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Trench talk 

Graeme Hosken. 

 
This issue 
DIGGER 47 contains a huge number of articles on a wide variety of topics. The memoirs of Eric Churches 

concludes in this issue, while Len Jones is getting closer to the end of his war. The majority of fillers have 

been taken from the óSaxon Sentinelô, published aboard the Troopship Saxon on the way home in 1919. 

Thanks to all contributors for their continued support of DIGGER. (Subs are now due for most members.) 

Welcome to new members 
Rod Carpenter, Bob Lamond, Harold OôKeefe, Emeritus Professor John Ramsland and Susan Tongue. 

Digital copies of DIGGER 
A number of members have taken up the option of receiving DIGGER by e-mail as a PDF file which they 

can view on their computer or tablet. Some receive only the electronic copy while others are sent both the 

paper and the digital copy. If you would like to receive DIGGER electronically (with some colour images), 

contact the Editor [see bottom of page for details].  

Members can now download all the back issues of DIGGER from our website using the memberôs password. 

Now that is a lot of reading! 

Updates on relocation of the Miranda war memorial 
1. A time capsule was discovered buried under the Miranda war memorial while it was being dismantled and 

shifted to a nearby park. The time capsule was made from a WWI artillery shell, soldered shut. It was buried 

with two tobacco pouches and Zig Zag cigarette papers. The rumour that the concrete statue of a Digger 

(once on the top of the statue) was buried inside the memorial was put to rest when no statue was found. 

[Source: óThe Leaderô, 13/3/14.] 

2. The time capsule discovered buried under the Miranda war memorial has been opened and found to 

contain a 1967 copy of óThe Sydney Morning Heraldô and a 1967 copy of óThe Pictorialô, which featured a 

photograph of a crane rebuilding the war memorial when it was moved to Central Avenue. There was also a 

copy of Miranda RSL Clubôs annual report for that year. The items will go into a new time capsule to be 

placed inside the relocated memorial. [Source: óThe Leaderô, 27/3/14.] 

One hundred years on 
DIGGER would like to feature articles over the next four years that reflect the events of 100 years prior. For 

example, the September 2014 issue will carry a major article by Tony Cunneen on the events in Sydney in 

August 1914. In a similar vein, if a member wishes to contribute an article on the establishment of the AIF, 

the sailing of the First Contingent or their arrival in Egypt in 1914, it could be run in the September or 

December 2014 issues. Next yearôs issues could feature more articles on the events of 1915, and so on, until 

2018. An opportunity like this comes along only once every one hundred years!  

Identifying Diggers 
A glance at the DIGGER indexes (currently available for Issues 1 to 44 from the website) reveals the many 

hundreds of AIF servicemen and women who have been mentioned in articles. Efforts are made to establish 

each personôs identity by regimental number and unit to acknowledge their service and honour their 

memory. If contributors can research and include these details in their articles it will save some time for the 

Editor and Indexer. The nominal roll, embarkation roll, ROH or their NAA service record will all carry these 

details. If you cannot find the information, donôt worry ï the Editor will still endeavour to do so. 
 

Copyright © DIGGER 2014. All material in DIGGER is copyright. [Note: Opinions expressed by authors in this magazine are not necessarily those of the FFFAIF.] 

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 $30 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 0401 467 819. Please leave a message if not answered and a committee member will return your call.   
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New Patron-in-Chief for FFFAIF 
Submitted by Russell Curley, Blakehurst. 

[Biographies and photos courtesy http://www.gg.gov.au/gg-bio-cosgrove]  
 

His Excellency General the Honourable Sir Peter Cosgrove AK MC (Retd), Governor-General of the 

Commonwealth of Australia, has accepted our invitation and agreed to become FFFAIF Patron-in-Chief, 

succeeding the Honourable Dame Quentin Bryce AD CVO. Thank you, Sir 

Peter, for granting us this honour and welcome to our association. 
 

Peter Cosgrove was born in Sydney in 1947. The son of a soldier, 

he attended Waverley College in Sydney and graduated in 1968 from the 

Royal Military College, Duntroon. 

Early in his military career, he fought in Vietnam, commanding a 

rifle platoon. He was awarded the Military Cross in 1971 for his 

performance and leadership during an assault on enemy positions. 

In 1972, he served as Aide de Camp to Governor-General Sir Paul 

Hasluck. He returned to regimental life as second in command of a 

Company, rising to Adjutant then Company Commander in the Armyôs 5
th
 

Battalion Royal Australian Regiment (5 RAR), then 5/7 RAR in 

Holsworthy, Sydney. Subsequent appointments included a period as a 

tactics instructor at the Armyôs Infantry Centre in Singleton, New South Wales; a yearôs study at the United 

States Marine Corps Staff College in Quantico, USA; extended periods of duty in the United Kingdom and 

India; and command of 1 RAR. He was appointed a Member in the Military Division of the Order of 

Australia (AM) for his service in command in 1983-84. 

Peter Cosgrove came to national attention in 1999 when, as Commander of the International Task 

Force East Timor (INTERFET), he was responsible for overseeing that countryôs transition to independence. 

For his leadership in this role he was promoted to Companion in the Military Division of the Order of 

Australia (AC). 

Promoted to Lieutenant General, he was appointed Chief of Army in 2000. After further promotion 

to General, he served as Chief of the Defence Force from 2002-2005. He retired from the Australian Defence 

Force in 2005. 

Subsequently, he accepted positions on several boards, including QANTAS, Cardno and the 

Australian Rugby Union. He was appointed by the Queensland Government to lead the taskforce rebuilding 

communities in the Innisfail region following the devastation caused by Cyclone Larry in 2006. From 2007 

to 2012, he chaired the Council of the Australian War Memorial, and served as Chancellor of the Australian 

Catholic University from 2010 until early 2014. 

On 25 March 2014, Prime Minister Tony Abbott announced that General Cosgrove would become a 

Knight in the Order of Australia when sworn in as Governor-General. 

General Sir Peter Cosgrove gave the Boyer Lectures series, ñA Very Australian Conversationò in 

2009. His autobiography ñMy Storyò was published in 2006. He was named Australian of the Year in 2001. 

An avid sports follower, General Sir Peter Cosgrove takes particular interest in rugby and cricket.  

He and his wife Lady Cosgrove have three adult sons and one grandson. 

 

Her Excellency Lady Cosgrove 

Lynne Cosgrove (n®e Payne) was born and raised in Sydneyôs southern suburbs. 

After attending Penshurst Girls High School, she studied art, then worked as a 

layout artist and copywriter in the retail fashion industry before spending several 

years in the finance sector. She travelled widely overseas during this period. 

She met Peter Cosgrove in early 1975 and they married in 1976. They 

have three adult sons and one grandson. 

During Sir Peterôs long military career, she accompanied him on postings 

throughout Australia and in several overseas countries including the United 

States of America, the United Kingdom and India. 

Lady Cosgrove has been actively involved in the welfare of partners in 

the defence community and became the inaugural Patron of Partners of Veterans 

Australia. She has worked with numerous voluntary organisations supporting 

aged and disabled people, and endangered Australian wildlife. Her personal 

interests include art and architecture, nature and gardens, and she is a keen sports follower.  

http://www.gg.gov.au/gg-bio-cosgrove
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History, high ranks and the 40th Battalion of 1918 at Heilly Station 
Brett Arnfield, Mentone. 

 

Brett and his mate óCrookyô continue their travels on the Western Front. This issue finds the boys on the 

southern banks of the Ancre at Heilly Station Cemetery. 

 

Leaving Dartmoor Cemetery [see DIGGER 44], we followed the D120, hugging the southern bank of the 

Ancre River as it passed through the village of Ville-sur-Ancre ï the scene of the 22
nd

 Battalionôs Sergeant 

William óRustyô Ruthvenôs Victoria Cross action during the dramatic recapture of the village by the 6
th
 AIF 

Brigade in May, 1918. 

 On through Treux and a couple of kilometres past Mericourt LôAbbe, we soon came to our next stop 

ï Heilly Station Cemetery ï situated down a side road to our left, opposite the small railway station it was 

named for. This area was well known to Australian troops; as well as the AIF maintaining a transit camp at 

nearby Mericourt LôAbbe, the village of Heilly, just across from here on the northern bank of the Ancre, at 

one time also contained a Brigade HQ and provided billets for the troops. 

 The cemetery here at 

Heilly [right ] came into being 

with the 36
th
 and 38

th
 Casualty 

Clearing Stations moving into 

this area in April and May, 1916, 

respectively. With the Somme 

offensive that began on 1 July, 

they were soon joined by the 2/2
nd

 

London CCS, and the cemetery 

here really began to take shape. 

This, as Iôll explain, was mainly 

due to the poor organisation and 

later execution of the plans for the 

evacuation and treatment of the 

wounded the powers-that-be knew 

must accompany such a stunt. But 

to demonstrate just how poorly it 

was all handled and how Heilly 

copped such an influx of cases, a 

bit of background is needed. 

 

The basic plan of General Sir Henry Rawlinson, the commander of the British Fourth Army and the man in 

charge of the show was, in theory, simple enough. He intended to unleash an intensive artillery bombardment 

that would (hopefully) destroy the German front-line defences that occupied the high ground overlooking the 

British line. Waves of heavily-equipped attacking troops from Rawlinsonôs Fourth Army and elements of 

General Sir Edward Allenbyôs Third Army would then move forward, occupy the German line and beat off 

any counter-attacks. The artillery would then destroy the second line and the process would be repeated. 

Having thus broken through the German line, the Reserve Army under Lieutenant General Sir Hubert 

Gough, with its three cavalry divisions would then break through into the clear country beyond and sweep 

north towards Arras, rolling up the German line. Tally-ho! 

 For all three men, the Somme would be their first battle in command of an Army, and as we now 

know, it didnôt quite work out as planned. 

 The extent of the catastrophe that befell the British Army on the first day of the Somme offensive 

was truly mind-snapping. But for the thousands of men left lying out on the battlefield among pieces of their 

mates that first night, as youôre about to see, the nightmare had only just begun. 

 From a medical standpoint, the planning had, in theory, been detailed. Arrangements had been made 

for the reception of (the seemingly inevitable) heavy casualties and the line of evacuation set out: 

1. For quick evacuation to the Regimental Aid Posts (RAPs), the number of stretcher-bearers per 

battalion was firstly doubled from 16 to 32. 

2. From the RAPs, wounded were to be collected by Field Ambulances using wheeled stretchers, 

hand carriages on trolley lines and ï particularly at night ï horse wagons or motor ambulances. 
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3. The Field Ambulance would then distribute the wounded to: (a) walking wounded collection 

points, from which they would make their own way to the rear; (b) Advanced Dressing Stations 

(ADS); (c) An advanced operating centre of 40 beds for urgent cases (especially severe abdominal 

wounds). 

4. From the ADS, wounded were then to be evacuated to Main Dressing Stations, mainly via motor 

ambulance, but they could also be sent directly from the ADS to the advanced operating centre or to 

a Casualty Clearing Station (CCS) allocated for urgent cases. 

5. From the casualty clearing stations, patients were then to be evacuated mainly by ambulance 

trains, but also by motor ambulance convoys and canal barges, to base hospitals. 

 

The RAPs could only provide the most basic first aid, perhaps supplemented by a shot of morphia. At the 

Field Ambulance, essential life-saving surgery was carried out. This would mainly involve the amputation of 

smashed limbs and control of haemorrhage. The bulk of the surgical work however was carried out at the 

CCSs. At times of great pressure, this sometimes meant that patients would have to be passed further to the 

rear before even emergency surgery was possible. 

 Heilly, where we are now, was the first one of four major groups of CCSs located, one behind the 

other, alongside the railway line that ran south-west away from the front line ï at Heilly , Corbie, La 

Neuville and Daours. Back in the day, those here at Heilly were literally across the road from the cemetery, 

about 250 metres north of it, immediately along the south side of the railway track, stretching about 100 to 

150 metres either side of the present-day station and level crossing.  

 The CCSs were to be the mainstay of dealing with the most urgent cases and were designed to cope 

with between 150 and 300 casualties at a time. A rotation system was also employed so once dealt with, 

these patients could be rapidly cleared for new cases. At the beginning of the offensive the Fourth Army had 

14 CCSs as well as the aforementioned advanced operating centre with its 40 beds set up and available to it. 

The base hospitals in France had 61 000 beds between them ï half of these being vacant in anticipation of 

casualties from the offensive. The essential ingredient in getting the wounded back to these hospitals for 

proper care, however, were the ambulance trains ï a fact Rawlinson recognised, and so he personally 

requested 18 to be made available for ferrying the wounded to the rear on the first day of the battle. He was 

assured by the quartermaster, Lieutenant General Ronald C Maxwell, that the needs of his Army would be 

met. 

 In the event, 57 000* casualties were suffered on 1 July by the British. [* More than the combined 

losses for the Crimean, Boer and Korean Wars.]  

 In an attempt to make some sort of sense of a number like that, try thinking of it in these terms:  

57 000 casualties sustained over a frontage of roughly 29 kilometres. Thatôs almost two men ï two unique 

lives ï per metre! Over 29 kilometres. Think about it. 

 During the first day, 863 officers and 22 826 other ranks passed through the field ambulances and of 

these, 14 000 were evacuated to CCSs, whose usual allocation of staff ï bearing in mind the enormity of 

what they were now facing ï amounted to a paltry 15 medical officers, 15 nurses* and about 70 NCOs and 

other ranks acting as orderlies. [* Casualty Clearing Stations were the closest women got to the Front during 

WWI.] 

 To say they were absolutely swamped is something of an understatement. 

 

Now for the disappointing ï even amazing ï part: After all Maxwellôs promises to Rawlinson, on the 

morning of 1 July, one solitary ambulance train stood ready to receive casualties. Two more ran that 

afternoon (but left partly filled before the bulk of the wounded had been brought in), and two more ran at 

midnight. Between them, these five trains evacuated some 3 200 casualties, but on the night of 1-2 July the 

CCSs were choked with over 12 000 cases ï far in excess of their capacity. But that was only the beginning. 

On 2 July another 13 800 casualties arrived at the already overflowing CCSs, followed by a further 8 800 the 

following day. 

 Men who had been wounded on the first day of the battle were still coming back in considerable 

numbers by 5 July*  ï such was the strain on the medical services that some of the wounded passed right 

through the system, arriving in hospitals in England still wearing their original field dressing. [*One man, 

wounded on 1 July near Beaumont-Hamel, was finally brought in on the fourteenth day.] 

 One man who witnessed this misery first-hand was the Reverend J Stanhope Walker, who had 

swapped life at his quiet Lincolnshire rectory for voluntary service at a CCS at Corbie ï the next one down 

from Heilly at the junction of the Somme and Ancre rivers. He was there when the human tsunami arrived. 

Obviously busy at the outset, he later found time to sit down and write to his family back home: 
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Now I know something of the horrors of war; the staff is redoubled but what of that, imagine 1 000 

badly wounded PER DIEM. The surgeons are beginning to get sleep, because after working night 

and day they realise we may be at this for some months ... 

Thatôs probably enough background for now ï you get the picture. What all this really meant for us at this 

point, was that during the first days of the Somme offensive, the three CCSs here at Heilly were the closest 

to the battlefield and the ambulance train fiasco on the first day meant that they bore the brunt of it all. 

 

Jumping out of the car, we assembled our gear and on entering the cemetery were immediately struck by one 

of the unique features of this place ï one born beyond any thought of trivial decoration, but out of a grim 

necessity: incorporated into the entrance is a cloister containing a screen wall about 20 metres in length. 

Even though Heilly was a hospital cemetery, its uncomfortable proximity to the front line, coupled with the 

fact that due to the aforementioned shortage of trains no casualties could be moved on for up to 72 hours 

after arrival, the death toll here was so great that the burials in this cemetery were carried out hastily and 

under extreme pressure. Graves were dug either too close together to be individually marked, or more 

practically, to save both time and space, men 

were often buried stacked on top of each 

other, sometimes (and not uncommonly) 

three to a grave. The result is that some 

headstones here carry as many as three sets 

of casualty details and in cases like this, the 

menôs regimental badges had to be omitted. 

However, in many, many cases here, where 

the headstone carries the names of only two 

men, the regimental badges (if different) are 

conjoined at the top of the headstone. [Left : 

Examples of ótriple gravesô at Heilly Station.] 

 According to the CWGC, there are a 

total of 2 951 identified burials here at Heilly 

ï 2 890 of them from the First World War. 

Only 12 of these are unidentified. Added to 

all this is a row of special memorial 

headstones that have been erected to 21 casualties whose graves during the later work in setting up the 

cemetery could not be exactly located. These are lined up next to the cloister against the northern wall of the 

cemetery and include among their number, two of the 402 Australians known to be buried here, namely, 

Privates 7494 Alexander Gale and 2796 George Carruthers of the 40
th
 Battalion, who were both killed in 

action nearby on 28 March, 1918. But weôll get to their stories later.  

 The Australian burials here basically fall into two distinct categories ï those from the winter of 

1916-17 who predominantly died of wounds, and those from the period March to May, 1918, who were 

pretty much exclusively killed in action. For the purpose of this particular story, it is the latter group we will 

be concentrating on. 

 And here we come to another distinction held by Heilly ï the slightly 

complicated fact that lying among the rows of headstones here is one belonging to the 

most senior AIF officer (who was in fact a Scot), to be killed in France ï Brigadier 

General Duncan Glasfurd (Grave V.A.17) ï who commanded the 12
th
 Infantry 

Brigade ï and it was to his grave, sitting just outside the cloister in the front row of the 

first plot inside the entrance, that we now headed. I say óslightly complicatedô, because 

while Glasfurd is the most senior AIF officer to actually be killed in France, the 

dubious distinction of being the most senior AIF officer to be buried in France is held 

by Major General Willi am Holmes CMG, DSO, VD ï GOC of the 4
th
 AIF Division 

[right , AWM13440], who was killed by shell fire while showing William Holman , 

the Premier of New South Wales, over the newly-captured ground at Messines 

[Belgium] on 2 July, 1917. He lies just over the French border from where he died, in Trois Arbres 

Cemetery, Steenwerck, just west of Armentieres.  

 Moving on, down in the southern corner of the cemetery, we came to the start of two long rows ï 

more like ranks ï of headstones that make up the long, skinny Plot VII, which form a physical barrier to, and 

seemingly standing guard over, the Great Cross nestled against the back wall that looms above them. It is 

here that another high-ranking Australian officer ï Lieutenant Colonel Walter Churchus DSO, the CO of 
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the 7
th
 Brigade Australian Field Artillery lies (VII.A.26). [Below right: Studio portrait of Lieutenant Colonel 

Walter Churchus, 7
th
 Field Artillery Brigade. AWM H19191.] 

 A builder from Elsternwick, Victoria, Churchus had been a major of 

artillery in the CMF (Citizen Military Force, the militia of the day) before the 

war, and had no doubt followed the AIFôs fortunes on Gallipoli with great 

interest, but on their evacuation, he got his business affairs in order and 

enlisted on April Foolôs Day, 1916. 

 Arriving in England in July, he was in France with the 29
th
 Battery of 

the 8th Brigade AFA by the end of December, and put in a very full 1917: a 

year that was to culminate with him being awarded the DSO on New Yearôs 

Day, 1918. 

 Churchus was promoted to temporary lieutenant colonel the 

following July and given temporary command of the 8
th
 Australian Field 

Artillery Brigade, before being moved across in October to temporarily 

command the 3
rd
 Division Ammunition Column. 

 Mentioned in Sir Douglas Haigôs despatch of 7 November, 1917, for 

... distinguished and gallant service and devotion to duty in the field during 

the period 26 February to 20 September, December of 1917 saw him sent on 

a brigade commanderôs course before he returned to France in January, 1918, 

and took charge of the 7
th
 Australian Field Artillery Brigade. 

 On the night of 27 March, having come down from Flanders, the 

batteries of Churchusô 7
th
 FAB took up positions between Franvillers and 

Heilly, between the Albert-Amiens road and the River Ancre, covering the 

front line from Ribemont on the Ancre to Sailly-le-Sec on the Somme. Churchus set up his Brigade HQ at 

Franvillers (two kilometres north-west of here).  

 It was a very fluid state of affairs, with the Brigadeôs war diary noting that: 

Open warfare conditions prevailed. Firing Battery Wagons remained alongside their guns, no 

ammunition dumps were made and Battery Wagon Lines were in close proximity... 

 The next day orders were received for the brigade to cross the Ancre and set up between it and the 

Somme. Churchus followed on, moving his Brigade HQ to Heilly the day after, on the 29
th
. 

 By the sounds of it, there seems to have been a fair bit of ócat and mouseô being played out at the 

time between the Australian and German batteries, with the Australians involved in everything from putting 

down barrages to cover infantry advances, to conducting concentrated fire on crossroads to hamper enemy 

movement ï even harassing the enemyôs field kitchens. 

 Because of the nature of the ground being fought over ï and the fluid conditions it afforded ï there 

was also the usual ófeeling outô of counter-battery exchanges (when they could pinpoint each other that is). 

One such occasion was on 30 March, when it was noted that: 

... a hostile battery came into action in the open. Information (as to its position) was passed to the 

óheaviesô. 

 And the following day: 

18 pounders expended ... 90 rounds on enemy guns ... with good effect, a direct hit being obtained on 

one gun ...  

 Churchus himself summed up the month thus: 

... Batteries were given a free hand to engage all opportunity targets, and to seize every opportunity 

of killing the enemy and to harass him day and night. The Brigade quickly adapted itself to the open 

conditions ... and the men began to thoroughly enjoy themselves. 

 He concluded by noting the striking differences between Flanders ï from where theyôd recently 

come ï to where they now found themselves: 

This was the Brigadeôs first experience of the Somme district. A great difference was noticeable in 

the general aspect of the country, whose valleys and hills afforded a great relief after the plains of 

Flanders. The civilians too, seemed totally different and a far better type than the northerners. 

It was the last appreciation of his surroundings he would make, as the next morning ï 1 April, exactly two 

years to the day since heôd enlisted ï the Germans somehow found and then proceeded to rain shells around 

his HQ. The very business-like Brigade war diary dispassionately noted the outcome: 

The CO, Lt Colonel Churchus, DSO, the Adjutant, Captain GS Greenshields and the Orderly Officer 

Lt K C Radford were killed in the office ... 
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 Lieutenant Ken Watson, however, who was nearby and under the same shells, was later able to 

provide a bit more detail as to the end of his CO: 

Lt. Colonel Churchus, DSO, was killed whilst in a hut which was blown to pieces by a direct hit from 

an enemy 5.9 shell. One leg was blown off and his head was badly gashed. Death was instantaneous. 

He was buried by the men of Headquarters, 7
th
 Australian Field Artillery Brigade, in a cemetery 

(approx. 1,500 yards south of Heilly). 

His adjutant, 22 year old Ballarat boy, Captain George Greenshields, a Duntroon graduate who had already 

earned a Mention in Despatches, lies next to him (VII.A.25). Lieutenant Ken Radford, a 28 year old 

grazier from Quirindi, NSW, who had risen to commissioned rank from the rank of Gunner and was also in 

the hut that morning, completes the sad trio, next to Greenshields (VII.A.24). 

 

On closer inspection, Row A of Plot VII 

[shaded, right ] has another story to tell; one 

that took place only days before that of 

Walter Churchus. Row A holds the graves 

of 24 men of the 40
th
 Battalion who fell in 

an attack they carried out in conjunction 

with the 41
st
 Battalion on the village of 

Morlancourt ï only a matter of five or so 

kilometres due east of here ï on the evening 

of 28 March, 1918. 

 The first hint of this became 

apparent to us only half a dozen graves 

further along as we passed four of them 

lying side-by-side: Lance Corporals 1909 

Hugh Milbourne  and 730 George 

Richards; Corporal 734 Edward Stevens 

(who had earned a Military Medal a year 

earlier at Armentieres), and Private 2866 Frederick Pratchett (VII.A.32, 33, 34 and 35). Their officer, 

Lieutenant Bill Grubb  (VII.A.39), was just a little further on. 

 Having enlisted in Launceston in May, 1915, Bill Grubb sailed to Egypt as an original private of the 

26
th
 Battalion, arriving there in August ï obviously fuelled by the propaganda so prevalent at the time. On 1 

September while in camp at Abbassia, north of Cairo, he confided in his diary: 

I feel calm and fit and just a little eager to get out into the line of fire ï avenge some of the wrongs 

committed on defenceless women. I shall hate to take life, but I feel justified in wreaking vengeance 

on these allies of the Unspeakable though cultured óHunsô ... We see thousands of wounded in the 

hospitals here and the hundreds coming in daily ... could the theatre Johnnies in Australia see and 

know these disfigured and broken down heroes, and then see the blood-soaked peninsular [sic]  of 

Gallipoli, they would hesitate no longer. 

Up to this point, he hadnôt yet seen the Peninsula for himself, but only ten short days after writing this entry 

he was there. 

 For all his fervour to óget to gripsô with the Turk, however, it took only eight weeks for him to 

instead fall foul of the atrocious conditions that had been lying in wait for he and his fresh-faced comrades. 

On 12 November he reported to the Field Ambulance with severe dysentery and was evacuated the following 

day to hospital in Egypt, where he remained until the New Year, finally being invalided to Australia on 21 

January, 1916. 

 As he sat on a ship headed east for home, probably unbeknownst to him, his older brother Frank , 

having enlisted three months after him, was on one heading in the opposite direction ï in effect, replacing 

him ï with the 7
th
 Reinforcements to the 26

th
. Shortly after his arrival in Egypt, however, he was transferred 

to the 12
th
 Battalion and stepped onto French soil with them in Marseilles in April. 

 In July, while Bill was regaining his strength back in an Australian winter, Frank moved up with the 

rest of the 3
rd
 Brigade to a little village whose name at that stage would have meant nothing to those back 

home, but was soon to sear its name into the collective psyches of succeeding generations of Australians: 

Pozieres. 

 On 23 July, the 3
rd
 Brigade, led by the 9

th
 and 11

th
 Battalions, launched an attack on the village itself, 

with Frank and the rest of the 12
th
 Battalion later moving through to secure and hold the brigadeôs objective 

on the outskirts of Pozieres. Two days later Frank, along with a third of the 12
th
, was gone. The battalion 
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diary tells the story. For those who survived the day, it must have seemed like theyôd passed through the jaws 

of hell: 

Fighting continues. Pozieres position heavily shelled from 4am to 6pm ï the trenches dug by us 

obliterated and many of our men buried ... At about 10pm, 19
th
 Battalion took over our sector of the 

line ... Casualties, other ranks 67 killed, 235 wounded and 63 missing. Making in all, our casualties 

for the operation 3 officers killed, 4 wounded, 1 gassed, 2 shell-shock = 365 ...   

For the record, Frankôs body was recovered, and he was buried, but an error had been made as to which 

cemetery he was reported to have ended up in. Due to the vague wording of the initial burial report, it was 

first thought that he and several other 12
th
 Battalion men who lost their lives at the same time and place had 

been interred at the Sunken Road Cemetery, located on the side of the road running due south of Pozieres, 

halfway between it and Contalmaison. It was later found that Frank and the others had been buried at 

Pozieres British Cemetery, only a matter of barely a kilometre west of there, on the side of the modern day 

D929, which runs through Pozieres between Bapaume and Albert. It was further determined in 1922 that: 

... due to the exigencies [urgent demands or needsô of warlike operations at the time] all trace of the 

grave sites was obliterated and, of course, it was quite impossible to establish identification (of the 

remains) after such a lapse of time. 

In all probability, Frank lies today out amongst the ranks of headstones at Pozieres British Cemetery ï one of 

those óKnown unto Godô. There is, however, a headstone there with his name, full regimental details and 

date of death on it ï one of 22 Special Memorials that line the south-east wall of the cemetery just inside the 

entrance to the left. All bear this rider inscribed across the top: ñBelieved to be buried in this cemetery, actual 

grave unknownò. 

 Bill Grubb would have been with his parents when news of his older brotherôs death reached them at 

the family home at 208 York Street, Launceston. He was soon to be on his way back to the Front himself, 

however. Newly-married, and newly-commissioned, he sailed from Adelaide on 10 February, 1917, as a 2
nd

 

lieutenant with the 7
th
 Reinforcements to the all-Tasmanian 40

th
 Battalion, arriving in England in May. He 

was taken on strength of the 40
th
 ï who were in the midst of resting and reorganising after their baptism of 

fire at Messines in June ï just in time to take part in their next efforts, first at Broodseinde and then 

Passchendaele that October; fighting that would prove to be almost the equal of that Frank had endured at 

Pozieres the previous year. Bill, however, survived. 

 By the afternoon of 28 March, 1918, he was down in Picardie as a full lieutenant in charge of a 

platoon, and preparing to lead his men forward in an attempt to take the high ground to the west of the 

village of Morlancourt, nestled in the confluence of the Ancre and Somme Rivers, south of Albert. 

 If weôd been standing at the same spot ninety and a half years ago, they would have passed right by 

us, as at 3.40pm Bill and his men crossed the railway line just across the road from here at Heilly Station 

and, moving south-east and then east, worked their way along the Bray-Corbie road around to a starting 

position just south-west of Morlancourt. 

 As they crossed the Mericourt LôAbbe-Sailly le Sec road however, they ... came under well-directed 

artillery fire from guns that could be seen on the ridge east of Morlancourt ...   

 The ground they had to cross at this point was, to say the least, not exactly what theyôd become used 

to having to negotiate. The battalion history described their advance as: 

... quite a parade-ground movement, the automatic precision of which was probably due to recent 

training for platoon competitions, and also possibly to the fact that we were advancing under fire 

over open grassy country for the first time. There were few old trenches and practically no shell 

holes. The ground over which we were attacking would have been a pleasure to plough; as a golf 

links or football ground it was ideal; but as a place to advance over under heavy machine-gun fire, it 

was a failure ... 

It was at about this time Bill Grubb was first wounded, hit in the shoulder by one of the thousands of 

machine-gun bullets that were now whipping about amongst the advancing Tasmanians. The stretcher-

bearers dressed his wound, but he refused to go back. Just over an hour later another bullet found him. 

Private 4021 John Beams was virtually beside him: 

I saw him killed instantly by a bullet through the forehead and out through the back of his head at 

6pm ... I was about three yards from him. He had been wounded about an hour before, but pluckily 

insisted on remaining with the boys and carrying on. His body was taken back and I saw it put on a 

limber with those of Ptes AJ Gale, who had been killed by shock and G Carruthers, killed outright by 

a shell, and G Wright, killed by a bullet ... Lt Grubb was the only officer of the name in the battalion. 

He was dark, about 30 and 5ô10ò. A very nice man.  
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Stretching away off to the right of Billôs grave, the rest of the row ï with the exception of six men of the 37
th
 

Battalion (who also fell in the attack on Morlancourt that day) ï is made up of 40
th
 Battalion men who died 

the same evening as Bill  did. If you look closely however, there is one exception, and that is the grave of 

Private 2098 Norman Hodges (VII.A.50), the lone South Australian among this patch of Tasmanians. He 

had enlisted in Adelaide and sailed to England with the 3
rd
 Reinforcements to the 43

rd
 Battalion, but shortly 

after arrival there was transferred to the 40
th
 and went to France with it instead. 

 The date of death inscribed on his headstone is one day later than the others, as he died of some 

particularly nasty wounds suffered in the advance on Morlancourt. Described as a ñshort, and thick-set 

chapò, he was No. 1 on a Lewis gun team and like Bill Grubb, was hit about the head by machine-gun bullets 

that evening. He was found by the stretcher-bearers as they followed the advance and admitted to the 10
th
 

Field Ambulance with gunshot wounds to his mouth and trachea (windpipe), where he lingered for just over 

24 hours before passing away. 

 

Many of the others lying in this row of 

Australian graves, like Bill Grubb, would 

not be the only sons that would be grieved 

back home, however. A perfect example of 

which is the grave of Private 2650 Henry 

Tilyard , right next to that of Bill 

(VII.A.40).  

 A 35 year old farmer from 

Glenorchy, Tasmania, Henry didnôt lose any 

brothers, but his death that evening at 

Morlancourt was the last of no less than five 

that occurred within his extended family and 

would provide the final chapter in their 

sorrow. [Above: Successive rows of headstones featuring conjoined badges, representing the units of the two 

men buried in each grave. Right: Henry Claude Tilyard. AWM P07244.002.] 

