
 
 
 
 
 



    

    




    [image: The cover of the recommended book]


The U.S. Army in World War I



Army, United States

8596547814627

11140

Buy now and read (Advertising)

In 'The U.S. Army in World War I', the eclectic collection traverses through the varied terrains of history, military strategy, and personal narratives to present a multifaceted view of the U.S. Army's role during a pivotal time in global history. This anthology distinguishes itself through its diversity of literary styles - including official military documents, firsthand accounts, and scholarly analyses - offering readers a comprehensive understanding of World War I from an American perspective. The compilation enriches the literary cannon by providing rare insights into the complexities and challenges faced by the U.S. Army, highlighting significant but often overlooked contributions to the war effort. The contributors, brought together under the auspices of the United States Army Center of Military History and curated by Eric B. Setzekorn, are a testament to the depth of research and scholarship involved. Their backgrounds, ranging from military historians to active service members, provide unique lenses through which the events of World War I are examined. This collective effort aligns with historical and cultural movements seeking to diversify and deepen the narrative of military history, presenting a cohesive yet varied account of the U.S. Army's engagement in World War I. This anthology is a commendable resource for historians, military enthusiasts, and general readers alike, offering a unique opportunity to engage with the intricate tapestry of military history through the eyes of those who have studied it most deeply. It invites readers to delve beyond the surface of historical events, fostering a deeper understanding and appreciation for the myriad ways in which the U.S. Army influenced, and was influenced by, World War I. This collection is not just an academic endeavor; it is a bridge connecting the past's diverse voices with today's readers, encouraging a reflective exploration of history's enduring impact.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


Giants in the Earth: A Saga of the Prairie



Rölvaag, O. E.

4066338095190

414

Buy now and read (Advertising)

O. E. Rölvaag's 'Giants in the Earth: A Saga of the Prairie' is a seminal work in Norwegian-American literature, exploring the struggles of Norwegian pioneers in the harsh lands of the American frontier. Rölvaag's literary style blends vivid imagery with a deep psychological portrayal of the characters as they confront the natural challenges and isolation of the prairie. The narrative is rich with symbolism and themes of the struggles of immigrant life, making it a compelling read for those interested in pioneer literature and American history. The book is a reflection of the author's own experiences as an immigrant and his deep connection to the hardships faced by early settlers on the prairie. O. E. Rölvaag, born in Norway and immigrated to the United States in 1896, drew upon his personal experiences to write 'Giants in the Earth'. His deep understanding of the immigrant experience and his aim to preserve the history of Norwegian pioneers motivated him to craft this richly detailed saga of survival and endurance on the prairie. I highly recommend 'Giants in the Earth: A Saga of the Prairie' to readers interested in the immigrant experience, pioneer life, and the cultural history of the American frontier. Rölvaag's masterful storytelling and nuanced character development make this a timeless classic that continues to resonate with readers today.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Biography of Robert Murray M'Cheyne



Bonar, Andrew A.

4057664121677

251

Buy now and read (Advertising)

Andrew A. Bonar's 'The Biography of Robert Murray M'Cheyne' is a meticulously researched and engaging account of the life of one of the most influential figures in Scottish church history. Bonar's writing style is both informative and compelling, offering readers a vivid portrayal of M'Cheyne's ministry and impact on the evangelical movement of the 19th century. The book delves into M'Cheyne's personal struggles, his commitment to biblical preaching, and his fervent dedication to spiritual growth, making it a valuable resource for anyone interested in Christian biography or Scottish church history. Bonar's attention to detail and deep familiarity with his subject bring the story of M'Cheyne to life, providing readers with a rich tapestry of historical context and theological insight. Andrew A. Bonar, a close friend and contemporary of M'Cheyne, was uniquely positioned to write this definitive biography. As a minister himself, Bonar shared M'Cheyne's passion for revival and evangelical mission, giving him a firsthand perspective on the events and movements that shaped M'Cheyne's life and ministry. Bonar's intimate knowledge of his subject shines through in this account, making it a valuable resource for scholars, pastors, and lay readers alike. I highly recommend 'The Biography of Robert Murray M'Cheyne' to anyone interested in the lives of influential Christian leaders, Scottish church history, or the development of evangelicalism in the 19th century. Bonar's insightful analysis and engaging narrative style make this book a must-read for those seeking a deeper understanding of M'Cheyne's lasting legacy.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Swiss Family Robinson; or, Adventures on a Desert Island



Wyss, Johann David

4057664179586

1007

Buy now and read (Advertising)

Johann David Wyss's 'The Swiss Family Robinson; or, Adventures on a Desert Island' is a classic adventure novel that follows the tale of a Swiss family stranded on a deserted island after a shipwreck. The book is written in a descriptive and vivid style, immersing readers in the daily struggles and triumphs of the family as they navigate their new environment. Wyss's detailed descriptions of the island's flora and fauna add depth to the narrative, making it a rich reading experience. Set in the 19th century, the novel reflects the spirit of exploration and survival prevalent during that time period. The story also contains moral lessons about family unity, resourcefulness, and adaptability, making it a timeless and beloved tale for readers of all ages. Johann David Wyss, a Swiss author and military chaplain, drew inspiration from his own experiences and values to write this enduring novel. His background in education and religious studies likely influenced the themes of resilience and cooperation seen throughout the book. 'The Swiss Family Robinson' is recommended for those who enjoy adventure stories with a focus on family dynamics, survival, and the beauty of nature.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


Peter and Wendy



Barrie, J. M.

4057664170170

1240

Buy now and read (Advertising)

By J. M. Barrie is a timeless classic that introduces readers to the enchanting world of Peter Pan and Never-Never Land. Barrie's storytelling enchants readers of all ages, making it a beloved piece of English literature that stands the test of time.

Buy now and read (Advertising)





Phillip F. E. Schuler


Australia in Arms

A Narrative of the Australasian Imperial Force and Their Achievement at Anzac

[image: ]


    Published by Good Press, 2022




goodpress@okpublishing.info



    EAN 4064066234218
  










PREFACE


Table of Contents



One hot, bright morning early in the Dardanelles campaign, so the story goes, Lieut.-General Sir William Birdwood was walking up one of the worn tracks of Anzac that led over the hills into the firing-line when he stopped, as he very often did on these daily tours of the line, to talk with two men who were cooking over a fireplace made of shell cases. General Birdwood wore no jacket, therefore he had no badges of rank. His cap even lacked gold lace. Under his arm he had tucked a periscope. But the Australian addressed did not even boast of a shirt. Stripped to the waist, he was as fine a type of manhood as you might wish to see. He was burned a deep brown; his uniform consisted of a cap, shorts, and a pair of boots. His mate was similarly clad.

