsh, Cpl McPherson, and wounded Pte Davis and another man. This occurred 

on 9
th
 Nov. on the Passchendaele front just after dark. I saw the dead bodies after the explosion of the shell. 

Our [stretcher-bearers] took the wounded to the Canadian [dressing station]. I think the dead would be 

buried near it. 

 Private 2776 MC Cambage told the Red Cross: I knew McKenzie pretty well é About the 9
th
 

November we were attacking at Passchendaele. We took our objective and held it. The above three men 

[McKenzie, Pte 6535 W Mitchell and Pte 6384 GF Walsh] were on a Lewis gun. A shell dropped near the 

gun, killing Mitchell and McKenzie, and wounding Walsh badly, who died before he got to the D/Station é 

 Private 319 WJ Webb provided a different account again: é On 9
th
 Nov. a company of ours went 

over at Passchendaele in the night for a raid or attack on a German position to get prisoners, and have a 

look around, and it was during this stunt that [McKenzie] was missed in the dark. 

 Private 6580 JR Simpson advised the Red Cross: I didnôt see McKenzie of B Coy killed instantly by 

an HE shell about midday in Ypres (near Menin Road) but I saw his body after. A couple of the others were 

wounded by the same shell but I donôt know their names. They were sitting in a trench and Fritzôs barrage 

was right on it. I was a C Coy. M/gunner but our gun was out 

of action at the time and I was acting runner and going round 

with a message when I saw the body. I was 200 or 300 yards 

away when he was killed. I donôt know anything about burial. 

McKenzie was a mate of mine and a very good fellow. He 

came over with me in the óEuripidesô in the 20
th
 Reinf. I have 

written to his sister at Brewarrina about it. 

 Private 6392 G Smith stated that McKenzie was 

shot near Polygon Wood, while Private 5999 JR Davis 

advised that McKenzie was killed óon the morning of 4-9-17ô 

prior to the advance made on Broodseinde Ridge. (Davis‟ 

statement is an example of how the stress and frenetic activity 

of the battlefield could play tricks on men‟s memories – 

Broodseinde Ridge was attacked by the 3
rd
 Battalion on 4

th
 

October, and Will was killed on 9
th
 November.)  

 
 

[Left : Copy of framed photo of Will, held by the late Jessie 

Minogue (nee McKenzie) of Wollongong, Will‟s sister.] 

 

The McKenzies did not have to rely just on the Red Cross for information on their son‟s death. On 19
th
 

November 1917, a nursing sister penned a letter to Will‟s mother: 

Dear Mrs McKenzie, 

 Before this little packet reaches you, you will have heard of your sonôs death. Please accept my 

deepest sympathy. Lt. Logan, 38
th
 Canadian Infantry Battalion, gave me the packet and asked me to forward 

it to you. Mr Logan was in charge of a burial party on the battle field & your son was one of the number to 

be cared for. He was buried by a Church of England clergyman & was shot through the head & must have 

died instantly. His grave is near Passchendaele & the rest of his belongings will be forwarded in due course. 

 Mr Logan was ógassedô & so was unable to send it to you himself, but asked me to write and tell you 

what I have written, when he passed through my ward yesterday. Again assuring you of my sympathy. 

 Yours sincerely, Mary L Martin (Sister) 

 

It is hard to know which version of Will‟s death given by his comrades is the most accurate. Given neither 

the battalion history nor unit war diary mention an attack or raid by the 3
rd
 Battalion on 9

th
 November, it 

seems most likely that Will was killed by a shell while occupying a post with his Lewis gun crew. (The 

Canadian officer‟s description of instantaneous death from a bullet may have been to comfort the family.) 

Though his body was probably buried near where he fell and the grave marked, William McKenzie has no 

known grave and his name appears on the Menin Gate Memorial to the Missing at Ieper. 

 Four weeks before Will‟s death, his mother sat down and wrote her eldest son a Christmas card. This 

card was posted to Will and returned unopened some months later to its sender. Mrs McKenzie wrote: 
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Goodwin, Oct. 11
th
, 1917 

My Darling Boy,  

Just a card hoping and praying to the Great God to find you quite well and to wish you a joyous Xmas and 

prosperous New Year. The verse on this card expresses all our feelings and please God you will be with us 

early in the New Year. Amy and the boys are writing also, so dearest son all join in sending love to you. God 

bless you and send you safely home again. 

Ever your loving old Mother, R. McKenzie. 

P.S. I am not worrying dear boy, all are well, will write again next week. 

 On 4
th
 October 1918, Will‟s mother (and also his next of kin) wrote to Base Records: 

Dear Sir 

 Am in receipt in a small parcel of letters and a note book, which are described as the effects of my 

son. I cannot understand this, as among his personal belongings there should be a wristlet watch, a silver 

match box, and numerous other articles, gifts of friends and relations. I also notice the disc from his neck 

bearing number, name, etc is not among his belongings. When another member of the family was killed in 

action, all those things were returned. Hoping you will see into the matter for me.  

 I am 

 Yours truly 

 RA McKenzie.  

  

The army replied, saying that it is possible another package would be forwarded in the future, if it came to 

hand. This does not seem to have eventuated. However, what was returned to the McKenzies has been 

lovingly kept by the family and has enabled the writing of this tribute to a fine young man from the NSW 

bush. 

  

Endnotes: (1) Will‟s brothers and sisters were: Eva Lavina (born about 1887); Lilly May (b.1889); Emily 

Ada (b.1891); then came Will (b.1892); Lynda Rose (b.1894); Daisy Irene (b.1896); Kathleen Mary 

(b.1898); Eveline Jessie (b.1901); Myra Minnie (b.1902); Donald Roy (b.1905); Joseph Allan (b.1907); 

Herbert Gordon. (2) The other „member of the family‟ killed in the Great War was Private 1908 Michael 

George Dalton, 55
th
 Battalion, DOW 6

th
 July 1918. (3) The ROH Circular was filled out in the early 1920s 

by Amy Saunders („fiancée of deceased‟) for Will‟s mother. At the time, Amy was living at „Gunyah‟, Royal 

Street, Chatswood. An Amy Susan Saunders married a Herbert Robert Jackson in Sydney in 1920. She 

passed away in 1971 at Bankstown. (However, a family story has Amy moving to Victoria.) (4) Private GF 

Walsh, who was badly wounded when Will was killed, is buried in Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery, 3km SE 

of Poperinghe. In Walsh‟s Red Cross file, Pte Mankin states that the „dead and wounded‟ were taken to the 

Canadian dressing station and that the dead were probably buried near it. Pte RJ McNiven, though, told the 

Red Cross that Pte Walsh was buried by stretcher-bearer, Pte J Wallace, on Passchendaele Ridge, „close to 

the Zonnebeke-Roulers Railway, and on the right hand side of it‟. If this is true, then this may also have been 

where Will was buried. Pte 5026 TH Alcock stated that Walsh (hence Will also) was shelled at 7pm, but on 

Nov. 8
th
 (presumably he meant the 9

th
). Another witness puts the time at 6pm. However, several mentions are 

made of Walsh being killed by a second shell whilst being carried to the dressing station. If that is the case, 

he and Will may not have been buried together on the battlefield. (5) Will‟s diary has since been presented to 

the AWM by Betty Hodge, Will‟s niece [AWM PR00316]. (6) Private 1959 Albert Norton, 54
th
 and 1

st
 

Battalions, was also from Brewarrina, where he was working as a carter and horse breaker. He enlisted 

7/12/15 and was KIA 6/5/17. He must have been a capable boxer, as he stood only 5‟6½” tall and weighed 

126lb when he enlisted. He transferred to the 1
st
 Battalion on 29/11/16 and was killed as the Australians 

attacked the Hindenburg Line at Bullecourt. In his will, Albert gave the whole of his property to Miss Linda 

[sic] R McKenzie, Will‟s sister, so presumably they were sweethearts. On 21
st
 March 1923, Albert‟s father 

wrote an interesting letter to Base Records: 

Hillsley Vale, via Brewarrina 

Dear Sir 

 I received medals safe to hand and many thanks for same. I enclose 6d in stamps also. It is hard to 

lose oneôs son so young but I think he went for a good cause, though I would rather things as they are than 

to say he never went at all, as many others got out of it on any pretence. 

 And I think a man who wonôt fight for Mother, his sister or his country, he is not a soldier and not 

much spirit as a man.  

 Yours faithfully, Fred Norton.  
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Letter from Corporal 1175 Bert Smythe, 3rd Battalion,  
following his evacuation from Gallipoli 

Contributed by Margaret Clarke, Cardiff 

 

Prison or otherwise 

Military Hospital 

Birmingham, England 

18/5/15 

 

Dear Mrs Fox and all at “Trevallyn” 

 Imagine me being in England. Don‟t you wish you were here? 

I‟m not over feeling over anxious to get back to the discomforts of 

active service again. My wound has healed externally tho‟ my arm is far 

from being right. I can write with difficulty, but I can‟t raise my arm 

sideways to save my life. [Left : Page one of the original letter.] 

 I suppose that you have detailed accounts of the fighting in the 

papers, but all the same I‟ll burden you with details as I saw them. 

 Very early in the morning, Sunday, 25/4/15, the warships began 

shelling the beach and neighbouring hills where we intended to land. 

The shelling had been in progress some time when our ship, the 

Derfflinger, arrived at the scene at daybreak. When we heard the 

shooting we rushed on deck. We‟d see the bright flash of the gun and 

about five seconds later we‟d hear the report and then we‟d see the dirt 

and rocks fly up where the shell struck. The Queen Elizabeth, better 

known as the óLizzieô, was dosing them with extra special shrapnel with 

300 bullets. At its most effective spread the bullets cover an area 500 

yards square. An ord[inary] shrapnel with 300 bullets spreads over 25 

by 200 yards.  

 The 3
rd
 Brigade (9

th
, 10

th
, 11

th
, 12

th
 Bns) were given preference and landed first and got a mighty hot 

reception, but hot as it was, it was nothing to what they would have got if they‟d landed where the Turks 

expected us to. There they had entrenched themselves very strongly and had the beach covered with plenty 

of artillery and machine guns. And on top of that they had barbed wire entanglements and mines in the water. 

It came as a surprise to them we landing where we did as it was not a good landing place, and we had 

established ourselves before they could bring sufficient troops up to prevent us. The landing was effected by 

the troops being conveyed fairly close to the shore in destroyers and the rest of the way being got over in 

boats. Some distance from the shore the shrapnel and machine guns opened fire, followed by rifles, and 

many a poor chap never got off the destroyers alive. Many more were killed in the open boats and one boat 

was sunk by shrapnel striking the waterline. Two pontoons loaded with troops broke loose from the tow and 

drifted off. The Turks turned their machine guns on to them and killed every man.  

 Once on the shore our boys soon shifted the Turks, some of whom showed considerable bravery and 

rushed forward to meet them, but the cold steel was too much for them and they were soon in retreat, but not 

before they had inflicted considerable loss. One Bn lost both Col. and Sen. Major as they were getting out of 

the boats, both being shot down. When they got the Turks on the run they followed up very vigorously and 

lost heavily – very heavily. The Turks would entice them on and then let an inferno of shrapnel and M. Gun 

fire on to them, with the result that they had suffered very severely before they were reinforced. 

 Our turn came about 8 am. and „A‟ (Coy.) was the first. My nerves were completely broken after I‟d 

seen four poor beggars under a tarpaulin. The blood was running from underneath and the sight sickened me. 

However, as soon as we came under fire after getting out from the destroyer into the open boats was OK 

again. Luckily our boat landed its load without any casualties. We came into 3 ft. of water and then waded 

ashore. One chap stood on a stone and it rolled and he went right under. There were a few bodies on the 

beach but they didn‟t affect me in the least, thank goodness.  

 After a short rest in a defile waiting till all „A‟ (Coy.) were assembled we pushed on. Hills! You 

ought to have seen them. They were awful and we were heavily loaded. We had to fairly pull ourselves up by 

the bushes and had to take frequent rests. During one of these rests we had our first casualty. Sgt. Cavill was 

killed by a bullet in the neck. I didn‟t see him as I was a bit away trying to get in touch with a platoon that 

had strayed. There were plenty of bullets flying round from the fighting in front, making a sort of crackling 

noise. We came to a hill with a nice deep trench that the Turks had kindly dug for us, which we promptly 
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occupied, but as it had no field of fire we had to leave it and line the top as the beggars were now potting at 

us. But we couldn‟t see any sign of the beggars anywhere tho‟ their bullets were flying pretty thickly and 

their machine-guns bullets were going, ssssssssssss, ever so quickly, sometimes so close that we instinctively 

flattened out, at other times further off, as they moved the gun about playing it like a hose on the crest of the 

hill.  

 The whole country was covered with shrub about three feet high, ideal country for snipers and 

machine guns, and it was impossible to see them over 25 yards unless they moved. We dug ourselves in as 

well as we could whilst lying down, tho‟ it was awfully awkward and tiresome. I contented myself with a 

hole I could curl up in and when cramped I poked my legs out. A bit after noon they turned the shrapnel on 

to us, and as our guns had not been landed, their innings lasted till dark. It‟s very demoralising lying down 

under shrapnel fire. You can hear the shell coming with half hiss, half scream culminating in a deafening 

report as it bursts in the air and hurls 300 bullets to earth with great velocity. Sometimes they burst quite 

close, other times a good way off. Shrapnel bursting looks very pretty, especially if there are three or four 

together. It makes a pretty cloud of white smoke.  

 Near dark we got word to fix bayonets as a charge was likely. A little later we got back into the 

trench, and just afterward Sgt. Major McGregor  of „A‟ (Coy.), a fine old chap and a school teacher in 

private life, was shot dead by a sniper. He was standing up in the trench and it got him between his eyes. I 

saw his body in the trench late on Tuesday, two days after he was killed. Just after dark I was taking some 

ammunition to the right. They warned me not to go to sleep crossing a white patch of ground 20 yards wide. 

I went at it like a bull at a red gate, and luckily he missed me. On the way back I fell over half way, but got 

up mighty quick and finished in record time. He couldn‟t have been ready as he didn‟t pot at me.  

 All the nights were lovely and moonlight and the beggars used to get up to within 50 yards of us, but 

we could never see them. They continued to fire at us all night and threatened us with bayonet charges, but 

nothing more. I was put on observing and was at it nearly all night and got no sleep. Next morning and all 

day they kept at us, giving us not a moment‟s peace. We got a good view of some Turks crossing a hill 600 

yards off but before we found out definitely that they were Turks, they were disappearing down a defile. I 

got one shot at them but didn‟t score a “bull”.  

 Got hit by a spent bullet during the morning. After getting through a parapet it hit Major Brown  on 

the shoulder, cannoned on to the side of the trench and from there on to my foot. Picked it up and dropped it 

quickly, it was as hot as anything. When it cooled put it in the first shell I fired, intending to keep it as a 

memento. Lost it when I got shot. Capt. Burns, our Adjutant who was in charge of us in „Kenso‟ when we 

were in the old „F‟ (Coy.), was shot through the heart, Sunday. Major Fear, OC „C‟ Coy. and Meakins, his 

head signaller, were both killed by one shrapnel as the Major was reading a message Meakins had given him. 

Major Fear lost his wife just before the war.  

 Our Medical Officer, Capt. Bean, was wounded dangerously while 

attending to the wounded. Several of our officers were wounded, some of 

them seriously. Our Brigadier and Brigadier Major were both killed, and the 

Brigadier of the 2
nd

 Brigade was either killed or wounded as our Colonel, 

Col. Owen, was in charge of both 1
st
 and 2

nd
 Brigades when I left. The 

snipers were so effective in picking out officers & NCOs that the officers 

wore coats exactly like the men and a lot of NCOs took their stripes off. 

[Right: Captain John („Jack‟) WB Bean, AAMC, 3
rd
 Battalion, and brother 

of CEW Bean. Australian War Memorial Negative Number G01536.] 

 On Monday night had my first narrow squeak. About an hour before 

sundown they started to give us H[ell]  with their shrapnel. Major Brown 

went to the outpost trench to lead a bayonet charge, but the shrapnel was so 

bad that both he and I had to seek shelter in the outpost trench. I was 

crouching behind a chap, but after a while crammed in alongside of him. 

Shortly afterwards two concussion shrapnel, one on top of the other, landed 

plunk into the earth just behind my mate, tearing pieces out of his haversack 

which was on his back as they passed. I thought he was killed. He fell on me 

with a horrible groan, but was OK in a few minutes. The explosion injured 

Major Brown‟s face, rendering him almost blind for quite a long time. I had to lead him back after dark. He 

was fully five yards to the side, whilst we whom they almost hit were not marked. If I had remained where I 

was at first it would have caught me fair in the chest and – well I always had a weak chest.  

 The Turks again gave us no respite all night, so didn‟t get a wink of sleep. Next morning Major 

Brown was in hospital, so I reported to the next in charge and observed for him. Aroused the ire of a sniper 
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somewhere and he kept potting at me all morning. Saw a party of Turks get across the hill on the right so I 

signalled it over to the men there to put them on their guard. Next day these Turks had a good trench put up. 

 Whilst scanning the bushes with the glasses, picked up two Turks crawling away. Put up 500 and 

knocked the dust up right under one. Then I gave them both three for luck. They were still there sometime 

later in the day. Vainly tried to pick up a M. Gun that was worrying us. Major Brown came back during the 

morning, so after dinner I ducked back to him.  

 Earlier in the day got hit in the leg, but on examination found it was a spent bullet and only bruised 

the skin without going through my trousers. When I picked it up was surprised to see that it was one of our 

own bullets. The beggars used our rifles and ammunition that they had captured. 

  

[Later] 19/5/15. During the fighting the Turks used all sorts of tricks, most of them dishonourable. Several 

were shot wearing NZ uniform, and others were discovered in our trenches with our men wearing our 

uniform. Some of their officers got into our uniforms and got amongst our men and coolly started giving 

orders. This was easier then you might suppose ‟cos the men were all mixed up and they all took orders from 

any officer or NCO that was handy. One night the Turks got up pretty close in large numbers and it was 

suicide to show yourself it was so moonlight. An officer coolly ordered the men to stand up on top of the 

trenches and then charge against greatly superior numbers. It was so ridiculous that they got suspicious and 

one of our own officers came up. It turned out to be a German and [he] didn‟t even get a trial. We had two 

interpreters with us but they got shot fairly early in the game – leading the Turks to us. 

 Our Artillery was got ashore and into position on Monday, tho‟ one to see the country would think it 

was utterly impossible to get heavy guns into the hills. They blasted half a hill away, built a road up it and 

they man-handled the guns into position. Besides the ordinary artillery, they got a howitzer battery up and it 

was of great assistance to us. Whenever the Turkish guns got bad, our “Bird” would go up and locate their 

position and then our guns would open on to them, and it was sweet music to our ears to hear the ear-

splitting crash as the shells passed over us. Several Turkish batteries were silenced, but they were very 

clever. As soon as the “Bird” had gone down, they shift their battery to another position and this was very 

easy for them, as they had light railways constructed for the purpose.  

 When the Turkish guns were quiet, pending their opening in a new position, our guns amused 

themselves shelling the Turkish Inf. Positions. The warships too proved very useful and must have given the 

Turks an awful time. The day I was taken away a village some distance off was on fire. It was spared until 

Turkish troops were discovered in it, and then the warships got on to it and soon fixed it up.  

 On Tuesday afternoon the Turks were giving us a very hot time with shrapnel and again had a very 

narrow shave. They were giving us three or four concussion shrapnel, which don‟t explode till they strike, 

followed by three or four time shrapnel which explode in the air. It got so bad that Major Brown would not 

let me observe, so I got down in a little dugout alongside him and a Sgt. Maj. of the 11
th
. After a while a 

concussion one landed fair into my observation post and shifted it to Kingdom Come. That was about five 

yards off. I thought to myself, “Now the next one will be right on to us”, and I was right. It landed fair in the 

trench right opp[osite] the three of us and buried us up to our necks in dirt, but luckily we all escaped 

unscathed except Maj. Brown, who again had his face cut a bit. He did look a sight. One eye was bandaged 

from the day before and all of his face that was visible was one mass of blood from small cuts, and where 

there was no blood there were spots of earth. He didn‟t mind but kept on and stuck to it.  

 Tuesday night was our worst night. They continued to shell us a good while after dark. Just as I was 

having tea, had to leave it to take an officer to a trench. Thought I‟d be back in 10 mins. so left my 

haversack, water bottle and rifle behind me. But while I was away the situation developed a lot and every 

man was rushed to the front with fixed bayonets. The only rifle that I could find was broken but I had to take 

it. Got the bayonet on it and rushed on with the others to the line of trenches which were not half finished. 

 Three of us were crammed into a hole too small for one man‟s comfort. One chap was lying in one 

end, one in the other and I was lying on top with my head behind the parapet and my feet in the trench. Had 

to pass the night that way. The Turks I think intended to attack with the bayonet along the whole of the line, 

but they got such an awful cutting up on the left where they attacked first that they abandoned the scheme. 

We heard that they were all raw troops, undisciplined, and afraid, but they showed rare discipline and pluck 

that night under a fair inferno of fire. Three times in absolute silence and with great steadiness they formed 

up in line to charge and each time our rifle fire fairly mowed them down. They were quite close and the 

bright moonlight rendered it an easy matter to shoot accurately.  

 After the third attempt, seeing the uselessness of their tactics, they retired leaving the ground strewn 

with dead and dying. They didn‟t attempt any more charges that night but kept a heavy fire on us and again 

there was no sleep for us. During the night a chap in an outpost trench tried to reach us by rushing back, but 
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they got him low down in the stomach, making a ghastly wound. He reached us groaning horribly. He was 

still alive next night, but there was no hope for him. Another chap in our trench tried to rush back for 

something, but he‟d hardly started before he fell moaning in a heart-rending voice, “I‟m badly wounded”, 

“Oh I‟m badly wounded”. He died in 10 minutes. A chap named Cox, „A‟ Coy‟s cook and a LC in private 

life, was in a hole between us and the advanced outpost trench for the purpose of repeating verbal orders. 

After a while they couldn‟t raise him, so a man was sent to wake him, but he was past all earthly awakening. 

A sniper got him in the head. The Turks have a battalion of sharpshooters, and I think they had them spread 

all along our front to snipe anyone showing himself. Our men found one of these gentlemen in a trench 

behind and half under a bush, all the fresh earth had been carefully covered and he had bushes all over him 

and shot thru‟ a loophole and thru‟ the bush. He had a week‟s rations and 1 000 rounds of ammunition with 

him, so he was pretty snug. 

 On Wed. morning found the bayonet that been shot off the rifle next to mine during the night. We 

joined all the trenches together as soon as possible and I did a lot of observing, but not too much, as just at 

my position there were two bushes growing in front and the Turks evidently thought it was a M. Gun 

position for they gave it more than a fair share of M. Gun and rifle fire. However, had the luck to discover a 

M. Gun that had been worrying us a lot. Picked it up by the thin column of steam rising from the cooler. 

There were none of our M. Guns handy so I got a dozen men and we gave it five rounds rapid. Don‟t know if 

we killed the crew, put the gun out of action or merely compelled them to shift. Anyway the dust flew up 

right on it and it was silent afterwards.  

 We had a bad time all day through no water. I had left my bottle behind the night before. There was 

no water till near dark so we had to alleviate our thirst by keeping a pebble in our mouths. A chap near me 

had a very narrow squeak – a spent bullet went through his cap and took a lump of scalp off. He was OK 

except for a headache after lying down for a while. 

 After dark made my way back to Maj. Brown, and finding he‟d been wounded during the day, I 

stayed with Capt. Douglas, next in charge. We were relieved next morning by the Tommies for a day‟s 

spell, and as we were getting over the crest of a hill on the way to the rear I got a knock on the shoulder like 

a kick from a 12 inch gun. It entered my armpit at the rear and came out near the top of my shoulder in front, 

so the beggar must have been almost under me. When I got to the beach found Vernie [Bert‟s brother, 

Vernon Earle Smythe, 3
rd
/4

th
/56

th
 Bns] there and he made me a lovely drink of tea. I had to report to the 

Ambulance and I‟d hardly got there before they shoved me in a boat and took me to the hospital ship and I 

haven‟t seen or heard a word of him since and it‟s nearly a month ago now.  

 The English papers don‟t publish full casualty lists for the Australians except the officers, so we‟ve 

no idea how our mates are faring. The Turks used dum dum bullets and explosive bullets and they make 

ghastly wounds when they struck. Dum dums are made by either reversing the bullet in the case, or sawing 

the point off. A corporal in „A‟ (Coy.) had half his head blown off by either a dum dum or explosive. Saw 

two chaps on the boat with awful wounds in their mouths. One of them had all his front teeth knocked out 

and his cheek split right open for three inches back. We had three wounded Turks on board, but one 

disappeared during the voyage.  

 We stayed in Alexandria a day and were then transferred onto the „Ghoorka‟ [Galeka] an Indian 

hospital ship. On the way over got fever and it pulled me down a lot, was like a rake when I landed but have 

picked up lots since. Arrived in Southampton on May 16th – Viola‟s birthday – and got put on a lovely 

hospital train and taken to Birmingham. There was a long string of motors waiting to take us to the hospital – 

all private ones too – and a great crowd of people who cheered us a treat. All the way to the hospital we were 

welcomed on every side. But the hospital! It takes the bun. There are 44 patients in this ward – B4. Bed at 8 

pm and get up at 5. The first two days we had to get back to bed again as soon as the bed was made. But the 

nurses are very nice, only they don‟t smile often enough for my liking. They get about as if they were 

responsible for the Kaiser‟s misdeeds. I‟ve been making a point of coaxing smiles out of them whenever they 

come near and I can manage it now, but I nearly gave up in despair at first. 

 You ought to see the English scenery. It‟s simply lovely. Everything is so beautiful and green. Of 

course it‟s spring here now. And complexions! Everyone – man and woman, boy and girl – all have the 

rosiest cheeks and lips you can imagine. You‟d think they were eternally blushing. I believe they intend to 

shift us to someplace where all Australians will be together. That would be very nice.  

 I see by the papers that there is only one officer left of the six in „A‟ Coy. and he is the junior of the 

lot. Capt. Douglas, the 2
nd

 in command who I was with when I got hit, has died of wounds. He must have 

been hit after I left. He was a bonza chap. He‟d talk and yarn with any of the men anywhere – not a bit stuck 

up. Capt. Smith, another fine chap, has also been killed. 
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 Yesterday three of us took a stroll around. It didn‟t take us 

long to get out of bounds, and continuing, we went through the 

Benevolent and Lunatic Asylum‟s grounds and finally got round to 

the front of our hospital near the entrance gates. There was a crowd 

there, mostly girls of an attractive age, so we steered towards them 

for the purpose of intellectual conversation, but an officious 

corporal saw us from afar off and promptly got insane, moving 

rapidly towards us with his arms like a windmill. Not caring to hurt 

his feelings by chastising him in front of all the lovely maidens, we 

beat a dignified retreat, meeting him half way. On seeing that we 

meant business, he quickly regained his senses and fully 

appreciated his position ‟cos he apologised for his unseemly 

conduct. We then investigated a laundry (also out of bounds) and 

were quite interested watching the process of dirt extraction from 

clothing. All the attendants at this laundry are girls.   

 What do you think? I had a shave today. The first for nearly 

a month. The sister didn‟t know me when I had removed all the 

capillary growth from my shining dial. I had quite a beard. You 

ought to see us decked out in our hospital clothes. We have a 

pyjama suit of grey flannel and an ordinary suit of blue fleece lined 

material which is nice and warm. The worst of it is the trousers. 

They are all made for eight foot men and of course the legs are 

slightly too long. You see gaunt six footers getting about with their pants turned up for six or seven feet. The 

lining is white and the effect is very striking when you see a lot of men dressed in blue and all white below 

the knees. [Above left: The author of this letter, Herbert (óBertô) Andrew Smythe, who would be killed at 

Bullecourt on 3
rd
 May 1917. He has no known grave, but his brother Edward Vivian (óVivô) Smythe (17

th
 & 

24
th
 Bns) wrote on the back of this photo: OG2. Hindenburg Line E. of Bullecourt. Buried in trench 3

rd
 bay 

to left of dugout to L (left) of sap leading to OG1 next to T.M. position. Map reference. France 51BSW, 

1/20,000, U23C 4.25. 2.5. Readers are referred to Margaret‟s article in DIGGER 35, pages 18-19.] 
 Yesterday we discovered a gate and on climbing in we found we could converse with a street full of 

people – mostly female, and of course the gate was in great demand, and space on it very scarce. Well today 

the narks have actually forbidden us under dire penalties to cross a path eight yds. this side of the gate. Such 

is life. Ah me. Well I‟ll have to close now. We will get a week‟s furlough before we are sent back so will 

have a high old time.  

 Goodbye for the present and heaps of love and good wishes from yours sincerely,  

  Bert. 

 

[Left : Group portrait of officers of the 

3
rd
 Battalion, 1914. The following men 

are mentioned in this letter. Back row, 

second from left: Lieutenant Ronald 

Burns (killed in action 25
th
 April 

1915). Front row, seated on bench, 

second from left: Capt John 

Willoughby Butler Bean, Medical 

Officer (MO); fourth from left, 

Lieutenant Colonel Robert Haylock 

Owen, Commanding Officer (later 

awarded CMG); fifth from left, 

Captain Ernest Samuel Brown 
(killed in action 6

th
 August 1915); 

seventh from left, Capt Thomas 

Oscar Smith (killed in action 7
th
 May 

1915) and, right, Capt Wil liam 

Bowman Douglas (died of wounds 5
th
 

May 1915). Australian War Memorial Negative Number P07997.005.] 

Source of letter: http://www.smythe.id.au/letters/15_16a.htm, used with Margaret‟s permission.  

http://www.smythe.id.au/letters/15_16a.htm
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Lieutenant William Simeon Bailey Chapman 
17th Battalion/Cyclist Corps 

William Chapman, Forbes 

 

William Simeon Bailey Chapman (my father) was born on 24
th
 August 898 to William Joseph Chapman 

and Harriet Louisa Chapman (nee Bailey) in Camperdown, Sydney. He attended North Newtown Public 

School and Fort Street Boys‟ High School. After leaving school he worked as a bank clerk. 

 William enlisted in the AIF on 30
th
 August 1915, stating his age as 19 when in fact he was only 17 

years. He trained at Holdsworthy and was attached to the 17
th
 Battalion on 2

nd
 February 1916 at the RAS 

Showgrounds, Sydney. On 8
th
 March 1916, William embarked on the Star of Egypt, intended as a 

reinforcement for the 17
th
 Battalion after its losses on Gallipoli. 

 However, while in Egypt he was transferred to the 5
th
 Division 

Cyclists on 17
th
 April. He embarked on HMT Manitou at Alexandria on 

17
th
 June 1916 and disembarked at Marseilles, France, on 25

th
 June. The 

troops entrained the next day, departing Marseilles at 1736 hours. After 

an arduous journey they arrived at Steenbecque in Flanders at 0030 on 

29
th
 June, and then marched some three miles to their billets.  

 On 22
nd

 July the 5
th
 Division Cyclists were combined with two 

NZ Cyclist Corps to form the 2
nd

 Anzac Cyclist Battalion, under the 

command of a New Zealander, Major CHD Evans. Two-thirds of this 

battalion were New Zealanders. It seems that the Australians had 

brought cycles from Egypt, but the New Zealanders had to wait until 

early August for theirs. [Right: William Chapman.] 

 Cyclists were employed in a variety of activities, such as traffic 

control, laying of communication cables, trench maintenance and 

sometimes front line duty. They were very busy before the Battle of 

Messines, which commenced on 7
th
 June 1917; one of their tasks being the laying out of communication 

cables. Some 56 miles of cable trenches, seven feet deep, were laid out in preparation for the battle. The 

cyclists developed expertise in cable-laying and eventually supervised the work of other troops in this 

activity.  

 On 10
th
 May 1917, William was promoted to sergeant and on 26

th
 May he was detached to the 2

nd
 

Anzac Provost Marshal. He rejoined the 2
nd

 Cyclist Battalion on 23
rd
 June, after Messines, and while it is not 

possible to detail his activities at this time, he may have been working with the MPs on traffic control. 

