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SUMMER TIME IN THE FIELD OF MARS.—How four ardent Anzacs got the better of the recant heat wave. Stripped to the waist,
they continued their warm work of blasting the enemy positions, putting shall after shell on the mark, in spite of the temperature,
enduring the physical and mental strain of keeping a giant howitzar in action with cheerfull but indomitabi will.
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`TRUE TALES OF THE WAR BY FAMOUS CORRESPONDENTS

TWO ZEPPELIN INCIDENTS : PARIS & REVIGNY
By W. L. McAlpin
Farts Correspondent of the "Daily Marl"

MONG my collection of war
trophies is a curiouslyshaped piece of fused
aluminium. It is part of the
Zeppelin LZ77, brought down at
Revigny, near Bar-le-Due, early
this year. I picked it up on the
spot. In the middle, embedded
in the aluminium, is a broken,
black-enamelled insulator.
When I look at the distorted
fragment of the German airship it
conjures up all the horrors of its
fearful end. It set out on its
Mr. W. I. MeAlpin
mission of murder and terror a
magnificent piece of handiwork, the latest thing in aerial
frightfulness, a splendid scientific weapon, conceived and
executed with the object of launching death and destruction among the Kaiser's enemies. But on the very
threshold of its journey a French artilleryman sent an
incendiary shell through its envelope, and the colossal
masterpiece of Count Zeppelin fell blazing to the ground.
I have never thought a great deal of Zeppelins, but it
would be a mistake to disdain them. They have their uses,
although they probably render greater services as seascouts than as raiders over land. When one considers their
enormous cost, the risks they must run, and the losses they
have sustained, it is doubtful whether, judged by results,
they can be classed among the successful engines of the war.
I can recall very easily the two occasions on which
Zeppelins visited Paris. They came at night. I did not see
them, but I heard them drop their bombs. I saw the searchlights vigilantly sweeping the heavens, and the rockets
and star-shells vainly searching the darkness for the track
of the elusive night-hawks.

A

Cry of Horror and Shout of Triumph
If I could have seen the airships perhaps I would have
felt less uncomfortable. A man with ordinary workaday
nerves may be trusted to act like a common-sense being
when he sees danger. But I could not see the Zeppelins.
They were overhead, hiding above the clouds, perhaps about
to drop a bomb on me, before I knew it. And my wife and
child were in the next room. What if the nocturnal
assassins killed them ? I was not at all comfortable.
But I had my revenge. On February 21st of this year
the LZ77 was despatched by the Kaiser to inaugurate the
capture of Verdun by destroying a military railway junction
of great value to General Joffre. Near Revigny, however, a
battery of searchlight operators spotted it, and the gunners
got its range. From that moment its fate was sealed.
Try as it might, the gigantic dirigible could not extricate
itself from the blazing network of light which illuminated
it wherever it turned, Shells were bursting over it and
under it. At last the gunners found their mark, and, as a
cry of horror escaped the crew of the flaming Zeppelin,
there rose towards them a savage shout of triumph from
the men whose shot had got home.
Next day—the only foreign <journalist authorised by the
French Government to be present- I inspected the
melancholy debris of the burned airship and watched a
party of soldiers burying the carbonised remains of its crew.
What a contrast between Paris and Revigny ! As the
Germans, in their phantom pirate-ships, sailed majestically
over the capital at night, raining infeinal shells on helpless
women and children, theirs was the arrogant, barbaric pride,
and ours the nameless fear. But at Revigny, as I gazed
upon the shapeless wreck of the Zeppelin Dreadnought,
and visioned the agony of the Kaiser's diabolical emissaries
meeting an incandescent death as they dropped to earth,
I understood the joy of the men who brought it doWn.
The woman who keeps the level-crossing, a hundred

yards away, told me that as the airship floated to the
ground she heard the despairing cries of the crew who were
being roasted alive.
The LZ77 was a model Zeppelin. But a few hours
after it cast loose from its moorings all that remained of it
was a heap of charred debris and scraps of aluminium,
enveloped in a fetid odour of seared flesh, petrol, and carbide.
From one end of the deformed mass of bent, misshapen
metal protruded the sharp point of the forward gondola ;.
at the other extremity the monster steering-wheel was
plainly visible. The carcase of the Zeppelin looked like a
long, broken ladder. All the superstructure had, of course,
disappeared, leaving only the aluminium tubing, flanked
on each side by twisted trelliswork. One of the huge sixcylinder motors lay half buried in the soil.
Like a Gigantic Silver Fish
Captain B, to whom the honour of destroying the LZ77
belongs, gave me a vivid account of what happened.
" We were warned," he said, " by telephone of the
coming of the airship, only a few minutes before we saw
her. We got ready at once. You see those batteries of
searchlights and anti-aircraft guns at the forked roads ?
They command a radius of several miles, and can be quickly
transferred from one point to another. We kept our
lights dark, and presently we heard the buzzing of the
Zeppelin in the distance. The men were all impatknce
to turn on the searchlights, but I ordered them to wait a
bit. I was afraid that if we showed our hand too soon
we might scare her off.
" Watch in hand, I waited three minutes, until I felt
sure she was almost overhead.
" I gave the word ` Allumez ! ' Four shafts of light
rent the darkness and began their merciless scrutiny of
the heavens. Alongside each searchlight was an N.C.O.,
with a glass, following its track. A minute later there was
an exclamation from the Breton sergeant a few yards away.
" Ah ! Le "voila ! '
" Turning my glasses in the direction indicated, I saw
a monster Zeppelin emerging from a cloud. Six thousand
feet up, she glided through the firmament like a gigantic
silver fish. She showed no lights, and was making straight
for the railway line. In fact, she was almost over it.
" As soon as I had got the range I gave the order to fire.
The first shot went wide, the second seemed to graze her
stern. She began to zigzag, and was evidently hesitating
as to her direction. But we had her range to a nicety, and
the shells were bursting all round her.
" At intervals of a second our incendiary shells whizzed
upwards, leaving a luminous trail behind them.
Suddenly I saw the brilliant track of a shell stop dead
against the side of the Zeppelin. We had holed her. A
moment later she burst into flames.
We've got her ! ' shouted the men.
"Another round from the battery, and a second shell
hit the dirigible, this time penetrating the forward gondola.
" I ordered ` Cease fire 1 We had finished her.
" The men were delirious with joy. They shouted,
laughed, sang, and embraced one another.
Then we ran across the fields- to where r the Zeppelin
had fallen, like a blazing torch from the skies."
From a report drawn up by French engineers, it is
possible to state that the LZ77 was an airship of the
most recent and most redoubtable type in Germany's aerial
fleet. She measured 30,000 cubic metres in gas capacitY,
and was about r6o metres long. She had five six-cylinder
motors, could travel at a speed of well over sixty miles an
hour, and had on board a ton and a, half of explosives.
She had six machine-guns, and a crew of twenty-threeMen.
[The next contribution to this series will be entitled ; Flow'
I gOt into Rheims during the Bombardment. By Julius M.
Price, the well-known war-artist correspondent],
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Crashing to Earth a Meteor of Smoke and Fire

If the aeroplane pilot 4s unusually brave, the occupant of an
artillery observation balivon-may be said to be even braver. Those
who man these stationary craft, used by all the belligerents, have
little or no chance if attacked by aeroplanes. With no elle:Alva.
means of retaliation, their only hope lies in the fragile parachute

which ngt infrequently fails to act. In these remarkable photo—
graphs an observation balloon has just been attacked by an
aeroplane. Bombs have sent It crashing to earth, a smck:ng
,I.nateor, but the parachute has got away, and the cbserver is
dropping through/space towards terra firma.

The War Illustrated, 2nd September, 1916.

Page 52

Steel Fingers Writing Germany's Doom

Loading what is popularly known atthe front as a London heavy. Six
powerful horses have just brought up a fresh supply of ammunition.

Impression of the smoke caused by the explosion of a monster shell. This photograph and the inset give some idea of the colossal weight
of artillery that Britain is bringing to bear on'the German positions. The gun is so heavy that it can_only be used effectively on rails.

Thy ifaa' Illustrated, 2nd September, 1916.

rage 53

Munitions and Guns Move Up Along the Somme

At breakneck speed over the grassy track a six—horse ammunition
car flashes by on its way to the battery, an officer perched on the
precarious seat and three steel—helmeted drivers in control.

esr
i:S's
Owing to the fact that water is scarce in SOME, districts of the advance,
special reservoirs are kept in the trenches protected by sandbags.

Anzac soldiers getting a "flying pig" into position, otherwise
a particularly effective type of aerial torpedo.

A companion pscture to the first one on this page. Along the sun—bright, dusty roads of France an enormous weapon is being hauled
into position by ten Shire horses, which are always the envy of our allies interested in horseflesh. Even with so much physical power
the team can only proceed at a walking pace.

The War Illustrated, 2nd September, 1916.
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TOLD BY THE RANK AND FILE

HOW THE ROYAL WEST KENTS
HELD TRONES WOOD

F

OR some
reason o r
other I'd
been fighting with
the Royal West
Kents for a long
time before the big
push commenced,
and after, we'd
started the Germans on the run
we lay in the
captured first-line
trenches, just in
Cowl. DAt77) itwil2t,
front of Trones
of the
Liverp001 Regt
titiowez to w
wee wood.
Kent Regiment.
One afternoon,
after tea, we got orders to stand by to
move on about eight. We were to
get across to the timber in the
straightest possible line, and take or
make what cover we could. On the
left there was another small forest,
where some of our troops were already
in possession, and the land between this
and Trones Wood was to be consolidated by my platoon, with three others.
We started off as darkness fell, and
managed to reach the edge of the wood
just after midnight. We hadn't any
guides to show the way, and the ground
was exceedingly bad going, and in
addition there was the knowledge that
the enemy were in full force on our
right and inside the wood proper to cheer
us up. But we meant to clear them
out of it, and were right glad to get a
chance to be among them. We hoped
that the fighting would be of the close
quarter order, so that we could see what
we were doing. Anything would be
better, we considered, than standing
waist deep in a trench, and firing odd
and occasional rounds at a puff of smoke.
Straight Through the Barrage
The ground we crossed made us savage,
too, for it had been fought over before,
and here and there we'd come across
the bodies of our own comrades. Many
others were wounded, and, being within
the zone of fire, the ambulance people
hadn't been able to get up to them. In
one shell-hole that we stumbled across
there Were ten lads, all hurt in some
way or another, and still fighting. They
borrowed our field - dressings — quite
against all rules—and two of them
insisted on advancing with us. The
others we managed to send back.
There was a sort of half-hearted barrage
fire going on. We walked right through
it, and as we advanced it lifted and
played just in front of us. Needless
to say, our own artillery were sending
shells screaming over our heads in tons.
We reached a bit of sunken road just
at dawn, and dug ourselves in, for we
knew that when the light was good
Fritz would strafe us hard.
" You had better catch what sleep there
is going, fads," said our captain. " There
mightn't be any for you to-night." So
we lay down, just where we Were, after
posting a few sentries, and slept till
breakfast time. We were carrying rations,
of course, and water-bottle full, and in
addition we'd brought along a spare
supply of water in petrol tins. When
we came to make tea with this, however,
we soon got disappointed, for it tasted

BY CORPL. DAVID MOORE

so strongly of petrol that even we, used
to putting up with all sorts of things,
couldn't manage to swallow it.
We worked on the road, making good
our position, all through the day, getting
a dinner, steaming hot, from the A.S.C.
waggons, in spite of the barrage fire.
It was really wonderful to see the huge
motor-lorries dash up through the
shells, deliver their soup and beef, and
then make off again, wobbling all over
the shop as their drivers dodged the
shell-holes in the ground.
The Solace of Fatalism
We got orders to advance again at
half-past four, and every man got his
bombs ready. The German artillery
fire had increased terribly by this time—
they seemed to know just what we
intended to do, and I can tell you there
wasn't much lagging behind. We didn't
try to dodge the shells—if your number
is up there's no sense in getting out
of the way, and if it isn't, well, you
can walk through German barrages
every day. We reached the rear of a
position where another company were
already entrenched on a ridge, and
waited. About an hour afterwards,
our own artillery " lifted " about two
hundred yards, and with a yell we all
pressed on at the rush. The undergrowth was thick about here, and it
kept on hanging men up, but we slashed
through, and smacked our bombs over
at every opportunity. We handed over
a lot of bombs to the company ahead
of us—theY'd somehow used up all their
own—and finally, when we stopped for
a bit, we got bombed in turn.
Again as darkness fell we reached an
enormous shell-hole made by one of our
projectiles, where we found part of
another platoon. The Germans were
entrenched about twenty yards in front,
and through the night they kept on
lobbing time-bombs over. About midnight a voice hailed us in German, and
asked some question. We didn't give
him any answer beyond shoving-the
muzzles of a dozen rifles at his breast, and
calling on him to surrender.
[Riddled with Bombs and Bullets
We hadn't understood him, and he
didn't seem to understand us. He
rapped out a curse, and turned and ran
towards his own lines. He didn't get
very far ; a bomb dropped close under
his feet, and a few dozen bullets punctured
him. In fact, everybody seemed to
have a spite against that poor Boche—
perhaps it was because they'd been deprived of a good night's rest.
Just after that we got orders to assault,
thinking the enemy were only on our
flanks and ahead of us. Nobody seemed
to expect an attack from the rear, as
we'd naturally cleared all the ground
we crossed of the enemy, and thought the
others had done the same. Perhaps they
had, and the-Germans had worked round ;
anyway, before we'd gone very far
we were being enfiladed from both sides,
peppered from the front, and strafed
from the rear. It was hot, and no
mistake. We fought like demons in that
terrible darkness, firing at the flashes
of the enemy's rifles, and shortly after
we discovered that we were surrounded,

Fritz brought a battery of machine-guns
into play, and we had to get right down
close to Mother Earth.
The bullets sprayed us like water from
a pipe, and the gallant lads were dropping
on every side. But, though they were
wounded—many of them severely--=
they kept on fighting and firing.
The Germans in the rear seemed determined to clear us out altigether. They
came on in massed formation, and long
before we could see the outline of their
bodies against the sky we could , Leif'
the crashing of the undergrowth under
their heavy boots. And, as if by preconcerted signal, at the same time as they,
swept on the machine-guns would double
their rate of fire, and every Gerhip
to the right and left and in front wolgd
indulge in a burst of rapid firing.
found us hemmed in on every „side,
holding a position that someone,: had
made into a rough kind of fort before
we - came, and we could see that we
were terribly outnumbered.
- '
- Steady, the Half Hundreds," was the
word, and steady they were.
saw my
own regiment sliced up at Mons, and we
had some of the best fighters in the Army
among us, but this stand was even bigger
and better somehow than anythirig I'd
ever known of. Three times we tried
to get a message through to the outside,
but each time, as the messenger started
off, he was shot down. We didn't know
whether we'd ever get relieved, and
we all made up our minds to die fighting.

Da *,

Bravo the Half Hundreds
The day after—France's Day—the
main attack was launched, and the
bombardment that preceded it was
terrifying even to us, whose own guns
were firing. We could see and hear
the shells screaming over, and all the
time we were praying that they wouldn't
shorten the bracket—that is, make the
range shorter—because, if they had,
we should have been right in the line of
fire and unable to move either way.
Just before seven we heard a great
crashing, and the Germans to our rear
came rolling on in a vast, dense mass.
We thought it was another attack, but
when we could see that they were
retiring before a grand charge by some
of our troops, we nearly wept with joy.
The advancing regiment seemed to have
unlimited supplies of bombs, and what
with these coming from Fritz's rear,
and our own bullets chopping him up
as he came on, he got a taste of what
we'd had all night long.
The charging regiment came on, passed
'us, and gave us a cheer" as they did so.
Weary, worn-out—we had been working
and fighting for forty-eight hours'straight
off, with about an hour's sleep—We
crawled out of the trench and the wood,
and made a rest camp.
I got my punctured shoulder bandag0
up at the dressing-station, where a
wounded German prisoner was receiving
•
attention..
We got you that time, Fritz," said
" We
one of our men. " How d'ye like it ? "
The German gazed with - mournful
eyes at the stained soldier. Then he
replied
You are wonderful men, West Kents.
The wood was to be held at all coats,
and there were six regiments holding it." Well," replied the West Kent. Yon'
couldn't do it, could you ? Fine lot
of Germans you are, can't shift a few dozen
of the Old Half Hundred, even- when
you've got ten times as many men as tliey
4ave ' And he was right, as the
German had to acknowledge.
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British Wounded and Youthful German Captives

To walk through the rows of stretchers with their suffering burdens is perhaps the most moving experience in the most moving drama
within human memory. Not infrequently the enemy's wounded lie alongside their British opponents. Neither bears any malice after
having passed through the ordeal of battle, only too happy to have come out of it, temporarily at least, with their lives.