"Got something good there?" remarked the General as he stopped near the steaming pot of bully-beef stew.

"Ye-es," replied the Australian, "it's all right. Wish we had a few more spuds, though." Conversation then branched off into matters relating to the firing-line, till at last General Birdwood signified his intention of going, bidding the soldier a cheery "Good-day," which was acknowledged by an inclination of the head. The General walked up the path to his firing-line, and the Australian turned to his mate, who had been very silent, but who now began to swear softly under his breath—

"You —— —— —— fool! Do you know who you were talking to?"

"No!"

"Well, that was General Birdwood, that was, yer coot!"

"How was I to know that? Anyway, he seemed to know me all right."

Those were the types of soldiers with whom I spent the first year of their entry into the Great War. I watched them drafted into camps in Australia, the raw material; I saw them charge into action like veteran troops, not a year later. Never downhearted, often grumbling, always chafing under delays, generous even to an alarming degree, the first twenty thousand who volunteered to go forth from Australia to help the Mother Country in the firing-line was an army that made even our enemies doubt if we had not deliberately "chosen" the finest of the race. Since then there have been not twenty, but two hundred thousand of that stamp of soldier sent across the water to fight the Empire's battles at the throat of the foe.

This narrative does not pretend to be an "Eye-witness" account. In most instances where I have had official papers before me, I have turned in preference to the more bold and vigorous stories of the men who have taken part in the stirring deeds.

I left Melbourne on 21st October on the Flagship of the Convoy, the Orvieto, that carried the 1st Division of Australian troops to Egypt, as the official representative of the Melbourne Age with the Expedition. I landed with the troops and went with them into the desert camp at Mena. It was then that I realized what staunch friends these young campaigners were. Colonel Wanliss and officers of the 5th Infantry Battalion insisted that I should become a member of their mess. I can never be grateful enough for that courtesy.

I wish also to gratefully acknowledge the kindly help and courtesy extended to me at all times by the Divisional Staff, and especially by Brigadier-General C. B. B. White, C.B. (then Lieut.-Colonel), Chief of the Staff, whom I always found courteous and anxious to facilitate me in my work as far as lay in his power.

It was while witnessing the welding of the Australasian Army in Egypt that I met Mr. W. T. Massey, representative of the Daily Telegraph, London, and Mr. George Renwick, Daily Chronicle. We became a council of three for the four months we were together in Egypt, and it was a keen regret when Mr. Massey was unable to accompany me to the Dardanelles on the trip we had planned together, whereby, taking the advice of General Sir Ian Hamilton that we were "free British subjects and could always take a ticket to the nearest railway-station to the fighting," we had intended to witness together the landing. As it was, I went alone on a small 500-ton Greek trading steamer; but on arrival at Mitylene I was fortunate to find Mr. Renwick there and Mr. Stevens, who was now representing the Daily Telegraph, and they, having a motor-launch, invited me to join them in a little enterprise of our own. For a fortnight we watched the operations from the shores of Imbros and the decks of the launch, steaming up to the entrance of the Straits, living on what resources the island might deliver to us, which was mostly a poor fish, goat's milk, eggs, and very resinous native Greek wine. Eventually the motor-boat (and correspondents) was banished from "The Zone" by British destroyers.

So I returned to Alexandria at the end of May, and was able to visit the hospitals and chat with the men from the firing-line. Then in July, General Sir Ian Hamilton—who had told us prior to his departure that he intended to do all in his power to help Mr. Massey and myself to visit the Anzac front—wrote from his headquarters at Imbros giving me his permission to come on to the famous battlefields.

In four hours I was on my way to the Dardanelles on a transport, and by stages (visiting the notorious Aragon at Mudros Harbour) reached Kephalos Bay, where the Commander-in-Chief had pitched his tent. The cordiality of General Hamilton's welcome will ever linger in my memory. I remember he was seated at a deal table in a small wooden hut with a pile of papers before him. He spoke of the Australians in terms of the highest praise. They were, he said, at present "a thorn in the side of the Turks," and when the time came he intended that that thorn should be pressed deeper. He advised me to see all I could, as quickly as I could.

I received a passport through the British and French lines and travelled from Helles to Anzac and Suvla Bay at will. Lieut.-General Birdwood and his Staff, Major-General Legge and the officers throughout the 1st Australian Division, and Major-General Godley and the leaders of the New Zealand Brigades, extended to me such courtesies as lay in their hands. I was able to witness the whole of the August offensive from the closest quarters, being in our trenches at Lone Pine during the engagement of the 6th.

At Anzac I was heartily welcomed by Captain Bean, the official correspondent with the Australian forces, who of all men was the most enthusiastic, painstaking, and conscientious worker that I have ever met, and I desire to acknowledge my debt to him for kindly criticism and good fellowship.

I would never be able to record the names of friends in the force, both in the firing-line and at the base, from whom I have received valuable suggestions and practical help.

I wish to express my gratitude to Mr. Geoffrey Syme, proprietor of The Age, for permission to use certain of the war dispatches I sent him for publication; to Mr. Osboldstone for permission to utilize some of the photographs he had already printed; and to the Minister of Defence for the reproduction of photographs and orders.

I am deeply indebted also to Mr. J. R. Watson for the spontaneous manner in which he offered to handle the manuscript for me in London while I was far across the water and corrected the proofs, thus enabling me to join the ranks of our Army. The apparent delight with which he entered on the work removed from my mind all thought of overtaxing a friendship.

Finally, I am most anxious to remove, at the outset, any suggestion that might be gained from this narrative that the Australians alone were the outstanding heroes of the Dardanelles campaign. When the history of the British forces—the magnificent 29th Division, the Lowland Division, and the Yeomanry—comes to be recorded, and the story of the French participation in the assault of Achi Baba told, it will be seen that, glorious as has been the name won by the Australians, heroically as they fought, proudly and surely as they held all they gained, they played a part in this "Great Adventure," and it is of that part that I have written because it was the only one of which I had full knowledge.

PHILLIP F. E. SCHULER.


Melbourne, 5th April 1916.
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It is impossible to look back and recall without a glow of intense pride the instantaneous response made by the young manhood of Australia to the first signal of danger which fluttered at the central masthead of the Empire. As time goes on that pride has increased as battalions and brigades have followed one another into the firing-line; it has become now a pride steeped in the knowledge that the baptism of fire has proven the young nation, has given it an indelible stamp of Nationhood, has provoked from the lips of a great English soldier the phrase, "These men from Australasia form the greatest army that an Empire has ever produced." To-day that pride is the courage with which the people face and mourn the loss of their thousands of braves.