 Sergeant Chapman observed the blowing of the mines on Messines Ridge which started the battle; he 

described it vividly to me in later years, saying that the top of the ridge was simply lifted off. (Twenty-one 

mines were laid under the ridge over the previous 18 months – 19 of which exploded. It is claimed that the 

explosions were heard as far as London and Dublin, and that it was the biggest man-made explosion until the 

testing of the nuclear bomb in 1945.) Following the battle the cyclists were engaged in building a track for 

mounted troops across the Messines area, doing so under enemy bombardment. 

 On June 23
rd
 1917, 

William was placed on a list to 

join the No. 5 Officers‟ Cadet 

Battalion at Cambridge 

University. He arrived at Trinity 

College, Cambridge, on 5
th
 July, 

and trained there until 

November when he graduated as 

a 2
nd

 Lieutenant. 

 

 

 

 

 

[Left: William‟s group of officer 

cadets. William is fifth from left 

in the middle row.] 
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William received a diary from his sister, Beryl, on Friday, September 15
th
, and immediately wrote his first 

entry: CHOTC Range. Shooting. My score 10 hits 10 shots, firing in gas helmets 200 yards. 13 points 5 hits 5 

shots snapshooting. 200 yards target exposed 5 seconds. Rowing tonight. 

 His diary goes on in this vein: recording lectures, field training in the Gog and Magog Hills, rugby 

matches and rowing in an eight on the River Cam. On October 9
th
 he wrote: Drill and parades as usual. 

Went through gas chambers at Granchester with chlorine gas. I never felt it but headache at night. On 

October 15
th
: Drill in Gog and Magog Hills. Clay bombs. Gunpowder and fire in room at night. Coppin, 

Murphy, Dowling and Woods get burnt. Great fun. 

 Cadets had a pretty hectic lifestyle, as you can see from some photos of his sporting activities: 

Above, clockwise from top left: The „A‟ Company Eight on the River Cam; The rugby team (William is on 

left of the front row); The rowing eight on dry land; „A‟ Company swimming team in October.  

 

The following diary entries are excerpts taken up to the time of his graduation and leaving Cambridge: 

October 16: More fooling with explosives. Not bad fun at times. Night attack on Gog and Magog Hills. 

Verey light flares. Gun cotton etc etc. 6pm ï 12pm. Cold. 

October 17: Boat race at 3pm against óDô Coy. I stroke the eight. We won by 4 lengths. 

October 18: Same old drill and Iôm just about fed up. Bed early tonight. 

October 19: Cabled home for 25 pounds. Hope it comes soon. 

October 20: Played Leys School rugby. Won by 18 to nil. I scored in 2
nd

 half. 

October 21: Church parade. 

October 22-26: Private study for exams. 

 The rest of October was taken up by study, rugby against „C‟ Coy (won 6-0) and Cambridge 

University (won 53-0, I scored twice), until the final War Office Exam on October 30
th
 and November 1

st
 

(Hurrah! I pass!). 

November 2: Farewell lectures by Col. Ready and Capt. Brooks. Farewell dinner by Fellows of College. 

óBig nightô.  

 On November 3
rd
 he was in London and received my first salute in the Strand at 3.05pm. The next 

day he attended a service at St Paul‟s Cathedral. 

 On Monday, November 5
th
, William recorded that he received the 25 pounds from home. He had ten 

days leave, during which he visited Stockport in the north of England, staying at the White Lion Hotel and 
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visiting friends (a Mrs Walker and family). He naturally 

made the most of his time there, recording how he took 

Mrs Walker‟s daughter, Grace, to the Hippodrome, 

Palace and Empire on various nights. He was impressed 

by the scenery and the nearby hamlet of Disley. William 

always retained a great love of England, though he 

never returned there after the war. [Left : The White 

Lion Hotel in Stockport today.] 

 Monday, November 12
th
 saw him back in 

London, recording that his right arm was getting tired 

from receiving salutes. (Ironically, he was to lose that 

arm a few months later as a result of wounds received in 

the trenches.) That night he wrote saw Carminetta (a 

musical) at the Prince of Wales Theatre – his last night 

in London before his return to France.  

 Next day he reported at Horseferry Road where he was ordered to take the 5.05pm train from 

Paddington. On the 14
th
 he reported at the No. 11 Officers‟ School at Sandhills Camp, Longbridge Deverell, 

Wil tshire. Final preparations for his return to France occupied the next two days, with lectures, issue of kit 

and pictures at the YMCA. He was in Southampton on Sunday 18
th
 and wrote: after breakfast Dowling and 

myself go for a joy ride. Pier concert. Board SS Antrim at 6.10pm. Leave harbour 7.30pm. Sleep on deck at 

9pm. Wake up at 6.10am.   

Monday, 19
th
: 8-10am. Leave in Havre. 11am, report to camp adjutant No. 2 Camp. Sent to 2

nd
 Division and 

told to report to 17
th
 Btn. 

Tuesday, 20
th
: Break[fast] 7am. Take troops to Gas Chamber at the CTS or Bull Ring. Lunch at CTS. 

Conduct men back to camp at 4pm. Mess at night. Dead tired. Bed 10pm. Burge in 24
th
 Btn leaves today for 

line. 

For the next two days William was censoring letters, having a good time in the Havre Hotel, and at a musical 

evening. His diary entry on November 23
rd
 was the last until December 19

th
: Pay the 7

th
 Brigade at 8.30. 25, 

26, 27, 28
th
 Btns at 2pm. Finish paying at 4pm. First time I ever paid men their cash. Letter writing at night. 

12 letters written. Bed early 10pm. New batman today. 

 

The 17
th
 Battalion had suffered heavy losses in Haig‟s big offensive against Passchendaele before Lieutenant 

Chapman joined them. „The Story of the Seventeenth Battalion‟ by Lieutenant Colonel KW MacKenzie 

MC , records that they had lost 12 officers and 177 other ranks. It goes on to say the Battalionôs tour of duty 

ended on December 6
th
 é the bloody campaigns of 1917 had ended. But after a break, which included an 

inter-battalion rugby competition (won by the 17
th
), by the middle of December they were back in the Salient 

holding a subsidiary line on the Westhoek Ridge.  

 Lieutenant Chapman‟s diary starts again on December 19
th
. He writes: moved up into line 

(subsidiary) 4.30pm. Met Haig today with the MC. Uneventful day. Concrete dug out, tres bon. Pont de 

Nieppe. From here to January 2
nd

 he gives considerable details of his daily activities which are very revealing 

of life in the line. Some excerpts follow. 

December 20
th
: Breakfast in Cottage. Not too bad. Snow. Heavy mist. Cold as charity. Fire. Sudden orders. 

366 wire. 710 pickets. Motor Car Corner. Le Touquet Rly. Station in 4 hours. Engineers well pleased with 

job. 1.30-5.30pm. 6-11.30pm. Carrying some stuff with some men to Crown Prince Farm. 4½ miles each 

way. Fun with duckboards Cpl Hallme and self. Fritz frontline and pillboxes. Bed after hot rum 2am. 

December 22
nd

: Break[fast] 9am. Just now fairly large shrap[nel]. Fritzôs balloons up all day. Canôt move 

or he will spot us. Nothing doing all day. Fritz strafes the village and batteries. Bed 10.30. Tindale and 

Robertsonôs fatigue parties at night. 

December 23
rd

: Misty weather. Capt. Harnett and CSM Murphy go up the line for a look around. Tindale 

and Platoon Sgt. Also go up to Butcherôs Shop. Robertson and myself left behind in subsidiary line. Good 

fire. Armchair. Move into front line tonight. No fraternising with Fritz orders. 

December 24
th
: Front line. Robby takes first shift and myself second. Tindale goes on to Nos. 5, 6, 7 posts é 

no sleep. Beaucoup work wiring and revetting. 

December 25
th
: As yesterday. Meals anytime you can get them. Front very quiet except for MGôs and 

snipers. Robbie goes on and relieves Tindale, who gets 24 hrs off. Sgts Moffat and Hodgson carry on with 

me. Not too bad. 

This seems rather poignant seeing it was Christmas Day! 
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December 26
th
: As per usual. Strafe on with whizzbangs and minnies, but nowhere near us. I go on to relieve 

Robbie on Nos. 5-7 posts for 24 hrs at 9pm. Midnight & dodging Ms etc. 

December 27
th
: Located a few MGs and TMs in Frelinghien & got our artillery to blow them out. Fritzôs 

working parties active and got onto them with artillery and they imshied. Have to lay about all day, sleep all 

day & observe etc all night. Finish at 9pm and go back to posts 21-4 and spotted snipers. Work all night. 

December 28
th
: Fatigue work duty from 10pm to 1.30am in Careless Ave i.e. Fritzôs old trench. Plenty of 

work. Napoo Ave. Plenty of dead Huns. Horrible smell. Gas shell stops work for awhile. Box resp[irators] 

on engineers and sappers. Back to dugout in Long Ave. at 2am. Report on work to Coy Hdqrs at 3am. Bed 

till 6.15. Stand to till 7.15am, stand down, Break at 8am. Dinner 8pm. Tea at midnight. Work all night. 

December 29
th
: Big stuff lobbing in Long Ave. Wind up. Sleep in fits and starts all day. Collected mess subs. 

Dinner at 3.30pm. Work in Celestial Ave. at night. Stand to etc. Fritz strafed Long Ave. Blows it up in a few 

places. Supper midnight. Bed 1.30am. 

December 30
th
: Break 7am. Working parties all day & night. Repetition of yesterday. Bed 2.40am. Stand to 

6.15. 

December 31
st
: Preparations for relief. Leave Long Ave. 10pm through Screen Ave. 20

th
 Btn, my platoon and 

B Coy subsidiary line. Tea 6pm. Working party 7.40pm to Monmouth Ave. with Sapper Laurie. Return 

10.30pm. Dinner 11pm. 12pm rum issue & MG barrage. Verey lights etc. Strafed by MGs, no artillery. 

Dugout with Kelsall & Taylor B Coy. (óJake with the Lever Upô) Herman, Gretchen, Fritz, Hans, Sauerkraut 

& the QM with his tripod remains of machine gun. 

January 1
st
 1918: Subsidiary line Frelinghien. 5.30pm send Taylor (Pte Runner) to 20 BHQ with work 

report. Returns 10pm with the receipt. Out of bed 9.30am. Breakfast 10.30am. Strafe by Fritz onto batteries. 

Dead tired. Bed after breakfast. Letter home. Sudden orders to report to BOR tout suite. Being transferred to 

cyclists. Paddy Lane back from England relieves me. Big night. Cornet and violin. Capt. Harnett. Pont 

Nieppe. 

January 2
nd

: Up at 7.30. Break 9. BOR 11 Ravelsberg. (Div HQrs) Paymaster 3pm. 300 francs. Orders to 

catch 7.55am at Steenwerck and leave Pont de Nieppe tomorrow at 5am. Mandolin and violin duets with 

Capt. Harnett and myself. Big night encore. R Smith (my batman) packs up my valise. Sleep on floor tonight. 

 

That is where his diary ends. The Cyclist Corps were soon being reorganised and men were being returned to 

field battalions. Lieutenant Chapman was taken on strength with the 17
th
 Battalion again on 18

th
 January 

1918. As his dairy ended on January 2
nd

 his subsequent movements can be followed only through unit war 

diaries and in the 17
th
 Battalion history (from which any following quotes have been taken). 

 The 17
th
 Battalion were out of the line when William rejoined, having been relieved by the 20

th
 

Battalion. By February 1
st
 they were at Colombey, a pleasant village in the well-back areas where an 

opportunity was taken to indulge in sport and recreation as a handmaiden to serious training. 

 The arrival of a new chaplain, Padre Tugwell, and a gala day when the battalion took over the 

village street with a fancy dress parade and marquees stocked with food and liquid refreshments, were 

notable events of this time. Padre Tugwell was often referred to with affection by William in later years.  

 Unfortunately, heavy rain destroyed the plans for a big sports day on March 1
st
, but a rugby match 

between the 17
th
 and 18

th
 Battalions was played the next day, resulting in a draw. Perhaps Lieutenant 

Chapman, who had performed so well at Cambridge, was a participant. 

 By 8
th
 March the 17

th
 Battalion was back at Le Rossignol Camp and split into working parties 

designed to strengthen defences against the expected German offensive. It was back in the line on March 14
th
 

engaging in night patrolling. Lieutenant Chapman described some of his experiences in this activity to me, 

although along with most of his comrades, he didn‟t talk much about life in the trenches.  

 By 23
rd
 March the battalion was back in Kortepyp Camp. While there they learnt that the Germans 

had launched their much-anticipated offensive. With Russia out of the war, the Germans had boosted their 

troops on the Western Front. As the enemy advanced over ground that the Australians had won not many 

months before, it seemed to the troops that all the agony and blood had been in vain. 

 The subsequent activities of the 17
th
 Battalion can be followed in Lieutenant Colonel Mackenzie‟s 

book or in CEW Bean‟s Vol. VI; suffice to say that they were heavily involved in stemming and repelling the 

German spring offensive. By May 11
th
 the battalion was in front of Morlancourt, where they relieved the 34

th
 

Battalion. They were in a very successful engagement with the enemy here on 14
th
 May, after which they 

were relieved by the 20
th
 Battalion and retired to Vaux-sur-Somme.  

 Exactly how William Chapman was involved in these activities it is impossible to say, but he was 

seconded along with three other lieutenants to the 19
th
 Battalion who were also in front of Morlancourt. On 

24
th
 May the 19

th
 Battalion‟s war diary records enemy artillery firing from Mallard Wood, and that one 
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officer and one other rank were wounded. That officer was Lieutenant Chapman.  His right arm had been 

nearly severed at the elbow. (William‟s wounding is also recorded in the 17
th
 Battalion‟s history.) 

 William was subsequently evacuated to hospital in London on 4
th
 June, where it was found necessary 

to amputate his arm above the elbow. He was returned to Australia on HS Kanowna, embarking on 22
nd

 July 

and arriving in Sydney on 9
th
 September 1918. He must have had mixed feelings learning of the exploits of 

his former comrades in the months after he was wounded.  

[Left : Officers of the 17
th
 Battalion, Glisy, 

26
th
 June 1918. Relevant to this article are: 

Lt FW Tindale CdeG third from left, 

back row; Lt WA Robertson, right, back 

row; Lt Col KW Mackenzie MC & Bar , 

sixth from left, front row; Capt ET 

Harnett , ninth from left, front row; Padre 

FW Tugwell, fourth from right, front row. 

Australian War Memorial Negative 

Number E02598.] 

 

Back in civilian life, William was 

employed as a clerk by Sydney City 

Council and later by Sydney County 

Council, which was the electricity supplier 

to Sydney. Despite being naturally right-

handed, he learnt to write beautifully with 

his left hand. He pursued his love of sport, especially rugby union, which he played for a while. Giving 

playing away, he took on refereeing, and he rose to the top of the NSW referees, officiating at two Australia 

v New Zealand Bledisloe Cup Tests at the SCG in 1938. 

 World War Two stopped his international career, but he was a leading referee right through the war 

years, refereeing an Australia v Army game at the SCG during that time. A one-armed Test referee must 

surely be unique. He also coached many rugby teams with reasonable success, winning competitions with 

Hunters Hill Juniors, AWA and Harlequin sub-district sides. He also coached the Western Suburbs First 

Grade Shute Shield side for a couple of seasons – all this while refereeing on Saturdays and attending 

meetings of the Referees‟ Association and the judiciary at night. We did not see a lot of him at home in 

winter, though the writer as a child watched virtually every match he refereed for many years. 

 William tried unsuccessfully to enlist again in the army, hoping to help with sporting activities. 

Failing in this, he corresponded with very many servicemen on active service. He spent many hours at night 

engaged in this activity right throughout the war. 

 William Chapman passed away in 1968 at Concord Hospital and his ashes were placed in the 

Northern Suburbs Crematorium.         

 

Endnote: William Chapman was the uncle of John Laffin. In his book, „A Kind of Immortality‟, John wrote 

about the post war stoicism of the wounded and gassed Diggers:  … My father was often in pain but he did 

not complain. My Uncle Bill didnôt, and he had lost an entire arm, right to the shoulder joint, at the Battle of 

Morlancourt in May 1918. It was difficult for him to accept that he would have to allow his wife and later his 

son, about my age, to do everything for him, but he complained only to my father. As infantry veterans both, 

Bill knew that Charles would understand. In frustration, he said to my father, óI just wish I could cut up my 

own meals.ô Yet with one arm he was one of Sydneyôs leading Rugby referees, and my father, with angina 

and breathlessness, was one of Sydneyôs hockey referees. It was almost as if they, and others like them, were 

determined not to admit their disabilities. [Source: „A Kind of Immortality‟, Volume I, John Laffin, 

Kangaroo Press 2000. Volume II, covering John‟s many years of visiting the Western Front battlefields, has 

unfortunately never been published.] 

 

Photos sought for Lijssenthoek project [from „Vetaffairs‟, Spring 2011] 

„We are seeking help for the Lijssenthoek WWI Cemetery to help with their new Information Centre that 

they intend to build at this cemetery. There are 1 128 WWI Australian Diggers buried in this beautiful 

cemetery in Belgium. We need, if possible, photos of these Australians and/or photographs of Honour 

Boards or such like. Contact Lyn and Ian Guy, lynianguy@bigpond.com or www.lijssenthoek.be.‟  
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Lambis Englezos: the man who rewrote Australiaôs history 
Kathryn Barton, Mosman 

 

Lambis Englezos should be a household name. To students at three of Sydney‟s Catholic colleges who sat 

transfixed as he described his journey to the discovery of 250 soldiers‟ bodies which had lain undisturbed in 

a French field for more than 90 years, he is much more than that.  

 Born in Greece, Lambis [left] has no blood connection 

with the Anzacs. But his ties to the brave men who left Australia‟s 

shores for the bloody battles of WWI are embedded in his DNA.  

 Lambis, who shot to fame following the discovery of the 

remains of the Lost Diggers of Fromelles in 2008, travelled from 

Melbourne to share the ins and outs of his „pilgrimage‟ with 

students at St Mary‟s Cathedral College, Sydney, then on to 

Bethlehem and De La Salle colleges at Ashfield.  

 Having seen the beautiful video tributes researched and 

recorded by Year 9 boys from St Mary‟s – and screened to an 

international audience during the 2010 re-interment of the soldiers 

recovered from the Battle of Fromelles of 1916 – Lambis phoned 

the school to make an appointment with the boys.  

 “I went to Middle Park Central Primary School and I 

remember sitting on the asphalt there and listening to stories of 

the Anzacs,” Lambis told the Year 9 and 10 history classes. “I‟ve 

always had an interest in military history. My father was in the 

Greek Army during World War II. He didn‟t talk about his 

experience at all, but I grew up in Australia and grew up with 

those stories of the Anzacs.” 

 As time went by, Lambis‟ fascination with the Anzacs turned to obsession, he told students. A 

former teacher, he knew enough of the Great War to delve deeper into parts of history‟s records that “just 

didn‟t add up”. “Something wasn‟t right with tallies of soldiers killed and recorded by the Germans 

following one of our nation‟s fiercest and costliest battles ever,” he said. “During this battle, that lasted one 

night, not even 24 hours, 5 533 men ended up killed, missing or wounded. It was a bloody disaster.” 

 For decades Lambis has carried the soldiers‟ stories with him – and eventually on to northern France. 

Several times between 2002 and 2010, Lambis Englezos beat a path to France. It was during his second visit, 

in 2002, armed with his research, that he “started to ask questions”.  

Lambis spoke of those who survived the battle. “They carried their wounds – the physical ones, the 

emotional ones – for a lifetime,” he said. “Fromelles was short, sharp and nasty. But the memory of that 

horrible night lingered always with the men who were there and with the families of the survivors who had to 

endure it all when their battered sons, brothers and husbands came home.”  

Lambis explained that Germans had the high ground, the advantage of artillery fire and fiercely 

defended positions, he told the students. “They‟d been camped there for 18 months. We‟d been there a 

week.” While the Anzacs were experienced soldiers, having lived through the Gallipoli campaign, they were 

new to the Western Front and were there at the behest of the British Army. “They were cut down at 

Fromelles. It was a complete disaster,” Lambis said.  

 “The Australian casualties were more than the casualties of the Boer, Korean and Vietnam Wars put 

together, all in one night,” he said. “I believe the Battle of Fromelles was the worst night in Australian 

military history.” On that fateful night, nearly 2 000 soldiers were killed. “And the majority of those brave 

men lay out in No-man‟s land for three years before their bodies could be recovered,” he said. But this 

number didn‟t equate with the records of those who never came home, leaving families bewildered, 

frustrated, devastated. “The number was too great,” Lambis said. “Somewhere behind the German lines, 

there had to be a burial site – that was the only answer. And it had to be big enough to hold those 

unaccounted for. 

“On the Honour Roll of the missing of Fromelles, there were 1 299 names,” he said. “There were 

another 36 soldiers listed at the Australian Memorial at Villers-Bretonneux. It just didn‟t add up. There were 

too many men unaccounted for. I suggested there must be a burial site somewhere behind the German lines.” 

The students asked Lambis what had propelled him on his journey. “My visits to France are 

pilgrimages I take on behalf of „The 19th of July Men‟,” he said. “As far as getting started, it was Robin 

Corfield and his book „Don't Forget Me, Cobber‟ that kicked it all off.”  
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In Corfield‟s book, the author shares notes from Diggers‟ diaries that describe burials in the days 

after the battle. “It was one such diary, that of Jack Bowden‟s, that became important, as it was the only one 

that mentioned Pheasant Wood as a likely burial site. So I sent away to the Imperial War Museum looking 

for aerial photographs of the ground and, at a place called Pheasant Wood, we found certain anomalies. We 

had photographs a month before the battle, and there was absolutely no digging at all before at the site, then 

we have photographs two weeks after the battle and they showed a lot of digging and evidence of a lot of 

groundwork.” To obtain this evidence, Lambis sent away to the Imperial Museum in London for copies of 

aerial photos of the region. The black and white aerial photos taken by the British of the German ground as it 

was before and after the battle showed eight very large, rectangular holes, dug with chiselled precision in two 

rows and, in the „after‟ shots, evidence of new growth over five covered mounds with three pits still open. It 

was not only a breakthrough, but evidence that would force authorities to sit up and listen because those who 

had encountered Lambis‟ determination and his lifelong obsession knew he would never let it rest.  

Finally the “the smoking gun” was found among German records in 2007. “The document in 

question was dated two days after the battle, so 21
st
 July, 1916,” Lambis said. “It carried this instruction: 

„You will prepare ground before Pheasant Wood for 400 soldiers‟.” It was the strongest suggestion yet that 

his hunch was right. In the days after the battle, the Germans removed soldiers‟ identity discs and recorded 

their names, Lambis said.  

 “Finding this document meant we now had a working list of German burials,” he said. “And there 

were 191 Australian names among them. The Brits numbered 306. We then went through the Red Cross files 

and found 191 names of Anzacs and the corresponding documents. That meant we now had a working list of 

191 burials.” Armed with this new proof, Lambis and his team began investigations. When he could 

confidently put an „X marks the spot‟ on a map, he slowly piqued the interest of archaeologists from British 

universities who joined him in the search. They came to the site dressed in white forensic overalls and 

brought hi-tech scientific sonar equipment. Students laughed when Lambis showed them a photo of his 

„high-tech‟ equipment. He had brought a shovel.  

 “I knew they had to be there because we had photographs of Australian and British soldiers – dead – 

and being transported by train at night, pushed for 3km by German soldiers and taken somewhere for burial,” 

he said. “There was nothing in the records or the post-war recoveries to suggest anyone had discovered such 

a major mass-burial site behind German lines. But it was just so logical.” After taking his findings to the 

authorities, Lambis and his small band of like-minded souls were met with “a lot of active discouragement 

and some incredulity that a site that big could have possibly been missed.”  

When the Great War ended, the Imperial War Graves Commission dispatched a group called the 

Grave Registration Unit in search of burial grounds, Lambis said. “So, with that information, the authorities 

assumed there‟d be an end to it. They told us it was almost impossible that these people had missed any sites 

in 1920.” But missed it was. „Team Lambis‟ kept up the pressure and, blocked at every turn, eventually 

called in the press which soon brought political clout to bear.  

Soon, a gentle dig revealed enigmatic Australian badges and good-luck charms. Lambis said he 

began to feel anxious but hopeful at the thought he had found the burial sites. And all the fancy equipment 

and expert knowledge came into its own. Soon, Lambis was handed pictures taken of the earth beneath the 

ground‟s surface where the outlines of human remains, twisted and entwined, could be clearly seen.  

 “There were people suggesting we should leave these men in peace,” he said. “Let me tell you, the 

pictures showed these men resting in anything but peace. We had to get them out and give them the proper 

burials they deserved.” 

 The Scottish team used metal detectors across the ground and, Lambis said, “found two distinctly 

Australian items” – one was a good-luck medallion and the other an „Australia‟ badge. The lucky charm 

belonged to Private Harry Willis  from Alberton Shire in Victoria, the great-great-uncle of Tim Whitford 

who joined the Englezos research camp after recognising the charm on a „Sixty Minutes‟ segment. “He‟d 

been looking for Harry all his life and that medallion indicated a burial ground,” Lambis said. “Harry Willis 

never came home from the battle, so he must be buried there. I knew that no Anzac had made it as far as 

Pheasant Wood during the battle and the only logical way it could have got there was on his person. I was 

always confident they were there. 

 “I worked very closely with Tim on this project and it was my absolute privilege to go with him to 

visit his grandmother – Harry‟s niece – to tell her that her uncle had been identified,” Lambis told students, 

showing a photo of an elated Tim with his beaming grandmother. 

 “It was the medallion which led us there and Nana Marjorie Whitford‟s DNA that gave us Harry‟s 

identity,” he said. She had carried the loss of Harry all her life. “And that‟s repeated right across the nation. 
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There is a growing participation and an increasing awareness and a keenness to learn more about what 

happened on the Western Front.  

 The discovery sparked a $16m project and, because British soldiers‟ bodies were also found at the 

site, the bill was split between both nations‟ governments. Glasgow and Oxford universities visited the site 

and tendered for the role of recovering the bodies, eventually won by Oxford. 

  Lambis said he‟d read an article that declared the project “a shocking waste of money”. “But no 

amount of money could buy what that July 2010 ceremony meant to so many Australians,” he said.  

 Two-hundred and fifty soldiers have been recovered from the burial site – aged between 16 and 44. 

“They lied about their ages – both ways – to be allowed to fight. And, of those bodies, 110 Australians have 

been identified, 14 of those quite recently,” Lambis said. “There were 24 pairs of brothers killed that night 

and two pairs of fathers and sons ...  

 “Some of the bodies will never be identified due to lack of surviving DNA but, for those who have, 

their dignity and identities have been restored – and that‟s so important. It‟s the very least we can do for 

these men. And it‟s about giving their families the truth and, I hate the cliché, also closure. They deserve that 

at the very least. Yes, it took many years of advocacy, but look at the result!” he said. “I strongly believe that 

there is a moral obligation; if you can find your war dead, then you must recover them.” 

 When human remains were discovered, 

Lambis said he felt “all anxious about it”. It was a 

mix of anxiety, relief then hope – but no bitterness 

towards those who worked to slow – or stall – his 

progress. “The work was much, much too 

important for any of that,” he told students. “We 

just felt that – now we had found them – we had to 

recover them. This is not ancient history. We 

would not let it go because some bigwigs told us 

to forget it. Not while there were Australian 

families still desperate for answers.” And, of 

course, there was history to rewrite. 

 The excitement of the find – and the 

world-wide news coverage it garnered – meant 

Lambis now had a media profile. Soon he met with less resistance. Then it was decreed that the burial site 

would be excavated and a nearby new cemetery – Fromelles (Pheasant Wood) – would be built to honour 

and remember the „Forgotten of Fromelles‟.  

 “The current land-owner, Madame Marie-Paule Demassiet, whose family had owned the land for 

generations, is a wonderful human being,” he said. She came down to the burial site while the exhumation 

was in progress and announced that she wanted to donate the land. “She said, „The land no longer belongs to 

me; it belongs to the soldiers buried here.‟” 

 The patch of land where the bodies were was no good for farming, she told Lambis. It was too 

lumpy, even though over the years her family had tried to plough it, nothing would grow. “Only strange little 

blue flowers,” he said – a colour similar to Forget-me-nots.  

 He said Mme Demassiet understood the unending sentiment over the bodies. “She had lost two 

uncles in the Great War, one of whom was missing, so she was very sympathetic to our cause.” She had a 

marble casket made and, in it, she‟d placed soil from the burial site. It carried this inscription: „The bones of 

the soldiers are here in this cemetery, but their blood is in my soil‟.  

 With the exhumation underway, the Federal government set up a repository for descendants of the 

missing soldiers to have their DNA catalogued.  

 On 19
th
 July, 2010 it was clearly evident to an international audience that Lambis and his team had 

succeeded in changing the course of history.  

 “Over the years, I read the missing soldiers‟ files, read the letters from their mothers and fathers and 

I‟d seen their photographs as young men. I felt that I knew them,” Lambis said. “It was a wonderful service, 

and when the last of those soldiers – with his dignity restored – was buried, carried to his new resting place 

by a military burial party ... it was just wonderful “It was a wonderful service at Pheasant Wood. And, when 

the last of those soldiers – with his identity known and his dignity restored – was buried, carried to his new 

resting place by a military burial party ... it was just wonderful.”  

 Lambis also effected closure for the Australian families who‟d waited – some of them their lifetimes 

– to see the right thing done by their dear relatives who gave it all for their country.  
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 “You know, 81 families made that pilgrimage to Pheasant Wood for the ceremony,” he said. “The 

losses they feel have been carried right through the families. The soldiers, they were in anonymous ground 

and now they are in defined and blessed ground, with proper headstones. They are at rest, they are restored. 

The very reassuring thing is that we now know that they are in the care of a village that will look after them 

and protect them and love them. And we have defined ground where people, not just the families, can 

continue to make their pilgrimages. But everyone has a right to visit and to be there. It‟s not blood-specific.”  

 Lambis‟ work continues as he seeks new burial sites and meets new families hoping for similar 

success. He listens to their tales of unbelievable coincidences that drive them ever onwards (what he likes to 

call “one of those spooky Greek moments”). He‟s ready with names, email addresses, phone numbers and 

contacts across the continents that might see them glued more permanently to their quests, perhaps a bid to 

shore up an army of foot-soldiers – proof of the growing swell of sentiment and support for the missions 

ahead.  

 One student asks him where he‟ll start next. The latest sites are under the battlefields of Bullecourt, 

France, he said. Another asks how many men are still missing. “There are about 10 000 Australian soldiers 

unaccounted for,” he tells the group.  

 “There is an opportunity to find more missing soldiers – and they must never be thought of as a 

financial inconvenience,” he said. “If we can find them through good research and cooperation, if the will is 

there, I believe they should be given the dignity of individual reburial.” 

 For Lambis, the floodgates have been opened and his search only just begun. This art teacher‟s life‟s 

work has come to him in retirement:  to help identify the remains of those soldiers who lie in foreign soil, 

their identities unknown and their families still grieving. He is the voice of those buried by their cobbers, by 

the enemy, and of those whose brief lives were swallowed by the mud in which they fell.  

 “What do you think the Commonwealth War Graves Commission will do next?” one student asked. 

“Well, I think Brian Manns, the man in charge of unrecovered Australian casualties, had better get a bigger 

desk.”  

______________________________________________________ 

 

“It was an absolute pleasure to meet Lambis Englezos,” De 

La Salle College captain, Joshua Favaloro, said. 

 “He gave us a remarkable speech about his journey 

and experiences with the lost soldiers of Fromelles. I was 

truly inspired by his story and simply proud of him, given 

that he had spent a good portion of the last 10 years as the 

dynamic impulse behind the entire expedition to find the 

missing soldiers. 

 “Having been to Fromelles myself as part of my 

Scholarship, it was an enormously fulfilling experience 

listening to the great story of that pristine little plot of land. 