Germany's boy soldiers. During the advance on the Somme soldiers of the 1916 class are continually being taken prisoners by the
British infantry. A group of these extremely youthful antagonists is seen above, two of whom in the first four must be brothers,
fudging by their extraordinary resemblance to each other.

The War Illustrated, 2nd September, 1916.
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Across Lake, River and Bush in Tropical Clime

Loyal African "boys" carrying the kit of General Northey's
troops who invaded German East Africa from Northern Rhodesia.

General Northey's force crossing Lake Nyasa in the s.s. Queen
Victoria on their way to Abercorn.

Patrol of British South African Police Service Column marching
through the bush between Lakes Nyasa and Tanganyika.

Cycle messenger crossing a rough—and—ready native—made bridge
on the borders of German East Africa and North—East Rhodesia. '

Members otthe British South African Police Service at lunch. This
column won considerable success against the Germans.
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With General Smuts' Forces Nearing the Goal

Wonderful everywhere, the aeroplane seems a thing of greater magic when it soars over the wild places of the earth. In Africa aeroplanes
flew over the sands of the desert and dropped bombs, as shown here, on enemy camps near Kilimanjaro and the great lakes.

Washing—day is any possible day with British soldiers campaigning, and much of their healthiness as well as their smartness is due to
their passion for cleanliness. Right: A transport steamer on Lake Nyanza, the latest water from which the German flag has been cleared.

\ Watching a German camp somewhere in East Africa through a powerful telescope set upon high ground. Right: Back view of a mach ine—
gun emplacement fashioned out of one of the giant ant—hills which are a remarkable feature of the landscape in many parts of Africa.

General Smuts' forces had to travel very light owing to the variety of the country over which they operated. Transport, nevertheless,
was arduous work, as may be inferred from the quantity of material required to construct a camp like this pitched in a treeless waste.

The War Illustrated, End September, 1916,

Page 38

Heroism and Hardship on the Trentino Front

As an Italian colonel, mortally wounded, was being carried away,
his only thought was of the coveted enemy position and his dying
lips murmured repeatedly, "The position! The position!"

The hardships of the Austro—Italian campaign for both sides were
almost unimaginable. Rations were constantly served out under
conditions like these, on snowy fields unprotected by any shelter.

Italian cavalry starting in pursuit of enemy just driven from a At some points the Austrian retreat became a rout, and the flying
position by a hurricane of machine—gun fire. Italian horsemen troops were harried by Italian artillery, accounting for several ,
are specially trained for rough riding.
thousand casualties in the enemy's ranks.

Pace
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The Turkish Rout at Romani

F all the battles of the war, the desert conflict in the
eastern marches of Egypt was in some ways the
most interesting, because of the far-reaching, subtle
play of B-itish and German intellects that went on beneath
the movement of the forces. Our former Chief of Staff,
Sir Archibald Murray, matched his wits against those of
the German Chief of Staff, General von Falkenhayn, and
left Whitehall for Cairo, apparently to undertake the
direction of a small affair in a third-rate theatre of the war.
But it may be remarked that the Germans also 'sent to
Syria. about the same time, one of their best men, the late
Field-Marshal von der Goltz. Neither side thought of
putting much more than 20,000 men in the Egyptian field
of conflict. Yet Germany employed one of her best strategists, and we employed our then Chief of Staff, giving Sir
William Robertson the important position at home that
Sir Archibald Murray resigned. Clearly something of importance was occurring in connection with Egypt.
Titanic Energy in the Sin Desert
On the surface there was nothing very remarkable.
General von Kressenstein, the German director of the first
vain Turco-German attack on the Suez Canal, prepared a
more formidable movement of invasion across the great
Desert of Sin. Hundreds of first-rate directive German
minds—engineers, gunnery instructors, drill instructors,
and supply organisers—with two thousand Teutonic
troops, came to Palestine to train, stiffen, and energise
Djemal Pasha's defeated army. For eighteen months the
Germans laboured with great skill and high ingenuity.
They excavated huge depots in the sand of the oases, and
stored tens of millions of cartridges and tens of thousands
of shrapnel and high-explosive shell. Krupp produced a
special gun to be carried on a camel pack, and batteries of
6 in. howitzers that could be hauled by ox teams across the
wastes of soft sand, by means of a continuous track of
planks carried by gangs of labourers. Fifty big pontoons
for bridging the Suez Canal were also hauled by ox teams

O
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Urrth
Map of Egypt and Sinai Peninsula indicating the area of the
recent Turkish rout. In the smaller plan Romani, where the
Turks were shattered on August 4th, is shown, together with
Katia and Bir—el—Abd, the line of their retreat.

W:26 By Edward Ifri At

over the sand. A large concrete reservoir of fresh water
was built in the heart of the desert ; scores of new wells were
sunk, and pipe-lines laid in places.
Early spring was the best season for an advance'through
the wilderness, for many of the dry gullies in the inland
heights were then roaring with water. Kressenstein, however, let the cold, healthy months go by, for certain reasons
of larger strategy, and abruptly launched his expedition in
July, 1916, at the height of the scorching, tropical desert
summer. Instead of attempting a surprise attack across
the centre of the Sinai wastes, as he had done before, the
German commander made a well-heralded movement
along the ancient caravan track by the Mediterranean
shore—the Serbonian Road,-used by most of the famous
conquerors of old, from Rameses to Napoleon. On the
Serbonian Road there was plenty of water, and though so
brackish as to be undrinkable by European troops, it was
good enough for the two Turkish divisions that Kressenstein led to battle. For his picked force of two thousand
German infantry and his hundreds of German officers,
engineers, and gunners, fresh water was conveyed by
camel pack.
The conflict opened on July 19th, 1916, with skirmishes
between the enemy's horse and foot and our cavalry screen
round the Katia Oasis, some twenty-five miles from the
canal. We had about 12,000 Scottish Territorials and
2,000 troopers, under the command of Major-General the
Hon. H. L. Lawrence, opposed to the 18,000 troops that
Kressenstein advanced. General Lawrence had besides a
reserve brigade of 5,000 Lancashire Territorials with some
Warwick and Gloucester Yeomanry. The German general
also seems to have had a strong reserve, which he threw out
in the closing phase of the struggle. The available forces
on both sides were about equal, and this equality, as we
shall see, had a, bearing upon the larger strategical victory
won by Sir Archibald Murray as commander-in-chief.
Sand Wraiths in Phantasmal Nights
We occupied a position about seven miles west of Katia,
and about eighteen miles east of Port Said. Our flank
rested on the Bay of Tina, where it was strengthened by
four monitors. From the coast our entrenchments curved
towards the Oasis of Romani, and the new desert railway
station near by. A sand-dune three hundred feet high,
called Gannit, served as our chief observation-point beyond
Romani. Then a mile west of Gannit was Wellington
Ridge, named after the Wellington Mounted Rifles, with
two miles farther south Mount Meredith; and three miles
farther westward Mount Royston. Meredith was named
after the commander of the 1st Light Horse Brigade of
Australia, and Royston after the commander of the 2nd
Light Horse Brigade. Three brigades of the Light Horse,
famous for their charge to the death on Gallipoli Peninsula,
were combined with a brigade of New Zealand Mounted
Rifles, under the divisional command of General Chauvel.
On this Anzac mounted division of 2,000 troopers fell the
heaviest fighting and the highest honours.
For fifteen days and nights the 1st and 2nd Light
Horse took turn and turn about in keeping touch with the
enemy. Then, at midnight on Thursday, August 3rd,
Kressenstein made a sudden bid for a decision. Under
cover of the strange, phantasmal desert night, lit only by a
thin crescent moon, when the sand wraiths dancing on the
wind seemed often to be an army in movement, he launched
three thousand men against the weary five hundred troopers
of the 1st Light Horse. His aim was to break through
our slight cavalry screen, seize the dunes south-east of
Romani, take the railway, so as to isolate the Scottish
Territorials, and prevent reinforcements reaching them by
rail. Then the road to Port Said would soon be opened by
him'.

The Anzacs had eight to one against them in men, with
[Continued on page 62
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The Sprig of Shillelagh and Shamrock So Green

The' Munster Fusiliers have proved particularly formidable
in the many raids into German trenches that have marked the
aritieh advance since it began in July. On one occasion they got
in with irresistible dash, rushed the. Germans eft their feet and
bombed and bludgeoned them. The most deadly weapon used in

this encounter was a short bludgeon like a shillelagh, which is
regarded as the prescriptive, hereditary right of all Irishmen. The
shamrock is the badge of the Munster Fusiliers, and "the sprig of
shillelagh and shamrock so green" gave the Huhs a drubbing on
this night that none of the survivors will forget.
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Stamping Out Tell-Tale Flares in a Night Attack

Germans holding the trenches at Mouquet—known tooursoldiers
as Moo—Cow Farm—expecting a night attack, sent up distress
signals to their guns and also flung coloured lights over to our lines
so as to illuminate any British infantry who might be advancing.
Where these flares fell they blazed up in vivid red and green fires.

At the same time the enemy's machine—guns played upon any
figures so revealed, so that it was almost certain death to come
within those lights. At great risk several men sprang forward
into the illumination and kicked out the burning canisters. Then
the leading companies advanced towards the German trenches.

The War Illustrated, 2nd September, 1916.
THE TURKISH ROUT AT ROMANI
(Continued from pap 59.)

6 in. howitzers, as well as mountain batteries and machineguns, against their light horse artillery. But with the help
of a battery of Scottish Territorial guns they saved
Romani and the railway,_ and then, while the Scottish
Territorials smashed up a frontal attack, the hard-pressed
ist Light Horse pivoted on the high stretch of sand at
Wellington Ridge, but slowly gave ground on their right
flank. Their own Mount Meredith was lost, and then
Mount Royston. Not until daybreak did General Chauvel
bring the znd Light Horse Brigade to reinforce their
valiant comrades. But the commander of the Anzac
mounted division knew what his men could do. By beating
the enemy from Romani and Gannit, and holding to
Wellington Ridge, they practically won the battle !
Meanwhile, the Scottish Territorials, who had also fought
the Turks before at Gallipoli and again in the spring of 1916
in the Sin Desert, shattered the enemy's front attack. The
Turks and Germans had entrenched by a belt of marsh
near the coast and advanced within rifle range of our
positions. But at daybreak our monitors searched them
out, and when they tried to storm our elaborate defences
they were swept by a still more terrible rifle and machinegun fire. " Your rifles were worse than your big guns,"
said a captured Turkish officer. Early in the afternoon,
Kressenstein gave over trying to force his way along the
Serbonian Road, and swung his main force farther inland
into the dune country south and west of Romani. Between
the dunes ran a wide, undulating plain of sand leading
towards the canal.
Turks Driven Into the Marshes
The German guns plastered Gannit and Wellington
Ridge with shrapnel and high explosive. But the heavy shells
made little impression on our defences, as the force of
their explosfon was cushioned by the sand. The Turks
charged at Romani and Gannit, but the Scotsmen
and the Light Horse drove them back towards the marshes.
Then as the main body of the enemy turned into the dune
region and reached the slopes of the Wellington Ridge there
was a transformation scene.
General Lawrence had railed up the Lancashire Brigade,
and the Warwick and Gloucester Yeomanry were moving
into battle. The New Zealand Mounted Rifles were closing
round Mount Royston at the end of the enemy's eight mile
line, and the 3rd Australian Light Horse Brigade was
preparing to charge. The enemy was trapped. His apparent semi-success among the dunes, achieved against only onefourth of General Chauvel's force, was his undoing. Entangled amid the sand hills, well to the south-east of the
old caravan road, was nearly half of Kressenstein's forces.
It could not escape if we made a general advance.
At five o'clock in the afternoon the advance began. The
New Zealanders moved on Mount Royston and recovered
it. The English Yeomanry, fighting on foot, stormed Mount
Meredith, and while the Light Horse and the Scottish
Territorials were driving the enemy from Romani, the
Lancashire Territorials came from the rail-head and drove
in the Turkish centre. Sweeping through the gap, infantry
and . dismounted cavalry enveloped the Turkish brigade
among the dunes, taking some two thousand unwounded
prisoners, and scattering the rest towards the waterless side
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of the wilderness. The pursuit continued until August 5th,
when the ist and znd Light Horse and the New
Zealand Mounted Rifles moved directly towards Katia,
while the 3rd Light Horse made a southern flank attack.
There was scarcely a drop of water for men or horses, and
the ist Brigade had been fighting almost uninterruptedly
since midnight on August 3rd. Yet the brigade galloped
three-quarters of a mile over heavy country, through a
curtain of shell fire, going so quickly that the Turkish
gunners could not get the range. But the flanking movement by the 3rd Brigade, which was new to the Katia
district, did not at once succeed. So the 1st and 2nd
Light Horse withdrew in the evening for water, food, and sleep.
The Real Object of the Attack
Late in the evening the Territorial troops carried a strong
Turkish rearguard position, and Kressenstein withdrew
to his main entrenchments at Bir-el-Abd, some forty miles
from the Suez Canal. Here, on August 9th, began another
long and desperate battle that lasted three days. The
Turkish artillery fire was more intense than at Romani or
Gallipoli, and as our infantry were left behind, owing to the
speed of the enemy's retreat, only our small force of mounted
troops, the Anzac Light Horse and Mounted Rifles, the
Yeomanry and Territorial Mounted Infantry had sufficient
mobility in the matter of supplies to come up with the
enemy. Outnumbered and outgunned, the mounted troops
broke three attacks, brought their guns within 2,000 yards
range of the Turks, and captured Bir-el-Abd. In all,
Kressenstein lost half his force, of which more than 3,92o
were captured. Four guns, 9 machine-guns, 500 camels,
too horses, 4,000 shells, and i,000,000 rounds of small-arm
ammunition formed part of the war material taken
The defeat of Kressenstein, however, was an affair of
secondary importance. We had abundant means of
defeating him, by reason of our sea-power and the expansion
of our military power. The main thing was that we did not
use these means. Falkenhayn's primary design was to
waste some thousands of Turks in order to compel us to
weaken our Grand Army in France and Flanders. He
thought to mislead us into placing men in hundreds of
thousands and guns in hundreds along the Suez Canal,
where they would be comparatively idle during the critical
period of the European conflict. J For we needed to be
strong at every point on a long front at which a thrust
might be made. But Sir Archibald Murray defeated the
scheme by constructing an extraordinary system of defences,
with railways, motor tracks, and fresh-water pipe-lines
stretching far into the desert, and enabling a small British
force to concentrate victoriously against any similar force
that Kressenstein could bring over the Sinai wilderness.
This was the far-reaching success of the second Egyptian
defensive campaign. From a local point of view, the
movement of invasion was largely a bluff, in that it was
scarcely designed to conquer the country. At the utmost,
Kressenstein with good luck could only have temporarily
disturbed the Suez Canal traffic. But from a universal
point of view, if we had used a great British force in order
to meet the bluff, our local victory would have been a
strategical defeat. For we might then have lost in France
against the Germans more than we gained in Egypt against
the Turks. Thanks, however, to the foresight and energetic
organising skill of Sir Archibald Murray we won all round

Camel transport leaving for the firing—tine on the Egyptian frontier. Incongruity never went further than in the recent battles in old
Egypt, where motor—cars jostled camels, telegraph wires reached across deserts, and aeroplanes flew over immemorial caves.
--
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Germans Counter Their Own Method of Attack

The enemy, first to devise some method to emphasise the horror of war, is no less ready to find a means to counteract its military
value when adapted by their opponents. Near La Basses Canal, after a discharge of gas, the Germans lit fires in oil braziers, hoping
that the upward current from the flames would lift the cloud over their heads. The British trench is seen in the foreground.

German gunners have sometimes ranged to an inch routes to the British front, and shells have found their mark on munition waggons.
Even though projectiles may not actually strike the team, the crash of "Jack Johnsons" will stampede the horses into terrific
confusion. Such an incident finds illustration above—men, animals, and munitions having been thrown into a Flemish canal.
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" DOING THEIR BIT."