 Henry had earlier lost two cousins ï brothers Lance Corporal 2033 

Norman Hall and Sergeant 1218 Eric Hall  ï both of the 52
nd

 Battalion, who had 

both also previously seen service on Gallipoli with the 12
th
. Norman died at 

Pozieres in August, 1916, while Eric lasted just over a year longer, falling at 

Passchendaele Ridge in October, 1917. He also lost two nephews in remarkably 

similar circumstances ï again, brothers ï Privates 2531 Robert Wing and 2408 

Allan Wing  of the 15
th
 and 40

th
 Battalions respectively. Robert, like Norman Hall, 

fell at Pozieres in August, 1916, while Allan fell the same month as Eric at 

Passchendaele. Of the five, only Henry here at Heilly and Eric have known graves. 

 Twenty-nine year old Sergeant 158 Norman Carey, a draper from West 

Kentish, who lies a little further on (VII.A.43), had lost his little brother 24385 

Mervyn  [23A MTMB] in the lead up to the Battle of Menin Road, only six months 

before his own death.  

 

Continuing on, we passed the grave of Private 799 Edwin Collings (VII.A.46) also 29, who had only six 

months earlier, earned an MM for his part in taking out an enemy strong-point on Broodseinde Ridge during 

the 40
th
ôs advance there on 4 October, 1917 (the same day that Sgt Lewis McGee of the 40

th
 earned the VC 

for a similar feat). 

 Collingsô citation describes how when his company was held up, and the nearest Lewis gun had been 

put out of action: 

... Pte Collings rushed forward with his rifle, shot two of the enemy and took the remainder prisoner, 

thus enabling his Company to go forward ... he displayed great courage and initiative and set a fine 

example to the rest ... 

 

Down near the end of the row, 27 year old Lance Corporal 731 Percy Smith (VII.A.55) was one of four 

brothers to enlist and the last of three of them to lose their lives. The other two lie in Belgian soil. The 

youngest, 19 year old 273A Eric , lost his life on 12 October, 1917, during the 51
st
 Battalionôs relief of the 

49
th
 at Dairy and Daisy Woods, north-east of Broodseinde. He has no known grave. The middle brother, 

1649 Hedley, died under a rain of shells only two weeks before Percy when his battalion, the 12
th
, took over 
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the trenches on the Ypres-Comines Canal at Hollebeke from the 10
th
. Today he lies not far from where he 

died, a couple of kilometres west at Spoilbank Cemetery. Their surviving brother, a warrant officer with the 

Camel Corps in Palestine, was the only one to return home. 

 

Right next to Percy Smith is the grave of a young Tasmanian whose headstone bears one of the numbers I 

most hate to see in places like this: 17. It is the age little 3154 Reuben [sometimes óRubinô] Radford 

(VII.A.56) met his end alongside his older óbrothersô lying here either side of him. I say ólittleô, because 

when he fronted up to enlist aged just 16 (with his fatherôs permission), on the last day of August, 1916, 

standing at just on 5ô5ò and weighing in at 60-odd kilos (probably dripping wet), thatôs exactly what he was. 

 He was turned away however. Not because of his age, but because during his physical, the doctor 

detected a varicocele ï in other words, a varicose vein of the left testis. While conceding he would be fit for 

home service, he was advised that if he wanted to go and fight, an operation would be necessary to rectify 

the problem. Come back later son. 

 Obviously determined not to miss out, young Reuben got himself fixed up and just six weeks later, 

on 11 October, was back. This time he was passed fit. 

 Embarking with the 40
th
ôs 7

th
 Reinforcements on 10 February, 1917, he finally set foot on English 

soil on 2 May when he disembarked at Devonport at the mouth of the River Plym in Devon. He then 

travelled on to camp, where he was to spend the next five months training at Durrington on the chalky plains 

of Wiltshire, before leaving for the real thing in France on 14 October. 

 Reuben was taken on strength of the battalion on the Somme six days later at Becourt on the eastern 

outskirts of Albert, where the 40
th
 had come to regroup (and reinforce) after the Battles of Broodseinde and 

Passchendaele earlier in the month. 

 A couple of months later, on 5 January, 1918, he did what no 17 year old should ever have to do ï he 

made out his will. With his mother having pre-deceased him, he left what little he had accumulated during 

his short life to his father Charles. Somewhat ironically, the witness to all this, whose name appears at the 

bottom of the form, was his officer ï a man destined to die at almost exactly the same time he did and who 

today lies only 16 graves away from him ï Lieutenant Bill Grubb. 

 Barely eleven weeks after completing this grim ï but necessary ï bit of paperwork, they were both 

gone.  

 In 1923 Reubenôs father, Charles, in accordance with the Imperial War Graves Commissionôs 

request, submitted an epitaph to be inscribed on his boyôs headstone. It was, quite understandably, way too 

long and had to later be adjusted (the limit was a total of 66 characters, including spaces), but the middle 

paragraph ï way too long in itself ï is worth recording here: 

Like ivy on the withered oak, 

When all things else decay, 

Our love for you will still keep green 

And never fade away. 

 

The last in this long line of 40
th
 Battalion men is one of its original members ï Sergeant 699 Hector Long 

DCM  (VII.A.59), a carpenter from Hobart. 

 After arriving with the battalion in England on 22 August, 1916, the subsequent route that took him 

to his fate at Morlancourt proved to be an interesting one. 

 Arriving in France on 24 November, he went into the line with the battalion for the first time in 

French Flanders ï more specifically at Houplines, near Armentieres, on 9 December. The Third Division, of 

which the 40
th
 was a part, was the last of the AIFôs five divisions to reach the Western Front, and they had 

arrived at óThe Nurseryô, where the others had been trained before them ï mostly in raiding activity. 

 Back at this time, Armentieres was a forward base and recreation centre for the troops, and while it 

was intermittently shelled, it had sustained little damage. The outer eastern suburb of Houplines where 

Hector had landed, however, was subject to regular heavy shelling and not too much of this part of town was 

still standing. The defences did not quite live up to expectations either, for if they thought they could gain 

any comfort from a nice, deep dug-out, they were wrong. 

 The Tasmanians discovered that the trenches they were to man were not really trenches at all ï 

merely breastworks, made of earth and rubble piled above the level of the ground: in effect, óabove-ground 

trenchesô. The parapets were not bulletproof, the breastworks themselves could not withstand the impact of a 

heavy shell, and soggy ground and sheets of stagnant water made life more than a little unpleasant. 

 Their first tour of the line here lasted a week, and it had been enough. They were however, to get to 

know this part of the world very well, as they would be in and out of it for the next four months. 
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 At the end of April, 1917, Hector and the rest of the 40
th
 moved across the River Lys and into 

Belgium for the first time, at Ploegsteert Wood. By this time he was a corporal in the bombing section and it 

was here on 1 May, that he was wounded for the first time ï not any fault of the enemy, but through an 

experiment with a Mills bomb. 

 A Court of Enquiry into the accident was held the following day. One of the first witnesses called 

was the battalionôs assistant adjutant and eventual historian, Lieutenant Frank Green. He stated that: 

... Some time prior to 1 May, 1917, Cpl H Long informed me that he was experimenting with Mills 

rifle grenades with the object of increasing their range. As I knew him to be an experienced bomber, 

I gave him leave to proceed with his experiments. He had previously done excellent experimental 

work. 

Another who was there and actually witnessed the explosion was Private 666 John Freestone: 

... Cpl Long was using an MLE (short) rifle, the barrel of which had been cut off at the back site. He 

had previously fired two dummy grenades and had óstrippedô a live grenade and loaded the rifle. 

The rifle was fixed to a stand. Cpl Long stood back from the stand to which the rifle was fixed and 

released the trigger with a pick. The grenade immediately exploded and Cpl Long was injured. 

Wounded in the right side, neck, shoulder, elbow, back and thigh, Hector had copped the full blast of a 

grenade at a pick handleôs distance ï he was very, very lucky to be alive. 

 Four days after his accident he was on the Channel coast at the 14
th
 Australian General Hospital at 

Wimereux, just north of Boulogne. But such was the severity of his wounds, that he was soon transferred 

óacross the ditchô to begin a round of hospitals and convalescent depots in England that was to see him take 

the next five and a half months to regain his health. Fortunately, the Court of Enquiry that had 

understandably been held in his absence and presided over by the 40
th
ôs CO, Lieutenant Colonel John 

Lord , ruled out any suggestion of the disgrace of a self-inflicted 

wound, finding instead that he had been ... conducting 

experiments in the interests of the service. Lieutenant Colonel 

Lordôs final word on the matter was that he was of the opinion 

that ... the NCO was accidentally wounded and that no blame 

attaches to him. 

 After leaving England on 20 October, 1917, Hector 

finally caught up with his comrades while they were out of the 

line at Becourt on the Somme (around the same time young 

Reuben Radford joined the battalion).  

 

[Left : Studio portrait of 699 Sergeant Hector Charles Long 

(alias Nestor Charles Warwick), 40
th
 Battalion. AWM 

P05469.004.] 

  

The upshot of the initiative and enterprise he had shown in 

trying to get more out of the weapons available to him as a 

member of the bombing section, meant that he had missed 

probably some of the heaviest fighting the 40
th
 were to take part 

in during the war, at Messines Ridge and around Ypres. 

 Hector was soon in the thick of it however, as the next 

month the battalion was moved back up to Flanders to the 

Warneton sector, which lay south of Ypres and east of 

Messines, where on the night of 30 November/1 December, he took part in a trench raid. The battalion 

history described events as they unfolded that night: 

The whole party (4 officers and 82 men) moved up the Warneton track without incident and went 

into No-manôs land at 12.55am where they remained, while scouts went forward. All the officers and 

scouts had been to the enemy wire at the points to be raided on previous nights and they were quite 

familiar with the ground in front ... At 1.15am the (pre-arranged) barrage opened on the enemy front 

line and remained there for three minutes, when it lifted and formed a box around the area to be 

raided ... 

 Immediately the barrage lifted, the men of the 40
th
 were up and into the trenches. ... The right 

storming party met with no resistance before getting into the trench, but on jumping in, they found the line 

full of bewildered Germans ... and this apparently, is where Hector, who was with the right party, came to the 

fore: 
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... bombs were thrown amongst these, and they offered no resistance, but ran in all directions into 

dug-outs and over the parapet ... The party then made their way along the front line and into the 

communication trench, bombing several occupied dug-outs on the way. In the communication trench 

they met with organised resistance in the shape of a bombing party, and a short fight resulted, the 

enemy being ultimately driven back, leaving many dead. Sgt Hector Long, who was remarkably 

expert with bombs, did brilliant work in overcoming resistance by dropping bomb after bomb among 

the enemy ... 

For his outstanding work during the raid, Hector was one of those whose name was later put forward for a 

gallantry award; his recommendation outlining how on the night, he ... showed conspicuous bravery and fine 

leadership, and how, after making his way through the enemy wire and disposing of two Germans, he 

entered the trench, ... got his bombers together and cleared it. He also personally dealt with several enemy 

dug-outs, entering (them) with total disregard for personal risk. His determination and offensive spirit was a 

splendid example to his men and his work during the operation was invaluable. 

 Like the others involved, Hector probably came out from the raid and moved on, busying himself 

with the next task to be accomplished, but behind the scenes, his recommendation was making its way up the 

paper trail to where those who sat in judgement on the actions of men that had been carried out in a world 

totally removed from their own, made the decisions as to who would be rewarded for their grim skills and 

who would not. 

 It took nearly four full months, and Hector had, in all probability, completely forgotten about the 

Warneton raid, but as he spent the day of 26 March, 1918, marching from billets at Campagne-les-

Wardrecques to the railway station at St. Omer to move south to the Somme, his name was published in the 

London Gazette as having been awarded the Distinguished Conduct Medal ï an award second only to the 

Victoria Cross ï for his work that night. He was not to enjoy the news for long however. Two days later he 

was just over 100 kilometres south-east of St. Omer lying dead in a grassy field just outside the little village 

of Morlancourt. 

 

With a small plot of German graves at our backs, weôd basically reached the end of the row, but not the end 

of the 40
th
 Battalion menôs stories. Walking back down towards the cloister at the entrance, we passed the 

isolated row of 21 headstones that were neatly lined up against the northern wall, all special memorials to 

men, óBuried in this cemetery, actual grave unknownô. The last two stories here concern the earlier 

mentioned Privates Alexander Gale and George Carruthers ï coincidentally both Victorians who had 

moved to Tasmania before the war, and after both having initially been rejected, managed to enlist there as 

well. The final two memorial headstones nearest the cloister [see notation on previous map] acknowledge 

their presence somewhere within these walls.  

 That of the first of the two, Alexander Gale (Special Memorial 20), is interesting because, with 

dwindling recruitment numbers, he demonstrates just how far the enlistment requirements had fallen by the 

time he was accepted on 17 April, 1917. The bronzed six-footer days of Gallipoli were clearly long gone. 

 A sailor from Burnie on the north coast of Tasmania, judging from the details listed on his 

enlistment papers it sounds as if heôd have been more at home kicking home winners at Elwick or Mowbray, 

(the racecourses at Hobart and Launceston respectively) as standing at bang-on 5 feet tall and weighing in at 

just a tick over 52 kilograms, he wasnôt much bigger than my 13 year old son (at the time of writing). 

 Nevertheless, he was accepted and embarked for active service on 14 June, 1917. Like so many 

others weôve heard of here previously, soon after his arrival in England he was transferred to the 40
th
 

Battalion and went to France as a reinforcement, being taken on strength óin the fieldô on 21 January, 1918. 

Just nine and a half weeks later the poor little bloke was dead.  

 Private 7518 Walter Mudge, who had travelled to England in the same batch of reinforcements as 

Gale and, like him, been transferred to the 40
th
, was wounded in the same attack on Morlancourt and 

witnessed Galeôs final moments: 

We went over the top on March 28
th
 at 4 oôclock in the afternoon. I was right alongside of him and 

saw him fall after we had gone about half a mile. He was quite dead. I was in the Dressing Station 

when he was brought in and took a good deal of notice of him. There was no sign of a wound on him, 

but there was blood coming from his nose and mouth. He had died from concussion. He was buried 

the day afterwards ... in the afternoon, in the graveyard at (Heilly). The usual cross was erected. 

Gale was a little dark chap and had been transferred from the 12
th
 to the 40

th
. 

At the end of the line, right next to Alexander Galeôs, is the memorial headstone to George Carruthers 

(Special Memorial 21), who, like him, had tried to enlist earlier in the war but in his case had been rejected 

because of a deformed knee joint. 
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 On 18 October, 1916 however, the butcher from Queenstown fronted up once again and this time, 

got through. Two months later he was on his way to England with the 40
th
ôs 6

th
 Reinforcements, and after 

five months in camp there, was finally taken on strength of the battalion on 10 August, 1917 ï just in time to 

go into battle with them at Broodseinde and Passchendaele. Luckily, he got through without a scratch, but his 

fate was fast approaching. 

 Five months later, Corporal 2124 Allen Oates was with him as they advanced across the fields 

south of Morlancourt: 

In March when we were near Amiens, I was in the Lewis gun team with Carruthers. A few shells 

were coming over and Carruthers got one which blew both his legs off. I put him in a shell hole but 

he died in a few minutes. We had to push on and advanced again about 1,000 yards. The Germans 

did not get over that ground while we were there ... 

 

There is an added poignancy to George Carruthersô death, however. Weôll never know for sure of course, but 

as he lay dying in that shell hole half a world away from home, one thing was probably foremost in his mind: 

On the morning of the day he died, heôd received a letter from his fianc®e back in Tasmania breaking off 

their engagement. She had already married another man. 

 As the ground was held, George Carruthersô body was later retrieved from the battlefield by his 

comrades and taken back to the cemetery at Heilly. Judging by their accounts given of his hasty burial there, 

itôs not hard to see how the whereabouts of his grave were lost. Private 2626 Albert Patterson was one who 

helped in this grim, but necessary task: 

... went back the same day and took his body back to the military cemetery at Heilly where I helped 

to bury him. No mark erected, no time to do this ... 

 Although they were obviously in a hurry, Private 7454 Leslie Belbin, who was also in the burial 

party, did remember erecting a rudimentary cross: 

... I helped to bury him near Battalion Headquarters on the side of the road at Heilly. We put his disc 

on the cross that was erected over the grave. 

 No mention of any marking of his details or just a simple name on the cross, they just hung his 

identity discs over it. It wasnôt as if heôd been buried in an isolated battlefield grave; heôd been brought to an 

established, fully-operating cemetery, but on such a thing as a burial party being in too much of a hurry to 

properly mark his grave, he was condemned to lie forever unknown. 

 In an added twist to the stories of Alexander Gale and George Carruthers, when news of their deaths 

was delivered to their next-of-kin, both their parents happened to be living in Hawthorn, Victoria, at the time. 

 

So that was Heilly Station Cemetery, a sad, but very beautiful place, set amongst the kind of country that 

now seems so far away from the tragedies that would have been occurring on a daily basis here 90-odd years 

ago. Itôs well worth a visit however, and Iôm glad we came. 

 As we walked out through the cloister to the car, another interesting thought occurred to me: If weôd 

been standing here looking back over the cemetery only three weeks after the 40
th
 Battalionôs action at 

Morlancourt, weôd have seen a bright red Fokker triplane tearing about the sky for the final time, because it 

was barely a kilometre south of here, just the other side of the Bray-Corbie road near the north bank of the 

Somme, that Manfred von Richthofen, aka óThe Red 

Baronô, was finally brought down and killed on 21 April, 

1918. Right now however, we were heading in the 

opposite direction ï north (or north-west to be precise) ï 

to another three places just like Heilly: the CCS 

cemeteries at Contay, Puchevillers and Vignacourt, to 

uncover some of the stories that lie within their walls. 

 Jumping into the Twingo, as we crossed the 

D120 that hugs the southern bank of the Ancre as it links 

Corbie and Mericourt LôAbbe, a train was approaching. 

As we sat at the barrier listening to the bells and 

watching it shoot past [right ], it was hard to imagine 

that this quaint little country station was once the focal 

point for no less than three busy Casualty Clearing 

Stations.   

 Nowadays the line is used by the TGV (óTrain Grande Vitesseô or High Speed Train) that links Paris 

to Lille, where it then branches to either Brussels or the Chunnel. Going at a more sedate pace, the Orient 
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Express passes through this little crossing twice weekly as well (once each way), but neither it nor the TGV 

trains stop here. 

 With the train receding into the distance, we crossed the Ancre and drove up into the village of 

Heilly itself, before crossing the main Amiens-Albert road and entering the village of Franvillers. Following 

the sign there to Contay, on to our next stop. 
 

______________________________________________________ 

 

Death of Major James McManamey, 19th Battalion 
John Mulford, MacMasters Beach. 

 

John is a former first grade Rugby player, first grade referee, President of the Sydney Rugby Union, 

Chairman of the NSWRU, and on his retirement became the foundation archivist for the Australian Rugby 

Union. His father played Rugby for the 35
th
 Battalion behind the lines on the Somme. With permission of 

ABC Books, óDIGGERô is pleased to publish an extract from Johnôs book, óGuardians of the Game ï The 

History of the New South Wales Rugby Union, 1874-2004ô. The extract deals with the death on Gallipoli of 

Major James Whiteside Fraser McManamey. 

 

The death at Gallipoli of James McManamey, the president of the New South Wales Rugby Union in 

September 1915 was a stunning blow because of his standing in the leadership of the game and the affection 

in which he was held. The New South Wales Rugby Union archives treasures a letter written on the day of 

his death by Sergeant Syd Middleton, himself a Waratah and Wallaby and Gold Medallist at the 1908 

Olympics, who was by his friendôs side as he died. It reads as follows: 

 

Gallipoli 

5 September 1915 

Dear Jim, 

 It is my misfortune to record the sad death of our old and esteemed pal, Jim McManamey. I have to 

write to you in haste as I am sent out on duty, but you will allow for that; the plain facts of this unhappy 

business are that we have been constantly losing men since our arrival here through them congregating at a 

well drawing water, in an exposed position about 800 yards in rear of our trenches. The Colonel and Major 

McManamey left here at about 7.30 am this morning to view the position preparatory to setting our men to 

work digging a safe communication trench to it and a parafit [parapet] round it, so that the risk of loss 

through shell fire might be avoided. It was while this inspection was in progress that a shrapnel shell burst 

and Major McManamey was struck down, being practically killed outright ï part of the contents of the shell 

entered the body one side and came out the other ï piercing the abdomen ï and although the Major lived 

some ten minutes, he was unconscious and never spoke. 

 We buried him this morning at 10.30 am just in rear of our lines, and so passed out one of my best 

friends and one of the finest soldiers on the Peninsula. It will come as no surprise to you folk at home who 

knew Jim McManamey so well that he was the most respected man in his regiment and though we have 

become accustomed to see our men knocked over, his loss has affected Men and Officers alike. They simply 

worshipped Jim and all were down in the dumps today. Just as I write these few lines I hear officially that he 

was to be given command of his battalion tomorrow (the irony of fate), so that you will understand that his 

knowledge, fine manly parts, and ability to get the best out of men were recognised by his commanding 

officers é To the thousands of Australians who knew Jim McManamey I would truthfully say that he proved 

himself the same fine type of man over here where the going was so different and the dangers many, as you 

know in Australia. He set about his work with a cheery smile that was always welcome among the men and 

went about things in the coolest possible manner. 

 He was always there to smooth over difficulties and encourage those that were feeling the strain. We 

have been in the place long enough to realise what is in front of us and that there will be many who wonôt 

make it back. The Men understand all that side of the show and donôt worry, but today they seem to have 

been hit very hard and I think that a great tribute to the fine manly qualities and soldierly spirit of our old 

friend Jim McManamey. 

 Kindest regards, 

 Syd Middleton. 

 

Endnote: A profile of Sydney Middleton (by George Franki) was published in DIGGER 46.  
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Memoirs of Private 747A Herbert Eric Churches, 17th Bn: Part 4 
Eric Churches, Bathurst. 

Contributed by Peter Benson, Bathurst, with grateful thanks to Ericôs daughter, Carol Churches. 

We take up Ericôs story as the 5
th
 Brigade enters the Battle of Mont St Quentin. 

 

Crossing the Somme 
I was now a lance corporal, not that that makes much difference, but I was 

being solemnly congratulated and advised not to be too hard on the privates ï 

óremember you were a private yourself onceô. I just as solemnly thanked them 

and assured them I would always remember. 

 We soon got moving orders and were on our way up for a big job. We 

were on the south side of the river [the Somme] and the job was on the north 

side if we could get there. The engineers were supposed to be building a 

pontoon bridge for us to cross the river by, so we marched up close enough to 

be seen by the Germans and were then told to split up into small groups and sit 

down. 

 So we sat and mooched about till sundown, then marched back again 

nearly to the camp, then we turned to the right and headed for the fallen bridge 

ï and believe it or not ï one half of it had been raised and put back across the 

river and we crossed over and marched back towards the line. 

 We went about two miles and then on dark were told to scatter 

ourselves amongst the shell holes, have a meal and get as much sleep as we 

could. Breakfast would be served early and we would go into action about daylight. We guessed that our 

walk in the morning had been to give the enemy the idea that we would attack there at night or morning, and 

they would be waiting en masse on the river bank.  

 Anyhow, we ate what we had left of the dayôs rations and then stretched out in the best shell holes 

handy and got a bit of sleep, but during the night Fritz got suspicious and set out to make some more shell 

holes and made so much noise that he spoiled our sleep.  

 
The Battle for Mont St Quentin  
It made no difference; we got called very early and after a quick meal were soon on our way to Mont St 

Quentin, our objective. We soon reached the front line but the two companies ahead of us had broken it and 

turned to the right along the river bank, which must have been pretty heavily manned as they took 1 500 

prisoners, but as the attack was on the end of their line they had no chance to put up a fight.  

 We were not so lucky. We had about three-quarters of a mile to go and before we got far several 

machine guns opened up. It was at pretty long range, but we could see the bullets buzzing past. We kept 

going in extended order (about four or five yards apart), leaving plenty of room for the bullets to go between, 

and no groups, or even two men together, so they had no real target. 

 It was not long before we had our first casualty. One of my team got a bullet in the tummy. We got 

him to a shell hole and when I took his equipment off, I saw that it had gone through the buckle. That meant 

it had gone in just about the navel, but the buckle must have turned it a bit as it came out his right buttock. I 

felt more hopeful. I left one man to get a stretcher-bearer for him and pushed on. 

 We were hoping to get to our objective without any more casualties and were nearly there when 

another man got only just a tip by a bullet through the nick in the jaw, but it was enough to cut the artery 

which goes through the neck. I said to help him to the trench which was only a few yards ahead, but they had 

to carry him the last few yards. There were no first aid men there so we had a job to really stop the bleeding 

but succeeded at last. Then we had time to look around and were not very pleased with what we saw. The 

trench we had captured hadnôt been used since 1914 and the sides had fallen in and this had made them 

shallow, with wide sloping sides, not deep enough to stand in without exposing your head and shoulders. 

 There were a few trees just in front of us but enough undergrowth to hide an army, and on our left 

was a sunken road too deep to see out of without climbing up the sloping sides. Just behind us was a cutting 

about 10 feet deep, running to nothing about 500 yards away. It was the worst position anybody could 

imagine. Anybody in the scrub with a machine gun could mow down an army and a gunner on our left could 

do the same through the cutting.  

 There was an officer with us whom I had never seen before and he seemed to want to defend this 

trap. There was a mound near the cutting so he told me to go up there with my gun and see if I could get any 

cover there. Anybody would know that there would be no cover there, but of course I had to go. I hardly got 
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there when I was nearly blasted out of it by an anti-tank gun, so I soon got away from there. I got back to the 

cutting and found that deserted and a buzz of machine-gun bullets going through it, so I made for the road, 

where they had a lot of casualties, so we moved up the road a little way. 

 We knew where the enemy was now, but did not know how many or how they were situated. As we 

had lost a good number by casualties, we decided to let them make a move. We couldnôt get a look, because 

if you showed a bit of steel helmet, a bullet whizzed past before you could get a chance to see anything. One 

chap climbed up the sloping bank and had just the top of his helmet over when ï BANG ï a bullet went into 

the front of his helmet and across the top and down the back. It gave him a fright and nothing worse, but the 

hand of a man kneeling on the road behind him was hit. They both looked surprised.  

 

[Left : A view of Mont St Quentin taken from a 

hill near Clery. Mont St Quentin was taken by 

troops of the 2
nd

 Division on 1 September 1918. 

AWM E03577.] 

  

 Anyhow, we left that position and went 

back to the old and wide trench which would 

put us on a more even footing with Jerry. They 

were certainly shooting well. As I said before, 

the trench was only about three feet deep so we 

had to stoop to walk along it. I was walking 

along and something hit the heel of my boot. I 

looked and was shocked to see the man who 

was following me quite dead. He had got a 

bullet through the back of his head, just above 

the hair line. He had died instantly. 

 When we had settled down, we had a bit to eat and a drink of water and took up our positions for the 

night. It was alright for a while but when it got dark the real battle started. The enemy this time was sleep. 

The sloping sides on the trench were no good to lean on so we just stood and stared at the undergrowth that 

was in front of us to be sure that no bogey man in uniform came out of it. I donôt know how many times that 

night I caught myself falling and awoke with a start. At dawn the next morning, a very welcome sight met 

our tired eyes. Another battalion had come up behind us to carry on the attack, and we were surprised to find 

that the enemy had fallen back during the night. We had missed a good chance to have a sleep. 

 We were relieved soon after and only went back about 200 yards where the rest of the battalion was 

resting. We had a bit of breakfast and a sleep. Shortly after there was an unusually loud explosion and a 

cloud of black smoke rose ahead of us. Then we noticed that there was dust rising from a railway line which 

we had crossed a short time ago. When we crossed it again we could see what had happened. The sketch 

below will show you what I mean: 

 
 

 The explosion must have been half a mile or more away and had been placed to do as much damage 

as possible. Nasty people those Germans. 

 After a rest we set about gathering up our dead mates. I looked for the chap I left with the first 

casualty and asked how he had got on. Answer was, óOh, he died,ô in a very casual tone. I had my doubts. 

Anyhow, I got a stretcher and a mate and went to get the body to bring it to where the transport would pick it 

up. We looked where I thought he should be, but wasnôt, so walked about for about half an hour looking for 

him. Then went back to the coot who said that he had died and he said, óHe wasnôt dead when I left him, but 

he would dieô. I was so disgusted and wild that I wasnôt game to speak to him. 

 We soon got to the quiet camp near the bridge. Briefly, this stunt was looked upon as a great success. 

We had gone in at half strength ï about 500 men ï and took 1 500 prisoners and captured a position the 

French Army had about a dozen tries for in 1916. It also opened the way for the 5
th
 Australian  

Division to carry on up the bank and capture the town of Peronne. 
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Following the advance 
The following day, thanks to our new colonel [Lieut Col  RM Sadler] who had taken over from óBrasso and 

Boot Polishô [probably Lieut Col EF Martin ], we had a pretty easy day. Time to shave and clean up and 

talk over our experiences. One of the boys had a bullet hole in his uniform; one of them touched his skin and 

left a mark like a slight burn. You might wonder how the one with the bullet through the helmet never got 

hurt, but the helmet has a band inside which serves as a hat band to fit the head and, when properly adjusted, 

leaves the steel about half an inch clear of the head and allows air space to keep the head cool in summer. 

 And how about the mate who got a bullet in the tummy? He was seen at the dressing station the next 

day after being out all night and was cheerful and confident of being alright. 

 A day or so after that I was promoted to corporal and got the job of training a new gun team. That 

would be a rush job to have them ready for our next trip into the line.  

 We soon got moving orders but I donôt remember much about anything during the next two or three 

weeks; I think because we were moving forward by night marches, so seeing nothing about our camps in the 

daytime and nothing on our night marches. We were following the advance by some of our boys. I think we 

might have been in the line once, but if so I canôt recall anything about it. 

 But I do remember taking charge of the guns and packing them on a limber and another chap 

packing signalling gear on the same limber about that time, and we had to walk with the limber (not on it). 

Naturally, we started to talk. I found out he came from Wattle Flat and his name was Bob Mackie. He found 

out I was from óWyagdonô and who I was. We were going to look each other up, but I didnôt see him again. 

 One afternoon, about 4pm, we saw a lot of our planes going home as usual, hedge-hopping and 

stunting about sundown. A few minutes after we saw, I think, five or six German planes, the leader all bright 

red, two others nearly all red and two more less red, more white, and the last one some red, more white. They 

looked a picture in V formation. They circled once and went back home. 

 We guessed that this was a challenge to our boys and this was Von Richthofenôs circus. He was the 

crack German fighter, claimed about 50 victims. [Richthofen is recorded as having 80 confirmed victories ï 

Ed.] The next morning they were over again, still in the same óVô formation. They circled and it was 

noticeable that they were gaining height. They kept on spiralling up until they were out of sight and all you 

could see was a flash when the sun shone on something on a certain angle. Soon after that we could hear 

machine guns and guessed that our boys were up there waiting for them. I donôt know how long it lasted, but 

we could hear guns for some time and now and again see a flash and a column of smoke coming down. They 

never carried parachutes those days, so every time you saw smoke you knew that a man had died. I never 

heard the result of that fight. 

 

Attacking the Beaurevoir Line 
It was only a day or so after that we went in again for another push. I had no idea where we were but it was 

the Beaurevoir, the last German line of defence, we were attacking. The 19
th
 Battalion were to take the trench 

where the Germans were. But first the tanks were to come and roll down the barbed wire and we were to 

follow on and go forward from there. 

 The 19
th
 were stuck up at the wire and no tank had arrived; we were stuck behind them. Somebody 

noticed that a tank had got through on our side so guessed there would be a gap, so we dropped back to an 

old trench and worked our way along to the gap and then I started to look for an officer to give a lead, but 

none in sight, so I had to take the lead myself. We went back along the trench and collected a few prisoners, 

still looking forward and so surprised to see us they put up their hands. We threw their rifles into the barbed 

wire, searched them for revolvers, and then noticed a dug out. There could have been a lot of Germans down 

there. I got a bomb in my hand, showed it to a German, pointed to the dug-out and said, óComradeô. He said 

something down the dug-out and five or six Germans came up, then I pulled the pin and threw the bomb 

down. No more came up. 

 Then a 19
th
 Battalion sergeant came along from the other way. As it was their job to take this trench I 

handed our prisoners to them and got my party together and went forward. I could not see an officer or 

sergeant to take charge so I had to take it on myself to go ahead. Not far ahead there was a fairly big building 

and one of our planes had been diving at it and machine-gunning it. We didnôt know if the pilot had seen 

somebody there, or only suspected, so we approached it with caution. When we got there we found nobody. 