It really put that part of the trip in perspective for me. 

 “Lambis really struck a chord with me given that he had come to Australia from Greece when he 

was young. Despite not having any direct relatives, as is the case with me, it was evident that he still felt a 

great obligation to these young men. 

 “The Bethlehem and De La Salle Year 11 and 12 Modern History classes gathered at Bethlehem 

College for the event,” he said.  

 “From speaking with my peers I can say they too were captured by the experience,” Joshua said.  

 Above: Lambis and Kathryn Barton with student, Alex Clancy, whose great great great uncle, 

Private 1968 Colin Henry Arnott (30
th
 Bn), was amongst those identified at Pheasant Wood. (All photos 

courtesy of Kitty Beale.) 

 

24th Battalion humour 
óThe 24

th
 Battalion Journalô, September 1918, contributed by Margaret Clarke, Cardiff. 

TO LET  – Airy dug-out, with entrances four sides, top and bottom. Water all drained to one end. Rats trained to respect 

Anzacs. Secret chamber for safe retirement when fatigue parties being warned. Adjacent to company cooker – smell of 

steak and onions and other choice dishes backsheesh. Too good for present occupant. – “Rough-house,” Rue de Luxe, 

„D‟ Coy Terrace. 

WANTED  – Capable linguists to teach transport mules the Australian language, including all embellishments. Samples 

of standard required may be heard on all main roads or at the horse lines. Apply T.O.  
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Corporal 241 Léon Jean Briand MM: A French-born Digger 
Yves Fohlen, Quessy, France 

 

Among the Diggers who fought in France, were some French-born soldiers. According to official figures, 

about 160 Diggers declared themselves as born in France. One them was 241 Private Léon Jean Louis 

Briand . He was a French naturalised-British subject who had previously served in the French Navy. 

 On 15
th
 October 1914, Briand joined the 1

st
 AIF. Born in 

Saint Malo on the northern coast of Brittany on 29
th
 November 1876, 

he lied about his age, stating he was only 31 years old. The husband 

of Clara Maud, of Terrace Road, East Guildford, Western Australia, 

Léon gave his trade as „labourer‟.  

 Attached to the 16
th
 Infantry Battalion, Briand embarked at 

Melbourne on 22
nd

 December 1914 on HMAT A40 Ceramic and 

fought on Gallipoli, where he was wounded in action (fractured 

skull). Sent back to Australia, he disembarked at Fremantle on 2
nd

 

September 1915. After convalescence, on 9
th
 October 1916 Léon re-

embarked at Fremantle per A23 Suffolk, attached to the 20
th
 

Reinforcements/16
th
 Battalion. 

[Left : This newspaper photo records Briand as being wounded.] 

 On 27
th
 October 1916 he was awarded the Military Medal for 

bravery in the field, earnt by his actions on Gallipoli, probably at 

Quinn‟s Post in May 1915 [citation not available online – Ed].  

 As part of „B‟ Company, Private Léon Briand took part in 

the First Battle of Bullecourt and was reported as missing on 11
th
 

April 1917. Here is his statement dated 13
th
 February 1918, given to 

Australian Administrative Headquarters after being repatriated: 

My Battalion was lying in front of Bullecourt, when we got the order 

to óhop overô and secure the German trenches immediately in front 

of us. We got the order at about half past four in the morning of the 

11
th
 April. To reach our objective, we had to pass over about 700 

yards of badly-battered, shell-holed country. We lost quite a number 

of our men on the passage across, for óFritzô opened up on us with rifle and machine gun fire, though, as far 

as I can recall, there was little or no shelling.  

 The wire entanglements in front of the enemy trenches had not been properly destroyed and it was in 

struggling and scrambling through this mess of wire that we lost most men. I got over safely, and was 

occupying a post on the extreme right of what had been the enemy front line trench. Here we built up a 

barricade of a sheet of galvanised iron, sand-bags and anything else that lay handy. We hung on to our 

position as long as we could, repulsing three successive German counter-attacks. But our stock of 

ammunition was rapidly running out and our men were being killed or wounded.  

 When the enemy counter-attacked for the fourth time, they succeeded in carrying the barricade we 

had built and the neighbouring traverses. We still continued to fight on with the German hand-grenades of 

which we had found two boxes in a dug-out. We also had some óFritzôsô egg-bombs and we used these 

against him also. In fact we used up all the ammunition of any sort that we could find against the German 

counter-attack. But when the Germans captured our barricades, they also got control of a communication 

trench from which they could enfilade our line.  

 With others, I made an effort to get back to our own lines. I got as far as what had been a German 

listening post, and while about here, I saw someone hoist a white flag. At this juncture I was wounded by a 

German egg-grenade, my right leg being shattered. I saw German soldiers approaching me and got ready 

for action two Millsô grenades that I still had in my pockets. I held them so that the approaching Germans 

could see them. One of the Germans made a movement as though to shy a bomb at me, but when he saw that 

I also had bombs, he threw his away, and it exploded harmlessly near the parapet. Thereupon I did the same. 

The Germans then advanced and, with others I was a prisoner. 

What happened immediately after capture? 

We were moved back to a little village some 4 kilometres back and placed in a shed. I saw a good number of 

our chaps there, including Lieut. Courtney of óDô Company, of my Battalion. After a stay of a couple of 

hours here, we were moved to school-house some kilometres further back. From there a motor-bus took us to 

a railway siding where we were quartered for the night in a marquee. There we were given bread and soup. 
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Account of life as a prisoner of war 

Up till now the only attention my wound had received was the field dressing I had managed to apply to it 

myself. Next morning we travelled by train to Verden a Aller [sic]. We reached that place about 9.50 pm and 

were placed in a hospital or reserve authorities till April 1917, but this time it had gone completely órottenô. 

There were German nurses at this hospital, and one of them, at any rate, was very kind and attentive to me. 

One of the German doctors also, was very good. Apparently there were not in this hospital the appliances 

necessary for the proper treatment of my wounds. 

 From Verden I was forwarded on to the Soltau Camp in Hanover and there I remained until January 

7, 1918. This Soltau Camp was a very big prisonersô encampment. In it there must have been at the time, 

some 7 000 mixed prisoner-patients ï British and Australians, Russians, French. About two days before we 

were taken from Soltau a body of some 800 Italian prisoners arrived. I presume they had been brought from 

the Austro-Italian frontier. The poor beggars seemed to have been having a very rough time indeed at the 

hands of their German Captors; so much so that the rest of us made up a food subscription among us and 

handed it over to them. I am a native of Brittany and speak and understand Italian, but my guards never 

allowed me to get near enough to the Italians to talk to them.  
 From Soltau I was moved to the frontier town, Aachen, travelling by way of Bremen, where I spent a 

night on the railway station. I was at Aachen when the Prussian Crown Prince visited the camp. He spoke to 

me. He asked me what unit I belonged to and when I told him ó16
th
 Australiansô, óLittle Willieô merely 

grunted and passed on. He looked óFitô enough. I crossed from Aachen, where the Commissioners had 

passed me for repatriation, across Holland to Rotterdam, whence I embarked for England, reaching Boston 

on January 20, 1918. Immediately after arrival I was sent to the 1
st
 General Hospital, Camberwell. 

 During our passage across Holland the Dutch people were cordially attentive to us and treated us 

real well. So also did the Australian Red Cross Society. I got my first Red Cross parcel in the third week of 

June while I was at Soltau Camp. For the most part these parcels reached me regularly. But there was a 

spell of six weeks during which I ran short, both of bread and other food. I never understood why. During the 

last six weeks of my captivity the parcels came quite regularly.  

 I saw bands of wounded Australian prisoners at Wilhelmshaven and on Bremen railway station, but 

was never permitted to talk to them é 

 

Endnotes: (1) Verden An Der Aller is a German town of Saxony. (2) According to Ian Gill‟s „Bloody Angle, 

Bullecourt & Beyond‟, Léon Briand was returned to Australia on 17
th
 June 1918 and discharged on 6

th
 

September. He was gold prospecting near Kalgoorlie in the 1930s and died in Geraldton, WA, in 1960 at the 

age of 77 years. (3) Photo of Briand courtesy of Andrew Pittaway.  

_______________________________________________________________ 

Yves solves cover photo mystery 
Graeme Hosken, Dubbo 

 

The Editor enquired if any reader knew the background to the photograph that was used on the cover of 

DIGGER 36 [below]. Our „Froggy cobber‟, Yves Fohlen, within a week, had found the photo on display in 

the Villers-Bretonneux School Museum, and fortunately it carried a caption, which not only told of the date 

and place but also gave the AWM photo number [E03004 or E3004K for names of some numbered soldiers].  

It turns out that the photo was taken at 

Chuignolles, France, on 23
rd
 August 1918 and 

shows „C‟ Company of the 1
st
 Battalion AIF 

established in a railway cutting. This position had 

been captured only that morning and the enemy 

was still being fought out of his positions further 

ahead at Chuignes and Cappy. Identified in the 

photograph are Private Brown MM  (centre 

foreground, numbered 4); Sergeant HL 

Andrews DCM (centre middleground, to the 

right of soldier lying down covered, 7); Captain 

CB Withy MC  (second person along from 

Andrews, against bank, 9); Corporal Bardney 

(reclining in front of Withy, 11); and Private 

Case (head only visible, behind Bardney, 12).   
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Nellie Pike ï the óLittle Sisterô 
Graeme Hosken, Dubbo, and Daphne Tongue, Hazelbrook. 

 

Nellie Alfreda Pike was born in Wellington, NSW, and was a 

trained nurse when she applied to join the Australian Army 

Nursing Service on 21
st
 July 1915. She was the daughter of Mrs 

A Pike of „Lavinia‟, Reginald Street, Cremorne. Nellie was 

appointed to the 3
rd
 Australian General Hospital upon her 

acceptance into the AANS. Nellie was aged 26 years and 10 

months and was a diminutive young lady, standing only 5‟2” 

tall and weighing 7st 6lb.  

 After spending time nursing wounded and sick men 

repatriated from Gallipoli in Egypt, Staff Nurse Pike embarked 

for duty with the 3
rd
 AGH on Lemnos in August 1915. Nellie 

remained on Lemnos until 27
th
 January 1916, when she 

returned to Alexandria aboard the Oxfordshire. She was next 

stationed at the 3
rd
 AGH at Abbassia from February onwards. 

Nellie was transferred to the Bulkley Rest Home at Abbassia on 

4
th
 September 1916 prior to leaving for England on 25

th
 

September on the Karoola.     

 Nellie arrived in England with the 3
rd
 AGH on 5

th
 

October 1916. Two days after Christmas 1916, Nellie reported sick to hospital at Brighton. After recovering, 

Nellie went on leave between 7
th 

and 20
th
 January 1917. On 23

rd
 March, Nellie was attached for duty with the 

1
st
 Australian Auxiliary Hospital at Harefield, marching in from the Kitchener War Hospital. She nursed 

there until 5
th
 September 1917, on which date Nellie reported for duty with the Australian Nurses Home at St 

Albans. 

 Nurse Pike was discharged on 28
th
 September 1917 in consequence of her marriage to Charles 

Laffin . The day before her marriage she wrote to the Matron in Chief, AANS, AIF: 

Dear Madame, 

 I wish to make application to be married on 28
th
 inst. & understand I vacate my position on that day. 

 

On 2
nd

 October she again wrote to the Matron in Chief (Grace M Wilson was then acting in the position), this 

time advising her that she had indeed been married on September 28
th
. Nellie‟s marriage made her eligible 

for discharge in England and she had to sign a statement saying that é after marriage, I have no further 

claim in regard to a free or assisted passage back to Australia, or to any privileges granted to members of 

the AANS, AIF. [Below: Charles and Nellie Laffin on the occasion of their wedding at St Albans, 28.9.17.] 

 Staff Nurse Nellie 

Pike was entitled to the 

three war service medals: 

the 1914/15 Star, the 

British War Medal and the 

Victory Medal. She also 

had her application for 

war service leave gratuity 

passed by the authorities. 

 Charles and Nellie 

Laffin had three children: 

John, Daphne and Patricia. 

John served in WWII and 

became a prolific author 

of books on the Diggers 

and an expert on the 

battlefields of the Western 

Front. He founded the 

FFFAIF in 1998 and is our patron-in-memoriam. Daphne and Patricia are both active members of the 

association. On the next page are some recollections of his mother by John, taken from his autobiography, „A 

Kind of Immortality‟, Volume I. 
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Born in 1889 in the NSW country town of Wellington, she was the second eldest of twelve children, not an 

unusually large family for the time. She had ambitions and did not want to spend her life playing nursemaid 

to younger siblings, which was what prompted her to train as a nurse in Bathurst … After qualifying and 

practising as a nurse for some years, she travelled to the other side of the world to nurse ill and wounded 

soldiers, an experience which took her away beyond the reach of her contemporaries who stayed at home. 

 Old soldiers – but really they were not so very old, many being only in their mid-thirties in 1932 – 

visited my parents frequently … These veterans had been her patients after fighting on some bloody 

battlefield and most addressed her as “Little Sister”, some as “Sister”, and a few intimates as “Nell”. 

Officially, she had been Sister (or Staff Nurse) Nellie Alfreda Pike before she took my father‟s name. … 

 One ex soldier told me, „When I was lying helpless as a baby in her ward and needed to have my 

back scrubbed, your mum used to flip me clean over on my belly. And she did it with one hand. God knows 

how she managed that!‟ 

 Over the years between 1930 and 1938 several Diggers explained to me how they had been brought 

“back from death” by my mother or how she had saved them “from the chop”, meaning an amputation. 

 „If it hadn‟t been for Little Sister the quacks would have cut off my feet,‟ a tall, tanned man told me, 

his eyes fixed admiringly on her as she poured him a cup of tea. „They said I was too far gone with trench 

foot when I was dragged out of a Gallipoli trench in winter, that I‟d have to lose both feet, but she told the 

sawbones that she could pull me through and by God, she did!‟ He had brought his wife to meet his saviour. 

 Perhaps even more admiring were the former army hospital orderlies who came to our home. An 

individual soldier knew only about his particular experience in the hospital, he was completely absorbed in 

it, but the orderlies, many of them older men than the fighting troops, had seen their nurses at work over a 

period of months, day after day carrying on even when they were exhausted and ill.   

 Over and over, the orderlies put their necks on the block of army discipline to steal for Little Sister 

and the other nurses whatever they felt they needed, and they offered my mother the same devotion now. 

During the war she only had to complain, as she did on Lemnos, that her ward was short of blankets and a 

pile of them would materialise overnight. Similarly, medicines, equipment and comforts turned up in the 

ward. „Where did all this come from?‟ she demanded. The orderlies just grinned and winked. 

 In a freezing ward one November night in 1915 my mother, in an aside to a colleague, mentioned 

that she longed for a piece of fresh meat. Like the men on the Peninsula, the nurses were rarely given fresh 

food. The following night Private Silas Hocking, her senior orderly, appeared at the entrance to the ward and 

beckoned her to come outside. In the privacy of the canvas porch he cautiously passed her a rolled and soiled 

length of sacking from which blood was seeping. „Take a look at that, Sister!‟ he said. She found herself 

eyeing a large chunk of steak. „Plenty more where that came from!‟ Silas whispered through the vapour of 

his breath. „Just let me know.‟ And with a thumbs-up he disappeared. 

 Like almost everything else that Silas and his mates purloined for the nurses and their patients in the 

wards, the steak had come from the headquarters ship Aragon, anchored in Mudros Harbour, where British 

staff officers lived in luxury. Other illicit supplies were scrounged from depot ships, whose officers seemed 

to think that their function was to amass and hold supplies rather than secure and distribute them. 

 On several occasions in the 1920s and 1930s Silas arrived at our home with a slab of prime steak but 

none was ever as welcome and as tasty as that from the Aragon, my mother said. 

 When our family suffered its own hard times and the Depression took my father‟s civil service job, 

envelopes arrived, sometimes addressed jointly to my parents but more frequently to my mother, enclosing a 

pound note or a ten-shilling note with a card saying nothing more than „To remember the old times‟. Most of 

these messages were unsigned but my mother always knew the identity of the donors – former orderlies or 

patients. These men were still paying their respects to Little Sister when I left home for my war, twenty years 

after the Great War. At least one veteran was still visiting her with his wife in 1979 when she was ninety. 

 

 

JACKAôS MOB [EJ Rule] 
Reprint of the 14

th
 Battalion war history from Gallipoli to France. This version is upgraded from 

the 1930s edition. Men who had aliases have now been named and the nominal roll edited. 
Albert Jacka earned his VC while serving with the 14

th
 Battalion at Anzac.  

[ 240 PAGES ï PAPERBACK ] 

$49 RETAIL ïï $42 FFFAIF Members [Postage free in Australia] 
Other books available on the life of Albert Jacka. 

Ask for a free catalogue of all our titles. 

WAR BOOK SHOP 
13 Veronica Place, Loftus NSW 2232 

Phone: 02 9542 6771     Fax: 02 9542 6787     Web: www.warbooks.com.au 
 

http://www.warbooks.com.au/
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óThe Black Anzacsô: the first Australian trench raid in France 
Andrew Pittaway, Fremantle 

 

 
 

Arguably, it could be called the first Australian offensive action on the Western Front when, on June 6
th
 

1916, men of the 7
th
 Brigade raided the German trenches at Bois Grenier near Armentieres. The Australians 

had been on the receiving end of German raids, notably against the 20
th
 and 11

th
 Battalions, and though the 

1
st
 and 2

nd
 Divisions had conducted considerable patrol activity since their arrival in the Armentieres sector, 

this was the AIF‟s first attempt at an actual trench raid in France. 

  It was during a patrol in May 1916 that the 28
th
 Battalion scouting officer, 

Lieutenant Reg Gill (who a year previously had been working as an accountant 

for Fremantle Harbour Trust), found a section of German line where the barbed 

wire was slack and with plenty of ditches and cover in No-man‟s land. This was 

reported to Captain Maitland Foss (of Perth), who inspected the area himself and 

made a report to his commanding officer, Colonel Collett. [Right: Captain 

Maitland Foss MC, 28
th
 Bn. AWM Negative Number H06597.] 

 Orders soon came down from the Australian Headquarters for each 

Australian brigade to prepare to undertake a raid on their front. Due to their 

scouting work already put in, the 7
th
 Brigade was entrusted with conducting the 

first Australian trench raid on the Western Front. Brigadier General Paton of the 7
th
 

Brigade opted for men from the 26
th
 and 28

th
 Battalions to make the raid, due to their 

constant patrol activity on this section of front and because both battalions had 

suggested a raid on the same section of German trench. [Left : Brigadier General John 

Paton CB CMG VD, 7
th
 Brigade. AWM Negative Number A01581.] 

 Volunteers were called for, and though many asked to join the group, only six 

officers and 60 men from the two battalions were detailed to take part. Those that were 

selected were withdrawn from the line for a two week period to learn and practice 

their raiding skills, with two experienced officers from the 1
st
 Canadian Division being 

borrowed to teach the men about raiding. 

 As stated in the 7
th
 Brigade War Diary, the main objects of the raid were to: 

(a) obtain prisoners; (b) collect information; (c) discover condition and method of holding trenches; (d) 

capture any machine guns or trench mortars in the vicinity and (e) doing as much damage to the enemy as 

possible. 

 Orders were issued for each of the parties assigned a role in the raid. Captain James Robinson 

(Nundah, Qld) from the 26
th
 Battalion was OC of the attack and he would be located in the Australian trench 

with the artillery liaison officer and telegraphists, and relay messages between the raiding party and HQ. In 

case Robinson was killed, Captain Bruce Paterson (Geelong, Vic) of the 27
th
 Battalion was detailed as the 

emergency backup. 

 Captain Maitland Foss was OC of the actual assault and he would lead the men into the German 

trench. He would be supported by the right bombing party which was made up of the 28
th
 Battalion. This was 

led by 2
nd

 Lieutenant Arnold Brown  (West Perth), whose his party consisted of: two bayonet men, 1985 

L/Cpl Stanley Price (Maylands, WA) and 1921 Pte Henry Denton (North Fremantle); one bomb thrower, 

844 Pte Herbert Evans (Claremont, WA), and three spare men, 2198 Pte Bartholomew Moran (Bayswater 

WA), 1924 Pte William Downey (Mornington Mills, WA), 2187 Pte Sydney Morgan (East Perth), while 

2015 Pte James Shearer (Melbourne, Vic) of the 7
th
 Machine Gun Company accompanied the party. They 

would be assisted by two men in the listening post just outside the trench: 1110 Sgt Claude Walsh (Perth) 

and 1920 Pte Herman Dedman (Fremantle). 
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 The left bombing party was made up from the 26
th
 Battalion and was led by Captain Francis Caless 

(Ayr, Qld), and he was supported by: two bayonet men, 1795 Pte Frederick Church (Scottsdale, Tas), 2137 

L/Cpl Arthur Moxley  (Brisbane, Qld); one thrower, 344 Sgt Henry McPhillips (Hobart, Tas) and three 

spare men, 1166 Pte Walter Phillips (Campbelltown, Tas), 2026 Pte George Kerslake (Euroa, Vic) and 

2051 Pte Hedley Gunton (Mathinna, Tas). They were assisted by Pte Michael Fitzpatrick of the 7
th
 

Machine Gun Company (Fremantle). 

 Both of the bombing parties would advance and clear the trenches up to the extent of their front, 

while the two attached machine gunners would search for any machine guns or trench mortars. 

 The right blocking party of the 28
th
 Battalion was required to advance 20 yards down the 

communication trench and block any advancing Germans. This party was made up of Western Australians: 

220 Sgt Roy Brown (Perth); 1993 Pte Sidney Roxburgh (Leederville); 1029 Pte Frank McGregor 

(Katanning); 2023 Pte Harry Smith (Geraldton) and 1945 Pte James Hawkins (South Fremantle). 

 Similarly, the left blocking party of the 26
th
 Battalion was required to go 15 yards down the railway 

communication trench and block any advancing Germans. This party was led by 415 Sgt Robert Smart 

(Auburn, NSW) and consisted of: 468 Pte Charles Greenaway (Richmond River, NSW); 389 Pte Peter 

Nielson (Herberton, Qld); 1777 Pte Charles Abel (East Devonport, Tas) and 237 Pte Isaac Mills 

(Rockhampton, Qld). 

 These groups would also be covered by the right and left parapet parties. These men would not enter 

the trench but would move along the parapet slightly in rear of the bombing parties, watching the ground 

between the enemy front and support trenches to ensure the Germans did not enter the trench in rear of the 

bombing parties. 

 The right parapet party was made up from the 28
th
 Battalion and consisted of 715 Pte Robert 

Walker  (Mt Lawley, WA), 758 Pte John Price (Sth Gippsland, Vic) and 1125 Pte John Sandercock 

(Wandiligong, Vic). 

 The left parapet party was made up from the 26
th
 Battalion and 

comprised 492 Pte Arthur Taylor  (Mt Morgan, Qld), 1265 Pte George 

Limbrick  (Hobart) and 1518 Pte William Themor (Ipswich, Qld). [Right: 

George Limbrick. AWM Negative Number DA08528.] 

 Two Intelligence men, Cpl William Sullivan  (Northam, WA) and 

Pte George Heathcoate (Westbury, Tas), were required to search all 

German dead and dugouts, and remove and bring back any of the following: 

pay books; identity discs; shoulder straps; letters; pocket books; documents; 

specimens of flares, pistols, grenades and gas helmets etc. They were also 

ordered to take particular notice of construction and design of the trenches, 

and be prepared to report on anything they have seen. 

 The runners, 369 Pte Arthur Powell (Boulder, WA) and 575 Pte 

Roy Henderson (Brisbane), would move with each of the assault parties and 

would be available for keeping touch between parties and ensuring the 

withdrawal was carried out promptly. 

 The telephonist, 40 L/Cpl William Cresswell (Mackay, Qld) and linesman, 1632 L/Cpl Harry 

Chandler (Subiaco, WA), would be required to bring up the instrument and wire behind the scouts and 

report to their OC, Lieutenant Gill, and then send reports to the OC Attack, Captain Robinson, by sending 

word „Entered‟ as soon as possible after trenches had been entered. They were then to wait for orders from 

the OC Assault Party, Captain Foss. He would then order the word „Barrage‟ to be sent by telephone to OC 

Attack when he wished the barrage to be put down. As soon as a retirement was ordered, this would be 

reported to OC Attack and the telephone would be detached from the wire and telephonist and linesman 

would return to the trenches.  

 Stretcher-bearers were also given a role in the raid, though only four were supplied: 469 Pte James 

Morrison  (UK); 151 Pte Thomas Robe (Fremantle); 540 Pte Ernest Penny (Rockhampton) and 530 Pte 

John Naylor (Brisbane). Their orders were to lie down outside the gap in the wire and wait for orders. 

 However, before all these assault parties could commence their way forward to the German trench, 

the way had to be cleared as safe by the scouting party led by Lieutenant Gill. His party was made up of: 

1886 Cpl Herbert Tozer (Perth); 96 Pte James Hopkins (Broome, WA); 687 Pte William Roberts 

(Blackburn, UK); 1032 Pte Henry Pike (Kalgoorlie, WA) and 699 Pte Dunlop Tollerton (Christchurch, 

NZ). Their orders were to cut the wire at the point selected. They will take out the telephonist and linesman 

who will lay out a wire. After enemy wire is cut the scouts will guide assaulting party to gap in the wire and 

after entry of assault party they will breach parapet to facilitate retirement from the trench. One man of the 
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party will lay a luminous tape from the enemy parapet through the gap in the wire and along the route of the 

return journey for 100 yards. 

 Another important section of men were the covering parties. These groups were to follow the scouts 

out of the trench and take up positions to cover the flanks and rear of the wire cutting party and would 

remain in position until the assaulting party had all passed through on their way back to the trenches. They 

would then cover the retirement and provide escort for any prisoners. From the 

28
th
 Battalion the covering party was made up of: Lieutenant Roy Phillips 

(Perth); 104 Sgt William Jones (Perth); 2388 Pte Albert Gould (Nabawa, 

WA); 1752 Pte John McHugh (Whittlesea, Vic); 1104 Pte John Gordon 

(East Perth); 428 Pte Robert Graham (Subiaco, WA) and 945 Pte Duncan 

McLeod (Fremantle). The 26
th
 Battalion covering party comprised: 364 Cpl 

Oscar Lawson (Wooloowin, Qld); 941 Pte Daniel Quinn (Hobart); 380 Pte 

James McInnes (Kempsey, NSW); 1284 Pte Herbert Walters (Tamar, Tas); 

1694 Pte Maurice Jarman (Sydney); 2152 Pte Daniel OôBrien (Brisbane) 

and 2040 Pte Alex Kirkwood (Porratoo, SA). 

 In case of casualties the following six men were detailed as spare men 

to cover any of the parties: 611 Cpl Francis Douglas (Aramac, Qld); 206 Pte 

Charles Woods (Coventry, UK); 72 Pte Roy Greenwood (Morven, Qld); 

1709 Pte David Gaston (Kalgoorlie); 57 Pte Cecil Drock (Kalgoorlie) and 

719 Pte Thomas Wilson (Castlemaine, Vic). [Right: Private David Gaston. 

Photo from „Kalgoorlie Miner‟.]  

 The raid was planned for the night of 5
th
/6

th
 June 1916, and the week prior to the raid the German 

section of trench had been intermittingly bombarded. The raiding party was ordered to wear English 

uniforms so that the Germans would at least gain no information regarding the presence of Australians if 

they were killed. The men‟s faces and hands were blackened (hence they were dubbed „The Black Anzacs‟ 

by the British press), and bayonets were painted to ensure they wouldn‟t be noticed in the dark. So that 

members of the party could recognise each other, they had to wear white bands on their arms covered with a 

strip of black cloth, with the latter to be ripped off after the attack started. All wore black sand shoes. The 

scouts, bombers, carriers and messengers carried revolvers instead of rifles and knobkerries. 

 At 9.30pm on 5
th
 June 1916, Lieutenant Gill‟s scouting party crept out of the 

Australian trench and made its way to the German line. What happened next can best 

be explained by Lieut Gill‟s patrol report. The patrol proceeded towards two trees 

known as óTwo Willowsô. We then turned half left having the trees at our back 

entering his entanglements at a point about 40 yards south of the railway line. The 

wire here was very poor indeed, quantities being spread on the ground which was 

easily crawled over & only a very few standards placed at irregular intervals with a 

few strands between them, the wire generally appears to be in this condition for at 

least 30 yards which was as far as the patrol got on coming across a Listening Post 

established by the enemy about 15 yards from his parapet. There were three men in 

this post, which was made out of loophole plates painted green and raised above the 

ground about a height of 3ô6 to 4ô. We think they observed us as the three men were 

all looking in our direction for some time and we were only about 4 to 5 yards from 

them at the time. So it was now 11.30pm it was too late to start to cut a new path in the wire so the patrol 

returned and reported to Captain Foss. [Above left: Lieutenant Reg Gill. Photo from „Western Mail‟.] 

 On explaining the situation, a decision was made with Captain Robinson and Brigadier Paton that 

the raid be delayed until the next night. In the meantime before the next attempt occurred, Stokes mortars 

bombarded the German listening post. When the scouts went out the next night they found the German 

listening post destroyed with a dead German soldier the sole occupant. 

 The raiding party left their own trench at 9.30pm and proceeded across No-man‟s land, and with the 

box barrage enveloping the German trench as planned, Captain Foss led his men to the German line and they 

were able to enter the trench without opposition. On entering the trench they soon saw that it was different to 

the trenches they had been practising on, as the trench was completely open to the rear, while the 

communication trenches were also not fully dug or with parapets. However, the men set about their business. 

 Private Daniel Quinn, who was in the covering party, later sent back to his mother in Tasmania a 

clipping from „The Daily Mail‟ about the raid:  

The Australians have last been in the German trenches. For 20 minutes our guns and trench mortars 

bombarded the enemyôs front line. A party of Australians then crept out to the German parapet. At a given 
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signal they jumped into the trench. The Officer who led the party and was first into the trench was a great 

West Australian. On jumping in he found himself looking into the open entrance of a dugout. Flashing his 

torch around he saw a young German cowering in a corner with his hands above his head. He pulled the 

German out, and, catching him by the scruff of the neck, flung him bodily from the trench, over the parapet 

into the arms of the party outside waiting to receive prisoners. 

Other Australians rushed along the trench both ways, throwing bombs into each dugout. Germans who came 

running up the trench in the dark were bayoneted. The party went along about 100 yards of trench until time 

was up, when they were recalled, and vanished suddenly into the night again with several prisoners. 

 Other British press used more embellishments and another paper said of Captain Foss: As he jumped 

into the German trench he pounced upon a German soldier and seized him by the hips with both hands. Then 

he lifted him bodily off the ground and threw him backwards over his head and over the parapet of the 

trench é and yelling out; óThereôs Number Oneô. 

 The Australian historian, Charles Bean, later went on to stress in his account of the raid in Volume 

III of the Official History that neither he nor other accredited correspondents were responsible for the 

overstated British press accounts of the „Black Anzacs Raid‟ which soon made it back to Australia. 

 After Captain Foss captured the young German soldier, two Germans came running up to the front 

trench and were promptly bayoneted by Private Church, while bombs were thrown down the dugouts in this 

section of trench. Several more Germans had been captured but two were killed when showing resistance, 

and as only seven minutes were allotted for the raid, the men completed their tasks quickly and efficiently 

and returned to their point of entry. So far the raiding party had not suffered any casualties and the men 

followed the luminous tape laid out by the scouts, bringing out three prisoners with them. 

 The 7
th
 Brigade War Diary thus summed up the raid: There was practically no resistance by the 

enemy, 12 of whom were killed, one badly wounded and three taken prisoner. Search was made for machine 

guns and mortars but none were found. The parapet was found to be about 9ô high and 16ô thick. There was 

no parados. All dugouts were very strong and none were damaged by our bombardment. Some were fitted up 

with berths like a ship cabin, 2 berths on either side. None were more than 2 to 3 feet below ground level. 

There were quite a number of dugouts quite close together. The party finished their work very quickly and 

were only in the enemy trench for six minutes. All arrangements worked out well without casualties é The 

prisoners who were very young belonged to the 321
st
 Regiment and were dressed in a grey green uniform 

with red cording (edged). 