WORKING FOR THE VA.D.
By An Old Member

I

HAD been an old member of the
V.A.D. when the war started, and
I will frankly confess how I viewed
my responsibilities up to August 4th, 1914.
I thought it rather a pleasant variation of
the ordinary social amusements. It had
just that spice of seriousness which justified
a new frock and a little extra extravagance.
I attended classes in first-aid ; I wore an
enamel badge ; I listened to the amusing
lectures of our local medical man ;
took my share in the mild jests about how
the vicar's wife tied bandages over the
tea-cups

.
When Duty Calls
I had a vague notion that the object
of the Voluntary Aid Detachment was to
relieve the sick and wounded in war
time, but like thousands of other women
who had joined the society, I never took
the work seriously or imagined that my
services would ever be required. And
then came the war, and the nonsense and
frivolity and that unwholesome spirit,
which makes society occasionally feed
its restless craving for variety by playing at noble [forms of work, were swept
away.
I was called up, and since then I have
been working seriously and steadily, glad
that I have the health and strength to do
something for the great cause for which
our men are giving their lives.
As many people arc ignorant of the
V.A.D. movement, I will briefly sketch its
history. Up to ipso the whole movement
was chaotic. Then the necessity of coordinating all voluntary aid and fitting
it into a comprehensive scheme for treating
the sick and wounded in war time was
realised. A system of voluntary aid was
fitted into the organisation of the various
County Associations, somewhat after the
example set on the Continent, The
detachments were grouped together on
the county basis, the men's and the
women's detachments being separated.
The latter consisted of a commandant,
a quartermaster, a trained nurse, sixteen
women who had passed a specified
Government examination in first-aid and
home nursing, and four qualified cooks.

Sections of these detachments were
formed in most villages, and the whole
were linked up to the County Association and the Territorial scheme
generally. They existed simply for the
purpose of supplementing the medical
service of the Territorial Force.
Though the county unit has been
maintained, the experience of war has
re-adapted this machinery. The V.A.D.
now receive their orders from the British
Red Cross Society or the St. John
Ambulance, and very few, if any, work
under the County Associations.
I myself, joined one of the VOluntary
Aid hospitals in London. I was made to
feel at once that, whatever my social
position, I was a very insignificant unit
in the great machine of war. I was put
to work at which I would have shuddered
in pre-war days. I had to scrub floors,
make beds, and perform other menial
tasks, and it was always impressed upon
me that I ought to consider myself very
lucky in being allowed to do these things.
I kicked a little at first, but now I know
I have been lucky.

The V.A.D. Hospitals
Within a year twenty-two Voluntary
Aid hospitals Were set- up in London with
fifty to a hundred beds apiece. All the
funds for these hospitals were raised
privately and all the labour was given
free except that of the professional nurses,
who were paid. The War Office made a
grant of two or three shillings per bed,
and this was the only Government
support that the V.A.D. hospitals received.
It is we women who have done most of
the work, for the men's detachments
have been mostly broken up, their
members finding direct employment at
the front. Altogether, there are some
five thousand women working in these
detachments in London alone. Nominally the hours are from nine to six in most
cases, but it has been midnight.frequently
before.I have been allowed to go.
The V.A.D. has adapted and elaborated
its work enormously since the beginning
of the war. In London a selection board
sits at Devonshire House and allocates

members and sections to various works
as the occasions arise. Those who pass
the Government examination act as
- assistants to the professional nurses ;
those who have passed no examinations
do the domestic work. The original idea
of all members giving their services free
has now been scrapped, and women,
anxious to make a career of such nursing,
can obtain a salary, after qualifying, up
to twenty pounds a year.
Perhaps the most important elaboration
of the V.A.D. has been the recent formation of a General Service Scheme which
exists for the supply of cooks, clerks, and
pharmacists. Women have done wonder,.
fully in this branch, and there is one
hospital in London where the R.A.M.C.
has been completely superseded and the
Men transferred to the fighting units.
A lady does the work of the quartermaster
for a salary of twenty-six shillings a week,
and all the other military positions, down
to that -of privates, are filled by women
members of the V:A.D.

Where Women Replace Men
But the volunteer, pure and simple,
is still as eager as ever to find employment
in the V.A.D., and how these ladies
obtain work is admirably illustrated by an
anecdote related in the report of the
County Director of Gloucester. (Outside
London, Gloucester and Lancashire take
the lead in voluntary aid work.)
" A lady and her daughter came to me
and said they felt they could not possibly
stay at home doing nothing ; they must
do some kind of war service. The mother
was too old to be taken for general service
in a military hospital and her daughter
too young, and they had not a hospital
in their own locality. What were they
to do ? They declared they were willing
to scrub floors or anything else. I said :
These scrubbing jobs are extremely
sought after just now, and I hardly know
whether I can fit you in. If it can be
managed, will you give me twenty-five
beds ? '
Yes ; of course I will,' was the
reply. The twenty-five beds were immediately forthcoming, the lady got into
her car, and went straight 'off with her
daughter to begin work."
That is the fine spirit in which the
members of the V.A.D. have been helping
the great cause.
[Next article : The 'Bus Conductor. By
One of Them.]

So many German aeroplanes have been brought down by our machines and anti-aircraft guns that, it would seem, since the eclipse of
Boelke and Immelmann, the enemy air service has lost the initiative. This photograph shows British anti-aircraft guns in action.
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Ingenious V.A.D. Modes of Carrying Casualties
----- ......................
• •

UP 4 P.O.O.kA
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,.
As the days draw in and Zeppelin "frightfulness" increases with
Perhaps the conveyance of casualties froth place to place is the
the dark, more strenuous work and responsibility will be thrown
most difficult and delicate task of members of the V.A.D., who
on the excellent Voluntary Aid Detachment Service, an article have discovered many ingenious methods, some of which are
concerning which institution will be found on the opposite page.
illustrated in detail, and explained in the series of drawings above.
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Lull After Battle : Pictorial Notes of War

Wounded member of New Zealand Mounted Rifles, with Rona,
mascot of the regiment. The dog has been under fire.

Private of the Irish Rifles accompany—
ing himself on trench—made fiddle.

A dog of war. Airedale terrier trained to carry a load of shells
for the use of the light field artillery.

Annamites, coloured natives from the French
colony, in training for the first line.

In a Berlin street. British and Belgian officers
accompanied by a German non—com.

Serbian bagpipes made from lamb—
skin, a gourd, and rubber piping.

Members of the Canadian Red Cross Hospital. Left to right—Miss Gamble,
Miss Spanner, and Colonel R. A. Roberts, all from Toronto University.
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Where Dune and Ocean Flank the Western Line

In the Belgian lines facing the Yser. This part of the line has remained
practically unchanged since October, 1914.

Battery of Belgian 75 mm. mortars in action among the dunes. Inset: 75 mm.
quick—firer (used against enemy air—craft) mounted on a revolving pivot.

At the extreme end of the western battle—line. Belgian troops marching to the front along the seashore, hauling the se A/ mortars
with which King Albert's forces have been recently equipped.
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RECORDS OF THE REGIMENTS IN THE WAR

T

XX.—The Norfolks

HE campaign in
Meso potainia,
" In carrying out these interesting and
which has
almost unique operations of war, the chief
ended, for the present
seed of praise is, only 'justly due to that
at least, in the surnoble corps, the 9th Fool.render of General
--C. R. Low, " LIFE OF SIR G. POLLOCK."
Tow, nshend at Kut,
began in November,
was a sheer, dogged soldiers' fight, and no
1914, when a force
words of mine can adequately express
from India landed at
my admiration of the conduct of those
the village of Fao. This little army,
gallant regiments who won through."
about 20,000 strong, consisted largely of
After another pause, the advance up
bearded Indian soldiers, eager to fight
the Tigris was renewed, and the Norfolks
for the sahibs, but it also included three
were again in the forefront, for they
seasoned battalions of British regulars ;
helped to capture Kut-el-Amara in
one of these was the 2nd Norfolks, from
September, 1915, In this campaign the
Belgium.
shells and bullets of the enemy were not
The Norfolks did not take part in the
their only foe, for there was also the
first little engagement with the Turks.
terrific heat, and at times the superOn December 7th they helped to capture
Kurna, but their first experience of heavy-' abundance of floods. On one occasion,
we areitolcl that the Norfolks disembarked
fighting was near Basra in the following
April.
from some boats and were at once up to
the
waist in mud and water. All night
The battle there, which lasted for three
they lay in the wet mud, and when in the
days, began with an attack made by the
morning they, advanced against the Turks
Turks on the British entrenched camp,
and their Arab allies their rifles were all
and ended with a British attack on the
choked with mud, so that firing was very
Turks. As soon as ever the enemv's
difficult indeed. Nevertheless, as before,
troops had been beaten back by our
they won through.
men, our generals decided to clear them
from the neighbourhood. This, however,
was not an easy task. It was found that
In the West
the Turks were in trenches, and, further,
they had chosen the sites for these
The 1st Norfolks, the sister battalicin,
trenches with extraordinary skill. Bewere all thiS time in France and Flanders,
hind them were some woods, and in front
where they were in Sir Charles Fergusson's
a plain absolutely without cover, and
harassed 5th Division. Their difficulties
commanded by the Turkish guns. Morebegan in the retreat from Mons, where
over, it was very difficult to find out
they were protecting the left of the B
exactly where the trenches were, they
line. Near Dour they fought a little
were so cleverly hidden. The front was
battle on August 24th, a day of trementhree miles long, and owing to natural
dbus heat, when, so one officer calculated,
obstacles there was only one way of getting
6,000 shells fell in two hours within a
at it—by an advance across the plain.
quarter of a mile of the battalion's headThe name of the wood was Barjisiva, and
quarters, and two days later they fought
on that account the fight is sometimes
at Le Cateau. Soon they turned on their
called the Battle of Barjisiya.
pursuers, forced their way across the
Aisne and, like the rest of Smith-Dorrien's
A Norfolk Charge
corps, marched away to Flanders.
On October 22nd the battalion was
The day, April 14th, was one of burnfighting
its way, almost inch by inch,
ing heat, trying even to men who had
towards Lille ; but when they got - as far
been trained under the Indian sun. But
as Violaines they were forced back, and
the advance was ordered, and it began,
on the 26th they were in action at
the Norfolks leading one section of the
Festubert, where Sergeant E. S. Grice
British line. For several hours our men
and Private E. Burton won the D.C.M.
pressed on, rushing forward for a hundred
Durin,the Winter they enjoyed a -certain
yards or so, and then lying down for a
amount
b of rest, and they only heard from
time, while at great risk picked men went
back to bring forward water and ammuni- - afar the sounds that narked the attack on
aNeuve Chapelle in March.
tion to their comrades. All the time (to
quote an observer) our shells dropped
neatly in front of them, clearing the way.
Every -Man Needed
At length, in the afternoon, the men
But in April our generals needed all
were near to the Turkish trenches, and
their reserves, and the Norfolks were
all was ready for the final rush. The
again in the line of battle. With the rest
baYonets were tested, and then it came.
of the 5th Division' they held a position
The Norfolks dashed into the Turkish
trenches. But whatever his faults, the
near Hill 6o, and they were there when,
on April 22nd, the Canadians faced the
Turk is a sturdy fighter, and he took a
waves -of German igas. There they
good deal of clearing out. But cleared out
remained through those weeks of dreadful
he was, and the victory was ours—a real
carnage, and when the battle died away,
success.
this splendid battalion of regulars was,
General Melliss, himself a V.C. hero,
like so many others, but a shadow of its
has described the battle, which - added a
former self. Henceforward the brunt
fresh honour to the long `record of the
of the struggle against the new barbarian
Norfolks : " Splendid dash, combined
must fall upon the Territorials and the
with resolute courage, alone carried our
men of the New Armies. The regulars
;nen across that bullet-swept glacis. It

had done their part. • Let those who
doubt turn to the casualty lists.
The Norfolk Regiment was first raised
in 1685, when Monmouth was about to
invade England, and was known as the
9th of the Line. Its first experience of
war was in Ireland, when it fought at
Londonderry, the Boyne, and elsewhere.
It won honour and glory at the Battle of
Almanza in 1707, and later in the century
was in America and the West Indies.
In 1792 the regiment was associated
definitely with Norfolk, and was called
for the next hundred years - the East
Norfolk Regiment.
Hard fighting in the Peninsular War
was their next exploit, and one of their
battles there was Corunna. After that
fight the Norfolks were given the sad but
honourable task of placing Moore's body
in the grave, burying him " darkly at
dead of night," and. they were the last
troops to leave the shore. A black line
in the regimental lace commemorates
his service to-day. At Busaco, in 181o,
the regiment finished the day by charging
downhill with the, bayonet ; and at
Salamanca, two years later, they showed
perhaps greater heroism by just standing
still under fire. They were present, -at
three other fierce battles---Barrosa,
Fuentes d'Onor, and Vittoria-and when
it came to the crossing of the River
Bidassoa their gallantry was equally
conspicuous.
Thirty years later the .Norfolks were in
Afghanistan, forcing their way through
the Khyber Pass to Kabul. Under
Gough they .encountered the warlike
Sikhs, and then returning to Europe they
shared in the Siege of Sebastopol. They
were -a second time in Afghanistan in
1879, and finished the century with
service in South Africa, where they had a
considerable share in the victory at
Paardeberg, and a good deal of desultory
fighting as they marched to Bloemfontein
and then to Pretoria.

Those Ardent Souls
This is a fine record, but the crowning
glory is still to come. Among the troops
sent to Gallipoli were the 5th Norfolks, a
Territorial battalion, consisting partly of
men in the employ of H.M. the King at
Sandringham. They were ordered forward to support the attack at Silvia in
August, 1915, and on the 12th, after our
first attempt had failed, their division
tried to capture the Anafarta ridge. The
Norfolks were on the right of the line, and
they pressed forward eagerly, while the
fighting grew hotter and the country more
wooded and broken. Some were wounded,
others were exhausted through thirst and
fell out of the ranks; but the colonel,
Sir Horace Beauchamp, Bart., with
sixteen officers and two hundred .and fifty
men, still kept pushing on, driving-the
enemy before them. And then, said
Sir Ian Hamilton of these " ardent souls,"
as he called them : " Nothing more was
ever seen, or heard of any of them. They
charged into the forest and were lost to
sight or sound. Not one of them ever
came back." A noble epitaph for Noriolk
men.
A. W. Holland
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Looking and Listening for the Hard-Pressed Foe

Three British Staff officers on observation duty, with the aid of
maps, charts, and field—glass, in the neighbourhood of Pozieres.

Getting on at Salonika. British artillery telephone operators in
communication with headquarters ,in the Balkan field.

At a listening—post. Flat on their faces, bayonets fixed and rifles
ready, these British are crawling towards the foe in broad daylight.

Leaving the British trenches to take up a position nearer to the
enemy on the offchance of intercepting his movements.

Provisions, equipment, etc., going up to the communication trench along a shell—shattered roadway. In the summer sunlight thesis
men of the " army behind the army " are jauntily making their way up to the front, quite oblivious to the falling shell or persistent rifle shot.,

The War illustrated, 2nd &Tim5cr, 1916.
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Light Thoughts and Leisure Hours in Champagne

The cheerful spirit of the French soldier is irrepressible under all circumstances. Even during the critical contast for Verdun
its seventh month) some of our allies have found time to joke about the site of an inn destroyed by gun fire. To mark tha
(now
rcsiticn a s!onboard was erecter.: on which the worts " Buvette des Ruiner" (the Ruins Inn) were inscribed.

French dug—outs in Champagne. The photograph was secured during a lull, and the watchers of France are taking it easy—
smoking, writing letters, doing nothing in particular. A soup—can and basin are seen in the foreground, and other evidences of
dug—out life is scattered here, there, and everywhere.
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Visions of Verdun After Six Months of Terror

Freakish effect of shell explosions on barbed—wire. The stakes
are torn out of the ground and the wire is wound round them.

Where it is death to penetrate. Profusion of barbed—
wire which surrounded an outpost position in the
neighbourhood of Beaumont Hamel.

All• that remains of a wood near Thiaumont, through which runs a communication, by way of which some French soldiers were on
their way to relieve comrades in the first line. Inset: This dreary waste was once Thiaumont Farm on the hill. Every tree and
blade of grass was blasted, and only a few charred sticks remained as_melancholy evidence of the recent flourishing woodland scene.

The War Illustrated, 2nd September, 1916.
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Britain's Roll of Honoured Dead

Lt.-Col. R. J. DOUGLAS,
C.M.G., Cameronians.

Mai.-Gen. E. C. IN GOUVILLE
WILLIAMS, C.B., D.S.O.

Capt. H. D. RILEY,
East Lanes.

Lieut.-Col. A. E. SHAW,
Canadian Mounted Rifles.

Capt. H. C. DRUMMOND.
A. and S. Highlanders.

Major T. P. BALLACHEY,
Canadian Infantry.

Major P. R. HARDINGE.,
Cameronians.

Capt. GUY DICKENS,
King's Royal Riles.

Capt. M. PARTRIDGE
GAMON, Lanes Fusiliers.

