

	Heroic Deeds of the Great War
	




Brave French Boys



When  the great war broke out, all the able-bodied men of France who had received a military training were
called upon to join the army to fight against the German invaders. Many French boys then wished they were old
enough to assist in defending their native land.
In every town and village you could hear them saying one to another: "Our soldiers are sure to beat the
'Boches'." That is the nickname they have given to the Germans. "My father left home this morning," a boy
would declare proudly; "he has promised to bring me back a German helmet for a souvenir. I am going to keep
watch over the house and protect mother."



"Playing at soldiers "at once became the favourite game everywhere. The young folks stuck little flags in
their caps and armed themselves with wooden swords and guns. They drilled very smartly, just like real
soldiers, in the playgrounds, and marched through the streets as if they were going to the war, keeping step
to the music of their fifes and drums. When they began to fight sham battles they had to pretend, however,
that their enemies were hiding somewhere in the woods. None of the French boys would take the part of the
'Boches' even in a game. They all wanted to be soldiers of France, so that they might return home in the
evening, shouting proudly: "We have defeated the 'Boches'; they are all running away."



When real soldiers marched through the streets on their way to the battle-field, all the boys and girls of a
town or village gathered to cheer them and shout "Vive la France!" The
fighting-men waved their hands to them, smiling and well pleased.



Not only did they delight to honour their own countrymen. They also welcomed gladly the brave British soldiers
whom they soon learned to love, because these khaki-clad warriors treated the young so kindly, carrying some
on their shoulders and grasping others by the hand as they marched along.



At some railway stations the young people stood in crowds on the platforms when they heard that British
soldiers were to pass through by train. Loudly they cheered as the engine slowed up to take in water.
Sometimes they tried to sing the soldiers' songs, and although they could not understand the words they
learned the tunes and rendered them by repeating "La la-la, la-la la-la." They gave the soldiers presents of
sweets and fruits, and were thanked with smiles and handshakes. As the train steamed away, the young folks
shouted "Goo'neet, goo'neet," thinking that our "good-night" means exactly the same thing as their "au
revoir". The young French folks cried out "Goo'neet" whether it was morning, or afternoon, or evening.



Quite a number of stories are told of brave French boys who have taken part in fighting, or shown that they
were not afraid of the
Germans who invaded their towns. The people of France are very proud of their "little heroes".



One of these is named Gustave Chatain. At the beginning of the war he was just fifteen years old. He was
employed as a herd-boy on a farm in north-eastern France, not very far from the River Oise, which flows into
the Seine. Most of the farm-workers had been trained as soldiers, and were called up to fight for their
country. Gustave envied them greatly. "They are lucky fellows," he said; "I wish I were big enough to go and
fight the 'Boches' also."



Day after day he heard thrilling stories of battles in Belgium and along the western frontier. "The 'Boches'
are coming nearer," the people began to say; "we have not yet got enough men together to keep them back. Once
our armies are at full strength, however, we will defeat them. Besides, the brave British soldiers have come
to fight for us."



Gustave fretted to see the women growing more and more alarmed, while Belgian and French refugees hastened
westward. It was pitiful to see these poor people as they fled before the Germans along the highways. Old men
and women and children had to walk many miles, carrying bundles of clothing and articles of furniture. Some
pushed wheelbarrows or perambulators heaped up with the few things
they could save, and others had little carts drawn by dogs. When night came on they slept in the fields or in
barns, and they were thankful indeed when they reached a village and were taken into houses. They told
terrible stories of their sufferings and the cruel deeds performed by the invaders. "Our homes are burned,"
Gustave heard them say, with tears in their eyes; "many of our friends have been killed; others have died by
the wayside. Oh! give us a little food. We are weak with hunger. Our little ones are crying for milk."



Every day the crowds of refugees came along. "The 'Boches' are not far off," they said. "Thousands and
thousands of them are hastening through France. They are trying to reach Paris."



At length, on a bright autumn morning, Gustave heard the German guns. Their harsh booming, which sounded like
distant thunder, came from the direction of Senlis, a small town not far from the farm, with a beautiful
little cathedral and the ruins of an ancient castle in which the kings of France used to reside in times long
past.



The herd-boy listened for a time to the far-off roar of battle, watching with sad eyes the puffs of dark smoke
that appeared when shells burst in the air. Then he said to himself: "Although
I am only fifteen I am big and strong for my age. I will run off and join the army."



He slipped away without anybody noticing him. The women were gathered together in groups, gazing towards
Senlis, and wondering if they would soon have to leave their homes. He walked across the fields as if he were
going to look after the cows, until he was out of sight of the farm-house. Then he turned towards the highway
and set off, walking as fast as he could, in the direction of Senlis. Ere long he came to a spot where three
roads meet, and to his joy he saw marching towards him a company of those hardy French soldiers, the Alpine
Chasseurs, who were on their way to the front. Gustave ran after them, and, taking up the pace, went swinging
along with manly strides.



"Hallo, boy!" shouted one of the soldiers; "where are you going? You mustn't come this way."



Said Gustave: "I want to march with you to battle."



"You are a plucky little fellow," the soldier told him, "but you are too young. The 'Boches' would swallow
you."



"If you will allow me to march with you," Gustave pleaded, "I will run errands and make myself very useful. I
am not afraid of the 'Boches'."



Several of the soldiers laughed, and one said: "Come along then. You have a brave heart, and it's a pity you
are not a little older."



Gustave was greatly delighted. He marched on, chatting with the soldiers, and at length he said: "I see you
have some spare rifles in that cart behind there. I wish I had one."



Again the soldiers laughed, and one said to the other: "He's a real Frenchman. But it would be a shame to take
him into the fighting-line. He might get killed."



"I am not afraid to die for France," Gustave told them.



"Give him a rifle," one of the soldiers said.



The boy turned towards the driver of the cart, holding out his right hand and smiling. "Can you shoot?" the
man asked.



"I have brought down hundreds of crows," Gustave answered, "so surely I can bring down 'Boches'."