It was a big building with very big windows and big rooms. It was locked, so as we could see right through 

the place through the windows there was nobody there, we went on about half a mile. We could see another 

half a mile over a valley and up the slope. Clear around, there was not a soul in sight, so we sat down and 

had a conference. 
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 Some of the boys (only about 20 of us there) were getting sore eyes. There had been a slight smell of 

gas where we had been waiting in the morning, but as we had only expected to be there a few minutes, we 

didnôt put gas helmets on. We decided to dig a bit of a trench in case of trouble. While we were doing that an 

officer and about 10 more men came along. 

 After a short talk he decided that to dig in was the best we could do. It wasnôt long before some of 

the sore eyes closed up and they couldnôt see. They wanted to go back but the officer wouldnôt hear of it. 

Before it got dark I had a quiet talk with him. I told him that some of them could see enough to find their 

way before dark, and they would only be a liability if we struck trouble, so he let them go. 

 Soon after sundown the good old 21
st
 Battalion came through in attack formation and went over the 

valley and over the next ridge without opposition. After a few hours, when it was as dark as it could get, the 

officer asked for a volunteer to go to Headquarters to report back and ask for orders. Nobody offered, so I 

said I would go. He said, óWill you come back?ô I said, óOf course I willô. I asked him if he knew where 

Headquarters would be and he told me somewhere in the village. So I set off and at last found the first sign 

of a trench and luckily struck a gap in the barbed wire. The village was close-by, and only a very dim light 

showing here and there. One of those was HQ and a captain who had left us in the morning was in charge. 

He had found all HQ staff gassed and had to take over himself. 

 Anyhow, I made my report and explained the position and asked for orders. He said, óBring them 

back here and Iôll let you knowô. So away I went. I went to about where I thought they should be and started 

shouting, walked and shouted for about half an hour before I got an answer. I think they must have been 

asleep. They were soon awake when I told them we were to go back to HQ. When we got there the captain 

told us to go down the road a little way and find a place where we could get a sleep. We did just that. 

 

To hospital and convalescent camp 
Next morning, when we were just coming to life, breakfast arrived. After that, roll call. Only 62 answered 

that call out of a battalion! We started to wonder if we were going to finish it. Well, sick parade came next. I 

thought I had better let the Quack have a look at my leg, get an injection or something, and was surprised to 

be evacuated, first to a dressing station and then by ambulance to the railway and then by train to goodness 

knows where. Finished up at a Scottish hospital somewhere near the [French] coast. Only three or four days 

there and on the puff-puff again and finished up at Le Havre Convalescent Camp. There the doctor examined 

me every fortnight until it got near Christmas. I didnôt want to be waiting for a train at Christmas time so 

took a job that would keep me at that camp for a month.   

 I was in charge of a line of tents. 

Call the roll every night at 10 oôclock and 

report, óAll correct, Sirô. Inspect the tents 

every morning, see that they were swept 

clean and blankets folded and everything 

tidy. Only about a dozen tents to look after 

ï best job I ever had. Ten bob a day and 

everything found. I was due for leave and 

the cash was mounting up in my pay book, 

which was kept like a bank passbook.  

 I was there when the Armistice 

was signed. Of course, it caused a lot of 

excitement. The camp was empty and very 

few there for roll call, so I just went to the 

sergeant and said, óYou and I are about the 

only ones presentô. He said, óRightoô. 

[Above: EPIP tents pitched in the grounds of a convalescent camp near the Australian General Base Depot at 

Le Havre. Note the Australian flag flying from the pole on the right, and the large YMCA building in the 

background (centre). AWM C03264.] 

 I was still there for Christmas and the cooks put up a good show. There were good showers and 

steam baths there and I was pretty clean again, I suppose. I donôt remember if I had quite got rid of all the 

vermin or not. Maybe there would be a few hangers-on. 

 When the Armistice was signed everybody made for the town of Le Havre, and French citizens as 

well as troops all went mad. As I said before, there was practically nobody there for roll call that night, but 

the next night there was one absent and I was worried about him. I didnôt like to report him absent, but I 

thought Iôd better, and the next day he was found dead in a canal in the town. 
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 One day there was a new lot came into the camp. Some came to my line of tents so I had to take their 

names and units. Took one chapôs name and asked his unit; he said in a low voice, ó5
th
 Divyô. I said, ó5

th
 

Divy what?ô He said in a whisper, óAPCô. APC means Australian Provost Corps (Military Police) ï not 

popular! I kept his secret but he was uneasy all the time and soon managed to get back to his unit. 

 To help me put in time I had joined the hockey team, but didnôt know anything about the game ï 

most of the others were the same. We soon picked up the main points of the game and had some good times 

and some exercise, which we needed. 

 The next time the doctor saw my leg he got hold of the scab with thumb and finger and worked it 

about backwards and forwards and side to side until it finally came out. I was surprised to see that it had 

been in about three-quarters of an inch. He put me down for another month in camp. That would put me over 

Christmas, but I wanted to get away as soon as possible after that. I was due for leave from the battalion as 

soon as I could get there and then there would be a good chance of another leave before sailing for home. 

 It seemed there are no short cuts in the army. When I left I only went to Australian Base Camp, 

about half a mile away and had to wait there for a draft (a party) going that way. The first man I met in that 

camp was Sergeant [5581] Aub Flanagan, one of four brothers from Peel. He was a C3 man (unfit for front 

line) but was in charge of our part of the camp. The first question was: did I know anything of his brothers, 

as he had not heard anything of them for some time. I could tell him only that I had seen Bill a few months 

before. 

 It seemed that I would have to earn my tucker here. I had to go on guard at the hospital for all the 

infectious diseases it is possible to get. That was at Rouen, about 20 miles away. There were about 20 of us 

travelling in an army truck (covered as all the army trucks were then). I was itchy and felt queer as soon as I 

knew I was going there, but of course we didnôt come into contact with any of the patients. The worst we had 

to put up with was a German prisoner who used to bring our meals and take away the dishes. He was a cabby 

from Berlin and spoke pretty good English. We felt that if he didnôt poison us, we would be alright. We did 

survive and were none the worse for the experience. 

 

Back to the battalion 
I donôt remember any more about that camp but there was soon a party of us sent up to join the battalion, 

which wasnôt the same as I had left a few months before. There were now no companies, but all mixed into 

one. The 19
th
 Battalion had been broken up and some sent to the 17

th
, 18

th
 and 20

th
 Battalions. I felt a stranger 

amongst them. 

 The trip (by train) of course took all day and most of the night. We travelled through a lot of the 

places we knew too well but soon got to places we had only heard of, one of which was Mons where the 

British Army first met the German Army. The town was pretty much knocked about, but showed some signs 

of rebuilding. It was getting very cold as it was starting to get dark and we could see snow in some places. 

The journey finished at last and we found ourselves in Charleroi in Belgium at about one or two in the 

morning. With nobody knowing anything we looked about and found an empty railway truck. We climbed in 

and kept dry but not warm ï far from it. The daylight came at last as it generally does, and we found out 

somehow where the battalion was and how to get there. It was about 10 miles out on the edge of the town. I 

canôt think of the name of the place now but we got there by tram. [This was probably Montignies-le-Tilleul, 

a suburb of Charleroi ï Ed.] 

 As I said before, they were nearly all 

strangers. Some had rejoined after being away a 

long time, some from the 19
th
 and, of course, a 

lot of the ones I had known had gone home. I 

soon settled down and as they were short of 

sergeants and corporals I got a big share of their 

work. I think there was only one sergeant left 

and he was acting sergeant major and orderly 

sergeant all the time, and we ï the poor 

overworked corporals ï had to do the sergeantôs 

job.  

 

[Right: An outdoors group portrait of 

unidentified members of the Headquarters of the 

5
th
 Australian Infantry Brigade. Taken at 

Montignies-le-Tilleul, Belgium, 12 February 1919. AWM E04392.] 
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 The main job was guard and I, being a [Lewis] gunner, hadnôt done any guard duty for a long time, 

so was right out of practice in any of the ceremonial stuff. You would ask: what was there to guard? I would 

have asked the same question a week or so before, but I didnôt know that there were a few deserters about 

France who were now sneaking back to their units in the hope of being sent home, but they were imprisoned 

and had to be guarded while awaiting trial for desertion. 

 Some of them with bad records had to be handcuffed at sundown as well. The handcuffing was a 

joke, as they could get them off in two seconds. I used to go in at sundown, call their names, throw them a 

pair each and say to have them on when an officer came, and they did. A week or two later five of them 

escaped but they didnôt have a guard that night. The ones who went were the worst and the others didnôt 

want to go. 

 

Postscript 
This is a story I heard about the Australian Navy and the first ship of the Navy back in Australia following 

the war. The first place they landed was Brisbane. A group of them walked about window shopping for a 

while and, getting some attention, decided to put on a show. 

 They went into a general store and bought the biggest pushunder [ógazunderô or potty] they could; 

then into a pub and got it filled with beer; then got some saveloys and dropped them in. 

 They put it down on the footpath and sat around it. One would pick it up and have a drink and 

another would grab a saveloy and bite a bit off and drop it in again, and passed it around until the beer was 

gone. 

 By that time there was a traffic jam and the Sergeant of Police asked them to move on. They 

solemnly formed a ring around him, joined hands and danced around him singing, óRing a ring a Rosieô. 

 

Endnotes: 1. óBob Mackieô was Private 6661 Robert Hamlyn Hughes Mackie, 17
th
 Battalion, of Wattle 

Flat via Bathurst. Bob was wounded on 16 April 1918 and gassed on 3 October 1918. Mackie returned to 

Australia but his post-war address is not known. 2. óSergeant Aub Flanaganô was probably Temporary 

Sergeant 5581 Aubrey Arthur Flanagan MM , HQ AIBD. Aubrey was from Bathurst and was initially 

appointed to the 20
th
 Battalion. He was awarded his Military Medal for his courage and devotion to duty as a 

runner at Hanebeke Wood, 20 September 1917. On his return to Australia he was admitted to hospital with 

jaundice at Fremantle. When he departed WA he left his MM with a nurse, who seems to have ignored his 

written requests to return it to him. The Army advised Aubrey to use his rights under civil law [Section 80c-

80f of the Defence Act] to obtain the medal back from her. 

 

That concludes Ericôs memoirs. It has been a privilege to have been able to make them available to our 

members. Thanks go to Carol Churches for allowing DIGGER to publish her fatherôs writings and to Peter 

Benson for bringing them to our attention. The Editor hopes you have enjoyed Ericôs exploits in the 17
th
 

Battalion during the Great War. If any member has something similar in their collection, and would like to 

see it in print, please contact the Editor. 

_______________________________________________________________ 

Codes for cables 
Graeme Hosken, Dubbo. 

 

In the service record of Corporal 3534 Brian Donovan, 30
th
 Battalion, I came across something I hadnôt 

seen before. Major Leane, of Base Records fame, advised Brianôs father, Mr WC Donovan, of óShenleyô, 

Waverley Street, Waverley, that if he wished to send a private cable to his son (then recovering from a 

serious wound), that he should address it to: 

3534 Donovan 

Elrop 

Mocug, 

Care Stralis, 

London. 

Major Leane advised that óElropô was the code word for the 30
th
 Battalion; óMocugô was code for Edmonton 

Military Hospital and óStralisô was code for AIF Headquarters. The code canôt have been a secret one if 

Leane was telling people about it. Presumably, the shortened names were devised to reduce the cost of cables 

and transmission time. If anyone has a list of the codes for other units or institutions, please contact the 

Editor.  
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BUD the MONKEY 
AND OTHER TALES OF SOLDIERSô PETS 

Told by Lin. MacDonald and illustrated by Angus MacDonald (Angus and Robertson, Sydney 1932). 

Contributed by Russell Curley, Blakehurst. 

 
The lamb that got too fat 
One morning in the wagon-lines, after ten days in the front area, I heard a plaintive 

bleat from somewhere outside. In answer to a question, one of the boys said casually, 

ñOh, thatôs our lambò. He offered no further information, and I never could find out 

just how that lamb arrived or became ñoursò. 

 After breakfast I found the new pet, and burst out laughing ï as everyone else 

did when they first sighted 

Tommy. He had been christened, 

Iôm afraid, after our adjutant. He 

was a little, fluffy, soft thing, 

about twelve inches long, and 

quite black except for a patch in front that was at the 

moment creamy-grey from a mixture of mud and milk. 

He was busy at a babyôs feeding bottle, and his 

volunteer nurse was the farrier-sergeant. At home this 

chap was a blacksmith in the railways, and he was 

certainly the last person imaginable to take on such a 

job as hand-feeding a lamb. 

 Two weeks later Tommy was sprinting about 

everywhere. With his shiny black, woolly coat, clean 

white shirt front extending from his chin to just between 

his front legs, two white socks on his sturdy pins, and a 

bravely held head with a tawny muzzle, he was a 

handsome gentleman and a credit to his nurse. Already he was butting any fist shown to him, and like all the 

animals that grew up in direct contact with the boys, he had no fear of anyone or anything. 

 A doctor, who was a bit of a hard case himself, saw Tommy sucking away at his bottle, and 

remarked: ñHave you got a ódummyô for him?ò A wag of a driver promptly wrote to some innocent aunt in 

England: ñWe have a little lamb with us. I wonder if you would get me a comforter for it?ò 

 The ódummyô duly arrived, blue ribbon and all complete, and Tommy gambolled about, to the 

delight of visitors, with a babyôs comforter hung on his chest by a blue ribbon. 

 By the time we moved out for a spell, Tommy marched with the rear party, at the end of a big dog 

chain. He was as big as an Airedale, and full of life, 

for the growth of grass around the camp had been 

wonderful. The black mascot, with the cheeky lift of 

the thoroughbred about his head, created a lot of 

interest on the road and at halts. Of course, the boys 

had taught him tricks, and he had learned whom he 

might with impunity butt and whom he might not, 

and just how hard he would be allowed to bump. It 

was no good trying to hit him, because his 

tremendous coat of close-curled wool made any 

knock harmless, so to punish him they switched his 

clean legs with a light cane. 

 Tommy was groomed regularly and his 

hooves were kept polished, as were his horns when 

they commenced to grow. On long marches he 

would often ride on the footboard of a wagon, 

curling up comfortably for miles. 
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 One morning, when we were waiting to go 

into the line, the veterinary officer dropped in for 

breakfast. Tommy came into the group, in his 

usual way, to get his special bit of bread and jam. 

There was always a certain ritual to go through 

before he got it. First of all he stamped three 

times, but no one took any notice. Then he butted 

you gently on the leg and stamped again. After 

that, he waited for room to be made for him to put 

his forefeet on the seat. 

 When he was in that position he seemed to 

be a terribly big chap, and the vet., looking at him 

professionally, said: ñThat fellow is making a big 

mistake ï he is getting too fat.ò 

 There was a chorus of ñNo fear; he is in 

splendid condition,ò to which the vet replied: ñSo 

a lot of people think. You will lose him if you 

donôt look out. But, if you take my advice, youôll 

eat him.ò 

 Our own boys had become much too 

attached to Tommy to have any idea of making a dinner of him, but there were plenty of folk about with no 

such scruples, and our chaps guarded that black sheep jealously. 

 They were teased unmercifully, especially by a Pioneer Battalion which had been in rest near us 

when Tommy was very much younger. These fellows often threatened to ósouvenirô Tommy, and his owners 

dared them to try. Attempts were made, and several skirmishes took place, but they were doomed to failure 

from the first. 

 The veterinary officerôs words made us all think. The guard was redoubled, for Tommy had become 

a mascot, and his black-and-white effect was so uncommon that it attracted a lot of attention, which was very 

pleasing to his owners. The white wool shirt-front was blued regularly to keep the colour ï a trick suggested 

by a village mademoiselle. 

 Next time we went out to rest, the Pioneers, passing our bivouac on the road early one morning, 

greeted the boys with ñBaa! Baa! Baa!ò which started much chaff and good fun as the one column marched 

along. A group of their officers twitted ours, saying: ñYou wonôt forget to ask us to dinner when you kill 

him, will you?ò 

 When the laughing and joking had finished, and the battalion was well away, someone discovered 

that Tommy had vanished from the grass patch behind the camp where he had been tethered! Furious men 

asked leave to chase the Pioneers, but wiser counsels prevailed, for Tommy had obviously not been taken by 

the column on the road. Some more subtle scheme had to be thought out, and when we started, about an hour 

afterwards, a mounted party was sent ahead to ride round the marching Pioneers and keep them under 

observation. That day and the next they were watched constantly by the scouts, but not a trace of Tommy 

could be found. After that, the search had to be abandoned, as we went off in quite another direction. 

Tommyôs days as a mascot had come to an end, and he was óstruck off strengthô. 

 A little while later a packet arrived by post for one of the 

officers, who had a pal in the Pioneer Battalion. When unwrapped 

it was found to be one of those little cardboard boxes with silver 

edges, in which you send away little pieces of wedding-cake. It 

had evidently originally been sent from Australia to the Pioneer 

chap whose address was on the box. Inside was a lump of black 

curly wool tied with a bit of white wool. On the lid was just ñBaa! 

Baa!ò 

 During the joking and chaffing with the passing troops, 

the advanced billeting party of the Pioneers had successfully 

ósouveniredô Tommy from the rear of our camp and ridden off 

direct to the rest area, where a feast was prepared. After that we 

got ñBaa! Baa!ò from everyone in the joke. 
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The Coronation Cadets 
Sue Tongue, Narrabundah. 

 

The Coronation, or Commonwealth, Cadets ï some of whom served and died in World War One
1
 ï may be 

remembered as we approach that warôs centenary.
2
 

 The Commonwealth began in 1901 and King George V was crowned on 22 June 1911. In 1910, 

Lord Roberts, a hero of the Boer War, invited nations of the Empire to send cadets to England to participate 

in the coronation, a competition at Bisley and to review the fleet at Spithead.
3
    

 In 1909, Federal Parliament passed the Defence Act, which came into force in July 1911 and made 

naval and military training compulsory for boys and men between the ages of 12 and 26.
4
 Lord Kitchener 

had visited Australia in 1909 and recommended such training.
5
 Lord Roberts told Australian cadets in 

London that Australia and New Zealand were the only Empire countries to have compulsory military service. 

He said other countries should follow their example as the boys could take a role óin the event of any trouble 

happening in your landô.
6
  

 By 1911 some Australian schools already had well established cadet corps. For example, the cadet 

corps at the Kings School and Newington College in Sydney dated back to the 1860s. A Victorian cadet 

corps was formed in 1858. Ipswich Grammar School, Queenslandôs first secondary school, had a cadet corps 

from 1863, and in 1909 almost every boy joined the cadet unit, with many of them seeing active service in 

World War One.
7
 Public schools, such as Fort Street High School, also had cadets.

8
 (Those who attended 

Fort Street are known as óFortiansô.)   

 About 180 Australian cadets were chosen to attend the coronation celebrations. Australian military 

personnel, who were already on assignment in England, were the official representatives but the cadets wore 

a Commonwealth uniform
9
 and formed an unofficial representative group from Australia. 

 Cadets were selected on the basis of their ability to represent Australia. Their physical presentation, 

marksmanship and sporting ability were noted.
10

 For example, George Hansel, a junior Fortian cadet who 

later served in World War One [608, AFC] and died of meningitis, was a NSW running and swimming 

champion.
11

 It was hoped that the cadets would arrive in time to compete in the English School Swimming 

Championships.
12

   

 The NSW contingent had five battalions with the second, fourth and fifth battalions coming from 

country areas.
13

 Fort Street High School was heavily represented in the metropolitan group with 33 boys 

among the senior and junior cadets.
14

 Later, old boys at the front would report to the school that they often 

ran into another Fortian. 
15

 

 The Coronation Cadets were funded by parents and public contributions. Concerts were held to raise 

funds.
16

 £5 000 was raised by parents.
17

 Regional communities were proud to support their local cadets. For 

example, Cadet Sergeant Walter Host of Kiama was given a gold watch.
18

   

 On departure day ï 22 April 1911 ï the contingent formed at Victoria Barracks and marched to 

Dalgetyôs Wharf via Oxford, College, Macquarie, Bridge and George Streets. Not since the first contingents 

left for South Africa had a ship been given such a send-off. General Gordon, the State commandant, told the 

cadets he wanted them to be an example to the rest of the Empire and show how national life is developing in 

                                                      
1 e.g. junior cadets GN Draper, GE Hansel, WHC Rose, AA Sutherland and D Webber (Fortians) and EH Somerville (Christian Bros, 

Lewisham) who died in World War One. 
2 Australian War Memorial (AWM) website: Federation ï the first 20 years.  
3 Mercury, 19 November 1910 p5. 
4 s.20 inserting s.125 in the Defence Act 1903. Exemptions were limited: Part XII. 
5 National Archives of Australia fact sheet 130.  
6 Barrier Miner Broken Hill, 16 Sept p3. 
7 Sophie Church, The Story of Ipswich Grammar School 1863-2013, pp 161-2. 
8 L Ettles Gent, Fort Street Centenary Book, 1949 p172. 1 343 old boys enlisted and 186 were killed: Ronald S Horan Fort Street: 

the school, 1989 chap 11.  
9 Sydney Morning Herald, 29 March 1911 p10. 
10 e.g. Sydney Morning Herald, 8 April 1911 p16. 
11 AWM Roll of Honour. 
12 The Fortian, 11 April 1911 p131. 
13 See list of names and towns of origin in Sydney Morning Herald, 21 April p10. 
14 Ettles Gent n.4 p.55; The Fortian, 11 April 1911 p131. 
15 Ettles Gent n.4 pp170-1. 
16 e.g. Sydney Morning Herald, 15 April p9. 
17 Sydney Morning Herald, 8 April 1911 p16. 
18 Kiama Independent, 19 April 1911 p3. 
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this country. Then, as the Thermistocles sailed through the Heads, some soldiers training at Watsons Bay 

lined up to give the cadets a final cheer.
19

 

 Captain Parsonage, who was in charge of the Fort Street cadets, reported that the ship travelled at 

the rate of 14 knots, with a slight roll. On the first Sunday out, when divine service was held, he said that he 

had never heard the prayers for those at sea better read.
20

  

 The cadets sent descriptive letters home that were printed in local newspapers. They reported on 

rural England, congestion in London and an orderly suffragette march.
21

 The coronation procession 

impressed them as they saw soldiers from many nations. One cadet said that Queen Mary drew the Kingôs 

attention to the Australian cadets as they passed by in their carriage.
22

 In London they were billeted at the 

Crystal Palace and attracted much interest.  

 On the return voyage aboard the Demosthenes they stopped at Durban and visited the Boer War 

battlefields at Ladysmith and Colensa. They laid a wreath at the grave of Lord Robertsô son.
23

  

 When they returned on Saturday, 14 October 1911
24

, they were met by a great crowd and marched 

through the streets to Victoria Barracks. They were regarded as a mobile force, ólike a regiment on active 

serviceô. 

 On 30 January, 1912, the Governor-General presented Coronation Medals to the NSW contingent of 

cadets. They mustered at the Queenôs statue in King Street and marched to the Government House grounds 

headed by the NSW Police Band.
25

 

 

*  *  *  

 

One of the junior Coronation Cadets was Staff Sergeant WHC (Will) Rose CSM who attended Fort Street 

High School prior to enlisting and serving at Gallipoli and Fromelles. He was aged 15 in 1911 and received a 

Coronation Medal.  

 He is not my relative, but forty years ago my grandmother, 

Sister Nell Pike of the 1
st
 AIF, gave me his sergeantôs stripes. 

Written on the back it says ñTo Nell Nursesô Club Cairo Tel-el-Kebir 

with Love Will 20.2.16ò. My mother and aunt remember visiting 

Willôs family home with their parents (Nell and Lieutenant Charles 

Laff in).   

 Will was the eldest son of Frederick and Henrietta Rose of 

óCufnellsô at Strathfield. The Rose family was the first free settler 

family to arrive in the colony aboard the Bellona and the Rose 

Family Society perpetuates the memory of that familyôs contribution 

to Australia. [Right: Will Rose is standing left, with his sister Hazel 

seated. Roy Smith is on the right. The young lady is either Royôs 

sister Molly or his girlfriend.]  

 Britain declared war on 4 August 1914. Will Rose was one 

of the first to enlist ï on 18 August ï and embarked on 20 October 

1914. He died at Fromelles on 20 July 1916, aged 20, when he was 

serving as company sergeant major of the 55
th
 Battalion. He is 

commemorated at VC Corner Australian Cemetery and Memorial at 

Fromelles. 

 In Willôs war records, available on the National Archives 

site, are his fatherôs letters to the Army in 1922, seven years after his 

sonôs death, seeking information prior to his own trip to France to 

visit the cemetery.  

 As we know, the Australian War Memorial is peerless in perpetuating the memory of fallen soldiers 

and the Fromelles Project has done superb work in identifying soldiers buried at Fromelles.  

                                                      
19 Sydney Morning Herald, 22 April 1911 p15. 
20 The Fortian, May 1911 p148. 
21 Sydney Morning Herald, 1 August 1911 p8. 
22 Sydney Morning Herald, 22 April 1911 p15. 
23 Sydney Morning Herald, 27 June p6. 
24 Sydney Morning Herald, 16 October 1911 p9. 
25 Sydney Morning Herald, 30 January 1912 p7. 
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 For some time I had been searching for Will Roseôs relatives and in December 2013 I received 

wonderful news. I heard from Karen Rose, Secretary of the Rose Family Society, that they had been 

contacted about providing DNA in the hope that Will Rose may be identified as one of those found at 

Pheasant Wood and receive a headstone.   

 Willôs great nephew, Paul Gibson of Woodhill Mountain Winery at Berry, kindly sent me photos, 

including one of my grandmother in her uniform and another of a group where Will and she appear together. 

He also has a postcard sent to Willôs mother that mentions my grandmother arriving in Egypt and going to 

Mena.   

 For many years I have thought about the soldier who was important to my grandmother, died at the 

age of 20, and was buried in an unknown grave. Until Paul told me, I didnôt know that Will was a Coronation 

Cadet and had been to London and South Africa ï as well as Egypt, Turkey and France ï before he died, or 

that Will and my grandmother knew each other before they left Sydney.   

 My family is grateful that so many have worked to remember the fallen and that he may finally have 

a headstone. 

_______________________________________________________________ 

 

Coming home 
Quotes contributed by Sean McManus, Panania. 

 

As dusk closed in our churning propellers pushed us away from France. With a few others I leaned on the 

taffrail, throat full, eyes moist, the last bit of France fading in the darkness. 

 One of our óCrown and Anchorô kings set up his board nearby. ñCome on, boys, shower it down 

thick and fast while the game lasts. You came here barefooted and you ride away in motor cars.ò He did no 

business. He spotted me, ñHey Bishop, come and help me get the game going. What about something on the 

old heart to start?ò 

 He was not a front-line man. 

 ñGo to hell,ò I told him. I knew one heart already carrying as much as it could bear. I gazed over the 

taffrail again. France had faded away. The lump in my throat had not. It never has. 

Bert Bishop, 55
th
 Bn, óThe Hell, the Humour and the Heartbreakô. 

 

Wonderful times we had, but underlying all was an indefinable sadness. The battalion, our father and our 

mother of unforgettable years, was drifting to pieces. The links that connected us with the unforgotten dead 

seemed to be snapping one by one. As each draft left, mateships were sundered, too often never to be 

renewed in the stress and fierce demands of civilian life.  

 Four and a half years after I left Australia, I again stood by the rail of a transport, steaming out of 

Plymouth, with men who were strangers to me é 

 I stood watching as night closed over the coasts of England. Against the grey mists of distance 

showed well-remembered faces in an endless gallery. Those who marched beside us a while and died that 

our people might live. 

 They died but did not fail. We who were left must yet fight on. 

 Slowly, very slowly, night and distance closed over the English shores. 

 Strongly our ship lunged towards the Southern Seas. 

  George Mitchell, 48
th
 Bn, óBacks to the Wallô. 

 
 
 
Left : Tilbury, England, c1919. A troopship leaving the 

dock to commence the journey home for Australian 

personnel on board. 

AWM H01365B. 
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Lieutenant Charles Edye Manning, AN&MEF/24th Battalion AIF 
Greg Knight, Kareela. 

 

Lieutenant Charles Edye Manning (Barrister at Law) embarked on the HMAT Berrima with the 

AN& MEF convoy from Sydney on 19 August 1914. On 12 September, he was appointed as Judge Advocate 

General of the Military occupation of German New Guinea in Rabaul by Colonel William Holmes. His role 

was to ñé act as Judge of the Colony, and to carry out all judicial and other duties ordinarily carried out by 

the Bezirksrichter [District Judge] and the Bezirksgericht [District Court].ò  

Above: Outdoor group portrait of officers of the Rabaul Garrison of the Australian Naval and Military 

Expeditionary Force. All except two went on to serve overseas with the AIF. Major (then Captain) Charles 

Edye Manning is sitting at right. AWMH15065. 

 

Colonel Holmes had retained Herr Gustav Weber, the Bezirksrichter at Rabaul, from who Manning 

initially received valuable help in understanding German substantive law. But in December, Weber resigned 

his position in protest against the public flogging of the German settlers implicated in the assault of 

missionary Cox, leaving Manning at a distinct disadvantage in German judicial matters.  

 Manning was keen to leave Rabaul and New Guinea and as soon as Holmes had appointed a 

successor, Manning returned to Australia, on 4 April 1915. Manningôs successor was Lieutenant Colonel 

SS Mackenzie, the author of Volume X, óThe Official History of Australia in the War of 1914-18: The 

Australians at Rabaulô. 

 Manning embarked on HMAT Euripides (A14) on 10 May 1915 with the 24
th
 Battalion AIF and 

landed at Gallipoli with the 24
th
 on 6 September, 1915. He was promoted to the rank of major on 9 October. 

The battalion occupied trenches at Whiteôs Valley and at Lone Pine, where he was wounded on 29 

November and admitted to hospital with ñcontusions of head and shell shockò, being the result of a trench 

burial caused by Turkish artillery bombardment. He was evacuated to Malta on HS Karapara on 7 

December, and after treatment rejoined the 24
th
 Battalion at Tel-el-Kebir.  

 The 24
th
 Battalion disembarked at Marseilles, France, on 27 March 1916. During the battalionôs 

training period at LôHallobeau (about two kilometres south east of Steenwerck), Manning acted as 24
th
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Battalion CO while Lieutenant Colonel Watson was on leave in England from 4 to 15 May. After Major 

General Gellibrand was wounded (31 May), Watson assumed command of the 6
th
 Brigade and Manning 

was again temporally in command of the 24
th
 Battalion.  

 During the battle at Pozieres Heights, on the night of 7
 
August 1916 the battalion withdrew to a 

bivouac site at Tara Hill (which is roughly between Albert and Pozieres). The site came under a heavy 

German artillery bombardment and a shell landed in a trench occupied by the 24
th
 Battalion HQ, killing 

Major CE Manning (2IC), Captain WH Tutnall  (Adjutant), Lieutenant JBN Carvick (Assistant Adjutant) 

and Captain HFH Plant (Medical Officer) where they were sleeping. The commanding officer, Lieutenant 

Colonel R Watson was rescued ñin a state of collapseò. 

 Manning was buried at Becourt Military Cemetery (Grave Ref I.V.2) which is two kilometres east of 

Albert on the Becourt-Albert Road.  

His posthumous mention in Sir Douglas Haigôs despatches (London Gazette, 2 January 1917) reads: 

Major Charles Edye Manning. Throughout the operations of the [6
th
] Brigade in France and 

Gallipoli, Major Manning proved himself a most reliable and valuable officer whose steadfast 

devotion to duty was as conspicuous as his cheerful gallantry in action. His death in action, after 

holding temporary command of his Battalion, is a severe loss to the Brigade.  

 

References and Acknowledgments  
Mackenzie SS, óThe Official History of Australia in the War of 1914-18, Vol X, The Australians at Rabaulô. 

Bean CEW, óThe Official History of Australia in the War of 1914-18, Vol III , The Australian Imperial Force 

in France, 1916ô. 

National Archives of Australia, WWI Service Records, www.naa.gov.au. 

Australian War Memorial, WWI 24
th
 Battalion diary. 
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The Pearce brothers 
Stephen Brooks, Barooga. 

 

Private 5745 Stanley Garrett Pearce, 5
th
 Battalion AIF, was killed at the age of 22 on 20 August 1916. He 

was the son of Richard and Ester Pearce, born at Buninyong near Ballarat, Victoria, and attended Garibaldi 

State School. He was one of four brothers killed in action: one killed at Gallipoli; one died of Gallipoli 

wounds in Egypt; one killed at Mouquet Farm and one killed with the Camel Corps near Jerusalem in 1918. 

All were born in the Ballarat district. 

 Corporal 2/1762 Herbert Pearce enlisted in the Auckland Regiment, NZEF, and died in Egypt on 

17 August 1915 from wounds received at Gallipoli, aged 25. He is buried in the Chatby War Memorial 

Cemetery, Alexandria. 

