Part Memoirs of Capt A. L. Logan of Wellington New Zealand

1914
A few days after Xmas I was temporarily transferred to the Australian 1st Light Horse Field Ambulance for duty. ----- The Aussies, by the way, had brought no dentists with them, and their dental condition was a sorry state by this time. --- Consequently some of the N.Z. dentists were lent out to them until such time as they could gather together a service of their own. --- I was dispatched forthwith to their Maadi Camp which was on the opposite side of Cairo and many miles from Zeitoun.

Now, I had been feeling pretty sick for several days, and, in fact, was in bed in my tent when I got my orders to proceed to Maadi. ----- We had been playing a lot of football and I think the desert dust got into my throat and lungs and was complicating a cold I had managed to catch.

I was therefore not too happy when I reached the Aussie camp and commenced work on an Artillery Unit stationed there. --- Things were not improved by the clouds of dust which swept into the tent I was working in every time the horse-drawn Artillery pieces passed to and fro. --- I stuck it out until New Years Day and took count. –Verdict –Pneumonia. Things became a bit hazy after that. I was packed off to an English Military Hospital at the Citadel in a horse-drawn waggon and the journey seemed unending. I remember thinking in a hazy sort of way that the Aussie driver and his cobber must have stopped at every pub from there to Cairo before dumping me at the Citadel Hospital.
1915

Life was fairly easy for the dentists at Zeitoun when I returned. (I had occasion to visit that hospital at the Citadel a few months later where I spent half a day extracting teeth for Turkish prisoners). The troops were kept busy training in the desert and had little time for dental treatment. It was a great sight to watch the mounted regiments manoeuvring across the desert. By this time the men were fighting fit and the horses jumping out of their skins – I cannot imagine a more magnificent spectacle than a regiment of Australian Light Horse, with lean, brown-faced men, sleeves rolled to the elbows and wearing hats turned up on one side with feather flying, riding along on their prancing, firry horses. Ask the Gippos – they used to put the fear of God into them. The New Zealanders too looked grand but their appearance suffered a little in that they did not have such a picturesque turnout as their Aussie cobber’s had been supplied with.
I had as a mate at that time a big raw-boned country bred chap, Lieut. Charlie Watt, a troop-leader in the W.M.R. Charlie and I, along with my old cobber Arthur Batchelor, used to hit the high spots in Cairo about then and many nights out we had together in the gay old city – at any rate until the cash ran out.

On March 5th I received orders to report for duty to the No1 Australian General Hospital, and the time had now come when I had finally to server my connection with the Wellington Mounted Rifles and all my good friends therein. In fact, for many months to come I saw little of the N.Z. Division and became, to all intents and purposes, a ‘Fair-Dinkum Aussie’ and was attached to them for duty, discipline and accommodation. I felt very sad at leaving the old Regiment. When they left for Anzac Cove a few weeks later, I accompanied them half way into Cairo in their troop train, and that was the last I ever saw of them. I came across Col. Meldrum many months later in Zeitoun and he told me he had only twenty-one sound men left of the seven hundred odd he had taken to Gallipoli.
LIFE WITH THE AUSSIES.

The No1 Australian General Hospital was quartered in a huge building situated in Heliopolis, a model newly-built town which was practically a suburb of Cairo. The building we occupied had in happier pre-war times been known as the Heliopolis Palace Hotel, -- a luxurious hotel built to attract tourists, it contained hundreds of beautifully furnished bedrooms and suites. To give you an idea of the size f the place, the bedroom I occupied was numbered 732 and there was another story above the one I was on, with fully furnished suites and rooms. This palace had been running at a loss. A Casino was attached to the hotel and the original intention was to make it the ‘Monte Carlo’ of Egypt. The British authorities, however, would not grant the necessary gambling permit and the place became a ‘flop’ as far as a money-making was concerned. The hotel was situated in beautiful surroundings and had acres of flat roof where I spent many pleasant hours in the warm tropical evenings.
As I had mentioned before, the Australians had made no provision originally for a Dental Service. However, when they realised the urgent necessity, they quickly sprang into action. They did everything in a much more lavish scale than I had been accustomed to with our crowd, and I had only to express a wish for an instrument or a piece of equipment and it was immediately ordered from the Dental Depot in Cairo. For example, when the Senior Officers of the hospital got to know that I was unable to do gold inlays or porcelain crowns, etc., for lack of the necessary equipment and materials required, I was told to procure casting-machines, gold and everything needed for that work. What they did not seem to realise was that until I received reinforcements in dental Officers to help me, it was taking me full time trying to bring their troops up to date dentally, to do all the extractions, dentures, amalgam fillings required.
I was given a very elaborate suite of rooms for surgery, waiting room and workroom, the latter being the original bathroom. These rooms overlooked the hotel gardens and our outlook was indeed a pleasant one. I was very fortunate in having a very fine boy seconded to me as a dental mechanic. Lance-Corp. Lumb had been a Dental student at the Melbourne University. He had joined up as a private in the Aussie Army and must have been one of the first members of the embryonic Australian Dental Corps. A typical Aussie with quite a drawly voice and a keen sense of dry humor, Sidney Lumb proved to be the most loyal and faithful friend and helper any man could wish to have associated with him. Only a lad at the time, he had a wisdom and common sense far beyond his years. We had some great experiences together later and I have always remembered him with affection and regard. NOTE.( I had lost trace of Sidney Lumb for many years but only a year ago, early in 1955, I had news of him and immediately got in touch. He has prospered as I knew he would, and is now Dean of the Dental School at the Brisbane University). Dental work proceeded rapidly at my surgery in the Palace Hotel. Just outside Heliopolis there was a large Aussie camp and it fell to my lot to attend to these troops as well as the patients in the hospital. They were a grand crowd to work for, I always look back with pleasure on my association with the Aussie soldiers, both officers and men. It has been often said that their discipline was lax. It may have been so, it was certainly more free and easy; but this I do know, discipline or no discipline they would never let their officers or mates down. Wild and wooly as some of them could be, they would do any mortal thing for those they liked and respected and to hell with the consequences. After a few weeks working on my own, I was joined by another N.Z. Dental Officer Lieut. Dick King, and the pressure of work was relived considerably. The following few months saw some sad and strenuous times at the No.1 Australian General Hospital. Shortly after the famous landing on the shores of Gallipoli, trainload after trainload of wounded Aussie soldiers began to arrive at the hospital and the huge entrance hall would be just a mass of stretchers containing soldiers, many of them still with their first field dressings put on before leaving Anzac. Work at high pressure was the order of the day for all members of the staff and doctors and nurses were going night and day until all patients were settled down in their respective wards. All leave was stopped for several weeks until the pressure eased and the troops had dug themselves in on the Anzac hills. Within two days 2200 wounded men came into hospital – many went out feet first.
Opposite my surgery window there was an out-house which they utilized as a temporary morgue and it was a sad and depressing sight to see garri-loads of coffins, propped up on end to conserve space, being brought into this building daily.