Let me recall the first dark days of August 1914, when the minds of the people of the Australian Commonwealth were grappling with and striving to focus the position of the British Empire in the war into which they had been so precipitately hurled. On Sunday, 2nd August, I well remember in Melbourne an army friend of mine being hastily recalled from a tennis party; and when I went to see him at the Victoria Barracks that same night, I found the whole place a glare of lights from end to end of the grim, grey stone building. It was the same the next and the next night, and for weeks, and so into the months. But even when the Governor-General, Sir Ronald Munro Ferguson, sent to the Prime Minister (Mr. Joseph Cook), at noon on 3rd August the telegram bearing the announcement that we all knew could not long be withheld, the strain seemed unlifted. "England has declared war on Germany" was the brief but terrible message quickly transferred to the broadsheets that the newspapers printed at lightning speed and circulated, while the crowds in the streets cheered and cheered again as the message was posted on the display boards.

That night the streets were thronged (as they were for weeks to follow), and there was a series of riots, quickly subdued by the police, where raids had been made on German premises. Feeling was extraordinarily bitter, considering the remoteness of the Dominion. The Navy Office was barred to the casual visitor. Military motor-cars swept through the streets and whirled into the barracks square. Army and Fleet, the new Australian Naval unit, were ready. More than one person during those grey days felt a thrill of satisfaction and comfort in the knowledge that of that Fleet unit the battle-cruiser Australia was greater and more powerful than any enemy vessel in Pacific waters.

Now it is no secret that arrangements exist with the British Admiralty under which the Commonwealth naval authorities receive at the first signs of hostilities a telegram in the nature of a warning. The second message simply says "Strike." The fact that the Navy Office in Melbourne received its warning cablegram not from the Admiralty, but from a message sent from H.M.S. Minotaur, then flagship of the China Squadron, asking particulars concerning the Australian unit, and "presuming" that the naval authorities had received their warning, was only subsequently whispered. Where, then, was the Australian message? The original cable apparently was sent at the moment when Mr. Winston Churchill and Prince Louis of Battenberg between them took steps to keep mobilized the Grand Fleet in British waters, subsequent to the review, and sent them forthwith to their war stations. According to the pre-arranged understanding, the Australian unit was to pass automatically under the control of the Admiralty. Urgent wires were sent to the then Minister of Defence, Senator E. D. Millen, who was absent in Sydney, and the missing cablegram was brought to light in his possession. As soon as that final message came, the Australian ships, having coaled and prepared, moved to their war stations. It is not within the scope of this brief review to go further into this naval mobilization, though I shall make reference later on to the Fleet unit and its war history.

On everybody's lips there now (4th August) arose the question of the young nation's part in the war. Would there be need of contingents? For the first period, at least, the Australian military authorities were too keenly occupied with home defence to vouchsafe much attention to this question, though high officers told me that it was inevitable that Australia would play her part very soon—to what extent and when, they could not judge. The immediate need lay in the mobilization of part or all of the available forces at hand for coastal defence. The nervous tenseness of the situation was apparent on all hands; an underflow of intense uncertainty was plainly traceable in all the military movements. At the barracks day and night I found the military machine that Australia had so recently set running, rapidly speeding up.

All leave had been stopped on 1st August, and officers were hurrying back to their posts from various States of the Commonwealth. The defences of the ports along the coast were manned, and on the day when war was declared arrangements were completed for the extension of these defences to a mobile army, certainly of no great size as armies now are, to be used as shore patrols round the entrances of the great harbours of the capital cities. These men were the first draft of the Citizen Army that the Australian nation was training, and the rapidity with which they were mobilized, albeit it was only a small group, gave off the first spark from the machine, tested in a time of need. Yet the question that was ever to the fore during the first forty-eight hours after the declaration of war, and in fact until the following Wednesday, 10th August, was whether the whole of the Citizen Army was not to be mobilized. In other words, would there be a general mobilization, the plans for which were lying ready waiting to be opened all over the Commonwealth? The higher commands were told to hold themselves in readiness, and every one, from the youngest cadet to the Chief of the Staff, was expecting the word.

What would have been the need for such action? Remotely, of course, the position of the German High Sea Fleet and the integrity of the British Grand Fleet, but more closely the proximity of the German Pacific Squadron, consisting of two powerful cruisers, the Scharnhorst and Gneisenau, a number of smaller warships, colliers, and perhaps transports. Fortunately, the battle-cruiser Australia had been kept in Australian waters, and while she remained afloat, the German ships would not venture in her vicinity. But the possibility to which the military authorities looked was that of the German squadron eluding our patrols that stretched across the north of Australia from Darwin to the Marshall Islands, and convoying a landing party, arriving off our eastern or southern coasts. They might or might not land; they might content themselves with shelling the towns. At one time it was believed that secretly Germany had been pouring troops into German New Guinea and collecting stores there. That she had intended New Guinea or Papua as a base in the Pacific was evident enough. However, the worst fears were far from being realized. The British Fleet in the Pacific (now containing the Australian warships), and soon the Japanese Fleet cooperating, after an unsuccessful attempt to trap the enemy, edged them from the Australian coasts across the Pacific to South America, where they were eventually destroyed in the Falkland Islands engagement.

By this time the need for a general mobilization in Australia was daily becoming less, as the enemy's ships were swept from the sea and the High Sea Fleet had been reduced to the category of floating forts. Accordingly the Government and military authorities turned their attention to the sending of an army to help the Motherland. German hopes had led them to suspect that the war would present for the people of the Commonwealth an excellent opportunity for revolt. Never did a young Dominion cling more closely or show its deep-rooted sense of gratitude and affection and responsibility to the parent nation. Having helped to secure herself, Australia immediately offered troops for active service overseas. A tremendous wave of enthusiasm swept over the land, and the acceptance by the Home Government of the offer was the occasion of great outbursts of cheering by the crowds that thronged the streets of the chief cities and eagerly scanned the news sheets and official announcements posted outside the newspaper offices. Recruiting began without delay. Already, in anticipation of events, the Defence Department had received names of officers and men from every State offering their services and anxious to join the first force. The composition of the force, after due consideration and consultation with the War Office, was to be a complete Division and a Brigade of Light Horse, 20,000 men in all. Depots were established at the barracks, and soon in the suburban drill-halls—halls which were already the centres of the Compulsory Service movement in Home Defence—as well. The men poured into the depôts. There was the keenest competition for selection.