 Private 2184 Richard Henry Pearce, 15
th
 Battalion AIF, was killed in action at Gallipoli during the 

Battle for Hill 60 on 27 August 1915, aged 39. 

 Trooper 488 Carl Pearce, 1
st
 Australian Battalion Imperial 

Camel Corps, was killed in action in Jordan on 30 March 1918, age 27. He 

fought through the entire Gallipoli campaign with the 14
th
 Battalion AIF.  

 During 1917, Carlôs sister wrote to the AIF, trying to have Carl 

sent home, and he would have been had they acted faster. In April 1918, 

General Birdwood himself gave permission for Carl to be sent home due 

to the fact his three brothers had been killed. However, Carl was killed just 

before salvation arrived ï a fact then unknown to General Birdwood. 

[Right: Trooper Carl Pearce. AWM P07095.003.] 

 Only Herbert has a grave; the other three are remembered on the 

Lone Pine, Villers-Bretonneux and Jerusalem Memorials.  

 Richard was the oldest brother at 39 years of age and left a widow 

and four children. Herbert was also married and left a widow.  

 A fifth brother, Private 826 Edward James Pearce, 51
st
 

Battalion, enlisted in Tasmania, originally in the 3
rd
 Light Horse 

Regiment, and served though Gallipoli with this unit until evacuated sick 

with enteric at the end of the campaign. He was wounded twice more in 

France with the 51
st
 Battalion, and when General Birdwood found out 

Edward was the only survivor of the five brothers, he was sent back to Australia.  

http://www.naa.gov.au/
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Football team identified 
Graeme Hosken, Dubbo. 

 

 
 

Member Paul Stenhouse e-mailed a blurry photograph of a sporting team containing his grandfather, 

Sergeant James Stenhouse, 35
th
 Battalion, seated left in the middle row. Paul was hoping that someone 

could identify the name of the team and any other members. The photograph was posted on the FFFAIF 

Facebook Group wall and it did not take long before member Stephen Brooks located the original photo on 

the AWM website [above, A03387]. 

 It turns out that the photograph is of the 1
st
 Command Depot Rugby Union Team of 1918. Better 

still, the AWM website named all those in the photo: 

Back row, left to right : Private (Pte) 3376 EH Stephens, 33
rd
 Battalion; Pte BJ Marmey, 45

th
 Bn; Pte E 

Brown, 13
th
 Bn; Sergeant 130 DV Moss, 33

rd
 Bn, Honorary Secretary; Bombardier 10064 CG Maunders, 3

rd
 

FAB, captain; Cpl EW Elliott, 20
th
 Bn; Cpl 245 A Gray, 33

rd
 Bn; Sgt 3038 William Drummond, 55

th
 Bn. 

Second row: Sgt 1256 J Stenhouse, 35
th
 Bn; Pte J Rowlands, 8

th
 Trench Mortar Battery; Cpl E Shike, 41

st
 

Bn; Lieutenant Colonel WO Mansbridge DSO, 44
th
 Bn; DSM McCarthy, 6

th
 Bn; Sgt 1304 J Stubbings, 17

th
 

Bn; Sgt 3955 L Webb, 49
th
 Bn; Pte J Darling, 35

th
 Bn.  

Front row : Sgt 2435 MS Eaton, 4
th
 Pioneers; Company Sergeant Major 4126 JH Gummow, 28

th
 Bn; Driver 

J Wallace, 38
th
 Battery.  

 The Premiers team played twelve matches, lost one, scored 131 points for, with twenty eight points 

against. 
Endnote: Some of the above names do not appear to be on the nominal roll, so accuracy cannot be ensured. 

 

Almost every regiment has claimed the credit for capturing the Hunôs óBig Berthaô down the river. All sorts 

of inscriptions have been written on the monster in chalk. The latest one é reads: ñCaptured by the MPs, 

assisted by the WAACs.ò 

The 24
th
 Battalion Journal, contributed by Margaret Clarke. 
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The Turner and Benham brothers, Drysdale men in the AIF 
Stephen G Ager, CSM, St Leonards, Vic. 

 

Unselfishly, you left your fathers and your mothers. You left behind your sisters and your brothers. 

Leaving your beloved children and wives, You put on hold, your dreams ï your lives. 

On foreign soil, you found yourself planted. To fight for those whose freedom you granted.Ο 
Without your sacrifice, their cause would be lost. But you carried onward, no matter the cost. 

Many horrors you had endured and seen. Many faces had haunted your dreams. You cheered as your 

enemies littered the ground; you cried as your brothers fell all around. 

When it was over, you all came back home, some were left with memories to face all alone. 

Some found themselves in the company of friends, as their crosses cast shadows across the land. 

Those who survived were forever scarred. Emotionally, physically, permanently marred.Ο 
Those who did not now sleep eternally ôneath the ground they had given their lives to keep free. 

With a hand upon my heart, I feel the pride and respect; my reverence is revealed in the tears that now 

stream down my upturned face, as our flag waves above you, in her glory and grace.Ο 
Freedom was the gift that you unselfishly gave. Pain and death was the price that you ultimately paid.Ο 

Every day, I give my utmost admiration to those who had fought to defend our nation.
26

 

 

Another local memorial reveals two sets of brothers from a 

once small farming/light-industrial community. Displaying 

only those menôs names from the district that óFellô during 

WWI, the Turner and Benham brothers would have been a 

sudden and great loss to the community of which they were 

part.  

 The following is my interpretation of the Tuner and 

Benham brothers, Drysdale men who ñFellò during their 

service in the 1
st
 AIF. 

 

Left : The names on the Drysdale memorial in Victoria. 
27

 

 

Private 3650 Leopold Turner was the son of Ernest and 

Sarah óMinnieô Tuner. A natural-born Australian and farm 

labourer, described as a fresh-faced, 5ô5İò tall, eighteen and 

a half-year-old, he enlisted on 4 August 1915 with his 

parentsô permission. With 12 months of training from the 

68
th
 Regiment Militia under his belt, Leopold was initially 

drafted into the 8
th
 Reinforcements to the 57

th
 Battalion. On 

arrival in the Middle East he was transferred to the 58
th
 

Battalion in March, 1916. He was further transferred to the 

5
th
 Division Artillery and reallocated as a driver within the 

5
th
 Divisional Artillery Column (DAC), with effect 6 June 1916. Leopold proceeded to France on 20 June, 

and was appointed a driver on 13 February, replacing Driver 1392 John Albert Harrell  who had been 

killed in action on 4 February.  

 In his short term of appointments, Leopold was quickly picked up in the expansion the AIF was 

undergoing while in the Middle East after the evacuation from Gallipoli. His movements did not stop when 

posted in France. He was further transferred from the 5
th
 DAC into the 14

th
 Field Artillery Brigade (FAB) on 

3 December 1917 and further onto the 55
th
 FAB on 7 December 1917. Just this quick snapshot of his service 

shows that, without doubt, the men who made up the AIF were truly capable of vast quantities of military 

training. For Leopold, between 1915 to 1917, he had been put through initial recruit training, sent to the 

Middle East and trained as an infantryman, transferred to the artillery, possibly commenced training as a 

gunner, then allocated as a driver and then reallocated as a driver at brigade level. A true example of the old 

saying: óThe needs of the service are always taken into account firstô. 

 

                                                      
26

 Anonymous - http://www.angelfire.com/ct/deerwhorns/soldierpoem.html. 
27

 Photo by the author. 
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Unfortunately, following a short period of leave in the UK, Leopold Turner died of wounds received on 24 

April 1918, due to a gunshot wound to the head that fractured his skull. He is buried and remembered with 

honour in the Querrieu British War Cemetery, Row B, Grave 34.
28

 

 

35852 Stanley Gordon Turner, Leopoldôs 

brother, and a 26 year old farmer on enlistment, 

had been previously rejected for AIF service due 

to his teeth. The military experience notated on 

his application indicated rifle shooting with his 

local and State rifle club. 

 On re-application on 17 February 1917, 

Stanley was accepted and drafted to the 28
th
 

Reinforcements for the Field Artillery in March 

1917. On completion of training, Gunner Turner 

was dispatched to the Middle East, arriving on 

12 December 1917. Stanley soon thereafter 

contracted an illness (cerebro-spinal meningitis) 

and died on 6 January 1918 while admitted to the 

Government Hospital, Suez, Egypt. He is buried 

and remembered with honour in the Suez War Memorial Cemetery, Row A, Grave 44
29

. Above: The horse 

lines of the 112
th
 Howitzer Battery, 12

th
 Brigade, Australian Field Artillery. AWM E02290. 

  

1436A Frederick Reuben Benham, son of Mary Ann and James Benham, enlisted into the AIF originally 

as a light horseman and was taken on strength in óAô Squadron, 4
th
 Light Horse Regiment on 2 January 1916. 

After a short stay in hospital with a case of the mumps, on 11 March 1916, Frederick was transferred to the 

2
nd

 DAC and was deployed to France on 20 March 1916. In June of that year, he was further transferred to 

10
th
 FAB and posted as a gun number (artilleryman) to the 10

th
 Battery as a gunner.   

 Between December 1916 and April 1917, due to suffering a fractured foot, Frederick was transferred 

to England to recuperate and returned to France on 20 June 1917. On arrival he was taken on strength as a 

private into the 7
th
 Battalion AIF (possibly to serve with another brother). With a few more visits to hospital 

due to bronchitis and dysentery, he was further temporarily attached for duty with the 177 Tunnelling 

Company Royal Engineers, returning to the 7
th
 Battalion in March 1918.  

 Frederick was killed in action on 27 April 1918. He is remembered with honour at the Borre British 

Cemetery, grave reference I, Row B, Grave 20
30

.  

 Once again the ability of these men to be trained and employed in several roles during their service 

is evident. To commence as a trooper, go on as a driver and then gunner in the artillery and end as a private 

in the infantry, with some engineer work thrown in, shows how flexible and diverse the Australian Digger 

could be. 

 

2542 Raymond Alfred Benham, a 19 year old farmer, enlisted on 11 May 1916. After completing initial 

training he was allocated to the 46
th
 Battalion AIF, arriving in France on 22 December 1916 and taken on 

strength of the 46
th
 on 27 January 1917. Reported as missing in action on 11 April 1917, he was further 

classified as KIA as a result of a Court of Inquiry held by his CO on 26 November, 1917. The 46
th
 Battalion 

was involved in the operations in the vicinity of Bullecourt, France, when Raymond was killed. 

Unfortunately, Raymondôs final resting place was never identified. However, he is remembered with honour 

on the Australian National Memorial, Villers-Bretonneux, France.  

  

As a side note, both Raymondôs and brother Frederickôs final War Service Medals arrived at their parentsô 

residence in the same package on 16 November 1922
31

. I can only imagine the pain and suffering reignited in 

their family when this event took place. The bright part of the story would have to be a third brother, 3690 

Herman Claude Benham, who also enlisted but survived the war. Enlisting on 13 August 1915, he was 

allocated to the 58
th
 Battalion and later transferred to the 8

th
 and then the 7

th
 Battalion, as was his brother 
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 L. Turner Personal File NAA. 
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 CWGC Register. 
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 CWGC Register. 
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Stanley. This may have been the catalyst for Stanley to request transfer from the artillery to serve with his 

brother. Herman was given permission to enlist by his parents, who at this time now had three sons under 

arms. Interestingly, the name óHermanô is crossed out on his application, most likely as a result of the anti-

German sentiments at that time. Being wounded (slight and remained on duty) in August 1916 and after 

again being wounded (gunshot wound, left leg) on 4 October 1917 at Broodseinde Ridge, Herman remained 

in the UK posted to AIF Headquarters, London, for the remainder of his tenure. Whether his posting was as a 

result of his wound or that the fact that two brothers had already paid the supreme sacrifice is not known.  

 Herman was repatriated to the 3
rd
 Military District and discharged from the AIF on 25 March 1919. 

According to military records Herman passed on 2 June 1961.  

 The Benham brothersô parents lay at rest in the Drysdale Cemetery. 

 Lest We Forget. 

____________________________________________________________ 

 

A visit to the Western Front 
Louise Coman, Carseldine, recently led a group of her school students on a Mat McLachlan tour of the 

Western Front battlefields and Paris. She has provided these photos taken on her trip. 

 

     

Clockwise from top 

left: Louise and two 

students of Aviation 

High, Qld, had the 

honour of laying a 

wreath at Menin 

Gate; The village of 

Hamel; the grave of 

Louiseôs great uncle 

L/Cpl 482 James 

Gavin 31
st
 Bn, 5

th
 

Div AIF, KIA at 

Fromelles; the tour 

group at V-B School; 

the graves of the 

Clayton brothers at 

Noreuil (both killed 

on 12 April 1917).   
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Provos and swords 
Trevor Munro, Dubbo. 

 

Not being a regular reader of Great War forums, I havenôt seen much written about the use of swords within 

the AIF. I have seen various snippets over the years in relation to the light horse and some New Zealand 

mounted units carrying swords at various times. However, I have collected several articles and photos about 

members of the Anzac (later Australian) Provost Corps carrying swords for various ceremonial purposes 

and it would seem, early in the war, while on prisoner escorts.  

The photo at left comes 

from the collection of 

Sergeant 438 Edward 

(óTedô) McCristal . Ted 

(arrowed) is one of the 

dismounted guards at the 

head of the column. The 

mounted troops are 

probably mostly MMP 

(some armbands are 

clearly visible). The lead 

mounted figure in the 

middle of this image is 

most likely a provost 

officer; the others, men 

from the corps. All appear 

to have sword scabbards 

hanging to the left of their 

mounts and most appear 

to have their swords at the carry in their right hands.  

 Obviously, all officers were entitled to (and were issued with) swords at times for their various 

duties, but so too apparently were military police for special events. The photo below is from Corporal 829 

Jim Brazelôs collection. The image is of Jim himself and is probably from 1916. It could have been taken in 

either Egypt or France.  

 Jim was a member of the 

dismounted section of the corps; hence, he 

wears puttees rather than leggings. Jim 

clearly has a sword by his side. Perhaps he 

was to be part of the ceremonial escort 

described by Sergeant Major 339 George 

Ernest Boyd Killworth [see page 35], or 

perhaps the military police stationed at the 

Etaples depot were mounted in such a 

fashion to carry out their duties. The photo 

is more likely to be from Egypt as another 

photo in Jimôs collection shows a group of 

Australian Military Police mounted on 

mainly grey horses in the desert. 

 Recently I came upon a wonderful 

image [AWM  D00500] that shows a group 

of military policemen forming an arch 

during the wedding of Lieutenant Frank 

Craig (also known as Colin) and his bride, 

Constance óNancyô Birdwood. (Yes, she 

was the daughter of General Birdwood.)  

 The couple had met in England 

during 1916. Frank was from Western 

Australia, but had joined the Royal Flying 
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Corps in England. His plane was forced down in France in April 1917 and he then spent several years as a 

prisoner of war in Germany. The couple married in London in early March 1919.  

 

AWM image D00504 [below] shows the group of thirty military policemen awaiting the wedding. No officer 

appears to be with the group, so apparently the warrant officer on the left of the photo was in immediate 

charge (possibly their officer may be have been getting a briefing or similar at the time the photo was taken). 

The men are all standing at ease with their swords óat the slopeô as they await further orders. The men are all 

immaculately turned out and, interestingly, all are wearing a white ceremonial belt, which would not be out 

of place on a military policeman of any era.   

 

The men are all decked out in highly-polished Rising Sun badges and their 

distinctive Provost Corps shoulder titles (the corps retained their use rather than 

adopting a colour patch). Some of the men still wear their original unit colour 

patches, and many of those have the brass óAô showing 1914-15 service. The 

bulk of the men are not displaying any colour patches on their tunics, which is 

typical of military police from late in the war. 

 Although only just visible in the photos, many of the men are wearing their óyears of serviceô 

chevrons on their right lower sleeve. Visible on some of the lower left sleeves are ógood conductô chevrons; a 

reward system that the AIF adopted for a time. 

 As a passionate researcher of WWI Military Police I obviously love these images. The 1919 photo 

shows the level of professionalism that the corps had reached towards the end of the war. 
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Endnotes: (1) Below left: a letter by Staff-Sergeant Major Killworth, APC, which states, óWe have big long 

swords to juggle with in our cavalry regiment, 155 strong, the only Australians to possess swords in AI 

Forcesô. (2) Centre: a second letter from Killworth in which he describes a ceremonial parade which was the 

ófirst occasion on which Australian soldiers have ever taken part in such a function armed with the sword in 

place of the more accustomed rifle, but the Anzacs this morning showed how easily and smartly they have 

adapted themselves to the new arm.ô (3) Right: a close-up of the NCO in the group photograph.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

(4) Trevor would like to hear from any members who have further knowledge of the 

wearing of swords by members of the AIF. He can be contacted via the Editor. 

 

__________________________________________________________________ 

 

The APM ï a brilliant analysis 
ñCenturionò aboard the óSaxonô, 1918-19. 

 

An APM has more acquaintances and fewer friends than any Officer in His Majestyôs forces. It is his duty to 

know everyone wisely, but not to know anyone too well. He should never accept hospitality, and rarely offer 

it, unless it be a lodging for the night. If he offers you this form of entertainment, you cannot refuse. He has 

to know all about etiquette; if he asks an Officer for his name and regiment he must be careful to have his 

armlet on, and if he enters another APMôs beat he must be equally careful to have it off. He should know a 

lady when he sees one. He may ask an Officer for his belt, but he should not ask him for his óslacksô.  

 He should never swear, except at a court-martial, and then not profanely. It is never safe to ask him 

the way, as he is naturally suspicious, and may think you know it but cannot walk it. The fact that he is called 

the Assistant Provost Marshal does not mean that he is meant to assist Officers home, though he sometimes 

offers to do so. When he does that, be sure you ask for a Medical Officer as soon as you get there, and say 

you donôt feel at all well. 

 The APM has few equals and no superiors. He can ask any Officer he 

likes to go for a walk with him, though it is a mistake to suppose it is a 

compliment, and it is unwise to refuse. He is privileged to attend executions, 

which he does with a pocket handkerchief, not for blowing his nose. He is very 

fond of exercise. He takes other peopleôs pleasures sadly. He has a profound 

distrust of human nature, but he is seldom indignant and never surprised. It is 

very difficult to make him see a joke ï especially a practical one. His manners 

are indeed more subdued than jovial; he will sometimes touch an Officer on the 

shoulder, but he rarely claps him on the back. He is fond of frequenting 

estaminets, especially after 8pm, but this does not mean that he has convivial 

tastes. He has the insatiable curiosity of a child without its ingenuousness; his 

curiosity lacks charm. From all of this it will be gathered that an APM, although 

invariably a man of parts, is usually more feared than loved. 

 He is a lonely man. 

Source: Author unknown. óSaxon Sentinelô, produced óAt Seaô, 7 January 1919. 
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Lieutenant John Robert Lee, 24th & 21st Battalions 
Margo Piggott, Gilgandra. 

 

John Robert Lee was the Methodist minister in Gilgandra in 1913 and 1914. He was transferred to another 

Methodist Circuit but was not happy there, so had returned to Gilgandra in 1914 to take up sharefarming on 

óEulongaô, five miles out of town.  

 He enlisted in Gilgandra on 9 October 1915 and joined the óCoo-ee Marchô to Sydney. This was the 

first of the many recruiting marches organised in New South Wales. Gilgandra local plumber and rifle club 

member, William T Hitchen  (óCaptain Billô) proposed a route march from Gilgandra to Sydney, collecting 

volunteers at every town, where there would be a demonstration to secure more recruits. Despite the Armyôs 

disinterest, Bill Hitchen went ahead with the help of Mr A Miller, a hairdresser of Gilgandra as secretary.  

 Lieutenant Lee served as the Coo-eesô chaplain and their leading speaker, as he was a skilled orator.  

Thirty-five men left Gilgandra on Sunday, 10 October, 1915 to march to Sydney through Dubbo, Molong, 

Orange, Bathurst, Lithgow and over the mountains through Katoomba, Penrith, Parramatta, Burwood, 

Ashfield and then the city of Sydney. They arrived with 265 recruits and it was the most successful of all the 

recruiting marches that followed.  

 After four months of training at the Liverpool camp, most of the Coo-ees embarked on 8 March, 

1916, on the Star of England for Egypt, where some stayed with the 13
th
 Battalion, while others joined the 

45
th
 Battalion [both 4

th
 Division units]. All served in France.  

 John Robert Lee was 30 years old when he enlisted at Gilgandra and was 5ô11ò, weighed 10 stone 7 

pounds, with dark complexion, blue eyes and dark hair. His mother was listed as his next of kin, Mrs J 

Sanders, Oliver Ford, Conrett, Durham, UK. 

 John was born in Lancaster, Durham, on 19 October, 1885, to coalminer James Lee and Jessie 

Watson. He was educated at public schools in Leadgate and Durham before attending Cliff College in 

Sheffield. He worked as a water-works engineer for ten years and became a Methodist minister before 

coming to Australia in 1910, preaching at Yanco and Gilgandra.  

 When he marched off with the Coo-ees he had left the farm with 350 acres of ripening wheat. When 

the wheat was ripe, his neighbours moved in with 16 harvesters and horse teams and took it off, whilst others 

sewed the bags and carted the wheat to the silos for John. [Source: óWhere Two or Three are Gathered 

Togetherô, History of Gilgandra Wesleyan Methodist and Uniting Church, by Betty Bartley.] 

 Second Lieutenant John Lee [right ] embarked 

from Sydney with the 24
th
 Battalion on 30 October, 

1916, on the Argyllshire and disembarked at Devonport 

on 10 January, 1917. (He had stayed behind in Sydney 

to attend an officersô course.)  

 On 14 January 1917, John Lee marched in to 

Larkhill. Following a period of training he left from 

Tidworth, England, to Etaples, France and was taken on 

strength on 23 March, 1917. The battalion had little rest 

during the bleak winter of 1916-17, alternating between 

the Front and labouring tasks. When patrolling No-

manôs land, the men of the 24
th
 Battalion adopted a 

unique form of snow camouflage ï large white nighties 

bought in Amiens.  

 Early in April 1917, Lee was transferred to the 

21
st
 Battalion and was promoted to lieutenant on 17 

May, 1917.  

 In early May 1917, the 21
st
 Battalion fought at 

Bullecourt, and then in October participated in the three 

kilometre advance that captured Broodseinde Ridge, 

east of Ypres. Like the rest of the AIF, the battalion saw 

out the year recuperating from the trials of the Ypres 

sector.  

 From 3 to 9 September 1917, John went to a 

Lewis gun school. He was on leave in England from 20 

October until 3 November, 1917. Unfortunately, shortly after he returned from leave he was admitted to the 

2
nd

 General Hospital at Boulogne with a problem with his knee.  
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 On 30 November 1917 he was transferred on the hospital ship St David to the 3
rd
 London General 

Hospital with a dislocation to his right knee. 

 By 12 March 1918, John was struck off strength because of a óderangement of right kneeô and 

embarked for Australia on the Kenilworth Castle. He left Durban on 23 April 1918 and Cape Town on 2 

May 1918 on the Kanowna, disembarking at Sydney on 24 May 1918. His appointment in the AIF was 

terminated on 22 June 1918.  

 After he returned to Australia, John Lee worked in a recruiting depot until demobilised in 

September, but remained on the reserve of officers list. He worked at Liverpool Camp, where he received 

and lectured recruits, and then afterward he was appointed to Kogarah and Hurstville Citizen Military Force 

(CMF) with the light horse and cadets.  

 On 28 February 1920, John Robert Lee [right ] married Gladys Irene 

Dickinson; the couple had no children. In 1920 Lee was elected to the NSW 

Legislative Assembly as the Nationalist member for Botany. Following the 

abolition of proportional representation in 1927 he was elected Member for 

Drummoyne. Lee was Nationalist Whip from 1922 to 1927 and Minister for 

Justice from 1927 to 1930. In 1931 he joined the United Australia Party. From 

1934 to 1937 he was also an alderman at Drummoyne, serving as mayor in 1936. 

He left the Assembly in 1941, and from 1940 to 1943 served again in the AIF, 

assisting with recruiting and serving as a staff captain with the Citizen Military 

Forces. From 1944 to 1945 he was a captain attached to the United States Army 

[source: Wikipedia].  

 John Robert Lee died on 2 November 1957 at Pymble. His wife survived 

him.  

 He is commemorated in the Gilgandra Heritage Centre, the Coo-ee 

Memorial Gateway, and the Gilgandra Uniting Church. 

 

________________________________________________________________________ 

 

A Message to the Men of the Third Australian Division 
Major General John Monash, November 1916 

Contributed by Rod Carpenter, Callala Bay. 

 

óYou are about to embark for France in order to take your places by the side of our Australian kinsmen, who 

in Gallipoli and France, by their valour and endurance, have made Australia famous throughout the world. 

 óIn the name of our Commonwealth, I call upon every one of you to resolve that, in the task which 

lies ahead, you will endeavour to display the highest qualities of self-sacrifice, discipline, devotion to duty, 

and self-restraint, under all temptations; in order that the reputation you are to earn may rank second to none.  

 óYou have undergone training in the arts of modern fighting, and in the conduct of a disciplined 

soldiery. Remember to apply everything that you have learned at all times, and in all places; for on the 

manner in which you do this you will be judged.  

 óWhile your future renown will rest chiefly upon your fighting qualities, your courage in the face of 

the enemy, and your perseverance under hardships, it will depend also on your soldierly behaviour, whether 

on or off duty, your prompt obedience, your respect for your military superiors, your smartness of 

appearance and bearing, and, particularly, your regard for the welfare and 

property of the women and children of France whose men-folk are away from 

their homes helping us to fight our common enemy. 

 óKeep in mind the crimes of that enemy against our Empire, our Allies, 

and humanity, and be determined, now that the opportunity for which you have 

waited so long has come at last, to work and to fight with all the strength and all 

the skill of which you are capable.ô    

 

Endnote: Rod says that these messages were placed on the inside cover of the 

pay books of 3
rd
 Division men in November 1916, just before the division moved 

from training in England to the Western Front. On 7 June 1917, the 3
rd
 Division 

would go into their first major battle at Messines.   

Left : Portrait of Lieutenant General Sir John Monash, circa 1918.  

AWM A02697.  
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Narrative by 2716 Corporal Len Jones, 3rd Battalion AIF, Part 9 
Transcribed and contributed by Phillip and Marie-Christine Mannell, St Andrews. 

 

Although I knew that I was getting near Blighty furlough again I didnôt expect it so soon. Fourteen days this 

time and so Captain Howie [Captain 2444 Clarence Malcolm Howie] said, ñCorporal Mackenzie 

[Sergeant 294 Alexander Sawers McKenzie CdeG] and yourself have been carrying buckshee stripes too 

long. It isnôt right that men should do a job indefinitely without recognition.ò 

 óMacô was made sergeant and myself corporal. And better still the rank was confirmed from the time 

the sergeant [unknown] left for furlough and taking sick, had not returned. As this went back some months, it 

meant an extra wad in the pay book. I thanked the adjutant, naturally. It was decent of him. It showed me that 

the óheadsô were fully alive even to things as small as this. 

 And so, with another HQ chap, I made for the QM store, away back near Locre [Loker, Belgium]. 

We intended to stay a night here but the place was a quagmire. Doug Oakley [Lieutenant 360 Douglas 

Gordon Oakley MC], the QM, advised, ñYou chaps push on to Bailleul. Donôt stay at the rest camp, go to 

this address and here is a drop of rum to help you up that hill.ò 

 This drop helped to fill up an Enoôs bottle I had. I was determined that Dad should have a taste. It 

was a long, wet trudge uphill to Bailleul, but what mattered was that we were going to Blighty. The bottle 

was half empty by the time we staggered up to Bailleul. The place was full of troops and óa good time was 

being had by allô. 

 There was an aerodrome, nearby, that was being visited by 

Gothas [German bombers, right , AWM P00826.174].  

 We made for the house, on the advice of Doug. One of the 

old, tall, lace-making houses. Two elderly ladies answered the door. 

I explained the reason of our call, a bed for the night. They could not 

feed us, but there were cafes near. We dumped our gear and had a 

feed (horse steak and eggs). The horse was not bad, rather sweet and 

darker than beef. Back to our possy. 

 Our bedroom was right on top. A fine Froggy bed with 

board sides, curtains etc. Madame insisted that we placed our wet, 

muddy, lousy clothes out in the passage. She was emphatic that they would be OK. 

 ñAfraid of getting lousy bedsò, said my companion. 

 I had other ideas. So, in absolute birthday suits, we slept well. In the morning, our clothes, all of 

them were there: clean, dry, free of lice and ironed. I should think they had made a night of it and all for one 

franc. Madameôs eyes glistened at my words of thanks and I insisted on five francs.  

 We had a feed, boarded the train and after quite a good trip, we reached Boulogne. Quite a fresh 

clean place.  

 We could see the Channel and in no time we were tossing to a heavy sea. Two destroyers were 

handy, half-hidden in a smother of green seas. Quite a different trip across to the last one from Le Havre. 

 No waiting at Folkestone either, straight through to London but a longer wait at HQ. Men were not 

allowed to leave without good clothes, a lecture, and all equipment had to be left there. 

 I sent a wire home and eventually arrived there. I spent my furlough in a similar fashion to my other 

one, óknocking about homeô, enjoying the countryside and yarning. My old dog was now blind and faltering 

but his devotion was amazing. Simply would not leave me, day or night. óBillô, surely the most cunning 

devoted dog (quite a mongrel terrier, rough-haired, long-tailed) that ever lived. He had been spared hoping 

that I would come again but then was painlessly put to death. 

 I found that it was an accepted fact that Fritz was preparing for a big offensive in the spring. As if I 

knew all about it, I was asked where he would push. Strangely enough, I replied, ñWhere the line would 

perhaps be weakest, where we joined the Frenchò. I wasnôt far out, it seemed. 

 An aunt of mine was very angry because her son had been called up. He was earning £10 a week, 

ñand all going into saving certificatesò. 

 There was about 40 pound a week going into their house of four people. I am afraid I ótickedô her 

off. 

 I was told I was older, more reserved, graver, under a skin of light heartedness. ñThey all seem the 

same nowò. And, I suppose we were. I had noticed it in the battalion, but didnôt think it applied to me. 

 So back to the boys but this time a two day wait at Folkestone where we camped in houses by the 

sea. The Channel was óclosedô. Then across we went, a night at óOne Blanket Hillô, then by train to 

Hazebrouck. What a difference this trip, much better arrangements all around, via Boulogne anyway. 
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 I located the boys at Meteren, and for some reason the section reckoned I was married. Good days 

here, route marches, tactics, good evenings around the estaminet stove and good comradeship.  

 Mac was a good sergeant and had scrounged a billet with a bed. Saw that we kept up to scratch, gave 

us a good spin and with a good crowd, the section was happy.  

 We all seemed to realise that there would be something doing soon and many the arguments we had. 

And there was some sound reasoning too. Fritz had two very great advantages over us. The absolute 

cooperation between his infantry and artillery, practically absent with us in my opinion, and greatest of all, 

the fact that we faced east. Although I have never heard of this enlarged upon, I do believe that it was a very 

big natural advantage, taken full use of. The óman in the streetô takes little notice of this óvisibilityô, looking 

into the sun shadows, etc, but all of vital importance in warfare. Every morning our lines came under the 

powerful glasses of German observers. Sun or not, they had the light at their backs and of course the morning 

rays of light are the most intense. We had visibility in the evening, but with the setting sun the result was not 

comparable. Our planes could hardly see a thing in the German lines until they were returning. 

 Another surprise for me, I was detailed for Army Sig School. At long last I had my chance of getting 

the óACK Iô certificate (Assistant Instructor). Only officers could be óInstructorsô. A five week course near 

Zuytpeene, near Cassel, Army HQ. I had good old Mac to thank for this. The other chap had taken care to 

never give me a chance.  

 I had to go to the Doc to have my eyes tested. There was a casualty in the room. An AMC cobber 

told me about it. Some of the boys back from the estaminet had kicked over a tin of crude carbolic (kept in 

the billet for disinfecting after much diluting) over the straw. This chap came off guard and sat down on it to 

get undressed. It burned right through his clothes and attacked the flesh. He certainly was a rotten sight and 

listed as SIW too (self inflicted wound)! Of course he would be cleared. Practically all injuries in the back 

area now came under this heading. Mac did later on by cutting his foot bathing in a pond where officers had 

potted at bottles. 