There were numerous interesting and complicated jaw wounds presenting to which I helped to render temporary aid but most of these cases were sent to a special hospital for that purpose.

Not long after King was transferred to Alexandria for duty and a little later several of the newly formed Australian Dental Corps officers took over at the No.1 General Hospital, together with L/Corp. Lumb and an Aussie dentist, Lieut. Douglas was sent to a large Australian Camp in the desert at Zeitoun. Changes came quickly at that time and soon Lieut. Wright was transferred to the newly formed Dental Corps. He had been wounded on Anzac with the Infantry. They were both grand chaps and it was a pleasure to work with them. On or about August 15th, 1915, Lieut. Douglas and I together with the ever-faithful L/Corp. Sidney Lumb were transferred to an Australian and N.Z. base details camp at Zeitoun and the work at the hospital was taken over by several dental officers newly arrived from Australia. When the Australian dentists took over from us, they were appalled at the amount of work we had been getting through and did not relish the idea of trying to cope with about 150 patients daily. They were very equipped however, and we were glad to leave them to it. We had managed to do it even with our small staff.
I was not sorry to leave the hospital where I had been for about five months; I had been repeatedly applying to go to Gallipoli and Colonel Fenwick, who was in charge of the Base Details camp I was going to, had told me that I would have a much better chance of getting to Anzac from there than from the hospital. This later proved correct. The senior dental officer of the newly arrived Aussies was a man called Marshall, and he turned out to be an old friend of mine – we had been fellow students a few years previously in Philadelphia. We never thought we would meet again under these circumstances. Strange to say, I came across another Australian who was a fellow student in Philadelphia, only under circumstances. A party of us was returning to Zeitoun by Garri in the early hours of the morning. A motor-bike with side-car passed us at a furious pace. They came suddenly on a corner about a hundred yards in front of us and crashed through the fence. We jumped out to pick up the pieces and found the two of them lying unconscious and covered in blood on the other side of the fence. We set to work and cleaned them up and they soon began to come around. One of them seemed kind of familiar to me and when he let out a few hearty curses, they also seemed familiar. I then remembered him as a hard-case student called Cosgrove whom I had last seen at the dental school in Philadelphia a few years before. He soon recognised ma and we had a yarn and arranged to meet again. H was not in the army as a dentist but a quarter master in an Aussie unit. Cossy and I had many nights out together after that impromptu meeting but we never finished up on the wrong side of a hedge as he did on that occasion. I was very fortunate in being able to take with me my young corporal mechanic, Sidney Lumb, when I went to this new job. He, too, was very anxious to get to Anzac and I promised him that if I were sent I would try to get permission for him to come with me. (As it turned out I was able to keep that promise). Lieut. Douglas and I soon settled down to work at our new quarters in the Zeitoun camp dispensary. It was like old times to be back in the old camp where I had such happy times with the Wellington Mounted Rifles. It was much more civilized now, however, as we were quartered in comfortable huts instead of bell tents. I was given a tough old character for orderly by the name of George Hook. He was a hard case and amused us continuously with his humorous Aussie slang and patter. We often had a crowd of soldiers waiting to be attended to and George would keep them all amused – on face, I think a lot of them used to come along just to see George and listen to his spiel. The first night we had in camp was a bit unorganized and our officers’ sleeping quarters were not quite ready for us; consequently Douglas and I, along with Sidney Lumb and our newly acquired George Hook had to doss down for the night in the Dispensary where the early morning sick parades were held. Soldiers waiting for the parade apparently gathered there at a very early hour and of course like all Diggers were ready for a good old mad. There were no windows but just a wooden partition as high as a man’s neck between us and the outside. Some of the men were evidently recently returned from Gallipoli and I was wakened by a lot of talk in which the words ‘Achi Baba’ figured prominently. It was ‘Achi Baba’ this ‘Achi Baba’ that until I was beginning to get a bit sick of it. Suddenly a fiery old face with bushy eyebrows poked itself over the partition. It was old George Hook. ‘ ”Achi Baba” be Buggered ‘he shouted, and dropped down into his bed again. Those Diggers got a bigger scare than anything Abdul the Turk gave them. They had no idea that there was anyone sleeping there. There were a tremendous lot of extractions to be done at that camp and Douglas and I would have a whole day doing nothing else. We would always have an interested audience and there would be a row of heads gazing in at us while they waited their turn. The time was now approaching when my interesting and eventful life in Egypt was to come to an end. Although we were again stationed for several months on the Suez Canal in the early part of 1916, we were never to have again the same close contact with the great old city of Cairo – perhaps just as well. It had however a great fascination; Australians and New Zealand’s of that era will always have nostalgic memories of Shepherd’s Hotel, the Hotel Continental, the Casino de Paris, the Kersall, the Palmarium, Abbey de Roses, the old Continental. All these places were much frequented by Aussie and N.Z. soldiers. Then there were the names of the streets which will ring a bell for many old timers and perhaps for many Kiwis of later years – one or two of them come to mind – and I don’t pretend to have gor the spelling right – are Shere-magraby, Shere-katoe, the Muski etc.. There were also many peasant drives along the banks of the Nile and out Gassira way. The Cairo racing club was a wonderful place; within its area every conceivable sporting activity was catered for and the surroundings were very beautiful. I remember a wonderfully pleasant trip organised for us by some sisters from an English civilian hospital, to a place called the Barrage. Old Professor Watson was with us on that occasion, all dressed up with Sam-browne bet and all the trimmings. During those few months we had at the Base camp at Zeitoun, my young mechanic, Sidney Lumb, and I had been constantly on our toes waiting anxiously for our orders to proceed to Anzac. The medical officer in charge of our outfit was Colonel Fenwick. He was a fussy but very kindly little man and was always very good to me. I knew that if the opportunity came he would do his best, as he had promised, to get me transferred to the Dental unit which had been established on the Gallipoli Peninsula. The opportunity did come at last, and it was in the nature of an exchange with one of the N.Z. dentists who was back in Egypt on leave. It happened this way; the Colonel heard that Capt. Bert Finn, who had recently been awarded the D.S.C. for distinguished service in evacuating wounded from the beach at Anzac, would be coming on leave and that I could arrange with him if Finn was agreeable. The next thing was to get in contact with Finn. I cabled to Lemnos but the cable was returned saying he was already in Egypt. The next job was to find out where he was spending his leave. After sending numerous letters and telegrams, I finally traced him to Shepherds Hotel and my friend Capt. McGibbon and I went into town and tracked him down. To my great disappointment, Finn said he wished to return to Anzac when his leave was over. I returned to camp feeling very depressed to find that a telegram had just arrived from Colonel Charters in N.Z. Headquarters in Alexandria saying that a dentist was to proceed to Anzac with stores immediately. Here was my great chance. Finn was actually back on sick leave and was not allowed to return so soon and I, at last, had definite instructions to proceed forthwith to the peninsula. My next great problem was to keep my promise to Sidney Lumb, my mechanic that I would take him with me. The boy had been rather unsettled and unhappy for some time now; he was desperately anxious to get away from Egypt and to see something of real warfare. In fact, he had repeatedly asked to be sent over with a fighting unit but had been turned down. It was going to be very difficult as he was a member of the Aussie Forces and I was now to rejoin the New Zealander. However with the united efforts of my good friends, Col. Fenwick and Capt. McGibbon, I was able to smuggle him away with me as my orderly. The Australian General Hospital, to which he was actually attached, would never have allowed it had they known of my intention to take him with me. We were in doubt right up to the last minute and he was a happy lad when he found himself on the train for Alexandria and safely on his way.
I was sorry to leave my good friends at the camp. Lieut. Douglas was a grand chap and we teamed together in great harmony. I never ever saw or heard of him again. I was going to miss old George Hook also with his “Now, then yous blokes, what’s it to be this morning? Stuffins or pullins?” and remarks of that nature.
Lumb and I set off, together with our twenty cases of stores, seven dental and the rest ‘medical comforts’, for our memorable Gallipoli experience. You will hear much of theses ‘stores’. They were destined to cause us much trouble, worry and delay before we ever reached the shores of Anzac. And now on to Gallipoli – the romance of that strange country and the memory of the next few weeks will remain with me to the end of my days.