L

Capt. J. W. JACKSON,
South African Infantry.

ieutenant-Colonel Robert J. Douglas, C.M.G.. saw-active service in South Africa, gaining
the Queen's Medal in ith five clasps. 'Major-General Edward Charles ingouvilleWilliams, C.B., D.S.O., had a long Staff and active service record. He fought in the Battles
of Atbara and Khartoum, and took part in the Relief of Ladysmith, was present at the
actions of Spion Kop, Vaal Frans, and Tugela Heights. Major Patrick Robert Hardinge
was the only child of the Hon. Robert and Mrs. Hardinge, Brockworth House, Gloucester.
Only twenty-three, he attained proficiency and promotion, and won the Military (Tess.
Captain Maurice Partridge Gamon was one of the heads of the publishing house of S. W.
Partridge & Co. On the outbreak of war he received a sub-lieutenantcy in the Lancashire
Fusiliers. One of the survivors of the-first German gas attack, he was promoted to captain
and attached to the Intelligence Dept.,-but
took part in the advance, and fell leading
his men on the First of July. Lieutenant Donald Campbell, Coldstream Guards, was
the eldest son of Captain the Hon. John Beresford CainpLf11, D.S.O. (himself le parted
'
missing since January, 1915). Thus two heirs of Lord Stratheden and Campbell ha \ e fallen
•on the field of honour. Lieutenant HenryWel ber, J.P., South Lance Regt., volunteered
' for foreign-service at the age of t8. Second-Lieutenant A. S. H. Barrett was a grandson of
I Vk ilson Barrett, the eminent actor, and son of Mr. A. Wilson Barrett, editor of - Odour."
' ' He fell gallantly leading his men to victory at Mamctz.

Capt. J. L. GREEN, V.C.,
R.A.M.C.

Lieut. R. M. DOINBRAIN, Sec.-Lt. M. H. BLACKWOOD, Lieut. DONALD CAMPBELL, Lieut. HENRY WEBBER, LP., Lt. G. T. LOVICK ELLWOOD,
Indian Army.
Seaforth Highlanders.
Coldstream Guards.
South Lanes Regt.
Leicester Regt.

Lieut. M. N. SCHIFF,
Scots Guards.

See.-Lient. N. BARNARD,
King's (Liverpool Regt. ).

Sec.-Lieut. A. S. H. BARRETT, Sec.-Lieut. G. G. WILLIAMS, Sec.-Lt. C. SUMMERSCALES
Royal Welsh Falsifiers.
Duke of Cornwall's
Connaught Rangers.

(Portra is by Walte7 Barnett, Elliott & Fry, Larayette, Russell & Saw , Suabne.)

9th S:rtembar, 1916.

A PICTURE-RECORD of Events by Land, Sea and Air.

Edited by J. A. 1144MER fON

THE ARGUS EYES-OF THE FLEET.—Most of us have admired the spectacle of searchlights over a great city. ; but'comparatively
few have had opportunity to see them at their finest, when a squadron of battleships are searching the sky with their powerful, batteries
of lights, dappling the clouds with ltrrninous pools and cleaving a clean cut way through darkness with Wades that broaden as they,rise.
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A SPANIARD'S IMPRESSION OF THE BRITISH FRONT
Written for " The War Illustratel" by E. GOMEZ CARRILLO, the Famous
Author and Traveller
IT is at all times a wholesome tonic to hear what an unprejudiced- witness has to say about ourselves.
"To see ourselves as others see us" is an excellent antidote to self-satisfaction, and at no time
in our national history has it been more necessary for us as a people to hearken to the foreign critic.
Some of the opinions which the foreigner may entertain of us will probably,seem absurd to the British
reader—in the second paragraph of the following article there is an amusing instance of this—but let us remember that we are equally liable to harbour similar delusions concerning other peoples.
Senor Gomez Carrillo, who lives in Paris, is ore of the most eminent Spanish authors of to-day,
of a type that has no counterpart in literary England, being at once &brilliant novelist, essayist, travel
writer, and journalist. He has wandered widely and written quite a library of works about many
nations of the world. During the war his . articles about the French front have had myriads of readers
in the Press of Spain, Italy, and South America, and a collection of kis most notable war sketches.,
t' Among the Ruins," has just been issued in English.
Knowing that Senor Gomez Carrillo had recently been invited to visit the British front, I asked
him to contribute to THE WAR ILLUSTRATED an impression of what he saw, and have just
had the pleasure of receiving from him the following interesting and characteristic article.—EDIToR.
O be perfectly frank, until three months ago I did not returned from a victorious attack. Their faces showed how
have a very high opinion of the British Army. proud they felt at their success, and their eyes shone with
Like everyone else, I knew that the officer in the the light of duty nobly done. But, Dios mio ! What a
Army of his Britannic. Majesty was a perfect type of state they were in ; uniforms torn and covered with mud,
chivalry and courage, a kind of knight-errant or adventurer helmets battered and dented ; and how terribly weary
in the noblest sense of the word—a gentleman, in fine, who they looked I
And I expected to see the same thing again.
welcomed danger, strife, and sacrifice as an aristocratic
But what was my astonishment at seeing approach along
sport. But I considered the great mass of ordinary soldiers
little fitted, to play an important part in the tragedy now the road a column of warriors apparently coming off
parade ! The fighting helmets had been left behind in the
being enacted.
The blame for these opinions of mine must be attributed trenches, and the regulation cap was set jauntily on their
to those in Britain and out of Britain who have popu- fair heads. Their uniforms were clean. Their faccs
lariseil the idea of a Tommy endowed with more bravery looked as though they had shaved less than an hour ago.
" But," I asked my guide, " have they not been to some
than discipline, and fonder of his own comfort than of
prolonged military efforts. Who has not heard the story of reserve camp since the battle ?
" No," he replied, " these men are coming straight from
the famous khaki-clad troops who dropped their rifles
when the clock struck five, although the battle was at its the trenches they captured two days ago. There they have
height, because it was time to go and have tea ? Have cleaned, shaved, and tidied themselves as best they could."
That scene explained better than any careful study the
we not all heard it affirmed that any self-respecting British
real psychology of the British fighter
trooper requires at least two servants,
who, even M the most tragic moments
one for himself and the other for his
of the campaign, preserves his smarthorse ?
ness, sang-froid, and spirit of moral
I know now that these are fairy1 and material dandyism.
tales, but I did not know it until a
Shortly afterwards, when visitirg
short time ago, when I had the
a rest camp where two regiments
honour of paying a visit to the
were waiting their turn to go forward
British front' in the company of my
again into the fight, I was able to
.
friend, Lord D
probe more deeply into the character
A Hurricane of Heroism
of the Tommy. They were as calm
The Battle of the Somme, in
and indifferent as, though they had
which the warriors of Sir Douglas
been enjoying a country holiday in
Haig reached the German second
,
peace time.
line at a single bound, was just
Democratic
Camaraderie
commencing. Every day the TomAll those young athletes, frank
trues were gaining some ground in
of -eye and pleasant mannered; were
territory which the German strateengaged in their favourite amusegists considered absolutely impregments. I saw tennis-courts, readingnable. The whole world, somewhat
r
rooms, mess-rooms, chapels, barbers'
surprised, paid well-merited' tribute
shops, bars, and even a concert-room.
to that magnificent 'hurricane of '
And as the officers have their quarters
heroism which little by little was
on the spot, I at once noticed the
overthrowing the • great barriers
truly democratic camaraderie, such
erected on French territory by the
as exists in France, between plain
Kaiser's General Staff.
soldiers and the higher ranks of all
" This afternoon," said my comgrades.
panion, when we reached the neighbourhood of Albert, " you will see
" This discipline does not resemble
the German discipline," I said to
the regiments who have captured
Lord D
Pozieres after a wonderful fight."
.
My mind went back to some other
He merely smiled, and murmured
" Naturally--"
troops—French not British—which
suddenly came in sight one spring
And quite true. For a free race„;
morning, singing martial airs, as they
(Continued on page 76

M
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Watching at the Front and Working at the Base

Getting the better of a refractory mule on the British front. Six
men, ropes, and stout logs were necessary to repair one shoe.

A signpost of the advance On the west front. The way to Pozieres,
Bapaurne, and the Rhine. Pozieres is already in our possession.

The target of a big shell, a tree on the front has broken at right angles, but
forme the support of a little outpost hut.

The way in which millions of letters pass to and from the fighting—line is one of the marvels of military organisation. This is a corner
cf the trench G.P.O., and letters and parcels are being sorted. In circle: A bomber adjusting his stock of grenades.

< The War Illustrated, 9th September,

1916.
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Even in this sense there can be no doubt that -the'
British should be extremely proud of what they have done.
When the war broke out the British troops were not'
a worthy race, a race of men conscious of their rights as numerous. The book which tells the story of the campaigns
citizens, would never submit to the regimen of terror and in Belgium is entitled " The First mo,000." And this
humiliation unending which makes the Germanic hordes figure, in a tragedy like the present, is so insignificant that
into an iron machine. Read, for example, in the Paris it would not suffice now to hold a sector, But when one'
newspapers the following telegram referring to one of the remembers the enthusiasm with which men of all classes
recent battles, and then say whether it would be possible have voluntarily enlisted right from the beginning, until
for the Staff of General joffre or of Sir Douglas Haig to they have formed the present formidable nucleus of , three
act in this way
or four million Tominies, one cannot but admire the real
" In the recent fighting round Metzeral the Germans spirit of national and democratic discipline which animates
were compelled to make a bayonet attack ; behind them this wonderful people.
were crouched a line of men with orders to turn their
Britain's' Stupendous Achievement
machine-guns on any columns which did not advance
quickly."
That other countries, where conscription is the established
No, neither British nor French could be treated in this system, should possess large armies is not to be wondered
way. Therefore, if the perfect military type is the German, at. But that the necessary elements have been found from
the British are not and never will be a military nation, which to improvise what it has taken an empire like Austria
But, happily, the present war has shown that the superiority centuries to accomplish, is indeed extraordinary. And this
of Germany 'was only in her material preparedness, and is what Great Britain has done, creating a stupendous
never in her human elements.
Army while a war raged.
How often have we heard asked : " Is there really a
Naturally I saw something more than the mere size of
British Army ? "
the Army. During the few days I spent on the northern
front I was able to appreciate the fighting qualities and
"The First 100,000"
chivalrous spirit of the British soldier. How many millions
To this question there is no clearer reply than the results of soldiers are fighting there ? I cannot tell. How many
of the Battle of the Somme. Would it, in fact, be possible new heavy guns are smashing the German lines ? I do
to carry out so formidable an enterprise, fighting against not know. But this I do know : When we asked ourthe nation whose preparations for war were the cleverest, selves whether Kitchener's men could play an important
if no Army existed ?
part in this tragedy we showed supreme ignorance of the
But I quite understand that military experts, when virtues of the British race.
they ask this question, mean : Has Britain, in spite of
With officers such as I saw, going into battle unmoved
her individualistic traditions and her antipathy to con- and fearless as if it were a friendly match, with generals
scription—in fine, in spite of the spirit peculiaf to her— such as received me, showing a tranquil consciowess of the
has she already succeeded in creating the homogeneous duty they are doing, with soldiers like those who calmly
nucleus of officers and men which constitutes what is performed their toilet after the Battle of Pozieres, a country,
called an army ?
can sleep peacefully, sure, of victory.
A SPANIARD ON THE BRITISH FRONT
(Continued front page 74)

German naval battery in position near Westende, on the coast of Belgium. British monitors have played havoc with these gun—
'positions and upon the extreme right flank of the German army resting near the sea.
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Six Hundred Thousand More Against the Teutons

Rumanian cavalry on parade. The Rumanian cavalry are armed with the
Mannlicher carbine, the infantry with the Mannlicher magazine rifle •256, the
horse and field artillery with the Krupp quick—firing gun of 75 mm.

Rumanian infantry and (right) a type of Rumanian cavalryman. The Rumanian Field Army contains about 290,000 men, and forty
battalions and nine batteries of second—line troops. The force mobilised for the Great War may number 600,000 men.

Rumanian cavalry in action with a Maxim can and (right) Rumanian infantry entrenched with a Maxim. Universal service is
compulsory.
Rumania is the tenth civilised State to enter the alliance against the Kaiser and the imposition of Kultur on the world.
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Russians marching along the quay ,after landing at Salonika.
Inset Russian regimental colours in whitesilk with embroidered
motto, " God with Us."'

THE RALLY IN THE BALKANS.--bespite•her occupation in Galicia and Armenia, Russia
has sent troops to France and now to Salonika.. Left: General Sarrail,Commander—in—Chief • ,

British band playing the Russians ashore. The Russians had an
enthusiastic welcome from the British, French, Italians, and
Serbs already gathered at Salonika.

of the Allied Armies in the Balkans, inspecting the new arrivals. Right: General Sarrail
saluting the Russian troops. (Official photographs. Crown copyright reserved.)

Gates of Lombardy Locked and Barred to Austria

Back to billets after a spell in the trenches. Left: Making sure that the road is
clear. Bersagliere watching a point past which his transport must move.

econd—line men of the Italian Army outside their quarters, situated in thick
summer foliage on the hillside.

A new and deadly growth on the mountain side. Barbed—wire entangle—
ments that flourish alongside the Lombard vine.

Type of rocket used by the Italians to illuminate the
Austrian positions by night.
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TOLD BY THE RANK AND FILE

WITH THE BERKSHIRES IN
" THE BIG PUSH "

BY PRIVATE S. J. BOYLAND

HE village had been taken, the and all the time we Were getting more
Australians and the London regi- and more angry.
Over our heads we heard the whir
ments who had been lucky enough
to share in the capture of this important of aeroplane propellers. They must have
little village had been relieved, and at been flying pretty low, for the noise
nightfall We occupied the first German of the 'shells and the firing didn't drown
trenches outside the village to the east, that of their engines. Three minutes
They were right on the crest of the ridge afterwards we saw a brilliant display of
—the summit of a position which had fireworks among the German gunners,
cost us much fighting and the lives of and many of them turned their pieces
into the air; and tried to get the aviators
many gallant lads.
There was a picture before our eyes down.
That was our chance, and we took it.
that was quite unique. Right ahead of us
" Over you go, lads !
yelled half a
we could see the German guns in action,
firing for all they were worth, and we dozen officers in a second. One of them
counted the flashes as we lay snug behind dropped to the telephone and yelled an
cover. Half a mile away there were about order to the gunners behind us, and
forty batteries all pelting away as fast as they sent a veritable hail of shells over
they could be loaded, and from the size of our heads into the German ranks.
As it was, the gunners saw us coming,
their shells I should have considered
and limbered up at their top speed,
them to be light field-pieces.
leaving the ground open for us. They
Sniping Enemy Gunners
took up position quite a long way ahead
Every now and then a battery would this time, too far off for us to do any
shift its position, and we watched the more target practice ; and, to tell the
gunners limber up and dash off down truth, we were too busy digging ourselves
the hill, helter-skelter, driving like fiends in before they registered the target—that
and flogging their horses to their fastest was us in their position—to do much
pace. This was our opportunity for a shooting.
Towards dawn they ceased their fire
little " runnirig-man " target practice, and
you can bet we didn't let it pass. There altogether, except for a few guns which
was no hurry in the trenches, you simply fired star-shells, so that we should not
took aim at a certain point and waited advance under cover of the darkness.
till the first horse crossed your line of And when light broke not a single German
sight, then you squeezed your trigger, gun was to be seen, except the ruins of a
holding your breath and taking as few that the aeroplanes had crumpled
deliberate aim as if doing a musketry up. But, right ahead of us, about twelve
course, and sometimes you'd have the hundred yards away, a fresh German line
satisfaction of seeing a driver or a gunner of infantrymen had been rushed up, and
topple over from his seat on horse or they, too, had dug themselves in.
limber.
Shot -Down by Their Own Guns
We were looking into the darkness,
It was the old thing—bob, up, pot at
as I said, but that darkness was brilliantly illuminated by bursting -shells, the first head that showed itself, and get
star-shells, rockets, and Very lights. under cover quickly—the same - as we
We were in the centre of the light, and had before the advance commenced.
the night was about as hot as it could be. But, early in the afternoon, half a battalion
The weather had been beautiful, and the of the Huns in the trenches in front
sbells burst so close that the heat was signalled that they wished to surrender.
a thing you were simply bound to notice, They stepped out of their trench when
though - there was plenty of excitement we knocked off firing, and came: towards
us, with their hands in the air in the
to distract you.
But hot as it was, we soon got it approved fashion, in good order, but
hotter, for the Huns started firing their about two hundred yards away they got
liquid-fire shells among us. Then they " nerves " badly, and broke in a panic, some
mixed the, shells; sending shrapnel and running towards us, and others making
high explosive over together with the for their own lines. But before they
fire. One big shell - burst near me— could reach them their own guns opened
within five yards, and I was picked up fire on the flank, and raked them with
'and thrown into the air. I thought shrapnel, while our gunners, thinking that
that my number, had actually' gone up there was something like a counter-attack
that time, but I seemed to be a long in the wind, also chipped in, and a dozen
time coming dowa and when I landed machine-guns took a hand as well There
'it was on soft earth. I was shaken and were about twenty wounded men escaped
dazed, but found that the shell had out of all that crowd, and the main part
drOpPed me into another shell-hole, close of the killed died through their own
bullets.
alongside my original position.
At four o'clock our artillery started
"Over the Top"
their usual preparations They hurledI was out of the way for a little while. shells_ over our heads to form a barrage,
Then, during a lull in the firing, I crept and the strange thing is that we all went
to the edge of the crater, and towards to sleep, except for a few sentries, while
my old position. That lull must have that awful din was going on. We required
been made for me, for as soon as I got a nap, I can assure you, but we were
back into the old German trench they all awake again before it got dark, for
we knew that another attack was to
started strafing us again.
We were getting annoyed, and some come.
The enemy, knowing this also, sent
fellows asked our captain when we were
going over the top. " Wait a bit," he star-shells and Very lights up by the
Their wire isn't sliced up enough thousand, silhouetting us against the
said.
yet. You'll have your fill of fighting dark = background so that we formed
before morning." So we had to wait, perfect targets for = rifles and machine-

T

guns. Men dropped, but we pressed, on,
and soon came to their barbed-wire
entanglements. The bombers ahead of
us kept the Boches busy while we carved
lanes through the wire, and then we filed
through, raked by fire the whole time,
the bombers loading and lobbing their
grenades over as, fast as possible.
Between the lanes officers stood and
yelled : " To the right ! " " To the left I
And when the firing got so loud that they
couldn't be heard, they blew whistles to
guide the troops coming up behind to
the gaps. But we were well among the
Boches in no time, and if the fighting
had only been half as good as the prowise
of it was, we should have had a roily
fine time. I can tell you that we *ere
all itching to get a rub at close quarters,
for during the attack we had been Itept
more or less in reserve, and when those
blessed pap-fed Boches .started in , to
surrender as soon as they caught the
glint of a British bayonet at close quarters
it nearly made us weep with disappointment. But we were more unfortunate
in our section of captured trench than
they were a bit farther along the line. It
was strangely quiet where we were,
but they seemed to be having a regular
rough- and - tumbler You could hear
English language (some language, too !)
and guttural German curses.
" There's something doing over there,"
said my platoon leader. " Let's go and
investigate." We did.