In making these drill-halls centres for recruiting the authorities were anxious to link up the regiments of the established Citizen Army with those that were going forth to battle across the seas, giving them in this way a tradition for all time. Young as the new army was, some 10 per cent. enlisted, those whose age was just twenty-one years. In this way, throughout the battalions was a sprinkling of the young Citizen Army, while the rest of the men were from the old militia regiments that had existed in past years. There were, I suppose, 60 per cent. of these men who flocked to the colours, and of these a proportion had seen service abroad, mostly in the South African War. Only a small number that went sloped a rifle for the first time.

Who would lead the force—Australia's first complete Division to take the field? No doubt seemed to cloud the minds of the General Staff, however much the mind of the Minister of Defence, Senator Millen, was swayed hither and thither. Brigadier-General Bridges was just entering on the fourth year of his command of the Duntroon Military College. The success of that college was already an established fact; the men who have left it have since proved that beyond question. It was, therefore, on Brigadier-General Bridges (raised to the rank of Major-General) that the choice eventually fell, and he at once handed over the control of the college to Colonel Parnell, Commandant of Victoria, and immediately commenced, on or about the 14th August, the selection of his higher commands for the force designated "The First Australian Imperial Expeditionary Force."



His task was no light one. Essentially a just man, but a man who demanded the utmost capacity from those beneath him in rank, he soon drew round him a brilliant Staff. The college, indeed, he robbed of most of its English leaders, and their places were filled by Australian officers. The Brigadiers were left the choice of their battalion commanders, and that choice fell on the men actively engaged in leading the young Citizen Army in the various centres, each State contributing its quota. The battalion commanders at first had free choice to select their officers, but subsequently a Board was established. Thousands of names were available, and, with one or two exceptions, it is with satisfaction I can write that every man chosen has proved himself in that force again and again as being worthy of the trust put in him, from high leaders to the most junior subalterns.

While recruiting went on apace, the Barracks remained illuminated day and night, and the tension remained for many weeks at a high pitch. Though the matter had been pondered over, the truth was, little or no provision had been made to form the nucleus of an Expeditionary Force. All Australia's energies had been devoted to preparing her Home Defence Army. Yet the machinery that had been created for that army now proved itself to be capable of such expansion as to provide all the mass of material necessary for the organization and equipment of the Division under Major-General Bridges. The rapidity, the completeness, and efficiency with which that First Australian Contingent was equipped (referred to now by the men with such pride in comparison with other Empire troops) is eloquent enough praise in itself for the several war departments that met the strain, always remembering that in addition there was the partially mobilized Citizen Army to equip and maintain, and the growing army of 30,000 young soldiers each year, to train. Much impatience was exhibited at the delay in getting the Expedition away from Australia. That delay was inevitable in the circumstances, though apparently comparing so unfavourably with the Continental armies that were in the field in a few days, and in three weeks numbered millions of men. Australia in times of peace had never contemplated raising an Expeditionary Force, and what reserve supplies she had were not intended for such an emergency as this. Nevertheless, the General Staff rose to the occasion in a manner which, as I have said, reflects on them not only the greatest credit but high praise. Too much cannot be said either of the manner in which the general public co-operated in the assembling of the army, and especially in regard to the gifts of horses for all branches of the service.

I consider myself indeed fortunate in having had an opportunity of witnessing the march through the streets of Melbourne of 4,000 Victorians who were to form the backbone of Victoria's contribution to the first 20,000 men. When I think of those lads on that bright August morning, and the trained army which General Sir Ian Hamilton reviewed in the desert in Egypt, one can laugh at those croakers who predicted the need for eighteen months' training to make these men real soldiers. I remember them on this morning, a band of cheerful youths (for the army is, and always must be, thought of as a young army—a mingling of freshness, vigour, eagerness, and panting zeal, the stuff that veterans are made of), headed by a band of Highland pipes and bugles that had volunteered to lead them, swinging with irregular, broken step along the main streets. Their pride swelled in their veins as they waved brown felt hats, straw-deckers, bowlers to their mates watching from office windows and roofs. It was the first sight of the reality of war that had come to really grip the hearts of the people, and they cheered these pioneers and the recklessness of their spirits. There were men in good boots and bad boots, in brown and tan boots, in hardly any boots at all; in sack suits and old clothes, and smart-cut suits just from the well-lined drawers of a fashionable home; there were workers and loafers, students and idlers, men of professions and men just workers, who formed that force. But—they were all fighters, stickers, men with some grit (they got more as they went on), and men with a love of adventure. So they marched out to their camp at Broadmeadows—a good ten-mile tramp.

As they swung round through the break in the panelled fencing of Major Wilson's property (placed generously at the disposal of the Government), there was weariness in their feet and limbs, but not in their spirits. Some shuffled now, and the dust rose from the attenuated column right along the undulating dusty road, stretching back almost to the city's smoke, just faintly visible on the horizon, where the smoke-stacks and tall buildings caught the last rays of the setting sun. And they found their tents pitched, and they had but to draw their blankets and break up into groups of eight or ten or eleven for each tent. Then they strolled round the green fields till the bugle called them to their first mess, cooked in the dixies. And the rising odour of well-boiled meat and onions whetted their appetite.

Then on the morrow they rose before the sun. Every morning they were thus early roused, were doing exercises with rifle and bayonet, and the drab black of their clothing changed to khaki uniforms; and as rapidly as this change came, so the earth was worn more brown with the constant treading of thousands of feet, and the grass disappeared altogether from the camp and the roads became rutted. More men and still more men crowded in and filled the vacant tents till other lines had to be pitched. The horses began to arrive, and motor-lorries with immense loads thundered across the paddocks to the stores, where huge tarpaulins covered masses of equipment and marquees tons of meat and bread. From four thousand the army grew to ten; for fresh contingents were offered, accepted, and sent into training. Tents peeped from between pine-trees that enclosed a field, and guns began to rumble in and were parked in neat rows pointing to the road. They waited for the horses which the gunners were busily lashing into control. It was rapid, effective horsebreaking that I saw in this artillery school, where the animals were left to kick logs till they tired, and then were compelled to drag them, in place of the valuable artillery pieces. The foam gathered on their haunches at such times and they flung themselves to the earth—and then they threw their riders for a change—until at length they grew weary of the play and subsided as fine artillery horses as ever dragged guns





Into the jaws of death,

Into the mouth of Hell.
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All around the hills were green still. Each day they were covered with lines of moving troops. Infantry passed the guns on the road, and Light Horse passed the infantry and wheeled in through the same break in the panelled fence. The Commandant, Colonel Wallace, inspected the units in the making, so did the Brigadiers and the General himself or his representative. Then the State Governor, Sir Arthur Stanley, took a part, and the Governor-General spent an afternoon at the camp and reviewed the whole of the troops. The people flocked in thousands on holidays and Sundays to see their soldier sons. The camp each night was full of visitors till dusk, for those few precious hours permitted after the day's duties were done when family ties might be drawn close just a little longer. Every train and tram was filled with bands of soldiers; the traffic on the roads showed its quota of khaki. Bands turned the people's thoughts to war with their martial music, as they woke the troops with their persistent beating in the early morning.