 By the time the raiders had got back into No-man‟s land, the German 

artillery had responded to the various flares being sent up by the German front 

line troops and laid a heavy barrage on the Australian line. The raiding party 

waited in ditches in No-man‟s land for it to ease. While the men waited, one 

German shell fell amidst the covering party, killing Privates Albert Gould and 

Duncan McLeod. Privates Limbreck, Kirkwood and Walters were also 

wounded. Gould and McLeod were later buried at Ration Farm Military 

Cemetery. There were also casualties in the Australian lines from the German 

bombardment, killing three not involved in the actual raid: Lieut William 

Murd ock of the 7
th
 LTMB from Cambridge Tasmania; 105 Pte Thomas Lang 

of the 26
th
 Battalion from Brisbane and L/Cpl Cecil Lewis of the 27

th
 Battalion 

from Unley, SA. [Right: The grave of Duncan McLeod at Ration Farm 

Cemetery.] 

 After the raiders regained their trenches they returned to their battalions and due to the success of the 

raid, those involved were granted English leave. Private Daniel Quinn wrote to his mother that: The raiders 

have had their photo taken in London, and the Australian ladies in London took us all over London yesterday 

in motor cars. We went to Windsor Castle, Richmond, Eton and Kew Gardens. The Australian ladies were 

very kind. You ought to see the swank of some of the Australian wasters in London who have not been in 

action. They have tailor-made uniforms and feathers in their hats, and leggings and spurs as well as gloves 

and a stick. You would think they were General Birdwood or somebody else. 

 „The Daily Mail‟ also wrote that: There was a very select luncheon party at the Anzac Headquarters 

at Westminster today. The guests were all picked men. They were the men who were chosen from battalions 

of volunteers to take part in the gloriously successful little exploit that came off on June 6. Being in London 

on a flying visit, they were invited to Horseferry Road to receive congratulations and strawberries and 

cream é Strawberries and cream, explains an Australian, are regarded by Australians as Englandôs 

daintiest luxury. The big and juicy English strawberry is unknown in Australia. When an Australian goes 

back to Australia his memories of England are always flavoured with strawberries and cream. Before the 
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strawberries and cream there were some congratulations. Colonel Buckley on behalf of Mr Fisher bestowed 

the compliments of the occasion. 

There were of course other dainties. The waitresses were women who had volunteered for the office and they 

were given frocks of the hue of strawberry leaves. After lunch the guests were taken for motor car drives. 

 Only a few members of the raiding party were granted decorations, which is surprising considering 

the success of the raid. Captain Cecil Maitland Foss and Lieutenant Reg Gill were the first officers of the 

AIF in France to be awarded the Military Cross. Captain James Robinson was afterwards recommended for 

the MC for the raid and for his later good work at Pozieres, but it does not seen to have been awarded. 

However, he received the DSO for other actions in 1917. Second Lieutenant Arnold Brown would receive a 

Military Cross later in 1916 for his joint efforts in the raid and at Pozieres. He was also awarded the DSO for 

bravery at Bullecourt in May 1917. Corporal Herbert Tozer was awarded the Military Medal (and he would 

get the MC in 1918) and Pte Ferdinand Church of the 26
th
 would also receive the MM. Though he was not 

awarded any decorations for the raid, Roy Cecil Phillips would be the most decorated of those that took part 

by war‟s end. (After being wounded at Pozieres and Flers and after recovering from hospital in March 1917 

he then transferred from the 28
th
 Battalion to the Australian Flying Corps. He joined 2

nd
 Squadron AFC 

where he would be awarded the Military Cross and Bar, and the DFC for his bravery and 15 confirmed air 

victories. Below: Major Roy Phillips MC & Bar, DFC, with his daughter Helen. AWM Negative Number 

P08151.046.003.)  
 The men of the raiding party would undoubtedly have enjoyed 

their time off in London but they all- too-soon had to return to their units. 

Just after returning from London, one of the raiders, Pte Harry Smith, was 

badly wounded by shrapnel and died at Bailleul on 30
th
 June 1916.  

 A month later the 26
th
 and 28

th
 Battalion would take part in the 2

nd
 

Division‟s advance at Pozieres, and among those to be killed were 

Captain Maitland Foss MC, Captain Francis Caless, Private Ferdinand 

Church MM, Pte Roy Henderson, Pte Frank McGregor, Pte James 

McInnes, Pte Arthur Powell and Pte Daniel Quinn. Others were to follow 

at Flers in November 1916: Pte Herman Dedman; Sgt William Jones and 

Sgt Robert Smart. 

 In 1917, Captain Reg Gill MC lost his life during the Third Battle 

of Ypres, as did Sergeant John McHugh, Private Cecil Drock and Private 

Bartholomew Moran. Sergeant Geoff Kerslake, Cpl Isaac Mills and Pte 

Gaston had died earlier in the year around Bullecourt and the Hindenburg 

Line. 

 The last year of the war 

brought no relief to the raiders, 

with Captain Bruce Patterson, 

L/Cpl Harry Chandler, Private George Heathcoate, Private George 

Limbrick, Private Ernest Penny, Private Thomas Robe and Pte James 

Shearer all paying the ultimate price. [Right: Lance Corporal Harry 

Chandler. AWM Negative Number DA08802.] 

 Including the two killed in the actual raid, twenty eight of the 

raiding party would not survive the war – nearly half of the raiders 

that took part in the AIF‟s first action on the Western Front. 

 Throughout 1916-1918, trench raids would be a constant 

aspect of warfare that the Australian infantry would have to cope 

with. Some would be planned better than others and the results would 

vary. Would much be learnt from the raids, apart from what German 

unit was opposite them at that time and whatever intelligence a 

prisoner may give up? From this initial AIF trench raid, it could be 

seen that the Australians for the first time realised the strength of the 

German dugouts and how little impact the bombardments had on them 

– a worrying portent of what was to come in the future at places such as Mouquet Farm and Bullecourt. 

 

Sources: 7
th
 Brigade War Diary; 26

th
 Battalion War Diary; 28

th
 Battalion War Diary; Volume III of Charles 

Bean‟s Official History; Neville Browning‟s history of the 28
th
 Battalion, „The Blue and White Diamond‟; 

„Western Mail‟ newspaper; „The Daily Mail‟; „The Mercury‟ and B2455 Service Records NAA.  
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Sergeant 2310 Henry Charles Thompson DCM, MM 
16th Battalion, 2/16th Battalion  

Ian Gill, Success 

 

Henry Charles (óHarryô) Thompson was born on 29
th
 June 1895 in Williams, Western Australia, and was 

the second son born to Francis Bonaventure and Anne Eva Thompson (Hale). His mother died giving birth to 

him, so he was raised with his brother Frank, by an aunt. The family lived and farmed in the Williams, 

Darkan, region south east of Perth; the boys moving between the respective farms of their father and aunt. 

„Harry‟ had little schooling, and around the age of fourteen he travelled north on shearing work. 

 Harry joined the AIF on 23
rd
 May 1915, having taken his oath of enlistment and medical 

examination earlier in the month at Narrogin. He was assigned to the 6
th
 Reinforcements to the 16

th
 Battalion 

with regimental number 2310. Thompson stood five feet six inches tall and weighed 150 pounds when he 

embarked at Fremantle on HMAT A62 Wandilla on 25
th
 June 1915. 

 Thompson‟s B2455 series service file is incomplete, and it is not clear when he arrived at Gallipoli. 

The 6
th
 Reinforcements arrived at Gallipoli on 30

th
 July 1915, but Thompson was under medical treatment at 

the No. 1 General Hospital in Egypt on 2
nd

 August, indicating he remained behind. On 12
th
 August he was 

convalescing at the depot in Helouan, before joining the 16
th
 Battalion, then at Lemnos, on 15

th
 September. 

Thompson saw the final stage of the Gallipoli campaign, evacuating with the machine gunners on the 

evening of 19
th
 December 1915.  

 Following his return to Egypt, Harry remained with the 16
th
 Battalion on its reorganisation in early 

March 1916. There are very few records of his movements after this time, although he was promoted 

corporal on 18
th
 August 1916, following the heavy fighting near Pozieres.  

 He was involved in the fighting at Bullecourt on 11
th
 April 1917, being one of the few from „D‟ 

Company to survive and return to their lines when the Germans launched their successful counter-attack. He 

was promoted temporary sergeant on 20
th
 May, and sergeant on 16

th
 July, while resting at Canteen Corner in 

Belgium.  

 Thompson was admitted to hospital with a septic hand on 21
st
 September 1917. He boarded the St 

Denis for England and was admitted to the Beaufort War Hospital in Bristol on 26
th
 September. On recovery 

Harry joined a command depot, before transferring to the Overseas Training Brigade at Longbridge Deverill. 

He proceeded overseas to France on 10
th
 January 1918, rejoining his unit in Belgium on 18

th
 January. 

 Following service in the Ypres sector in January and 

February, and at Neuve Eglise in March, the 16
th
 Battalion 

moved south into France with orders to block the German 

Spring Offensive, which had begun on 21
st
 March. 

Thompson went into action on 26
th
 March near Hebuterne, 

and it was there that he was noticed for his gallantry in 

action. He was subsequently awarded the Distinguished 

Conduct Medal and his recommendation reads: For bravery 

and most valuable work during the attack made by us on 1
st
 

April 1918, near Hebuterne. He very daringly worked his 

way into ñNo Manôs Landò, established himself a point of 

vantage and when the attack commenced he opened fire on 

an enemy machine-gun nest, keeping down the enemy fire 

and enabling our exposed parties to advance. Subsequently 

he carried his gun to a communication trench, which was 

heavily enfiladed by enemy machine gun fire and brought it 

into action. During the attack he fired 2 000 rounds from his 

gun, and undoubtedly caused the enemy casualties. His 

bravery, energy and initiative during the attack were of a 

very high order. After, he volunteered to explore a trench 

where a large number of the enemy were concealed. With his 

party he succeeded in dislodging the enemy, captured their 

machine gun and inflicted heavy casualties. 

[London Gazette 30879 of 3/9/1918; Commonwealth Gazette 

15 of 4/2/1919.] 

Left : Harold Thompson (standing) with his friend, 5357 

Harold Dinsdale MM , 16
th
 Battalion. 
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 On 14
th
 May, Harry was admitted to hospital with an undiagnosed complaint. Thompson was 

transferred to England where he was treated at several hospitals, being diagnosed with a severe case of 

trench fever. He remained in England for the next five months, proceeding for a return to his unit on 30
th
 

October 1918. The battalion was no longer in action, and it is not known when Thompson returned to 

England. 

 Thompson married Dorothy Ellen Brand on 28
th
 February 1919 in Bath, England (AIF Form 527, 

Certified Extract of Marriage, states date of marriage as 5
th
 February 1919). They sailed for Western 

Australia on 16
th
 June that year, returning to the Darkan region. They had six children, one of whom was to 

die serving in the 2/11
th
 Battalion during the Second World War. 

 Thompson worked for the Main Roads Department from 1926, until finally being accepted for 

overseas service in the Second World War on 27
th
 May 1940. Prior to this he had been accepted in the 10

th
 

Garrison Battalion, Volunteer Defence Corps (W243287), having enlisted on 22
nd

 November 1939. He put 

down his age by five years and was taken on strength of the 2/16
th
 Battalion with regimental number 

WX3003. Less than three months later Harry was promoted lance corporal, embarking for service abroad at 

Fremantle on 25
th
 October 1940. He disembarked in Palestine, where he met up with his son Henry, who had 

been evacuated sick during the fighting for Derna in North Africa. 

 By mid 1941 he was a sergeant, and following the operations against the Vichy French at the Litani 

River in Syria in June 1941, Thompson was recommended and subsequently awarded the Military Medal for 

his gallantry. The recommendation reads: During the attack on the Litani River on June* 9
th
 1941, Sgt 

Thompsonôs platoon commander was wounded: Sgt Thompson acted as platoon commander throughout the 

action and showed outstanding leadership, initiative and gallantry. He led patrols on numerous occasions 

with dash, drew the enemy fire and was instrumental in destroying a number of posts. His courage, dash and 

leadership throughout the action was outstanding. (*  Official citation states July 9
th
 1941, which is 

incorrect.) [London Gazette of 30/12/1941.] 

 

It is possible that about this time, Thompson would have been made aware that his son, WX1112 Private 

Henry Alan Thompson of the 2/11
th
 Battalion, had died of wounds on 24

th
 April 1941, in the fighting with 

the 6
th
 Division in Greece.  

 Thompson was evacuated to the 7
th
 AGH with a foot 

disability on 21
st
 June, during the successful operations 

against the Vichy French, which resulted in an armistice in 

the second week of July 1941. He was medically classified as 

„fit for duties other than active service with field formations‟, 

and he returned to Australia, disembarking in South Australia 

from the Felix Roussel on 23
rd
 May 1942. His discharge from 

the 2
nd

 AIF was signed on 5
th
 April 1943, whereupon he 

enlisted in the Volunteer Defence Corps the following day. 

Allotted regimental number W53410, he rose to the rank of 

warrant officer, and he was stationed at Manjimup in the 

southwest region of Western Australia for much of his 

service. This ended with his discharge on 1
st
 August 1944, 

due to health reasons. His wife Dorothy worked in the kitchen 

of a munitions factory in Welshpool in Perth, before moving 

to Somerville Street, Manjimup. 

 Thompson rejoined the Main Roads Department, and 

he remained there until his retirement. His wife predeceased 

him by five years, while Henry Thompson died on his 83
rd
 

birthday on 29
th
 June 1978. It is interesting to note that his 

wife and children were unaware of his Military Medal 

decoration until the investiture, some time after war‟s end. 

Thompson had fought the Turks and Germans in the First 

World War, and the French in the Second World War, 

something that would surely have been on his mind, given 

that they were his allies during the first conflict. He was one of those rare men who fought and won 

decorations with the 16
th
 Battalion in two world wars, something very few men achieved. The two other 

known men were Arnold Potts and 7720 JW Craik MM . [Above: Harold Thompson with his WWI and 

WWII service and bravery medals. 
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Endnotes: (1) 2677 Pte Frank Thompson: Frank Thompson was born in 1893 and was the older brother  

of Henry Thompson. He enlisted in the AIF on 24
th
 June 1915, and was a member of the 8

th
 Reinforcements 

to the 11
th
 Battalion. He survived the war and returned for Australia on 18

th
 July 1919. He never married and 

died on 4
th
 August 1949. (2) WX1112 Pte Henry Alan Thompson: Henry Thompson was the son of Henry 

Charles Thompson and Dorothy Ellen Thompson (Brand). He was born in Darkan, Western Australia on 20
th
 

August 1919, the first of six children, one of whom died after only three days in 1925. A dairyman by 

occupation, Henry enlisted in the 2
nd

 AIF on 11
th
 December 1939, becoming an original member of the 2/11

th
 

Battalion. Thompson fought in the early North African actions at Bardia, Tobruk and Derna, before 

participating in the ill-fated campaign in Greece in April 1941. He was wounded in action during the 

withdrawal and died the same day on 24
th
 April 1941. He is buried in the Phaleron War Cemetery, near 

Athens, Greece. (3) Ian still has copies of his excellent 16
th
 Battalion history for sale ($60 + $10 postage). 

Write to Ian Gill c/o 15 Steiner Ave, Success, WA 6164.  

___________________________________________________________ 

 

Bendigo RSL Military Museum well worth a visit 
Graeme Hosken, Dubbo 

 

Looking to fill in time on a recent day trip to Bendigo, the Editor took up Tim Whitford‟s suggestion of 

visiting the military museum located in the centre of the city. Tim was right when he said you could easily 

spend a couple of hours in the RSL Museum, entry to which is a gold coin donation. 

 The museum is located in a magnificent building purpose-built as the city‟s memorial to those who 

served in the Great War. On the front wall are the names of all those men and women who volunteered from 

the district, while inside are three rooms open to visitors. The smallest room mainly contains records and 

houses a copy of all the photographs found some years ago as Kodak negatives in a backyard shed (the 

„Grinton Collection‟). The other two rooms hold artefacts, uniforms, medals, photographs, paintings, books, 

honour rolls, weapons and memorabilia from all wars in which Australians have fought.  

 The museum is staffed by volunteers, who are very proud of their collection and keep the displays 

clean and tidy. Captioning of exhibits is very good. Opening hours are 10am to 4pm Sunday-Friday, so do 

yourselves a favour when in central Victoria and drop in to what must be one of the best military museums in 

Australia.  

 

Above left: The Bendigo RSL Museum is housed in a 

beautiful old building. Above right: Part of the impressive 

display of artefacts in the museum. Unfortunately, someone 

„researching‟ in the museum some years ago stole their 

copy of Bean Volume XII, the rare photo volume, so their 

library is now locked away. Left : This honour roll was 

assembled from plaques that were originally placed near an 

avenue of trees. The museum has an extensive collection of 

honour rolls from Bendigo and district; some of which have 

come from buildings set for demolition.  
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What happened to Dench? 
Graeme Hosken, Dubbo, based on the diary of Ellis Silas, 16

th
 Battalion. 

 

Signaller 634 Ellis Silas was an artist who enlisted in the AIF, despite his self-confessed belief that he would 

never make a soldier. Silas survived signalling and running messages on Gallipoli until May 17
th
 1915, when 

he was evacuated suffering from exhaustion and neurasthenia. Once on board the makeshift hospital ship 

óGasconô, Silas was able to assist the overworked medical staff by looking after several patients and even 

assisting Dr Fiaschi with an operation. One of his ópatientsô that he mentioned in his diary has always 

intrigued me, so I set out to find out what happened to this wounded Digger. 

 

Diary entry, May 20th  

I am glad to say I have got my two patients up on deck; the atmosphere down here is 
simply frightful and everything filthy. One of my cases is a man called Dench ð he has 
been shot in the head and is both deaf and dumb.  
Diary entry, May 22nd 
Dench is now able to walk about but is heartbroken at losing his speech and hearing ð this 
he writes on a piece of paper and shows it to me.   

 

Who was „Dench‟, and what happened to him? A search of the nominal roll reveals that nine soldiers with 

the surname Dench embarked for overseas service, and only one enlisted in 1914 and returned to Australia in 

1915. That soldier was Private 37 Frederick (óFredô) Dench of the 2
nd

 Field Company Engineers.  

 Fred Dench was born in Hawthorn, Victoria, and was a 25 year old carpenter when he enlisted in the 

AIF on 20
th
 August 1914. He was married to Amy and living at 64 Nicholson Street, South Yarra. (Later, 

Amy‟s address became 2 Florence Street, Armadale.) He had five years pre-war experience in No. 3 Field 

Troop, Australian Engineers, in which he held the rank of sergeant, so it was no surprise to see him rushing 

to enlist soon after the outbreak of war. 

 Dench was quite a large man, standing 5‟11¾” tall, weighing 162lb with a chest measurement of 40 

inches. He had dark complexion, brown eyes and brown hair. On enlistment, Dench was allocated to the 2
nd

 

Field Company Engineers as a sapper. He was promoted to lance corporal on 24
th
 September 1914 but 

reverted to sapper on 5
th
 March 1915 before leaving for Gallipoli. 

 Dench landed at Anzac Cove on 7.00am on 25
th
 April 1915, 

under the command of Major AM Martyn and Captain Williams . He 

was given special mention for „acts of conspicuous gallantry or 

valuable service‟ between 6
th
 May and 28

th
 June (though we know he 

was evacuated with Silas before 20
th 

May). [Right: This photograph 

was taken by Major Athelston Markham Martyn, 2
nd

 FCE, and 

shows Captain RV Cutler , also 2
nd

 FCE, outside a snow-covered 

dugout in Martyn‟s Lane, Gallipoli, in November 1915. Australian 

War Memorial Negative Number H16582.] 

 On an unknown date in May, Dench was hit in the forehead by 

a bullet, inflicting damage to his brain. He was evacuated to Egypt on 

the Gascon and after preliminary treatment, was invalided to Australia 

aboard the Hororata on 29
th
 July 1915.  

 Dench underwent medical treatment in Australia until his 

discharge („medically unfit‟) on 25
th
 July 1916. It appears as though 

Fred recovered from his wound, as applications for an incapacity 

pension by himself, his wife and children, Henry Frederick and John, 

were rejected as Dench was „not incapacitated‟. Presumably, he had 

regained his hearing and speech by this time. His recovery is supported by an entry in his record which 

states: F Dench is now on Instructional Staff as CSM, Seymour.   

 Fred Dench was still alive in March 1967 when he applied for his Anzac Medallion and lapel badge. 

At the time he was living at 2 Railway Terrace, Cheltenham, South Australia. 

 

Endnote: A search on Trove (trove.nla.gov.au) showed that Frederick Dench was swimming in the Yarra 

River with two mates on 18
th
 October 1908 when one of the trio, Alfred Hill, drowned. Fred would have 

been around 19 years old at this time.   
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Private Horace Sutcliffe and Lieutenant LC Radcliffe, 49th Battalion 
Col Sutcliffe, Birkdale 

 

During the FFFAIF tour of the Western Front in July 2010, one of the most difficult cemeteries to find for a 

commemoration was Hourges Orchard. This was for the commemoration of Private 5168 Horace Sutcliffe, 

49
th
 Battalion. Neither Matt Smith, our tour leader, nor Yves Fohlen, our Froggy guide, had previously 

visited the Hourges Orchard Cemetery. They were determined to get to it, but one-way freeways, a low 

bridge and roads too narrow for the bus made access difficult. This determination was, because in the words 

of Matt, it is possible that very few Australians have ever visited the cemetery, as it is away from the 

Australianôs battle area near Hangard and off the main Australian tourist routes. We canôt quit and leave 

without acknowledging the sacrifice of the Australians buried there.   

 The basis of Matt‟s statement was that of the burials at Hourges Orchard Cemetery, there were only 

four Australian graves. The remainder of the 133 known graves were predominantly Canadians. Finally, in a 

wheat field near the little village of Domart-sur-la-Luce, the cemetery was found and in the back corner were 

the graves of the four Australians. Whilst the commemoration was for Private Horace Sutcliffe, it was 

impossible not to commemorate the others.   

 Next to the grave of Private H Sutcliffe was that of Lieutenant LC Radcliffe, 49
th
 Battalion. The 

headstones indicated that both were killed on 2
nd

 August 1918.  

 It is interesting to compare and contrast the lives and backgrounds of these two soldiers of the 49
th
 

Battalion who lay side by side in the Hourges Orchard Cemetery. 

 Horace Sutcliffe was aged 22½ years when he 

enlisted in Townsville on 10
th
 January 1916. Upon 

enlistment, he was assigned to the 9
th
 Battalion, 16

th
 

Reinforcements. He had travelled from Ayr with his 

brother Joseph (Pte 5167), and friend, William John 

Newbold, a native of Cwmtillery, Monmouthshire, Wales 

(also 5168 but later assigned 5232) to enlist. His younger 

brother and my grandfather, James Henry (Pte 6519) 

enlisted in Bowen on 24
th
 June 1916. [Right: Pte Horace 

Sutcliffe and Pte James Sutcliffe.]  

 At the time of enlistment, Horace Sutcliffe, who 

had been born in Charters Towers, Queensland, and 

attended Richmond Hill State School in that city, listed his 

occupation as a labourer. According to his attestation 

papers, he was 5 foot 3 inches and weighed 8 stone 1 lb 

[113lb]. His complexion was listed as dark with brown 

eyes and dark brown hair. A distinguishing mark was a 

scar R Belly. He listed his religion as Church of England, 

yet, both of his brothers (Joseph and James) put down 

Methodist as their religion. For his next of kin, he listed his 

mother, Mrs Samuel Sutcliffe, Post Office, Ayr, 

Queensland. Both Joseph and James also listed their 

mother but put down Bertha Sutcliffe on their attestation 

papers. At the time, their father, Samuel, was alive and 

lived at the same address.   

 What of the other soldier, Leslie Caldwell Radcliffe, in the next grave in the Hourges Orchard 

Cemetery? Leslie Caldwell Radcliffe was born in Sydney and subsequently attended Brisbane Grammar 

School. At enlistment, he was 21 years and 4 months and was a farmer. He had served three years 

compulsory training with the Queensland 2
nd

 Light Horse and Signalling Corps. His physical characteristics, 

in contrast to those of Horace Sutcliffe, were that he was 5 foot 9 inches tall and 137 lbs with brown eyes and 

auburn hair. Upon enlistment at Chermside, Brisbane, on 25
th
 February 1916, he was assigned to 47

th
 

Battalion, 14
th
 Reinforcements. Les listed his father, Frank Radcliffe, as next of kin with the address Tulloch 

Street, Sherwood (a Brisbane suburb), Queensland. This was later changed to Carstairs via Townsville, Nth 

Qld. 

 Although both Horace Sutcliffe and Leslie Radcliffe enlisted in the early part of 1916, their trips to 

the war were different.   
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 Horace embarked on board HMAT A16 Star of Victoria on 31
st
 March 1916 and disembarked on 5

th
 

May 1916 at Port Said. Whilst there, on 30
th
 May 1916, he was reallocated from the 9

th
 Battalion to help 

form the new 49
th
 Battalion. This reallocation came about as a result of splitting the 9

th
 Battalion after 

Gallipoli into the 9
th
 Battalion and the 49

th
 Battalion, so that both contained experienced and inexperienced 

officers, NCOs and Other Ranks. His subsequent journey to the war was to embark from Alexandria on 7
th
 

June 1916 to Marseilles, where he disembarked on 14
th
 June 1916, and was subsequently taken on strength 

with the 49
th
 Battalion.   

 During October 1916, Horace was admitted to hospital with what was variously described on his 

records as influenza and trench fever. His service papers indicate an entry for a crime on 13
th
 September 

1917; the crime being Conduct to the prejudice of good order and military discipline insolent to an N.C.O. 

5/9/16 and that he was required to forfeit 2 days pay. His service and casualty form indicates that in January 

1918 he was admitted to the field hospital with pyrexia and subsequently transported on the Hospital Ship 

Cambria to Princess Christian Hospital, Englefield, Surrey, England. Whilst the typed service form shows 

that his medical condition was trench feet, handwritten notes indicate trench fever as the problem. Given that 

in the field he suffered and was admitted for pyrexia it would seem that the latter, trench fever, is correct.  

 Towards the end of February 1918, Horace was transferred to the 1
st
 Auxiliary Hospital at Harefield 

and later discharged to No. 3 Command Depot, Hurdcott. This was a 172 bed establishment staffed by 

Australian medical services to accommodate the thousands of Australian wounded from the battlefields in 

France. During his period at Hurdcott, in April and May 1918 Horace had three periods of being absent 

without leave for periods of between 3 and 9 hours. Each occasion was after being warned for guard duty 

and the duty falling on another soldier. Being „AWOL‟ meant various forfeitures of five and seven days pay. 

 Les, on the other hand, embarked on HMAT Boorara on 16
th
 August 1916 and disembarked in 

Plymouth, England, on 13
th
 October 1916. Following training, he travelled overseas from Folkestone to 

Etaples and was taken on strength of the 47
th
 Battalion on 10

th
 February 1917. During 1917, he acted on two 

occasions as a corporal and on 21
st
 August 1917 he was appointed L/Sgt to complete establishment. He also 

had a couple of days in hospital with diarrhoea. Later, on 25
th
 October 1917, Les was selected to attend 

Infantry Cadet Battn England ... course commencing in Nov 1917. On 2/1/18, according to AIF Orders List 

314, he qualified at No. 4 Officers Cadet Bn to retain appointment of Cadet until commissioned. 

Subsequently, in AIF List 386, he was appointed 2/Lieut and posted to Gen Inf Rfts before proceeding 

O/Seas France via Sôhampton. On 25/5/18, Les was taken on strength 49th Bn. The Confidential Report for 

Lance Sergeant Radcliffe as an officer cadet indicates: Standard of Education ï Good; Military Knowledge ï 

Very fair and Power of Command and Leadership ï Good with Remarks being Keen, but wants more 

practice in command. 

 It is not known when Private Horace Sutcliffe and Lieutenant Leslie Radcliffe came together in the 

49
th
 Battalion. Records suggest that it would have been late May or early June 1918. It was not a long period 

that they served together in the 49
th
 Battalion, because on 2

nd
 August 1918 both were killed. Sutcliffe‟s 

service and casualty form shows killed in action and no other particulars. A hint regarding his death comes 

from Radcliffe‟s service record, which contains a note indicating: 

The Officer, together with several others, were [sic] buried by an enemy shell in a trench at Domart on the 

morning of 2/8/18. All were extricated without delay, but Lieut. Radcliffe and Pte. Sutcliffe were found to be 

dead. There were no marks at all on this Officerôs body and it is believed that the death was caused by 

concussion. 

 Both men were buried in the Domart Communal Cemetery by Rv H.H. Harpe (Sutcliffe‟s record) or 

Rev H.H. Harper (Radcliffe‟s record) who was attached to the 16
th
 Battalion. 

 Subsequently, the parents of both men received packages with their respective son‟s personal effects. 

The comparison and contrast between private and officer is very evident. 

 Private Horace Sutcliffe‟s mother received from the AIF Kit Store ONE PARCEL (Sealed) 

containing: Purse, 2 Badges, Piece of Brass Ornament, 1 YMCA Wallet, 1 Metal Mirror, Letters, French 

Booklet, Cards, 2 Devotional Books, 1 Wallet, Photos. 

 In contrast, 2
nd

 Lieutenant Leslie Radcliffe‟s father received two packages. The description by the 

AIF Kit Store indicated ONE BROWN VALISE (SEALED) containing: 4 shirts, 3 singlets, 3 prs underpants, 

1 suit pyjamas, 2 towels, 1 pr puttees, ties, handkerchiefs, collars, socks, wallet and photo, 1 haversack, 2 

note books, 2 brushes, 1 pr gloves, 1 pr canvas shoes, 2 pr boots (ankle), 1 Sam Browne belt, 2 prs Breeches, 

1 pr S.D. Slacks, 1 Tunic (Off Patterns), 1 Black kit bag  The second package was ONE PARCEL (SEALED) 

containing: Wallet, Fountain Pen, Silver Wrist Watch and Strap, Silver Spoons, Note Book, Photos, 

Certificate, Receipts, Card, Letter, Unit Colour. 
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 Although both men were buried in Domart Communal Cemetery, in 1934 their respective next of kin 

were written to advising that this cemetery would no longer be maintained by the Imperial War Graves 

Commission and seeking approval to transfer the bodies to the Hourges Orchard Cemetery, a permanently 

established British cemetery in the neighbourhood. This request was agreed to by both families. 

 And so it was, in July 2010, that 

the tour group of the FFFAIF visited the 

Hourges Orchard Cemetery for the 

commemoration. [Right: The graves of Pte 

H Sutcliffe (left) and Lieut L Radcliffe.]  

 What made the commemoration 

particularly significant was that in 

researching Private Horace Sutcliffe, my 

great uncle, I became aware that he was a 

member of the 49
th
 Battalion. The 49

th
 was 

the regiment in which I had undertaken my 

national service. In 1972, the 49
th
 had 

received, as part of a Parade, the Queen‟s 

and Regimental Colours. I was part of that 

parade and during the presentation, the 

commanding officer stated to the regiment: 

To the hallowed memory of our comrades, 

whose courage and endurance add 

undying lustre to our emblems. 

 At the time, I and the rest of the 49
th
, answered: 

We dedicate our Colour. [Below: Queen‟s and Regimental Colours, 49
th
 Battalion, 1972.] 

 I must admit that in 1972, it had not meant a 

great deal. Now, at the commemoration that I presented 

at Hourges Orchard Cemetery in 2010, it was very 

emotional to stand before the graves of Private Horace 

Sutcliffe and Lieutenant Leslie Radcliffe and to 

remember these two men were some of the comrades of 

the 49
th
 that our CO had stated whose courage and 

endurance add undying lustre to our (the 49
th
) emblems.  

 The tour of 2010 by the FFFAIF also meant so 

much as we visited the locations where the 49
th
 

Battalion had won their regimental colours that had been 

presented on that parade in 1972. 