The man hauled out a rifle and handed it to the boy, saying: "You're small, and can easily take cover. Just
keep as cool as when you are shooting crows."



"The 'Boches' are so much bigger than crows," Gustave said, "and I'll thin them out. See if I don't."



"Come on, little hero," a soldier called
merrily. "Fall in, and don't boast till after you have done something."



Gustave went marching along, feeling very proud of himself, chatting and exchanging jokes with the Chasseurs.
But at length an officer saw him and asked: "Who is this boy? He mustn't come with us. Send him home at once."



"Please, sir," said Gustave, saluting, "I wish to fight for France like my father and my brothers. Do let me
go with you."



"You are just a child," the officer answered; "you must run away home."



The officer took the rifle from Gustave, and, seeing tears in the boy's eyes, patted him on the back and said:
"When you are a big lad come and join the Alpine Chasseurs, and we'll all be proud of you. Au revior."



Gustave had to fall out, and for a time he watched the soldiers marching away in front of him along the dusty
highway. But he did not turn towards home. He soon saw the warriors of another famous regiment approaching,
and when they came up he fell into step and accompanied them.



"You mustn't follow us, little fellow," a soldier warned him; "we are going to battle."



"I can shoot well," said Gustave, "and I am a splendid walker. I want to fight the 'Boches'."



"Do you hear what he says?" one soldier remarked to another. "He wants to fight, and he's just a boy."



"What would your mother say if she knew?" a soldier asked.



Said Gustave: "She would say she has now four sons at the front instead of three. How proud she would be,
too!"



"What is your name?" one of the men asked.



"Gustave Chatain," answered the boy.



"A brave name, indeed," another soldier remarked, as they marched along.



"I will run errands for you. I will be very useful," Gustave assured the men near him. "Besides, I can hide
easily, and, as I said, I shoot well."



"If you promise to do what you are told, and keep out of sight," a soldier answered, "you can come with us."



"Thank you very much!" cried the delighted boy. "I hope you have a rifle to spare for me."



"If I gave you my rifle," remarked a smiling soldier, "I should have to sit down and watch you shooting. That
would never do. You have promised to do what you are told, so I'll order you to lie down in a trench until we
have need of you."



"It would be better to send him home," another soldier declared.



"He has come too far," his companion answered. "It might be dangerous for him to return now. We had better
look after him until darkness comes on."



A few minutes later the soldiers reached a bend in the highway, and someone called out that Uhlans were
approaching. An officer shouted a sharp command, and the soldiers spread out and took cover. Gustave crept up
an embankment and saw about twenty German cavalrymen riding across a field. His companions opened a brisk fire
and the enemy turned and fled, leaving nearly a dozen killed and wounded men behind. It was all over in a few
seconds.



Another order was then given, and the French soldiers changed position. A German armed motor-car had come in
sight, racing along the highway, and its machine-gun began to sound its "rat-tat-tat" like a blacksmith
working very fast with his hammer. Several Frenchmen were killed, but the car was driven away. Gustave picked
up from beside a dead soldier a rifle with fixed bayonet and several rounds of ammunition, and, seeing the
company he had joined were advancing to a new position, he followed them. No one took any notice of
him. In less than twenty minutes he came under fire. His company halted and took cover, keeping up a brisk
fusillade towards the east. Gustave saw about 200 "Boches" advancing. They were clad in blue-grey uniforms,
and marched close together. A thrill of joy passed through his veins because he had got a chance to fight for
his native land, and lying behind a bush he took careful aim and fired several rounds. Before long the
invaders began to retreat. As they did so the French soldiers advanced steadily, rushing from bush to bush and
mound to mound, and firing briskly. Gustave did likewise. He went on fighting until the "Boches" were out of
sight. Then he looked round to see where his company was next to move to. But to his astonishment he found
that he was alone. He had been so much concerned about chasing "Boches" that he had not observed the Alpine
soldiers taking up a new position. Greatly disappointed he returned to the highway. There he saw a dead
soldier who was not much bigger than himself, and took off his uniform and cap and put them on.



"Now everyone will think I am a real soldier," he said to himself. "I will avenge the man whose uniform I am
wearing."



He heard firing in front of him and hastened
onwards. Evening was coming on, and he joined a regiment which had just arrived at the front.



"I have got lost," he said to one of the soldiers. "I was fighting and advanced too far."



It was observed that the uniform he wore was too big for him, and one of the men said: "If an officer sees you
he will put you under arrest."



"But I wish to fight," pleaded the boy. "To-day I have slain many 'Boches'."



"That's more than any one of us has done yet," they told him. "You had better fall in and come with us."



They made room for the brave lad between two men of short stature. "You will never be noticed beside us," one
of them said.



If Gustave was pleased before he was more pleased than ever now. He felt that he was a real soldier at last,
marching in the midst of brave men.



That night he slept in a trench. His new regiment came into touch with the enemy on the banks of the Marne. He
awoke at day-break and made a hurried breakfast of meat-sandwiches and coffee; but he felt little desire for
food, because a battle began to be waged with great fury. In front of him the Germans had massed in great
strength. They were
determined to press on towards Paris, and the strong armies of the French and British were as determined that
they would never get there.



The air was filled with the sound of guns of all sorts and sizes. Shrapnel shells exploded overhead, ripping
harshly like sheets of metal being torn across by giants' hands. The "rat-tat-tat" of machine-guns was heard
on every side, and there was a constant whizzing of rifle bullets that hummed like great bees and went past
with lightning speed, or spat with a "zip-zip-zip" as they struck the heaped-up earth in front of the
trenches. Occasionally every other noise was drowned for a full moment by the thundering explosion of a
tremendous shell from one of the monster guns which the Germans had brought into action. Men fell wounded or
dead on every side, yet no one was afraid. Every soldier was cool and determined and busy fighting against the
invaders.



Gustave kept firing in front of him until the order came to advance. Then he rose with fixed bayonet and
rushed forward with the rest to take up a new position and help to dig trenches. This happened over and over
again, and his heart was filled with pride to think that the "Boches" were being driven back.