What it was in Melbourne, so in every State capital of the Commonwealth, where the camps lay scattered on the outskirts of the suburbs. Each State trained its own men for a common interest for the First Division, and in each State the method, like the routine, was the same.

The time was approaching for departure. Camps were closed to the public. All leave was stopped. Nobody knew the date of going, and yet everybody knew it and chafed under the wait. But before the men went they showed "the metal of their pasture." In one never-to-be-forgotten glistening line they swept through the centres of the cities, marching from end to end. What once had been a heavy day—the march out to camp—they made light of now; and while the Light Horse headed the columns, the horses prancing and dancing to the drums, the guns rumbled heavily with much rattling after the even infantry lines. And still it was not farewell. Those tender partings were said in the quiet of the hearth. It could only be taken as the cities' greetings and tributes to the pioneers—those men of the 1st Australian Division—who went quietly, silently, without farewells to the waiting transports in the bright mid-October sunlight—train after train load of them—down to the wharves.

And the people who watched them go were a few hundreds.





CHAPTER II

THE ASSEMBLY
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While it was general knowledge that the First Australian Contingent was about to leave its native shores—26th September—no exact date was mentioned as the day of departure. For one very sound reason. The German cruisers had not been rounded up and some of them were still known to be cruising in Australian waters. They could be heard talking in the loud, high-pitched Telefunken code, but the messages were not always readable, lucky as had been the capture early in the war of a code-book from a German merchant ship in New Guinea waters. The newspapers were prohibited by very strict censorship from giving any hint of the embarkation of troops, of striking camps, or of anything that could be communicated to the enemy likely to give him an idea of the position of the Convoy that was now hurrying from the northern capitals—from, indeed, all the capital cities—to the rendezvous, King George's Sound, Albany. That rendezvous, for months kept an absolute official secret, was, nevertheless, on the lips of every second person, though never named publicly. It was apparent that the military authorities had an uncomfortable feeling that though they had blocked the use of private wireless installations, messages were leaving Australia. I will say nothing here of the various scares and rumours and diligent searches made upon perfectly harmless old professors and others engaged in peaceful fishing expeditions along the coastal towns; that lies without the sphere of this book. It seemed almost callous that the troops going so far across two oceans, the first great Australian army that had been sent to fight for the Mother Country, should be allowed to slip away uncheered, unspoken of. For even the final scenes in Melbourne, where there were some four or five thousand people to see the Orvieto, the Flagship of the Convoy, depart, formed an impromptu gathering, and for days before great liners, with two thousand troops aboard, had been slipping away from their moorings with only a fluttering of a few handkerchiefs to send them off. Still, the troops had crowded into the rigging and sang while the bands played them off to "Tipperary." In every port it was alike. How much more touching was the leaving of the Flagship, when the crowd broke the barriers and rushed the pier, overwhelming the scanty military guards and forcing back Ministers of the Crown and men of State who had gone aboard to wish Major-General Bridges success with the Division. It was unmilitary, but it was magnificent, this sudden welling up of the spirit of the people and the burst of enthusiasm that knew no barriers. Ribbons were cast aboard and made the last links with the shore. Never shall I for one (and there were hundreds on board in whose throat a lump arose) forget the sudden quiet on ship and shore as the band played the National Anthem when the liner slowly moved from the pier out into the channel; and then the majestic notes of other anthems weaved into one brave throbbing melody that sent the blood pulsing through the brain.




Britons never, never will be slaves







blared the bugles, and the drums rattled and thumped the bars with odd emphasis till the ribbons had snapped and the watchers on the pier became a blurred impressionist picture, and even the yachts and steamboats could no longer keep pace with the steamer as she swung her nose to the harbour heads.

All this was, let me repeat, in striking contrast to the manner in which the ships in Sydney Harbour, in Hobart, in Port Augusta, and from other capitals had pulled out into the stream at dusk or in the early hours of the cold September mornings and hastened away to the rendezvous. Before the final departure I have just described on the afternoon of 21st October there had been a false alarm and interrupted start. The reasons for this delay are certainly worth recording. The Flagship was to have left Melbourne—the last of the Convoy from Eastern waters—on 29th September. That is to say, by the end of the month all the details of the Division had been completed, and were embarked or ready for embarkation. Indeed, some had actually started, and a number of transports left the northern harbours and had to anchor in Port Phillip Bay, where the troops were disembarked altogether or each day for a fortnight or more. For the reasons of this we have to extend our view to New Zealand. It was not generally known at the time that a contingent of 10,000 men from the sister Dominion were to form portion of the Convoy, and that two ships from New Zealand had already left port, when a hasty message from the Fleet drove them back. Now it became the Navy's job, once the men were on the ships, to be responsible for their safety—the safety of 30,000 lives. It had been arranged that the New Zealand transports should be escorted across the Southern Ocean to Bass Straits by the little cruiser Pioneer—sister ship of the Pegasus, later to come into prominence—and another small cruiser, as being sufficient protection in view of the line of warships and destroyers patrolling the strategic line north of Australia, curving down to the New Zealand coast. The German cruisers, admittedly frightened of an encounter with the Australia, had been successfully eluding that battle-cruiser for weeks, and were skulking amongst the islands of the Pacific destroying certain trading and wireless stations, and apparently waiting for an opportunity to strike at the Convoy. One scare was, therefore, sufficient. The Dominion Government refused to dispatch the troops without adequate escort, and in consequence all the programme was thrown out of gear, and the Minotaur—flagship of the escort—went herself with the Encounter and the two original cruisers to New Zealand and brought across the whole Maoriland Contingent. The alteration in the plans resulted in a delay of three weeks, for the warships had to coal again before proceeding across the Indian Ocean. However, it was better to be safe than sorry, and the delayed Australian Convoy was released in the third week of October and the ships commenced to gather at the appointed rendezvous.