 

 

Postscript: On a recent trip to Ayr in North Queensland, I visited the local War Memorial. [Below: War 

Memorial to the Fallen, Ayr.] As with others throughout Australia, the names of the fallen were listed. I had 

fully expected Private Horace Sutcliffe to be there, but discovered, to my surprise, that on the same memorial 

was listed Lieutenant Leslie Radcliffe. Further research since my visit shows that Les, his brothers and 

father, farmed in the Burdekin and, although Les had not 

enlisted there, it was the wish of the family that he be 

recognised as a Burdekin boy. One is left to wonder 

whether these two soldiers who enlisted in different 

locations and were assigned to different battalions but 

finished up together in the 49
th
 Battalion, and then were 

in the same trench at Domart, killed by the same enemy 

shell, buried side by side in Domart Communal Cemetery 

by the same Padre, exhumed and buried again side by 

side in Hourges Orchard Cemetery and then listed on the 

same memorial for the Burdekin boys at Ayr, ever 

realised their common background and shared stories 

about people and places they both knew in the Burdekin. 
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The Battle of Messines, 7
th

 June 1917 
Corporal Stanley Ross, 9

th
 Machine Gun Company. 

Extract from óThe Wellington Timesô, 20
th
 September 1917. 

 

Mr Donald Ross has received the following letter from his son, Corporal Stanley Ross (since promoted 

sergeant):- 

He says that a number of boys who left Gollan and Spicerôs Creek are still going strong with the exception of 

Private Wallace Ross, who was seriously wounded and has been invalided home, and should arrive shortly. 

They are asking for recruits to come over to keep up their unit to its full strength. He adds the military 

authorities have decided to advance and thereby straighten the salient which is now held by the enemy. 

 

For weeks the work of preparation has been going on; every 

unit busy in their own particular line. The roads are lined 

with guns, large and small, being brought and set in 

readiness for action, while those already in line are keeping 

a steady fire on enemy back roads, strong points, trenches; 

also, already-destroyed wire entanglements have to be kept 

so by this harassing fire. 

 Transports and limber are bringing, as one would 

think, an inexhaustible supply of ammunition, as well as the 

necessities for consolidation, which will be dumped as near 

as possible and handy as safety will allow before 

commencing the attack. 

 Battle planes are keeping a sharp lookout for enemy 

observers, which must not be allowed to see our 

preparation, while our observation planes and balloons are 

free to carry on their work of location of enemy guns and 

strong points, which will receive particular attention by our 

artillery just prior to the attack. 

 Hospital dressing stations and advanced first-aid 

posts have been set in readiness for our wounded, which, of 

course, must be expected. 

 At the line machine gunners are busily preparing 

their barrage positions, infantry get their requirements to the 

front line, also preparing the jumping-off trench. Engineers 

have long since tunnelled and set mines under enemy strong 

points, also as far as possible completed the line of 

communications, which will be carried out as we force our 

way forward. [Above right : Stanley Ross, 9
th
 MGC.] 

 They also have completed a splendid model of enemy lines and plan of attack, being assisted by 

aeroplane photographs, which all troops have been taken to see, and have explained. Now every man knows 

fairly well what he is expected to do. 

 The days have passed; everything is in readiness, only a few more hours separate us from zero time. 

All hands are making towards their posts. The infantry, who now have the run of the roads, are to be seen 

drawing near in small parties, the reason to minimise casualties, as the enemy guns are busy on our roads. 

 Time is short, all are handy to their posts; final preparations are being attended to; infantry passing 

time smoking; carrying parties preparing for their loads, which are to be taken on the heels of the fighting 

men; machine gunners giving their last attention to their guns, supplies of ammunition and water; artillery 

placing shells a little nearer for time-saving later on. 

 The zero hour is very near; all are at their posts; officers giving final orders; men wishing each other 

the best of luck; rifles loaded, bayonets fixed, waiting their turn. With the exception of a few big guns and 

the rat-a-tat of occasional machine guns, all is quiet. Enemy lights illuminate No-man‟s land in the usual 

way. 

 Time is up! What a roar of artillery and machine guns! The opposite ridge is seen to burst onto one 

huge flare. The whole of the earth is rocking, and mines have gone up. Every artillery weapon is trying to 

outdo the other, and the result is one continuous roar, while the machine-gun‟s rat-a-tat at other times has 
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become quite deafening. Thanks to our observers and artillery attention to enemy guns during the last couple 

of days, we are faring fairly lightly for enemy fire. 

 Nevertheless, only too many of them remain to pepper us. The boys in the line have their toes in the 

bags anxiously waiting for the barrage to lift.  

 It has risen! They are over! Bayonets fixed, determined to do for any enemy and reach their 

objective. The barrage continues to creep forward. The men follow on. Still, only too many of our brave lads 

are being left behind, due to enemy fire and gas, which has been sent to meet them. 

 Heedless of their falling comrades, gun and rifle fire, on they go, meeting and dispensing with the 

enemy, inviting him out of his dugouts, and giving him very little time to decide, and in go a few Mills 

bombs. His machine guns are still active. They must be stopped, and very soon are by the gunners being 

bayoneted from their posts. On they go through wire entanglements, falling into shell holes, almost 

smothered by dust and smoke, until their objective is gained, where they at once begin to dig in. 

 During this time the roar of guns, large and small, goes on unceasingly. On the other side, past our 

advancing troops, is to be seen a line of flame and smoke, caused not by Fritz Very lights, but the constant 

explosion of shells. 

 Dawn has broken, our troops have completed, as far as possible, the work of consolidation; artillery 

and machine-gun fire is gradually dropping off, and preparing, as expected, for the counter-attack. 

 Wounded men are seen making their way to the dressing station. Those who cannot walk are being 

carried by stretcher-bearers. They, however severely wounded, are in good spirits, and eager to answer the 

many inquiries. Stretcher-bearers, who have been hard at it since the beginning, are now searching the 

ground which so recently changed hands, with the hope of finding any of our lads who may so far have been 

overlooked. Small parties of prisoners are being escorted behind our lines. 

 The lads in the line are surveying their new surroundings, at the same time keeping a watchful eye 

on the enemy. Any stray who endeavours to rejoin their comrades generally falls by a shot from their own 

rifles, which our lads are humorous enough to use by the way of letting him have some of his own back. 

 Ration carriers are conveying food to the line, heedless of the fact that enemy snipers are again busy. 

Artillery fire has now ceased; preparation for sudden emergencies has been attended to. 

 Suddenly a runner appears bearing news of enemy massing for a counter-attack. Every man is to his 

post, guns bellow, the result is enemy dispersed, and, of course, orders cancelled re the attack. Guns ease off 

again. 

 So it goes on until we at last consider ourselves safe and victorious to take a stroll over our newly 

captured land. One would marvel that any living creature could be there and live. Enemy dead prove how 

very small the percentage that really came out alive, while only too many of our brave lads‟ bodies are 

waiting to be put to their last place of rest – a soldier‟s grave. Those who had the slightest ray of life have 

already had prompt attention by men who wore the Red Cross badge, whose gallant action, combined with 

those of all others, nobly upheld the traditions of England and Australia. 

________________________________________________________ 

  

William John Stanley Ross was a 22 year old 

farmer from Wellington, NSW, when he enlisted on 

27
th
 January 1916. He was allocated to the 9

th
 

Machine Gun Company as Private 96 and embarked 

on 1
st
 May. [Left : Members of the 9

th
 MGC, 

including the boys from Gollan, undergoing 

training.]  

 Two days after his arrival in England on 

10
th
 July, Stanley was admitted to Parkhouse 

Hospital for 15 days, followed by another stint in 

hospital at Blythe in October before he sailed for 

France on 21
st
 November 1916.   

 Following an accident in which he scalded his foot, Stanley spent between 8
th
 December and 19

th
 

January in the 2
nd

 Australian CCS. He was wounded in action on 8
th
 February 1917, receiving a gun shot 

wound to the left elbow. However, a week later he was back on duty with the 9
th
 MGC. On the same day he 

received promotion to temporary corporal.  

 Stanley was admitted to the 11
th
 Field Ambulance on 30

th
 April with syncope (fainting/loss of 

consciousness) but returned to duty the next day. His next illness was a bout of cellulitis on the face in late 

May.  
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 On 19
th
 February he had been promoted to corporal, then on 3

rd
 May 1917 he was promoted to 

temporary sergeant and to sergeant on 16
th
 May, so promotion was coming rapidly. Stanley fought in the 3

rd
 

Division‟s first major battle on the Western Front, at Messines on 7
th
 June, as detailed in his letter. 

 Following Messines, Stanley was sent to machine gun school at Camiers between 28
th
 July and 25

th
 

August. This was followed by promotion to 2
nd

 lieutenant on 14
th
 October and to lieutenant on 13

th
 January. 

Stanley went on leave to UK 28/12/17 to 16/1/18 but was admitted to hospital on 22
nd

 January 1918 with 

scabies. (By this time the 9
th
 MGC had become part of the 3

rd
 Machine Gun Battalion.) 

 On 17
th
 April, Stanley was severely gassed and was transferred to England for treatment at the 3

rd
 

London General Hospital. He did not return to his unit and was returned to Australia on 3
rd
 October 1918, 

suffering from gas poisoning and bronchitis.  

 Stanley Ross was awarded the Military Cross for conspicuous gallantry and devotion to duty when in 

charge of a section of four machine guns. During a heavy enemy attack he used his guns with great effect 

and did great execution. The courage and tenacity of this officer did much to avert a critical situation 

[London Gazette, 26/7/18]. His recommendation adds some more detail: On 4
th
 April 1918 at Villers-

Bretonneux 2
nd

/Lieut Ross was in charge of a section of four guns cooperating with British troops on the 

Australian left flank. When the enemy attacked in the afternoon the infantry retired to a new position. 

2
nd

/Lieut Ross refused to leave his line and successfully beat off the attack and held the ground until the 

infantry, being reinforced, returned and occupied their original line. By the action of 2
nd

/Lieut Ross what 

might have been a critical situation was averted and in addition heavy losses were inflicted on the enemy. 

 In 1935 Stanley was living at 124 Hastings Parade, North Bondi, and he appears to have owned a 

newsagency in the area at some time.   

Above: Stan Ross is sitting on the right in this group of picnicking machine gunners and their lady friends.  

Endnote: The letter from Stanley Ross is an unusual account of a battle, as it appears to have been written 

more by an observer in headquarters (like CEW Bean) than an active participant. Stanley does not mention 

his role in the battle once, and for a time I suspected a journalist at the „Wellington Times‟ may have played 

a role in its composition. However, the events described match the Messines battle too well to have been 

written in Australia by someone who wasn‟t there – Ed. 
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Captain Cyril Longmore and the Blackboy Hill Camp 
Andrew Pittaway, Fremantle 

 

Captain Cyril Longmore  of the 44
th
 Battalion AIF was a well known identity in Western Australia, 

particularly after WWI. Prior to the Great War he was living with his wife at Ada Street in South Fremantle 

and was a permanent soldier in the Australian forces. At the outbreak of war he was one of the first 

instructors at Blackboy Hill Camp outside of Perth. His brother, No. 1373 Herbert Longmore, served with 

the 11
th
 Battalion at Gallipoli and was killed on 1

st
 August 1915 at Leane‟s Trench.  

[Left : Cyril (left) and Herbert Longmore.] 

 In 1916 Cyril was allowed to leave his 

position on the permanent staff and enlist in the 

AIF. He was appointed to the 44
th
 Battalion AIF, 

being wounded twice, at Messines in June 1917 

and Sailly Laurette in March 1918, and was also 

decorated with two Belgian decorations by war‟s 

end: the Croix de Guerre and Order of Leopold. 

 After the war he took up journalism and 

later wrote the 16
th
 Battalion history (despite not 

having served with them) but he did receive 

much information from the battalion‟s members. 

He also penned „Egg‟s a Cook‟, the 44
th
 

Battalion history. He worked for the „Western 

Mail‟, where he gave voice to the returned men for their war reminiscences and he was largely known under 

the pen name of „Non-Com‟. He put together two other military books, notably „The WA Digger Book‟ and 

„Carry On‟. 

 In WWII Cyril served again, not only as a correspondent but also as a trainer of Aboriginal men in 

the North West, forming them into guerrilla units in case of a Japanese invasion. He also served in Canberra 

for a time, but after the war returned to his newspaper role. 

 Cyril had a great affinity for Blackboy Hill Camp where he helped train the first contingents from 

WA. After WWI, the Blackboy Hill campsite was used as a hospital for influenza sufferers, and in the 1920s 

and 1930s as a camp site for men during the Depression, so it wasn‟t always a military site. Surprisingly it 

was not used to any degree in WWII, the main military camps then being at Northam and Melville. When in 

1950 news came that the Commonwealth would be selling the land to the State Government (who planned to 

build homes on the site), Cyril felt compelled to write about the issue: 

 
The Ghosts of Blackboy Hill 
So we intend to build Commonwealth State Rental homes on Blackboy Hill. With a million acres of high land 

and low around Perth suitable for building, we choose the Old Camp. If any area of land in this State is 

entitled to be a National Park ï a natural memorial ï it is this. Blackboy Hill with its traditions, its historical 

associations, its link with great soldiers and epic events is indeed hallowed ground. 

 When, eventually the residents of that suburb (I donôt suppose we will call it Blackboy ï rather 

Crecy or Waterloo) are in possession, I warn them that the ghosts of 1914-18 will march again. No need for 

fear though. The spirits that will revisit Blackboy will be those of true Australians who loved the land in 

which they lived and for which they died. 

 When war was declared on August 4
th
 1914 I was one of 32 warrant officers of the Instructional Staff 

of the C.M.F. in this state. The compulsory service scheme was in full swing and the Australian citizen army 

was being organised comparatively cheaply and certainly efficiently. About the middle of August I received 

orders to take 200 men from Francis Street Drill Hall (now Swan Barracks) to Blackboy Hill. In Francis 

Street I ñfell inò my unit. The men had been passed as medically fit. The minimum height was 5 ft 6in but 

otherwise they were a mixed bag ï clerks, sleeper cutters, miners, prospectors, tradesmen ï in straw hats, 

ñboxersò and felts, serge suits and dungarees, with shining suitcases and dilapidated swags. Perhaps 10 per 

cent were in the uniform of the C.M.F ï compulsory trainees who had volunteered for active service 

overseas. 

 There was no road transport to carry the gear. The men ñfell inò in two ranks, numbered and were 

pushed and shoved into fours, turned right and ñquick marchedò. Not a very quick march and certainly not 

very inspiring. We arrived at Perth station in bedraggled order and there entrained for Bellevue. From there 

we ñmarchedò to the virgin slopes of Blackboy Hill. I think that six parties of about the same strength as 
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mine made the march that first day. [Below: Recruits marching from the Drill Hall to Perth Railway Station 

en route to Blackboy Hill in 1914.] 

 My 200 men 

were to become ñEò and 

ñFò Companies of the 

11
th
 Battalion. There 

were eight companies to 

a battalion then. Later 

the two companies 

became ñCò Company 

commanded by Captain 

Ray Leane. At the Hill we 

formed into two extended 

ranks. A G.S. (General 

Service) wagon, horse 

drawn, drove along and 

dropped bell tents and 

poles at intervals. There 

was a rough alignment and spacing; then with 16 men to a tent, the 11
th
 Battalion was under canvas before 

nightfall ï each man with a ground sheet and two army blankets. The ground was damp and it was a cold 

night. The evening meal? Youôve guessed it B----- stew. 

 There were no amenities in those early days ï no trained cooks or colonel entertainers ï we 

entertained ourselves. Who could not help being entertained by Captain Croly ï a British ex regular officer 

with a real gift for languages? He could swear in several. He got his puttees mixed one day and appeared on 

C.O.ôs parade with one khaki and one navy blue (Indian Army Issue). That and his own loud and candid 

comments entertained the troops a lot. 

 They were rough-and-ready days and the conditions soon weeded out the unfit. The original cooks 

committed their evil deeds over open fires. Later ñfatiguesò built clay ovens with iron covered lean-tos 

attached, and the cook houses, with the latrines, became the social centres where the latest ñfurphiesò were 

discussed and often hatched. 

 Among the first Company commanders were (from memory) Captain Ray Leane (afterwards Brig-

General and famed for his fighting and leadership qualities); Captain Drake-Brockman (Brigadier General 

who died recently as a judge of the Federal Arbitration Court); Captain James Denton (Lieut-Col DSO later 

49
th
 Bn) and Captain Dick Annear (the first Australian officer killed on Gallipoli). Lieutenant Colonel Lyon 

Johnston was the C.O. and Lieut. J.H. Peck (later Lieut-Col) of the A and I staff his adjutant. 

 Two companies of the 12
th
 Battalion trained alongside the 11

th
. One was commanded by Captain 

ñWillieò Lalor, descendant of Peter of the Eureka Stockade. He was an officer of the A and I staff 

(permanent forces) and the smallest man in camp. He was killed early on at Gallipoli at the head of his 

Company waving (it is said) his grandfatherôs sword. 

 A few weeks after the 11
th
, another ñmobò of civvies marched in between interested groups of 

ñveteransò of the 11
th
. ñYouôll be Sorryò was the inevitable greeting. Fatigue parties of the 11

th
 had erected 

the 16
th
ôs tents, but otherwise its teething troubles were the same. Lieut-Col ñBiltongò Vialls DSO, a Boer 

War veteran, was the 16
th
ôs first C.O. Ill health soon forced him out and his place was taken by Lieut-Col. H 

Pope (later Commissioner for Railways). Popeôs Hill on Gallipoli is named after him. Lieut. RTA 

MacDonald of the A and I staff was adjutant. He was captured by the Turks within an hour or so of landing 

on April 25
th
 1915 and spent the rest of the war in a Turkish prison camp. Two of the Company Commanders 

were Major WO Mansbridge (later commanded the 44
th
) and Lieut. ES Margolin (later C.O. of the 14

th
 Bn). 

Major LE Tilney (later Deputy Commissioner for Repatriation) was second in command. Privates Percy 

Black (Major, DSO, DCM & Croix de Guerre); Harry Murray (Lieut-Col; VC, CMG, DSO AND Bar, DCM, 

Croix de Guerre) and ñFatò McCarthy (Lieut, VC, Croix de Guerre) were three unknown members who 

marched in that day whose fame was later to spread far beyond the ranks of the AIF. 

 Not all the Western Australian units trained at Blackboy Hill but the majority did. The 11
th
, two 

companies of the 12
th
, the 16

th
 (less two companies), the 28

th
 and two companies of the 32

nd
 comprised the 

infantry. The 3
rd

 Field Ambulance, which produced Private Simpson, ñthe Man with the Donkeyò, was 

trained there. Simpson only lived three weeks on Gallipoli before he was shot dead, but in that short period 

he created a legend that will probably never die. A monument in Victoria and another in his native English 

village commemorate his deeds. 
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 The 10
th
 Light Horse trained at Guildford and Rockingham and the 44

th
 at Claremont. I believe the 

Engineers and Artillery were also camped at Guildford, but many men in all these units did their initial AIF 

service at Blackboy Hill. The 48
th
 and 51

st
 Battalions were formed in Egypt after Gallipoli with half the 16

th
 

and 11
th
 Battalions respectively as their nuclei. They were filled with reinforcements from Australia; 

Blackboy Hill trained most of them. 

 These men from Blackboy made history at the Landing, on Popeôs Hill, Dead Manôs Ridge and 

Leaneôs Trench on Gallipoli; at Fromelles, Mouquet Farm, Bullecourt, Pozieres, Messines, Passchendaele, 

the Somme and the Hindenburg Line; Flanders; at Gaza, Jerusalem and Damascus in Palestine. Their 

graves (60,000 were killed of the 335,000 who left Australia) are dotted all over the world, and thickly in 

bitterly contested areas where the AIF earned a reputation as doughty fighters in four bloody years of war. 

The war these men fought was the war to end war and if they did not succeed in their final objective those 

who died can certainly not be blamed. 

 To the memory of these men we have one man made memorial in Kingôs Park. But Blackboy Hill 

should be another ï Western Australiaôs Park of Memories. Perhaps it is not yet too late for Authority to act. 

 

Unfortunately, Cyril‟s hopes went unfulfilled and the suburbs eventually crept over most of Blackboy Hill, 

or as it‟s now known, Greenmount. However, in 1951 the RSL was given seven acres of the old camp which 

was set aside as an A Class Reserve. The RSL were then able to erect a memorial on this piece of land where 

a service is held every Anzac Day. The streets in the immediate vicinity of the Memorial reflect Blackboy‟s 

past: Gallipoli Drive; Lone Pine Way; Damascus Drive; Gaza Court; Polygon Place and Flanders Court. 

 

Photos of Blackboy Hill today 

Clockwise from top left: (1) 

View down to the sculpture. 

The first archway carries 

information boards. (2) The 

Memorial. (3) Plaque reads: 

„Rest and Reflect. Blackboy 

Hill. From this campsite 

Anzacs departed in 1914-15. 

Gallipoli Legion of Anzacs 

WA.‟ (4) Rising Sun. The 

plaque underneath states: 

„Commemorating The Spirit 

Of Anzac Arising From This 

Soil Of Blackboy Hill‟. 

Photos courtesy of Chris 

Durrant.  

2011 Annual General Meeting 
Russell Curley, Blakehurst 

Twenty-one members and 3 guests attended the AGM held at the Singleton Diggers Club on 29
th
 October. Thirty-seven 

apologies were received. A new constitution was adopted unanimously after two amendments were proposed. The first 

reduced qualifying periods for Life & Veteran Membership and was carried; the second called for additional general 

meetings and was defeated. Another issue raised from a question resulted in a proposal for FFFAIF to withdraw its 

support for the inscription of Fromelles on the Anzac Memorial in Sydney. This debate culminated in a resolution 

endorsing the committee‟s position. All Questions on Notice and answers are in the AGM minutes at www.fffaif.org.au 

(Members‟ Area). The 2011-12 Committee of Management was elected unopposed: President: Russell Curley; Vice-

President: Jim Munro; Treasurer: Robyn Ward; Secretary: Chris Munro; Committee Members: Graeme Hosken; 

Maurice Campbell; Andrew Willetts; Margaret Snodgrass and Lorraine Curley. The committee thanks the members for 

their vote of confidence and the trust they have placed in it to manage FFFAIF. It will continue to act in accordance 

with FFFAIF Objectives and in the association‟s best interests. 

            The annual dinner at Busby‟s Restaurant was appreciated by all in attendance and there were no adverse 

comments about the quantity or quality of the food or service. 

http://www.fffaif.org.au/
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Corporal 1547 James Roy Felan, 17th Battalion 
Harry Willey, Scone 

 

At 6.30am on Thursday, 27
th
 July 1916, four days after the Australian 1

st
 Division had captured the small 

village of Pozieres in the Somme valley, and while under constant enemy artillery fire, Corporal Roy Felan 

was in charge of the 16
th
 Platoon („D‟ Company) as they carried a supply of grenades through Munster Alley 

to small group who were bombing the enemy from an advanced position. A single high explosive shell 

wiped out the entire 16
th
 Platoon, making them the first casualties during the battle from the fresh, 

inadequately trained 2
nd

 Division. 

 Born at Morpeth in 1884, James Roy Felan BA was a twin son of John and Agnes Felan (O‟Neil).  

The break-up of the family in 1890 saw Roy move to live with his uncle, John Alexander O‟Neil, at Dry 

Creek near Scone, while his twin brother, William, moved to live with other family members. 

 On leaving school Roy attended university, gaining a Bachelor of Arts degree before he entered his 

chosen profession of school teaching. On 16
th
 April 1910, aged 25 years, Roy qualified for a Proficiency 

Certificate with the Royal Life Saving Society of Australia. He was later commended for his bravery in 

assisting to save the lives of many swimmers who had been carried out to sea when, in a tsunami-type 

incident, a series of huge waves struck Coogee Beach in January 1911. The waves swept across the beach, 

through the shopping centre and its adjoining parkland, and despite the best efforts of the surf lifesavers and 

volunteers, three men and a boy drowned. 

 In 1914, Roy‟s sister, Mary Kathleen, married Timothy O‟Connell and moved to Tim‟s property, 

„Glenvale‟, at Moonan Flat, thirty miles east of Scone. 

 Roy was teaching at Kurri Kurri Public School when he volunteered for active service on 8
th
 April 

1915 at Petersham, an inner Sydney suburb near where his father was living. Roy gave his address as c/- F 

O‟Neil of Parkville. He had a dark complexion, brown eyes and brown hair, and was 30 years and 5 months 

of age and gave his religious denomination as Church of England. Roy stood 5‟6” (165cm) in height and 

weighed 10½ stone (67kg). Despite barely meeting the minimum physical requirements he surprised the 

doctor who examined him by expanding his chest an unbelievable 5 inches (12½cm). Although 

schoolteachers were exempt from all military training, he was taken into the army. (Less than two months 

later the Army was forced to further reduce the physical requirements for entry to the AIF, in an effort to 

maintain the 5 300 recruits required monthly.) 

 Three days later Roy was assigned to the 1
st
 Reinforcements for the 17

th
 Battalion, which trained 

with the original 17
th
 Battalion men at Liverpool. The reinforcements were commanded by Lieutenant 

Leslie George Fussell. Roy was promoted to corporal and ordered to embark on His Majesty‟s Australian 

Transport A32 Themistocles on 12
th
 May 1915 for a voyage to Egypt. This was less than five weeks from the 

day he had volunteered. (Three weeks later it was decided that recruits must receive at least three months 

training in Australia before embarking for overseas.) 

 Sailing unescorted onboard the Themistocles, an 11 231 ton vessel owned by G Thomson & Co Ltd 

of London, the 17
th
 Battalion and its 1

st
 Reinforcements had an uneventful voyage to Cairo. Travelling with 

Roy were John Joseph Kelly of Scone and Andrew George of Stewart Brook. Upon disembarking at Cairo 

on 12
th
 June, Roy found the city full of Australians who had been wounded at Gallipoli and either waiting to 

be returned to Gallipoli or transported home to Australia. 

 Entering camp at Heliopolis, north west of Cairo, Roy believed the camp to be „hot, dirty and 

nothing but sand‟. However, he soon settled into the advanced training which he considered a good deal 

harder than the training he had done in Australia. The daily routine was: rise at 5am for a cup of tea before 

training from 6am till 9am; then breakfast before a pre-lunch lecture; a rest then until 4.30pm when training 

resumed; followed by an evening meal at 7pm, after which they were assigned to digging trenches. 

 Roy left Egypt on 16
th
 August and landed on Gallipoli three days later. His introduction to the 

fighting on Gallipoli occurred between 27
th
 and 29

th
 August when the 17

th
 Battalion took part in the first 

battle for Kaiajik Aghyl (Hill 60). Seven hundred and fifty-four Australian, British and New Zealand troops 

were killed during this battle. On 6
th
 September the 17

th
 Battalion were assigned to Quinn‟s Post, the most 

exposed and dangerous position in the line. The trenches of the opposing armies at Quinn‟s were no more 

than 15 to 20 yards apart. Lance Corporal 1066 William Charles Beech of the 2
nd

 Battalion saved many 

Australian lives at Quinn‟s when he designed the periscope rifle. 

 The closeness of the trenches at Quinn‟s saw many incidents occur that would have sent a shiver 

through higher command. When the Australians, as instructed by General Sir Ian Hamilton, opened fire on 

the Turkish trenches at dawn each day, the Turks would put up targets for them to shoot at and then display 

the score they allotted the Australians for their effort. One morning a Turk waving a white flag approached 
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seeking cigarette papers. He told the amused Australians that the Turks had unlimited tobacco but no papers. 

The exchange of Australian cigarette papers for Turkish tobacco was soon under way. 

 While at Quinn‟s, Roy met his twin brother William, who he had not seen for 25 years. William was 

serving with the 8
th
 Battery of the 3

rd
 Field Artillery Brigade. 

 On 20
th
 November the 17

th
 withdrew from Gallipoli to camp at Lemnos before returning to Egypt on 

4
th
 January 1916, where it garrisoned the Suez Canal. Roy moved to Marseilles in France on 23

rd
 March with 

the 17
th
. The 2

nd
 Division was the first Australian Division to move to France, where the 17

th
 entered the 

front line, relieving the 11
th
 Battalion of the Northumberland Fusiliers. Then on 10

th
 April the 17

th
 Battalion 

took over a forward position in the eastern Armentieres sector, relieving the 3
rd
 Brigade. Lieutenant Colonel 

Goddard returned to Australia on 19
th
 April due to ill health, with Lieutenant Colonel Edward Martin his 

replacement. 

 As a prelude to the Battle of the Somme, orders were issued that as many raids as possible were to be 

carried out on the enemy positions between June 20
th
 and 30

th
, 1916. The men of the 17

th
 took part in nightly 

raids on the forward trenches of the 231
st
 Prussian Reserve Infantry Regiment. In doing so they encountered 

heavy machine-gun fire on most nights as they bombed the enemy positions, captured amunition, and took 

prisoners who were later interrogated. 

 Private Bill Jackson, a member of „B‟ Company of the 17
th
 received a Victoria Cross for his actions 

during one of these raids. Jackson was the youngest Australian ever to receive a Victoria Cross and was 

returned to Australia following the loss of an arm.  

 During his time in France, Roy was easily recognised due to the peculiar shape he was able to twist 

his hat. Nobody else seemed to be able to master the art of twisting their hat quite the same way. When the 

2
nd

 Division arrived at Pozieres to relieve the surviving members of the 1
st
 Division on 25

th
 July, they 

witnessed the destruction of Pozieres by the German artillery before they captured it. 

 The 5
th
 Brigade, the first brigade from the 2

nd
 Division to enter Pozieres, relieved the 3

rd
 Brigade of 

the 1
st
 Division in the eastern half of the battlefield. The 17

th
 Battalion held the extreme right of the line, 

through which members of the 1
st
 British Division passed on their way to capture Munster Alley. Following 

the capture of Munster Alley, three officers and 25 men from the Welsh Brigade went forward at 2.30am. 

Four hours later the two surviving Welshmen, who had been joined by nine Australians, were in need of 

water and bombs. Captain Fussell ordered the 16
th
 Platoon to take water and grenades to the exhausted 

bombers, who were 80 yards in advance of the line. 

 Roy and his five companions were the first of the 403 men from the 2
nd

 Division killed at Pozieres 

between 25
th
 July and 7

th
 August. The heavy artillery bombardment made it impossible to bury them at the 

time. They were buried in a trench in „Suicide Alley‟ a few days later. A friend, Arthur Steele from Stroud, 

erected a cross to mark the spot where Roy was buried. 

 It was twenty years later, on 19
th
 February 1936, that men from the Imperial 

War Graves Commission found Roy‟s grave at a point east of Pozieres and exhumed 

his remains, reburying them in the London Cemetery Extension, High Wood, 

Longueval, France, in Grave No 19, Row F, Plot 1. [Right: Roy‟s headstone. Photo 

courtesy of Yves Fohlen.] 

 The army wrote to Roy‟s father telling him Roy‟s remains had been found 

and identified from portions of his uniform, buttons and a wooden cross bearing his 

name.  

 Roy‟s twin brother, William Francis Felan, who had enlisted on 17
th
 August 

1914 at Black Boy Hill, Western Australia, was sheltering with 22 others in a 

concrete dug-out at Wytschaete at 4am on Good Friday, 29
th
 March 1918 when a gas 

shell landed in the doorway. William ran from the dug-out and walked 300 yards 

toward the 3
rd
 Australian Field Ambulance to seek medical assistance, only to die of 

gas poisoning within yards of the facility. He was buried later the same day. Fourteen 

of the twenty-three men who had been in the dugout also died. William, a butcher by trade, had been a cook 

with the 8
th
 Battery of the 3

rd
 Field Artillery Brigade. 

 Roy‟s cousin, with whom he lived for many years at Parkville, Thomas Fitzgerald OôNeil, was 

killed on 20
th
 September 1917, at Polygon Wood. 