Before many days went past Gustave was looked upon as one of the pluckiest soldiers
in his company. He was given a new uniform which fitted him better, a haversack, leggings, boots, and an
overcoat. "When my face is spattered with mud flung up by the shells," he said to a companion, "no one is able
to tell my age."



One day when Gustave advanced with the soldiers he reached a German trench. He fought bravely with the
bayonet. Describing this charge he has said: "The 'Boches' are cowards. Many of them lie down in their
trenches when we advance and pretend to be dead. That's one of their tricks. One has to give each body a
little kick to find out whether or not a coward is shamming."



The allied armies won the great battle of the Marne, and the Germans were compelled to retreat. Gustave's
company marched vigorously in pursuit of them with the others, and occasionally captured stragglers. The
"Boches" were so tired with hurrying up to reach Paris and then retreating as smartly to escape the French and
British bayonets, that many of them fell down by the roadway or in fields, while others crept into barns and
houses to snatch a few hours of sleep.



Gustave accompanied an advance party for two days searching for these stragglers, when he came to a
farm-house. The soldiers made
a hurried search through the rooms, and, not finding anyone, procured some food and sat down to eat. Gustave
meanwhile went towards a barn. The door was closed and locked. Through a crack, however, he was able to peer
inside. To his joy he saw several haversacks and a good many rounds of ammunition lying beside a heap of
straw. "Here's my chance", he said to himself, "to take some prisoners". He never thought of calling for
assistance. With the aid of a splinter of wood he pried open the door, making no noise as he did so. Then he
entered stealthily, looking about him, but could not see anybody on the ground floor. Listening intently, he
heard the sound of heavy snoring coming from the loft above. So he crept softly up the ladder and saw seven
"Boches" lying fast asleep on the floor, where they had spread out beds of hay for themselves. The fearless
boy brought down the butt-end of his rifle sharply on the floor and awakened them. Then they all sat up
suddenly, looking very much alarmed.



Gustave was prepared for them, having fixed his bayonet in case they should show fight; but they threw up
their hands above their heads to signify that they surrendered.



"Follow me, one after another," Gustave said to one of the Germans who understood
French. Having delivered this order with an air of dignity, he walked down the ladder from the loft and stood
with his rifle at his shoulder ready to fire if one dared to act with treachery.



They gave him no trouble, obeying his command readily. One after another the "Boches" walked out of the barn,
looking quite relieved. They were all afraid of the brave herd-boy.



Gustave ordered them to stand in a row as if at drill. Then he called to his companions, who were greatly
amused and astonished to see seven big German soldiers holding their hands above their heads, while the
gallant French boy stood looking at them with a stern, proud face. They raised a cheer for Gustave and called
him a hero.



Soon after this Gustave was sent home for a well-deserved rest. Before he left the regiment an officer
promised that he would receive a suitable education to equip him for a military career.



Another young hero was Emile Despres, a boy of fourteen, who died the death of a soldier. He did not have an
opportunity of fighting like Gustave, but he showed himself to be quite as fearless and bold in the hour of
peril. Armed Germans tried to break his courageous spirit. They threatened him with death and then
offered to spare his life if he would act the part of a traitor. But Emile preferred to die with honour rather
than live a life of shame.



A few weeks after war had been declared a battle was fought in the vicinity of Emile's native village of
Lourches, which is situated near Douchy.



The French soldiers displayed great valour, but they were not numerous enough to hold back the hordes of
advancing Germans, and were forced to retreat, much against their will. Many wounded soldiers came through the
village. Some fell exhausted on the roadway, weak from loss of blood. Women went out and bandaged their
wounds, and helped as many as they could to take shelter inside the houses, while boys ran about giving the
bleeding soldiers water to quench their thirst. Shrapnel shells burst overhead and splinters flew about, doing
much damage. Occasionally bullets spattered on the street like a shower of great hailstones.



At length the Germans entered the village. They burst open doors and smashed windows, searching everywhere for
French soldiers, and were exceedingly angry with those women who were acting as nurses. In a miner's cottage
lay a non-commissioned officer. He was in great pain, for he had been wounded in the
side by a fragment of a shell; his cheeks were white as paper, his eyes half-closed, and his lips parched and
dry. The miner's wife was bending over him, doing her best to stop the bleeding and relieve his suffering. He
was very weak from loss of blood.



A German officer entered, followed by a few of his men, carrying rifles with fixed bayonets. He pushed aside
the woman roughly, and she cried: "Oh, you coward! Would you treat me like this because I am nursing a brave
man who is bleeding and in pain?"



The officer swore an oath and struck her, and she screamed helplessly. His brutal behaviour filled the heart
of the wounded Frenchman with indignation. It was terrible to him to see one of his countrywomen who had
treated him so kindly being bullied and struck by a German. Raising himself on his elbow he seized his
revolver and fired. The bullet entered the officer's brain and he fell dead on the floor. Again the woman
screamed and covered her eyes with horror.



The German soldiers pounced at once on the wounded Frenchman and dragged him from the couch. "He will die for
this," they said.



Emile Despres had been watching the Germans entering house after house, and, like
other boys, was wishing he were big and strong enough to fight them, when he heard the woman's scream and the
report of the revolver. He ran into the miner's house and there saw a terrible sight. The dead officer lay on
the floor in a pool of blood, in a corner crouched the terrified woman, while the German soldiers struggled
with the wounded man. Emile looked on helplessly. What could he do? He was only a boy, and the enemies of his
country were armed with deadly weapons.



After a few moments the French non-commissioned officer ceased struggling with his captors, and, leaning
against the wall, panting with exhaustion and pain, whispered hoarsely to Emile: "Water, water! give me a
drink of water!" His tongue was parched with thirst.