GALLIPOLI  GETTING THERE
L/Corp. Lumb and I, together with our twenty cases of stores, duly arrived in Alexandria on the first week of November, 1915. Before going any further, let me give you some idea of the ‘stores’ which were to cause us both so many headaches before we landed them at Anzac Cove. Seven of the cases were of legitimate Dental materials required by the Dental Corps at Anzac. These were properly packed and addressed, and, by themselves would cause us little trouble. The remaining cases, however, were a different story. Bert Finn had promised some of his officer friends to bring back with him various luxuries which they required and which, of course, were not procurable among the ordinary rations distributed on the Peninsula. I went with him to purchase these goods the day before I left for Alexandria. He had a list of the things required and amongst them were, I remember, two cases of whisky, a case of brandy, a case of gin and cases of various other things such as dates, prunes, figs, etc., altogether a total of thirteen cases – an unlucky number!
All these ‘comforts’ we bought in a store in Heliopolis and the instructions were that they were to be packed securely and addressed c/- Capt. A.L. Logan, N.Z. Division, Anzac Cove.  They were to be delivered to the train I was leaving by on the following morning. They were there alright, alongside the seven cases of Dental goods. But there were a whole thirteen of them, packed in ordinary grocer’s boxes, with the label whisky, gin, or whatever it was, clearly visible, and looking as if they were on their way to be delivered at your suburban residence in the next block. I found Sid Lumb gazing at them with some concern. “How are we going to handle all these without fatigue parties?” he asked. I didn’t know the answer to that one. “The railway people will see them as far as Alexandria” I said.

