
BY

i, Il '1,?fli. - i~\

o.t: .

oem

One Shilling

(COPYR IGHT)

i NC~ lJ or·IC7'LI--------..-j-j.....~---~ .

• Jtggers

U The Landing at Gaba Tepe"

Price

Returned Soldiers

The wild flowers bloom around their graves j

The sad sea breeze that blows
Sin gs, " Never a coward came from the land

Where the wild clematis grows."





e 'e .is silence on the beadle 110 "' ,

e ha ttle-din has tled
From the g ullies, dins and ri llges.

here they charged lip, fo ught and bl ed.
There's a little cove thuts sacretl

~orth of Ga ba 'I'epe liill-
To the glory of the men who di ed,

d a name that never will !

now Ull the fields of Flanders,
i e tern i . e d ouce niore ,

A Polygon \r o od uud .Hrcodsciude,
t Pozieres, Armeu t.icres, Xl essiues ,

apa me and Bullecour t ,
My the frozen Sounn e u nd ..~i s ll e ,

n the snow-clad frout-Ii ne trenches-
_ e . Zealand is t here <lga in .

ere are ureut whit e vessels a il ing ,
n l they~ he ar t he joy and pain,

And he g lo ry of New .Zealuud ' s sons,
ha ha ve no t bl ed III varn ;

ho' cr ippled helple s, maimed for life,
10 m ore'than death t heir loss,

Th e i more t han li fe in the g lor y ,
.f the burden of t he ir cross .

, e.. e r than jewel-deck ed E mpe ror ,
.Gre ter than er mine d King,
la I ill their fad ed suits of blue,
The men t ha t the white sh ips bring.

at ho' t h eir cro wn a ba ndag e,
't e cher or cot t he ir t hro ne;

, li or a cr utch t he ir scephe-
he .: XZ ..~ \ n rune is their own !

..1. STRALIAN S.

(\YriHell after hea rin g' a woult hy merchan t
'peak disparagingly of ..:1.11st raliaus) .

H Ye are not cotton-spinners ..il l , but some love
EngtuHl and h er h on ou r ~· et. "

'Ye s tu nd ou the shore of Durban,
..Aurl watch the transports go,

fl u Bug-land from Aust r alia ,
lIulTyillg to and fro,

Bearing' the nicu of a nati on
,Vho a re h eroes t o the corc-

fI lo stnn d or fa ll by t he motherlan d,
And t hey 're se nding thousands more .

,Ye ' ve wutche d the sh ips returning ,
,Yi th t he cri pple and t h e m aim,

Yit h limbs t hat trail and fnlte1'
'I' heirs an immortal name.

T he deathless name of " Anzac,"
'l'hat thrill s from Pole to Pole,

'I'he r emnants of the heroes
On t he long and glorious H oll.

And no w iu their tens of hundred s
Come the m en to :fill their ranks,

An d what eau we do to show t hem
Our Iove; our pride, our thanks?

Ve cau' t do much (lawn it),
But giye theni a passing cheer-

W hi le the r eal elite beat a shock ed r etreat
,Yhy , they saw one drinkin g beer.

o Go d, cuuld we sh ow these mi ers
The path that th e Anzacs went!

Co uld they r est in th eir beds at nig-ht- time?
Or Iive in their damned content?

Could t hey tal k with a sneer of Australians
,Vhen one or two get drunk ?

I d rather a drunk Australian
'I'huu a wealt hy D urba n fun le !
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H e' a better man t ha n y ou are,
You clear teeto ta l sain t .

You do not driuk-s-yo u will not fight !
,rhat wonderfnl r e train t l

W e tun d 011 the ·hore of Uu r h u11,

F or we 're not all made like you,
And the o-lor io us name of "Anzac"

Thrill ~is thro and t h ro' .

But all we can do is to cheer them,
And t h r ow them an orange from th e shore;

We're no t millionaires , like some are ,
Or perhaps we would try to do more.

They're coming in tens of thousands ,
And h ere' s to their honour to-day

Here's to the Si ster' Dominion
Who is showin g us the way!

- By E. :M.C., a South African.