The Germans did not understand what he said, and, having bound his arms, turned away from him. Then Emile
crept forward with a cup of cold water and held it to the mouth of the wounded man, who drank it up with great
thankfulness. The boy's action greatly enraged the Germans. They seized Emile and pounded him with their
fists, threw him on the floor, and kicked him. But although he suffered greatly he neither wept nor uttered a
cry. Another officer who had been sent for
had entered the house just as the soldier was being given the water to drink, and when he saw how brave this
boy was he said: "Shoot him also."



The Germans bandaged the eyes of both the French soldier and Emile and marched them out to the village street
so that all the people might see them being executed. Both stood up bravely. There was no sign of fear in the
boy's bearing. He was prepared to die for his country.



The German officer was ill pleased when he saw how Emile behaved. No doubt he felt that he was displaying the
spirit which moved all France to resist the invader. So he thought he would put him to shame and tempt him
with his life to act the part of a coward.



"Take the bandage from the boy's eyes," he commanded, "and bring him here".



A German private walked forward, snatched off the bandage which blinded Emile, and pushed him over to the spot
where the officer stood. The boy looked up with astonishment, wondering what was to happen next. But he never
flinched; he was so brave and unafraid.



The officer thrust a rifle into the boy's hands, and, pointing to the French soldier, who stood blindfolded,
waiting to die, spoke in French and said: "I will spare your life if you will
shoot that man." He smiled grimly, and one or two of the German soldiers laughed.



Emile made no reply. At first he looked with disdain at the officer, then a smile crossed his pale face.



"When you shoot, you can run away home," the officer told him. As he spoke he walked backwards a couple of
paces.



Emile raised the rifle to his shoulder as if he were about to do as he was commanded. He laid his finger on
the trigger and the Germans waited. But little did they understand the spirit of the French boy. Suddenly
Emile wheeled round, aimed point-blank at his cowardly tempter, and fired. The officer fell dead at his feet.
It all happened in the twinkling of an eye.



The German soldiers who were standing near at once sprang upon the boy. Two thrust their bayonets through him
and others discharged their rifles. Emile died ere he sank to the ground. But while the villagers who looked
on mourned the boy's sad fate, they rejoiced in their hearts that he died the death of a hero. Emile Despres
was a true son of France. His name will be remembered to the glory of his country and the shame of his
country's enemies.
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INDIAN GALLANTRY AT THE FRONT
 A SERGEANT OF SIKHS GUARDING A 
   WOUNDED MAN OF HIS REGIMENT FROM GERMANS ADVANCING IN SINGLE FILE BETWEEN TWO CORNSTACKS.


In some of the towns and villages on the
line of battle the women and children had to conceal themselves for many days in the cellars of houses. Not a
few were buried alive when the walls crumbled down before exploding shells. Great sufferings were endured in
all war-stricken localities. Those who escaped death were often without food and water for several days.
Stirring stories are told of brave boys who boldly ventured forth from hiding to procure supplies, so that
their mothers and brothers and sisters might not die of starvation.



At a farm-house near Reims a little boy about ten years old used to go and fetch food for his mother every
morning when the opposing armies were fighting fiercely for long weeks on end in the neighbourhood. He was
always accompanied by two dogs, and walked a distance of 4 miles to a village to purchase food. The British
soldiers often watched him from their trenches. When a shrapnel shell burst overhead he ran to take cover. It
was wonderful to see how fearless he was. Fortunately he never suffered any injury. In time the British
advanced beyond the farm-house, and the plucky boy had no longer to risk his life to run his mother's errands.


 



British Military Ascendancy



Before the outbreak of war the military strength of Great Britain was far below that of France, Russia, or Germany.
Now it ranks as one of the foremost military powers in the world, while it continues to maintain its naval
supremacy. German dreams of world conquest have consequently been shattered.



During 1916 the British offensive on the Ancre and Somme proved that the enemy's elaborately entrenched and
strongly held line could not withstand the bombardments of numerous and powerful British guns, or hold back
our valorous soldiers. The Germans were out-manoeuvred, out-generalled, and out-fought, and were forced to
retreat from a large salient on the Somme to the concreted entrenchments of the Hindenburg line. But before
they could settle down, early in 1917, hard blows were struck. Vimy Ridge, the northern pivot of the line, was
captured by our soldiers on a single morning. Its forts, earthworks, and dug-outs had been previously mauled
or shattered by shell-fire, while deep mines, constructed secretly, were exploded at dawn on the day of
battle. The enemy were afterwards deprived by the Allied armies of the strategical advantages of other heights
on the Aisne, at Messines, and at Passchendaele.



Among the new developments in modern warfare was the British Tank, which did much
to facilitate attacks on entrenched positions. At the battle of Cambrai, several hundred Tanks were employed
to break through masses of barbed wire, enfilade trenches, and shatter machine-gun positions.



But for the revolution in Russia, which brought about the rapid decline of that country's military power, it
is probable that German resistance on the Western Front would have been shattered before the end of 1917.
Russian inactivity enabled Germany to strengthen its armies in France and Flanders, but the entry of the
United States on the side of the Allies restored the balance of man-power on the Western Front.



Nevertheless the Germans succeeded in making a great and successful advance in March, 1918, and for a time the
Allied positions in France were in grave danger, till, under the command of Marshal Foch, the Allies were able
again to throw back the Germans from the Marne. As summer and autumn wore on, constant pressure forced the
enemy to continual withdrawal.



Eventually, on 4th October, Germany was compelled to beg for an armistice, which was granted on 11th November.
Meantime the Bulgarians, the Turks and the Austrians in rapid succession had submitted and sued for terms.



The Great World War was ended.
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Heroic Army Doctors



The  devotion to duty and sterling courage shown by doctors and nurses and ambulance-men in caring for the
wounded soldiers is worthy of the highest praise. In temporary and permanent hospitals there have been many
acts of heroism and self-sacrifice which will never be recorded.



Among the lists of killed and wounded that have been published appear the names of officers, non-commissioned
officers, and men of the British Royal Army Medical Corps. Red Cross wagons have been fired upon by the enemy;
even hospitals within artillery range have not been spared. Many of the doctors and stretcher-bearers have
also been killed or wounded by risking themselves to rescue wounded warriors lying in trenches, or on open
fields, while shells were bursting round about and rifle-bullets whizzed through the air.