Gluttons for Fighting
As soon as we started to move we
got right in the way of a shell, and for
the second time I gave death a wide
miss. " Third time will do it, Jim,"
I told myself, little thinking that I had
the gift of prophecy. We went into that
bit of trench and gave our lads a hand,
and not before they wanted it. If the
Germans to the left were worn and tired
these weren't, and they were gluttons
for fighting. It was all thrust and slash,
too ; no firing. It was too close quarters
for that. I got mixed up in a corner
Where two of my pals were dealing with
half a dozen Boches—two big ones and
the others mere boys. It seemed a pity
to do the youngsters in, but they were
fighting like fiends.
And then the third shell came—right
plump where we were scrapping. It
wasn't a lift this time ; it seemed to
sweep my legs right under me, and I
dropped, with my right leg clean broken,
right across a groaning German youngster.
They took us to the rear in stretchers
side by side—he a prisoner—and they
bandaged us both up.
We had taken much ground, and that,
considering the fierceness of_ the fighting,
was as good a bit of work as ever the old,
Berkshires did.
•DECLARATIONS OF WAR
1914

July 2 8 .—Aus tria against Serbia.
Aug. I.—Germany against Russia:
3 —Germany against Franee.
4 —Britain against Germany.°
7 —Montenegro against Austria.
,,
„ to —France against Austria.
12.—Britain against Austria.
,, 23.—Janan against Germany.
Nov. 5.—Britain against Turkey.
1915.
May 23.—Italy against Austria:
Aug. zo.—Italy against Turkey.
Oct. I5,—Britain against Bulgaria;
„ r6.—France against Bulgaria.
„ I9.—Italy against Bulgaria,
1916.
Aug. 27.—Rumania against Austria:
„ 28.—Italy against Germany.
,, 28,--Germany against Rumania.

Despatch-Ri

Playing 'Possum With

Despatch—riders in East Africa had some exciting adventures.
One man, riding very fast in semi—darkness, suddenly saw a
lion across his path. He managed to swerve a little, but grazed
the brute's hindquarters and struck his tail; then he ran smack
into a stone, was thrown from his machine, and sprained his ankle.

Lion

The lion turned to see what had run into him, and white he was
considering, the despatch—rider shinned up into a tree, where,
Waving had no time to unship his rifle, he was obliged to stay all
night in tropical rain. Next morning the lion had vanished, and
the man got through with his message.

The War Illustrated, 9th September, 1916.
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Action
than Ever ! New French Guns in Actiqn..

The whole nation in France has been at the forge turning shells,
casting great guns, moulding rails to transport them. A monster
weapon is on its way to "do its bit" for the salvation of France.

A modern howitzer entails an enormous steer emplacement, huge girders driven deep_ into the soil, gangways, and a wonderful
mass of accessory machinery. This new trench howitzer is in the act of firing, and three civilian engineers and a French officer
are watching the result. The inset shows a battery of lighter guns in action on the French front.
•
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The circle illustration shows King George describing to King Albert an amusing incident which his Majesty witnessed
in captured German trenches. Above: All's well with the advance. An historic and happy group of leaders. Reading
from left to right: General Joffre, President Poinoare, the King, Ganeral Foch, and General Haig.
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King George Follows the Course of the Great Summer Offensive of 1916
U f T MON DITOIT

U ET MON DROIT

course of trench drill seen
Australian soldiers going through a fro
the left, will

Pri

. ,

; Watching the progress of the battle. His Majesty, from captured German]
trenches, following the attack on Pozieres.
2

At the enemy's field quarters. King George about to inspect
a German dug—out captured in tho July advanxi.

Studying a military plan. An officer explaining "the situation" to the King.
The group includes Sir Henry Rawlinson and General Congreve, V.C.

The King made a tour of the grOund recently captured °Nan exposed to shell and rifle fire. This photograph
shows the Royal group (including the POPoe) Inspecting German trenches at Fricourt.

Honours for heroes. His Majesty decorating officers of the R.N.A.S.
somewhere in Flanders.
ELI lLHON
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Radiant with pride and pleasure, his Majesty walked among his soldier subjects in France and Flanders, acknowledging
their enthusiastic welcome with a charm of manner which won all hearts.

A delightful snapshot of King George caressing a
tiny mascot puppy "attached" to a field hospital.

1.

The King had a smile and a kindly word for
many of the peasants who gathered near him.

- The War Illustrated, 9th September, 1916.

Women on War Service at Home and Abroad

Member of the Women Signallers Territorial Corps, the object of which is
to link up every town by means of signallers, taking a long—distance message.

Leisure moments in the long day's work. British
nurses chatting on the steps of an officers' hospital.

Queen Elizabeth visits the Belgian trenches and is agreeably surprised by an
impromptu rendering of the " Brabanconne" on the fiddle.

The Queen of he Belgians has frequently visited the Flanders front, and this is the most recent photograph of her Majesty crossing
a river on a tour of inspection of Hun devastation. Inset: Lady Muriel Paget, who is now working for the Red Cross in Russia.

'0
Z;S
'9TET , 9 /a 9 PV I6

ti

"THE CAIVIRBELLS ARE COMING!"—The first rush of the Highland regiments for
Longueval was one of the finest exploits of the war. Their pipers led them right across the
German lines, one regiment advancing to the tune " The Campbells are Coming!" Then

the pipes screamed out the "Charge!" and with fixed bayonets and hand-grenades the Highlanders stormed the German trenches. When all was over, the pipers led the Highlanders
back from the trenches, playing an old Scottish love-melody.
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Canine Contingent in the French Trenches
.......

.

Dogs as messengers, scouts, sentinels, and
trench guards. Column of canine recruits
of the French lines going up to the front.

the beginning of the war nearly all
F ROM
the belligerents have made use of dogs
in various ways, but the extent to which they
work with the French armies is not generally
known.
- The animals have been found not only
effective for draught purposes, but are even
entrusted with such responsible work- as
sentinel duty and carrying messages and
tobacco to and from the front line: They
have even their own special trenches of
observation, one of which is seen On this page.
Frequently, in going into the danger zone,
the- dogs are provided with respirators; as
many of these highly-trained creatures were
lost through breathing poison gas. There is
a special training centre behind the French
lines where - these sagacious_ dogs or war
learn to do their bit towards eventual
victory. -

Collie dog, wearing a respirator as a precaution against poison-gas, on its
journey to and from the trenches with tobacco..

Dog with its Master on the French front
watching the effect of a revolver shot.

Dogs as trench guards ready to give the alarm at the sight of, any euspicieug
movement from the German trenches.

TRUE TALES OF THE WAR BY FAMOUS CORRESPONDENTS

HOW I GOT INTO RHEIMS DURING THE
By Julius M. Price
BOMBARDMENT
Artist-Correspondent of the "Hlustratsd Landon News"

MENDES PRICE has crowded adventure into his life since he became attached
M R.toJULIUS
the "Illustrated London News" as weir-artist and correspondent. For journalistic
1884-85,

purposes he enlisted as a trooper in Methuen's Horse in the Bechuanaland Campaign of
and served with the regiment till it was disbanded. Later he went with the Exploration Expedition to open up the Nordenskiold route to the interior of Siberia, and afterwards travelled alone across
Mongolia and the Gobi Desert to Peking. He was with the Greek Army in the Greco-Turkish .War of
1897, and with the Russian Army in Manchuria in 1904-5. There was thus little for tirn to learn
when he went to France for his paper in the present war, and his thrilling, yet amusing story, written
specially for THE WAR ILLUSTRATED, shows once again that in daring and resource, and in power
of graphic writing, he retains to the full his position in the first rank of war-correspondents.
URING the early weeks of the war the life of the genially offered to give me a run out there in his car any
correspondent in France was scarcely worth living, day if I could get permission to go with him.
The Commandant d'Arrnes, after some demur, consented
as for unexplained reasons the authorities were one
land all determined he should see as little as possible of to my having a laisser passer, which allowed me- to go to
what was going on, with the result that unless he was several places along the line—amongst others the destina.content to fool away time in Paris, waiting for permission tion of the transport convoy. I ventured to hint that
to go to the front, he might as well have returned to while he was about it Rheims might be included, since it
was only a few miles farther on—but to no effect. If I
tondon forthwith.
After a very short time this irksome and apparently could get permission from the " privante " (i.e., the
,needless restraint got on my nerves. At the Ministere des gendarmerie) to go there, well and good, but so far as
[Affaires Etrangeres, where a " Press Bureau " had been was concerned he could not give it to me. My transport
established, the officials were courtesy personified, but friend was as good as his word. On seeing my laisser
passer he agreed to take me with him the following day.
,r
putting you off.
Humour in a Motor-Waggon
So at last I determined to kick over the traces, and
The convoy left Eperna.y every morning at seven o'clock,
`decided—if I may be forgiVen the " bull "—to take French
leave as I couldn't get it, and was so far successful that I and I was advised not to bring any bulky luggage, as the
managed to leave Paris, get into the war zone, and remain car was only a small one. As I only had my rucksak
with me, this did not trouble me. When I
there four months.
turned up, my friend informed me that he
It was not, however, easy sailing by
regretted he would not be able to go with
any means—for with me the bump of
me, so he would put me on the leading
inquisitiveness is strongly developed,
waggon, which was driven by the sergeant
and as a result I was continually getting
in temporary command of the convoy.
into hot water somewhere. I forget for
It was a bit of a disappointment, after
the moment how many times exactly
looking forward to a jaunt in a luxurious
during those four months I was arrested
car, the more especially as I should be
'for being in places where I was not
with men I did not know at all; but there
'Welcome ; I believe it was six in all.
was no help for it, and no time to lose,
But anyhow, of one thing I am certain
as punctuality was strictly observed. So
as I recall them to mind now, that
up I climbed on to the box seat and off
every one of them was worth all the
we went.
risks entailed.
The convoy consisted of every descripThere is an element of adventure which
tion of motor-waggons and some Paris
imparts additional zest to the knowledge
motor-omnibuses—about a dozen in all—
that you have no right to be where
packed full up with army stores, forage,
,you are, wherever that may be. In my
Fpy
luau°u
.e
etc. There were three soldiers, including
!particular case, the fact of my intimately
Mr. Julius M. Price
the chauffeur, to each car, so it made a
knowing France and its customs, and
speakine, French as easily as English, gave me the opportunity pretty tight squeeze, as I soon realised. But my comof wandering far afield and enabled me also to make friends panions had a keen sense of humour and treated my
being with them as quite a good joke ; in fact, we were
everywhere.
speedily on the best of terms.
The Friendly French
It was a dull, grey, autumnal morning, with a sharpish
There is no more cheery companion in the world than wind
that cut through one like a knife, and was, moreover,
the average Frenchman, and if he takes to you, you have
In him a real friend. I was particularly fortunate in this very cramped and uncomfortable on the unsheltered seat
respect during my wanderings, and met a lot of good of the waggon. I was wearing breeches and gaiters and a
Norfolk jacket, with only a light_" Burberry" waterproof
fellows who went out of their way to be of service to me.
In this connection I recall what was perhaps one of the as overcoat, so before we had gone very far I was chilled
most thrilling adventures I had while at the French front. to the very bone. Almost needless to mention, my
Hitherto I have refrained from narrating it for fear of companions were wearing their heavy army greatcoats.
A few miles along the_ road we stopped for some reason
getting anyone into trouble, but as it occurred as far back
as September, 1914, I feel that there can be no harm in or another, and I profited by it to endeavour to make myself
a bit more comfortable. The sergeant stowed my rucksak
relating it now.
I was in Epernay shortly after the Battle of the Marne, under the seat, and kindly got a man to fetch a blanket
and was trying my utmost to gat a permit to go to Rheims, to go over my knees.
Suddenly it seemed to occur to him that my waterproof
which was then in the throes of the bombardment—but
without success. In the meantime, I had made friends was not very warm, and he insisted on my getting into a
with an officer of the train des equipages (motor-transport spare greatcoat that was in the waggon. It was very big
convoy), -that went every day with stores from Epernay for me, and came well down below my knees, and thus
to a distributing depot a few miles from Rheims. He
[Continued on page 92
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Ruins of Rheims: The Grave of German Kultur

When Germany laid in ruins this glorious mediaeval Cathedral City she buried under its stones the KAUr whlch has earned the obloquy
of the world. The stones will be cleared away, with the iconoclasts; the memory of the sacrilege will endure.

The War Illustrated, 9th September, 1916.
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imagine what would happen if they " spotted " me. A
military officer might perhaps look upon my escapade as a
joke, but a gendarme sergeant would have no such sense of
humour. I had already had experience of his views of
duty," and the mere thought of getting into his clutches
again made a cold shiver run down my back. The French
gendarme is conscientiousness personified, and he is hard
as several bricks.
Since no one seemed to take any particular notice of me,
I lit Q. cigarette -and assumed as nonchalant an air as
possible.
A little incident, however, occurred which even now
makes me shudder when I recall it—for I was within an
ace of being discovered.
Within an Ace of Discovery
A load of empty sacks had just been dumped on the
ground in front of me. Then a big empty camion "
drew up alongside. At this moment an excitable captain
of dragoons, who was evidently hustling around looking
for something to find fault with, noticed a soldier standing
idly by my waggon, with his hands in his pockets.
" What are you doing there ? " bawled the officer.
" Nothing for the moment, mon capitaine," was the
reply.
How nothing ? Then set to work and do something !
de D
Pick up horse dung—anything—but, N
don't stand there doing nothing ! " Then suddenly espying
the heap of empty sacks, to my consternation he called
out to me
" Where are these sacks to go—in this camion ? "
indicating the one that had just drawn up.
I could not risk a complicated reply, in case
my accent might betray me, so without the
slightest hesitation I saluted smartly and replied,
" Oui, -mon capitaine ! "
To my relief he took no more notice of me,
but in less time almost than it takes to relate,he had got the soldier hard at work piling the
sacks in the van. In a few minutes it was loaded
up. " En route ! " the officer called out to the
chauffeur, and off went the waggon with the
sacks. Where they got to, heaven only knows=
perhaps they are still travelling.
Meanwhile, the distribution of stores had been
proceeding rapidly, and the various regimental
waggons were starting on their return journeys
with their loads. The throng was thinning out.
The day's routine of our convoy was ended.
At last the sergeant turned up. " Well, they
haven't shot you ? " he exclaimed jocularly, as
Hospital train near the front. Light railway behind the line of the British
he accepted a cigarette I offered him. " How
advance in the west for transport of wounded. (Official photograph.)
have you got on ? No one took any notice of
" It won't get you into any trouble, taking me there ? " you ? I told you they wouldn't. I'm sorry I was away so
I asked, for I did not want to take advantage of his good Fong, but there was a lot to see to."
I told him the incident of the sacks, whereupon he gave
nature.
Not in the least," he replied. " I -want to get a few a long whistle, and then roared with laughter at the
`things one can't buy in Epernay, and it will be an excuse denouement. He evidently thought it a capital joke.
to try and get them in Rheims. And at the same time " And now for Rheims and our aperitif ! "
It was a run of about eight miles, and once past the
we can have an aperitif together, if there is a café left."
So it was arranged that I should remain in the waggon depot we seemed to leave the military zone for the time
being. It was a delightful country road, typically French,
while it was being unloaded.
for the first mile or so, had it not been for the distant
, I felt I should be showing nervousness if I made any and
objection, - besides which we were now quite close to our booming of big guns, one might almost have forgotten
destination, and I had no chance to alter my mind and the war. But a turn in the road brought it back in all its
reality.
get out of the uniform, even if I had wanted to.
One saw the Cathedral of Rheims standing out in sharp
The distributing depot was a sort of junction where
several big roads converged, and it would have been impos- silhouette against the sky. All around were significant
sible to picture a more animated scene of military activity. columns of smoke—the bombardment of the city was
OfficerS and men of apparently every branch of the French continuing with unabated fury.
The guard at the Porte de Paris took no notice whatever
Army were there ; military vehicles of every description
of us. No doubt hundreds of military transport waggons
were drawn up awaiting our arrival.
passed through the gates every day.
" I shall have to leave you for a little while," said the
The sergeant knew his way to the cafe where I had been
sergeant as he pulled up. "But you just stay where you told
could get lodgings, and drove through an unfrequented
are, and no one will take any notice of you." And without lane,I where
he pulled up and advised me to get into civilian
giving me time to reply, he jumped down and disappeared attire again. The sense of relief I experienced when I had
in the throng of soldiers. Meanwhile, his companion had got out of the regimentals can be better imagined than.
hurried off to the back of the waggon and started un- described. I felt I would not have gone through the
fastening the flaps. So I was left quite alone.
As may be imagined, I felt anything but comfortable. adventure again for a pension
Next article: "My Adventures on the gringos
I realised now the risk I was running, for round about I
could see several gendarmes, and it was not difficult to of the War." By James Dunn.