Yet I am loath to think that this alone was the reason for the delay. One can read now into events happening at the heart of Empire a very significant cause for hesitancy to send this Australian Contingent to England for service in France. For matters in Turkey were already unsatisfactory. On 25th September messages had reached London of the preparations of the Turks on the Sinai Peninsula and the activity of the Germans in the Ottoman Empire, led by that extraordinary personality Enver Pasha. It was certain that every effort was being made by Great Britain to preserve peace with the Turks, but the Porte was taking a high hand, and it appeared that war would become inevitable. How far the Australian Government was taken into the confidence of the Foreign Office one can only guess. It must be supposed that Major-General Bridges, the Prime Minister, and Minister of Defence, together with the Governor-General of the Commonwealth, were in possession of the main points of the diplomatic relations between Great Britain and Turkey. Matters, too, in the Persian Gulf were very unsatisfactory in the beginning of October, and by the time that the last ship of the Convoy had left port it was certain from the attitude of Turkey, as reflected in the reports of Sir Louis Mallet, British Ambassador at Constantinople, that war would be declared. Military preparations pointed to an attack on the Suez Canal being pushed forward with all speed, and it was therefore necessary to have a large defending force available to draw on. So far as it is possible to read the inner history of events, this was the actual reason for the holding up (strange paradox as it may sound) of the Convoy until the destination of the 30,000 men should be determined. For it must be conceded that, with the Cape route open, not very much longer and far safer, with the venomous Emden raiding Indian waters and the German Pacific Fleet ready to dart out from the Northern islands, it was more feasible than using the Suez Canal with such a vast convoy of ships. As a matter of fact, this was the route chosen. True enough, when the time came, the landing of this army in Egypt for training "and war purposes" must have carried great significance to the Turks; and the plea of the badness of the English climate at the time preventing training in England, served as good an excuse as did the German cruiser menace in New Zealand waters. For while there may have been a lingering suspicion in Lord Kitchener's mind that perhaps the camps at Salisbury might not be ready, it was a trump card to have a body of 30,000 troops ready to divert either at once or in the near future to a strategic point against Turkey. Be all this as it may, the combined Convoys did not leave Australian shores until 1st November, and on the 30th October Sir L. Mallet had been told to ask for his passports within twelve hours unless the Turkish Government dismissed the German crews of the Goeben and Breslau from Constantinople. So actually when leaving the last port the Convoy were directed against Turkey. Yet I suppose no one for a moment read in all the portents of the future even a remote possibility of the landing of the Australian troops in Turkey. Later it was admitted that while training they would simply defend Egypt—to German plotting the one vital point to strike at the British Empire.

Let us return, however, with an apology for the digression, to the gathering up of the Convoy. King George's Sound, the chosen rendezvous of the fleet, is a magnificent harbour, steeped already in historical associations. It offered as fine an anchorage as could be wished for the forty transports and escorting warships. The harbour might have easily held three or four times the number of ships. Yet was this host of forty leviathians sufficient to find no parallel in history! True, the Athenians in ancient times, and even the Turks in the sixteenth century, had sent a fleet of greater size against the Order of St. John at Malta, had entered on marauding expeditions, but hardly so great an army had they embarked and sent across the Mediterranean. Here was a fleet crossing three seas, still disputed—though feebly enough, it is true.


 [image: Anchorage in King Goerge Sound]
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ALBANY, OCTOBER 31st 1916





Of many thrilling scenes it needs no great effort of memory to recall that Albany Harbour as those on the flagship saw it first through the thick grey mists of the early morning of 26th October. Almost the last of the Australian ships to enter port, the wind drove the waves over her bows and cast the spray on the decks. Most of the Divisional Staff, barely daylight as it was, were on deck, peering through the mists to catch the first glimpse of the host that they knew now lay at anchor in the harbour. First it was a visionary, fleeting glimpse of masts and funnels, and then, as the coast closed in darker on either bow and the beacons from the lighthouses at the entrance flashed, I could see ships gradually resolving themselves into definite shape, much in the way a conjurer brings from the gloom of a darkened chamber strange realities. The troops were astir and crowded to the ships' sides. They stood to attention as the liner glided down the lines of anchored transports, for the mass of shipping was anchored in ordered lines. The bugles rang out sharp and clear the assembly notes, flags dipped in salute to the General's flag at the mast-head. It was calm now inside this refuge. A large warship was creeping under the dark protection of a cliff like a lobster seeking to hide itself in the background of rocks, and the men learned with some surprise it was a Japanese cruiser, the Abuki. She remained there a few days and then steamed out, lost in a cloud of dense black smoke, while in her place came the two Australian cruisers, the Melbourne and Sydney. Each night the troops watched one or others of these scouts put to sea, stealing at dusk to patrol, and not alone, the entrance to the harbour wherein lay the precious Convoy.

On the morning of the 28th the New Zealand Convoy, consisting of ten ships, arrived, and anchored just inside the entrance of the harbour. From shore the sight was truly wonderful. Three regular lines of steamers, each crammed with troops and horses, were lying in an almost forgotten and certainly neglected harbour. What signs of habitation there were on shore were limited to a whaling station on the west and a few pretty red-roofed bungalows on the east; while the entrance to an inner harbour, the selected spot for a destroyer base of the Australian Navy, suggested as snug a little cove as one might wish. Opposite the main entrance behind the anchored Convoy was the narrow channel leading to the port where the warships anchored, protected from outer view behind high cliffs from which frowned the guns of the forts. It was from these forts, commanded then by Major Meekes, that I looked down on to the ships—that was after nearly being arrested as a spy by a suspicious vigilant guard. Each day three ships entered the port to coal, until the bunkers of the whole fleet were filled to overflowing, to carry them across the Indian Ocean. All was in readiness. It only needed the signal from the Admiralty to the Convoy and its escort and the army of 30,000 would move finally from Australian shores. This was the mustering of a complete Division for the first time in the history of the young Dominion. It had not as yet even been operating as an army in the field, but here it lay, taking thirty ships to transport (with ten more ships for the Maorilanders), in the same historical harbour where as early as 1780 a British frigate had put in for refuge from a storm and for water. It was this port, too, that two Princes of royal blood had visited; while later, at the beginning of the present century and a new era for Australia—the Commonwealth era—the King of England, then the Duke of York, had come. His visit was as unavoidable as certainly it was unexpected, for he had sought refuge, like the ancient British frigate from a violent storm; but, liking the spot, the King decided to stay, and festivities were transferred to Albany in haste. In 1907 the American Atlantic Squadron, under Rear-Admiral Speary, during its visit to Austral shores, had anchored in the broad bay. Thus had tradition, in which this assembly of the First Australian Expeditionary Force marked so deep a score, already begun to be formed round the beautiful harbour.