 So away I went. The boys booked for óSpoil Bankô. I was lucky. The Sig School was in a good spot 

and quite a ópermanentô camp. With Nissen huts, recreation hall, lecture room, etc. There was a signaller 

from each unit in the AIF under Army Command. They separated us out, about three per hut. I cobbered with 

an AIF gunner with polished badges and buttons (a fact well-worth recording). On my left was a man from 

the Tyne. To this day I could never understand his ólingoô. In this camp I realised, as never before, the 

dialects of England. It was rather serious actually, taking down a message from them. 

 It was a good school and also good tucker.  

 I put all that I knew into it. Too much time was spent on stuff that did not touch active service 

conditions. I was hoping to get well-versed in enemy phones, etc and actually broached the subject, but no, it 

was not on the subject and could not be brought up. They carried on just as they always had done with all the 

other courses. We had field exercises and learned all about the óunderground wirelessô, the óITô, trench 

wireless sets, dogs, pigeons and lots of new methods. There was a great deal of stuff that would never be of 

use to a battalion signaller, but as they had to cater for all, it had to be assimilated. 

 I was picked for a soccer competition and acquitted myself well. We had some hard games and won 

the final, for which we received a recreation medal. We had leave into Cassel, which place, being Army HQ, 

was very quiet and select. I had some good times with two Tommy sergeants, a Devon and a Worcester, fine 

fellows.  

 We had our exams and all done in schoolroom fashion: maps, theory, wiring, etc and then, all of the 

practical work. I felt very satisfied with my efforts. Sometime after, I received my AI Certificate. There 

remained several days of intensive training.  

 One night in March I went into Cassel and enjoyed a quiet time in an estaminet. There were half a 

dozen Army HQ men there. Presently a corporal came in and called them out. As he turned to go out he 

looked at me and came across.  

ñSurely your name is Jones?ò 

ñYesò, I said, ñquite right.ò 

ñCould hardly believe my eyes,ò he replied, ñespecially in that uniform. Do you remember me?ò Yes, I did, 

óGingerô, of my old school days. I sat next to him in Form for years. Evidently he was in a hurry, so after a 

few remarks he told me why. 

 ñWe are all off in a Hell of a hurry for Querrieu, unless the Hun gets there first.ò Querrieu! Way 

back, Hell! ñThe Hun has smashed through the Fifth Army and is pouring over the Somme. Take my tip and 

get your gear together, you wonôt be at Zuytpeene many more hours.ò I was naturally óstruck dumbô and 

unbelieving. 
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 He went on, ñI suppose everyone will know soon, but meanwhile say nothing. If you want to know, 

all the Aussies are on the move south. Itôs serious and the finish if Jerry isnôt stopped. Chin, chinò, and after 

a handshake, away he rushed. 

 Cripes, I thought, hereôs a mess. Better go to camp, and passing down the quiet country lanes to the 

School there came the faint but unmistakeable thud of gunfire. In the night air it sounded like someone 

thumping a very slack muffled drum. When I reached my possy I quietly got my gear down, saw to buckles, 

fixed my pack and ógot ready to moveô. Surprising how oneôs gear gets scattered. Went to the canteen and 

bought some tinned stuff. 

 My gunner mate came in, saw my stuff all ready and said, ñHaving a tidy up? Plenty of time yet, 

another week to go.ò So we went to a cosy little estaminet where most of the School staff spent their nights. 

It rid me of a bit of the blues. One of the Tommies had a banjo and sang Cockney ditties by the score. His 

favourite was, óOh fer a roly-poly muvver used to mikeô. We buzzed off and back to bunk. 

 It must have been 3am when there came a heavy banging on the door and a voice, ñAll in there get 

out and be ready to join your units. Go down to the QM and draw 48 hours rations and ball ammunitionò. 

 A sleepy voice replied, ñOh, go away and sleep it off.ò Several more added some choice remarks. 

 The outside voice simply said, ñAny man not ready to move by the time I return will be severely 

dealt with.ò We could hear him rousing up the other huts. Gradually, the boys realised that there was no joke, 

no joke at all and then what a scurry. 

 Said my mate, ñYou knew something last night. No wonder you were quiet. Whatôs doing?ò But I 

ñknew ónuffinô.ò 

 Down to the Quartermaster, a bit of breakfast and off for Bavinchove Station. Lorry after lorry was 

on the move down the road. So, it was the big attack and mighty successful, too. Yet, in spite of the critical 

time, the dislocation of traffic and the big movement of troops, we eventually entrained for somewhere 

south. What a journey, we were shunted to sidings and left for hours. Back again and along another route. At 

one place we picked up a jumbled crowd of Aussies, among them being Lieutenant Shelley [Lieutenant 

3130 Eric Ralph Shelley MC] and, glory be, Sergeant Joe Weger [Corporal 2101 Ernest Charles Weger] 

and about 50 new men for the 3
rd
 Battalion, just over from England.  

 These latter days, there were no special reinforcements for units. I think we reached the twenties and 

then there came the óGeneral Reinforcementsô. I ran a practiced eye over them and then grunted. [The final, 

26
th
 Reinforcement of the 3

rd
 Battalion embarked in February 1918. These men were actually from the 25

th
 

Reinforcement and were taken on strength on 25
th
 April, 1918 ï Phil.] 

ñJoe, where the hell did you pick up this crowd?ò 

ñDonôt ask me, Jonno, Iôve been to a bomb school.ò 

 Shelley, thank heavens, was a quiet, determined, efficient óLootô and just said, ñJust keep some sort 

of order but stand no nonsense. I donôt know where we are going, except we are chasing the battalion down 

south.ò 

 The air seemed electric. One could feel the tenseness everywhere. Perhaps it was ourselves. It took 

us days, by a round-about way, to at last be dumped, of all places at óHalley Pernoisô [Halloy-lès-Pernois], 

our old resting place after Pozières. I knew it at once and it was full of refugees.  

 We camped in a barn near the water mill and Lieutenant Shelley scoured the place for rations. I went 

over to the old mill and after repeated knocking, the door opened an inch. It took a long time and taxed my 

French to induce the old chap to open up. This gave me my chance to ask if he remembered me in ô16. Glory 

be, he did and in fact was still wearing my old socks. It looked as if he had never taken them off. With the 

result that the mob tackled bully and biscuits while Shelley, Joe and I, for a few francs, dined óen familleô. It 

was rather meagre but good fare, mostly vegetable soup, good wheaten bread, cheese, thin wine and boiled 

bacon. 

 Shelley was worried. Here he was, going God knows where and likely to 

be pushed into the line at any time with Joe, myself and a crowd of mostly 

growlers and whiners. These were always boasting of some riot or other they 

helped play a part in at Liverpool, NSW. A lot were flat-footed, long-haired and 

slovenly. There was one good chap, their óbucksheeô sergeant, who was anxious to 

make good and asked all sorts of sensible questions [Sergeant 7528 Owen 

Edward McCann]. He was killed later, first day in the line. The first night, with 

Hun Gothas coming over, they wouldnôt put their lights out, until Joe Weger 

socked one on the jaw. Bombs fell down the road and they were around all night. 

There was nothing much to do but keep them in order somehow. [Right: Studio 

portrait of 7528 Sergeant Owen Edward McCann, 3
rd
 Battalion of Granville, NSW. 
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A soldier prior to enlisting, he embarked from Sydney aboard HMAT Euripides on 31 October 1917. He was 

wounded in action at Strazeele, France, on 20 June 1918, and died of wounds in the 2
nd

 Australian Casualty 

Clearing Station on 30 June 1918, aged 24. He is buried in the Longuenesse (St Omer) Souvenir Cemetery, 

France. AWM P08624.188.] 

 We quite expected to go into action but after a day or so we entrained and headed north. Shelley told 

us that the 1
st
 Division had been rushed back again. Something doing up there, eh! What a journey. We 

passed through St Pol [Saint-Pol-sur-Mer] all bashed about. Pulled up as about six bombers came along. The 

train crew bolted and bombs fell all about us. We just had to sit tight and listen to the hiss of falling bombs. 

Heavy lumps of dirt and stuff banged on the roof. Thank goodness, the new chaps didnôt realise much. I 

canôt speak for Joe, but I had a bad attack of ówindô.  

 After some hours, on we went by a route I had never traversed. We detrained a few miles from town, 

at Aire [Aire-sur-la-Lys]. This was the Bethune area and we billeted here for some days. We saw some of the 

Portuguese Army. We heard all about them later, practically all one size, shape and colour. They looked 

queer in British equipment, somehow.  

 Then on we went to country we knew better and billeted north of Ebblinghem area.  

 A guide came from the battalion and we eagerly absorbed news of the boys. What a magnificent job 

of work the [1
st
] Division had done. How the Hun had broken through the óPork & Beansô [Portuguese]. 

There is no doubt at all that the old division had saved the Channel Ports and stopped the Hun dividing the 

British Army at Hazebrouck, with dire consequences. And, the line, ye gods, was at Strazeele, but that the 

famous óBrasserie du Nordô and its beer were on our side. You bet, up we went. Hazebrouck had been 

bashed about, with huge 15 inch craters all about the station. The battalion was out of the line and most of 

the division, such was the critical situation. 

 I was mighty glad to be back, at last I was with the boys. Home! The feeling was indescribable. If a 

man had to be in this war business, let him be with the men he knew and knew him. I joined the boys in the 

Borre sector. All this area was our old stomping ground and we knew every road, hedge and farmhouse. The 

boys gave me a great welcome. The boys had their tails well up. 

 I heard all the news. Porky [Private 2758 Henry Neil] was a casualty, hit near the right eye; Bill 

Howitt [Lance Corporal 730 William Albert Howitt ] in the arm. Good old Gil [Private 2831 George 

Albert Edward Gilbert ] had a Bar on his MM for great work on the lines. The magnificent work of the 

division is recorded elsewhere but very inadequately. The events down south overshadowed their work, but 

without doubt, they had saved the Channel Ports. I heard how óBlueyô Tipper [Private 1437 Richard 

Tipper] had put 50 Lewis gun ócake tinô batteries into the Hun with the remark, ñYou count ôem and Iôll 

stack ôemò, and he passed out the next day. 

 Somehow, there was a wonderful sense of security with these boys. I could never visualise any 

enemy breaking them.  

 We were in clean country, crops were all up, spuds and peas for the picking. We took up the front 

line position at Meteren, on the right side of me was the Moolenacker baths mentioned earlier in the piece. 

The enemy held the village. He was welcome to it for our artillery pasted it nicely, whilst our positions were 

well-scattered with a new form of defence: posts in echelon so there was really no front line for him to shell.  

 Bailleul, up on the hill, was in flames. Away on our flank was the monastery on Godewaersvelde 

Ridge. He had many tries to hit the bell tower but failed.  

 We had lines to companies and lamp lights to company headquarters.  

 Raids were in order and we were definitely óon topô.  

 

I saw some beautiful gunnery one day. We had a battery of [18] pounders and howitzers at our rear and one 

day the major came to our observation post to do some shooting. óNobbyô Clark [Lieutenant 1113 Cecil 

Olbers Clark MC, MM ], our Intelligence Officer, bet him 50 francs that he could not put a 4.5 howitzer 

shell in a hole in the Chateau wall that Fritz had been spying from. I was up there at the time. The third shell 

went clean in and four Germans ran out into the orchard. The guns chased them around, cornered them and 

finished them off with a beautifully timed bit of pounder shrapnel. Somehow, I felt a twinge, for, by the 

equipment they carried, they were obviously signallers. 

 Enemy guns were not so active but we did not know whether he had overrun himself or was 

gathering forces for another big attack. One thing we did know: that he had troops of quality in front and that 

every day of delay enabled us to consolidate the position. The engineers now had all of the bridges mined. 

We had strong posts in the rear but were not too sure of troops in reserve, but the boys didnôt seem to mind. I 

never saw them in better spirits.  
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 We were relieved by the 4
th
 Battalion in four days and moved slightly back and to the left in reserve. 

Evidently a general reserve, but the Yorkshire chaps came along and we went back via Flêtre  and Caëstre 

(both badly shelled) and then by bus to dear old Wallon Cappel of 1916 memory, but a different place. The 

people were still obviously nervous and our high spirits puzzled them. Evidently, the position here was okay 

for we had nine nights here with baths, sports and clean clothes. Night bombing worried us; some big stuff 

was dropping very near. 

 May 19
th
 and back we went to the Strazeele sector. He was shelling and gassing Caëstre and singly 

we hurried through the village between burning houses (and how these old Froggy places did burn) with our 

gas masks on.  

 Our position now was at Strazeele Railway Station, with headquarters just in the rear in a farm 

house, and we were warned not to tidy up the surroundings, for enemy planes were busy on photography.  

 It was a new hard job to find óbucksheeô tucker, but, to our amazement, one day we spotted a pig 

between headquarters and the front line. So, we had a go at it. I didnôt know a pig was so hard to kill and 

there were many caustic remarks about our aim. At night we dragged him back and he had about a dozen 

bullets in his neck and head. Down to the quartermaster he was carted but our share was on the small side. 

 Under cover by day was the order.  

 Brigade sent us up a message dog for a trial run. Unfortunately for me, headquarters petted and fed 

him, so when the colonel, at last, decided to send him back with a message, he wouldnôt go. 

ñAny sig here knows how to deal with message dogs? Righto, Jones, send this dog back.ò  

Not knowing he had been petted etc, I tried him out. I soon told the adjutant the trouble. 

ñWell, he has to go, Jones.ò 

 So, I had no alternative, but, in full view of Fritz, to shoo and stone the mongrel along the road back 

to brigade. I cussed the dog and headquarters to the full extent of my knowledge for it could all have been 

obviated if the dog had been sent straight to us. I finished up dragging the poor thing into brigade 

headquarters. Needless to say, we didnôt get any more. 

 Daylight raids were now in full operation. Sergeant Bruggy [Sergeant 308/6149 John Matthew 

Bruggy MM] crawled through a crop and mopped up a Hun post. They wouldnôt believe him at company 

headquarters, so with Pat Kinchington [Sergeant 2623 Patrick Kinchington] he went back again and 

proved it with two dead, two wounded and trails of blood. I afterward saw the plane photos of the area and 

Bruggyôs feet marks in the dew could easily be seen.  

 Whilst here, I saw a magnificent spectacle. One morning, leisurely pushing a pram full of bottled 

bock [German beer], towards the line was a 2
nd

 Battalion Digger. At first glance he looked sober. Steadily he 

pushed along, but, coming nearer, we could see he was absolutely ófullô. The sight can be imagined. He had 

on a top hat, frock coat, a lovely canary waistcoat, long pointed Froggy shoes and a very nice pair of corsets. 

Over these, he had his equipment, rifle on one shoulder and an umbrella up. Colonel Moore [Lieutenant 

Colonel Donald Ticehurst Moore] also saw him. 

ñGet hold of that bird, Jones.ò 

 I did, but when I managed to stop him, he fell down and whilst I was dragging him under cover the 

pram vanished. This was no good to me, so I óreportedô to headquartersô possy and behold, there, of course, 

was the beer. Looking at it I reported that the Dig was snoring well and what was I to do with his órationsô? 

ñConfiscated, Jones, but hereôs two bottles.ò (Two out of about 20.) Eventually, the artist sobered up, the 

colonel gave him a dressing down and let him go. 

 Daylight raids and constant night patrols had the Hun worried, but he was mighty quiet, which was 

ominous. We worked hard strengthening our area and also had a fine telephone wire system similar to the old 

ladder idea at Fleurbaix in 1916. We could work in the day by keeping low in the crops.  

 On the day before the 12
th
 Battalion relieved us, word came that a prisoner reported a big attack 

coming with gas, so the 3
rd
, when relieved, spent the night and early morning ósquatting toô in the near front 

area. But nothing happened and in small parties, we made for La Kruele near Hondeghem-Hazebrouck. 

There was a triangle of railway lines here and also a 15 inch howitzer, which the Hun bombed every night. 

He certainly frightened us for we were in the top of a barn about 100 yards from the gun. Regular as 

clockwork, over Fritz came. Tense silence. The planeôs rear and the old barn would shake with bomb 

concussions.  

 June 3
rd
 and back further to Sercus. This looked good; a nice well-ordered district. Sport, our usual 

training and then to our intense regret, a visit by General Lesslie [Brigadier William Buck Lesslie CB, 

CMG] to say goodbye. He evidently didnôt like it.  
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ñBoys, Iôm going to the Naval Division. I donôt want to, but I obey orders and if they are half as good as you, 

they will do. No man ever had such a great brigade to command and never will. Youôve done everything Iôve 

asked you to do and never let me down. Donôt forget me, will you?ò 

 Forget him, never! (I wrote him in 1934 to tell him so and his answer is a treasured letter.) It is 

useless to write about him; one had to know him to appreciate him. In the line and out, we knew that he was 

planning all the time for us.  

 One day he called in, ñBoys, I donôt like the beer you are drinking, donôt get any more. Iôll get you 

some good stuffò and he sent two lorries out of the Army area and they scoured the back area, away for days. 

Many gave it up as a óblue duckô [stood up] and spent up. Some of us didnôt and back the lorries came with 

bottled Bass [English beer], if you please. With the result that instead of two per man there were 12 for those 

in cash. Mac, our Sergeant, was away with a cut foot through swimming in a pond where officers had been 

pelting at bottles, and I wrote him with the news that I had 20 bottles corralled in a corner but was afraid that 

they would not keep. Of course, they didnôt, for I passed them around to the section mostly playing órummyô, 

the card game now all the rage. I was in charge but the section was rather weak, for Gil and Fishlock [one of 

two brothers: Private 301 George Fishlock MSM or 125 Lomas Fishlock] were away with scabies.  

 Back we went to La Kreule, with Colonel Mackay [Colonel Iven Giffard Mackay], late of 4
th
 

Battalion as brigadier, then to Strazeele in support with signs of enemy activity. There was nothing particular 

to support the statement, but somehow we could sense it. 

 Here I played a low-down trick. Nearby was a 12 inch howitzer firing very regularly on the Bailleul 

area. We used to stand behind the gun and watch the shell go way up into the air. Tiring of this one day, I 

started to scrounge around, and óforce of habitô directed me to the cookhouse. All hands were at the gun, and 

there, ye gods, piled up on one of those round garden sieves were some spuds. All were about marble-sized 

and by infinite labour, all scraped. The óbabblerô must have scoured for days to get them for we had been 

over the area pretty well. A glance around and I was out the back with them. Hurrying back to signals, I 

shouted out, ñQuick, Dick (Dick Mayo was always ready for a feed), shove the fat onò [Lance Corporal 162 

Richard Stanley Mayo]. We fried them and polished them off.  

 Lying back, wishing never to see a spud again for we had had many feeds in the last month, when 

along came a worried looking Tommy. 

ñI say chums, I ainôt ôarf in a fix. Some blighter ôas flogged the orficersô dinner of spuds and there ainôt ôarf a 

row. Iôve got to find ôem.ò 

ñNo, oh no, spuds! Matter of fact we had so many we wouldnôt look at them. Anyway, there are plenty 

about.ò 

ñNo fear, Aussie, I had to sieve the earth in four gardens for these. Nice little ones they were.ò 

Off he went. 

ñJonnoò, said Dick, ñyouôre going from bad to worse. Anyway, Iôll take their sieve back. Iôve been lying on 

it to hide it.ò 

And, he did! Iôve often wondered what they said when they found their empty sieve back in its place. 

 

Up we went into the line at Strazeele and at 9.00 am óAô Company carried out a 

daylight attack on an enemy post, with the help of trench mortars. The post was 

taken but fiercely counter-attacked. They had several goes to take it but failed. At 

about 5.00 pm they put down an artillery barrage and had another go but failed. 

We lost two good officers in Captain Higinbotham [Captain Lindon Howard 

Russell Higinbotham, right, AWM P02358.001] and Lieutenant Taylor 

[Lieutenant Frank William T aylor, below left, AWM P05413.077].  
 Our [signal] lines held right through until near the 

end. Short of men, we had a hard time. The lines were 

down and we had no news but could hear the scrap. Every 

man was out on the line. The Major [Major 568 Athol 

Frederick Burrett DSO] kept worrying me. 

ñWhat are we doing?ò 

I told him, ñAll we can.ò 

Shortly, we were through and the news of all positions held, etc sent along.  

 Then, Bill Kevin [Private 5122 William Thomas Kevin MM] tapped in 

and told me that the second in command of the company [unknown] had taken the 

signallers off their job to help with the wounded and the break was right at company 

headquarters. To get the boys out was necessary but so, also, was the vital necessity 
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to get the news through regarding the position. Headquarters was helpless to do anything with no 

communications. Some officers never seemed to realise that a unit without communications was as useful as 

a baby with its nervous system destroyed. I say most emphatically that some officers did not give their 

signallers any consideration or help. In fact, they did not have the brains to realise their vital worth. 

 Some extraordinary things were done. Brigade sent up some pigeons for this stunt. They were sent 

direct to the orderly room and I knew nothing at all about them.  

 Then I was asked, ñWhat are you going to do about those pigeons? They have been here for two 

days.ò 

ñI donôt know anything about them, Sir.ò 

ñWell, you should know.ò 

I let them go.  

 

I was having a terrible time tuning up Fuller phones. Still somewhat in the experimental stage, they often 

caused us trouble. On the next night, I was half dead for want of sleep. I was trying to get one to work when 

a large-sized officer pushed in. 

ñWhat are you doing with that?ò 

I looked up. Cripes, Major Gordon [Major Grosvenor George Stuart Gordon], officer commanding 1
st
 

Division Signals. 

ñI donôt answer questions from strange officers. You have no right in here, please get out.ò 

I thought he would choke. 

ñGo on, outside. I donôt know you.ò 

Back he came with the adjutant, looking daggers. ñThis officer is Major Gordon, Jones. You should know 

him.ò 

ñSorry, Sir, but he has never been in the forward area before and orders are to keep out all unknown people.ò 

 Anyway, we got friendly and I actually got a promise that Division would not keep our good phones 

and send us back old ones, and also for two miles of wire ï which never came, so we had to keep on 

salvaging wire, again against orders. 

 

Things got lively. Next night, the Hun attacked in force against a post but failed. Then we had a visit from 

some Yank officers and NCOs. They, very naturally, interested us. Their clothes and equipment looked good 

and they had some weird and wonderful personal effects: they never tired of showing us collapsible this and 

extendable that and very naturally, half of them they never saw again. Their ideas of warfare were (in spite of 

all the training handed on to them), most vague. One chap couldnôt get over the fact that it was quite wrong 

that the trenches were one straight line packed with men, all ready to fight, all the time. ñSay, why isnôt that 

guy sticking Germans?ò This was to old Dick Mayo lying back busily having a go at the óchatsô.  

 Some of them found their way to the front line just in time for a hop-over in conjunction with the 2
nd

 

Battalion at midnight on the 23
rd
-24

th
 June. This stunt was decidedly a nasty one with about 500 yards to go. 

Actually, I suppose only a óminor raidô, but not to those in it; the Yanks thought it a huge attack. Lovedayôs 

[Lieutenant Lindsay William Stewart Loveday] boys met uncut wire and strong opposition and although 

they carried the position, Lieutenant óColô Smith [Lieutenant 378 Colin Lawson Smith MC ] was killed and 

Loveday badly hit. Altogether, a hectic time in the line. 

  We pulled out and not sorry, either, and back to La Kreule again. Here we had a visit from a staff 

officer from our sister divisions to the south.  

 In a big barn, he got up and said, ñI have been sent from ANZAC Headquarters to tell you of the 

wonderful deeds done by your brothers down south, but it seems to me that my job is to hurry back and tell 

them about your great bit of work up here.ò He gave us a brief idea of Villers-Bretonneux, Hamel, etc but 

kept harking back to our stunts and was very enthusiastic about it all.  

 Some of our officers went to Division to say goodbye to General Walker [Major General Sir 

Harold Bridgewater Walker ], who had had charge of us since May 1915. Good old óHookeyô; he was 

mighty proud of his 1
st
 Division. 

 

Continued in the next issue. 

 

A Digger salvaged a horse in a recent stunt, and took the moke along to the transport lines, where he 

endeavoured to persuade the lads that it was a good nag. ñWhatôs the breed?ò queried a know-all groom. He 

got his answer: ñBy Aussie out of Villers-Bretonneux!ò 

The 24
th
 Battalion Journal, contributed by Margaret Clarke. 
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óHomeward boundô: By a sentimentalist 
Corporal A Kelly, returning on the óSaxonô, 1918-19. Contributed by Ray Black, Dural. 

 

The gangway is lowered, the last rope that joins us to Blighty is cast to the tide ï a loud blast from the shipôs 

siren and we heave off. But not until the wharf and its occupants are receding into the fog of a December 

afternoon do we realise fully the significance of the occasion. How pregnant with memories are these final 

moments, how the thoughts crowd to oneôs brain. Unconsciously we survey the past and contemplate the 

future. Blighty! We leave you with many regrets, we forget the hours of pain, and the days of weariness. 

Only precious memories survive. Blighty in a few hours will be a memory, but one that will endure, for few 

of us are not leaving staunch friends, and fewer still have not spent many happy days there. Au revoir, 

Blighty, but not goodbye, for many of us will see you again, but pray God it shall be on a different mission to 

the one in which our friendship was founded. 

 The lights of Liverpool are still twinkling through the fog but our thoughts wander away oôer the 

trackless main, to home and all it means and we fervently thank God for his goodness. We Britons are 

accused of being a very undemonstrative people, but if ñThank God!ò is the extent of our words, our feelings 

are deep indeed, and although the Joy Bells are ringing, in our hearts we are fully conscious of the 

tremendous sacrifice our victory has entailed. We pay solemn if silent tribute to our dead ï to the glorious 

legions of a deathless Army who can only be with us in spirit, to celebrate his victory for humanity. We are 

forgetting the grand sacrifice of our women folk. Have we not read somewhere, ñMen must work and women 

must weepò. What a lie! Women have worked and sacrificed, they have fought and died, they have 

shouldered a heavy responsibility, and contributed as much towards victory as the grandest unit in the field. 

We know them, and posterity shall know them, as heroines of the Great War. 

 Words are paltry things, but they serve to show that we are acutely conscious of the conflicting 

emotions of the moment, that we are truly thankful to the stout hearts on the field of battle and at home, 

which have conducted us through the darkness of war, to the glorious sunshine of peace. 

 To try and depict the joy that we feel, as each day lessens the number of watery miles ahead, only 

serves to expose the inadequacy of words. Home, be it a mansion or cottage, holds our all. 

 God speed the Saxon. 

 

Endnote by the Editor: The author is believed to be Corporal 20737 Arthur John Kelly  [aka Arthur 

Joseph Kelly], 5
th
 FAB, who returned on the Saxon with orchitis. Enlisted 21/9/15, gassed 26/9/17, did not 

return to the Front. He was a timber-getter from Queensland but seems to have lived in Enmore, Sydney, 

after 1919. 

Source: óSaxon Sentinelô, produced óAt Seaô, 7 January 1919, Price 1/-. Supplied by Ray Black. 
 

DIGGER Quiz No. 47: óCampbellôs challengeô: The sinking of the RMS Leinster 
Source: óTorpedoed! The RMS Leinster Disasterô, Philip Lecane. 

 

1. On what date did the RMS Leinster sink in the Irish Sea? 

2. Where was the Leinster heading when she was sunk? 

3. How many passengers of the 771 on board lost their lives in the sinking? 

4. How many troops were on board the Leinster? 

5. What caused the sinking of the ship? 

6. How many Australians lost their lives in the sinking? 

7. What was the fate of the submarine? 

8. How did the sinking of the Leinster impact on the peace talks then taking place? 

9. Why did the sinking of the Leinster and the greatest loss of life in the Irish Sea become overlooked in later 

years?  

 

Answers to the quiz are on page 72. 

 

Note: An article on the sinking of the Leinster, with particular reference to the loss of Private 4530 Michael 

Ernest Smith, 19
th
 Bn, can be read in DIGGER 24, pp48-51.  

 
Membership subscriptions are now due for those whose membership expires on June 30, 2014. 
Details on payment are on the back of the mail insert sheet for these members. Make sure your name 
appears on any direct deposit transaction. Donôt delay ï pay today! DIGGER 48 out in September.  
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Private 4572 Bert Vandenbergh, 3rd Battalion 
Judith Green, Adelaide. 

         

Bert Vandenbergh was born on 15 April, 1889, at Robertson in the Southern Highlands of NSW where his 

parents, Henry and Mary Ann Vandenbergh, had a farm, óChelseaô. Henry and his parents, Charles and 

Charlotte Vandenbergh, had migrated to Australia in 1854 on the Hanover from Chelsea in London. The 

family settled in Sydney but after receiving a land grant in 1862 moved to Robertson where they established 

a dairy farm. 

 After leaving school, Bert entered the postal service, working first at Robertson, then at Katoomba 

and later at Guyra. Sociable and popular, Bert often won the billiards tournaments at the Katoomba School of 

Arts. He enlisted at Armidale in August 1915 and served with the 3
rd
 Battalion, 4

th
 Reinforcements AIF.  

 He embarked for Egypt on 15 January, 1916, on RMS Osterley and was then sent to France. Bert 

Vandenbergh was reported missing in action in July, 1916 and confirmed as killed in action on 24 July at 

Pozieres. The following obituary appeared in óThe Blue Mountain Echoô on 27 October, 1916: 

HEROES WHO HAVE FALLEN 

BERT VANDENBERGH 

Another well-known Mountain man has fallen at the Front, the cables recording the death of Private 

Bert Vandenbergh, for over seven years a courteous and capable member of the staff of the local 

Post Office staff. 

 Bert Vandenbergh answered the call in 1915. After seeing service in Egypt, he went with the 

first contingent to France. Letters from time to time reported his progress, the erstwhile courteous 

clerk stating that he liked the life of a soldier. Early in August, word came through that he was 

missing, and now the official notification records his death. Simultaneously with the tiding, came a 

letter from Will Spain of the Field Ambulance stating that death was instantaneous. A giant shell 

dropped in the midst of his squad, and few were left to tell the tale, poor Bert being of the fatalities. 

 In private life, the young hero was of quiet disposition, and was well liked by his colleagues. 

Immediately upon receipt of the sad news the Post Master Mr HA Wetherall forwarded a letter of 

condolence to the bereaved parents conveying the sympathy of the staff, a message which will be 

endorsed by all Mountaineers. 

 The Honour Roll at the local office is slowly mounting, the fatalities to date reading ï W 

Derritt (letter carrier), AL Leplaw (telephonist), and Bert Vandenbergh (official).  

óMay the sands rest lightly on the three.ô 

 

Bert lies in an unknown grave in the vicinity of Pozieres and is remembered on Panel 38 in the Roll of 

Honour at the Australian War Memorial, the Australian Memorial at Villers-Bretonneux, the Moss Vale war 

memorial and on his parentsô gravestone in Robertson cemetery.  

 Will Spain, who wrote to Bertôs parents, was Private 8622 

William Spain  of the 5
th
 Field Ambulance, 8

th
 Reinforcements. Will 

was an Irish-born dentist, who embarked in Sydney on 20 December, 

1915. Will survived the war and returned to Australia on the Orontes on 

21 May, 1919. Charles Bean in the óOfficial History of Australia in War 

of 1914-1918ô, Volume III, quoted the description by Captain James 

Harris  of the 3
rd
 Battalion of the terrible bombardment at Pozieres on 24 

July when Bert was killed: 

As fast as one portion of the trench was cleared another was 

blown in. There were no dugouts in which men on post could 

take shelter ... the only thing to do was grin and bear it. The 

shells, which were dropping almost perpendicularly, could be 

clearly seen in the last forty feet of their descent ... the 

bombardment lasted all day and at its worst period four shells a 

minute were falling. The men who were not wounded were kept 

busy digging out men who were buried alive. 
 

Right: Group studio portrait of members of the Australian Army 

Medical Corps. Included in the photo but exact position unknown are 

8622 Private William Spain, 9066 Private Sydney Owen Lovelock, 

9694 Private Walter Kenneth McMillan MM, 9067 Private Frederick 

Crawford MM and 8457 Private Arthur John Butler. AWM P10484.003. 
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 My father (Bertôs cousin), Private 2828 Walter Vandenbergh [see profile in DIGGER 40], served 

with Bert in the 3
rd
 Battalion and was with him at Pozieres. My father often quoted the motto of the 3

rd
 

Battalion: Fortis cadere, cadere non potet: óThe brave man may fall, he cannot yieldô.  

 Bert was unmarried and only 26 when he died. His family gave Bertôs medals to my father who 

always marched on Anzac Day wearing his own medals on his left chest and Bertôs medals on his right. 

After my fatherôs death, Bertôs medals passed to my sisterôs family and one of her daughters married a naval 

officer who also marches on Anzac Day wearing Bertôs medals.    