Col. Charters at Alexandria gave me a note to the naval officer on the vessel that would take us to the Cove, but that gentleman knocked me back promptly and abruptly. One Corporal and one Captain – Yes –Twenty cases of stores – a decided No –and that was that.

I reported back to Col. Charters and he said he thought as much. He then got busy on the telephone and, after a lengthy talk in which he appeared to use a certain amount of persuasion, he told me he had secured a passage for myself and Lumb, together with the unpopular cases, in a hospital ship named the ‘Lanfranc’. The unfortunate stores, however, would have to travel as deck cargo. I didn’t care a darn what sort of cargo they travelled as so long as we could get on our way.

The ‘Lanfranc’ was a very comfortable ship and of course as there were no patients, the medical staff, nurses and orderlies were temporarily having an easy time. They certainly deserved that rest, however, for their return trips were always a very different matter. The ‘Lanfranc’ was later sunk when returning a load of wounded from France to England.

We were told on leaving Alex. That we would be on Anzac in about two to three days. In actual fact, it was almost three weeks before we set foot on those elusive shores. Meanwhile, my twenty cases were an eyesore. There they were stacked up on the nice clean deck of the ‘Lanfranc’ with my name plastered all over them. I used to wonder if the people on board thought that I was some sort on nabob who carried his home comforts around with him. Nobody ever mentioned them, nobody ever interfered with them, they were just there; to all appearances my own personal property. Sid Lumb, alone, used to come out with some of his dry humorous comments as to their ultimate fate. It was at this time I remember that Lumb used to refer to himself as ‘ugly duckling’ – he being an Aussie and I a N.Zedder, we were the only ‘foreigners’ on board. Lumb’s distinctive Australian uniform with his slouch hat turned up at the side and his large physique made him rather outstanding amongst his smaller Tommy mates. I, too, felt rather strange at first amongst a lot of English officers and English nurses. They were all so kind and friendly, however, that the strangeness soon wore off and we were perfectly at home with them all.
The ‘Lanfranc’ proceeded directly to the Island of Lemnos which was a Greek possession and was being used by the British pro tem. as a final kicking-off base for landing on Gallipoli. It was only five or six hours steaming time from there. We anchored in what was known as Mudros Harbour and remained there for several days awaiting orders. It reminded me very much of our own harbor of Wellington, being just as big and surrounded by hills of similar appearance.
Orders came for the ‘Lanfranc’ to proceed to Suvla Bay on the Gallipoli coast and off we went on that mission. We duly arrived off the Gallipoli coast at Suvla and Sid. Lumb and I had out first glimpse of real warfare. As we lay at anchor, the British warships were shelling the hills from behind us and the shells came screaming over our heads. We could see intermittent firing from the British trenches at Suvla and occasional Turkish shells passed over our heads in the direction of the British monitors lying out at sea. These were in no way directed at us, however, as we were given to understand that the Turks were very conscientious with regard to hospital ships.

We were still not at Anzac and the ‘Lanfranc’ had to load wounded and disembark them at Mudros with Lumb and I still aboard. The ‘Lanfranc’ was then ordered back to Alexandria. Not wishing to be carted back to our starting point, we got busy, gathered our personal belongings and our stores together without ceremony and in double-quick time, were dumped into a small vessel called ’Stark Bay’ lying alongside. We had just time to call a few hurried good-byes to our friends on the ‘Lanfranc’. In five minutes she was heading out to sea, and Sid. Lumb’s fervent “Thank the Lord, we got off in time” was carried unanimously. Now, however, our troubles began in earnest. The ‘Stark Bay’ deposited us on a lonely little pier with our kit-bags and left us to it. We left the stores on board her until such time as we could find out where to take them.
By this time it was getting dark and I will never forget the feeling of loneliness and desolation that came over me. Lumb felt the same. Just imagine the situation we were in – half and hour previously we were enjoying the safety and comfort of a warm and almost luxurious hospital ship; now, we were standing on a lonely pier, in the darkness and with a cold wind blowing and with not the slightest idea where to go next. However, we were both agreed that no matter what discomforts might lay ahead, we were at least one step further towards our landing on Anzac Cove. We searched around for about an hour but could not find the Medical Details Camp we had been told to look for. There seemed to be numerous camps scattered about the area but they were all self-contained units and did not answer to our needs in any way. At length, we struck a Good Samaritan, a British Medical Officer, who put us on the right track. We trudged along for about a mile carrying our kit bags on our shoulders until we came across a dreary isolated camp – that was it!
Here we had a pleasant surprise. An Aussie doctor, Major Dixon, and an English doctor, Capt. Rennell, had left the ship to take up their duties in Mudros earlier in the day – we didn’t expect ever to see them again. Here they were trying to warm themselves round a coal-fire burning in an old bucket and looking just as miserable as we felt. They were still waiting for someone to show them they were to eat and where to sleep. I hunted round to find camp adjutant who was a Canadian and eventually Major Dixon, Capt. Rennell and myself were put into an empty tent and proceeded to make ourselves as comfortable as we could under the circumstances. Sid. Lumb was handed over to the Sergt.-Major for his quarters. We were then shown into the worst officer’s mess that I ever saw or was likely to see. We paid a bob a day and existed on iron rations which every soldier carries with him on active service for emergencies.
Army red tape and that weird mechanism in the British Army known as ‘lines of communication’ seemed to get under the skin of the Unit Commanders. The A.D.M.S. fixed up the necessary papers for Lumb and myself to proceed by the first available transport going to Anzac, but here my twenty cases of stores came into the picture. He could not promise me anything with regard to their transport. I would simply have to chance to luck that I would get them on board with me.