 Roy‟s service medals (the 1914/15 Star, the British War Medal and the Victory Medal), along with 

his Memorial Plaque and Memorial Scroll containing the King‟s message were issued to his father at his 

home at 46 Annandale Street, Annandale. John Felan died in 1935. James Roy Felan‟s name is also on: 

Memorial Panel 82, the AWM, Canberra; the memorial outside the Scone War Memorial Swimming Pool; 

the Roll of Honour at the Scott Memorial Hospital, Scone and on the Honour Roll at the Scone RSL Club. 
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The discovery of Private Alan Mather, 33rd Battalion 
Gontrand Callewaert, Wulvergem, Belgium 

 

Gontrand tells of the discovery of the remains of Private Mather in 2008, found lying where he fell in 1917 

and whose name was engraved on the Menin Gate as one of the Missing until his burial at Prowse Point 

Cemetery in 2010. 

 

This is the fourth year I have helped with excavations around two mine craters at St Yvon in Belgium, just 

outside „Plugstreet Wood‟ (Ploegsteert). This was the attack sector of the 3
rd
 Australian Division, and 

especially of the 33
rd
 Battalion, 9

th
 Brigade (NSW), south of the Messines Ridge during the battle of 

Wytschaete – Messines Ridge, 7
th
 June 1917. The names of the craters are Factory Farm and Ultimo Crater. 

 I was introduced to the archaeological team (all volunteers, called „No Man‟s Land‟) by a British 

colonel who visited the Belgian bomb disposal unit in Houthulst Forest years ago (in the early 1990s) and I 

am still in contact with him. We are both retired from the army. 

 The archaeological team contacted me four years ago with the colonel‟s compliments, asking me to 

help collect the ammunition they would find during the excavations, which always take place around the last 

week of July. Not a problem for me of course, as I have been interested in WWI since I was a child. Also, it 

is only five kilometres from where I live. 

 The excavations took place under the supervision of Martin Brown and Richard Osgood, who both 

work as archaeologists for the Ministry of Defence in the UK. My work is to dig up the ammunition and to 

take it to a safe place. On the last day – we work from Monday till Friday – I call for the bomb disposal unit 

to come and collect the ammunition. 

 We have permission to work there from the Walloon government (the area belongs to Wallonia, the 

French-speaking part of Belgium) and also from the local officials and, of course, from the farmer who owns 

the land. 

 A man and a woman of the team have a special detector and they work guided by original maps and 

aerial photographs. They surveyed the area by magnetometry and thus were able to „see‟ the trenches and 

shell craters very well. 

 In 2008 the field to the north of Ultimo Crater was fallow. The team started to work about 40 metres 

into the field on the former first German trench of that 7
th
 June 1917, which was taken by soldiers of the 33

rd
 

Battalion. Nowadays the German line at St Yvon is obscured by trees, and we found a lot of rubbish dumped 

in it. Concrete pillboxes, part of their defences, were destroyed after the war. A section of trench that was far 

enough north of the Ultimo Crater to have avoided the worst of the mine blast had not been entirely 

obliterated by the Allied artillery barrage. According to documentary sources, the Australian infantry and 

pioneers had found the damage to the German front line to be so severe that „turning round the line‟ was next 

to impossible. This is what we also found in other areas, especially those closest to the mines. On the survey 

this segment seemed relatively well-preserved. It appeared to still have fire bays and the crenulated 

appearance familiar from aerial photographs of the front line. So it was here that we sited one of the 

excavation trenches. 

 
Finding Private Mather 
Soon important finds started to appear: the sole of a boot; the side of a 

pickelhaube; spent Mauser cases and large strands of German barbed wire. 

Then another boot was found and yet another. These were soon seen to contain 

the feet and legs of a soldier.  

 As a standard procedure, work was then stopped for the find to be 

reported to the local police and subsequently to the Belgian Army and the 

Commonwealth War Graves Commission. The Crown Prosecutor agreed that 

our excavation team was to be given permission to recover the remains of the 

soldier on behalf of the Belgian Army and so, over the next five days, we 

excavated the body and the associated artefacts, applying conservation 

techniques to the latter to ensure the best possible chance of discovering the 

man‟s identity at a later stage. [Right: Private Alan James Mather of Inverell, 

NSW.] 

 The skull, vertebrae and right arm had been disturbed. However, the vast majority of the man‟s 

remains were still present and could be recovered. The first striking fact was that the soldier‟s remains were 

found so close to the surface. The right arm was found at only about 40 cm below the present-day ground 
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surface, which no doubt explains why part of the man‟s arm and his skull must have been disturbed by 

ploughing, as the area is once again farmland. His feet, still in their British-pattern boots, lay about 20 cm 

below his skull and thus had remained undisturbed.  

 The body was situated about one metre to the east of the German front line trench (which became the 

new Australian line at St Yvon after the attacks of 7
th
 June), lying roughly east-west with his back to the 

north and his head at the eastern end. He lay on his left side, his right leg over his left, with his knees drawn 

up towards his chest and with his left hand still around the stick of his Lee Enfield rifle. There was German 

barbed wire, allied shrapnel balls and several fired Mauser cases around him – the normal battlefield detritus. 

 We could also see he was not in a dug grave and there were no signs of any material having been 

removed from his body. He was found in the centre of the position in the line attacked by the 33
rd
 Battalion 

that fateful morning. The context of his burial does, however, suggest he was killed immediately after having 

passed the German front line, whereupon he was covered with soil thrown up by blast. Being covered by 

debris thrown up by a shell explosion was probably the reason why his body was not recovered. 

 
Equipment found 
The soldier was found in full battle order: both boots; poppers from his braces; shoulder epaulette and 

Australian button; two Australian shoulder titles, one of which was held in his small pack or pocket; a large 

quantity of webbing, pouches and buckles; two rising sun collar badges; PH gas helmet, a small box 

respirator and bag, 

gas goggles; SMLE, 

including its oil 

bottle, pull-through, 

steel disc and butt 

plate and part of his 

rifle strap. Most of the wooden parts had rotted away. 

There were many charger clips with .303 ammunition, a 

No. 5 Mills bomb, Brodie helmet, and two iodine phials of medical kit with the liquid still in them. Also 

found were: the entrenching tool and its wooden handle; the bayonet with its tip broken off, and leather 

scabbard; water canteen; mess kit including spoon, razor and pocket knife, small pack and large pack; food 

tins in small pack (shown as rusted fragments, not retrievable). No buttons from the front of the soldier‟s 

tunic were found. [Above: Parts of Mather‟s uniform found with his body. Not to scale.] 

 
Personal possessions 
Private Mather was carrying: a wallet with French francs, some dated 1916; a 

pickelhaube with the crest of Hesse (souvenired from a German officer) in his back pack 

[right ]; a toothbrush; personal-issue pen knife, and an aluminium identity disk so 

corroded and broken into three pieces that no information could be retrieved from it – not 

even by X-ray analysis.  

 Private Mather was eventually identified using historical, anthropological and 

DNA evidence. His reburial took place on 22
nd

 July 2010 in the picturesque Prowse Point 

Cemetery. 

 

Endnotes: (1) For an account of Private Mather‟s military service and his burial at 

Prowse Point Cemetery, see Frev‟s article in DIGGER 33 (pages 24-26). (2) Photographs 

of Private Mather‟s 2010 burial with full military honours can be seen at:  

http://www.westernfrontassociation.com/great-war-people/battlefield-photography-today/1384-the-reburial-

of-1983-private-alan-james-mather.html. 

 

Publisher sought 
After five years of research and writing, member Dr Gary Lewis has finished a manuscript based on the 

experiences of his father in the 2
nd

 Battalion AIF, entitled „Stories My Father Couldn‟t Tell Me‟. Rather than 

being just a straight historical recount, Gary has written the book in the form of „creative non-fiction‟ or 

„historical fiction‟. He hopes that this approach will widen the readership, especially to younger adults.  

 Gary is looking for a publisher and would like to know if any members can provide advice on 

getting his manuscript published as a book or e-book. If anyone has contacts in the publishing industry that 

you think may be able to help Gary, please contact the Editor [see page 2] who will put you in touch with 

Gary.   

http://www.westernfrontassociation.com/great-war-people/battlefield-photography-today/1384-the-reburial-of-1983-private-alan-james-mather.html
http://www.westernfrontassociation.com/great-war-people/battlefield-photography-today/1384-the-reburial-of-1983-private-alan-james-mather.html
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Sergeant 4189 Thomas Edward Eades 
alias óPambo ï the Great Snake Manô 

Trevor Munro, Dubbo 

 

Many of my stories for DIGGER are based on service records, and this one comes came from Tom Eades‟ 

NAA file. I must confess that I was somewhat dubious when the Attestation Paper recorded that Tom Eades 

was born in New Zealand and described him as a „snake expert‟. With help from Heather (Frev) Ford I soon 

revised my scepticism; this is the story of Tom Eades‟ military service and a bit of his post-war life. 

 Thomas Edward Eades was born and raised at Hastings in New Zealand, moving to Australia in 

1899 when he was aged 16. Upon his arrival in Victoria he quickly learnt the differences between venomous 

and non-venomous snakes. Having learnt these skills, Tom became quite adept at handling the reptiles and 

soon took to giving public demonstrations in different suburbs around Melbourne. While travelling to Tamba 

Springs near Bamba to replenish their supply of snakes, Tom and a colleague stopped at a swamp, and while 

there a group of Hindu hawkers observed them. The Indian hawkers referred to Tom as „Pambo‟ – the great 

snake man.  

 Sensing that this moniker could assist him by providing an air of Eastern mystique, Tom adopted this 

title. He dressed in Eastern clothes and painted his exposed skin brown, and started calling himself „Pambo‟. 

Some of Pambo‟s favourite showplaces were the St Kilda foreshore and Bourke Street in the city of 

Melbourne. So realistic was his new appearance that it apparently would regularly fool Indians who 

witnessed his act. 

 When he enlisted on 22
nd

 July 1915, Tom stated he was married (to Florence in 1913), was 30 years 

of age, and described himself (rightly so) as a snake expert. Tom took his reptile stock to the Melbourne Zoo 

for safekeeping while he was away serving overseas. (Tom and Florence had two children, Ralph and 

Theresa, but sadly Florence died at Box Hill on 11
th
 August 1915 while Tom was still training in Victoria. 

Tom remained in the AIF and his son Ralph now became his next of kin. Tom left his children in the care of 

his late wife‟s mother when he sailed.)  

 Private Thomas Eades carried out most of his training at Ascot Vale Camp. Initially he was allotted 

to the 11
th
 Battalion and then to the 10

th
 Battalion, but finally sailed as part of the 13

th
 Reinforcements for the 

7
th
 Battalion. This draft of 150 men sailed from Melbourne on 20

th
 December 1915. In a later statement, Tom 

said that he played the bagpipes in the army, but looking at his file no verification of that claim can be made.  

 Private Eades probably never joined the 7
th
 Battalion, which by the time Tom arrived in Egypt was 

in Tel-el-Kebir following the Gallipoli evacuation. With the call for volunteers for the Anzac Provost Corps, 

Private Eades stepped forward and, despite a lack of active service, he was accepted. The nucleus of the 

corps formed at a large camp at Abbassia, where most of the men were taken officially on strength on 3
rd
 

April 1916. 

 By early August 1916 the bulk of the men were deemed as being appropriately and adequately 

trained to undertake duties as military policemen. The training had weeded out most of the men that were not 

suited to the role and most of those rejected returned to their original units to soldier on as infantry. Some of 

the men were sent directly to France to bolster numbers there. 

 Eades was part of the large contingent 

that was sent to England aboard the Tunisian 

[right ] on 3
rd
 August 1916. These men were 

sent to Tidworth where the Australian Military 

Police in the UK would concentrate its duties, 

and from now on, its training.   

 In early December 1916 a large number 

of men were sent from Tidworth to take up 

duties in France. Trooper Eades joined Troopers 

Booler, Martin  and Stark in taking up duties 

with the 4
th
 Divisional MMP 

Detachment [4
th
 Division badge 

at left]. At that time, the MMP detachment for an infantry Division in France numbered 

twenty-five men. Tom would serve with the 4
th
 Division MMP (military mounted police) for the remainder 

of the war. 

 Tom kept in reasonable health while on the Western Front; however after his arrival at the 4
th
 

Division MMP he did have to be admitted to hospital suffering from piles (not an unusual ailment for 
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mounted troops). Towards the end of 1917 and then again in 1918, Tom became eligible for two weeks leave 

in the UK.   

 Trooper Eades continued with the 4
th
 Division beyond the signing of the armistice in November 

1918. In mid March 1919, Tom was formally mentioned in despatches. No formal wording of the despatch 

has been seen to date, but Trooper Samuel Frost and SSM Wilkinson were mentioned in the same 

despatch. Presumably, Tom was mentioned for his dedication to his role as a military policeman while 

serving with the 4
th
 Division, not for his „bagpipe playing‟ as he would later claim. 

  In May 1919 Trooper Eades was transferred back to 

Tidworth where he was posted for duty, and he spent most of 

1919 in the UK at the Warminster detachment.   

 It was not until early December 1919 that Tom was 

given a passage back to Australia aboard the Shropshire [left].  

Thomas Eades was formally discharged from the AIF on 21
st
 

April 1920.  

 On his return to civilian life, Tom resumed his interest 

in snakes, and his alter-ego of „Pambo‟ appears to have also 

been resurrected (at least to some extent). In 1921 Tom married Irene Madigan, and by 1924 Tom and his 

second wife had three children: Leslie; John and Raymond. In 1924 Tom and Irene were living in Collins 

Street, Northcote, and at that time Tom was described as a „manufacturer‟.  

 As can be seen from the photo at left 

from 1924, Tom was definitely pursuing his 

passion for snakes and he was now on the staff 

at Melbourne Zoo. The caption for the photo 

from „The Argus‟ (Melbourne) in December 

1924 states: After a trip to the Murray, Mr 

Thomas Eades, the snake expert of the 

Zoological Gardens, returned with 35 fine 

specimens for the reptile house, nearly all of the 

tiger species. 

 During the holiday periods at the zoo, 

Tom would give demonstrations to the public 

on the handling of tiger snakes. It appears that 

around 1928 Tom‟s focus changed, when Dr 

Niel Hamilton-Fairley (ex-AIF) and Dr 

Charles Kellaway (also ex-AIF) started to 

employ Tom‟s services as the pair researched snake venom. Tom collected the snakes, cared for them and 

milked them. 

 The photo below left is from „The Canberra Times‟ from January 1929. The photo is captioned: 

ñPAMBOò, otherwise known as Thomas Eades, Melbourne Zoo 

snake expert, who is catching snakes for Melbourne Hospital to help 

research into snake poisoning. He caught 

sixty at Tallangatta recently. 

 The photo to the right  comes from 

„The Argus‟, March 1930, and shows 

Tom‟s cat playing with a snake. In the 

early 1930s Tom was employed by the 

Walter and Eliza Hall Institute as a full-

time assistant to Dr Kellaway. In 1935 

Tom became the keeper of reptiles at the 

Commonwealth Serum Laboratories. 

 Various sources state that Tom was 

probably bitten over forty times during his 

career. Although initially he had a strong 

resistance to tiger snake venom, this 

gradually tapered off, and during the 1930s 

he had several bites that required antivenin and saw him placed on the critical list 

in hospital a number of times.  
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 In 1936 Tom applied for copyright on an instructive leaflet he produced entitled „First Aid Treatment 

of Snake Bite‟. (This three-page leaflet is viewable online at the NAA.) Many snakebites and regular 

inhaling of powdered venom led to Tom developing asthma in later life. He was eventually forced to wear a 

mask while working with reptiles, and over time developed a serious adverse reaction to snake skin. Tom 

Eades died from asthma in Melbourne in 1942. 

 

Endnotes: (1) Thanks to Heather Ford for her help in locating details of Tom‟s life. (2) The photos used 

come from a Trove search of the National Library of Australia‟s newspaper collection from the period. 

 

Johan visits Grün Farm 
In DIGGER 34 the Editor traced the final hours of Corporal Jack Ison, 3

rd
 Battalion, until his death and 

burial south of Passchendaele. In DIGGER 35 Peter Benson pinpointed Jackôs battlefield burial site as 

being behind a current day farm shed and adjacent to a farm track. Belgian member, Johan Durnez, and his 

wife Hilde visited the area to take some photographs. Johan hopes to speak to the farmer once things become 

less busy on the farm in the northern winter. 

Left : Google Earth view showing the farm 

and aspects of each photo. Above: Grün Farm 

from the south (photo 1). 

 

 

 

Above left: View of the farmhouse from the east (photo 2). Jack Ison and Samuel Whitburn were killed 

while sheltering in a chimney of the original farmhouse on 10/11/1917, while Jim Irvin (DIGGER 36) was 

wounded. Above right: View from the northwest (photo 3). Note the heavy Belgian clay soil (Passchendaele 

mud!) in which Johan has placed a small Australian flag. Jack Ison is believed to have been buried in a 

trench which was located just behind Johan‟s left shoulder, in the vicinity arrowed. Samuel Whitburn was 

reburied in Tyne Cot but Jack Ison is one of the missing. The Editor and the Ison descendants wish to thank 

Johan and Hilde for taking the time to visit the farm and taking the photographs.  
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Heroine of the First World War, victim of the Second: 
Sister Eileen King MM, QAIMNSR 

Heather (Frev) Ford, Montrose 

 

One of only eight Australian nurses to be awarded the Military Medal 

in the First World War, Sister Eileen King stood alone in the fact 

that she wasn‟t serving with the Australian Army Nursing Service 

(AANS). In early 1915, a request had come through from the Imperial 

Government for nurses to be sent to England to join Queen 

Alexandra‟s Imperial Military Nursing Service Reserve (QAIMNSR). 

Eileen was one of those selected by the Australian Department of 

Defence, and together with 28 other volunteers, she boarded the RMS 

Orontes at Port Melbourne on 14
th
 April 1915. Travelling with her in 

this little group were three other nurses who, like Eileen, had received 

their nursing training at the Homoeopathic Hospital in St Kilda Rd, 

Melbourne: Katie Heriot , Constance OôShea &  Estelle Doyle. 

 Eileen had followed in the footsteps of her older sister Amy, 

who had also trained at the Homoeopathic Hospital; but Amy was 

already in Egypt, having sailed with the large contingent of AANS 

nurses on the Kyarra in November 1914. The King sisters had been 

born in Queensland almost seven years apart; daughters of Thomas 

Mulhall King, ISO, retired Auditor-General, and Commissioner of 

Railways of Queensland, and his first wife, Jane MacDonnell. 

 The Orontes deposited her contingent of nurses at Tilbury 

Docks on 26
th
 May and they were taken under the wing of the War 

Office. Eileen (together with some of her other Orontes mates, 

pictured below) served first in France at the 7
th
 General Hospital in St Omer, which she considered ña very 

pretty little spotò; and then later at Wimereux. However, it was while in Belgium not far from Poperinghe, 

that she showed the greatest „bravery and devotion to duty‟. [Below: Nurses at the 7
th
 General Hospital, July 

1915. Australian War Memorial Negative Number P09900.002.] 

 Stationed at No. 63 

Casualty Clearing Station 

(CCS) at Haringhe (named 

Bandaghem by the troops), 

Eileen escaped death, but not 

injury, when the hospital was 

bombed by enemy planes on 

29
th
 November 1917.   

 The „London Gazette‟ 

noted that she was severely 

wounded in both legs and 

though suffering from shock 

and loss of blood, continued to 

give directions etc., as to the 

care of wounded. She showed 

great pluck and presence of 

mind. 

 The tented CCS 

consisted of seven wards, and 

while still under fire, the 

patients were moved to the 

least damaged areas, where 

they could be cared for until evacuated. Eileen sadly noted that she was only able to save six of her men that 

had been injured. Her own injuries consisted of bomb wounds to the right thigh and the left calf, which 

resulted in a compound fracture of the left fibula, and destruction of the tendo achillis. 

 When she too was evacuated as a patient, to the 14
th
 General Hospital at Boulogne, Eileen had the 

good fortune to be re-united with her sister Amy, who had been specifically transferred there to care for her. 
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 At the beginning of January 1918, Amy was transferred to England and attached for duty at 

Southwell Gardens in London. It can therefore be assumed that Eileen had been moved there and Amy was 

still tending to her, as this hospital had been opened in July 1917 to cater specifically for ill Australian 

nurses. Located in a bright, cheery house with accommodation for 26 patients, and staffed by Australian 

nurses, it provided not only the necessary medical facilities, but also maximum comfort, for these ladies who 

were so far away from home and friends. 

 The Times carried news of Eileen‟s award in February 1918: It was announced on Jan 30
th
 that the 

King has been pleased to approve of the award of Military Medal to the following lady for bravery and 

devotion to duty on the occasion of a hostile air raid on a casualty clearing station.  

 Both sisters eventually returned to duty in France, but shared some leave in England in October and 

November of 1918. Though on different ships, they began their journeys home in May 1919: Eileen on the 

Roda, sailing on the 8
th
 and Amy on the Wahehe sailing on the 10

th
.  

 Arriving back in Brisbane in July, they spent some time with their family before returning to 

Melbourne, where Eileen received further treatment for her injuries at the 11
th
 General Hospital in Caulfield. 

Although her wounds had healed quite well, she still walked with a limp due to the damage to her left leg, 

and unable to walk too far before fatigue set in, she underwent a period of massage and electricity therapy. 

 When Eileen wasn‟t in hospital, she, like Amy, continued nursing in Melbourne, and they shared a 

house for some time in South Yarra. Employed as assistant matron at Melbourne Grammar School, where 

she was considered as very efficient and well-liked by the boarders, it was however noted in November 1926 

that her health had broken down again, and she was once more spending time in the Caulfield Military 

Hospital. In 1936, still in South Yarra, the sisters were living with their stepmother Aniella, with Eileen‟s 

occupation by this time listed as „home duties‟. The following year at the end of January 1937, Eileen 

boarded the Mongolia for England, where she was intending to stay for some considerable time. Her brother 

Reginald, a former Deputy Premier of Queensland, travelled down to Melbourne to see her off, before 

following up with a trip to England himself some months later. 

 In April 1939, Eileen was honoured with an invitation to propose the toast of “Fallen Comrades” at 

the Diggers Abroad reunion dinner in London, which was also attended by the Duke of Kent and Field 

Marshal Lord Birdwood. During this time her sister Amy was also in England, and they took the opportunity 

of visiting Paris together. 

 Having already survived the blitz, Eileen made out her „Will‟ in the December of 1942, perhaps with 

some premonition, because just over three months later she was lost at sea. Embarking on the merchant 

vessel, Melbourne Star [below] on 22
nd

 March 1943, she was returning home via the Panama Canal. 

Carrying a cargo of munitions and 31 passengers, the ship was crossing the Atlantic Ocean about 480 miles 

south-east of Bermuda, when she was 

torpedoed and sunk by the German 

submarine U-129 on 2
nd

 April. Of the 

handful of survivors that managed to 

scramble from the water onto intact life-

rafts, only four crew members were 

eventually rescued. 

 Eileen is commemorated on the 

Commonwealth War Graves Commission 

website along with other „civilian war 

dead‟.  

 

Endnotes: (1) AWM group photo P09900.002 of Australian QAIMNSR nurses at No. 7 General Hospital in 

July 1915, includes Eileen, Katie Heriot and and four others who travelled with them on the Orontes 

(positions unknown). (2) Eileen‟s sister was Amy Evelyn King  (1882-1961) – Sister, AANS (MID, ARRC). 

 

óPrivate Sandqvistô found 
In DIGGER 36‟s article on the 40

th
 Battalion at Mont St Quentin, Sergeant EV Reardon made mention of a 

Private Sandqvist. The Editor couldn‟t find a soldier by that name or variations of the spelling, but super-

sleuth „Frev‟ Ford found a Pte 7554 Carl Hendrick Sundqwist on the Roll of Honour. However, he appears 

in the Archives as Charles Henry Sundqvist, which is the correct spelling of his surname. Frev found that 

Sundqvist was born in Sweden in 1887 and emigrated to Australia in 1897. He could not be attested for the 

AIF until authorities at Claremont, Tas, were advised that his application for naturalisation had been granted.  
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The Snipersô Nest raid 
Contributed by Ian Gill, Success, and Neville Browning, Huntingdale, WA, is this extract from their newly 

released book, óGallipoli to Tripoli ï 10
th
 Light Horse Regiment AIF 1914-19ô. 

 

By late June 1915, the 10
th
 Light Horse Regiment had been on the Gallipoli Peninsula less than six weeks. In 

that space of time, casualties had been relatively light, despite a daylight attack on portions of Turkish 

Quinn‟s on 30
th
 May led by Lieutenant Tom Kidd of „B‟ Squadron. This sortie, while not completely 

successful, had shown the men‟s mettle in close quarter combat. In early June the men were moved further 

north onto Walker‟s Ridge and nearby No. 1 Outpost, which lay just south of Fisherman‟s Hut. A significant 

amount of trenching and tunnelling was performed in the latter position, and it was from this location that a 

small party of men was selected to perform a hastily organised raid on a Turkish position known as Snipers‟ 

Nest, which held commanding views of North Beach down to Ari Burnu. Raids of this sort were in their 

infancy at the time and it would not be until later in the war that more thorough planning and careful 

reconnaissance replaced the more hastily organised efforts of 1915.  

 The Snipers‟ Nest raid of 30
th
 June 1915 ultimately failed, albeit with no casualties. Lessons were 

learned, and for one man, Lance Corporal Henry Kingdon, the enterprise proved a most harrowing affair. 

His survival was testament to his cool thinking and lack of panic in a dangerous situation. 

 The following is taken from the new regimental history on the 10
th
 Light 

Horse Regiment, Gallipoli to Tripoli, and relates to the raid on Snipers‟ Nest by a 

small party of men under Lieutenant óPaddyô Hamlin of „C‟ Squadron. Snipers‟ 

Nest was located approximately 500 yards due east of No.1 Outpost, then held by 

the regiment, and 300 yards due south of Destroyer Hill and Rhododendron Ridge. 

The southern fork of the Sazli Beit Dere (valley) ran around the base of the Turk‟s 

position and was the approach route ultimately used by Hamlin to make the attack 

from a northerly aspect. [Right: Studio portrait of Major Herbert Bowen Hamlin 

DSO, 10
th
 Australian Light Horse. Australian War Memorial Negative Number 

H00050A.] 

 On the morning of Tuesday 29
th
 June, sentries of „C‟ Squadron on 

Walker‟s Ridge noticed Turks on the isolated and precipitous Snipers‟ Nest 

carrying sheets of corrugated iron, with which to reinforce their position. This enemy post commanded 

dominating views towards Anzac, especially on North Beach. Despite warships and artillery shelling the post 

regularly, the Turks, who had better access to local resources, maintained and even strengthened this position 

from where their snipers took a daily toll on those in and around the beach. Major Love  was informed and 

immediately proposed to brigade headquarters that a reconnaissance be made to determine a method of 

attack in which to destroy the post. Having received approval for both, Lieutenant Hamlin of „C‟ Squadron 

was detailed to carry out the raid with a party of eight men. Love‟s orders for the task were despatched to 

Hamlin: 

 

Lt HB Hamlin    Orders for Snipersô Nest raid 

 

Senders 36    30/6/15 

 

You are detailed to command a patrol of 8 NCOôs & men, one of whom must be experienced in the use of 

explosives, to capture and blow up snipersô position on Snipersô Nest, which I had previously pointed out & 

which is known to you AAA This work is to be carried out between 2030-2230 tonight AAA You will, I think, 

find the best approach position from trench near No1 Outpost & I suggest you approach position from the 

rear & return same direction AAA You will at once make a personal reconnaissance from Walkerôs Ridge 

trenches and No1 Outpost & intermediate positions of advantage & make all necessary arrangements AAA 

You can choose any man from the detached miners to accompany you who is experienced in the use of 

explosives, to demolish the position under your instructions AAA You will be expected back at or before 2330 

AAA You will report with your patrol at Regimental HQ at 2200, ready to move off. 

 

   From CO 10th LH 

 

   Time 1200 

 

   AJ Love, Maj
1
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Lieutenant Hamlin wrote modestly and succinctly in his diary on Wednesday, 30
th
 June, on returning from 

the, by then, aborted raid: 

Relieved by óAô troop 11am. In afternoon went around Walkers & No1 Outpost to reconnoitre 

country round Snipersô Rest. At 8.30pm at Major Loveôs direction, went out with Sgt Bain [364 Sgt 

Duncan Bain] & Cpl Kingdon + 6 men to try & take Snipersô Rest & blow it up, starting from No1 

Outpost. Thunderstorm, vivid lightning when just north of position Turks opened fire so reversed 

engines for home. Very dark with occasional vivid flashes of lightning. Lost Kingdon [429 L/Cpl 

HRR Kingdon] on way back. Probably disabled, but has not yet returned. Kennedy and Hallett 

going out to try & find him on Thursday night.
2
 

 

Trooper Hugh Gillam, also of „C‟ Squadron, recorded his thoughts on the raid on 1
st
 July:  

é During the night a party under Lt Hamlin and consisting of L/Cpl Kingdon & Tprs Pride, Bolger, 

Kennedy, Hallett, Pazarini [sic], Facy [sic] went out to lay and blow up Snipersô Ridge. The night 

was rather against them being inky black & with lightning now & then. They got out there but 

encountered Turks in a large body & had to get away as fast as they could being almost surrounded. 

In the rush Kingdon got lost. The remainder got back to our lines. Next night Hallett and Kennedy 

again went out to try & find Kingdon. Kingdon returned at 2am safely & the others got back alright 

later.
3
  

 

The attempted raid had failed. On the men‟s final approach to the position, lightning illuminated all before 

them; the Turks being alert and in sufficient strength. A brisk fire was opened on the raiding party and a 

hasty retreat was made. Hamlin woke up next day somewhat sore and bruised from his foray into the rugged 

terrain, while an inquiry was ordered into the disappearance of Lance Corporal Henry Kingdon. There was 

much criticism in the way in which the raid was ordered so quickly without thorough research and 

reconnaissance. Tom Kidd  wrote damningly of the enterprise, laying the blame squarely at the feet of his 

commanding officer: 

Love organised an idiotic scheme to blow up Snipersô Nest (Ye Gods). Hamlin was deputed to carry 

it out. Party came back quicker than they went. A fortnights mining & a ton of guncotton might have 

altered the contours of Snipersô Nest, but to perform the job in one night under the noses of a strong 

Turkish outpost & with about 14lb of guncotton appears to me to have emanated from an hysterical 

brain.
4
 

 

„Rod‟ Kingdon wrote to his brother Norman in early May 1916 a long account of his nerve-wracking ordeal: 

é Stumbling along, softly swearing as the stones rattled, we rounded a bend in the creek about 100 

yards from the hill we were to blow up. Our Lieut. in front leading the way, I was 2nd or 3rd 

following, carrying the gun cotton on my shoulder having handed my rifle over to the Sgt who was I 

believe bringing up the rear of the party. It was extremely hard to tell who was next to you on 

account of the blackness of the night, and the men were constantly changing positions. 

 Suddenly a rifle cracked, and the flame from the muzzle appeared to be only a few yards 

away on our left. Without quite realising what the noise was about I carefully placed the box on the 

ground and rose just in time to see the flashes and hear the crack of rifles in front and on our left 

and right and even in our rear. Certainly a trap and a place to get out of at once. A sharp order from 

our troop leader and down the creek bottom we ran, falling and stumbling against the stones, with 

the rifle bullets making sparks as they hit the rocks. Remembering the bend I climbed the two foot 

bank, intending to run parallel with the creek and enter it again after passing the bend. 

 I soon found out I had made a mistake which might prove fatal to my escape for, although 

the stones in the creek made it hard to get away fast, it was infinitely harder going through the scrub 

on the bank. Perceiving my mistake, fell down once and lost valuable time, rose, and fell again ï this 

time into a sort of a hole. Rising quickly onto my knees in time to see a rifle flash and show up the 

form of a Turk 10 to 15 feet away. By this time rifles were firing from all the hills in the vicinity, and 

I could hear the men (Turks) rushing past, their water bottles rattling as they ran. Cut off from my 

comrades with no weapon to defend myself with I pressed myself down into the hole and waited till 

things got a bit clearer before venturing out. After about half an hour the Turks returned, having 

evidently only gone as far as the creek to get a clear range for firing. They were very much excited 

and were evidently expecting our attack in force, otherwise by advancing they would probably have 

killed or captured some of my mates. As the Turks returned I could hear and occasionally see them 

when the lightning flashed, then probing the bushes for persons like myself. Luckily for me they 
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missed my hiding place. I found out I was lying in a small drain about 12 ft long and 12 inches deep 

and just wide enough to get my shoulders down. A few bushes hung over the top making a good 

screen. This drain was made through a little mound to drain a patch of cultivated ground. 