It is not the duty of an army doctor to go into the firing-line. The ambulance-men are
supposed to provide first-aid treatment and carry the wounded to hospital. But many doctors have over and over
again hastened to the trenches to give speedy relief to wounded heroes, and by doing so have saved many lives.



A British doctor was in the habit, while a long battle was in progress, of going daily along the trenches
under a hail of shrapnel bullets and splinters. To pass from one particular trench to another he had to cross
a narrow ravine which was swept by the enemy's fire. One day he crossed and recrossed half a dozen times in
response to signals which were made to him. He seemed to bear a charmed life. In the end, however, a bullet
struck him down. Happily he was not killed, but the wound he sustained was a serious one.



The Victoria Cross was awarded by King George to Surgeon-Captain Rankin for his gallantry in having attended
to the wounded in the trenches. He went on with this dangerous work for a couple of days, until his thigh and
leg had been shattered by shrapnel.



How it feels to be wounded is described by a doctor who was taken to hospital with a bit of shrapnel buried in
his neck. He had been riding forward towards the trenches when he heard the shrill sound of an approaching
shell.



"Now", he thought, "I shall be struck." In another second he felt his horse sinking beneath him, and then he
experienced a stinging pain in his neck. He fell clear of his horse, but one of his feet was entangled in a
stirrup. Stunned and confused, he tried to free it. This he found to be a difficult task. He looked about him
in a daze, and became aware that friends were hurrying towards him. Still he went on struggling with the
stirrup. Not until he was removed to hospital and had the shrapnel splinter taken out did he completely regain
his senses. He made a rapid recovery.



A stirring story is told of how a brave French doctor gave up his life at Ypres for the sake of his patients.
These were not his own countrymen, nor Belgians, nor British, but wounded Germans who had been found lying in
front of the Allies' trenches after a desperate attack which had been driven back.



They were cared for in the civil hospital. At the time, Ypres was being heavily bombarded by the Germans. A
number of shells struck the hospital.



"Should we stay here any longer?" a volunteer nurse asked, addressing the doctor. "The enemy know that this is
an hospital, and all the wounded are their own countrymen."



"I cannot leave my patients," answered the
doctor, "no matter what the consequences may be.



"It seems strange," the nurse said, "that we should be placed in peril of our lives by Germans when we are
nursing Germans. Do they deserve good treatment at our hands?"



"Let us show our superiority," remarked the doctor. "If they do not possess humanitarian feelings it is not
for us to follow their example. Were we to imitate them we should descend to their level. So long as I remain
here I will continue to look after the wounded Germans, showing them that a French doctor laughs at their
shells, and only knows his duty."



Two nurses, who were unable to endure any longer the strain of the bombardment, left the hospital and sought a
place of safety. A few days later, however, they returned, and with tears in their eyes confessed to the
doctor that they were ashamed to think they had deserted their patients.



Two Germans had died in the interval. There were still fifty-two left, and some of these were in a critical
condition. The French doctor laboured unceasingly, dressing their wounds and performing his duty faithfully.



Three days after the nurses had returned he was killed by a shell which came through the
roof. His body was removed and buried under cover of darkness. He had died at his post, a real hero, attending
to the wounded and suffering enemies of his country. On the following day the survivors were carried from the
hospital during a lull in, the bombardment, and conveyed to a place of safety. It was not in vain that the
noble French doctor had risked and lost his life for the sake of his patients.


 

The Fighting Flying-Men



This is the first great war in which the aeroplane and air-ship have come into use. The aviator serves chiefly as
an observer. He discovers how the enemy are arranging their troops and locates the big guns and trenches so
that the artillery-fire may be directed to do as much destruction as the necessities of war demand. He also
throws bombs to injure railways and aviation-sheds, to blow up trucks of ammunition, or to scatter cavalry by
alarming the horses. Sometimes, too, he has to fight a battle in mid-air against a hostile flyer.



One day a British aviator soared high in the air, until his aeroplane was concealed by the clouds. He wished
to approach the German position unseen, because the Kaiser's soldiers had mounted special guns, with their
noses sticking in the air, to bring down aeroplanes. The day was warm when he set off, but at the great height
he managed to reach, the air was as chilly as it is in the Arctic regions. When he thought he had travelled
far enough he began to come down in spiral fashion through the raw misty cloudland. Suddenly he found himself
in clear sunshine once again. Then he perceived he was not alone in these lofty regions. Right below him a
German aeroplane was skimming along, its propeller buzzing loud, and the wings tilting gently from side to
side, like a sea-bird's in a breeze. He at once resolved to attack the enemy.



Curving round, and dropping sideways towards his opponent, the British aviator began to shoot with his
revolver. One bullet spattered on the seat beside the German, who, realizing his danger, at once ascended, so
as to escape by getting out of range. Then commenced an exciting chase. On the ground German soldiers craned
their necks, looking upward, while the rival airmen manoeuvred their machines to gain to advantage in
position. The gunners were
unable to open fire because they might strike the German machine.



The British flyer had the most skill, and was absolutely fearless; besides, his aeroplane was the speedier of
the two. When he managed at length to get almost alongside his opponent, as the machines climbed upward, he
discharged three rapid revolver-shots. Then he suddenly found himself in a bank of mist: he had darted into a
cloud. Tilting the wings, he swung round in a wide circle; but when he got into clear air again he looked in
vain for the German aeroplane. Was it escaping through the clouds above? At first he thought so. But the boom
of a gun on the ground caused him to look downward. The Germans were opening fire on him. Not far away from
the gunners lay a smashed aeroplane. Then he realized that he had mortally wounded his opponent, who had
perished in his attempt to effect a landing. As soon as he completed the observations he had set out to make,
he soared into the clouds again and returned safely to the British lines.