 

Endnote by the Editor: Having found the photograph which included Will Spain [previous page] I was just 

about to close the AWMôs new-look search result page when I saw the word óKatoombaô on a caption for a 

photo lurking at the bottom of my screen. I clicked on the photo number and found that it also contained a 

Private Spain ï but not identified as Will. The AWM caption records him as being óPrivate B Spain 

(probably 5093 Pte Ernest John Spain)ô. However, it seems likely that óB Spainô is William Spain, given that 

Ernest served with the 30
th
 Battalion and the Spain in the photo below is wearing the AMC shoulder patch. 

By comparing faces, I believe that Will Spain is the soldier standing at right in the previous photo. 

 

 

Left : Studio portrait of the 

óKatoomba Boysô, soldiers 

connected with Katoomba, NSW. 

Back row, left to right: Private P 

Smith; Pte T Wallace (probably 

1624 Pte Thomas Wallace); Pte B 

Brennan; 2639 Pte George Eades; 

and 2621 Pte Frederick Goodwin 

Clark.  

Second row: Pte B Campbell; 

3251 Pte William Henry Scope; 

Pte C Curtain; Pte W Brown; and 

Pte J Baker.  

Front row: Pte B Spain 

(probably 5093 Pte Ernest John 

Spain); 3381 Pte Thomas 

Clement McNamara; Pte F 

Oliver. Photo taken Egypt, 27 

Feb, 1916. AWM P07564.002. 

 

 

 

Poppy tile released 
 

The Centenary Poppy Tile is a decorative packed kit that contains two small, highly glazed Australian-

made white porcelain tiles with a striking red Flanders Poppy printed onto the surface in a slightly raised 

finish. The packaging features the original Flanders Poem plus the Ode of Remembrance.  

 This tile is designed for those who returned and do not have war service recognition on their graves. 

Those who died in war are already recognised with a War Grave, and should not be adorned with the Poppy 

Tile. 

 Those who served in war then returned and lived out their lives in their 

communities often do not have their service recognised, unless it was recorded by 

their family on their inscription.  

 In recognition of this and to commemorate the centenary of World War I, 

the Greater Metropolitan Cemeteries Trust (GMCT), in conjunction with the 

Returned Services League of Australia (RSL Victorian Branch), has produced a 

special poppy tile that can be affixed to headstones and cremation niches. 

  The tile becomes a permanent record of their service on their 

memorial. Contact: poppytile@gmct.com.au. [Courtesy of member Graham 

Hutchinson, who believes that this project may be of interest to some families.]  

mailto:poppytile@gmct.com.au
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Private 4227 Cecil Hilton Smyth, 17th Battalion 
Greg Smyth, Dubbo, grandson of Cecil. 

 

Cecil Hilton (óHenryô) Smyth was the eldest son of 4228 Private Walter Smyth, 17
th
 Battalion AIF, who 

was profiled in DIGGER 45.  

 

Date of enlistment: 3
 
September, 1915. 

Place of enlistment: Holdsworthy Camp, NSW. 

Age on enlistment: 16 years.  

Date of birth: 5 August, 1899. 

Place of birth: Sydney, NSW. 

Address: 39 MacKenzie Street, Waverley, Sydney. 

Trade/Calling: Apprentice compositor. 

Date of embarkation: 8 March, 1916 (Star of England). 

Next of kin: Walter (father); Polly Ann Elizabeth Smyth nee Gardiner (mother).  

Units served: 22
nd

 Infantry Militia (pre-war); 10
th
 Reinf/17

th
 Battalion; 61

st
 Bn, 

62
nd 

Bn; AA Postal Corps. 

Years of service: Service towards completion of engagement, four years 187 

days; service abroad, three years, 185 days. 

Marital status : Married Ellen Greig, Leighton, Glasgow, Scotland, 14
 
March, 

1919. 

Returned to Australia: Hospital Ship Indarra, with spouse, 12 July, 1919. 

Disembarked: 9
 
September, 1919. 

Discharged: 16
 
March, 1920 due to medical unfitness. 

 

Cecil Smyth enlisted when he was 16 years of age, even though official documents state he was 18 years old. 

He joined up as did his father, Walter, at Holdsworthy, Sydney in 1915. They were both assigned to the 17
th
 

Battalion, 5
th
 Brigade. Cecilôs brother, Walter Lance Smyth (3311), joined the 6

th
 Light Horse Regiment. 

 Cecilôs cousins, Curtis Neville (1264, 17
th
 Bn) and Edgar Reuben Robards (2228, 13

th
 Bn, DOW, 

Gallipoli, 1915) and William Neville  (2651, 2
nd

 Bn, KIA, Gallipoli, 1915) from Molong, NSW, also enlisted 

in the AIF. 

 Cecilôs service record indicates bouts of sickness, periods of AWL and convalescing in hospital after 

receiving a gun shot wound (chest) on 3 May 1917 at Bullecourt. 

 Walter, his father, attempted on more than one occasion to have Cecil transferred to a corps stationed 

in England away from the trenches. 

 Walterôs diary entries also show that Australian officials were concerned about his welfare. Walter 

remarked in 1916: Mon. Oct. 2
nd

. Cecil went on fatigue at 3am and was spoken to by General Birdwood in 

the trenches. Was told he was too young to be there é    

 And in 1917: Sat. Jan. 27 ï Enquired again at Hôdquarters re Cecil and interviewed Colonel 

Griffiths. Have put in an application to have him withdrawn from active service é  

 

Cecilôs post-war employment 
1919-1921: Wilson and Smyth, grocers of Bondi, Sydney. 

1921: Civil Service Co-operative Society of NSW Ltd, 152-6 Pitt Street, Sydney. Senior grocer. 

1922-1929: AA Marks Limited, cigar importers and tobacconists, 352 George Street, Sydney. 

1929: Anthony Hordern & Sons Limited, universal providers, Brickfield Hill, Sydney. 

1930-1931: Sparlingôs High-Class Tobacco Store, 47 Hunter Street, Sydney.  

1932-1948: Commonwealth Service, role unknown, and retail grocery manager. 

1948-1958: Postal Officer, Postmaster-Generalôs Department, General Post Office, Sydney. 

 

In 1942, at the age of 43 years, Cecil attempted to enlist in the Australian Military Forces. However, after 

being medically examined he was rejected on the grounds of medical unfitness, due to wounds sustained 

during his time in France, 1916-1918.  

 In his later years, circa 1958, this condition resulted in Cecil receiving a war service pension based 

on his total and permanent disability. He lived at 2 Hannan Street, Maroubra (in a war service home), until 

his passing at the Repatriation General Hospital, Concord, Sydney on 2 August, 1966, due to heart disease.    

 Lest We Forget.                           
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Above: Recruits of the 17
th
 Battalion, 1 February 1916. Back row, l to r : 4165 Albert Henry Moore, 4189 

Peter OôDriscoll, 4227 Cecil Hilton Smyth. Front row, l to r : 4214 Alexander Davidson Samuel, 4228 

Walter Smyth, 4265 James Kenneth Witt. Walter and Cecil were father and son. Cecil was 16 years old at 

this time and weighed 9st 1lb on enlistment, which would account for him not quite filling out his uniform. 

Walter was aged 38 years on enlistment. Five of the men returned home ï the exception being Alexander 

Samuel who was killed at Bullecourt on 3 May 1917. The photograph is believed to have been taken at 

Holdsworthy Camp.  

 

Anzac uniforms functional but heavy 
Sourced from AAP (author not stated) on http://www.sbs.com.au/news/article/2014/04/17/anzac-uniforms-

functional-heavy, 18 April 2014. Illustration courtesy of Rod Carpenter. 

 

Australiaôs World War I soldiers went to war weighed down by almost 30 kilograms of clothes, weapons, 

tools and kit. The initial contingent of 20 000 Australian soldiers who sailed out on November 1, 1914, and 

who landed in Egypt (and later went to Gallipoli), were dressed in uniforms that were, in general, designed to 

be comfortable and serviceable, from their famous slouch hats right down to their lace-up boots. 

 The uniform varied between mounted troops and other soldiers, and between officers and other 

ranks. (The Light Horse, for instance, wore leather leggings rather than puttees ï long strips of fabric 

wrapped around each leg). 

 Hereôs how a typical soldier in the infantry was kitted out ï although, as time passed on Gallipoli, 

the men played a bit fast and loose with the uniform: 

Slouch hat: The iconic fur-felt hat, with chinstrap and brim turned up on the left side, had a khaki hatband 

and a large Rising Sun badge (the latterôs proper name was the Australian Army General Service Badge). 

Cap: Soldiers were also issued with the felt British Service cap, onto which would be pinned a small Rising 

Sun badge. Many of the Australians who landed on Anzac were wearing this rather than a slouch hat. 

http://www.sbs.com.au/news/article/2014/04/17/anzac-uniforms-functional-heavy
http://www.sbs.com.au/news/article/2014/04/17/anzac-uniforms-functional-heavy
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Tunic: This loose-fitting khaki woollen jacket, with buttons, four baggy pockets on the front (plus an inside 

pocket to carry a field dressing), had a double-pleat on the back for warmth. 

Badges: A Kingôs Crown rising-sun badge went on the end of each collar on the tunic. Two óAustraliaô 

shoulder titles were pinned at the end of the epaulettes. At the start of the war, a metal badge spelling out the 

soldierôs unit would go just above the óAustraliaô badge, but shortly before Anzac these were replaced by a 

cloth patch denoting the soldierôs unit that was sewn onto the upper sleeve. (Each battalion had a different 

colour patch.) Badges indicating rank were worn on the tunic: officers would wear them on their shoulders, 

while warrant officers and NCOs wore theirs on their right sleeve. 

Breeches: made from khaki woollen cord fabric, with side pockets and button flies. Soldiers were issued 

with two pairs of breeches, plus a pair of dungarees. The breeches ended above the ankles and the gap was 

filled with puttees. 

Braces: worn with breeches. 

Puttees: The men wound these strips of woollen cloth, almost three metres long, upwards from the ankle to 

just below the knee. Soldiers disliked the puttees, probably with good reason: the tight binding restricted 

circulation and might even have contributed to the high incidence of trench foot. Mounted troops wore 

leather leggings. 

Shirt : Soldiers were given two grey, collarless, flannel shirts, plus a military shirt. 

Ankle boots: brown and lace-up. 

Socks: Made from wool or cotton. Soldiers were issued with three pairs. 

Greatcoat: the khaki woollen coat (which weighed about 3kg) often doubled as a soldierôs bedding and was 

his chief protection against the cold and wet. The coat came into its own when snow hit Gallipoli in 

November 1915 and also on the Western Front. 

Singlets: Soldiers were issued with two woollen singlets. 

Cotton ódrawersô (underpants): Soldiers were issued with two pairs. 

Abdominal belts: a sort of cummerbund that was issued to keep soldiers warm and supposedly ward off 

disease.  

Backpacks and webbing: The main backpack was a rectangular sack measuring about 15 inches x 13 

inches, closed at the top by a folding cover secured by two straps. The webbing included a web belt, 

cartridge pouches, small haversack, bayonet frog, an entrenching tool holder (plus another holder for its 

handle), and a water-bottle holder. 

Identity disc: Soldiers were initially issued with one metal ódog tagô on a cord, but later in the war they were 

given two tags, made of compressed fibre. 

Soldiers were also issued with a óhousewifeô ï a sewing kit containing such items as needles, thimble, 

thread, wool and button, so they could carry out running repairs. 

Also in their kit were a short-magazine Lee-Enfield (SMLE) rifle , a rifle sling, a bayonet and scabbard, 

and an óentrenching toolô (they were óDiggersô after all). This came in two parts, with the helve (handle) 

separate from the spade part. 

Soldiers were issued with eating equipment (knife, fork, spoon, an enamel mug, water bottle with two-pint 

capacity), and a mess tin with carrier. 

They also had a clasp knife (with marlin spike, 

tin-opener and lanyard), razor, shaving kit, 

soap, comb, two towels, field dressing (carried 

in the tunicôs inside pocket), and a hold-all, in 

which they could pack their private possessions. 

No item was probably looked after more carefully 

than their service pay book: privates were paid 

six shillings a day [before allotments ï Ed]. 

Later in the war, soldiers were issued with other 

items, especially as fighting on the Western Front 

dragged on and gas became a serious threat. 

The men on Gallipoli had little head protection, 

but from 1916 to 1918 Australian troops got the 

standard British-issue steel helmet.  

Gas masks of various types were also issued on 

the Western Front as were gas/rain capes from 

late 1917, to keep off the damp and to protect from the corrosive effects of gas attacks.  
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An unlucky number: Private Robert Holl, 3rd Battalion, 1st MGC 
Graeme Hosken, Dubbo. 

 

I had seen the headstone numerous times on my visits to the Old Dubbo 

Cemetery, but had never paid close attention to it. From the roadway, a 

husbandôs name could be seen on the black polished stone, recording the death 

of Robert Holl in 1909, aged 45 years.  

 It wasnôt until I walked around the column of this no doubt expensive 

headstone that I discovered it also commemorated a soldier of the Great War: 

the son of Robert and Hettie (Henrietta) Holl.  

 Private RR (óBobô) Holl was killed at Delville Wood on 6 November 

1916, aged 21 years. He was serving with the 3
rd
 Battalion AIF. But what struck 

me the most was his service number ï a number that probably more than any 

other number reminds us of the war: ó303ô. 

 The Lee-Enfield .303 was the rifle used by all AIF soldiers, from 

Gallipoli to the Armistice, whether they were infantry or light horse. The rifle 

continued in use throughout WWII and the Korean War. Its distinctive 

appearance would be known to all with an interest in the AIF. 

 Bob Holl is the second soldier to be featured in DIGGER with the 

service number of 303, from a total of about 70 enlistments with that number, 

according to the NAA website. For Robert Holl, 303 was not to be a lucky 

number. 

 

Robert Randolph Holl was born in Dubbo, NSW, but enlisted in Sydney on 17 

August 1914, giving his age as 21 years. (A later death notice found on Trove 

states that he enlisted at the age of 19 years, which is consistent with the 21 

years inscribed on the headstone.) Bob Holl was a shop hand with military 

experience in the school cadets and the CMF. His mother and next of kin, 

Hettie, was living at óBlair Gowrieô, Oberon Street, Randwick, in 1914, indicating she had moved away from 

Dubbo after her husbandôs death. (In 1917 and 1920 her address was Church Street, Dubbo.) 

 Bob was placed with óDô Company of the 3
rd
 Battalion as an original private. Presumably, he sailed 

with the First Contingent; however, if he served on Gallipoli, it was not for long. Private Holl boarded the 

Derfflinger for the Mediterranean Expeditionary Force on 5 April 1915.  The next entry in his record shows 

him at Alexandria on 31 May, from where he was transferred to Ras-El-Tin with gonorrhoea.  

 Holl was sent to Cairo for further treatment on 31 July and the decision was then made to send him 

back to Australia per the Port Lincoln on 4 August. At this time, VD cases were sent to a camp at 

Langwarrin in Victoria. Bob was discharged from Langwarrin, ófitô for active service, on 22 October 1915. 

On 3 February 1916, Bob Holl was allocated to the 15
th
 Reinforcements for the Victorian 6

th
 Battalion and 

sent to Broadmeadows Camp. On 24 February, he was crossed off the roll and a warrant issued for his arrest 

for being AWL. It appears as though Bob was not happy to be in a Victorian unit, as he returned to duty on 

10 March in Sydney.  

 Bob Holl was given a new service number of 4820 and reappointed to the 3
rd
 Battalion, but it seems 

he then reverted to his original 303 number. The second time he left Australia was on 1 April 1916 and he 

disembarked at Suez on 3 May. Bob then sailed on to the UK and he was appointed an acting corporal 

(without pay) at Durrington on 10 July 1916 while stationed at the 1
st
 Training Battalion.  

 On 20 July, Bob went absent without leave for one week and evaded the draft (to France) while 

under orders from his CO. This saw Bob revert to private and lose eight days pay. He arrived in France soon 

after on 1 August and was taken on strength of the 1
st
 Australian Machine Gun Company on 5 September. 

However, a deliberate delay in reporting to camp resulted in a forfeiture of five days pay.   

 Private Robert Holl was killed on 6 November 1916. The circumstances of his death can be found in 

the Red Cross files. 

 Private 1754 CH Hinde, 1
st
 MGC, stated: He [Holl] was killed at Flers in November é My 

informants were Pte E Cox and Pte óScottyô OôNeill, both now killed. They said they were in a ration party 

bringing rations up to the front line when a shell landed near them and Holl got a splinter through the head 

and was killed instantly. I know nothing about his burial. Holl lived at Woollahra a year before the war and 

after that was away in the country. He was tall and thick-set, dark complexion, and aged about 22. He was 

my tent mate in a militia camp at Liverpool in 1912. 
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 Private 744 F Kennewell informed the Red Cross: I knew Holl well é He was with me for a week 

behind the lines at [Montauban] in the Fricourt sector before he was killed, up to a couple of hours before 

his death. I was acting Post-Corporal at the time and he was a reserve man at the time when he was sent for 

é I was told the day it happened by DW Ackland that Holl had been killed outright by shrapnel as he was 

going up with the rations é Holl was buried in Delville Wood, and I have seen his grave there with a cross 

on it with his name. It was a single grave. 

 Private DDR Sheridan: On either 5
th
 or 6

th
 November he came up to the trenches to take the place 

of a wounded man. A shell burst and killed him immediately. 

 Lieutenant R Cumming provided an insight into how Hollôs fate was decided: The above 

mentioned soldier was killed on 6-11-16 having come up to replace casualties & calling on my gun on his 

way, expressed the wish to stay, but circumstances not permitting, he left for his own gun, which he never 

reached, having been hit by a shell, which blew him to pieces, and there was no hope of burying him. 

  

In early 1922, Mrs Holl wrote the following letter to the Army: 

óSajandraô 

110 Darlinghurst Road 

Darlinghurst 

Dear Sir 

 Could you give me information as to the exact place where Private RR Holl 4820 is buried? 

His regimental number was 303 é  

 We leave by SS óOrvietoô for France to try and find the grave. Please send confirmation as 

soon as possible. We have been trying for some time to get this information & gather by the papers 

re inscription on graves that you can give us the necessary information. 

 Hoping to hear from you at your earliest convenience. 

 We are 

 Yours faithfully 

 H & I Holl  

 Mother & sister of Deceased Soldier. 

 

The Army replied, saying that his grave had not yet been discovered, and advised that they should call at the 

Commonwealth Offices, Australia House, Strand, London, to see if they had any later information.  

 Bob Holl is remembered on the Villers-Bretonneux National Memorial so his grave must have been 

lost or, if found, he could not be identified. Mrs Holl must have had a dispiriting journey to France. One can 

only imagine that Delville Wood was still a ghastly place in 1922. 

 According to a letter to the Army written on 12 August 1922 by Bobôs other sister, Mrs V Houlahan, 

of Mount Druitt, Mrs Holl was then in America, presumably on the way back to Australia.  

 

Endnotes: (1) In May 1921, a typistôs error saw Bob Hollôs British War 

Medal returned to Base Records, claiming that the surname embossed on 

the medal should have been óHallô. This clerical error was noted and 

rectified a month later. (2) Not too many Australians could have afforded 

to travel overseas in 1922. This, and the elaborate headstone in Dubbo, 

indicated that Mrs Holl must have been quite well-off. A search on Trove 

revealed that her late husband owned a saddlery shop and was a prominent 

bookmaker in Western NSW. (3) óFrevô Ford found BDM records for 

Vera Avis Holl (b. 1891); Robert (b. 1893) and Hettie Iris Edna (b. 1895). 

Assuming this year of birth is correct, Bob Holl would have been 23 years 

old when he was killed. The question then arises: why would Bobôs family 

have not known his true age at death when composing the inscription for 

the headstone? (4) Right: Bobôs details on his fatherôs headstone in 

Dubbo. (5) The AWMôs Roll of Honour shows that Bob was not the only 

ó303ô to die in the war. The others were: Alexander Beattie, 25
th
 Bn; 

Henry Blake, 12
th
 Bn; Robert Cowan, 10

th
 Bn; John Garden, 11

th
 Bn; 

Thomas Hutchins, 3
rd
 LHR; Thomas Keenan, 2

nd
 Bn; James Lovatt, 9

th
 

Bn; Stanley Page, 17
th
 Bn; Sydney Parr, 18

th
 Bn; George Tibbetts, 1

st
 ATC; Leonard Wickham, 41

st
 Bn 

and Francis Yorath, 5
th
 Bn [see Frevôs article in DIGGER 36]. That makes thirteen ó303sô in all, which is 

definitely an unlucky number.  
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An interview with Marc le Moal 
Graeme Hosken, Dubbo. 

 

Marc le Moal is one of our younger members and lives in France. Members who are in our Facebook group 

will have seen photographs of Marcôs growing collection of Great War artefacts. I invited Marc to be 

interviewed for DIGGER so that we could learn more of his interest in the Australians who fought around 

his village in WWI and of his growing militaria collection. 

 

Editor: Marc, how did you develop your interest in the Great War? 

I was born on June 26, 1991, in Paris. When I was four my parents wanted a change of lifestyle so we moved 

to the countryside to the village of Vaulx-Vraucourt. When clearing the garden my parents discovered many 

objects related to the First World War, so itôs been quite natural for me to keep these mementoes since my 

youth. 

 Later we learned that our garden was, in 1917, occupied by Australian troops as a headquarters, 

cookhouse, etc. They called these buildings the óVaulx Arms Hotelô. This is how my interest in the Great 

War was born, especially for the troops of the AIF. 

 

Below: A cookhouse of the 5
th
 Division at Vaulx in France. Note the sign above the cookhouse which reads, 

óThe Vaulx Arms Hotelô. Other signs read: óThe Abode of Loveô, óBarô, óBilliards, 50 tablesô and possibly 

óGood bedsô and óGood beer sold here, 6dô. The two unidentified soldiers are washing dixies and passing 

them through a window to someone inside. AWM E02009. Another view of the óVaulx Arms Hotelô can be 

seen at AWM E02008. The photos were taken at the time of the fighting at Bullecourt.   

Where do you obtain items for your collection of AIF memorabilia? 

Today, to find all my Australian items, I use the Internet a lot and I go to collectorsô fairs in France where it 

is sometimes possible to find and buy Aussie souvenirs. 

What is your favourite item in your collection? 

In my collection are many objects close to my heart, but my favourite is an identity disc once owned by 

Norman Frank Read of the 48
th
 Battalion [Pte 5749] which I found at Bullecourt. This object is particularly 
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moving because this soldier received serious injuries, and his battalion suffered heavy losses, at Bullecourt. I 

would now like to find his family in Australia where he returned in 1919 as he survived the war. 

What items are you on the lookout for? 

Naturally, I search for objects related to the soldiers of the AIF. One day I would like to have a full 

Australian uniform but I also dream of having a Diggerôs medals and his personal papers and other things. 

In what other ways do you demonstrate your interest in military history? 

I participated in the óSound and Lightsô show at Pozieres where I played the famous Albert Jacka during the 

battle for the village. 

 I have served several times as a guide for tourists. I have also discovered my collection has allowed 

me to create good relationships with Australians and I have made friendships that still last today. In April 

2015 I will serve as a guide for a friend from Adelaide and some of his friends. 

 I will soon be explaining to my villageôs school students the two Battles of Bullecourt, something 

which Iôm very proud to participate in. I also do several shows in my village, using my material to explain to 

people its local history. With the centenary of the Great War Iôm greatly in demand. 

 My parents support me in my passion, even though Iôm taking over their home because I am sorely 

lacking in space for my collection. People are usually surprised to see a young person interested in the Great 

War because it is very rare. They are often surprised by my knowledge. 

How did you learn of the FFFAIF?  

I knew of the FFFAIF through my dear friend Elizabeth Williamson [a fellow member ï Ed]. I want to thank 

her again because without her support I would never have done this interview. 

Would you like to visit Australia one day? 

My fiancée and I would like to come to Australia, most particularly to visit Canberra to see the AWM, but 

also to see Melbourne and Sydney. We would also like to meet Aborigines and see kangaroos and koalas in 

their natural environment. 

 Thank you for thinking of me for an interview. Iôm very proud to participate in DIGGER magazine 

and send my regards to the members of the FFFAIF. I can be contacted at marc-93@live.fr.  

Items from Marcôs collection, clockwise 

from top left : An Australian bottle Marc 

found in his garden; AIF cigarette cards; 

Marc óin uniformô [right ]; wirecutters in 

their pouch; Australian jam crate (ómelon & gingerô); Shells, water bottles and a 

sniperôs loophole. All images from Marcôs Facebook page.  

Endnote: Thanks to June Downs, Dubbo School of Distance Education, for help with the translation of 

Marcôs responses from French to English.   

mailto:marc-93@live.fr
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Lieutenant Alan Kendrick Evelyn Maney-Lake, 7th LHR 
Trevor Munro, Dubbo. 

 

Alan Maney-Lake was born at Mayfair in London. By the outbreak of war he and his family were living in 

Sydney. Alan described himself as a grazier, single and 25 years of age when he first enlisted on 2 

September 1914. Alan was well-educated in England and Sydney, and during his time at university had earnt 

his commission with the cadets and then the militia. He had qualified for his commission in 1909. 

 Not surprisingly, Maney-Lake was offered a commission in the AIF, so 2
nd

 Lieutenant Maney-Lake 

joined the 7
th
 Light Horse Regiment at the Holdsworthy Camp. Alanôs file shows that upon enlistment he 

was nearly 13 stone and stood just over six foot tall.  

 The 7
th
 LH Regiment had begun their training at Liverpool and a short time later moved to the 

Holdsworthy Camp. The regiment sailed in 

late December 1914. Alanôs óCô Squadron 

and the Machine Gun Section sailed aboard 

the Ajana [right ], embarking on 19 

December. The remainder of the regiment 

sailed aboard three other vessels on the 20
th
.  

 Shortly before his regiment sailed, 

Alan became engaged: The engagement is 

announced of Miss Beryl Maddrell, third 

daughter of Mr and Mrs Henry F Maddrell, 

of óMonaô, Braidwood, to Lieutenant Alan 

Maney-Lake, 7
th
 Light Horse, Australian Expeditionary Forces, only son of Mr Reginald Maney-Lake, of 

Sydney. 

 The convoy briefly stopped at Colombo and although no formal leave was granted, a few men did 

break ship. The convoy reached Aden towards the end of January 1915, and good progress was made across 

the Red Sea and through the Suez Canal. Port Said was reached on the 30
th
, where the ships coaled up, then 

then continued on to Alexandria, where on 1 February the regiment began disembarking. 

 From Alexandria the regiment entrained for 

Cairo, and from there the men and their mounts 

walked to a campsite at Maadi (owing to both men 

and mounts having their ósea legsô). The Maadi camp 

was reached on 2 February. Luckily for the regiment, 

the camp had not long been vacated by the 1
st
 Light 

Horse Brigade, so that horse troughs and other 

permanent fixtures of a camp were still there. 

 Maadi [shown left, AWM B02778] was a 

little English suburb of Cairo. The regiment quickly 

adopted a training syllabus with instruction in 

musketry, rifle exercises, marching, as well as 

constantly carrying out troop and squadron drills. The men were also allowed a liberal amount of free time to 

see the sites of Cairo and its surrounds. 

 As the men acclimatised, further 

mounted exercises were undertaken. The 

photo to the right  [AWM A03049] shows the 

original officers and the 1
st
 Reinforcement 

officers for the 7
th
 Light Horse Regiment. 

Lieutenant Maney-Lake is circled standing in 

the back row. 
 On 23 March 1915 the 1

st
 Light Horse 

Brigade undertook a mock attack against the 

7
th
 Light Horse Regimentôs camp. Throughout 

April the regiment worked hard on getting 

their equipment up to scratch.  

 With the news of the infantryôs 

landing on Gallipoli came great excitement. In 

early May the regiment began making plans to head to Anzac Cove, minus their mounts. On 15 May 1915 
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the 7
th
 Light Horse Regiment marched to the Cairo railway station and entrained back to Alexandria. At 

Alexandria the regiment boarded the Lutzow ready for their trip to Gallipoli. 

 The Lutzow was anchored off Anzac 

Cove by the evening of 19 May. Lieutenant 

Maney-Lake landed on Anzac Cove around 

midday of the 20
th
; the regiment doing so without 

any casualties. The regiment was given a site to 

dig in at Shrapnel Gully ï ominously, it was 

called óDeath Gullyô. The 7
th
 Regiment were 

attached to the 1
st
 Australian Division. The photo 

to the left shows troops offloading at Gallipoli 

from the Lutzow. 

 Lieutenant Maney-Lake received shrapnel 

wounds to his right foot on 3 June 1915. His 

wound was recorded as being severe and he was 

evacuated to Malta aboard the Hospital Ship 

Sicilia on 5 June. The Sicilia arrived at Malta on 20 June, where Alan was admitted to the Blue Sisters 

Hospital [right]  for treatment. 

 On 26 July 1915, Alan was transferred to England aboard 

the hospital ship Loyalty. In England Alan was admitted to the 3
rd
 

London General Hospital at Wandsworth [below]. This hospital 

primarily treated officers. 

 

 

 

 On 22 November, Maney-Lake was 

placed on a supernumerary List in the UK. This 

meant that he was taken off the nominal roll of 

the 7
th
 Light Horse Regiment. On 12 December 

1915, Alan was sent back to Australia aboard the 

Star of England. 

 The Star of England docked at 

Melbourne on 29 January 1916, and from Melbourne Maney-Lake probably entrained to Sydney. An article 

in a Sydney newspaper dated 11 March 1916, reported: Lieut. Alan Maney-Lake, a returned Gallipoli 

soldier, was married recently to Miss Ida Gell, a Melbourne damsel of attractive properties. Alan had 

obviously not kept in touch with Beryl Maddrell and it appears he married Ida in London in December 1915. 

 A formal medical board held at No. 4 AGH at Randwick on 15 May 1916 recorded that Alan still 

had a weak foot as a result of the gunshot wound and was also suffering from rheumatism. The doctors 

recommended Maney-Lake be granted two months leave and further convalescent treatment. The boardôs 

further recommendation was that Alan be discharged from the AIF, but retained for home duty. 

 Lieutenant Maney-Lake appears to have been 

taken on strength by the ó35
th
 Infantry, AMFô but he 

was almost immediately employed with the Australian 

Garrison Military at the Darlinghurst Detention Centre 

[right ]. Alanôs commanding officer appears to have 

been Captain Godsall (the APM at Victoria 

Barracks). The detention centreôs main role appears to 

have been the internment of Irish and German 

nationals. The Darlinghurst Gaol had closed in early 

1914 but had been re-opened during the war for this 

purpose. 

 A further set of attestation papers in Alanôs 

file shows him rejoining the AIF in order to head 

overseas. The files are dated 15 March 1917, but it appears he wasnôt deemed fully fit until 8 May 1917. (His 

file is a little ambiguous: his attestation papers state that he was deemed suitable to serve with the óCamel 

Transport Serviceô in the Middle East, but later a clerk appears to have recorded Sea Transport Service.) 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-YDM6J_Cq-m4/T-Eo4r7WUOI/AAAAAAAAAww/w69tbrXh8Ic/s1600/Image+8.jpeg
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 Alan sailed for Egypt aboard the Port 

Sydney [left], leaving Sydney on 8 May. At the 

completion of the voyage, Alan was to be sent to 

Abbassia where the Camel Transportôs main depot 

was.  However, it appears that he didnôt join that 

unit. Instead, on 21 June 1917, he was admitted to 

the 14
th
 Australian General Hospital suffering from 

appendicitis. 

 His appendicitis was enough to get Alan 

sent back once again to Australia. Maney-Lake left 

Egypt, aboard the Port Sydney, on 11 July 1917.  

 Alanôs appointment with the AIF was terminated for the second time in Sydney on 24 August 1917, 

and he once again resumed Home Duties. It is unclear if he returned to the Garrison Military Police, but he 

appears to have spent some time in 1918 at the Liverpool Camp. 

 Although Alan had recorded Ida as his next of kin 

in mid 1917, it seems that heading into 1918 the 

relationship was over and that Ida had returned to 

Melbourne to live. Alan Maney-Lake died in tragic 

circumstances on 4 November 1918.   

 The tragedy made newspapers Australia-wide, 

with some of the papers printing very detailed accounts 

[see example at right , found using Trove]. A later 

coronerôs report provided further details which several 

papers reproduced. One paper even published details of a 

ólove letterô between Maney-Lake and Mrs Terry. It was 

apparent that Alan had been involved in a love triangle that 

ultimately led to the deaths of Alan and Daisy Terry. 