And now the crowning tragedy of my twenty cases. On looking back, it has a humorous side, but at the time, it was stark tragedy, both Sid. Lumb and myself. After leaving the A.D.M.S.’ office, I called Lumb and off we went to the ‘Stark Bay’ to collect the cases. With some difficulty and with the aid of a few tips, I had them transferred to an empty shed at the shore end of the pier. It was hopeless to think of taking them out to the Medical Details Camp as t was too far away. We were lucky, or thought we were at the time, in our choice of storage place, as there was a sentry standing guard just outside, and the military police headquarters were within a yard or two of the shed. Could you imagine a safer looking place to deposit a few store? I spoke to one of the Police Sergeants about them and he promised to keep an eye on them for me. He sure did at that! I must say here that Sid. Lumb offered to go out to camp, bring his gear in, and sleep in the shed for the night. I told him it would be unnecessary as I had spoken to the police and that the shed would be too uncomfortable to sleep in. Not even to this day have I recovered my faith in Military Police.  I was standing outside my tent door at seven o’clock and the following morning having a shave, when the A.D.M.S., who was an English Colonel, rode up on horseback, dismounted, and came over to me saying “You’re Capt. Logan, are you not?” I replied “Yes Sir”. He went on “Did you have whisky and brandy amongst those stores you are taking to Anzac?” I said “Yes, Sir, two cases of whisky and one of brandy”. “Well”, he said “You’d better get down to the pier as fast as you can. Your stores have been broached and every man in the area is drunk”. And so it was. Lumb and I went for our lives to the scene of the action, but it was too late, the damage was done. The two cases of whisky had disappeared completely. There was one bottle of brandy left which I promptly put in my overcoat pocket and duly delivered at Anzac. There were drunk Aussies and drunk Tommies scattered all over the pier. Furthermore bleary eyed and whisky-smelling police sergeants and privates were wandering about full of explanations as to how the stores had been raided and how they were doing all they could to recover what was left. I must admit they were not very hungry men, just thirsty. And they didn’t fancy gin – the case of gin was still intact – I suppose they hadn’t time to get around to that. They had dabbled just a little among the ‘eats’ – some of the cases had been non-chalently cave in and some handfuls of raisons, dates etc., consumed, but only in a casual way and with no intention to steal, - you couldn’t call them greedy! I again saw the A.D.M.S. and he had our permits ready to proceed by a ferry steamer which would be leaving the side of the ‘Aragon’ sometime that afternoon. We were to report on board the ‘Aragon’ at 12 o’clock and wait there until the ferry should come alongside to pick us up with other passengers who were to proceed direct to Anzac Cove. On hearing the full stores of the broached stores, however, he was very keen on me delaying my journey and laying a charge against the military police or others who might be concerned with the raid. This I refused to do as we could quite possibly be delayed several weeks and our chances of getting to Anzac might fade into oblivion. Had it been the Dental Stores which had been broached he could have compelled me to stay; being private stores, however, and being carried at the personal risk of the officers concerned and myself, I was quite entitled to accept the responsibility and let the matter drop. In the meantime Sid. Lumb was standing guard over what was left of the boxes. Capt. Anderson of the Medical Details Camp had very kindly promised to send me along a fatigue party to move the stores to the transport at the necessary time, so that problem was solved. I must now state that the Military Police involved were not Australians, but were English Sergeants and Privates of the British Military Police, and, as such, and with the British tradition of the discipline and conduct which is supposed to exist, should have been far above taking part in such an affair. The few Aussies involved were purely incidental and were merely following out the good old soldiers’ principle of ‘being in’ on a good thing. Who wouldn’t? the police were a different matter. I had been inclined up to this point to look upon the funny side of the affair, and there was a funny side certainly. The following episode, which happened just a Lumb and I were about to board the launch which was to take us out to the ‘Aragon’ did, however, make my blood boil. A bleary-eyed Sergeant of Police, obviously half-drunk and reeking of whisky, came up to me with a drunken leer on his face, told me that they had been able to salvage for me most of the bottles of one case of whisky. I could tell e was lying by the look on his face and nothing would have pleased me more than to have had one good smack of my fist right in the middle of that grinning dial. He had the box with him all nailed up and even went through the pretence of offering to open it, knowing there was no time. Later, when I did open it I found bottles filled with sea water and a smelly ham-bone. That afternoon I was standing on the deck of the ‘Aragon’ waiting for our transport to come alongside when Sid. Lumb came up to me. “Do you see that row of men going along the shore carrying those boxes” he said “Yes” I replied. “Those are our stores” he said “I hope they get on board the transport safely”. I couldn’t have cared less! They were there, however, safe and sound, stacked up on deck in their usual conspicuous manner. Our ferry to Anzac was a twin-screw vessel of great speed called, if I remember correctly, the ‘Marrom’. We left the side of the ‘Aragon’ late in the afternoon, and, a few hours after dark, were approaching the shores of Anzac. Everyone was eagerly on the look-out and orders were given out that there must be no smoking. An Aussie major called Jenkins was appointed Officer-in-charge for the trip, and I, being next in seniority of rank on board, was made second-in-command. The major made one attempt to do his job properly but got knocked back. He saw a man smoking in the dark and told him to put his cigarette out. He received this gruff reply “Are you the skipper of this ship or am I?” It was the ship’s captain. The major retired into his shell and didn’t open his mouth for the rest of the journey. Most of the troops on board were Ghurkas from India and they were a fine sturdy and soldierly looking lot. There was an intense feeling of expectation and excitement as a lighter came alongside to convey us to the shore. A number of lean and hungry looking Aussies sprang on board, sent from shore as a working party and I gave one fleeting anxious thought to the remnants of my stores. They were not as hungry as they looked, however, and they handled everything with skill, speed and indifference. We were soon all crowded together on the lighter and on our way to shore. I found myself huddled together with a smiling lot of Ghurkas. One little fellow alongside me would handle his wicked looking knife now and then and say, ‘Me, me cookum Zurk’. They were delighted when I passed some cigarettes around. Stray bullets went whizzing by to remind us that we were nearing actual warfare. Every now and then, the sea and shore would light up with a burst of shrapnel and the naval searchlights were moving along the hill-side as though searching for their prey. Sid. Lumb and I looked at each other and grinned. Here at last was the goal we had aimed for so long ----A.N.Z.A.C. GALLIPOLI (CONT.) BEING THERE We drew alongside Walker’s Pier at Anzac Cove at 1.30 a.m. and after considerable delay owing to the number of troops to be disembarked, found ourselves on shore with our kit-bage and haversack but no stores. We were told that we would not be able to get the boxes off until some hours later. Lumb and I proceeded along the beach with