A OLDIER'S FARE'VELL.

Farewell, dear New Zealand, the land our birth:
Farewell to the loved ones, our homes and our

hearth'
No more tl~e weet wattle, all laden with gold,
For one glimpse 01 it s beauty we' d 10Ye t o behold.

Now sails the big: transport far oyer the sea,
Three cheers fo r New Zealand, the land 01 the free;
If ever w e re turn to your bright, sunny shore,
It will be when our fighting' is needed no more . .

Farewell cle a r New Zealand, it may be for a while ~

It may be 101' eve r, our dear sunny isle; .
~ 0 matter. our level land, wherever we be,
We'll figh t Io r you, honour and liberty.

Then che er fo r us, pray for us, help u to win,
For our home and our country, for kith and for kin ;
Good-bye, dear ~ ew Zealand, until we return
To th e la nd of th e k iwi , the kauri ;111d fern.

-1

JIM.

)(' Ye were mates, ~ere Jim and 1
Mates right from the star t ,

From when we went to camp to geth er ,
Until h e fell hot through the h~art.

'Ye joined the same battalion
vVe trained at 'I'reutham Ca'mp ;

And many the weary mile we murche.l
'Ill 'Hough iuud, and 1l0W, and damp.

vVe had finished up our training,
And were ordered to the front,

'I'o join the boys out here ill :F ran ce,
And help to bear the brunt.

\Ve were si t.t in u in our dun-out
A , . . b Cl'

yarning of olden times,
When the order came to " St and to,"

We were wanted dO\Y11 t he line .

At la t the scrap was over,
Just a scrimmage, that was all;

'Ve n ever even stopped one
'I1h 'ougIi we saw other round us fall.

We were sitting in a dug-out.
Just a hole dug' in the ground.

With a 1'001 made out of saudbuss
'1'0 keep the bullets oft, fiyillg' )round,

It was one ~orlling in December,
'Ve were fighting in the snow,

And it wa ll 't the kind of fio'htin o'
That you see in the pietu;'e sh~\y .

'Ye were si.ttiug' in a shell-hole
Ou t there ill "No Man's Land "

vVaitil1 o ' 101' t he sisrnal to 0'0 'Cl b Cl

..:1 t "em mall for man.

'Ye hopped in his front-lin e t renches
And were bombing side by side '

'Yhen a suip ers bullet coppe d hi~:
That' how my cobber died.



H e was j ust a ro ugh N ew Zeala nder,
One the "Erenehie s" ca ll "Trc ban. "

And I mi hi111 som eth in g aw ful , '
And I 'm lonely now he's gon

Although I'm badly wounded,
Perhaps I'll fight no more:

W e'ye d011 c our best together ,
Good- bye, J'immy, " A u R cvoir ."

A SOIJ)IErt 'S DREA~I OF JIO'JIE .

On a shattered field of battl e,
By a ' 8.11 p-fire gleaming brig.lrt ,

There a . oldicr -boy lies dreamin g
Of hi ho me swe et home t o-night.

H e can ee t he blue ridged m ountain
Of r ew Zcnlands sunny sho re;

He can ee t he 'wild clemntis
Bloomin g h~- the old home door.

H e can h eal' t he hush-bird iu giu g,
Oh, h ow happy there he seem s,

'I'ho ' on a field of battle,
At h om e in a land of dream .

All the worhl ' i 11 bloom before him,
ITat a vision of cruel war;

All are cencs of peace and gladne s
A t hey w ere to him before.

As h e dreams of his dear mother,
'I'ho' 0 fo r across the main , '

In his drea m Ill' softly mUrm1.11'S,
I am with y ou on ce again.

That wee t dreaiu of home i oye r ,
He ha bid them all gootl-by e ;

A~ again he slowly wakens,
From h i 11 enrt ther e come a sigh.

For th e cenes h e loved have l eft him
'I'hey ar e fading 0 ' er the fo am;

Jut a dream of tender memories ,
'l':b.at' ~ a soldier/s dream of ho m e.
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LEAYE!