It will not be out of place to quote here the disposition of the troops and the ships bearing the men of the Contingent. It was the largest of any convoy during the war, steaming over 6,000 leagues. The records need no comment beyond pointing out that the indicated speeds of the ships show how the speed of the Convoy had to be regulated by the speed of the slowest ship—the Southern—and that the arrangement of the three divisions of transports was based on the pace of each, the object of which is apparent when viewed in the light of the necessity of the Convoy scattering on the approach of enemy ships, and avoidance of slow ships hindering those of greater speed.

In the closing days of October the message was flashed through the fleet that the Convoy should get under way on 1st November, and that right early in the morning, for Major-General Bridges, no less than Captain Gordon Smith, who had command of the Convoy (he was Second Naval Member on the Australian Naval Board), was anxious to be off to his destination. That that point was to some degree fixed when the ships left port I have no doubt, though the masters of the transports actually did not know the route until they were some hundred miles clear of the coast and the Minotaur set the course to the Equator. Incessantly all through the night previous the tug-boats had churned the waters round our vessel's sides, darting off now to the uttermost ship of the line—the Miltiades (she had English reservists on board), now to return from the lighted town which lay behind the Flagship with rebellious spirits, who had come near to being left behind, to explain away their return now as best they might. To and fro panted the motor-boats, with their eyes of red as if sleepy from overwork. The General of the Division, in fact all his Staff, were up late settling these cases. I wondered at the matters that needed his personal attention; even though the ships were to be together for weeks, still they were in a sense isolated. When the last tug had departed and the last lingering soldier been brought from the shore and sent off to his own ship, there stole over the whole sleeping fleet a great peace. It was Sunday morning.

Heaving up her anchor at six o'clock by the chimes of the distant clocks on shore, the Flagship led the way from port. The waters were calm. No white-winged yachts came to circle round the fleet, only a tug with a cinematographer on board waited for the ships as they slowly went forth on to the perilous deep, each ship dipping its flag, paying tribute to the General on the Flagship, even down to the New Zealand transports, painted all a dull warship grey. The cruiser Melbourne lay in harbour still, while the other warships had gone ahead to the open sea, the Minotaur and Sydney gliding gracefully through the dull waters, leaving in their wake a terrible wash of foam, as warships will. The bugles still rang in our ears, though the wind from the south blew the notes astern. Amongst a group of officers I was standing on a skylight of the dining saloon watching the moving panorama behind. To bring the fleet, anchored facing the head of the Sound, into motion meant the gradual turning of each ship so that they passed one another, and because the entrance to the harbour was not quite wide enough, the Flagship went out first, barely making 10 knots, followed by the Southern, and the others in their line behind. We watched her bows buried in the sea one minute and then




DISPOSITION OF UNITS OF THE 1ST DIVISION IN THE CONVOY AND PLACES OF EMBARKATION.





	No.
	Name.
	Tonnage.
	Speed.
	Embarking at—
	Troops.
	O.
	M.
	H.



	A1
	Hymettus
	4,606
	11½
	Sydney, Melbourne, and Adelaide
	A.S.C. and horses
	5
	106
	686



	A2
	Geelong
	7,951
	12
	Melbourne and Hobart
	Mixed
	47
	1,295
	—



	A3
	Orvieto
	12,130
	15
	Melbourne
	G.O.C., Infantry and details
	94
	1,345
	21



	A4
	Pera
	7,635
	11
	Sydney
	Artillery horses
	5
	90
	391



	A5
	Omrah
	8,130
	15
	Brisbane
	Infantry and A.S.C
	43
	1,104
	15



	A6
	Clan MacCorquodale
	5,058
	12½
	Sydney
	Horses
	6
	113
	524



	A7
	Medic
	12,032
	13
	Adelaide and Freemantle
	Two companies Infantry, Artillery, A.S.C. and A.M.C.
	28
	977
	270



	A8
	Argyllshire
	10,392
	14
	Sydney
	Artillery
	32
	800
	373



	A9
	Shropshire
	11,911
	14
	Melbourne
	Artillery
	42
	794
	433



	A10
	Karoo
	6,127
	12
	Sydney and Melbourne
	Signallers and A.M.C.
	13
	388
	398



	A11
	Ascanius
	10,048
	13
	Adelaide and Freemantle
	Infantry
	65
	1,728
	10



	A12
	Saldanha
	4,594
	11
	Adelaide
	Horses
	4
	52
	274



	A13
	Katuna
	4,641
	11
	Sydney and Hobart
	Horses
	5
	94
	506



	A14
	Euripides
	14,947
	15
	Sydney
	Infantry
	29
	2,202
	15



	A15
	Star of England
	9,150
	13½
	Brisbane
	Light Horse
	25
	487
	457



	A16
	Star of Victoria
	9,152
	13½
	Sydney
	Light Horse
	26
	487
	461



	A17
	Port Lincoln
	7,243
	12
	Adelaide
	Light Horse
	19
	351
	338



	A18
	Wiltshire
	10,390
	14
	Melbourne
	Light Horse and A.M.C.
	35
	724
	497



	A19
	Afric
	11,999
	13
	Sydney
	Infantry, A.S.C., and Engineers
	48
	1,372
	8



	A20
	Hororata
	9,491
	14
	Melbourne
	Infantry
	66
	1,986
	118



	A21
	Marere
	6,443
	12½
	Melbourne
	Horses
	4
	80
	443



	A22
	Rangatira
	10,118
	14
	Brisbane
	Artillery, Infantry, and A.M.C.
	15
	430
	450



	A23
	Suffolk
	7,573
	12
	Sydney
	Infantry
	32
	979
	8



	A24
	Benalla
	11,118
	14
	Melbourne
	Infantry and A.S.C.
	49
	1,185
	10



	A25
	Anglo-Egyptian
	7,379
	12
	Brisbane and Melbourne
	Horses
	6
	105
	492



	A26
	Armadale
	6,153
	11
	Melbourne
	Lines of Communication
	—
	—
	—



	A27
	Southern
	4,769
	10½
	Sydney and Melbourne
	Horses
	5
	136
	281



	A28
	Miltiades
	7,814
	13
	Sydney and Melbourne
	Imperial Reservists
	—
	600
	—










DISPOSITION OF UNITS OF THE 1ST DIVISION IN THE CONVOY AND PLACES OF EMBARKATION.