 Several newspapers gave details from Lieutenant 

Arthur W Hobbs  of the Liverpool Camp. Hobbs stated 

that some money (of his) was missing and that at the time 

of his death, Lieutenant Maney-Lake was in fact 

ósuspendedô from duty. Alan had apparently known the 

Terrys for several years, with John Terry stating that he 

and Alan had been ógood friendsô.  

 Initially , Maney-Lake was not issued with a death 

plaque, but this was later reconsidered and he was deemed 

eligible due to his service with 

the GMP in Australia. It 

appears the Army had trouble 

locating Alanôs next of kin 

(Ida). Ida, still going by the 

name Maney-Lake, died in July 

1926. She was found dead on 

the floor of the Langham Hotel 

in London, apparently dying 

peacefully with a cigarette in 

her hand.  

 Interestingly, a few 

years ago Alan Maney-Lakeôs 

Victory Medal [left] turned up 

amongst the medal group of 

Private 1063 Lawrence 

Mobilia  (9
th
 Bn, KIA at Gallipoli, 25 April). Despite 

several attempts, Patricia Smith (the holder of Lawrenceôs 

medals) has been unable to locate any close relatives of 

Maney-Lake. 

 



DIGGER 58 Issue 47 

Lance Corporal 1804 John Carroll VC, 33rd Battalion 
Andrew Pittaway, Fremantle. 

 

John Carroll  was born in Brisbane, Queensland, on 16 August 1891 to John and Catherine Carroll. When he 

was only two years old the family moved to Western Australia, where they firstly resided in the country town 

of Donnybrook. The Carrolls then moved to Yarloop before finally settling in the Goldfields location of 

Kurrawang. Presently, Kurrawang is a ghost town but when the Carrollôs moved there, its location between 

Coolgardie and Kalgoorlie lent it an importance to the region. The Carrolls began work for the Goldfields 

Firewood Supply Company. Firstly, John worked with his father but he then obtained employment with the 

railways as a guard.  

 On 10 April 1916, John went to the Kalgoorlie Drill Hall to enlist in the AIF. He was found to be 

medically fit for service with the examiner recording Johnôs physical attributes as: 

Height:    5 feet 8 inches 

Weight:    158lbs 

Chest Measurement:  38İò 

Complexion:   Ruddy 

Eyes:    Blue 

Hair:    Dark Brown 

Religious Denomination: Roman Catholic 

Distinctive Marks:  Scar on right cheek and upper lip 

 

Upon his successful enlistment, John was sent to Blackboy Hill Camp 

and allotted to No. 65 Training Depot. John had a week of basic 

infantry training here but on 4 May he was transferred to Claremont 

Showgrounds Camp where he was assigned to the 2
nd

 Reinforcements 

to the 44
th
 Battalion AIF. John would train with his new group while 

they waited for their embarkation orders to arrive.   

 These finally came through and, on 9 August 1916 John and 

the 2
nd

 Reinforcements boarded the HMAT Milt iades in Fremantle 

Harbour and set sail for England. The journey took seven weeks and 

John got into trouble on the voyage when he failed to appear at a roll 

call on 30 August. He was given seven days detention on the ship and had to forfeit nine days pay. The 

Miltiades berthed at Plymouth Harbour on 25 September 1916. [Above right: Studio portrait of Lance 

Corporal John Carroll VC, 33
rd
 Battalion AWM P02939.022.] 

 After being disembarked the men were marched into the 11
th
 Training Battalion at Codford Camp on 

the Salisbury Plain. On 13 October 1916, John was taken on strength of the 44
th
 Battalion; however, on 11 

November the men from 2
nd

 Reinforcements to the 44
th
 Battalion were transferred to the 33

rd
 and 34

th
 

Battalions of the 9
th
 Brigade AIF. John would join the 33

rd
 Battalion but he didnôt have long with his new 

unit in England, as the 33
rd
 embarked from Southampton on 21 November 1916.  

 The 3
rd
 Division units were sent to what was called the Nursery sector near Armentieres. It was so 

called as at this stage it was a quiet part of the front line for new troops to acclimatise to the conditions of the 

Western Front. John spent Christmas 1916 in the winter snow near Armentieres. 

 John served with the 33
rd
 Battalion through their front-line service at Armentieres up until 27 

January, when he was evacuated sick, eventually returning to the battalion on 13 February. In late April 1917 

he was assigned duty with a New Zealand Working Battalion. On 3 May 1917 John got into trouble as stated 

in the crime sheet: While on active service failing to appear at a place of rendezvous appointed by his C.O. 

in that he at Regina Camp on 2.5.17 when in billets at that place failed to appear on parade at 2pm. (2) In 

that he when at billets at Regina Camp failed to appear on parade ground at 9.45pm. As a punishment, John 

was awarded two days of Field Punishment No. 2.  

 Another infraction appeared on Johnôs record the same day while with the New Zealand Working 

Battalion. The charge read: While on active service losing by neglect his equipment and regimental 

necessities in that he in the field on about 2/5/17 was deficient of one small box respirator valued at 12/6d. 

Johnôs punishment was to pay the cost of replacing the equipment. 

 Carroll soon rejoined the 33
rd
 Battalion in time for their move to the Ploegsteert front in southern 

Belgium. The 33
rd
 Battalion were now in the Messines sector preparing for their role in the upcoming 

offensive. Prior to the advance on June 7
th
, the British, Canadian and Australian Tunnellers had been 

preparing large mines under the German positions which would be detonated prior to the attack. The 33
rd
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Battalion would be assaulting the Germans on the flank and there was a danger that they would receive fire 

from that open quarter.  

 Despite heavy fire from the open flank, the 33
rd
 Battalion did succeed in taking their objectives, and 

John came through the assault unscathed and his bravery in the assault had come to the attention of his 

battalion officers, who recommended him for the highest individual honour, the Victoria Cross. 

The recommendation reads:  

At St Yves during the offensive of 7/12
th
 June 1917 this soldier showed most conspicuous gallantry 

and devotion to duty. On June 7
th
 Private John Carroll acted as a Mopper Up. Immediately the 

barrage lifted he rushed the enemyôs trench and bayoneted four Germans. He then noticed a 

comrade in difficulties with one of the enemy; he at once proceeded to his comradeôs assistance and 

killed the German. He continued working ahead with grim determination and wonderful fearlessness 

and came across a machine gun and a team of four men in a shell hole; they offered resistance, but 

single handed he attacked the entire team, killed three of them and captured the gun. Later, two of 

his comrades were buried by a shell and in spite of very heavy shelling and machine-gun fire, he 

extricated them. During the 26 hours the battalion was in the line, Private Carroll displayed the 

most wonderful courage and fearlessness. Each night he went out wiring in front of the new line and 

did excellent work. On two occasions he brought wounded men back to our lines. His magnificent 

work inspired the whole of the Battalion.  

 

While the Victoria Cross recommendation went through the proper channels, John remained with the 33
rd
 

Battalion at Messines. On 9 July, while the 33
rd
 Battalion were in the support lines, John was wounded when 

shrapnel fragments hit him in the chest. It doesnôt appear to have been a severe wound and after being 

patched up at the Field Ambulance, John was sent to the 14
th
 General Hospital at Boulogne. He only spent 

four days in hospital and on 14 July was transferred to the 1
st
 Convalescent Depot. Two days later he was 

sent to No. 3 Rest Camp where he got into trouble on 18 July for being in a café during prohibited hours. As 

a punishment he was deprived of one days pay. 

 John marched out to the 3
rd
 Australian Division Base Depot at Rouelles on 21 July 1917, and it was 

while he was stationed here that news came through on 7 August 1917 about him being awarded the Victoria 

Cross. He rejoined the 33
rd
 Battalion, then in billets at Campagne Les Bournais on 19 August 1917, no doubt, 

to a huge welcome as his battalionôs first Victoria Cross recipient.  

 For the 33
rd
 Battalion the next month consisted of training and sporting activities and on 19 

September, John was promoted to lance corporal. In late September the 33
rd
 Battalion moved to the Ypres 

sector to take part in the current offensive. The 1
st
, 2

nd
, 4

th
 and 5

th
 Australian Divisions had already been 

involved in the Third Battle of Ypres by the time the 3
rd
 Australian Division reached the Ypres front.  

 In early October they held the line at Broodseinde and Zonnebeke but it was on October 12
th
 that 

they were assigned to an offensive role. On this day the 9
th
 Brigade, between the flanks of the 12

th
 Australian 

Brigade and the New Zealanders, took part in the advance on Passchendaele. For the 9
th
 Brigade, the 33

rd
 

Battalion was initially in reserve, supporting the other battalions in the advance. However, casualties were 

still heavy for the battalion as the advance faltered in the horrible muddy conditions.  

 Unfortunately, the assault was a failure and the men had to retire to their original positions. John was 

wounded by shrapnel hitting him in the buttocks and after treatment at a Field Ambulance and CCS he was 

sent to the 55
th
 General Hospital at Boulogne. John stayed there for a week and on 20 October was put 

aboard the hospital ship St Andrew and set sail for England. Upon being disembarked, John was put on a 

hospital train and sent to the 2
nd

 Birmingham War Hospital in Northfield. He remained under treatment there 

for the next five weeks and on 28 November 1917 was transferred to the 3
rd
 Australian Auxiliary Hospital. 

 With his injuries having largely healed, John was given a period of furlough on 1 December and was 

expected to report to No. 1 Command Depot at Sutton Veny on 15 December 1917. John only reported to 

camp on 18 December, where he was then given a medical examination and was classified as not yet ready 

to return to the front. 

 It appears that John Carroll was now put on the staff of No. 1 Command Depot Camp. He would 

remain here for the next few months and, unfortunately, John became a victim of a roving bunch of brigands 

near the camps who used to rob lone soldiers by what was called ósandbaggingô. A court of enquiry was later 

held, and at this court of enquiry John stated that:  

On 27
th
 January I left camp No. 1 Command Depot and proceeded to Warminster to transfer my 

bank account from London to the Warminster branch. On my way back at about 10-30pm a number 

of men came up behind me, one of the men swore at me and hit me in the eye, I fell and while down 

was kicked several times. The men suddenly disappeared due, I found out afterwards, to the arrival 
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of the picquet. I got up and limped along for some distance, my ankle feeling very sore. I was then 

helped along by two men who handed me over to the picquet for assistance. Two of the picquet then 

brought me to camp. Next morning I reported to HQ who sent me to Sutton Veny War Hospital. 

 

John had injured his ankle in the assault, fracturing his fibula, and as a result he remained in Sutton Veny 

hospital until 6 March 1918 when he returned to No. 1 Command Depot. On 23 March 1918, John was at 

Buckingham Palace, London, where he was decorated with the Victoria Cross by King George V. After a 

period of time in London being feted by the locals, John returned to camp.  

 On 22 April, John was sent to Sutton Veny Hospital with scabies and on 8 May was transferred to 

the 1
st
 Australian Dermatological Hospital at Bulford. John only remained there a week and on the 15

th
 

returned to No. 1 Command Depot Camp. Johnôs physical fitness was now improving and on 25 May he was 

transferred to the Overseas Training Brigade at Longbridge Deverill Camp.  

 John was there for a few weeks before he went AWL for two days. On reporting back to camp John 

was admonished by the camp commander and had to forfeit three days pay. On 19 June, he was put in a draft 

of soldiers leaving camp for Folkestone Harbour, where they boarded a transport ship for France. On 21 

June, John marched into the Australian Infantry Base Depot at Rouelles. He had only a few days there and 

then rejoined the 33
rd
 Battalion in the Villers-Bretonneux sector on 27 June 1918. 

  Carroll only remained with the 33
rd
 Battalion for a month, as on 28 July he was transferred to AIF 

HQ in France. It appears that John had been one of eleven Victoria Cross awardees chosen by Prime Minister 

Hughes to return to Australia for a recruitment campaign, so on 1 August 1918 he left France and proceeded 

to Folkestone Harbour, where he then disembarked and travelled to London, reporting to AIF HQ at 

Horseferry Road.  

 On 24 August 1918, John Carroll boarded the HMAT Medic and set sail for Australia, eventually 

disembarking in Melbourne where the VCs were celebrated. After a period of time in Melbourne, John 

returned to WA on 15 October 1918 with Lieutenant Sadlier VC, and they were feted in Perth and also on 

the Goldfields. It was in Kurrawang and Kalgoorlie that John received his largest welcome home and his 

family were all there for the event. Carroll did not like making speeches but at his welcome home in 

Kurrawang he was induced to say a few words:  

Iôm not much of a speaker therefore I canôt say very much; but Iôm very pleased to see you all here 

tonight. Iôve often had tiffs and cleared out from jobs over here but I couldnôt clear out from the job 

over there. I can only thank you again for being here tonight. 

 

John was discharged from the AIF on 1 January 1919 and things soon settled down for him. After his 

demobilisation, John was able to resume his job as a railway guard at Kurrawang. Unfortunately, in 

December 1919, his father was killed in a railway accident at Kurrawang and there was a large service at 

Kalgoorlie Cemetery. John continued with this employment in Kurrawang for a few more years but in 1923 

he returned to Perth and it was here on 23 April that he married Mary Brown  at the Perth Cathedral. In 1925 

John and Mary then moved to the Yarloop district, where he found work as a truck and train examiner at 

Hoffmanôs Mill. In 1927 he travelled to Melbourne for a reunion of the Victoria Cross awardees, though 

soon returned home to WA to resume his employment. 

 Later the same year, John was at work when he slipped from a train during shunting operations and 

had his foot badly crushed. He was rushed to St John of God Hospital in Perth but they could not save his 

foot and it had to be amputated just above the ankle. A reporter from the Daily News in Perth managed to 

have a few words with Carroll and it was reported by the journalist that:  

No wonder Carroll won the Victoria Cross for extraordinary valour. Lying in the hospital ward this 

morning he presented the most amazing example of fortitude and indifference to agony that can be 

imagined. ñWhatôs the good of moaning and crying over spilt milk?ò replied Carroll to a 

representative of the Daily News who offered heartfelt sympathy. ñThey cut the old foot off this 

morning just above the ankle and moaning about it wonôt put it back. At any rate,ò he observed 

philosophically, ñit could have been worse ï I might have lost ôem both. Anyhow in a monthôs time I 

suppose Iôll be able to stop a pot of Swan Bitter with the best of ôem.ò 

 

John Carroll would return to work in Yarloop through the 1930s. Unfortunately, in March 1933 his brother 

Martin  Carroll  (No. 244, 44
th
 Battalion) was killed in a car accident on the Coolgardie Road. John returned 

to Kalgoorlie for the funeral. Two years later in December 1935, Johnôs wife Mary died at the Wooroloo 

Sanatorium. This was a hospital generally used for TB sufferers. Though it is thought that John and Mary 

had no children, in the insertion in the newspaper there was mention of a daughter by the name of June. 
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 In 1938, John was one of 

four WA VC recipients to be invited 

to Anzac Day services in Sydney. He 

was always being invited to different 

military events and in 1956 John 

attended the Victoria Cross 

Centenary celebrations in England. 

After his return from England, John 

lived in the Perth metropolitan 

district but ill health in the early 

1970s forced him to enter Hollywood 

Repatriation Hospital.  

 John Carroll VC died on 4 

October 1971 and is buried in the 

Roman Catholic section of 

Karrakatta Cemetery [below].  

[Above: Sydney, NSW, 23.4.1938. A group portrait of Victoria Cross 

recipients who were invited to Sydney by the United Licensed Victuallers 

Association to march as a group in the 1938 Sydney Anzac Day march. 

This gesture by the ULVA was part of the Australian sesquicentennial 

(150 years) celebrations. The photograph was taken on the roof of the 

ULVA headquarters at 12 OôConnell Street, Sydney. Left to right : JWA 

Jackson VC, WD Joynt VC, J Hamilton VC, WM Currey VC, T Caldwell 

VC (Royal Scots Fusiliers), PC Statton VC MM, JJ Dwyer VC, J Carroll VC , ET Towner VC MC, TL 

Axford VC MM. AWM 044956.] 

___________________________________________________________ 

 

Strazeele 1918 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The photo above is taken from a rare collection of photos taken by an AIF soldier on the Western Front. As soldiers 

were banned from having cameras after Gallipoli, nearly all photos we see were taken by the official photographers. 

The collection is believed to mostly show men of the 4
th
 Battalion. Supplied by Sean McManus.  
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óDied for love of countryô: Private 5156 Amor Mundy, 1st Battalion 
Contributed by Barrie Brewer, Bonnet Bay. Sourced from óThe Advertiserô, Leichhardt, 15

th
 December 1916. 

 

Through the courtesy of Mr HS Daisley, JP, of Norton St, we are enabled to publish the 

following pathetic letter from Private George Mundy, in which he conveys to his parents 

the sad story of the death of his brother, Private A Mundy . [Right: Private Amor Mundy. 

AWM P05301.128.] 

 But the saddest story of all is the fact that a fortnight after he wrote this letter, 

Private George Mundy laid down his life in defence of his country, and a loving mother 

mourns in silence the loss of her two bonnie boys who are sleeping the last long sleep far 

away from home and loved ones. 

 Heroic mother of heroic sons,  

  the burden is great, 

 The sorrow intense, tears flow, hearts ache. 

  Sympathy with you in your trouble. 

 

Kindly thoughts turn towards you. But nothing can help, and you must mourn till the long day closes and the 

night comes on. 

 

France, 31
st
 July 1916 

My Dear Mother and Father 

 You have all heard before this of poor Amorôs death. He was killed late on Saturday night, 

23
rd

 July, in the charge on Pozieres of which you will have read about. One of the chaps who 

belongs to his tent came over to our trenches the next morning, broke the news to me, and took me 

over to see where he lay. 

 He had been hit in the head with a piece of shrapnel shell, and death must have been 

instantaneous, as he was lying just as he had fallen, and was not disfigured. 

 Dear Mum, you must not grieve too much and upset yourself, although it is very hard for you 

to bear, and remember that Amor died doing his duty in one of the biggest battles, and that it was 

successful. It was a terrible battle, and anyone who came through at all wonder how and why they 

are still alive, and it was better, as his time had come, that he passed away in the earliest part of the 

battle, and did not have to suffer the agony of the next few days, and still be killed in agony of body 

and mind, whereas his end came when he was in hot blood and excitement, and could have felt no 

pain at all.  

 Try and keep good heart, dear mother, and remember that God has all our destinies shaped, 

and that your son was called away in the execution of his duty, the noblest duty that man was ever 

asked to do, with his face to the foe for the protection of his dear mother and sisters, and home and 

be proud of him for that.   

 Well, dear mother, and all of you, do try and bear up, and rest content that Amor was 

smiling and satisfied in doing his share, and although my own heart is full, well I know that you can 

only watch and wait and have the hardest lot to bear. I cannot bear to say any more at present. God 

be with you till we meet again. 

 From your ever loving son, 

 George 

I am quite well myself but Ned Orr was wounded.  

 

(Ned Orr is a son of the well-known dairyman of Leichhardt.) 

 

Death of Private 2245 George Mundy, 3rd Battalion 
This report of the death of Private George Mundy, the writer of the foregoing letter, in which he told the sad 

story of his brotherôs death, was written by Harry Curtis , bandmaster in the AMC [Australian Mining 

Corps], a brother-in-law to the lad. 

 

As Lieutenant Clarke told me, George was a bomber in óDô Company, and he was on duty in the 

front line of trenches on the night of August 18
th
. The officer had noticed a pile of bombs in front of 

the trench (No-manôs land), and decided that they ought to be removed because if something hit 

them there would be a very big explosion and a great waste of bombs. 
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 He called on four bomb throwers at 2am on the 19
th
, when all was dark, 

and they all went over the parapet, and were putting the bombs into sandbags 

when suddenly a shell from the Germans struck the pile of bombs and the 

explosion was terrible. Two men were blown to pieces, and George had thirty-

seven wounds. The officer was badly cut on the forehead (he showed me the scar) 

and the sergeant succeeded in getting George on a stretcher. As they were taking 

him to the advanced dressing station George was quite conscious and said 

goodbye to all his mates. On reaching the dressing station he was still same, 

although bleeding from all his wounds. His nose was blocked up with thick blood, 

and he said to the chaplain who was on duty there, ñPlease clear my nose, as I 

canôt breathe properlyò. All his wounds were dressed, and he was being taken to a 

motor ambulance for removal to the field hospital when he died on the way there. 

 The officer further stated that if George had lived he would have been decorated, as it was a 

very dangerous job, and one worthy of gaining a Military Medal. 

 He said when he lost George he lost one of his best men. 

 Both are buried near each other on the same battlefield (Pozieres, in the Somme). 

 Yours fraternally,  

 Harry Curtis. 

 

[Above right: Private George Mundy. AWM P05301.129.] 

 

Profiles of the Mundy brothers 
Graeme Hosken, Dubbo. 

 

George and Amor Mundy were the sons of Amor Samuel and Ellen 

Florence Mundy of óBromsgroveô, 27 Stanley Street, Leichhardt, 

Sydney. Amor and Ellen had 11 children: 8 girls and 3 boys, of whom 

only one daughter died as an infant. [Right: It is hard to imagine that 

27 Stanley Street, Leichhardt, housed a family of 12 by 1900. The 

Mundys moved to Ingham Avenue, Five Dock, in 1923.] 

 George Albert Mundy enlisted on 26 May 1915 as a 20 year 

old ironworker with four years militia experience. He was placed with 

the 6
th
 Reinforcements for the 3

rd
 Battalion but was transferred to the 

55
th
 Battalion on 13 February 1916, only to rejoin the 3

rd
 on 12 March 

(an unusual occurrence). He had served on Gallipoli from 4 August 

1915 with the 3
rd
 Battalion (just in time for Lone Pine, where he 

received a lacerated hand) and was there for the Evacuation (which he 

described in a letter which will be published in a future issue).  

 George died of his wounds on the day after the 3
rd
 Battalion progressed the line towards Mouquet 

Farm and was subject to intense German artillery fire. The unit was pulled out of the line that night, without 

further loss. George Mundy is buried in the Becourt Military Cemetery, 2km east of Albert, in grave I.P.3. 

 On 21 June 1917, Georgeôs sister, Edith [b. 1884], wrote a long letter [partially edited] to Base 

Records, which reveals the strain on her family following the boysô deaths and reminds us of a time when 

Leichhardt and Paddington were very much the home of working class families, struggling to make ends 

meet: 

Dear Sir 

 I would like you to please enlighten me on very unsatisfactory knowledge. In reference to an 

issue in óSunô of 20-6-17 in respect to dep[endent] allowances it is stated that if a mother was 

partially dep[endent] on a son or sons, or would have been after a period of enlistment, she would 

be entitled to the same as a wife.    

 Now I would like to know if in my motherôs case of losing two sons in three weeks of each 

other at Pozieres; the first only having left these shores three months, the second being in action 

from Lone Pine up till 19
th
 August 1916, then losing his life in a bombing event in which his officer 

stated had he lived he would have rec[ommended] MM; and as my people had only five years 

previously lost my eldest brother [Samuel b. 1880 - d.1911 ï Ed], who was a married man with wife 

and three children (one little one preceding him one month in death), leaving widow and two little 

sons in such circumstances that it fell to my motherôs lot out of my fatherôs small weekly wage to 



DIGGER 64 Issue 47 

give help at times when possible, as my brother was not even insured and at his death, his wifeôs 

income ceased with his last wage.  

 Then again, owing to 11 children in family and a very hard struggle my parents had, Father, 

now in his 62
nd

 year and Mother nearly 60 and only one son still a lad in his 16
th
 year and two young 

sisters, one who is afflicted in speech owing to a very bad burning accident when a child, which 

renders her unfit for service of a general nature and therefore dependent on Father, whose health 

owing to years of hard labour and loss of his three sons is fast failing, I as well as many others have 

so often wondered whether under all the circumstances [if] my parents are entitled to a pension of 

some kind, if not for both sons (as their ages were on enlisting 20 and 22, just turned and single, and 

except for circumstances owing to War had helped to support home), if we are [entitled to a] 

pension to equal sonsô support. There are four married daughters but none would be able to do 

much if anything should happen to Father: one has four young children and husband on weekly 

wage; another three baby girls, husband at Front; anotherôs husband on small weekly wage, and 

myself wife of a Gunner on active service with one little boy and a younger sister has just left school.  

 Then again, as Mother in notice from Melbourne asking her is she entitled to a pension? I 

think it is quite a necessity in face of all I have stated, that they should receive a little in return for 

the sacrifice of two lives of the best of sons and brothers who would have helped them in every way 

and to ease a little of the pain of their sad loss. It is hard enough to rear a large family in face of 

great odds as we have and to see two of them rise to manhood, loved and respected by all, to lose 

their lives in honour and glory to finish at the grave, is very hard. Trusting you will be good enough 

to give me a little enlightenment and hoping I have not taken up too much of your already busy time. 

 I remain 

 Yours respectfully, 

 EO Morris 

Mrs HJ Morris 

35 Campbell Street 

Paddington 

Sydney NSW 

 

The Army replied, stating that Elsie needed to submit her question to the Pensions Department. From 

February 1918, a war pension totalling one pound 14 shillings per fortnight was paid to Ellen Mundy for the 

loss of her two sons.  

 In 1967, another sister, Elsie Victoria Mundy  of Petersham, applied for Georgeôs Gallipoli Medal.  

 

Amor William Mundy  gave up his job as an upholsterer to enlist in the AIF on 4 September 1915 at the age 

of 22 years and 11 months. He was taken on strength of the 1
st
 Battalion in France on 7 July 1916 ï sixteen 

days later he was killed in the hop-over at Pozieres. He has no known grave and is commemorated on the 

Villers-Bretonneux National Memorial. 

 

Endnotes: (1) Amor is incorrectly listed on the NAA website under óAmos Mundyô. (2) Edward (óNedô) 

Orr  served as Private 5190, 1
st
 Battalion, enlisting on the same day as Amor. Ned was wounded on 20 July 

1916 which was before Pozieres, so he must have been hit on the way to the front line. His óseriousô wound 

saw Ned transferred to England. After recovery, Ned was attached to the Postal Corps then transferred to the 

61
st
 Battalion. In September 1917, Ned was transferred back to the 1

st
 Battalion. On 23 September 1918, Ned 

was sent to the Safe Custody Compound and on 18 October was court-martialled on the charge of ódesertion 

on or about 0300 21/9/18 till about 0900 21/9/18. He was found guilty and sentenced to three years 

imprisonment with a forfeiture of 1 115 days pay; the sentence to be served at Portland Prison, UK. This 

harsh sentence for such a short period of ódesertionô was a result of Ned being one of the ómutineersô in the 

1
st
 Battalion [119 men of the 1

st
 Battalion ówent missingô]. The sentence was suspended and he returned to 

Australia in June 1919. Ned was living at 41 Boomerang Street, Haberfield, in the 1920s. (3) Harry Curtis 

was 1921 William Henry Curtis, husband of Lillian Alice Mundy , whom he married in 1911. Harry was a 

musician when he enlisted on 20/12/15 and was allocated to the Mining Corps. Harry served with the 3
rd
 

Tunnelling Company and the AE&MMB Company and rose to the rank of company sergeant major. In a 

field general court martial, Curtis was found guilty on three charges: 1. receiving public monies, knowing 

them to have been stolen (3 160 francs); 2. receiving stolen monies belonging to regimental funds (280 

francs) and 3. AWL from 3.12.17 to 28.12.17. Harry was reduced to the ranks and sentenced to two years 

imprisonment with hard labour. I hope to recount this episode in Harryôs service in a future issue. 



DIGGER 65 Issue 47 

Extract from óSnowy to the Somme: 
A Muddy and Bloody Campaign, 1916-1918ô 

Tim Cook, Holland Park. 

 

Tim Cook, member and author of the newly released history of the 55
th
 Battalion, has supplied óDIGGERô 

with an extract from his book. It describes the óRaid on Whiz Farmô undertaken by elements of the 55
th
 

Battalion in the Wytschaete Sector on the night of 3/4 March 1918. 

 

The raiding party left the Australian lines at 11.10 pm. The sky was overcast and the raiders were hindered 

by the near-complete darkness. However, the early actions were completed in time and the men made their 

way to the assembly area without incident. The keyed-up men didnôt have long to wait; Lance Corporal 

Archie Winter  [3204 Archibald Thomas Winter] was ójust in position in No-manôs land when our barrage 

came downô. Guns from an 18-pounder battery and a 4.5-inch howitzer battery sent volleys of shells 

plunging into the raidôs objective ï the pillboxes at Whiz Farm. Additional artillery, supported by trench 

mortars and machine guns, pounded other enemy positions in the neighbourhood. Private Edmund Street 

[1570 Edmund Harrington Street] watched the start of the raid from the Australian lines: óA single gun spoke, 

and then there followed a mighty crashing and smashing. The wild tornado of shells rushing through the air 

filled me with awe ... A minute later the air was a mass of shooting and quivering coloured lights [German 

flares]. The reds, the blue, the green, the white, the orange they all soared up and descended brilliantly ... 

The machine guns got an early start and thousands of bullets cracked across No-manôs land. The sound of 

rifle fire swelled the chaos.ô 

 As the first shells landed the raiders stood up and, line abreast, walked towards the objective. The 

German barbed wire was patchy and formed no serious obstacle. Once through the wire, the raiders wheeled 

slightly right so they struck all three pillboxes simultaneously. Lance Corporal Winter was just behind the 

barrage, and commented that óIt was good oh following it é along then we had to change direction right. I 

happened to be on the left flank so had furtherest [sic] to go.ô Winter, with some modesty, fails to mention 

that he led the flank responsible for keeping the correct direction for the entire assault. 

 As they advanced, the raiders came under withering machine-gun fire from Whiz Farm and 

surrounding enemy positions. The Australians paused for a few seconds some 30 metres from the objective 

while they waited for the barrage to lift. Then, as the bombardment suddenly shifted to other targets, the 

raiders surged forward to close with the pillboxes before the Germans could organise a coherent defence. As 

planned, they fell on all three pillboxes simultaneously. It was furious, grim work. The flashes of exploding 

shells and flares illuminated the night and, in this flickering black-and-white world, it was difficult to tell 

friend from foe. 

 From the southernmost pillbox, a machine gun placed on top of the concrete structure fired until the 

attackers were within a few metres of it. Private Charlie Arnett  [2260 Charles Victor Arnett] rushed 

forward, bayoneting both members of the machine gunôs crew. Around him, the rest of his section captured 

the two Germans remaining in the pillbox. The prisoners were despatched under escort across No-manôs 

land.  

 Responsibility for the capture of the northernmost pillbox was given to Lance Corporal Winterôs 

team. Winter was reluctant to describe the subsequent events, his diary stating: óWhat transpired there I need 

not relate anyhow we had a win.ô However, the citation for the Distinguished Conduct Medal he was 

awarded for his part in the raid provides some insight into Winterôs activities: óThe [German] garrison 

defended the strongpoint with the greatest resistance and in the hand to hand struggle which ensued 

[Winter] accounted for two of the enemy, each of whom were in the act of firing on other members of the 

party.ô 

       Private Les Curran [1630 Leslie William Curran MM] was also involved in the savage fighting 

around this pillbox, killing three Germans with his bayonet. Two Germans were encountered in the rear of 

the central pillbox. Lieutenant Colless [Lieutenant Stanley Colless] shot and killed them as they were 

aiming their rifles.  

 Using the precious seconds bought for them by the defenders of the pillboxes, the remainder of the 

enemy garrison in Whiz Farm chose to flee rather than fight. A party of up to 15 Germans was observed 

retreating along a trench leading away from the position. Lieutenant Colless ordered a limited pursuit of the 

withdrawing enemy. The raiders sprinted after them throwing grenades, and five or six Germans were seen 

to fall. 

 As abruptly as it started, the fighting was over. Lieutenant Stan Colless instructed Lance Corporal 

Albert Turner [ 5452 Albert Harold Turner] the intelligence specialist, to search all three pillboxes. None 
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was found to contain papers or anything else of intelligence value. As the objectives of the raid had now 

been achieved, Lieutenant Colless ordered the withdrawal. Just after this directive was issued, a flare 

exposed a hitherto unnoticed German machine gun firing from a shell hole around 15 metres away; three 

grenades were thrown, killing the gunôs two-man crew. That a machine gun could be firing in such close 

proximity without coming to the attention of the raiders is testament to the noise and confusion of the battle. 