A wandering t h ough t, <I l ender heart .
Is that which giYes t he paiu ,

As duty call a life abroad
'la baffle wind and rai n ,

Yes, here in Franc;e we 'l1 ha ye to st av
W

c »
e mean to stay, tha t ' s more ;

Unless the Huns will m eet our views
And all Our rights r estore. '

For months we 've boiled and still g o 0

And wonder all the whole
When can we tread the muZldv road

'I'hat carries, "Yes, " a smile. '

At last .the message com es along,
Imagine our delight,

To think at last, we 're hom eward bou n
A refuge in our plight,

We pack our relief! safe and sound,
And swing along with glee,

To catch the first train of the nigh
That takes us to the sea,

"Ve 're off, it matters no t h ow long
Before the journey back;

We nestle in t he carriage,
Of the big smoke On the track,

It crawls through space toward s the ' e ~
It fails to know our 118ed

To get awav from Flanders
For a ,,"e~k at lip 'h tnin g speed.

The engines speak, we glide al cuc
With God' ~ good luck and spe~d ;

We place a h fe-belt r ound our wai st .
In ca e of any n eed,

Then shortly after the' haze appear
What can it really be? ,..

A steep incline of ~whi ten ess
With it fa ce toward s t he sea.
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Eiuht duys of peace and gladness,
Eight days of joy and bliss;
ow weet to ee one's parents,
And to feel their "good-night kiss."

o shell are bursting round us;
Our ears heal' not the guns;
nd thank to Eng-b.ntrs nay}',
'Ve need not fear the Hun .

jIUTHElt,\VE jlEE11 AGAIN.

Wlry are you sad, deal' mother?
All, why should you worried be?

'I'he same blessed Providence, mother,
.Is ever w ..itchin g over me.

Think of these words, dear mother;
Hope is my guiding star;

Claim it as yours, deal' mother,
Whilst I am from you far.

.M y thoughts ..11'e ever turning,
To you they seem to roam;

.:\.nd mv heart is ever yearn injr
For the quiet scenes of home~

"I'ho' on lL field of battle,
Do you think I once forget

'T h e sunbird and the wattle,
jlemories that cheer me yet?

iI fancy thou art near me; ,
And I often breathe a sigh;

,Vhen a comrade scarce can hear me,
And the winds alone reply.

10ft do my home-thoughts wander
Over the restless main; c

.And in your ear I whi per, , _ , J L , vl.L
}father, meet me Ug'< in.~ yv---'v
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THE LAl DING.

""'-/ You may talk of Balaclava, /
1..... And of 'I'rafalgur Day; /

But what about our galbnt boys
'rhat lauded at Suvla Buy :'

'Ihere were 'I'urks along the hillsides,
Our boats they were t rviut; to sm ush :

Till our Xlonitors came i;l to C action,
'1'0 make the. final dash.

're been as ked to clescribe a battle,
Which our meuiorv always will keep;

To DUI' Boys it was a great victorv-s
'I'he landing at Ga ba 'I'epe.

On the 25th morrnug of April,
undny, 1 know, was the day;

So now to de cribe to you plainly,
"I'wa our Grand Fleet led the way.

The order is given, "All Heady ~"

In lifeboats we all disembark,
To take nart ill this awful battle

And play such a wonderful part,

It was oul v a pa rt inl Division;
Some ha~l seen service before

In brin o·illo- to a final decision
An affray on a Turkish shore.

Of ew ' Zealuudeis tllPl'e w ere not many,
Still other Brirrudes were a t hand;

But the gallant old 'l'h irr] boy. wr-re chosen
'11

0 make the dread trial to land.

1'hey only numbered Four 'I'housaud ,
The cream of ~ew Zealnud ': flock;

AmI gallantly they marched into action,
A chip off the old British block.
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~ -ex t lallle the Iirs t aud 'econd.
The F ourth nnd one 11ea\7 gun;

,ylten h ard pros ed , the Australian
Cam e up to fin i sh the fun.

,Yith a si t uuce f rom more of our N avy,
And boat load of 'I' rocp . Khaki Clacl :

,Ye all stnr t er] oft gay and hearty,
Xat one lad fainthearted, but glad..