	No.
	Name.
	Tonnage.
	Speed.
	Embarking at—



	A1
	Hymettus
	4,606
	11½
	Sydney, Melbourne, and Adelaide



	A2
	Geelong
	7,951
	12
	Melbourne and Hobart



	A3
	Orvieto
	12,130
	15
	Melbourne



	A4
	Pera
	7,635
	11
	Sydney



	A5
	Omrah
	8,130
	15
	Brisbane



	A6
	Clan MacCorquodale
	5,058
	12½
	Sydney



	A7
	Medic
	12,032
	13
	Adelaide and Freemantle



	A8
	Argyllshire
	10,392
	14
	Sydney



	A9
	Shropshire
	11,911
	14
	Melbourne



	A10
	Karoo
	6,127
	12
	Sydney and Melbourne



	A11
	Ascanius
	10,048
	13
	Adelaide and Freemantle



	A12
	Saldanha
	4,594
	11
	Adelaide



	A13
	Katuna
	4,641
	11
	Sydney and Hobart



	A14
	Euripides
	14,947
	15
	Sydney



	A15
	Star of England
	9,150
	13½
	Brisbane



	A16
	Star of Victoria
	9,152
	13½
	Sydney



	A17
	Port Lincoln
	7,243
	12
	Adelaide



	A18
	Wiltshire
	10,390
	14
	Melbourne



	A19
	Afric
	11,999
	13
	Sydney



	A20
	Hororata
	9,491
	14
	Melbourne



	A21
	Marere
	6,443
	12½
	Melbourne



	A22
	Rangatira
	10,118
	14
	Brisbane



	A23
	Suffolk
	7,573
	12
	Sydney



	A24
	Benalla
	11,118
	14
	Melbourne



	A25
	Anglo-Egyptian
	7,379
	12
	Brisbane and Melbourne



	A26
	Armadale
	6,153
	11
	Melbourne



	A27
	Southern
	4,769
	10½
	Sydney and Melbourne



	A28
	Miltiades
	7,814
	13
	Sydney and Melbourne







DISPOSITION OF UNITS OF THE 1ST DIVISION IN THE CONVOY AND PLACES OF EMBARKATION.





	No.
	Troops.
	O.
	M.
	H.



	A1
	A.S.C. and horses
	5
	106
	686



	A2
	Mixed
	47
	1,295
	—



	A3
	G.O.C., Infantry and details
	94
	1,345
	21



	A4
	Artillery horses
	5
	90
	391



	A5
	Infantry and A.S.C
	43
	1,104
	15



	A6
	Horses
	6
	113
	524



	A7
	Two companies Infantry, Artillery, A.S.C. and A.M.C.
	28
	977
	270



	A8
	Artillery
	32
	800
	373



	A9
	Artillery
	42
	794
	433



	A10
	Signallers and A.M.C.
	13
	388
	398



	A11
	Infantry
	65
	1,728
	10



	A12
	Horses
	4
	52
	274



	A13
	Horses
	5
	94
	506



	A14
	Infantry
	29
	2,202
	15



	A15
	Light Horse
	25
	487
	457



	A16
	Light Horse
	26
	487
	461



	A17
	Light Horse
	19
	351
	338



	A18
	Light Horse and A.M.C.
	35
	724
	497



	A19
	Infantry, A.S.C., and Engineers
	48
	1,372
	8



	A20
	Infantry
	66
	1,986
	118



	A21
	Horses
	4
	80
	443



	A22
	Artillery, Infantry, and A.M.C.
	15
	430
	450



	A23
	Infantry
	32
	979
	8



	A24
	Infantry and A.S.C.
	49
	1,185
	10



	A25
	Horses
	6
	105
	492



	A26
	Lines of Communication
	—
	—
	—



	A27
	Horses
	5
	136
	281



	A28
	Imperial Reservists
	—
	600
	—











ORGANIZATION OF CONVOY.





	No.
	Name.
	Tonnage.
	Speed.
	Officer Commanding Troops.



	
	1st Division.
	
	
	



	A3
	Orvieto
	12,130
	15
	{Lieut.-Colonel D. S. Wanliss



	
	
	
	
	{(Flagship of G.O.C.)



	A27
	Southern
	4,769
	10½
	Lieut.-Colonel R. T. Sutherland



	A4
	Pera
	7,635
	11
	Lieutenant E. W. Richards



	A26
	Armadale
	6,153
	11
	Major P. W. Smith



	A12
	Saldanha
	4,594
	11
	Lieutenant P. A. McE. Laurie



	A13
	Katuna
	4,641
	11
	Major S. Hawley



	A1
	Hymettus
	4,606
	11½
	Major A. A. Holdsworth



	A23
	Suffolk
	7,573
	12
	Lieut.-Colonel C. F. Braund



	A25
	Anglo-Egyptian
	7,379
	12
	Lieutenant W. Standfield



	
	
	
	
	



	
	2nd Division.
	
	
	



	A18
	Wiltshire
	10,390
	14
	{Lieut.-Colonel L. Long



	
	
	
	
	{(Divisional leader)



	A7
	Medic
	12,032
	13
	Major A. J. Bessell-Browne



	A11
	Ascanius
	10,048
	13
	Lieut.-Colonel S. P. Weir



	A15
	Star of England
	9,150
	13½
	Lieut.-Colonel R. M. Stoddart



	A2
	Geelong
	7,951
	12
	Lieut.-Colonel L. F. Clarke



	A17
	Port Lincoln
	7,243
	12
	Lieut.-Colonel F. N. Rowell



	A10
	Karoo
	6,127
	12
	Captain H. L. Mackworth



	A21
	Marere
	6,443
	12½
	Captain C. H. Spurge



	A6
	Clan MacCorquodale
	5,058
	12½
	Major A. J. Bennett



	
	
	
	
	



	
	3rd Division.
	
	
	



	A14
	Euripides
	14,947
	15
	{Colonel H. N. McLaurin



	
	
	
	
	{(Divisional leader)



	A8
	Argyllshire
	10,392
	14
	Major S. E. Christian



	A9
	Shropshire
	11,911
	14
	Colonel J. J. T. Hobbs



	A19
	Afric
	11,999
	13
	Lieut.-Colonel L. Dobbin



	A24
	Benalla
	11,118
	14
	Lieut.-Colonel W. K. Bolton



	A22
	Rangatira
	10,118
	14
	Lieut.-Colonel C. Rosentha



	A16
	Star of Victoria
	9,152
	13½
	Lieut.-Colonel J. B. Meredith



	A20
	Hororata
	9,491
	14
	Lieut.-Colonel J. M. Semmens



	A5
	Omrah
	8,130
	15
	Lieut.-Colonel H. W. Lee



	A28
	Miltiades
	7,814
	13
	Major C. T. Griffiths
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