but a vague idea of which direction to go in, to find the Dental Unit Headquarters. We had been told that they were known as No. 2 Post. However, we met a stray Aussie soldier who showed us the entrance to the sap leading to the Post and told us to follow it along until we came to an Ordnance Store and a Field Ambulance Camp and enquire there. This we did, with our kit-bags on our shoulders, tramped wearily along the sap, which was sort of wide, deep trench, for a distance of about one and a half miles. We eventually reached a group of tents which we concluded must be Ordnance camp we were looking for; a sentry posted there confirmed this. On enquire as to the whereabouts of the Dental Unit, however, he was trifle vague but thought it was a little to the right and up the hill a bit. We decided to scout around and see what we could find out. Then Sentry told us the Post had been heavily shelled that day and that a number of patients in the Field Ambulance close by had been killed. He pointed out some gruesome remains of what had once been men scattered about the near-by bushes. A rather grim reception for the two tired and weary new-chums. We heard afterwards that the Turks had sent a warning that they intended to shell the area and to remove the Field Ambulance. This warning had been disregarded, hence some unnecessary loss of life. Field Ambulance apparently were not as a rule placed so near stores which might at any time be an object for attack. The Dental Surgery was in a large camouflaged tent just below the row of dug-outs. On hearing about the stores I had on board the lighter, the Dental Officer, Capt. P ‘Pot’ Don, suggested that I take his mechanic, Sergt. Thomson, back with me to help get them ashore and to arrange for the working party to bring them along to the post, to be distributed to the various owners. Don, himself, was one of the interested parties and his comments on the loss of the whisky and brandy were, to say the least, extremely lured. Not so lured, however, as those of the chief beneficiary, Colonel Carbury, when he heard the sad news a day or so later. I have always had the impression that the dear old Colonel had, to his dying day a sneaking suspicion that Lumb and I got down on those stores sometime during our protracted journey to the Peninsula. Sergt. Thomson was sleeping in a dug-out nearby. He readily agreed to return with us to the pier, although it was now after two o’clock in the morning. This was my first meeting with George Thomson and was beginning of a deep friendship which has lasted to the present day. We served together in France later, and I was always glad that I had the luck to have such a loyal and capable friend to work with for that long period. The three of us, Sid. Lumb insisted on coming back, too, trudged our weary way back to Anzac cove only to find that we would have to wait till day break before we could get the boxes ashore. By this time, Lumb and I were beginning to feel very tired. We paced up and down the beach listening to the gun-fire and longing for bed. Poor little Major Jenkins, who had been our O.C. on the ship the night before, was also walking up and down waiting for daylight to find out where he had to go. Finally morning came and we landed the boxes without much bother. These fateful stores, however were to have one final dig at me before I saw the last of them. We had them safely stacked on the wharf and were sitting on them waiting for the fatigue party to arrive to cart them along to the post. Sergt. Thomson, finding himself sitting on a half-open box with a few dates or figs or some such thing protruding in a tempting manner, helped himself to a handful in an absent minded wat, and started chewing them. Suddenly an irate and fussy naval officer descended upon us and said to me “You should control your men better. That sergeant of yours is helping himself to army stores; I will have to report him. What is your name and his”? I told him, and mildly added that I was in charge of the stores, that they were private property and that I took full responsibility. Just then, a big raw-boned Aussie captain came up. “I heard what he said” he commented in an angry voice, “Tell him to go to hell. He’s got nothing to do with Australians or New Zealanders. He’s always poking his nose in, I’m in charge of this Pier, not him”. The naval heard all this. He walked off without another word. We returned to No.2 Post without further incident. I cleared out a dug-out which Dearsly had occupied and settled in.  Thomson found a posse for Lumb and the two of us slept all that day. In my diary, I have got the date or our arrival at Anzac as roughly Nov. 24th. That would be right to within a day or two. The following morning, I reported to Lt/Col. Begg, the acting Administrator of Medical Services for N.Z. His headquarters were some distance beyond No.2 Post and up a deep, heavily bushed valley. He told me to carry on my work with Don at the Dental Hospital. Lumb and I soon got going at our respective jobs and in a very short time were quite at home working with the constant noise of shelling and rifle and machine gun firing. About the second day we were there our area was subjected to a heavy bombardment and we had our first experience of being on the receiving end of enemy artillery fire. Incidentally we learnt that the average soldier doesn’t stop to display any false courage when a bombardment starts. They scatter and mightily quickly, too, in all directions. The nearest cover is a very definite objective. A day or two after this, we were in for a great surprise. It was Sunday and I had spent the afternoon with Wells, the Reg. Medical Officer to the 1st Light Horse Regiment, having gone for a walk with him round about his particular area.  After the evening meal we went back to the Dental Unit to find all the Dentists packing up their personal belongings. Orders had come that afternoon that we were to be ready for evacuation at a moment’s notice. This was just one week before the final evacuation took place. Next day we received definite orders that we were to leave Peninsula that night and we were to move down the sap at nine o’clock to join the advance party of the N.Z. Field Ambulance under the command of Capt. Short. Don was to be in command of the Dental Unit. Now, for the first and only time whilst in the army, I deliberately made up my mind to disobey orders. It came about this way. We had our kit-bage and haversacks all packed and ready at seven o’clock on the Monday night. We were only allowed to take what we could carry ourselves and everything else, including all dental gear was to be left behind. My friend Wells came along to say good-by to us. He, himself, was not to leave until the final night as part of his regiment was to act as rear guard. Now, as I mentioned before, Wells and I had been great pals when we were together in Egypt. I also told you that he was always ‘Agin the Government’, and likely to do the unorthodox. While we were sitting there waiting for ‘Zero’ hour. He turned to me and said quietly “How about staying behind and coming off with me on the final night?”