Then , to the siu u11 bouts tlia t were Imuliug,
Came t he Iur ious bur-stin g of shell s ;

There were hundreds of wound ed and dying
Aud mau ' C l' d rowni ng as well.

But all, On they came throul-.!;11 the wu.ters ,
.Eag er and mall for a fig.h t ;

Each lad knew it would be slruurhter,
But a contest. for a cause and a right.

..At la t we effec ted a landing,
But thou auds lay wounded and deud ;

All that remained were a handful,
To the German and Turk, up ahead.

But our lads t ook all before them,
With rifle and bayonet in hand;

'I'h ev drove even' 'l 'ur k ill di order
l<n' ba ck in l~is Own native bnd.

Position awl trenches seemed hopeless,
For in·h ::t Her inch they wero mined:

'till gallan t _le ,,' heabn~ler and ElIg'Ji h
L eft none of their courage behind.

OYer . mined tren ches and dug-outs,
Onward we (lashed without fear;

Fore-in g t lio.... e Turk to surrender.
And shoutin g with ch eer alter cheer .

But after hellinu and firing' a villa o-e,
Came an order: " R et ir e in to Lil~e "

And the ight our eyes saw at the Hni h
Until death. will never leave mine.
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'l'RE BOY ,VHO ,'~E~T A ,YAY.

There ' a mother som ewhere thinking,
Thinking of her son to-day;

Whil: t for us he' bravely fighting'
In the thicke t of the fray.

Row her heart fill s up witll arrow
A the postman leayes the gate,

Knowin g not what; ' s in the letter
Be it glad n ews or be it fate.

On h er care"'01'11 1)1'0,,' the re S SOlTO\Y ,

It has claim ed its resting-place;
,Vhere red roses 011 ce wer e bloomin c

Un her kind a lid Q:elltlc race. '
As he kneels alone ~Jl silence.

Ju t to lisp a fervent praycr,
That Gael Oll hirrh may hiekl her son

On a battlefield somewhere .

OH in fancy there she .ees him,
'I'hrough each sad and Iouelv day,

As he was when ju t a baby,
Nestling by her sid e to play;

But it ' just thc cause OI fn ncv,
For we know that he' not there:

When the brave are fier cely fightin g',
Re ha gone to do his share.

With th e h eart's love of tllPir count ry ,
Victory glowing all each fnce ;

Like this boy who left his mother,
Other mothers ' sons you'll trace.

From death's ranks muffled war drum s
He'll come marching home som e cl ay.

When you're not the ~li ghte t thinkinrr' 
Of the boy who went away.
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~ DO,VN I 1J OUR THE THA~I CAl\iP.

play be un g to the all' of "Tennessee." )

I'm so lonely , oh, so lonely,
In our Tren tham Camp;

Not worth. a pe nny stamp,
I'm worse off than a tramp;

Father, )lother , Si ster, Brother,
All are waiting me;

I 'm ge tting t hin ner , mi ss my dinner,
And my Sunday's tea.

(Ch orus)
Down in OUI' 'I' r eutham Camp,
'I'hats where we get the cramp,
'I'hrough sle eping in the damp,
,Ve're not allow ed a Iamn :
~ll we can h ear ther e each' da y
I left! right. all th e way ;
' ergeant call ing, Lance -Iacks bawling,

Get ou t on parade;
,Ve go to bed at night,
You ought to ee the sight ,
'I'he ear wig on the floors
All nigh t are fo rming four ;
If we re in bed in the moruiug,
You will h ear the ~ 'ergeant ba~Ylino':
" . how a leg there ~ Show a leg there! "
,Vay down in 'I'renthnm Camp.

GO~E-Bu rl' NO'!' FOR GO'l"l'hN.

Your ~Te ,,' Zealuud SOlI S .ue sleeuiusr fur oyer in
Cl lonely land; - :-. ,

They rli 1 their lu-st . ahmg wi th t he rest. and
that's how they died and fell. .