On another occasion a British aviator was called out to attack a German aeroplane which was hovering over the
trenches and signaling the range to the enemy's artillery batteries about 5 miles distant. It soared so high
that the
fire of the British guns could not reach it.



This enemy's machine was a Taube, which is the German for "dove". The British aviator selected a speedy
biplane, capable of flying at the rate of 80 miles an hour, and soon began to ascend.



"Now we're going to see sport," exclaimed one English soldier.



"Two to one against the gentle 'dove'," another shouted.



Everyone was keenly interested. A fight in the air was a new experience for the hardy soldiers, who were
accustomed to crouch in their trenches to escape shell splinters, or to keep their rifles banging against
attacks of numerous foemen.



The British machine rose with wonderful, rapidity in a wide semicircle. Now and again the German tried to get
into position so as to cripple his opponent. He carried a passenger armed with a rifle. But each time the
Taube darted against the rising aeroplane, the British aviator changed his course, still soaring higher and
higher. Ere long a ripple of shots rang out, like the cracking of a riding-whip.



"It's getting hot now," a soldier exclaimed in a trench. "That German can sting with a vengeance."



"I say three to one against the ungentle dove," a comrade chimed in.



"How they do twist about up there," another remarked. "It makes one feel giddy to look at them. I wonder how
they themselves feel."



"They haven't time to think about their feelings," a boyish-looking soldier suggested.



For a few minutes the aviators manoeuvred for position. By this time they were almost at the same height.



"Our man is doing well," said a sergeant calmly.



Shots rang out again as the two aeroplanes ran full tilt towards one another.



"There's going to be a collision," a soldier gasped excitedly.



But hardly had he spoken when the British machine dipped sideways, and curved as smartly to the left as a
sea-gull sliding round on an air-current.



Snap-snap-snap! More firing. For a moment the Taube lurched and seemed to be in difficulties. Then it began to
climb steadily. The British machine did likewise. As they rose, high in the air, both aeroplanes grew smaller
and smaller.



"Now, now, don't get out of sight up there and spoil the show," growled a soldier with so sad a voice that his
companions laughed heartily.



A few minutes went past, and again shots were heard. Up and down, up and down, and round this way and that the
opposing aeroplanes were steered to win the advantage of position. But at length the British aviator rose well
above his opponent. It seemed as if his machine had leaped upward with a giant bound, like an acrobat at a
circus. Then the Taube was seen to tilt perilously to one side; it appeared to falter, like a bewildered bird,
and then it dropped swiftly, planing to the ground. The sound of shots, which had been fired a few seconds
previously, dropped down through the still air, and the soldiers realized that the enemy had been beaten.



They raised a cheer as the British machine darted away back behind the trenches. Its work had been
accomplished. When the Taube landed it was found that the steersman and passenger were wounded. They were at
once conveyed to hospital, while their machine was tugged off to the British sheds to do service in future
against the gunners who had been so greatly helped by it.



"The show is now ended, gentlemen," cried a merry English soldier. "You will like the gentle dove much better
next time you see it fly."



More thrilling, however, than even an air
fight was the feat accomplished at a dizzy height by a British artificer who displayed great daring and
courage in repairing damage done to an air-ship. If the story had appeared in a work of fiction it would have
been regarded as impossible. But it happens to be true.



The British air-ship had gone aloft to conduct important scouting operations over the enemy's lines. It rose
beautifully until its cigar-shaped envelope looked no bigger than a toy against the masses of drifting white
cloud. The sunshine glistened on its sides, which sometimes shone like polished silver.



There was a strong breeze in the upper air, and the stately vessel moved slowly against it, and then swung
round, tilting like a tacking yacht.



"How beautifully it answers the helm!" exclaimed a spectator.



With the wind in its favour the air-ship headed towards the German lines. It was far beyond the reach of
artillery, and raced along at a swift rate of speed. The work that its navigator and crew set out to do was
satisfactorily carried out. Rough plans were made and photographs taken; besides, signals were sent to the
British lines to assist the artillery-men who were bombarding the enemy's position.



Then the air-ship swung round in graceful fashion, and came beating up against the wind towards its
starting-place. Like a steamer struggling with a strong tide, it moved slowly. But gradually it came nearer
and nearer, dropping the while, to escape the full force of the air-current, until it was no more than 2500
feet above the surface of the ground. It passed over the British trenches, and was making its way inland to
the shed, a few miles distant. Then it suddenly faltered, and rocked from side to side.



The spectators became greatly alarmed. It was evident something had gone wrong. The tapering body of the
vessel remained intact; it had not, therefore, sprung a leak. Had the helm been injured? No; it seemed to be
all right. Officers peered through their field-glasses, and, as the bows of the hesitating vessel swung round,
one exclaimed: "The propeller has been injured. How unfortunate!"



"Will they be able to get down safely?" another asked anxiously.



"Oh yes!" answered the first speaker; "but they cannot select the landing-place. There's a stiff breeze up
there, and I'm afraid it will blow them into Germany."



"What a pity!" his friend exclaimed.



Up in the air-ship there was considerable
excitement when the accident happened. The great steel propeller had snapped asunder. One of the blades then
flew backward and struck the envelope with such force that the vessel quivered from end to end. Everyone on
board was thrown down, and, as the cabin floor tilted and dipped violently, it seemed as if all was over.
Regaining their feet, the crew began to make hurried observations to find out exactly what damage had been
sustained. Ere long it was discovered, to the surprise and joy of everyone, that the envelope was not leaking.
The vessel remained "airworthy", just as a crippled steamer is seaworthy so long as it answers the helm and
keeps afloat. With careful attention it still remained possible to come down safely in open country.



Their first task was to get rid of the broken propeller. The engine-room artificer set to work at once, and
managed to accomplish this without much difficulty.



"We are drifting back to the German lines," one of the crew remarked dolefully. "I suppose we are all going to
be made prisoners."



They did not like the prospect. After reaching the British position again it was "hard lines" to have to
return helplessly to the enemy.