 My eyes were glued on the first solitary Turk who stood so motionless in the same place 

waiting and expecting him to move away. Time passed and he still remained, and during a flash of 

lightning I could perceive more Turks on his right and left, within whispering distance of one 

another. Suddenly the thought entered my mind that these men formed a ñpicket lineò and would 

remain there all night. 

 The storm which had been brewing all night increased in violence and rain started to fall in 

torrents. The water started to run down the drain and the first chilly touch of it ran through my 

clothes and trickled down my pants nearly started me out on a bid for more friendly places. The 

water rose to 4 inches and nearly washed me out of the drain, but I stuck to it and the rain ceased 

and the water flowed away leaving me lying on a muddy floor. 

 The sentries were relieved twice during the time I was lying there by a Turkish Officer 

wearing a thick military over-coat with a revolver strapped on by a leather belt. The relieving was 

done in silent whispers, and the sentries did not move from the positions they were given, and I could 

not help admiring their silence and vigilance. 

 Dawn came and the picket faded away to a spot 50 yards away where they commenced to 

get a meal ready. Immediately they were gone I commenced to crawl for the creek (which was only 

10 yards), across the creek bottom and up the opposite hill. The ground was still very wet and muddy 

and I had to be as careful as possible not to make my tracks too visible to a chance spying Turk. 

Crawling under the é. bush (about 2ô6ò high) on the hill side I carefully scanned the neighbouring 

hills and the flat I had just left and felt a chilly sensation creep down my back bone as I saw a 

Turkish sniper apparently looking straight down at me from a hill 200 yards away. The Turkish 

picquet had finished breakfast and were sauntering about the flat, and other Turks were also 

carrying timber and iron up to ñthe Snipersô Nestò. As the scrub was very scanty ahead I decided it 

was too risky to try and get back that day and made myself comfortable as I could on the steep 

sloping ground. 

 Tormented by flies and thirst, I lay there all day turning over from time to time in a vain 

endeavour to dry my clothes. Once I made certain I would be located when a Turkish Sniper passed 

down the creek bed and stopped to examine the ground on which I had crawled. He intently looked 

at the ground for some time and scanned the neighbouring bushes but apparently seeing nothing 

suspicious he moved on. Had I a rifle, I might have made a name for myself by capturing him and 

forcing him to remain quiet until night-fall, and then marching him back to Camp. As events turned 

out I would not have been able to have got him into our lines. 

 At dusk a strong body of Turks came out of their trenches on the hill-side towards my hiding 

place and the Officer-in-charge commenced to post the sentries. Then my hope of escape was small 

as the double line of sentries were posted on a different front to the one occupied on the previous 

night. 

 Evidently last nightôs rumpus had scared the Turks and accounted for the double line of 

sentries, but what really concerned me was that I still had to crawl through these two lines to get 

back to my comrades. 

 When quite dark I commenced the most awful wriggle I ever had to do. Slowly raising one 

hand and knee after the other, I first tested the ground before trusting my weight on possible dead 

twigs and leaves that the vigilant sentry might hear crack. It took me at least two and half hours to 

crawl through the danger zone ï about 40 or 50 yards, then rising up I quietly stole off through the 

scrub towards safety, taking a different route to the one I had come out on the previous night. I 

passed a Turkish Cossack Post and carefully avoided our own out-post & Cossack Post, for I knew it 

was just as dangerous running into my own men as the enemyôs. No challenges are given here ï it is 

a case of shooting on sight or hearing. 

 Jumping into the big trench along the sea front I was halted by the sentry at the barb wire 

gate and after stating my name was allowed to proceed towards my own lines up the steep hill. It 

was now 2.30am and the sea looked so inviting and I felt so dirty I decided to have a swim. Feeling 

much refreshed I climbed the hill and reported back for duty about 3am in the morning. 

 Every-one was much surprised at my appearance, for they had given me up for dead or 

captured. Two or three good fellows still persisted in reckoning I was still alive, although possibly 
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wounded and unable to get back. Two of them had set out that night to look for me; they could not 

get far tho on account of the Turkish outpost and returned just before I got back. 

 So endeth a little adventure of mine, the details of which might interest you. 

         R Kingdon 

P.S. I found that all the rest of the party returned safely ï one chap got grazed on the chin by a 

bullet.
5
 

Above: HRR Kingdon, rear row, fifth from left; HB Hamlin is front row, extreme right. 

 

The regiment later participated in the much written of charge at The Nek on 7
th
 August, where the men 

sustained heavy casualties. They hit back at the Turks three weeks later at Hill 60, where Second Lieutenant 

Hugo Throssell was recommended and later awarded the only Victoria Cross to a member of the light horse. 

The majority of the original regiment was evacuated from Gallipoli in November, the others leaving in 

December, before rejoining their horses in Egypt to rest and re-equip. They then served in Egypt, Sinai, 

Palestine and Syria, becoming a fine fighting force on horseback as the war progressed. 

 Kingdon would go on to be commissioned later in the war and survive the hostilities. Hamlin was 

not so lucky, and died of illness on 30
th
 May 1919, having been awarded the DSO and a mention in 

despatches. 

 
Sources: 

1 Papers of HB Hamlin, courtesy of Mr Peter Davies. 

2 Diary of HB Hamlin. 

3 Diary of HE Gillam. The named men were No. 429 L/Cpl HRR Kingdon, No. 708 Tpr F Bolger, No. 428 Tpr MF 

Kennedy, No. 416 Tpr J Hallett, No. 886 Tpr DL Passerini, No. 396 Tpr JT Facey and No. 632 Tpr J Pride. 

4 Diary and papers of TA Kidd. 

5 Letter by No. 429 L/Cpl HRR Kingdon, „C‟ Squadron, 10
th
 Light Horse. Henry Rodney 

Robert Kingdon was born in Wellington, New Zealand, on 15
th
 April 1885. He was an 

original member of the regiment and stood just over six feet tall. Kingdon rose to the 

rank of sergeant on 16
th
 August 1915, and after Gallipoli he saw service in Egypt, Sinai, 

Palestine and Syria. He was commissioned a second lieutenant on 30
th
 October 1917 and 

his officer‟s report stated that he was excellent in bayonet fighting. Kingdon letter 

courtesy of G & LE Boyce.  
 

Endnote: The book, Gallipoli to Tripoli ï 10
th
 Light Horse Regiment AIF 1914-19, is 

available direct from the authors for $70 plus postage anywhere in Australia. It is a 648 page, 

B5 hard bound and dust-wrapped production with more than 500 photos and a multitude of 

appendices. To purchase a copy of this book [cover at right ] written by two FFFAIF 

members, contact either of the authors by e-mail at:  

Neville Browning – nbrowning1@bigpond.com or Ian Gill – igiangill@gmail.com.   

mailto:nbrowning1@bigpond.com
mailto:igiangill@gmail.com
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A young life nobly ended: Private 2668 Niel Penfold, 55th Battalion 
Graeme Hosken, Dubbo, with thanks to Elizabeth Briton, Parkes. 

 

One of the advantages of having a FFFAIF website is that non-members ógooglingô for a relative can gain a 

óhitô if their soldier appears on our website. In this way the Editor was contacted by Elizabeth Briton from 

Parkes, who found mention of her great uncle, Niel Penfold in DIGGERs 29 and 30. Niel (sometimes spelt 

Neil on certain documents) Penfold was killed at Fromelles on 20
th
 July 1916. Thanks to the Penfold family 

keeping cherished mementoes of Nielôs life, DIGGER is now able to present a detailed profile of this young 

farmer who gave his life on the other side of the world before his nineteenth birthday. 

 

Niel Penfold enlisted on 14
th
 June 1915 at the age of 18 years and was allocated to the 8

th
 Reinforcements 

for the 3
rd
 Battalion at Liverpool Camp. He embarked from Australia on 9

th
 August.  

 He sailed for Gallipoli from Alexandria on 21
st
 October 1915, per the Borda and was taken on 

strength at Anzac on 2
nd

 November. Following the evacuation, Niel arrived back in Alexandria on 29
th
 

December and was transferred to the 55
th
 Battalion on 13

th
 February 1916. 

 The 55
th
 Battalion sailed on the Caledonian for Marseilles on 19

th
 June – a journey which took ten 

days.  

 One month and a day later, Niel‟s life was ended at Fromelles in France. He has no known grave and 

is remembered at VC Corner Australian Cemetery Memorial. 

_________________________________ 

 

The above summary of Niel‟s short life is based on his service record – it tells us little, if anything, of the 

sort of young man Niel was. Fortunately, we can discover much more about Niel Penfold from the collection 

of documents, photographs and artefacts that were passed from Niel‟s parents to Kenneth Penfold, their 

fourth eldest son. In turn, these were inherited by Ken‟s son, Peter, and daughters, Ethel and Hazel, who 

have preserved these mementoes of their uncle‟s life.    

 Niel Penfold was the eldest of ten children of James and Mary Penfold of „More Tea‟, Springdale, 

near Temora, NSW. The family farm was close to Combaning rail siding and opposite the intriguingly 

named Possum Power Hill.  

 Niel was born on 26
th
 

August 1897, and he would have 

five brothers (in order, Sydney, 

Eric, Kenneth, James and Robert) 

and four sisters (Lila, Annie, Ruth 

and Linda). We can now see that 

Niel was not the „18 years and 0 

months‟ that he stated on his 

enlistment, but 17 years and 9 

months old. 

 The photo at left shows 

the Penfold family at the time 

James and Mary had seven 

children. Niel, being the eldest 

and tallest, is standing centre of 

the back row. 

 Incredibly, Niel‟s baby shoes have been kept since 1897 and 

they are shown at right .  

 Presumably, Niel enlisted in the AIF with his parent‟s 

permission. As a farmer, he was no doubt a good shot and probably 

hunted rabbits and kangaroos on Possum Power Hill. By the age of 17, 

he stood 5‟11½” tall and weighed 178lb, and would have had little 

trouble convincing the army‟s examining medical officer that he was old 
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enough to enlist in His Majesty‟s service. 

 The studio portrait of Niel [below] was taken in Australia prior to his embarkation, and reference to 

it is made in the letter below that was written to his mother on Presbyterian Church letterhead. It is not the 

first letter he wrote home, but is the oldest surviving one and was written the day before embarkation, and 

following Niel‟s home-leave prior to sailing. [Note: The Editor has made some minor changes to spelling 

and punctuation in parts of Niel‟s correspondence. The address format has also been modified to save space. 

Names in bold appear in the endnotes.] 

Liverpool, Sunday 

August 8
th
 1915 

Dear Mother, 

 I got back to camp alright. Did you get my letter card on Saturday? It was just as well I came back. 

The OC had me posted missing. There are still some missing.  

 We sail in the morning, that is Monday 

morning. There are 1 500 of us going in the boat. I 

fixed up my old pass and went into Denison Street 

for a few hours yesterday. I saw my photos Friday 

ï they are a lot better than I expected. I got taken 

again standing up, and I got an enlargement of the 

standing one. Uncle Tom gave me the money to get 

the standing up enlargement with the rifle for him, 

so donôt forget to give it to him. I took a cabinet in 

to Auntie Lizzie and three post cards. Florrie, Lily 

and Ruby grabbed the post cards. Will you please 

send Auntie Emm one of the bust cabinets. The 

Crown Studios are going to send them to you when 

they are all finished. They cost me 29/6, postage 

paid. There will be 17 cabinets, 2 enlargements 

and 9 post cards. You will be surprised when you 

see them. 

 Ida Berger is to get one of the Bust 

cabinets when she comes home. She asked me for 

one so donôt forget. I got a letter from Bert Friday, 

he said they were having a fine trip and he had not 

been sea sick yet. It was posted in Victoria. A letter 

[is] examined by the censor before it is closed.  

 We are told that we are going to an island 

20 miles off Gallipoli within hearing of the guns. I 

hope it is true. I have not seen anything of Ray 

Harvey. They are taking the recruits to Liverpool 

Showground that come in now. I suppose he is out 

there. There will be room for a few when we leave. 

The train I came back from town in last night were 

loaded with drunken soldiers. Hundreds broke out of camp without leave. Some of them on Bertôs boat tried 

to swim ashore. They are being sent back to Sydney. Lilyôs Sergeant Jones is one of them. 

 I will write you every chance I get but it is no good you answering as we might not get them. 

So goodbye, with love to all,  

        from Niel. 

 

While Niel was home on pre-embarkation leave, he was given a farewell, as reported in the local paper, „The 

Temora Independent‟: 

A very large crowd gathered at the railway station at Springdale to bid bon voyage to Mr Niel Penfold, of 

Springdale district, who is another one of the boys anxious to get to the front. He was presented with a 

wristlet watch by his three uncles. As the train was moving out of the station the boys all joined in and struck 

up the old favourite óItôs a Long Way to Tipperaryô. 

 

Niel‟s second letter was written from camp in Egypt, where the Australians were sent before departing for 

Lemnos, the „island 20 miles off Gallipoli‟, and from there onto Anzac Cove.  
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Heliopolis Camp, Egypt 

19/9/15 

Dear Mother 

 Just a few lines to let you know we arrived in Egypt safe. It took us a month to come over. I never got 

sea sick at all but I was about tired of the sea. It was very hot crossing the equator and the sea was as 

smooth as glass. 

 We disembarked at Port Suez. We then had a 7 hour trip in the train out to camp. The train travels at 

a snailôs pace and raised a cloud of dust. It is something like the Barellan train. They have fences built out of 

a kind of water grass which grows along the channel along the line to keep the sand back. In some places the 

sand is heaped up higher than the fence. The train 

line follows along part of the Nile. [There is] 

irrigation most of the way. They chiefly grow corn, 

cotton, tomatoes, pomegranates, watermelons and 

date palms. The tomatoes are very poor, worse than 

we grow at home in a dry season. The dates are just 

beginning to ripen. There are a few hundred acres of 

date palms close to here. The native famers live in 

low mud huts with grass roofs and some of them live 

in grass shades.  

 I went into Cairo yesterday week. It is about 

three times bigger than Sydney and has a lot bigger 

buildings than Sydney. Shepards [Shepheardôs] 

Hotel is the biggest in the world. It has 1 160 rooms 

in it. I did not see much of the town. We did not know 

our way about. We had a job to find the tram line. 

There is a fellow [who] takes parties out and shows 

them around the ancient temples, old Cairo and the 

Dead City and several other places. He charges 4 

shillings and pays all expenses. They say it is well 

worth the money. I was going out with him today but 

we are on duty. We are on duty oftener than we are 

off. We are 20 miles from the pyramids here; we can 

see them from the camp. Every other native in Cairo 

is trying to sell you a walking stick or something, or 

half a dozen of them get around and start to clean 

your boots. They are a damn pest.    [Above: One of Niel‟s Crown Studio portraits.] 

 They have a fine tram service here but the trains [are] not up too much. We have plenty of water 

here but it is artesian water and it is very hard. The ground is one sandy desert with gravel through it. 

Some[thing]  like the gravelly beaches in the river. Nothing grows on it without it [being] irrigated. Some 

places the sand is blown up into hills as high as most of the hills around Springdale, with a few small 

boulders through it. The ground we drill on is all loose sand. They have some fine roads here though. We 

had some trench digging in it the other day; it is loose down about 3 feet and then it [is] very tight. 

 There [are] plenty [of] sparrows here, and thousands of hawks. They say they were brought here 

from India to keep the refuse picked up. 

 I met Birt  [Bert Penfold] the night we came in but was only with him for half an hour. He went away 

to the front next day. He asked me to write to Arthur but I have not had much time to write to anyone. I will 

write to him tonight. You might drop them a line or two and let them know. I am expecting to see Len 

Sinclair come in any time now. He might come tonight. 

 How is Ray and Birt Harvey getting on? Did they pass alright? Have they sailed yet? Is Bob still 

working at the station? Has Uncle Tom got the house built yet? The watch they gave me stopped while I was 

at sea. I am getting it done up; it is to be finished tomorrow. I am going to try and carry it through with me. 

Has old Homer made his fortune yet? Where is Uncle Jim now? I suppose it will be nearly harvest time when 

you get this. Write and let me know how the crop is turning out, and how you are all getting on.  

 With love to all at home, your loving Son and Brother, Niel Penfold. 

[PS] Put the address on I sent you from Liverpool and donôt forget to put my regimental number on top of 

my name. If you happen to have lost it you can get it from Aunt Lizzie. 
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Niel and a few other men from the 3
rd
 Battalion‟s 8

th
 Reinforcements were chosen for a duty that came with 

some „perks‟: 

No. 4 Hospital, Heliopolis 

2
nd

 October 

Dear Mother 

 Just a few lines to let you know I am well. I suppose you will think I am in hospital. Nine of us and a 

corporal are on garrison duty guarding Number 4 Auxiliary Hospital. About 60 wounded came in from 

Alexandria last night. We are having a fine time here at the hospital. We have only to come in and sit down 

at the table; plenty of good tucker and Sudanese to wait on us and some bed to sleep on with quilt on them 

and twelve hours leave every 3 days. I donôt care how long it lasts.  

 I got two letters from Ruby the other day. They are the only two I have got yet. I suppose you are hay 

making by the time you get this. I wrote to you a fortnight ago. Have you got the letter yet? I will write again 

in a few days. I am writing to Ruby too.  

 I heard Aunty Lizzie was very sick. Is Bob still at the station? I suppose that new house is built by 

this time. Did the Harvey boys pass alright? Let me know when they sailed or when they are sailing. Also 

Jim Sturgeon. I suppose Len Sinclair is over here by this. I have not seen him.    

 I hear from Ruby you were going to Barmedman. Have they heard anything of Birt? Have they 

shifted out to the Bland [Creek] yet? Is Uncle Syd still drinking? 

 Have no more time to write any more. Have only two minutes to catch the post. I will write again in 

a few days. 

 We had a sham fight with blank cartridges the other day. 

 I remain your loving Son, 

 Niel Penfold. 

 

For a boy from the Australian bush, the city of Cairo must have been a revelation for Niel, and like most of 

the Aussies he became a tourist in his free time. 

Heliopolis Camp,  

Egypt 

Monday 12
th
 October 

  

Dear Mother 

 Just a few lines, hoping to find you all well as this now leaves me. This is the fourth letter I have 

[written] to you from Egypt. Have you received any of them yet? I wrote to Ida Berger the other day. I have 

not got any more letters from Ruby yet. We are still at the hospital, guarding it. I donôt know how long we 

will be here. 

 Have they had any word of Birt yet? They might send us off to the front any day and we might be 

here until next Spring. It is nearly Winter here now. It is about as hot in the daytime as what it is at home in 

early Autumn, but we can bear two or three blankets at night. The natives think it is cold now; they go about 

shivering. There was a bit of a row between the native cooks and waiters yesterday. They called the guard 

out.  

 We were out to the zoo yesterday. It is a long way ahead of Sydney Zoo. I saw a giraffe there with a 

neck long enough to reach over a 7 foot fence and drink water out of a bucket off a manôs shoulder, and I 

saw several parrots and cockatoos and kangaroos from Australia. 

 I saw the pontoons that the Turks tried to cross the Suez Canal in last February. They are built of 

galvanised iron. There are two of them that are over 30 feet long and they are riddled with bullet holes. 

 They have not got as many different kinds of animals as the Sydney Zoo but itôs a lot better got up. 

We crossed the Nile on our way to the zoo. It is about a quarter of a mile wide. It is in flood now but it has to 

rise another twenty feet before it gets to the top of the bank. It never comes over the bank though. There are 

hundreds of small steam boats and sailing yachts. They have big revolving bridges across the Nile so as they 

can let the boats pass up and down. Then there is the White Nile, a tributary of the big or main Nile. It is 

bigger than the Murray is at Albury. Although they are surrounded by level country the Nile flows very 

rapid[ly] and the water is coloured.  

 I am going out to the pyramids shortly. They are an hourôs ride in the tram from here. 

 No more news now. Write again in a few days. 

 I remain your loving Son and brother, 

 Niel Penfold. 
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While Niel was not as expressive as Charles Bean, who became unpopular with the troops as a result of his 

„Cairo letter‟, Niel‟s wonderful line about Kitchener in his next letter carries an insight into the perception of 

some Aussies‟ behaviour in Egypt.  

Heliopolis, Egypt 

20
th
 October 

 

Dear Mother 

 Just a few more lines to let you know I am quite well. Have you got any of my letters yet? This is the 

5
th
 one I have [written] to you. We have orders to be ready to go away so I suppose we will be making a 

move for the firing line in a day or two. 

 Have any of the cold-footed blokes in Springdale enlisted yet? The Australians are playing up some 

in Egypt. Kitchener says that they have undone 10 of his years work in Egypt.  

 It is getting pretty cold here now but we wonôt be into winter for another month yet.  

 I suppose Birt has had a good go at the Turks by this time. There is a couple of battalions of 

Tommies camped not far from here. They donôt get much of a time. They get very poor tucker, a little pay ï 

they get a shilling a day and when they make an allotment of 6d a day they donôt have much to spend. 

 Has Homer made his fortune yet? How is the crop turning out? Is there much fruit on the trees this 

year? 

 We are still out here guarding the hospital. There are 8 of our own company out here with the 

mumps. There are about 150 cases of mumps here altogether. 

 I have not had any letters from Ruby yet. I only got the two. We have only had one mail since we 

landed. There is a mail in now; it has been in for a fortnight and they wonôt open it and sort it. I got a 

óBulletinô last week but I donôt know who sent it. 

 No more news now. 

 With love to all at home, 

  Niel Penfold. 

 

Niel was taken on strength of the 3
rd
 Battalion at Gallipoli on 2

nd
 November. A week later he found time to 

write home to his mother. 

 

The Trenches 

November 9
th
 1915 

Dear Mother 

 I have not [written] to you for a long while, so I will try and write a few lines. I am quite well. I have 

only received one letter from you so far. I received it on the 20
th
 October. I got that óBulletinô which Sid sent 

on the same day. It came a week earlier than the letter.  

 I never had that allowance altered. I am still having 3 shillings sent home. I had to fix it up when I 

came back from final leave. How it came to be altered to your name is I had to sign fresh papers, and I made 

a mistake and signed your name instead of Dadôs.  

 We left Egypt on the 22
nd

 of October. We joined our battalion about a week ago. I am in the firing 

line.  

 How did the crop turn out this year? Did Uncle Sid get a good crop? Where is Uncle Jim Kennedy 

now? There is a chap in the [same] platoon as me says he knows Uncle Jim. His name is Jack Barry. I was 

not sorry to leave Egypt. We get pretty well looked after here and get better food than we got in Egypt. It is 

very cold of a night here; they are expecting 6 weeks snow this year. I donôt suppose it will start for a couple 

of months yet. 

 I have not seen any more of Birt since we came to Egypt but he is not far away from here. Has any of 

them fellows from about Springdale joined up yet? Where is Ida Berger now? You did not say whether you 

got them photos or not. 

  Two of our fellows got hit since we came here. One got a patch of hair knocked off his head with 

shrapnel and one got shot through the mouth and came out his eye. 

  I cannot think of any more to write now but I will drop you a field card in a few days again. Write 

soon. 

 Merry Christmas and a happy New Year. With love to all at home, 

 Niel Penfold. 

[PS] My address is the same except my number will [be] 2668A instead of 2668. 
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An endearing characteristic of many Australians, especially those from the land, was their habit of 

comparing their new environment to that found back home. The „Bland-pug‟ Niel refers to would be the 

heavy clay soils found along the Bland Creek near Barmedman.   

Anzac 

23
rd

 November 

Dear Mother 

 Just a few lines to let you know that I am well. I just received 2 more letters from you dated 

September the 13
th
 and 30

th
. I also received a letter from Florrie Penfold, Junee Reefs, and 2 from Lily. She 

has been roaring on me writing to them. The fact is I donôt get much time. I am mostly too tired. 

 We have been here three weeks today. It is getting very cold here now and it rains pretty often, but it 

donôt rain very much at a time. We have to carry water nearly a mile up two or three steep gullies and hills, 

as steep as Possum Power Hill. These hills are not rocky but are a brown clay formation which sticks to your 

feet just like Bland-pug. There are no rocks here at all to speak of. There are no trees to speak of, only a few 

pines about 6 feet high and smaller. There are seven different kinds of scrubs here which grow a couple of 

feet high; the roots of these things we dig up for firewood. 

 I have had not much of a chance to get a crack at the Turks yet. We can only shoot at their 

loopholes. Five or six of our fellows have been wounded and 1 killed. We have been here just three weeks 

now. Our trenches are situated in one of the Turkôs wheat fields. At present the [wheat] has not been 

harvested; it is all trampled down. Itôs a bearded variety of wheat. 

 There will very likely be some blizzards here about Christmas and perhaps some snow. 

 Well mother, only another month until Christmas. I suppose you will have a good time. I hope so at 

any rate. No more news this time. The wristlet watch stopped the other day. Stopped once while I was in 

Egypt and I got it cleaned.  

 Good bye, with love to all at home 

  Niel Penfold. 

[PS] I met Harry Elliott  here last night. He is in this battalion. 

 

Following the evacuation from Gallipoli in December, Niel found himself back in Egypt just before the end 

of 1915. Eighteen year old Niel had experienced and seen a lot in six months.  

Egypt  

6/1/16 

Dear Mother, 

 I have not written for a long time. I suppose you have been wondering how I am. I am quite well. 

 I received nine letters last week. They were the first I have received for over six weeks. I also got a 

parcel from Lily. The letters had been held up on account of us leaving Gallipoli. I spent my Xmas aboard 

ship. This season we were laying in the harbour at Lemnos Island. We left next day for Alexandria. I am glad 

to hear that you got my letters alright, and that the crops are turning out alright. 

 I suppose you have heard that Birt had been sick in hospital but he is out again now and quite well. 

He is camped about half a mile from here so I see him often. His battalion is not here yet though. I will try 

and send you something from Egypt but I might not get a chance for some time as we are miles from town, 

away out in the desert and we donôt get any leave. I would have sent you something from Egypt when I was 

here before but I was frightened they would not get to you. 

 I got 3 letters from you & from Lily, 2 from Harveys, 1 from Jim Cullen and one from Bob. I will 

write again in a few days. 

 With love to all at home 

  Niel Penfold. 

 

The authorities had decided to base the Australians at Tel-el-Kebir, well away from the distractions of Cairo. 

Niel‟s letters become shorter and you can sense boredom setting in as there was little to do in their free time.  

 

Egypt 

26
th
 January 

Dear Mother 

 I received another letter from you. I am sorry to hear that you and the children had been sick. I hope 

you are all well again, as this now leaves me. We are still in the same place and there [is] no fresh news. I 

have not seen anything of Ray Harvey yet. I hear he is in another camp over near Cairo somewhere. I must 

drop him a line and ask him how he likes Egypt. Cousin Bert is still knocking around.  
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 We had the photo of the battalion taken today. I was pleased to hear that the crop is turning out 

alright. I still take an interest in the wheat if I am soldiering. 

 You said in the letter today that you had received four letters from me.  

 Well Mother, I must now close these few lines. I am always thinking of the Dear Folks at home. 

 I remain your Loving Son 

  Niel Penfold. 

Egypt 

5
th
 February 

Dear Mother 

 Just a few lines to let you know I am quite well, and I hope this finds you all the same. I have not 

heard from you for nearly three weeks but I am in hope of receiving a letter from you this coming week. The 

weather is starting to get warmer, and it is very sultry and inclined to rain.  

 I have not seen anything of Birt lately. I think his unit has shifted away. I am going to see if I can 

find Ray Harvey when I get leave. Can you tell me what unit Frank Hopson belongs to? I received a letter 

from Ida the other day.  

 Two hundred and fifty more reinforcements joined the battalion today. I must now say goodbye. 

 I remain your loving Son 

  Niel Penfold. 

 

The large numbers of reinforcements arriving from Australia, and men returning from wounds and sickness, 

led to the doubling in size of the AIF. Niel found himself transferred from the 3
rd
 Battalion (1

st
 Division) to 

the newly formed 55
th
 Battalion (5

th
 Division). 

Egypt 

20
th
 February 1916 

Dear Mother 

 I am quite well and I hope this finds you all the same. I received your letter dated 10
th
 of January 

and I was sorry to hear that you all had been sick and I hope you are all well again. I hope Dad is well 

again. Your last letter was the first I had received for over three weeks. I donôt think you can be receiving all 

my letters. I got a letter from Ruby and she said she only received one letter, but she should have got over 

half a dozen.  

 I am glad to hear that the crop had cut so well. I suppose by the time you get this they will be putting 

in a fresh lot.  

 I am in another ba the 55
th
 Battalion now. It is a newly formed battalion. Ray Harvey and Len 

Sinclair, also Pratt, are all in the 55
th
 so we are all together, but Len is trying to get into the 3

rd
 with Harry 

Elliott. Birt Harvey is in the 2
nd

 Battalion. If Bob joins up let me know what he belongs to so I can look him 

up when he gets over this side of the world.  

 There has been more light showers here. It has been a very wet season for Egypt but there is nearly 

a dust storm today. Canôt think of any more news so I will close with love to all at home. 

 I remain your Loving Son 

  N Penfold. 

[PS] This is my address now: 

 No. 2668A, Private N Penfold 

 D Company, 55
th
 Battalion 

 14
th
 Brigade 

 c/o Intermediate Base 

 Egypt 

Ray will have the same address as me only heôs in C Company. You might tell the Harveys in case you get 

this before they hear from Ray. 

 

In his next letter, Niel touches on the reaction of some of the „old hands‟ of the 3
rd
 Battalion to the splitting 

of their unit.  

Egypt  

Sunday 27
th
 February 

Dear Mother 

 I have had only one letter from you this long time. I hope this finds you all quite well, as it leaves me. 

It is very windy and dusty here today, almost a sand storm. It seems a regular thing to get a dust storm of a 

Sunday. It is starting to get pretty hot here now. It will soon be summer time, while I suppose it is coming on 
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winter time at home. I hope we get away from here before it gets real hot. By account of your letters it has 

been very hot at home. I was very glad to hear how the crop turned out, but such a low price will make it 

nearly as bad as ever. I will try and send you along something from Egypt shortly. There are plenty of fancy 

table centres, handkerchiefs and different things but a person canôt tell whether he is buying good stuff or 

only imitation. 

 Ray Harvey, Len Sinclair, Pratt and myself are all in the 55
th
 Battalion. It came very hard on some 

of the boys of the Third, getting split up after being in it so long. They made the Third into a battalion and 

called this half the 55
th
. They done the same with nearly all the old battalions.  

 I am still sticking to my sheep skin vest although it is useless in this place, but we might see the day 

again when we need them. I would like you to send me along two or three pair of socks as the ones we get 

here donôt last long. We were inspected by General Cox last week and he told some of the boys that had not 

been over on the Peninsula that they would get a fight before long.  

 I believe Floyd is back at Combaning again. He did not stop over here long and he was not out of 

Egypt when he was here.  

 I must close as it is getting late and I want to write a couple more letters. 

 I remain your loving Son, 

  Niel Penfold. 

 

A recurring theme in Niel‟s writing is his desire to receive letters from home, and his concern that mail may 

be getting lost. In these days of e-mail, instant messaging, Skype and international dialling from mobile 

phones, it can be hard to imagine what it must have been like for an 18 year old, no doubt often homesick, to 

be dependent on sea-borne mail to keep in touch.       

Egypt 

Sunday 5
th
 March 

Dear Mother 

 I am quite well and hope you are all the same. I have not had a letter from you for a long while. I am 

in hope of getting one before long. I donôt think that I have got more than half of your letters and I donôt 

think you have been getting all of mine.  