. I was taken completely by surprise. All I could say was “Where would I stay?” He replied “Come up to the trenches and share my dugout”. All this happening without the knowledge of the other waiting dentists. On the spur of the moment I agreed to stay behind, not, I’m afraid, fully realizing what the consequences might be or what difficulties I would find myself in. On looking back, however, I have never regretted my action that night. As the party moved off at ‘Zero’ hour, I thought it only fair to tell Don, as leader of our party, what I intended to do. There I made the mistake. The party was already on the move when I told him. That was the only time that I saw ‘Pot’ Don really upset and angry. He was responsible for our party but there was nothing he could do about it. As they moved down to the sap in the darkness, I could hear his voice calling back “This way, Logan”. “Hurry up, Logan”. “Come on, Logan” until it faded into the distance. I then realised I had burnt my boats. There was no going back now on what, on the spur of the moment I had decided. My one regret was that I had been unable to let Sid. Lumb know what I was going to do. He did not find out until they were well on their way that I was not in the party and I heard after that it was all they could do to restrain him from coming back to stay with me. I thought he would probably want to do just that, and it worried me until I knew he was safely away. Wells and I waited until they were well on their way and then made tracks for the trenches occupied by the 1st Light Horse Regiment where Wells had his dug-out. Then followed the most memorable week in the whole of my life. The events of that week are as clear and vivid in my memory today as they were when they occurred some forty years ago. Wells and I spent many hours examining the trenches occupied by the Aussies and the New Zealanders and after a few days we knew the terrain of Anzac pretty thoroughly. Thousands of troops were leaving every night, and day by day, the area became more lonely and deserted looking. After a few days, you could walk for hundreds of yards along the trenches without meeting a single soldier. An intermittent firing , however, was kept up from our trenches by an ingenious arrangement whereby rifles would fire automatically at intervals. Every night you could hear the voices of our departing troops as the lighters moved out to the waiting transports. As there was bright moonlight all that week, some anxiety was felt and expressed by those who were to be amongst the final few, that the Turks would guess what was going on and take the opportunity to launch an attack. Events proved, however, that the Turks were convinced that a large force was actually landing instead of going away, and were themselves expecting an attack in the near future. One day, early in the week, Wells and I launched out on a glorious orgy of destruction. It was generally understood that as little as possible was to be left for the Turks’ use and that suited Well’s psychology down to the ground. We got hold of a couple of bayonets and spent a whole morning poking holes in tins of bully-beef and other tinned goods to let the air in and so render them useless for the Turks. There were also dozens and dozens of jars of lime juice which only required a tap with the bayonet to smash to smithereens. Then Wells had one of his brilliant inspirations which was crowned with sickness beyond our wildest dreams. We came across a large number of cases of benzene, methylated spirits and kerosene lying about alongside one of the very narrow and very deep latrines which abounded at Anzac. He suggested that we should empty as many as we could of these into the latrines and set a match to it. This, by the way, was only about one hundred yards away from the 1st Light Horse Headquarters. We poured tin after tin down this hole until we got tired of it and then set to work to set it alight. We tried repeatedly by dropping matches down but with no success as the matches went out for want of air. We then had the bright idea of tying several lighted matches together and lowering them slowly with a piece of string. The result was astounding. A huge sheet of flame shot up into the sky followed by billows of smoke which must have been seen for miles. The whole regiment, headed by the Colonel, turned out. The Turks, wondering what was up, opened up with heavy fire on the area, and Wells and I faded silently away saying nothing and sawing a lot of wood. Incidentally, this same Colonel, a man called Meredith, getting to hear I was living in Well’s dug-out, came along to see what it was all about. He naturally wanted to know what I was doing there. Wells chipped in “Oh, he’s just come along to give me a hand, sir”. “On whose orders?” inquired the Colonel. On getting no immediate reply he rather sarcastically said “I see, you take your orders from yourself”, and walked out. He made no further inquires, however, while I was there and I never saw him again. One day, early in the week, a huge fire was started in a large ordnance store at Anzac Cove which burned for days. It was started with the object of destroying everything which might be used by the enemy but I don’t think the authorities realised that it would last so long or be so conspicuous. It puzzled the Turks, too, and they automatically shelled the area at intervals. There were deserted camps everywhere and the knowledge that huge enemy forces were but a few hundred yards away increased the feeling of loneliness. On the Thursday night, the British had a ‘cease-fire’ which lasted for several hours. This caused great uneasiness amongst the enemy who blazed away with machine guns the whole time as though they were expecting an attack. On the Friday night we had another silence and this time the Turks stopped, too, and the quietness was most uncanny. One of my chief difficulties that week lay in keeping out of the way of any senior medical officer still on the Peninsula. I was pretty pally with all the junior officers, however, and when able, they would tip me off so that I could fade away when necessary. Now that the final day of occupation was approaching things began to look rather difficult for me. Even Wells seemed a little perturbed as we heard that he would be one of the last little party of his regiment to leave. They would be only a handful of men, every one of whom would have to be accounted for, so that it would be impossible to include me. In the face every man leaving Anzac was to be checked and accounted for. The general orders for all medical officers were that, in the event of an attack by the Turks before evacuation was completed, they were to fall back on various Medical Aid Posts which were clearly labeled as such, and to wait there and surrender. Now, as I was not a medical officer, and not accounted for in any way, that would be of no use to me and ‘Johnny Turk’ would be quite justified in running a bayonet through me. Of course, that was the pessimistic view, but some of my friends did not fail to point it out to me. As the week progressed, however, and nothing more than a few severe bombardments came from the Turks, hopes began to be entertained that no attack would come and that all would get safely away before they woke up as to what was going on. Personally, it appeared that, having had great difficulty in getting to Anzac, I was now going to have a yet bigger job to get away again. We made some discreet enquires amongst different units, as to the chances I had of being included in one or other of their parties, without much success. The final was due to leave on Sunday, Dec.19th, and it was not until late Saturday afternoon that I was at last successful. A Capt. White, medical officer in charge of a small remaining section was to leave late that same night, sat. 18th Dec., so I gathered together my few belongings and joined them for their final meal on Anzac. Wells came along to speed the parting guest and stayed with us until it was time to move off. It was a great surprise and pleasure for me to find that a N.Z. doctor I knew well, Capt. Norman Prior, was temporarily attached to them and would be going with us that night. Then, there was our final farewell to Anzac. As we looked back on those lonely and sinister hills, with their intermittent shelling against an enemy which, to all intents and purposes was no longer there, we could not help thinking of the reactions of those chivalrous but relentless foes when, within perhaps less than twelve hours, they discovered that they had no longer anyone to fight against. Farewell to Anzac! Many brave Australians and New Zealanders landed there never to return. Their memory will live as long as that symbolic word ‘Anzac’ survives – That symbol of sacrifice. I was only an Anzac for a short time – three to four weeks all told – but the romance and mystery of those bleak and shell-scarred hills will always be with me.