They hewed the world 1J ew Zealand ' lads knew
well the way to die;

And they slee p there, and they le ep there, quiet
where they lie.
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Sh1':1pnel Gully is on their left , q uiuu ' s Po t is
on their right,

Anzac Beach is at their feet , where the waves
sing' day and night;

Around them sea and barren land, over them .
sky,

For we left them, for we left them , slee ping where
they lie.

The wild flowers bloom aro und their graves;
The sad sea breeze that blows

Sings, " Never a coward came from th e land
Where the wild c1emati s grows."

THE PAHTIl l"G.

Deal' little love, don 't fret,
"I'is best that I should go;

At the Empire's call,
To stand or fall,

Against this treacherous foe;
You know I shan't forget,
'0, dear little love, don 't fret.

Dear little eyes, don 't ,Yeep,
It fills my soul with pain

To see you cry,
For look, the sky

Has a rainbow in the ram,
And death is only leep,
So, dear little eyes, don't weep.

Dear little heart, don't break,
For should the fates decree

That I no more
See -e-ew Zealand 's shore,

'I'hen truly say to me,
I died for England's sak e:
So, dear little heart, dOll't break,
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'hou1d you be Iuzy, dull and slow, au d dopey as
a mule,

You'd be like X, whose troopmu te swore he was
a perfec t fool;

But 'Iluence aid ~ -onnuissions, a traditional army
rule,

~- .oou wu s swun k inj; w i th a "tal": lung at him
- T rellt ham ~ 'choo1.

Promotion in the ~ "' .Z.E.F,-that makes the
troopers smile,

Here's further iuIoruin hall how X 1'0 '0 in rapid
style;

l'his "ollc-star" Ierul er of - -- - troop lacked
tru tegy and wile,

And in civi liuu life at business failed to make
his pile,

At blaukey blank for Iendiug men he won his
"second star."

X wu ll't all thi "stunt" at 1.111, but further back
by far,

)lugging' some red-lipped "Hebe," behind a Cairo
bar!

haws dizzy heights are oft attained in ome hired
motor car.

'\'"hi1e squadron Iearler X got slowed, his troops
led •'bush" one night,

He wandered round in circles (this just whisper
-X was rl'ight)-

But as no casu'lties occurred, H.Q, said such
foresight

Deserved recogui tion-I-guve X captain's rank and
Tight.

" quare Din k !' promotions come so fast, among
ourselves we laugh,

For further laurels X has won, the ubject of
much chaff:

iaiued on some "])emollsb'ation Stunt," where
brain X left quite half,

1~0 rell tabs now and crown X 'Year, he's Majah
on the Staff ~
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A "poisoner': WOn the .Jl.Jl.. t~'~le ~ ,
Just pull the other leg, "]Jig, ' do,
"Too right,: ' cocic "Ul'casyJa<..:k" Iouks proud
And sports a decoration loud,
He won his liouor dinkum fair,
His off'sidcrs .uid truopruu tcs swear.
Don't "wake him up ' w i th s tn terueut s rash,
You kuow w licn ro used h e's fond of "]a sh ."

--- 'I'roup missed this Ius 1. "stUll t , .. you know ,
Detailed all prisuuer escort go;
The luck v '\;O\\'S " stoush seldom get,
They c.unpecl near HC\\'c!lOJl t.h ro ujrh the wet.
Last April tenth, when "Jucko " shelled,
Remember ;-\\'e "the Pimple" held;
H.Q. since "i sued" out a few
"Tl'OOI) Decorations" like they do,

One well t uf eo ursc, for work that day
To Greas;" s troop, who missed the frav :
As none had deeds of vulor done,
Moot question who the bauble won.
Their Setgeunt said, decide they must,
Knew their decision he could trust;
For Sero'eunts their three chevrons keep
By details oft not probing' deep.

Well, "Dig/' of course, they got tJ~e :'lli~;,"
Spun who should weal' the ribbon qures.
Old Greasy threw eighteen (the main),
He "headed" all his mutes, that' plain,

o now he elevates his chest,
And wears u ribban On his breast;
For that's how "GreasY" won the fame

f J1.J1. tacked on to' hi name!
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