HOW I GOT INTO RHEIMS
hid my breeches. The greatcoat of the French soldier is
practically his entire uniform, as he always wears it—
summer and winter.
I could, only guess the transformation in my appearance
by the laughter it produced. "-He only wants a kepi to
look a typical reserviste," someone remarked. " Then lend
me one;" said I, " and I shall not look out of place on the
waggon." This was agreed to nem. con. In a few moments
a. cap was found that fitted me, and that fortunately, like
the greatcoat, had no regimental number on if. Quite a
bit of luck, in fact. I pulled the cap well down over my
eyes, turned up the collar of the coat, and felt that my
best friend would have failed to recognise me.
As I clambered back to my seat the thought flashed
through my mind what a mad thing I was doing, and that
there would be the very devil to pay if I were caught
masquerading like this ; but the thrill of the adventure
and the humour of the situation soon made me feel at
my ease again, and as- we paSsed several officers. I took
;the cue from my companions and, to their great amusement,
saluted as they did.
Where is it you want to get to ? " asked the sergeant
'suddenly, as though an idea had struck him,
f` Rheims," I replied, " if the gendarmes will let me."
y You need not trouble about that," he remarked. " I
drive you on there after I have got rid of my cargo.
don't suppose we shall be very long unloading, and then
am free for a few hours."

I
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Supreme Self-Sacrifice of Stretcher-Bearers

How dangerous the work of the stretcher-bearers is, this dramatic drawing suggests. The artist inscribed upon it "Homage
to the stretcher-bearers, heroes whom fame passes by!" Yet the world seldom hears of their individual deeds of heroism.

Imagination can conceive no situation more poignant than that of a wounded man who, carried to a Red Cross station, finds
himself, by the bursting of a shell upon it, the sole survivor of the party, the men who brought him in lying dead around him.

The Wur
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Hero Aviators and Some Victims of Hun Spite

Lieut. R. G. GOULD, awarded D.S.O.
or bringing down an enemy aeroplane
and putting another to flight, although
wounded by anti-aircralt gun fire.

Temp. Capt. W. A. G. BELLE W, R.F.C.,
awarded Military Cross for attacking,
first, eight enemy machines, then four,
and, later, three, destroying several.

Champion Pilot. Sec.-Lt. GUYNEMER
who has brought down no fewer than
fourteen German aeroplanes, for which
valour he has been variously decorated.

Lt. SAVAGE, R.F.C., killed in the threecornered fight with Immelmann. Hi
mother received a chivalrous letter o
sympathy from a German field, chaplain

Temp.-Sec.-Lieut. A. L. GORDONKIDD, R.F.C., awarded D.S.O. for
bombing an enemy ammunition
train from a height of 900 feet and
disorganising the track.

At a recent special parade of No. 1 Convalescent Camp, Sutton Park, Lieut.-Col.
Diver presented two D.C.M.'s and three Military Medals for conspicuous bravery
at the front. The recipients were: Left. to right: Lce.-Corpl. HAZELL (Military
Medal), Sergt. P. ALLBUT (D.C.M.), Lee.-Corpl. DENNIS HOLMES (Military
Medal), Pte. J. E. KELLY (Military Medal), and Corpl. NOLAN (D.C.M.).

Capt. R. BRICKWOOD, Rifle Brigade,
who was decorated by the King with
the D.S.O. for raiding German trenches.
Was given a commission in 1915 after
ten years in the Coldstream Guards.

Private WILLIAM LEVLIN, Royal
Fusi iers, shot by the Huns at 1 it-Lb-Jig
Camp. Devlin was one of the Irish
prisoners who refused Casement's offer.

Pte. DEAL, East Surreys, sentenced
to eighteen months' imprisonment
for having an altercation with a German
EGO. in charge at the prison camp.

Pte. KEMP, East Surreys, outrageous',
sentenced to one year's imprisonmen
In: refusing to dig trenches for be
German captors.

Cored SMITH, Norfolk Regt., had the
courage to " speak his mind " about
the Kaiier, and received a antence of
three years' imprisonment at Cologne.
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To the Front by Road, Rail and Aeroplane

Stalwart types of the New Army hauling Lewis machine—guns,
which are covered with accoutrements, to the front.

A veritable network of light railways has spread itself just behind the front line, and all are kept working at high pressure
bringing supplies to the troops. Inset: An aeroplane leaving the aviation park on a raid over the enemy's lines.
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YHE LATEST EXTENSION OP THE WORLD—WAR AREA.—This map shows the
position of Rumania, now linked up with Russia and on the right flank of the Austro—
German armies, with Bulgaria between hor and the AllIed Army gathered at Salonika,
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Ti,e War Illustrated
An extension of about 750 miles is now made to the Balkan front, and the difficulty of
safeguarding this constitutes a new menace to Austria, whose reserves of men are
already so depleted.

30th September, 1916.

No, III. Vol. F.

A PICTURE - RECORD of Events by Land, Sea and Air. Edited by J. A. HAMMERTON

HUNGER CONQUERS ARROGANCE.—A German officer taken prisoner near the Somme was courteously offered food by some
French soldiers but scornfully spurned the kindness, rather to the amusement of his captors. Before long, however, hunger got the
better of his arrogance, and he ungraciously accepted the food and water.

Page 146

The War Illustrated, 30th September, 1916
TRUE TALES OF THE WAR BY FAMOUS CORRESFOISIDENTS

AN UNAUTH RISED VISIT TO THE FR NT
By Our Own War Correspondent

O

NE evening in November, 1914, I found myself in
Calais, attempting to get through to the Belgian
lines at Fumes. The First Battle of Ypres was at
its height. Every German prisoner was telling how the
German armies would, within the next week or two, sweep
over the British defences, occupy Calais, and from there
invade England.
Calais itself showed every evidence of war. The wounded
were pouring in, by rail and road. Parties of refugees
continued to arrive, miserable, bedraggled crowds of
limping and sodden women and children—as pitiful objects
as I have ever seen. Many things were unobtainable.
For example, you could not buy a cigarette or a cigar in
the town, nor, - if I remember right, a match. It was
impossible to obtain a bed, for every hotel was crowded.
I counted myself lucky to be allowed to lie that night on
the long seat of a café. Unfortunately, the seat was very
narrow ; I am not particularly thin ; and two or three
times I barely saved myself front tumbling on to the floor.
The railway was still open to Dunkirk. In the train
early next morning I made friends with a railway guard
proceeding to the front. In the old days he had been the
chef-de-train of a famous international express ; now he
was helping to convey goods to the front lines. Long before
Don't
Dunkirk was reached we had sworn friendship.
you worry," he said to me, " I will get you through somehoW."
At Dunkirk there came a check. Guards were waiting
at the railway station, and I found myself taken off under
military escort to the French headquarters. Here a very
interesting half-hour followed. Staff officer handed me
over to Staff officer, each higher than the last. Finally I
found myself in the presence of a very jolly and energetic
French colonel. - He started with a great show of indignation. " What do you mean by coming here ? " he asked.
" Do you know that this place has been declared in a state
of siege ? No stranger is allowed in." I apologised and
pleaded ignorance. " Regard the notices ! ' thundered
the officer as he showed me the proclamation of a state
of siege on the walls. " You must go You must leave
here " " But, my colonel," I interposed, " you would
not send me off without giving me time to eat ? I started
from Calais very early. I am very hungry. May I not
stay here for a meal ? " " You can stay here for thirtysix hours," he responded, greatly to my surprise, " but not
a moment longer." And then he looked at me more kindly.
" But why do you come here ? This is not the place for
you. All you have here is some fighting at sea or a Zeppelin
dropping bombs on us. You want to go to Fumes.'
A Friendly Guard on the Fumes Train
I told him that Fumes was where I was trying to reach.
Would he give me a note to help me through ?
Jarnais !
jamais I jamais ! " he replied with the utmost emphasis.
But the end of tHe interview was that my military escort
was removed and I IA-as allowed to walk through the
streets alone.
As I went out of the headquarters I found my railway
guard waiting for me. You could buy Belgian cigars in
Dunkirk, although you could not in Calais. We discovered
a restaurant where we ate solidly and grossly, as hungry
men do, sausages and cabbage, a mysterious soup, and the
like, and then We smoked the cheap Belgian cigars one
after the other. "Never have I had such a meal since the
war broke out," said the guard. " Now, my friend, come
with me and we will go to Fumes."
We entered the railway station through a window.
Three times we nearly ran into a sentry, but at the end
we found ourselves in the van of a long goods train. " Regardez done," said the guard, " you speak no French. You
say nothing. Leave it to me." He shut the door and left
me alone.
Half an hour later the big train rumbled slowly out of
Dunkirk eastward to Fumes.

That night we dropped off the train two miles from our
destination, and made our way along the track. At
Fumes Station, of course, we would have been arrested
at once. It was raining -heavily and pitch dark. We
walked warily to evade wires and watched carefully for
sentries. At ore point we passed close to a French camp,
and the wood fires burning outside the tentes abris, despite
the rain, made a military picture worthy of Detaille.
It was not a pleasant walk. I was carrying a heavy
pack, and was very glad when at last we got into Fumes.
But here our troubles were by no means over. The quaint
old Belgian town was crowded with troops and with
wounded. Not a light was shown, for we were within
range of the German guns, and a very easy mark for, the
German aeroplanes. Stumbling through the muddy streets,
I went to house after house trying to find shelter. There was an English hospital. After trying many other
places, I asked the lady in charge there if I could rest in
.the outer corner of one of her tents. She was adamant.
A general warning had gone out against correspondents
during the past few days. They were to be arrested on.
sight. Lord Kitchener had sent a special delegate to the
Belgian headquarters begging that stern measures should
be taken against them. The lady naturally enough could
not risk offending the authorities by letting me come in
out of the rain. •
Hospitality at the Eleventh Hour
Then, while I was making up. my mind to spend the
night in the muddy streets in the rain, the gates of Paradise
opened. Some one told me of a Belgian house near by,
the home of a Belgian diplomat. I knocked at the door,
expecting nothing. Two dear old ladies opened it. They
welcomed me in. They fussed over- me. They made me
change my soaked clothes, finding some old garments of
their own men folk for me, and that night I lay in a comfortable bed after a warm meal. Even the roaring of the
guns outside and the sounds of the troops marching all
night long under my window- did not disturb me.
Next morning I was up early. Everything around
spoke of war. Soldiers were everywhere—horse, foot, and
artillery. The thunder of the guns was ever in the air.
Biplanes at intervals whirred overhead. Armoured motorcars, mounted with formidable machine-guns, rushed in
and out. There was a constant procession of well-found
motor-ambulances, among which the ambulances of the
British Red Cross were splendidly to the front. Regiments
were marching in, tired out, the men having done their
forty-eight hours' work—twenty-four hours in the trenches
and twenty-four hours in reserve ; and others were marching
out Jo take their, places. My admiration for the Belgian
troops, whom I had seen at work earlier in the fighting
around Termonde, grew as I came to know them more. It
would be easy enough to criticise their professional military
faults, but it would not be easy to do full justice to their
temper and courage. They had not the high spirits of the
French ; I might almost describe them as grief-stricken
men. War had meant for them the loss of all. Nearly
every soldier was consumed with anxiety concerning the
fate of his women folk and of those, near to him. They
had fought till they were sick of slaughter. Yet, how
they fought—doggedly, passionately, stubbornly !
I looked round. Fumes had received comparatively
little damage, but the neighbouring district was one great
ruin. There was no longer a Dixmude, except heaps of
stones. Roulers, yesterday a great centre of the linen
trade, was now chiefly marked by a high line of German
corpses which lay outside it. Blankenberghe had been
levelled flat for two miles along the front, in order to give
the German guns free play. Nieuport was broken and
seared, and pitted everywhere with shell fire. The people
had mostly fled. Trade, commerce, farming had been
wiped out. This was war !
[Continued on page 148
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Hauling, Digging and Mining Along the Somme
Ori;:cinT

ye;,,c441.:,4

Big gun coming into position by the aid of much manual labour
sorrIEM here along a French road.

Every possible ruse of war is resorted to in order to screen fighting men. Behind a broad smoke—stack some British soldiers are
digging in full range of the enemy guns. Inset: Mine explosion. The earth heaves, a mass of smoking debris, shattered boulders and
roots are flung into space, and a yawning mine—crater results.

The War Illustrated, 30th September, 1916.
AN UNAUTHORISED VISIT =p7g1146)
I dared not tax too much the hospitality of my Belgian
friends, and so I went to find some food for myself. In
shop after shop I could discover nothing but a few bottles
of olive oil and vinegar, and some tins of tomato paste.
Wine there was in abundance, and a fair supply of somewhat thin beer.
In one shop I lighted on some jars of beef extract. I
grabbed at them eagerly, and the lady of the shop laughed
at me. " Ah, monsieur ! They are only sample. jars.
There is nothing in them."
In another shop I was fortunate enough to find a couple
of tins of sardines. Further on I discovered a soldier
willing to sell part of his ration of that hard black sausage
which, rightly or wrongly, I have always associated with
horse-flesh. The sausage was at least solid and satisfying,
and so my food problem was solved.
That morning, walking between Fumes and Nieuport,
along the banks of the St. George's Canal, I dropped into
the midst of a pretty little fight. Some heavy German
guns had been worrying us during the night and all the
morning, • unpleasant monsters, each with its different
bark; and' each bark more ugly than the others.' However, the shells were not falling among us, and so there
was nothing to be worried about. Suddenly there came
a tremendous roar from seawards, followed by another,
and another. It seemed as though the heavens were being
torn with shells shrieking over our heads.
Between British and German Fire
Some British monitors out at sea had located a German
battery. We had noticed early in the morning a British
aeroplane overhead ; it " had evidently found the range.
The guns were at work !
The incident was typical of modern war. Here I was
standing between the German batteries inland and the
British monitors out at sea. They were fighting each•other,
and their shells were passing overhead. Yet I could see
neither the monitors nor the German batteries. I could
not even see the smoke of their burstind explosives. Nothing but the terrific noise overhead btold me what was
happening. After a little time the German fire died down,
and in twenty minutes the German batteries were wholly
silenced.
Coming back into Fumes later in the day I ran foul
of another German battery. A gun opened fire from a
wholly unexpected quarter, quite close. A shell came
tearing along, seemingly straight at me, tearing with a
rasping, irregular noise, showing that the riflinct of the gun
was worn out. It dropped in a field just by. °
Four others
followed it, not one of them exploding. It was very
fortunate for me that they did not, or this story would
probably not have been written.
I could not understand how the German guns should be
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close, and I gazed across the fields expecting to see an
advance of German infantry. The mystery was not
explained until a few days later. Some German soldiers had
concealed themselves in a farmyard amid some hay stacks.
They had remained hidden when the Belgian troops took up
their positions around Nieuport, and practically from the
inside of our line they at intervals bombarded us. It
was days before they were located. They were brave
men, but I am glad that their shells were bad.
One of the most thought-provoking sights in Fumes
at this time was the large parties of grave-diggers setting
out morning, noon, and night for the different points of
the line. One task that the soldier hates is grave-digging,
and fatigue-parties for it are -always made as small as
possible. One afternoon, however, I saw no less than
fifteen hundred men sent out at once in different companies
for Dixmude. " There are 37,eoo German dead lying
outside that town," one Belgian offiber told me. " They
are in rows, in stacks; in heaps. We must bury them or
there will be an epidemic."
SO

Like " Reds " of the Revolution Days
The next sight that stands out in my memory was the
arrival of the French cavalry, the Chasseurs d'Afrique.
We were very hardly 'pressed. The. Germans were flinging
great bodies of men against all our front lines, hoping to
break through the Belgian ranks. But the Belgians
stood firm, although companies were cut to the strength
of platoons, and every shelter was filled with wounded
men. Then the French came to our help—splendid
cavalry, every man looking like a D'Artagnan, and grim,
black-faced, eager young artillerymen. I saw a battery
one day sweeping around' to one of the hottest points in
the line. The gunners were singing the " Marseillaise "
they hurried forward. I realised then how the Reds o'
the Midi must have sung that song as they marched in the
days of the great Revolution towards Paris.
How vas I to get back home ? Again some friendly
railway men helped me out. One evening I made my
way quietly to - a railway clearing-house, where a great
Red Cross train lay waiting.
Hour after hour the motor-ambulances brought up
their pitiful loads of wounded from the fighting-line near
by. These were tragic and grief-stricken hours, even for
the spectator. In those sombre shadows one saw much
that was unspeakably pitiful, much that was indescribably
brave.
That night I travelled down with the wounded and
the dying to Calais again. Our train was one of many
going towards the coast filled with men who had given
themselves as sacrifices in the great fight that saved
Calais and the French coast for France, and saved England
from German invasion.
F. A. MCKENZIE

Building huts for the new—comers to France. Constructional work somewhere behind the fines in view of the coming winter
(Official photograph. Crown copyright reserved.)

campaign.
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An Irresistible Wave all Blue and Steel.