 The retirement was undertaken as rapidly as possible. It took the enemy gunners a few minutes to 

respond, but as the withdrawal commenced, a heavy artillery and minenwerfer barrage descended on No-

manôs land and the Australian forward positions. To bypass the retaliatory fire, Lieutenant Colless instructed 

the raiders to make their way towards one of the 55
th
 Battalionôs northern strongpoints. As they proceeded, a 

party of eight Germans was observed approaching from the direction of Bang Farm, apparently with the 

intention of counter-attacking. Lieutenant Colless collected the seven men nearest him and formed an 

impromptu rearguard. The Germans and Australians clashed in a sharp, brutal engagement in the middle of 

No-manôs land. Six of the enemy were killed, one of whom managed to land a punch on Colless before the 

aggrieved Australian officer slew him. The two remaining Germans fled. 

 The majority of raiders reached the safety of the Australian lines at 12.14 am. Lieutenant Colless and 

his rearguard were forced by enemy fire to make a wide detour northwards, entering the Australian lines in 

the 53
rd
 Battalionôs sector at around 12.45 am. Shortly after Collessô return, the supporting artillery ceased 

fire. 

 As the raiding party had returned in dribs and drabs, it took until 6.00 am the following morning for 

them to realise that one man was missing. Private Reuben óDarkyô Smith [5241 Reuben Smith] had been 

knocked over by a shell-burst from the supporting artillery just as he neared the objective. When asked if he 

could find his way back to the Australian lines he responded, óIôm alright ï carry on.ô It seems likely that 

Smith had become disoriented and stumbled further towards the German lines, where he later died. His body 

was never recovered despite careful searches of No-manôs land on the nights following the raid. 

 

Extract from the back cover of óSnowy to the Sommeô 
Based on eye witness accounts, Snowy to the Somme traces the story of the 55

th
 

Battalion, from its birth in the dusty camps of Egypt through three years of 

brutal, bloody conflicts on the bitter Western Front. 

 When the Great War ended in 1918, over 500 of the 3 000 men who 

served in the 55
th
 Battalion had been slain and another 1 000 wounded. Snowy to 

the Somme shares personal stories of Australian men as they stared down the 

horrors of war with determination, courage and mateship. With chapters devoted 

to the significant battles at Fromelles, Doignies, Polygon Wood, Péronne and 

Bellicourt, this book tells the story of one battalion, but in doing so it 

encapsulates the experiences of many Australians on the Western Front.  

Available from all good book stores. (Congratulations, Tim!) 

[Big Sky Publishing, ISBN 9781922132635]. 

________________________________________________________________ 

 

Digger 
(What the Australians call themselves ï English ñTommyò.) 

 

Digger, the resolute, reliable, true, 

  The fighter who saw the bloominô war through. 

The steadfast and sporty, brim full of fun ï  

  Digger, who scrapped it with Jerry the Hun. 

 

Digger, we praise thee; we love thee so brave; 

  Youôve wonderfully helped the whole world to save. 

Digger, God bless you, Digger, our own, 

  As a fighter or comrade you stand out alone. 

 

SS Dorman, CF, Capt. 

 

Source: óSaxon Sentinelô, produced óAt Seaô, 7 January 1919, Price 1/-. Supplied by Ray Black. The author 

remains unidentified.  
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Private 792 William Allan Irwin DCM, 33rd Battalion 
Rod Carpenter, Callala Bay. 

Compiled from information and photographs provided by William Durrant and Adrian Altona. 

 

William Allan Irwin  was born in 1878 at Coonabarabran, NSW. He died on 1 

September 1918 from wounds received in action during an extremely heroic 

action on 31 August near Bouchavesnes, France. 

 William was one of the children of William Allan Irwin (died 1917) and 

Eliza Griffin (of Kamilaroi [Gomeroi] descent, died 1913).  

 Left : Wedding group taken 

24.12.1910. Standing L to R: George 

and Ernest Grose (Williamôs step-

brothers); Elsie Allan, Henry Allen 

(brother), Eliza Allan (Williamôs 

mother) and John Allan (brother). 

Front: Maggie and Alfred Sampson, 

parents of the bride. William and 

James Allan did not attend the 

wedding. [Note: óAllanô is sometimes seen as óAllenô ï Ed. This 

photo courtesy Henry (óBunnyô) Allen, Moree.]  

 William applied for enlistment in the AIF on 30 December 1915 at Moree, NSW, at the age of 37 

years and 10 months. He listed his trade or calling as a shearer. At the time of his enlistment his address was 

given as simply óMoree, NSWô, and his next of kin as his father, William Allan Irwin, Post Office, Quirindi, 

NSW.  

 Williamôs physical description on his enlistment papers was: height 5ô9ò (175.3cm); weight 145 lbs 

(65.7 kg); chest measurement 32½ - 35ò; complexion, dark; eyes, bark brown; hair, black; religious 

denomination, Roman Catholic; distinctive marks/remarks, scars under both knees. 

 William was one of the recruits who enlisted at the Narrabri Depot Camp on 3 January 1916. From 

Narrabri the recruits moved to the Armidale Depot. 

 At Armidale, William was assigned to óCô Company, 33
rd
 Battalion, on 14 February 1916. After 

initial training at the Armidale Depot Camp he moved with the battalion to the Rutherford Camp near 

Maitland in March 1916 for training with other units of the 9
th
 Brigade, which was part of the 3

rd
 Division. 

 The 33
rd
 Battalion and the 1

st
 Reinforcements left Rutherford Camp and caught a train to Sydney on 

3 May 1916 and the next day boarded the troopship Marathon. There were 1 028 officers and men of the 33
rd
 

Battalion, plus the 97 men of the 1
st
 Reinforcements, aboard. 

 Their original destination was to be Egypt, but that was changed en route to head direct for England.  

 

Summary of the journey 
4 May 1916: left Sydney. 

11 May: arrived Albany ï stayed out in the harbour, took on coal and water. Two Diggers were taken ashore 

at Albany, sick, and one of these subsequently died of pneumonia. 

17 May: on way to Colombo, received message to proceed to England via Durban or return to Fremantle. 

The transport did not have enough coal to reach Durban so it returned to Fremantle. 

21 May: arrived Fremantle ï a route march through town to the oval for sports. 

23 May: left Fremantle ï splendid weather. 

7 June: arrived Durban ï shore leave for a march and five hours free time. 

9 June: left Durban ï bad weather, seasickness rampant. Six men failed to embark with the Marathon. They 

were detained by the Military Police and placed on later transports. 

15 June: arrived Cape Town ï march in Cape Town, no leave granted. Gun boat escort arrived. No shore 

leave to town was granted and that resulted in a óstrikeô i.e. refusal to do fatigues, resulting in four Diggers 

being charged with mutiny and 183 charged with disobedience of orders. 

16 June: left Cape Town. 

24 June: crossed the Equator ï enjoyed good weather. 

29 June: arrived Dakar in Senegal ï very hot, no shore leave. 

30 June: left Dakar. 

A dayôs sail from Plymouth: met by a flotilla of destroyers. 

9 July: arrived Plymouth, England and disembarked at Devonport. 

https://www.facebook.com/D.holland.spud?hc_location=timeline
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 After a 65 day voyage (the longest recorded for any 

troopship) the Marathon finally arrived in England and the 

33
rd
 Battalion disembarked and then caught trains to 

Amesbury on the Salisbury Plain. On 10 July 1916 the men 

marched three miles to Lark Hill and Durrington Training 

Camp, Wiltshire [right ] ï one mile north of Stonehenge.  

 The 9
th
 Brigade, of which the 33

rd
 Battalion was a 

part, then spent the next several months undergoing some 

very hard training on Salisbury Plain, until it was thought 

that the brigade was ready. This additional training ensured 

that the 9
th
 was one of the best trained brigades in the entire 

AIF. 

 On 28 October 1916, William was charged with the offence of being óAbsent without Leave (AWL) 

from midnight 28.10.16 to 10 pm 29.10.16ô. He was awarded 14 days Field Punishment No. 2 and a total 

forfeiture of 15 days pay. 

 On 14 November 1916 he was 

charged with the offence at Lark Hill: óAWL 

4.11.16 for one dayô. He was awarded 

punishment of 14 days Field Punishment No. 

2 and a total forfeiture of 15 days pay by 

Lieutenant Colonel Morshead. [Left : A map 

of Lark Hillôs WWI camps.] 

 Af ter four months of extensive 

training in guards, pickets, trenches and 

schools, Williamôs battalion, along with other 

units of the 9
th
 Brigade, left Southampton for 

Le Havre, France, on 21 November 1916. The 

33
rd
 were aboard the paddle steamer, Monaôs 

Queen. 

 After disembarkation the battalion 

marched about four miles to a camp where they stayed overnight. They then endured a 48 hour train journey 

to Bailleul in cattle-trucks marked óHommes [people] 40, Chevaux [horses] 8ô.  

 The 33
rd
 Battalion arrived at Steenwerck, 

France, on the 24
th
. The unit then moved into the 

trenches at La Chapelle dôArmentieres [southeast of 

Armentieres, right ] on the 27
th
 to get their first 

experiences at trench warfare in what was to be a 

very harsh, bitterly cold winter. This part of the Front 

was known as the óNursery Sectorô because it was 

where the new units were sent to be eased into their 

roles.  

 The battalion had front line and subsidiary 

line duties in the Armentieres sector for the winter, 

first holding the Square Farm sector and later 

Houplines. The rotation was generally one week in the front line, where trench routine included patrols, raids 

and working parties. Then one week out of the line when the battalion was housed in billets at locations west 

of Armentieres. 

 On 14 May 1917, in the Le Touquet sector, William was injured (ófractured ribsô) and was treated by 

the 11
th
 Field Ambulance. He was transferred to the Divisional Rest Station on the 15

th
. He was then 

discharged to duty on the 25
th
 and rejoined the 33

rd
 Battalion on 28 May. The battalion was in billets at 

Nieppe at this time.  

 The 33
rd
 moved from the Armentieres sector to Ploegsteert Wood on 20 May 1917 in preparation for 

their first major battle, the famed Battle of Messines. 

 On 7 June 1917 at 3.10 am, 19 mines were blown along the Messines Ridge. Two mines exploded on 

the 33
rd
ôs front: there was a deafening roar, the trenches swayed like an earthquake. The German defenders 

were hurled into the air, along with concrete bunkers, equipment and tonnes of earth, and 19 enormous 
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craters were left after the debris had crashed back down again. It had taken nearly two years of tunnelling to 

bury all these mines behind and under the enemy line; a very dangerous task for the tunnelling soldiers. 

 During the 7 June attack by the 33
rd
 Battalion on the right flank of Messines Ridge, William was 

wounded in action, receiving a gun shot wound (shrapnel) to the right buttock. He was treated by the 9
th
 

Field Ambulance and on the 8
th
 was admitted to the 26

th
 General Hospital in Etaples. Then on the 13

th
 he was 

transferred to the 6
th
 Convalescent Depot. William was transferred on 21 July to the Australian General 

Hospital at Abbeville, and evacuated to England on 3 August, where he was admitted to the Pavilion General 

Hospital, at Brighton. 

Left : Ultimo Crater [topmost arrow] and 

Factory Farm Crater, the location of the two 

mines on the 33
rd
 Battalion front  

 

On 27 August, William Irwin was 

transferred to the 3
rd
 Auxiliary Hospital at 

Hartford and granted furlough for the period 

28.8.17 to 11.9.17, with orders to report to 

the No. 1 Command Depot at Perham 

Downs on completion.  

 William marched into No. 1 

Command Depot on September 11
th
 and 

then on 12 September 1917 was admitted to the 1
st
Australian Dermatological Hospital at Bulford (with VD). 

On 15 October he was discharged to the Convalescent Training Depot, Parkhouse, having spent 34 days 

under treatment. 

 On 30 October 1917, William marched in to No. 3 Command Depot where he was medically 

classified as óB1A3ô (fit for overseas training camp in two-three weeks). Then, on 5 November, he was 

reclassified as óA3ô (fit for overseas training camp, to which men were transferred for óhardeningô, prior to 

rejoining their unit overseas). 

 William, on 8 November, marched in to the Overseas Training Brigade at Longbridge Deverill, and 

then on the 23
rd
 proceeded overseas, via Southampton, to France and the Australian Infantry Base Depot at 

Rouelles.  

 He marched out to the front on the 27
th
 and rejoined óCô Company, 33

rd
 Battalion, near Pont de 

Nieppe, on 29 November 1917. 

 On 18 January 1918, William was admitted to the 10
th
 Australian Field Ambulance with scabies and 

on the 19
th
 was transferred to the Divisional Rest Station. On the 26

th
 he was discharged back to duty, and 

rejoined his unit three days later. The battalion was in the Meteren Camp near Bailleul, France, at this time.  

 
The Somme 1918 
In March 1918 the Germans launched their 

Spring Offensive and broke through the 

British lines.  

 The 33
rd
 Battalion, as part of the 3

rd
 

Division, were sent from Cremerest to the 

Somme sector, where an emergency defence 

line was established between Ribemont-sur-

Ancre (south of Albert) and Corbie. They 

arrived there on 27 March and were to act as 

counter-attack troops from that emergency 

defence line. 

 The 33
rd
 Battalion was ordered on 29 

March to march to Cachy (about 4½ miles 

south-west of Corbie and two miles south-

west of Villers-Bretonneux).  

 The battalion was engaged in the 

fighting at Hangard and Lancer Woods south of Villers-Bretonneux on 30-31 March 1918. 

 During April, the 9
th
 Brigade, along with other units from England and Canada, were heavily 

engaged in the defence of the village of Villers-Bretonneux. On 4 April 1918, at Villers-Bretonneux, 
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William was wounded in action for the second occasion. He was treated by the 74
th
 Australian Field 

Ambulance for a GSW to the right arm and transferred to the Casualty Clearing Station.  

 On the 6
th
 he was admitted to the 2

nd
 General Hospital at Havre, and on the 9

th
 April was transferred 

to England aboard the Hospital Ship Saint Patrick and was then admitted to the Bath War Hospital on the 

10
th
.  

 William was granted leave for the period 23 April to 7 May with orders to report to No. 1 Command 

Depot at Sutton Veny on completion. On 8 May he marched into No. 1 Command Depot and was classified 

as óB1A3ô. He marched out to the Overseas Training Brigade at Longbridge Deverill on 15 May, where he 

stayed for three weeks. 

 He proceeded overseas to France on 5 June, marching in to the Australian Infantry Base Depot on 

the 6
th
. William then marched out to the front on 12 June 1918 and rejoined the 33

rd
 Battalion on the 18

th
, in 

the front-line trenches near Villers-Bretonneux. 

 William was with the battalion in the famed large scale ñall arms offensiveò that commenced on 8 

August 1918, south of the Somme River. The 9
th
 Brigade was given Accroche Wood as its first objective. 

Colonel Morshead of the 33
rd
 was in charge of the 9

th
 Brigadeôs part of this operation. [Accroche Wood is in 

the top right corner of the map below.] 

 

Over the next three weeks the battalionôs front line was 

advanced nearly 30 miles in the Somme sector, from Accroche 

Wood to west of Bouchavesnes. 

 On 31 August 1918, while with óCô Company, William 

was wounded in action for the third occasion in the attack on 

óRoad Woodô, near Bouchavesnes, France. He received shell 

wounds to his back and thigh. He was treated at the 6
th
 

Australian Field Ambulance, and transferred to the 61
st
 Casualty 

Clearing Station where he died of wounds the next day, on 1 

September 1918. 

 William Irwin was buried the same day in the Daours 

Communal Cemetery Extension (the village of Daours is 

located 10 km east of Amiens). The service was conducted by 

Reverend TH Scott. 

33rd Bn Ą 
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 On 27 October 1918, Private William Allan Irwin was posthumously awarded the Distinguished 

Conduct Medal (DCM). His citation reads: 

For conspicuous gallantry and devotion to duty during the operations at Road Wood on August 31
st
 

1918. Single-handed, and in the face of extremely heavy fire, Private Irwin rushed three separate 

machine-gun posts and captured the three guns and crews. It was while on the point of rushing a 

fourth machine gun that he was severely wounded. 

On his irresistible dash and magnificent gallantry, this man materially assisted our advance through 

this strongly held and defended Wood, and by his daring actions he greatly inspired the whole of his 

Company. 

[London Gazette: 10
th
 January 1920, and Australian Gazette: 15

th
 April 1920.] 

 

Left : William 

Allan Irwin, 

second row 

from back, 

second from 

left (claimed 

by Chris 

Munro). 

Lark Hill, 

England, 1916 

AWM 

P08122.001. 

Below: DCM. 

 

 

In 1919 the military authorities requested information from the Moree Police as to any surviving next of kin, 

as both Williamôs parents were now deceased, and all correspondence to others was being returned 

unclaimed. The following reply was sent by Sergeant OôNeill, Moree Police Station, on 6 October 1919. 

I beg to report that from inquiries made I have ascertained that the late No. 792, Private WA Irwin, 

DCM, 33
rd

 Battalion, was a son of William Allan, who resided at Goondiwindi with a woman named 

Eliza Griffin, there was three boys born to this union VIZ:- William Allan Irwin, Henry Terence 

Allan Irwin and John Donald Allan Irwin. The Mother and Father not being married they took the 

name of Irwin from an Uncle. While very young the Mother left the Father at Goondiwindi and lived 

with a man named William Grose, the Father then left Goondiwindi and lived with another woman 

at Quirindi nothing since can be found of the Father and he is supposed to have died at Quirindi 2 

years ago. There were three more boys born after the Mother went to live with Grose, and the three 

Allan Irwins then took the name of Grose, and dropped the name of Allan Irwin. The Mother died at 

Gunnedah on the 14
th
 June 1913 leaving six boys, three of these were Allan Irwins taking the name 

of Grose and the other three step-brothers were Grose. It is the eldest one of these brothers William 

Allan Irwin that is the deceased Soldier and the next eldest brother, Henry Terence, known as Harry 

Grose, would be next of kin. The brother referred to holds all correspondence and Military papers 

belonging to his deceased brother. 

 

Several years after the war had ended, Williamôs stepbrother, Harry Grose of East Moree, received Williamôs 

medals, a photo of his grave, a pamphlet entitled óWhere the Australians Restô, the Memorial Plaque (aka 

óThe Dead Manôs Pennyô), and the Memorial Scroll.  
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 His personal belongings were sent to a Miss K Ryne (the sole legatee under the terms of his will), c/- 

Post Office, Narrabri. 

 At some time around 1930, Williamôs medals were borrowed for a presentation by the local school 

but they were never returned. The family have been searching for them but have not yet had success. [Medal 

numbers: British War Medal ï 38256; Victory Medal ï 37944.] 

 
Oral history 
The story that has been passed down to the current generation is that after the war the family of George 

Cartwright VC  [Private 726, 33
rd
 Bn] met with Williamôs family in Melbourne. George had been awarded 

the Victoria Cross for his actions during the same attack on óRoad Woodô near Bouchavesnes, where, for his 

similar actions, William was posthumously awarded the Distinguished Conduct Medal (DCM). 

 The discussion of the two families raised some doubt about who was the first to charge the machine-

gun posts, but it was George that came back and picked up the wounded William and helped him back to the 

field ambulance. 

 

Right: Williamôs grave at Daours. The white pebble in front 

of the headstone is from the Kamilaroi country (a significant 

part of the Kamilaroi culture).   

 It was placed there by Chief Petty Officer James 

Carroll during April 2012 to provide William a link óto his 

countryô. 

 

Written sources: 

www.facebook.com/33rdBattalion:  New Englandôs Own 

óCollection on CDô compiled by Rod Carpenter. 

http://tracker.org.au/2013/05/an-irresistible-dash/ by Mr Chris 

Munro. 

óNever A Backward Stepô by John Edwards (digital copyright 

by Rod Carpenter). 

 

Special offer to members!  
New member Rod Carpenter, author of this article, has spent 

many years researching the 33
rd
 Battalion and profiling its 

members with the help of the Diggersô descendants. Rodôs 

material has been placed on a CD [2
nd

 Ed] and he is offering it 

to members at a 20% discount ($22 incl. postage in Australia; 

overseas members POA). Legacy receives $5 from each CD 

sold.   

 The CD contains a veritable treasure trove of 

information: 250 Digger profiles, 1 000 pages; the membersô register roll, 291 pages; the casualty and sick 

register, 234 pages; the unit history, 68 pages; the digital version of the book, Never a Backward Step, 336 

pages  (reproduced with permission); transcribed routine orders, 400+ pages; over 400 photographs of 

individuals, plus many maps.  

 To obtain a copy, contact Rod at qsm@shoal.net.au or send a Facebook private message via: 

www.facebook.com/33rdBattalion.  

 

 
Answers to DIGGER Quiz No. 47 
1. The Leinster was sunk on 10 October 1918, one month and one day before the Armistice. 

2. The Leinster was on its regular mail and passenger run, sailing from Dublin to Hollyhead. 

3. Loss of life totalled 501 of those aboard. 

4. There were 489 military personnel aboard, including 13 soldiers of the AIF.  

5. The Leinster was torpedoed by the German submarine UB-123, commanded by Robert Ramm. 

6. Seven of the thirteen Australian soldiers and one Australian nurse, Winifred Starling, lost their lives. 

7. The UB-123 was lost in the North Sea on its journey back to Germany when it struck a mine. All crew were lost. 

8. US President Woodrow Wilson told the German Government on 14 October that there could be no peace as long as Germany 

continued to attack passenger ships. 

9. In 1919, armed conflict broke out between Irish Nationalists and the British. It suited both sides to downplay the part paid by Irish 

men and women in the Great War. 

http://www.facebook.com/33rdBattalion
http://tracker.org.au/2013/05/an-irresistible-dash/
mailto:qsm@shoal.net.au
http://www.facebook.com/33rdBattalion.%20Overseas%20members%20POA.
http://www.facebook.com/33rdBattalion.%20Overseas%20members%20POA.
http://www.facebook.com/33rdBattalion.%20Overseas%20members%20POA.
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Corporal 1520 William Polding Ryan, 31st Battalion 
Contributed by Geoffrey Benn. Sourced from the Fromelles Descendants Database Facebook page. 

 

I never knew anything about William Polding Ryan while I was growing up. The first time I saw any 

reference to him was when I was 43 years of age. He was my motherôs fatherôs brother. And he was killed in 

France, in the Battle of Fromelles on 19 July, 1916. 

 I never heard my grandfather mention him. I never heard my mother mention him. I only found his 

name for the first time after I started working on family history in 1999, after I received a copy of family 

records from an aunt, in which it was stated óRIP William Polding Ryan. Killed at Fleurbaix France 16 July, 

1916 aged 20 years 3 monthsô. 

 I went to the War Memorial in Canberra on 24 April, 2000, but I couldnôt find a record of William, 

because without it written down, I got his name wrong. I thought that the information was wrong, but it was 

me that got it wrong instead. 

 Seven years passed before I renewed any interest in finding out more about William, and in 

November 2007 I was able to find his service records through the Australian War Memorial website. I was 

surprised by what I found. I thought from the records that he was buried in a mass grave in VC Corner 

Cemetery, near Fromelles. And that was it. If I was ever going to travel to France again, I would go there and 

see the cemetery. 

 Then I heard about a teacher who had been working on tallying up the numbers of soldiers killed in 

France in WWI. The town of Fromelles was mentioned from time to time. 

 Then in 2008 I heard radio reports that spoke of an archaeological dig to take place, to see if soldiers 

were in fact buried at a site identified by the teacher and his friends. 

  I thought, ñWhat the heck? He might be buried there instead of VC Corner. Thereôs nothing to lose if 

he is found there instead.ò So, I registered my interest with the Army. In May 2009, I received a letter 

advising me that the German war records did not show William as having been buried by them. He had not 

been included on the working list of soldiers whom the Army was trying to identify. 

 Later on, in November 2009 I was advised that my DNA had been identified as not suitable as a 

testing candidate. I arranged for my motherôs brother, Cyril Ryan, in his late 70s, a male with the same 

lineage, to provide a DNA sample and pass it on to the Army. I thought that might be the end of the line of 

inquiry for me. 

 Then on 16 March, 2010, I received a call at work, about 10 minutes 

before I was due to go out for lunch. A man named Christian, from the War 

Graves Commission, told me that a Public Media Release was coming up 

soon. And that William Polding Ryan [right ] had been positively identified 

by use of the DNA sample given by my uncle. I began choking up, I had 

tears welling up in my eyes, and the scalp on my head was prickly from the 

news. I could not understand why these feelings were coming over me, but 

they did. And they still do. Something that seemed so simple, had helped to 

identify the remains of a soldier who had been killed in action nearly 94 

years before, someone I had no idea even existed while I was growing up. 

 After my uncle was given the news, we spoke over the phone and he 

told me that I had to come up with the inscription on the headstone because I had started this process. It took 

me a little bit of thinking, but I tried to come up with a connection between what I knew from records was 

the anguish of a concerned mother at home, and the generation who now know what happened to him so 

long ago. The inscription I came up with is: LOST SO FAR FROM HOME, AND FOUND SO CLOSE TO 

OUR HEARTS. 

 William Polding Ryan is now buried in a marked grave: Plot I, Row A, Grave 2 at the new Fromelles 

(Pheasant Wood) Military Cemetery. I have resolved to be standing in front of his grave on 19 July, 2016, 

one hundred years after he was killed. 

  There were 250 Australian and British soldiersô remains unearthed as a result of the actions of 

Lambis Englezos, a teacher [now retired ï Ed] with a passion for our history. There will be a lot of other 

people who I hope will also travel to Fromelles in 2016, all of whom who will no doubt also say ñThanksò to 

Lambis for wanting to make sure our familiesô lost men are finally found and given the dignity of their own 

burial place. 

 

Endnote: A further 20 men from Pheasant Wood have been identified, bringing the total now known to 144 

of the 250 soldiers reinterred at the Pheasant Wood Military Cemetery, Fromelles, France.  

https://www.facebook.com/photo.php?fbid=692064454168033&set=gm.677579775634676&type=1
https://www.facebook.com/photo.php?fbid=692064454168033&set=gm.677579775634676&type=1
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The Eleventh Hour 
Lieutenant FS Tall, aboard the óSaxonô, 1918-19. 

 

Did I bravely do my duty? 

Did I help to win the war? 

Did I fight for fame and glory, 

Home and Empire ï Aussieôs shore? 

Just you listen while I tell you 

How I broke the German power, 

How I went and ñtook the shillingò 

Joined at the eleventh hour. 

 

Was I rash when I enlisted? 

Did I rush to go to the War? 

No. I knew men were not needed 

In the year nineteen-one-four. 

And I had no wish to travel, 

I preferred the home firesô scene, 

Someone had to keep them burning, 

And I did it in ñ15ò. 

 

And I read the daily papers 

Telling how our lads did strive, 

At Cape Helles ï Anzac ï Suvla 

Thanked my stars I was still alive. 

ñBoldò and ñfearless,ò still Iôm cautious, 

And just careful: Think Iôm green? 

But I didnôt deem it prudent 

So I joined not in ñ16ò. 

 

And when wounded troops came home, Lorô 

I could see as plain as daylight 

That my caution had proved right. 

For a man who looks for trouble 

Finds all things are not serene, 

So I stayed and did long thinking 

All through nineteen ñ17ò. 

 

And when ñ18ò came I pondered, 

ñBe ye not in haste to go, 

But reserve your full resources 

To deal out the final blow.ò 

So I basked neath shady gum tree, 

Planned to foil the foemanôs power. 

And resolved that I would ñFall Inò 

Perhaps? At the eleventh hour. 

 

And when ñHindieò pushed in March last, 

Then on end did stand my hair, 

With rage of course, nor fear, and murmured, 

ñOh, thank God ï I was not there.ò 

When the tide had turned again, lads, 

And we hustled Fritz along 

I knew that if I still tarried, 

I could not go very wrong. 

 

So I lingered and I longered, 

Till at last I heard the news, 

ñThat an Armistice was certainò; 

Terms the Bosche could not refuse! 

On the eleventh day ï of the eleventh month 

At the hour of 11am 

I went up and joined the Army 

For I did not give a damn. 

 

Second Lieutenant Fernleigh Silas Tall MC  enlisted on 6 August 1915 and returned on the Saxon, 

departing England on 11/12/18. He served with the 6
th
 (Army) Field Artillery Brigade. He enlisted when he 

was a married, 30 year old farmer from Largs Bay, SA. He was awarded the Military Cross for conspicuous 

gallantry and devotion to duty. During the day when the enemy were shelling a main road with high 

explosives and gas, this officer, on three separate occasions, rescued wounded men under great difficulties. 

When an ammunition wagon and team received a direct hit he went and carried one of the men to safety, 

returning again through the barrage to rescue a second. Later on he assisted in rescuing three more men. 

His conduct and example to others throughout the day were of great value to others.  

Source: óSaxon Sentinelô, produced óAt Seaô, 7 January 1919. Contributed by Ray Black. 

 

 

 

BROKEN NATION 
JOAN BEAUMONT 

The Australian experience of WWI from the home front as well as the battlefront. It was a war also ófoughtô 
by families at home and we read of their resilience in the face of hardship, their acceptance of the endless 
casualties and their belief in a just cause. 

[650 Pages] ï Hardback 
$65 Retail - FFFAIF Members $55 including Australian postage. 

WAR BOOK SHOP 
13 Veronica Place, Loftus NSW 2232 

Phone: 02 9542 6771     Fax: 02 9542 6787     Email: warbookshop@bigpond.com 

mailto:warbookshop@bigpond.com
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ETCHED IN STONE 
((Edited by Russell Curley with additional detail sourced from CWGC by Jim Corkery.) 

 

This is the forty-sixth in a series of extracts, from John Laffinôs óWe Will Remember Them ï AIF Epitaphs of 

World War 1ô, which will appear in successive issues of óDIGGERô. 
 

 

Place names in bold type are cemetery names 
 

Captain W. A. Connell had risen from the ranks and was one of the first Australians to be decorated in the 

war. He was a sergeant on 25 April 1915 during the landing at Anzac, and rushed the Turkish trenches on the 

right flank in a brave attempt to capture a machine gun. In this way he won his DCM. When he was killed in 

France more than 30 months later, his men said that he was so brave they could not understand how he had 

survived for so long. (JL) 

 Captain Connell DCM of the 12
th
 Battalion was killed in France on 28 December 1917, aged 33. He 

is buried at Kandahar Farm  in Belgium. The epitaph on his headstone reads:              

IN PROUD LOVING MEMORY  

OUR ONLY SON 

 

THOUGH DEATH DIVIDES  

FOND MEMORY CLINGS  

TO A SON SO TRUE AND KIND 

 

Pte L. Bowen, 5
th
 Bn, 20-12-16 (31) 

Bernafay Wood British Cemetery, France 

OUR ONLY BOY  

SADLY MISSED BY HIS  

FATHER, MOTHER AND FOUR SISTERS  

 

Cpl A. R. Roddan, 55
th
 Bn, 21-3-18 (23) 

Outtersteene Communal Cemetery Extension, 

France 

WEEP NOT MOTHER DEAR  

NOT DEAD BUT SLEEPING HERE  

 

Cpl W. A. Snell MM, Engineers, 31-5-18 (37) 

Borre British Cemetery, France 

IN LOVING MEMORY OF OUR  

SOLDIER BOY 

HENRY AND LUCY KING  

    

Pte H. J. King, 12
th
 Bn, 28-7-18 (27) 

Borre British Cemetery, France 

MY BELOVED SON  

 

2
nd

 Cpl J. R. Bishop, 30
th
 Bn, 29-9-17 (24) 

Aeroplane Cemetery, Belgium 

MY FIRST PRIDE MY FIRST JOY  

MY DARLING SOLDIER BOY  

MOTHER  

 

Driver G. H. Pickett, Engineers, 20-12-16 (33) 

Quarry Cemetery, Montauban, France 

MY BOY  

ONE OF THE BRAVE DEFENDERS 

OF AMIENS 

REST IN PEACE. MOTHER  

 

Pte R. H. Martin, 29
th
 Bn, 8-8-18  

Adelaide Cemetery, France 

THERE MIDST THE SILENT SHADOWS  

OUR LOVED ONE LIES AT REST  

OUR SON 

 

Pte J. C. Bell, 3
rd
 Bn, 4-10-17 (36) 

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery, Belgium 

TWAS HARD TO PART  

WITH YOU DEAR SON  

NEVER FORGOTTEN  

MOTHER  

 

Pte D. S. Reneyson, M-G Corps, 9-6-18 (25) 

Franvillers Communal Cemetery Extension, 

France 

ONLY SON 

R.I.P. 

Pte M. T. Maher, 56
th
 Bn, 25-4-18 (28) 

Aubigny British Cemetery, France 
 

Continued next issue. 
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óDedicated to Digger Heritageô 

The purpose of the FFFAIF is to commemorate the service, sacrifice, courage and 

suffering of the First Australian Imperial Force of the Great War 1914-1918 and of their 

families and friends.  
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