Then everyone was greatly astonished to
learn that the artificer proposed to fit on a spare propeller.



"How can he do that without descending?" asked one of the crew.



"Look where he must go—out on that thin 'jibboom' of ours," another remarked.



"It is an impossible task," commented the first speaker.



But the artificer was ready to attempt what seemed to be impossible and had certainly never been done before.
The stanchion on which the broken propeller had swung was 15 feet long and less than 3 inches in thickness. It
was quite an acrobatic feat to attempt, with the support obtained from the "rigging", to go along it,
especially at the dizzy height of 2500 feet. Here was a test indeed for British, pluck and skill.



On the ground the anxious spectators, peering through field-glasses, were greatly amazed to witness a human
figure moving out on that almost invisible rod of steel. What was happening? Was it possible that anything
could be done in mid-air to prevent the air-ship falling into the hands of the enemy? No one believed it was.



The great vessel swayed gently, cleverly steered without doubt, but drifting steadily towards the German
position.



"How long can it keep afloat?" asked an officer.



"For a good many hours yet: till to-morrow, if necessary," answered a friend.



"They're going to fit on the spare propeller," a third exclaimed gleefully. "The Germans won't capture our
air-ship after all."



"Think of what you're saying," remarked the first speaker. "How can such difficult work be carried out at that
height?"



The air-ship had moved round, and the officers could not follow what was happening. But the German spectators
did. They were equally amazed to see a workman doing his utmost to fit on a propeller on the crippled
air-ship; they could hardly believe their eyes. It seemed as if the artificer was a magician.



Onward drifted the great vessel through the air. As it passed over the British trenches the war-hardened
soldiers peered upwards with wonder. Word passed from mouth to mouth that the little dot suspended, as it
seemed, in front of the vessel was an artificer at work. Exclamations of wonder were heard on every side.



For two and a half hours the air-ship drifted helplessly away, until it looked like a boy's kite from the
British position.



"It's gone for ever!" a khaki-clad soldier muttered.



"I wonder if that artificer is still alive," a friend remarked. "Plucky chap he is—or," he added softly,
"was."



To the men in the air-ship who watched the artificer at work the minutes seemed long as hours. They feared
greatly for the safety of the daring workman. But his coolness constantly reassured them. So much was he
absorbed in his work that he did not seem to realize his peril. He endured the terrible strain with matchless
courage, and when at length his task was finished he did not display any haste to return to safety. He
proceeded coolly to test the propeller by swinging it round in half-turns to the left and to the right; then,
satisfied he had done his work soundly and well, he turned round to make his way back to the cabin.
Perspiration dripped from his forehead and almost blinded him. His face was pale and drawn. For a moment he
was seen to hesitate. But he recovered and moved towards his friends. Strong arms were stretched out to
support him. Every heart was thankful that his life was spared. When he reached the cabin the brave and heroic
artificer staggered and suddenly collapsed in a faint. But he soon recovered and received a stimulant; then he
listened intently to the loud buzzing of the propeller.



"It's running sweet!" he murmured. A smile lingered on his lips. He was satisfied. He had done his duty.



The propeller worked splendidly. Once again the air-ship swung round against the wind in a long semicircle;
then it headed homeward, beating up triumphantly against the invisible air-waves, like one of Nelson's old
ships tacking up the English Channel from the Bay of Biscay.



British soldiers cheered and waved their caps in the trenches below. Officers and men alike, who had witnessed
what had taken place, were elated with triumphant joy. Many a hand was held out to congratulate the artificer
when the landing was safely effected and he stepped once again on firm earth.


 

Field-Marshal Viscount French



It  is interesting to note that Viscount French is able to claim kinship not only with the English, Scottish,
and Irish under his command, but also with our French allies. On his father's side he is descended from the
Norman-French family of De Freigne, or De Fraxinis, which settled in Ireland. One of his ancestors, Patrick
French, was a burgess of the town of Galway in the sixteenth century, and Patrick's grandson was popularly
known as "Tierna More", which in Gaelic means "the great landlord ". This was John French of French Park, who
commanded a troop in the Inniskilling Dragoons at the battle of Aughrim. Our marshal's great-grandfather
purchased the estate of Ripplevale, in Kent, and his grandfather became a resident English landlord. Through
his mother he can claim a connection with Scotland. Her name was Margaret Eccles, and she was the daughter of
a West Indian merchant in Glasgow. The father of Lord French was a captain in the navy. After his death a
Scottish uncle, Mr. William Smith, became the guardian of the family, which consisted of
one son—the future great soldier—and five daughters, one of whom is Mrs. Charlotte Despard, of the "Women's
Freedom League".



Lord French was born in Kenton 28th September, 1852. When he was quite a little boy no one imagined he would
become a stern and dashing soldier. He was somewhat shy and nervous, and it seemed for a time as if he would
elect to be a clergyman, because he so often dressed up as one at home and preached long sermons to his
sisters. Nowadays he is known as "Silent French". But one trait of his youthful character he still retains,
and that is consideration for others. Soldiers admire him because he is not one of those iron-hearted officers
who seem to care little how they waste human lives, and because he always concerns himself greatly regarding
their comfort. A pretty story is told about him by one of the old house-servants who knew him as a child. "One
morning in the depth of winter," she has said, "when I went downstairs' I found Master Johnnie kneeling on the
dining-room hearth trying his best to light the fire. He said in a tone of disappointment: 'I meant to have a
good fire for you, but the wretched coal won't burn'."



His father and mother died when he was quite young, and "Master Johnnie "came
under the care of his guardian. As he grew up he became fond of reading about wars. His favourite hero was
Napoleon Bonaparte. But he did not neglect his lessons. He was always very studious, and early showed a desire
to master a subject to which he applied himself.



Following his father's example, he first chose the navy as a career, and went to Eastman's Naval Academy at
Portsmouth to study for the examinations. In time he became a midshipman on H.M.S. Warrior. The
ironclads of these days were in the transition stage: they were fitted with engines and propellers, but also
carried sails like Nelson's ships. A new type of vessel, which was named the Captain, was introduced
when French was a middy. Its sides rose only 9 feet out of the water, and it had a raised "hurricane deck",
with two revolving turrets carrying six guns. The crew consisted of about 600 men.