Sy word of mouth the signal for the advance is given. Along the trench line it passes, and quick as lightning steel helmets and blue
uniforms rise above the parapet and make deliberately for the enemy lines, a roiling cloud of discipline and strength.

It is still -customaryto imagine that soldiers rush headlong atthe enemy trenches, but their heavy equipment alone makes the " lightning charge" possible only in rare circumstances. A slow, ordered advance in the face of danger exacts the greater courage.

Sometimes the most elaborate artillery bombardment may leave a stretch of barbed—wire intact. Then the advancing infantry clip the
obstruction with special scissors, generally in the face of terrible enemy fire. The above photographs are from the area of Maurepas.

The War illustrated, 30th September, 1916.
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Sir Sam Hughes Inspects Maple Leaf Veterans
Canadian and British Official Photographs

,,,,,,,,, , ,„ ,,,,,,,,,

Some of the splendid Canadians under review by General Sir
Sam Hughes, who is seen taking the salute.

Lieut.—General Sir Herbert Plumer and officers standing on the lip of a mine—crater. The charge was exploded for instructiond
purposes. Inset: German prisoners carrying a wounded British soldier from the battlefield.
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Once More Into the Breech ! Official Photograph

The amount of accessory machinery essential in working a
great howitzer is not the least remarkable thing about these
monster weapons.
A powerful pulley contrivance is run up
- alongside the gun, and several men are engaged hoisting the

shell into the breech. The weapon is well-screened behind a
wood; the shell, being sent almost straight up into the air, and
falling perpendicularly, is calculated to shatter the strongest
fortifications and reach the deepest dug-outs.
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Premier and Prophet in the Arena of War
British and French Official Photagraphs

A visit to the , tap. The arrangements for a good water supply to the troops are perfectly wonderful. Right: Scene at an aerodrome.
Experts agree that, while Germany has produced a few airmen like I mmelmann, the British and French aviators are their superior.

Mr. Asquith paid many visits to the front. On this occasion he was much interested in some great howitzer shells. Right: Mr. H. G.
Wells at Soissons. The author of " The War of the Worlds" and other almost prophetic stories, which also revealed great scientific
knowledge, has been privileged to see a great deal of the warfare on the French and Italian fronts.

"Standing at the corner of the street." British* ntry at the junction of two trenches carried in the course of the great advance.
Right: The letter home. The great shell by the writer's side was a German " dud" that fortunately had failed to explode.
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Preparations for Winter War Amid the Vosges
French Official Photographs

Light railway for the transport of munitions and stores in the
Vosges sector.

coldest part of the long French line is the Vosges.
THEThese
heights form really the only natural barrier
between France and Germany, and here the Chasseurs
Alpins can look down towards the Rhine, which it is intended shall definitely mark the boundary between two
irreconcilable nationalities.
Though the Vosges sector is the strongest natural gate to
France, much deadly fighting has taken place here, and
active preparations have been going on for the coming
winter campaign. In the Vosges conditions of fighting are
not unlike those obtaining along the Trentino front. Mountain railways abound, and where topographical obstructions
make rail communication impossible, munitions and guns are
sent through space from point to point attached to a cable.

Through an avenue of pines the truck is drawn up to the crest of
the hill by a cable.

So thick is the growth of pine wood that in parts of the line the
daylight scarcely penetrates.

Pictorial effect along a rail track through a Vosges forest. Leaving
the dark forest, the eye perceives a vista of lambent beauty.

The 1Var Illustrated, 30th September, 1916.
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Gold Stripes from Guillemont & Guns for Ginchy
Official Photographs. Crown Copyright Reserved

Wounded coming In through barbed-wire after the taking of Guillemont. This village, which had for a long time been an obstacle to
our advance, was carried on September 3rd, after desperate fighting with troops that included the Prussian Guard.

Unloading timber to be used as props. Inconceivable quantities of timber are used for trench construction, and all over France
and England battalions of lumbermen are employed felling trees, principally firs, and despatching them to the front.

Some idea of the extent to which the ground is churned up by the operation of large bodies of troops may be gathered from this photograph showing men over their knees in mud hauling a heavily-laden cart which is submerged above its axles.
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BATTLE YICTL S 9€* G AT WAR
The Capture of Ginchy W
ON DON has been hearing its good news at the weekend latterly. We had the taking of Guillemont for
our Sunday dish upon the third day of September
and the fall of Ginchy for the tenth. This great and
wonderful battle marks almost the last stage of the fight
for the ridge.
As the " Times " correspondent wisely says, it is difficult
to overestimate the importance to the enemy of this deprivation of his last hold upon the high ground which runs
roughly from Thiepval to Ginchy village. From it he could
look down upon our, positions, shell us at his pleasure, and
possess those " eyes of war " which are sometimes the
deciding factor. These eyes he had as long as he held the
plateau above and to the east of Ginchy. Now he has lost
them and we, in our turn, have advanced upon a front of
6,000 yards to a depth varying from three hundred to three
thousand yards.
I
T

Well Done, Munsters, Connaughts, Dublins
It is a bald statement enough, and yet it embraces some
of the fiercest fighting upon the western front. Not since
the critical days of Verdun have such deeds been recorded
or such a display of stubborn bravery been witnessed. We
knew last week that the Irishmen had distinguished themselves beyond compare in the famous dash for Guillemont,
-and now we add the glorious work at Ginchy to their scroll.
Well done, Munsters ! " cried a general, as they came
lurching back from the hell of battle, begrimed, black, and
sweating. The words are echoed here with a gratitude
which is very real.
" Well done, Munsters, Connaughts, and Dublins ! "
There were Sein Feiners among you, but they went for
" Jerry " in a way he will never forget ; and upon their
right Scotsmen and Welsh, the Rifles, the Warwicks, the
Gloucesters, the Surreys, and the Cornishmen did work as
memorable. Well done, indeed ; so well done that,
" familiar in our mouths as household words " this day these
names shall be remembered.
The fall of Ginchy was the inevitable sequel to the
gallant storming of Guillemont on September 4th. How
we took that dust-heap was told last week, and having
taken it, got " Lousy Wood " to the south-east of it, and
pushed on in the Sunken Road, which runs down the Ancre
ravine from West Wood to Leuze. The new positions thus
gained were held only by the unshakable tenacity of our
infantry and the splendid work of our artillery. Unable in
many places to dig themselves in, the men were forced to
take shelter in any shell-hole they could find, and there to
do what they could with a trench tool to make themselves
secure.
King Sol Brightens the Blasted Field
The Hun in his turn, driven by panic, rested neither by
day nor night. Star-shells burst over the pock-marked
ground, tear-shells were fired to the number of ten thousand
upon one occasion, and the very air we breathed reeked with
the acrid fumes of the gas which should have destroyed us
but did not. Through it all we held on, and began to consolidate our new positions. Ginchy was our immediate
objective. Ginchy we meant to have, as we shall have
Combles and Thiepval, perhaps before these lines appear.
The weather has been better about No Man's Land
these latter days, and the sun has shone gloriously upon
that scene of desolation and death. This week I talked to a
famous novelist who had just returned from Fricourt.
His brief journey had greatly impressed him. " Who in
England," he asked me, " really has any notion of that
mighty business of war, which is really all the business that is
known rolled into one ? Enter into it and you seemed
plunged into a vortex of confusion such as the world has
never known. Every highway seethes with apparent
disorder. Waggons press-on waggons ; multitudes of men
move leisurely upon no apparent destination ; here, upon
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a wide plain, are thousands and thousands of tents—scattered
bodies of troops, yet all having their movements planned
as surely as the hours of the day they are living. Bakeries
are here, and clothiers' shops and garages and saddlers and
forges, all behind that distant line where the snowflakes of
the.shrapnel are floating upon the still air and the big shells
burst in a loom of smoke that shows the vivid flames of the
deadly high explosives. Through such a whirlpool of men
and things you go on toward that front where is playing the
greatest tragedy the world has ever seen ; forward to the
long slope at the top of which stand Guillemont and Ginchy,
the place of the skulls, of the dead, who have died for their
country."
Nothing Daunted These Men of Britain
NW lay all about Guillemont and Ginchy on the afternoon of Saturday, September 9th, and in his terror the
Roche rained tear-shells upon us, We gave him more than
we got, and all that afternbon there was a repetition of a
bombardment which many pens have tried vainly to describe. Not "whizz-bangs " this time, but monster shells,
grinding to very powder such ruins of houses as were left,
and lighting the whole horizon with flashes of fire which even
the sun could not obscure. Through this, in our trenches
from Leuze Wood across the north of Guillemont almost to
Devil's Wood, the Irishmen and their English comrades
were crouching with that fierce expectancy that C.O.'s
find it'so difficult to restrain. Young " subs " were there
looking at their wrist-watches, like coaches on the banks
of the Cam when the boats are about to start. Would the
moment never come ? Thunderously the firing goes on.
The great shells whir above their heads, the air is suffocating,
and the enemy replies with what effect he can, but our
mastery of the air has robbed him of his " eyes," and, looking
up, you see the circling British aeroplane but nothing of
the Fokker, which is away back over the German lines. So
Fritz shoots blindly, and his barrage does not daunt nor. his
curtain fire restrain when the critical hour is at hand.
Through Rubble and Flaming Barrage
It is five o'clock exactly, and the Irishmen are up and
over the parapet. On their western flank they have a good
eight hundred yards to travel, and the journey is accomplished inside eight minutes. Remember that the intervening ground was a slope, pock-marked like a solitaire
board and swept by machine-guns from three sectors
ahead. The men had their rifles slung, many of them
smoked cigarettes ; their pipes sounded shrill and stirring
as they ran. Terrific as our bombardment of the German
positions had been, it was impossible that it should ferret
out all the rat-holes, and particularly it could not search
the .depths of vast cellars below what had been an historic
farmhouse in the very heart of Ginchy. From this a hail
of bullets swept down upon the Irish, who had outdistanced
their English comrades on the right, where the going was
more difficult. It was hell across a dreary field, trees but
bare poles, and houses but a powder of dust.
We read that nothing could stop the Munsters, the Dublin,
and the Connaughts. Three amongst them had momentarily deserted from their rest trenches at the rear, left a
note to apologise for their absence, and declared that as
they had missed the fun at Guillemont, they had no intention of missing that at Ginchy. Such a spirit everywhere
animated the regiments. On they went over the rubble
which once had been a village. Many staggered and fell ;
some cunningly crawled upon their hands and knees ; the
dying implored those who lived to get on with it. Amongst
the hidden Germans, at last, the old hunt in the " Twopenny
Tubes " began. There Was that fearful redoubt in the
centre of the hamlet, strongly fortified and armed with
machine-guns upon three fronts. They circumvented it
cleverly, coming down from the north and south upon it
and heaving bombs for all they were worth. Closing at
[Continued on page 153
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Brush with the Bulgarians on the Greek Border

s a preliminary to the great allied offensive from Salonika,
several raids were directed against the Bulgarian positions on the
Lower Struma, which consist of a series of villages fortified
like blockhouses. Though the enemy counter-attacked, his
ranks were decimated by the accurate fire of the British machine-

guns, one of which is alleged to have accounted for three hundred
lives. Four villages were occupied and, after some stubborn
hand-to-hand fighting, the garrison of each, consisting of two
hundred men, was captured. The immediate purpose- being
effected, the British troops were withdrawn to their own lines.
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Murderous Bayonet Attack on Wounded Sergeant

A British sergeant-major wounded in a charge was laid in a shelf—
hole by his advancing comrades. Presently a German appeared
rnd lunged at him with a bayonet. The sergeant parried three
thrusts with his foot and then, struggling to his feet, caught hold
of the bayonet with his one uninjured hand. At last he succeeded

in grasping the rifle and, closing in, seized the German by the
throat. The men fell to the ground ;together, and for several
minutes they wrestled desperately. With a last effort the sergeant
got the better of the German soldier and throttled him. The
British soldier received ten flesh wounds in this encounter.

The War Illustrated,10th September, 1915.
THE CAPTURE OF GINCHY

(Continued from
page 155.)

last, Kilkenny became but a discredited memory. Here
was fighting after an Irishman's own heart. Butt and
bayonet—the bomb when it could be used—the fist if
nothing else served, it is not surprising to hear the boast
that the devil himself would not have stopped the Fusiliers.
Not only did Pat get the redoubt at the farm, but carried on
so far to the east beyond Ginchy that at one moment his
ardour really seemed to imperil the whole " diplomacy " of
--the event. The Munsters might have been on the high-road
to Berlin by the dash they made after Ginchy itself was
taken. There never was a greater devilry of daring shown
by any troops in the world.
The Cry of " liamerad liamerad: :"
All this was good enough, but we found a greater stubbornness on their right flank, and not a little difficulty. Sad to
tell, a couple of scientifically constructed " arc trenches "
upon the south-eastern slope of the village played the devil
with our men. Forced to take shelter in small holes, we
could make little progress against the hail of bullets which
here greeted us. These trenches had not fallen at the
moment of writing, and it looks as though we must lose a
number of men before this unexpected obstacle is swept
away. by our gunners..Happily, there was nothing but
success to report
b elsewhere.
A gap upon the" left flank, leaving the Irishmen " in the
air," was fortunately discovered by a young officer of saps,
who quickly collected rifles and spades and dug himself in
against the looked-for counter-attack. We used 9'2 in.
shells upon the chief redoubt and smashed it to powder.
The crevices and craters which shielded the Boches were
entered one by one ; parties roaming here and there, flinging
their bombs and flashing their bayonets. And through it
all there were Huns upon their knees crying " Kamerad I "
imploring mercy, clinging to the very necks of the men
whose bayonets had just threatened their hearts.
Such was the affair at Ginchy. The synchronised advance
from " Lousy Wood " was slower but not less successful.
Here a strange thing was witnessed. A number of Germans—
some say two hundred—had thrown down their arms and
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were about to surrender en bloc when their officer turned
a machine-gun upon them and shot down the lot. Such
treatment naturally did not hinder the splendid work done
by the English and Scottish troops I have named. With the
Irish they had taken three hundred prisoners in the twentyfour hours, and five officers among them. Of these, one
hundred and ninety-one came from Ginchy and Leuze Wood,
fifty from the neighbourhood of High Wood, and sixtytwo from the old ground to the north-east of the Windmill.
The regiments from which they were taken were the r9th
Bavarians, the 185th and 28th Reserve, the 5th Bavarians,
and the famous 2r rth Pomeranians, the latter from the
vicinity of High Wood. As these are some of the finest
fighting regiments still at the disposal of old Hindenburg,
the quality of our victory is very evident. Of individual achievements many stories are told, and
not a few to stir the blood. One sergeant entered a German
dug-out alone and found forty-six dead men and five living
within. He made easy prisoners of the latter. Another,
though wounded badly in the thigh, took on four German
officers, all armed, and made prisoners of the bunch. Disarming them, he made them find a litter and carry him
back to the field hospital, where he arrived in state, a
cigarette still between his lips. Another story of a young
officer having tea in a dug-out with a couple of comrades.
Shells crashed about him, and when some fellows in a
" better hole " asked him to have a drink, he prudently
declined.
The Gallant Gentlemen of Ginehy
Later on there came a summons from a superior officer,
and the man, perforce, must leave his shelter. His work
done, a telephone message came to him that his two
comrades were dead. A 5.9 in. shell had struck his dug-out
just a minute after he had left it.
Such stories will come to us by the hundred by-and-by.
At the moment we are content to know that Ginchy has
been taken by the bravery of some " very gallant gentlemen " • that a terrible battle has been fought and won,
and that the smashing of the German third line can now
be but a matter of days. We lift our hats to the men who
did it. We mourn our splendid dead who ever after shall
make the name of Ginchy famous.