GALLIPOLI (CONT.) LEAVING THERE  

Tired and cold, after a long wait, our party were at last deposited on an old warship ‘Mars’ and taken back to lemons. I took the opportunity of immediately looking up Sid Lumb, and although he was disappointed at not being able to stay back with me, he also forgave me and all was well. We had several days on Mudros Island and spent most of the time going for long walks and exploring the country side. We noticed that the farming methods were very primitive and the Greek inhabitants themselves were somewhat sullen and morose. In fact, as I remember it the Greeks, or at any rate those with whom we came in contact, were not very popular with the Aussies and the New Zealanders during the first World War. To illustrate this – one night when we were in Cairo, we asked several taxi-drivers what nationality they were. One said “I’m a bloody Greek”. The chap alongside him said “I’m a bloody Greek, too”. This was said in all seriousness. They were so used to hearing themselves referred to as ‘bloody Greeks’ by the soldiers in Cairo that they thought it quite correct and normal. In the second World War, however, the Greeks appear to have been looked upon with much more respect and liking by the soldiers, especially by those who served in their country. This, of course, is quite logical, as, from all accounts, they treated our men with great kindness, and on many occasions risked their safety and even their lives on their behalf. However, in the light of events in this year of 1956, both Cyprus and in Greece itself, the pendulum might swing back a little to the opinion we had of them in 1914 and 1915.
BACK IN EGYPT  (Moascar Camp)
Our living conditions were very primitive indeed during the first week at the newly formed camp site. Shortly after the commencement of the New Year, things began to improve rapidly. From a dental point of view, however, things were still far from satisfactory. There were five dentists in the camp, but, apart from a few pairs of forceps and a limited supply of local anesthetic, we had no gear to do any work with. We would take our turn daily as orderly officer to do all urgent extractions which meant that most of the time there were four dental officers simply wasting their time through lack of equipment. The work of the Division was piling up and the men were clamouring for dental attention. On top of this there were a number of dental mechanics with nothing to do and a suggestion of loss of morale, through no fault of their own, was becoming evident. I had a talk with Sid Lumb, who was becoming very unhappy, and anxious to rejoin the Aussies again. While he and I had been more or less on our own together he had, I think, been very contented but he now found himself amongst a lot of strange sergeants with whom he had nothing in common, and, as he was the only Australian in camp, with his distinctive Australian uniform, he had, in spite of himself, that ‘ugly duckling’ complex. Apart from that he was very keen on returning to a combatant unit again.
He had his wish very shortly after this. He rejoined the Aussie forces and I never heard of him again until I received his letter some twelve months ago in which he told me of his subsequent movement in the Aussie Army after he left me. This letter I received from him early in 1955, almost forty years later. This was what he told me: He transferred to the Light Horse Anzac Division and later got his commission and went to Camel Corps. Later he went back to the Light Horse and was wounded. Then home to Australia, where he completed his Dental Course. He is now Professor Lumb of the Brisbane University, where he is Dean of the Dental Faculty. His life has been a successful one which is in keeping with his character. On the 6th or 7th of April, 1916, we proceeded to Alexandria and sailed for France almost immediately. Our transport was a large vessel called the ‘Minnawaska’ and we had on board General Godley and all the Headquarters staff. Red Tabs and red tape was to be the order of the day for the whole voyage. And so farewell to Egypt.