 It is starting to get very hot over here, while at home I suppose it is just the opposite. Is old Homer 

still pottering about Springdale? Has Grandfather come up home to live yet? How is Uncle Bill getting on 

now? I have not seen anything of Birt for a long time but I am expecting to see him again shortly.  

 No more news now. I remain your loving Son, 

  Niel Penfold. 

 

Egypt 

Sunday 19
th
 March 

My Dear Mother 

 I received your welcome letter yesterday. It was dated 30
th
 January. It was the first I had received 

from you [for] about a month. In fact I have not had any letters from anybody for a long time. 

 It is just a fortnight since I wrote to you, but must try and write to you at least once a week, although 

news is very scarce.  

 We had a heavy shower of rain last night; nearly flooded some of the chaps out of their tents. It has 

rained a lot here lately. I think it is on account of being close to the coast. We have a dust storm here nearly 

every week.  

 I have not seen Birt for a long while. I think he is on the Canal somewhere. Len Sinclair and Pratt 

have joined the artillery but Ray has stopped with me. I suppose George Harvey will soon be here. Send me 

George Harvey and George Robertsô address if you can.  

 Ask Ida Berger to write. I have only received one letter from her yet. I often get a letter from Florrie 

Harvey. We got helmets issued to us yesterday. It is starting to get very hot. 

 I must now close, with love, I remain  

 Your loving Son 

  Niel Penfold. 

[PS] I am sending you two or three photos of my tent mates. 

 

The 5
th
 Division were still guarding the Canal Zone and Niel was getting frustrated with the sand, the climate 

and the flies. 
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Egypt 

Monday 10
th
 April, 1916 

Dear Mother 

 I am quite well and I hope these few lines find you all well. I have not heard from you lately. I think 

there must be a terrible lot of letters goes astray. I had a letter from Junee Reefs yesterday. We have shifted 

to another camp lately. It is not as good as the last camp we were in. There is a terrible lot of loose sand 

here. But there is one good thing ï we go for a swim in the Salt Lakes every day. It is very hot here now and 

the flies are extra bad. We are worried by flies and dust by day and fleas and lice by night, but it gets nice 

and cool at night. I hope we soon get a move out of this country. I am about tired of it. We have been back 

here three and a half months now. 

 You never say whether you are getting my money alright or not, but I suppose you are getting it or 

you would say so. News scarce so I will now close. 

 With love to all, I remain your loving Son, 

  N Penfold. 

 

Egypt 

Tuesday 18 April, 1916 

Dear Mother 

 I am quite well and hope these few lines find you all the same. I received your letter dated 30
th
 

February [sic] . It was the first I had heard from you for over a month. I have not had many letters lately. I 

donôt know what is becoming of them and I have only had two newspapers this last two months. We had a 

very nasty dust storm last week. It blew for over thirty six hours and you could not see ten yards for moving 

sand and dust and we had to put two nights out in the open desert without a bit of shelter. We had to dig 

ourselves out of the sand when we woke up in the morning. I have been back here since the 29
th
 December 

and I am sick and tired of the whole place, but I donôt think we will be here a great deal longer. Birt has 

been gone from Egypt a good while. I think he has gone to 

have a go at the squareheads. 

 I suppose you got a bit of a surprise when you 

received my new address. Ray is quite well. He is doing a 

bit of carpentering, building a mess shed. Ray donôt like 

drill ï he dodges it pretty well. He offers out for every job 

that comes along. He has had a go at cooking, butchering 

and carpentering. Groceries are terrible dear over here. 

Jams, preserved fruits, fish and different things are about 

twice as dear as it used to be at home. We donôt get fed very 

well here. We go for a swim in the salt water nearby every 

day here.  

 I donôt think there is any more news now. 

 With lots of love to all at home, Niel. 

 

[Left : Studio portrait of Niel Penfold.] 

 

No. 2668, B Company, 55
th
 Battalion AIEF, Egypt 

30
th
 April 1916 

Dear Mother 

 I received two letters from you last week. I am quite 

well and glad to hear you are all the same. I had a letter 

from Alf from Junee Reefs yesterday. We had Brigade 

Sports here on Anzac Day and we had colours issued for 

the day. A piece of red ribbon for the Landing, Gallipoli, 

and a blue ribbon for service there. I got a blue ribbon. 

 My word, George Harvey is getting on well ï a corporal already. Donôt forget to let me know unit he 

belongs to. Also George Roberts. I heard from Ray that quite a lot enlisted from Temora lately. I suppose 

cropping is in full swing now. 

 News is very scarce so I will ring off now. 

 With best love, from Niel. 

[PS] I donôt suppose George Harvey will get over here in time for us to see him before we go away. 
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At last the 5
th
 Division was getting ready for its move to the Western Front. After camping in the desert for 

so long, Niel must have been thrilled at the news. However, to avoid the wrath of the censor, Niel couldn‟t 

say exactly where the 55
th
 Battalion was being sent. 

Egypt 

Friday, 9
th
 June 1916 

Dear Mother 

 I have not wrote to you for a long time, but I am quite well and hope you are all the same. I have 

received two more letters from you lately and a few from other correspondents and one from Maud saying 

she was knitting some sox.  

 I suppose you will be wondering what has become of me as I have not wrote for a long time. The 

next letter you get from me will most likely be from a different country from this. We might have been gone 

before this only for that late sea battle.  

 I have just about had enough of this country. Some of us have been back in Egypt ever since the 

evacuation of Gallipoli. It is very hot and the flies are very bad here now. I suppose by the time you receive 

this the cropping will be all over.  

 My word the time is flying. It is just a year yesterday since I left old Springdale. I have not heard or 

seen anything of any of the late recruits yet. I [have] a nice collection of Egyptian, French, Greek and other 

coins together which I am going to bring back with me after the war. Is there any fish in the little tank now? 

There [are] some fine fish here in the Canal but we donôt have any time to catch them. We have a Brigade 

Sports on here tomorrow and I am in the tug-of-war team. 

 I hope you are getting my money safe. You never say whether you are getting it or not. I suppose you 

are getting it alright or you would say so. 

 Well Mother, I must now close as news is very scarce. I am always thinking of you all and wondering 

how you are. 

 With best love to all at home 

  from Niel. 

 

Somewhere in France 

Wednesday 12
th
 July 

Dear Mother 

 I have not wrote to you for nearly a month now. I suppose you will be wondering where I am. I am 

quite well and I hope this finds you all the same. I received two letters from you and one from Eric last week 

and four or five from others. I also received one from Ivy. I have not received them socks yet but I expect 

them any day. I have not seen or heard of Birt since last January, but I heard from Lily that he was in the 

mounted military police in Egypt. I suppose he thought he could not stand the hardships after his operation. 

Will you let me know what lot Reggie Cullen comes away in so I can look him up over here. Ray Harvey is 

quite well. He had a letter from Birt the other day.  

 My word, this is a beautiful country. There are plenty of lovely wheat and oat crops here. Things are 

very dear here. Tobacco cannot be bought. I think beer is about the cheapest thing of the lot ï a penny and 

twopence a glass and wine the same. I am in the trenches. Canôt think of any more news so I will now close, 

hoping this finds you all well. 

 With love to all at home. 

 I remain your loving Son 

 Niel Penfold. 

 

Niel sent two Field Service post cards home: one to his brother, Eric, and another to his mother. These cards 

were designed for the sending home of a very quick message by crossing out words or phrases which did not 

apply. Of special interest is the one Niel sent on 18
th
 July 1916 – one day before the Battle of Fromelles. His 

message reads: 

I am quite well. I have received your letter dated 8 May. Letter follows at first opportunity. 

 This would be Niel‟s last correspondence to his family. He was killed two days later on 20
th
 July 

1916. In an incredible coincidence, the tenth and last child of James and Mary Penfold was born that exact 

same day, on the other side of the world to the shell-shattered field where their eldest son met his fate. Niel‟s 

brother would be christened „Robert Niel Penfold‟. 

 James and Mary would be told of their eldest son‟s fate within a month of Niel‟s death. James wrote 

this letter to the Officer in Charge, Base Records, Melbourne: 
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15
th
 Aug 1916 

Dear Sir 

I have been advised by wire that my son, N Penfold, No. 2668 or 5505 3 Batt. has been killed in action on the 

20
th
 July. Would you kindly inform me where he was killed and his number, also the battalion number or any 

particulars you may have in reference to Pte Niel Penfold. The last letter we had was from Egypt. Any 

information will be gratefully received. 

 Yours truly 

 James Penfold. 

 

A week later the army replied, stating that Niel was in the 55
th
 Battalion and it was assumed he had been 

killed in France, as the report of his death came from London.  

 The Church of England chaplain with the 55
th
 Battalion wrote to the Penfolds expressing his 

sympathy on the loss of their son and brother. Whether James and Mary found the letter to be a little „over 

the top‟ and somewhat lacking in a personal touch – Niel was not even mentioned by name – we can only 

speculate. 

In the Field  

55
th
 Battalion AIF 

7 Sept 1916 

Dear Sir 

 This is a little note from the C of E Chaplain of the Battalion to which your brave boy belonged, and 

I want to offer you and his loved ones this token of our sympathy. He played the MAN, and having done his 

duty, has entered his rest in Paradise. We know how great a loss it is to you; we too, feel the loss of a brave 

Comrade. But such an act of wonderful virtue ï the greatest virtue ï has the reward of Great Heavenly 

blessing and advantage. He is like his Saviour, Our Lord, who gave His life for others. And the sacrifice is 

yours too, in a lesser degree, and God will not forget ï He cannot forget. Your Sonôs life was a link binding 

you to Earth, try to let it now be a stronger link binding you to Heaven. Remember too, that the fate of death 

cannot shut off your thought, hope, help, love and prayer for him. He lives, but in the unseen state in 

Paradise. This is Godôs place of ñgrowthò and ñperfectingò of his children; so never cease to pray for his 

peace and perfection, and know that he is not far away. ñWe are encompassed by a great cloud of 

witnesses.ò He is now one of them in Jesusô loving care. May God bless you, and remove the pain of loss, 

giving you in place of it, pride in a brave life, and joy for one you love, safe in His presence. 

I am, 

 Yours very sincerely, 

  W Meredith Holliday Capt. 

   Chaplain 

 

Niel‟s Springdale mate, Ray Harvey, must have been asked by his mother to write a letter to Mary Penfold, 

detailing the circumstances of Niel‟s death. This task he found beyond him. Nevertheless, Ray did shed some 

light on Niel‟s fate. The 55
th
 Battalion were tasked to carry supplies (especially ammunition) across No-

man‟s land to the men of the 53
rd
 and 54

th
 Battalions who had captured the German trenches at Fromelles and 

were holding on to the ground for all they were worth. It appears that Niel did not make it to the captured 

trenches before being killed. 

  

11 Jan 1917 

Dear Mother 

 Just a few lines in answer to your last letter I received a few days ago. I was very pleased to hear 

from you and know you are all well. Well, you asked me to write a few lines to Mrs Penfold but to tell you 

[the] truth I cannot bring myself to the task, we being such great mates.  

 Well about poor Niel, I know nothing definite about him getting killed, only what my mates told me. 

It was a dreadful night. Everyone had [their] own part to play yet we were a cheery lot. I was with him a 

little while before we went in, but of course, being in different companies had to go our separate ways. 

Anyhow he was like the others, quite pleased to think we were having some big game and went to it in great 

style. But poor chap, he did not last long, he being amongst the first to go over had a rough time of it and his 

mates say when no more than half way across fell, killed outright.  

 Anyhow Mother, it will afford his parents a little satisfaction to know that Niel did his duty and did it 

well and no fear of consequence and that is more than a lot can say. I am enclosing a photograph of Nielôs 

section given to me by his mates who thought a good deal of him. They have all written their names on it and 
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asked me to forward it with their deepest sympathy to his mother. They are all here now but one, who has 

been taken prisoner, that is C Leane, that is the big chap sitting in the front.  

 Well dear Mother, I will draw this to a close. With best wishes from your affectionate son, 

  Ray Harvey. 

 

[Left : The photo of No. 6 Section, No. 6 

Platoon, „B‟ Company of the 55
th
 

Battalion. Left to right: „George Lyons, 

C Leane (front), F Ingham (rear), M 

Olston (face only faintly visible), J 

Brooks, Niel Penfold (arrowed), Francis 

Hubbard , Eyles, E Hickson‟. Lyons and 

Hubbard both came from the Euchareena 

district near Wellington, and amazingly, 

another copy of this same photo was 

provided by Mr Richard Clayton of 

Euchareena to Trevor Munro and Graeme 

Hosken for inclusion in their book, 

„Wellington‟s Finest‟. Sometimes it‟s a 

small world in the AIF.]   

 

In May 1919, Mary Penfold received a reply to a letter she had written regarding the fate of her son‟s body. 

A staff captain working with the Director of Graves Registration and Enquiries at the War Office wrote: 

Dear Madam 

 In reply to your letter of 24
th
 February 1918, I regret to say that the grave of Private N Penfold has 

not yet been located, but your enquiry has been noted, and I will write to you again as soon as I am able to 

obtain any information. 

 I am very sorry not to be able to obtain any information. 

 

Mary Penfold‟s brother, Charlie, also served in the AIF and his letter to his sister is the last one in the family 

collection.  

Livry 

3.3.19 

Dear Mary 

 Just a few lines to let you know I am OK and I hope 

that yourself and all at home are the same. I have very little to 

write about these times as we are leading a very quiet life & 

lazy. I had 4 days sick last week, never got out of my bed. I 

thought I was a hospital case but I managed to pull around. I 

had the doctor one day but I am OK again now and have 

started to work again. 

 I suppose everybody is anxious to see us home. Well, I 

am anxious to get home myself. A few have left the Battalion for 

home; those who enlisted in 1915. I may possibly leave France 

this or next month at latest. I am not over-anxious for a week or 

two as the weather will be good in 5 or 6 weeks time. I got the 

parcel of cigarettes from the Combaning School and they are 

very handy as it is hard to get smoking material over here. I 

have been made a driver again. I donôt know how long it will 

last this time. I suppose as soon as we get rid of our horses they 

will reduce us again. I had letters from home saying they had 

been out to see father and he was well. I hope to see him myself 

before too long now.                  

 Well Mary, this is about all this time so I will draw to a 

close, with love to all from your affectionate brother, Charlie.  

 No. 2957 Dvr CA Penfold, Transport Section, 56
th
 Battalion, AIF Abroad 

         [Above: Niel‟s Memorial Scroll.] 
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On 4
th
 July 1917, the 2

nd
 Military District calculated that Mrs Mary Penfold was owed £23.4.8 for the death 

of her son, being made up of Niel‟s balance of pay owing. The cost to the nation for Niel‟s service in the AIF 

amounted to a total of £116.5.0 ($232.50).  

 Niel Penfold died five weeks shy of his 19
th
 birthday.   

 

Below: Mementoes of a life given in the Great War. Left: Rising Sun badge; „Australia‟ shoulder badge; 

Niel‟s three service medals; some AIF tunic buttons; a post-war medallion and Niel‟s „dead man‟s penny‟, 

on which is name is spelt „Neil‟. Right: Niel‟s identity disk, presumably taken from his body after death and 

then sent home to his family.    

 

Above: A plaque recording the rebuilding and 

rededication of the Springdale War Memorial in 2003. 

Left : The names of the Springdale enlistments killed 

in the Great War. Niel‟s name is second from the 

bottom. Ray Harvey‟s name appears on the honour 

roll, as do two of his brothers, Reuben and Bertie.  

 

 

 

 

 

Endnotes: (1) According to Robert Webster in his book, „The First Fifty Years of Temora‟, Possum Power 

Hill  was named after a one-stand gold crushing plant which was small enough to fit onto a tree stump. It was 

said to have the power of a single possum. [Thanks to Russell Manning.] Possum Power Tank was a steam 

locomotive watering tank between Stockinbingal and Temora. The location of Possum Power Tank was later 

re-named Springdale, the village which Niel gave as his home address. (2) Ida Berger (daughter of Joseph 

and Mary) was born in 1896 and was from Temora. She was a similar age to Niel and it seems that they may 

have been sweet on each other. There is no record of a marriage for Ida Berger in NSW. (3) „Birt‟ was 

Lieutenant Herbert William Penfold MM, 2
nd

 Machine Gun Battalion; enlisted 22
nd

 May 1915 and 



DIGGER 77 Issue 37 

returned to Australia 19
th
 June 1919. Bert was Niel‟s cousin from Barmedman. (4) Ray Harvey was Private 

2684 William Raymond Harvey, 55
th
 Battalion; enlisted 18

th
 August 1915 and was killed in action 4

th
 July 

1918. It is quite likely that Niel and Ray enlisted together. (5) Len Sinclair was probably 2909 Thomas 

Cyril Sinclair, 3
rd

 and 55
th
 Battalions; enlisted 29/6/15 and RTA 25/1/19. (6) Birt Harvey is 4208 Private 

Bert (óBertieô) Cecil Harvey, 2
nd

 Battalion; enlisted 18/12/15 and DOW 7/5/17. (7) Jim Sturgeon is yet to 

be identified. There is no James Sturgeon on the nominal roll. (8) Jack Barry was Private 2382 John Barry, 

55
th
 Battalion; enlisted 10/6/15 and RTA 5/3/19. (8) Harry Elliott was 717 Sgt Henry James Elliott 3

rd
 

Battalion; enlisted 22/8/14 and KIA 20/7/16. Harry remained with the 3
rd
 Battalion, but in a twist of fate he 

was also killed on 20
th
 July 1916 – not at Fromelles where Niel was killed, but near Pozieres. He was buried 

in Sausage Valley but his grave was lost. Harry Elliott was a schoolteacher from Tumbarumba but must have 

been working at Temora, as this was where his Will was kept. His brother, Corporal 316 John Joseph 

Elliott, 3
rd

 Battalion, was also killed in the war, dying on 15/9/16 from wounds received at Pozieres. He is 

buried in Birmingham Cemetery, UK. (9) Frank Hopson was 2668 Cpl Frank Reginald Hopson MM, 3
rd

 

Battalion; enlisted 6/8/15 and RTA 20/4/19. With Frank having the same regimental number as Niel, it 

could explain why Niel became 2668A. (10) Soldier Pratt serving is yet to be identified. (11) George Harvey 

was 1920 Private Robert George Harvey, 35
th
 Battalion; enlisted 2/1/16, RTA 1/11/17. (12) George 

Roberts was Private George Frederick Roberts, 34
th
 Battalion; enlisted 8/2/16 and RTA 5/4/19. Reggie 

Cullen was L/Cpl Reginald Miller Cullen, 8
th
 Battalion; enlisted 19/6/16 and RTA 21/12/18. (13) Charlie 

Penfold was 2957 Private (later Driver) Charles Albert Penfold, 56
th
 Battalion; enlisted 17/8/16 and RTA 

2/6/19. Charlie Penfold was Mary Penfold‟s brother – Mary‟s maiden name was Penfold and she married her 

cousin, James Penfold. (14) The men in Niel‟s No. 6 Section appear to be the following: George Lyons was 

L/Cpl 2861 George Lyons, 3
rd

 and 55
th
 Battalions; enlisted 29/6/15 and KIA 9/3/17. C Leane was 2954 

Private Albert Charles Leane, 3
rd

 and 55
th
 Battalions; enlisted 26/7/15 and RTA 2/5/19. F Ingham was 

2852 L/Sgt Fred Ingham, 3
rd

 and 55
th
 Battalions; enlisted 20/6/15 and RTA 21/3/19. M Olston was 2665 

Sgt Maurice Albert Ohlsson, 3
rd

 and 55
th
 Battalions and 5

th
 DAOC; enlisted 6/6/15 and RTA 23/7/19. J 

Brooks was probably 5329 Private Albert Joseph Brooks, 3
rd

 and 55
th
 Battalions; enlisted 15/1/16 and 

RTA 4/5/17. Francis Hubbard was 2849 Private Francis John Hubbard, 55
th
 Battalion; enlisted 29/6/15 

and RTA 4/5/17. Eyles was Pte/Dvr 3589 Harry Eyles, 3
rd

 and 55
th
 Battalions, and 5

th
 MG Battalion ; 

enlisted 6/8/16 and RTA 8/4/19. E Hickson was 1342 Private Earnest Henry Hickson, 3
rd

 and 55
th

 

Battalions; enlisted 1/9/14 and RTA 4/12/18. (15) The War Diary of the 55
th
 Battalion records that, as at 31

st
 

July 1916, losses in the unit at Fromelles were: two officers and 35 other ranks killed; five ORs died of 

wounds; five officers and 149 ORs wounded and four officers and 139 ORs missing. (16) The first wave of 

carrying parties from the 55
th
 Battalion started across No-man‟s land at 7.00pm or just afterwards. Ray 

Harvey‟s account implies that Niel may have been in one of the first waves to go across; however, these 

working parties were drawn from „C‟ and „D‟ Companies, whereas Niel was in „B‟ Company. Lieutenant 

Colonel McConaghy, CO 55
th

 Battalion, recorded that „B‟ Company was directed to cross No-man‟s land 

at 8.55pm to support the 54
th
 Battalion, and that B Company got across without a casualty. This casts doubt 

on Ray‟s description of Niel‟s death, but in the confusion of battle, and relying on hearsay, it is not 

uncommon for accounts of the loss of a mate to be varied. (17) Niel‟s name appears on the VC Corner 

Australian Cemetery and Memorial. If he was killed in No-man‟s land, and his identity disk was taken off his 

body at the time, it is likely that his body was one of the 410 unknown soldiers recovered from the battlefield 

after the armistice and buried at VC Corner. Members of the Penfold family have provided a DNA sample 

but no link to a soldier found at Pheasant Wood has yet been established. (18) James Penfold wrote to the 

army on 24
th
 April 1917, informing them that a parcel containing Niel‟s possessions had been received. He 

added: „If anything more turns up please to send, as their ought to be a watch and coins‟. This would have 

been the watch given to Niel by his three uncles, and the coin collection Niel was gathering and going to 

bring home on his return from the war. The package 

seems to have contained Niel‟s identity disk, note 

book, a letter and a card. (19) The vast majority of 55
th
 

Battalion men killed on 20
th
 July 1916 have a Red 

Cross Wounded and Missing file. Unfortunately, there 

is no file for Niel and he is not mentioned in any of the 

other reports, so exactly where and when he was killed 

will remain a mystery. (20) Niel, the first child of 

James and Mary Penfold, is remembered on his 

parents‟ grave in the Temora Cemetery [left]. His age 

is shown, mistakenly, as 19 years.             
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EETTCCHHEEDD  IINN  SSTTOONNEE                                    ((Edited by Russell Curley) 

 

This is the thirty-sixth in a series of extracts, from John Laffinôs ñWe Will Remember Them - AIF Epitaphs of 

World War 1ò, which will appear in successive issues of óDIGGERô. 
 

The final episode on the theme ñProfound Despair and Resignationò  

Place names in bold type are cemetery names 

 
 

Scores of thousands of bereaved Australians must have asked themselves and others those anguished 

questions: What was it all for? Was it worth our son‟s life? Many epitaphs tug at the heartstrings. One in 

Lijssenthoek cemetery also makes me wonder if the appeal in the epitaph refers to the dead soldier or the 

living left behind, perhaps his widow: 

I BESEECH ALL WHO LOVE ME  

GRANT ME HELP OF THEIR PRAYERS 

Driver J. D. Coolahan, ASC, killed at the age of 30 on 3 October 1916, was beyond prayer; my feeling is that 

Mrs Coolahan, lonely, bereft and still shocked, was „beseeching‟ her family and friends for support.  

 

For sheer concentrated despair consider the epitaph on the headstone of Private D. C. Thompson, 

32
nd

 Bn, who was only 21 when he was killed in the Somme‟s winter mud on 4 December 1916 and buried in 

Heilly Station Cemetery. 

THE WEED AND THE WILDFLOWER  

CREEPETH AROUND A LONE AND SILENT BED  

 

The epitaph on the grave of Trooper L. S. Burniston of 3
rd
 Australian Battalion, Imperial Camel 

Corps, might not on first reading seem to be invested with profound despair: 

ALSO TWIN BROTHER HOWARD  

KILLED IN ACTION  

Trooper Burniston was 32 when killed in the Sinai Desert in an action against the Turks and he is buried at 

Beersheba War Cemetery, Israel. His parents knew of Howard‟s death when they wrote the epitaph for his 

twin brother and felt that to draw attention to their twin sons‟ deaths in action said much more than any 

poetic or patriotic epitaph. They were, of course, inconsolable and never recovered from their loss. JL . 
 

MY HEART ALWAYS SAD MY SORROW GREAT  

MY LOSS HARD TO BEAR  
 

Pte A. E. Elder, 9
th
 Bn, 25.7.18  

Borre, France 

OH FOR THE TOUCH OF A VANISHED HAND  

AND THE SOUND OF A VOICE SO STILL  

L/Cpl E. C. Thomas, 16
th
 Bn, 29.9.17 (33) 

Lijssenthoek, Belgium 

A VACANT CHAIR IN THE HOME TODAY  

FOR HE WHOM WE LOVE LIES FAR AWAY  

Drvr C. R. Phillpot, Field Arty, 24.4.18 (21) 

Frechencourt, France 

ALTHOUGH FAR AWAY BELOVED  

WE STILL LONG FOR THEE  

Pte H. F. Deards, 15
th
 Bn, 18.8.17 (26) 

Messines Ridge, Belgium 

DEARLY LOVED, SADLY MISSED  

DEEPLY MOURNED  

óLOWLANDSô, BRIDGET TOWN. W.A. 
 

Pte L. T. Blechynden, 48
th
 Bn, 1.7.17 (19) 

Underhill Farm , Belgium 

óBELIEVED TO BEô MY THOUGHTS ROAM  

TO WHERE OUR HERO LIES  

THY WILL BE DONE  
 

Pte J. T. Murray, 8
th
 Bn, 15.4.18 (28) 

Outtersteene, France 

TO HAVE LOVED THEN PART IS THE SADDEST 

STORY OF THE HUMAN HEART  
 

Spr B. D. Langford, Aust Engrs, 31.7.18 (22) 

Crouy, France 

ONLY A MEMORY OF BY -GONE DAYS 

AND A WISH FOR A FACE UNSEEN 
 

Cpl E. L. Bray, 57
th
 Bn, 4.7.18 (23) 

Franvillers , France 

IT IS HARD TO SAY THY WILL BE DONE  

ITôS HARD TO SAY ADIEU  

MOTHER  

Sgt W. S. Whitbread, 5
th
 ALH Regt, 9.11.17 (33) 

Beersheba, Israel (Palestine) 

Continued next issue. 
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DIGGER Quiz No. 37: óCampbellôs challengeô 
Maurice has returned to his library for this issue‟s quiz and wonders how many authors you can name of 

these WWI-related books? 

1. „High Adventure‟. 

2. „A Fortunate Life‟. 

3. „Somme Mud‟. 

4. „In the Footsteps of Private Lynch‟. 

5. „Four Australians at War‟. 

6. „Over There with the Australians‟. 

7. „To Hell and Back – The Banned Account of Gallipoli‟. 

8. „Gallipoli Sniper‟. 

9. „Hell, Hope and Heroes (Life in the Field Ambulance in World War I)‟. 

10. „Padre – Australian Chaplains in Gallipoli and France‟. 

11. „The Hell, the Humour and the Heartbreak (A Private‟s View of World War I)‟. 

12. „First to Damascus (The story of the Australian Light Horse and Lawrence of Arabia)‟. 

13. „History of the Eleventh Light Horse Regiment‟. 

14. „Torpedoed – The RMS Leinster Disaster‟. 

15. „Silent Voices‟. 

Maurice comments: DIGGER 35 also featured 15 WWI books from my extensive library. I have many more 

great WWI books to choose from. These books have provided questions and answers which have appeared 

since Issue 1 of DIGGER. I encourage all members of the FFFAIF to expand their knowledge of Australian 

military history by reading any of the books featured in Quizzes 35 and 37.  

 
Dedication of plaques for the 2nd, 54th, 13th and 34th Battalions 

AWM, Canberra, 14th February 2012 
Contributed by John Ross, Kotara. 

 

The Friends of the 2
nd

 Infantry Battalion have received permission and funding to place four bronze plaques 

within the Memorial Plaque designated area of the Australian War Memorial. These plaques will 

commemorate the service and honour the memory of four NSW battalions: the 2
nd

, 54
th
; 13

th
 and 34

th
 

Battalions of the First AIF.  

 The Friends originally sought funding for plaques for the 2
nd

 Battalion and its daughter battalion, the 

54
th
, into which around four hundred 2

nd
 Battalion men were transferred at Tel-el-Kebir on 14

th
 February 

1916. They were then successful in obtaining funds for plaques for the 13
th
 and 34

th
 Battalions, which 

recruited many members from the Maitland and Cessnock areas. 

 While the plaques were delivered to the AWM in October 2011, it was decided that the dedication 

ceremony will take place on Tuesday, 14
th
 February 2012, which marks the 96

th
 Anniversary of the splitting 

of the 2
nd

 Battalion. The ceremony will take place at 10.00am on that day in the western grounds of the 

AWM. 

 The Friends of the 2
nd

 Battalion invite FFFAIF members, particularly those with a connection to the 

four battalions, to attend on the day. Dress for the dedication ceremony will be coat and tie for the gentlemen 

and smart casual attire for the ladies. Large medals should be worn. To enable the AWM to be informed of 

approximate numbers attending, it would be appreciated if those intending to be present contact John Ross at 

76 Grinsell Street, Kotara NSW 2289, phone 02 4957 6187 or e-mail John at rossjr@idl.net.au. 

 
 

   
SSSEEEAAASSSOOONNNôôôSSS   GGGRRREEEEEETTTIII NNNGGGSSS   

The FFFAIF Committee of Management offers members and their families  
best wishes for a safe and enjoyable holiday season and for ongoing good health and prosperity  

 in the New Year. 
 

 

Next issue: DIGGER 38 will carry a story on the renaming of the Coolabah-Brewarinna Road as the „Arthur 

Hall VC Way‟. A number of FFFAIF members were invited to attend the ceremony held on 8
th
 December.   

mailto:rossjr@idl.net.au
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Answers to DIGGER Quiz No. 37 
1. Arthur Cobby [right ]. 

2. AB Facey. 

3. Will Davies.  
4. Will Davies. 

5. Maurice Campbell and Graeme Hosken. 

6. Captain R Hugh Knyvett. 

7. Sydney Loch. 

8. John Hamilton. 

9. Memoirs of Roy Ramsay, edited by his son Ron J Ramsay. 

10. Michael McKernan. 

11. Bert Bishop. 

12. Jill, Duchess of Hamilton. 

13. Ernest W Hammond. 

14. Phillip Lecane. 

15. Robert Kearney. 

 

FFFAIF Western Front Tour 2012 
Have you always wanted to visit the battlefields of France and Belgium, but been put off by the need to 

arrange air travel, book accommodation and drive on the wrong side of the road? And once there, worried 

about getting lost in the maze of villages and roads and being uncertain if you have found the battlefields you 

are looking for? Procrastinate no longer! Join the FFFAIF‟s second tour in July 2012 and all these hassles 

will disappear as our own tour guides will take you on a tour of the Australian battlefields and selected 

cemeteries, on board a luxurious coach while staying in three star accommodation (all rooms with en suites) 

in Ieper, Arras, Albert and Assevillers (near Peronne).  

 As our tours are run on a non-profit basis, you will not find a better value two-week Western Front 

tour anywhere! Only $2,950 per person twin share*. It will be an experience of a lifetime as you travel the 

Western Front with fellow-members with similar interests. The Gallipoli prequel ($1670 per person twin 

share*) to the Western Front tour has only a couple of seats left, but there are plenty of seats available for the 

second leg. You will fly into Amsterdam as part of the tour group and end in Paris, from where you can 

return home with the group or travel onto other places. A tour flyer was sent with DIGGER 36, so read 

through that or see the Members‟ Area of the website www.fffaif.org.au for more details, and then contact 

Chris Munro at secretary@fffaif.org.au to express your interest. Don‟t delay! [*Prices are for land content 

only and are subject to fluctuations in currency exchange rates.] 
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