MOSCOW'S WELCOME TO. THE BRITISH ARMY.
A contingent of troops representing the British Army was despatched to Russia, and when they marched through the streets ct
Moscow crowds turned out and gave them an ovation.
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Chivalry of France Spurring Ever Forward
French Official Pan,ortraohs

Rushing a battery of "75's" up to the front. The supremacy of
the French artillery was definitely established by the "75." Its
accuracy of fire and its mobility rendered it incomparable.

People who complain that modern war is iiot picturesque should be silenced by these photographs of French cavalry spurring along
- the Somme. All the glamour of old romance gathers round these helmeted, lance-armed knights of modern chivalry.

6U th Sept emb er ,
1916.
The W ar Illustrat ed,

Gorizia proved the power of Italian artillery. No other fortress involved in the war was
more favourably situated, but Italian guns reduced it. They swept away a large military
building, the debris of which is seen in this official illustration.

Many picturesque landmarks on the Italian-front have met with the same fate as the Cloth
Hall at Ypres. Mars rules with ruthless sceptre and respects nothing. Art, tradition,
sentiment, all are wiped out on the plea of military necessity.

IN THE TRACK OF ITALIAN PROGRESS.—A creditable bridge erected, no doubt, in
the course of a few hours, under enemy fire. One side of Monte Sabotino, which height
figured prominently in the taking of Gorizia, rises sheer from the bridge—head.

Like the German dug—outs on the Somme, the Austrian "funk—holes" on Monte San Michele
were reduced to debris. This fine impression. together with the other three photographs on
this page, was secured by the Italian Official Photographer on the Isonzo front.

Page

161

. The War Illustralcd, 30th September,

1916.

Italy's Via Victrix Through the Valley of Pines
Italian Official Photographs

Italian infantry advancing through the glorious Val d'Assa. The whole route is one vast pine forest, and here as on other fronts
many of these trees have been utilised in trench construction, etc.

Men who survived the Italian bombardment of Gorizia, but, cut off by our ally, were taken prisoners. Eight thousand of them
—strong, healthy Austrians, indicating that the Dual Monarchy still has abundance of good infantry if it is without capable leaders.
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With a British Bombing Party in the Balkans
British Official Photographs

Trench gunners awaiting the signal from the man with the
periscope to bombard the enemy position.

The overhand on the battlefield. British bombing officer " lobbing "
a Mills grenade somewhere in the Balkans.

Assembling bombs, a hazardous duty in connection wi,h perhaps
the most dangerous of infantry work.

In the so-termed'danger trench where the bombers a:•e assembling
fuses to bombs and rifle-_,ronades.

Page 163

The War Illustrated, 30th ,S'eplember, 1916.

Mustering to Advance in Macedonian Marshes
Frerc.4 Offig7a! Photographs

General Sarrail, Commander—in—Chief of the Allied Forces in Macedonia, with the Italian General Pettiti, Right: An object—lesson in
the continuity of history. French machine—gunners, Latin warriors of to—day, on a bridge built centuries ago by the Romans.

The drinking—water problem is difficult in Macedonia. These photographs show (left) the well and drinking-trough in a model
encampment in the French lines, with wash—house and bath—house beyond, and (right) model cars for the conveyance of pure water.

General view of a battery in the French lines on the Macedonian front. In the original disposition of the allied forces at Salonika the
French occupied the centre on the line of the Vardar, with the British on their right and the Serbians on their left.
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Interminable Pilgrimage to the Mecca of Mars
Official Photographs. Crown Copyright Reserved

Fatigue duty, though of the most monotonous character, apparently does not depress the British soldier. It is all in the day's work,
and he takes it light-heartedly, conveying stores from place to place with happy enthusiasm. !

After many months the allied Balkan armies are at the enemy again, and shells are bursting in these valleys of romance. Briton,
Frenchman, Italian, Russian, Rumanian, and Serb are gradually pushing their way towards the back doors of the Central Powers.

The only traffic on the French roads is war traffic, and the most impressive cortege is the monster gun, lumbering slowly along
behind its tractors, an ugly mass of clanking steel, relieved only by the cheery glances and nonchalant attitudes of the gun-crew.
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Ready, Aye Ready ! to the Last Hammock Cord

Hammocks and bedding laid out aboard ship for inspection.
Lashings are neatly coiled, and everything is spick and span
and correct, according to tradition.

The stokersare up aloft. Men of the "Black
Squad" cleaning the funnel of a warship.

Process of "lashing up" after the inspection of bedding. Every
detail of duty in the Grand Fleet is carried out with a discipline
which Is the keystone of efficiency.

Standing easy while provisions are being stored. The complement of a large
warship consume as much food as the population of a small town.
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RECORDS OF THE REGIMENTS IN THE WAR
XXI.—The Royal Dublin Fusiliers

HE River Clyde,
making her way
in the early
morning towards the
shores of the Gallipoli
Peninsula, was surely
one of the strangest
ships in which British
soldiers ever sailed, for
in her sides great holes had been cut
and in her bows was a battery of machineguns; protected, just as if they were on
the Western Front, by sandbags. The
River Clyde was carrying between her
decks about two thousand men, some
of whom belonged to the famous Dublin
Fusiliers. Just in front of her were some
more Dublins, crowded together in little
boats which were being rapidly towed by
steam pinnaces to the shore.

T

The Landing in Gallipoli
It was the day of the great and memorable landing in Gallipoli—April 25th,
1915. These men had been ordered to
seize the beach marked V on our maps,
a sandy strip some ten yards wide and
three hundred and fifty yards long, backed
along almost the whole of its extent by
a low sandy escarpment about four feet
high. The plan was for the men in the
little boats to land first, and then for
the River Clyde to be run ashore. The
holes in her sides were made to allow
the soldiers to pour quickly out on to
the lighters, which would be sw ung round
to make a gangway to the land.
At first everything went well. The
wily Turk, cunningly concealed in trenches
on the cliffs, made no move as the boats
moved over the water to the shore, bu t
as soon as ever the first one grated upon
the beach the place was alive with shot
and shell. The Dublins were shot down
in scores as they stood or lay in the boats
or dashed through the shallow water
to the land, and only a fortunate few
managed to get across the beach to the
low cliff under which they were in comparative safety.
Doughty.Wylie's Deed
After great difficulties and heavy losses
some of the men from the River Clyde
also got ashore and joined the surviving
Dublins on the beach. Most of their
officers had gone, but Lieut.-Col. DoughtyWylie, a Staff officer, was there, and he
took command. He arranged an attack
on the hill above the beach where the
Turks were, and led this until he was
killed. However, the object was attained
and the Turkish position was soon occupied by cur troops, Private Cullen, of the
Dublins, being the first man to enter it.
But for this success cur men, and
especially the Dublins, paid a terrible
price. Their colonel, R. A. Routh, three
majors, and six other officers were returned
as dead, while nine more were reported
wounded. A little later the names of
the men killed and wounded reached
England, and in one day's list alone there
were no less than one hundred and fiftyseven dead, one of the heaviest regimental
totals reported even in this awful war.
All the senior officers had been killed
or wounded, so Lieutenant H. D. O'Hara
took over the command, and when the

" For their heroism the Dublin Fusiliers
were put in the van of the procession, and
it is told how, as the soldiers who lined
the streets saw the five Officers and small
clump of men, the remains of what had
been a strong battalion, realising, for the
first time perhaps, what their relief had
cost, many sobbed like children."
—SIR A. CONAN DOYLE, " The Great
Boer War."

mention that on April 25th—the identical
day on which his comrades of the 1st
Battalion were landing in Gallipoli—
Sergeant W. Cooke, of the 2nd, "killed
about ten Germans and then went out
and took prisoner their leader, an officer."
Truly an Homeric deed, fit to rank with
those performed on Beach V.

Guillernont and Ginchy
But a brief outline of the war-story
of these two grand battalions leaves much
untold, including the deeds of those
Turks broke through he succeeded, with Dublin Fusiliers who were in. Lord Kitthe few 'men who were left; in driving chener's New Army. In the force sent
them back and restoring the line-. On out to land at Suvla Bav in August last
March 3rd, 190o, the znd Battalion of this was the 6th Dublin Fusiliers, and it was
regiment had entered Ladysmith only part of the division led by that dashing
five officers and a handful of men in
Irish soldier, Sir Bryan Mahon. On
number; but the 1st Battalion must have August loth the men landed, and, under
been quite as weak when, on April 26th, a storm of shrapnel, advanced in perfect
1915, the survivors of the landing stood- order towards the enemy. There came a
victorious on the hill above Beach V.
pause, a fatal hesitation on the part of
The ist Battalion of the Dublin Fusiliers the generals, a failure to provide the
went from Madras to Gallipoli, where it drinking water so necessary in that torrid
was part of the redoubtable 29th Division. climate, and the chance of victory was
After the severe ordeal of the landing lost. Who was to blame for this fiasco
the men were given a rest, but it was we know not. We do know that no share
only a short one, and they were soon of it belongs to the Dublin Fusiliers and
taking part in the attack on Krithia and their comrades of the loth (Irish) Division.
fighting the Turk at close quarters. From
From Silvia the loth Division was taken
time to time during the terrible months away in the autumn, and the men were
of heat and disease that followed the next heard of at Salonika. They were
landing, one heard a little of the Dublins sent forward into the wild, mountainous
and their deeds. On June 16th, for land of Greece in order to help, if possible,
instance, they won back some trenches the harassed Serbians, and there, near
taken by the Turks, and a fortnight later Lake Doiran, they were the first British
one of their corporals, F. McNamara, led troops to fight the Bulgars.
sixteen men in a wild 'charge against a
Next came the "Great Push" on the
horde of the enemy and rescued a machine- Somme, for the full story of which we shall
gun which we had lost.
have to wait awhile. Meantime it is
inspiring to know that there also the
On the Western Front
Dublins did their share, for Sir Douglas
On the Western Front all this time was Haig mentioned the gallantry of the Irish
the znd Battalion of this regiment, the regiments in taking Guillemont on Sepsuccessors of the heroes who did so much
tember 3rd, and again praised them for
to relieve Ladysmith. They joined Sir their share in seizing Ginchy.
John French's force during the retreat
First Honours in India
from Mons, and as part of the 4th Division
they fought in the Battle of the Marne.
The Royal Dublin Fusiliers won their
They were at the Aisne, too, when they first glories in India, where they were
crossed the river near Missy, and held raised, and their connection with that
grimly on to their gains in spite of a country is a long and honourable one.
tremendous concentration of guns.
The two battalions bore at first the names
The Dublins were in the First Battle of the Madras and the Bombay Fusiliers
of Ypres, their station being near Armen- respectively, and as such were part of
tieres, and there they beat back one by the standing army maintained by the East one the assaulting waves of German India Company. The Madras Fusiliers
infantry. In the Second Battle of Ypres helped Clive to seize Arcot in 1751, and
they were sent up from reserve to support both they and the Bombay Fusiliers
the Canadians, and there they came for fought at Plassey.
the first time under poison gas. One of
The same Madras Fusiliers fought
their officers has described his experiences against the Mahrattas and the Sikhs, and
at this time. The attack made by the then came the Indian Mutiny with its
Dublins near St. Julien was quite suc- linked story of horror and heroism.
cessful, a lot of ground being won back
Soon after the Mutiny the East India
from the enemy. Then came the gas- Company was dissolved, and the two
shells--dozen alter dozen of them, and battalions were taken into -the service
the fumes of these he describes as the of the Queen-Empress. Their part in
very devil." The shelling continued, the South African War can be forgotten
and a day or two later General Bulfin by none; how they fought at Colensa,
decided to shorten his line, and a retire- and then made their way inch by inch
ment was ordered, but it was only a across the hills to Ladysmith. The
slight one, and the Dublins drew back regiment which has done this, and which
but a few yards. Their position was has, moreover, won its way on to Beach V,
still in the neighbourhood of that place can , hardly hope to win any greater
of death known to our men as Shelltrap honour; but doubtless the Dublins will try_
Farm, and there they remained until the Good luck to them
end of the battle. It is well worthy of
A. W. Hottand
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Wounded Soldiers Entertain Their Hosts

Some convalescent soldiers entertained to tea on the beach turned
entertainers, singing songs popular at the f ront. Inset: A corporal
giving bugle-calls.

Visiting day is a busy one at every hospital, and especially at those where our wounded soldiers are being cared for. This photo-,
graph was taken at Bethnal Green Military Hospital while an open-air concert was in progress.
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Britain's Roll of Honoured Dead

Brig.-Gen. the EARL OF
LONGFORD. Life Guards.

Lieut.-Col. A. C. ANNESLEY
D.S.O., Royal Fusiliers.

Major W. J. DOBSON,
Canadian Infantry.

Captain J. FOLEY,
Northumberland Fusiliers.

Capt. E. V. BRISCOE,
Royal Warwicks.

Capt. P. W. T. MACGREGORWHITTON, Royal Seots Fus.

rig.-General Lord Longford. " wounded and missing " in Gallipoli since August, 1915.
now officially reported killed, succeeded to the title in 1887, in which year he received
his first commission in the 2nd Life Guards. He served in South Africa as captain of the
45th Imperial Yeomanry and as lieut.-colonel of the Irish-Horse.
Lieut.-Colonel Albemarle Cator Annesley, D.S.O., Royal Fusiliers, served in South Africa,
was three times mentioned in despatches, and awarded the Queen's Medal with six clasps.
He served in the Military Police in India, and received the thanks of the Indian Government
five years in succession. He commanded a battalion of the Royal Fusiliers at the front
since May, 1915, and in April, 1916, was awarded the D.S.O.
Major William La Touche Congreve, D.S.O., Rifle Brigade, eldest son of Lieut.-General
W. Congreve, V.C., C.B., was A.D.C. to Major-General Hamilton, commanding the 3rd
Division, and later served as General Staff officer and brigade major. He won the Military
Cross and was appointed Chevalier of the Legion of Honour. Only two months before his
death he married Pamela, daughter of Mr. Cyril Maude.
Captain Edward Villiers Briscoe, Royal Warwickshire Regiment, killed on patrol duty,
was present at the retreat from Mons, the Battles of the Marne, Aisne, and at Ypres.
Lieut. Raymond Asquith. Grenadier Guards, the Prime Minister's eldest son. was born
in 1878. and after a brilliant scholastic career at Winchester and Oxford, was called to the
Bar in 1901. He was married in 1907 to Katherine, younger daughter of Sir John and
Lady Horner, and leaves a son and two daughters.

Major A. YOUNG,
Canadian Infantry.

Capt. C. R. LIMBERY,
South Staffords.

Major W. La T. CONGREVE,
D.S.O., Rifle Brigade.

Capt. A. S. THOMSON,
Argyll and Sutherland H.

B

Lieut. H. J. QUANBURY, Lieut. RAYMOND ASQUITH,
Canadian M. R.
Grenadier Guards.

Sec.-Lieut. A. C. BOYD,
Royal Sussex Regt.

Lieut. N. S. STEWART,
Rifle Brigade.

Lieut. G. S. WALLEY,
K.R.R.C.

See.-Lieut. E. J. PUSCH,
Sec.-Lieut. L. L. MOODY,
Sec.-Lieut. W. 0. E. MORRIS,
Royal Warwicks.
Liverpool Regt.
Royal Sussex Regt.
(Portraits by Speaight, Elliott & Fry, Lafayette, Lambert Weston, Russell, Swaine.)

Capt. J. A. H. BROWN,
Gordon Highlanders.

Sec.-Lieut. T. J. A. O'BRIEN,
R.F.A.

Sec.-Lieut. A. H. PAGE,
Suffolk Regt.