Great things were expected of the Captain. It was capable of powerful gun-fire, and afforded a small
target to an enemy. But it proved to be thoroughly unseaworthy. Having been attached to the same squadron as
the Warrior, on which French was serving, it entered the Bay of Biscay in rough weather. An anxious
night went past, and when day dawned the Captain was nowhere to be seen.
It had "turned turtle" and gone down with the entire crew. This disaster, which happened on 7th September,
1870, greatly impressed Midshipman French among others.



After four years' life in the navy the young officer left the sea and joined the 8th Hussars, in which he
received a commission as a lieutenant. A month later, on 11th March, 1874, he was transferred to the 19th
Hussars. His fellow-officers were not greatly impressed by him. "Why," exclaimed one of them, "he looks like a
soda-water bottle." For a long time they nicknamed him "Soda-water bottle French ".



But the shy lad of low stature soon showed his worth. He was a most painstaking and studious soldier. He was
quick to learn, and never forgot what he learned. Besides, he always did his duty promptly and thoroughly. His
promotion was rapid, and he deserved it, for he worked hard.



He first saw active service in Egypt in 1884-5, when he took part in the operations against the Mahdi. He was
then a major, and served under General Sir Herbert Stewart, who was pressing southward towards Khartoum to
rescue Gordon with a force of less than 2500 men. At Abu Klea, Stewart was attacked by an army of 11,000
Dervishes, and a fierce battle
was fought. The little British army formed a square, and although it was penetrated by the enemy, the savage
desert warriors were driven back with great slaughter. It was in this action that Colonel Burnaby, a famous
British cavalry officer who was fighting as a volunteer, met his death from an Arab spear.



The British pressed on, and next day fought another action, in which Sir Herbert Stewart was slain. About
three weeks later Sir Redvers Buller arrived with reinforcements, and enabled the column Stewart had commanded
to retire after a message had been received from Gordon saying he was not able to hold out much longer. Buller
made special mention of French in his dispatches, adding that the force owed much to him. Shortly afterwards
French was promoted to the rank of lieutenant-colonel, having proved himself an able and distinguished leader
of cavalry. He commanded the 19th Hussars for six years, and then went to India as Assistant-Adjutant-General
of Cavalry on the staff. Two years later he was transferred to the War Office, and carried out important
reforms. He created a revolution in the training and tactics of cavalry.



When the Boer War broke out French was made a full major-general and given the command of the Cavalry Brigade
in the Natal
field force. He proved himself to be a superb and dashing leader. His first success was at Elandslaagte, where
the Boers had cut the railway line and taken up a strong position. He commanded a mixed force, and after a
stiff struggle drove back his opponents and captured their artillery and camp.



The main force of the Boer army afterwards pressed forward and began to surround Ladysmith. General Sir George
White resolved to defend the town, and gave French important dispatches to carry to Sir Redvers Buller, then
the Commander-in-Chief. He travelled by the last train which left the town. It was attacked by the Boers, but
French escaped the showers of bullets that swept through the carriages by lying under a seat of a compartment,
where he made himself as comfortable as possible and calmly smoked a cigar.



He afterwards fought several actions which retarded the advance of the Boers, and showed remarkable skill in
adapting himself to the new conditions of warfare.



Early in 1900, after the arrival in South Africa of Lords Roberts and Kitchener, Lord French was placed in
command of a mounted force between 4000 and 5000 strong, including seven batteries of horse artillery. His
orders were to relieve the town of Kimberley, which
had been surrounded and besieged by the Boers since October of the previous year. On 12th February he set out
from Ramdan. "I promise faithfully", he said to Kitchener, "to relieve Kimberley at six o'clock on the evening
of the 15th if I am alive." De Wet was watching this great mobile force and attempted to intercept it. As
French was crossing a ford of the Riet River a shell burst near him, and he had a narrow escape from death. It
seemed that he bore a charmed life. Strange to relate, French has never been wounded, although oft-times in
danger.



In advancing upon Kimberley, French made quite a new use of cavalry. He attacked strongly entrenched positions
held by infantry and artillery and passed right through between them. In doing so he opened out his squadrons
into very widely extended formation, so that the Boer fire could not be concentrated against them, and dashed
on at the gallop. Before his opponents quite realized what was happening, the great cavalry leader had passed
behind and beyond them on his way to Kimberley.



The weather was burning hot, and this mobile relieving-force suffered alternately from dust storms and veldt
fires. Still the advance was continued according to French's "time-table ". On the 14th Klip Drift, an
important strategic
position, was successfully occupied. Next morning the men were up early and in the saddle, riding forward at a
brisk pace. Kimberley was sighted at half-past two in the afternoon and messages were sent to it by
heliograph.



The Boers occupied two kopjes, and French, again extending his squadrons, charged through and round his
entrenched opponents, with the result that they found it necessary to abandon the siege and effect a safe
retreat. At six o'clock in the evening the gallant general entered the town with a small force and received a
stirring welcome.



On the following evening, after engaging in several hours' heavy fighting, French received orders to hasten
eastward so as to head off General Cronje's army, which was retiring from its strong position at
Magersfontein, and making for Bloemfontein. This difficult task was performed with skill and success. The
Boers were held up at Paardeberg while Kitchener advanced with infantry and artillery and completely
surrounded them. After a brave and desperate resistance, against over-powering numbers, Cronje and his army of
about 2000 surrendered.



On the march to Bloemfontein, and afterwards to Pretoria, General French distinguished himself as a cavalry
leader. It was greatly due
to his rapid and clever movements that the Boers had to evacuate position after position. The hardest fighting
took place with General Botha, who proved himself a leader of great resource and daring.



After Pretoria was occupied, Kitchener planned his wide sweeping movements, which were called "drives", to
clear the various districts of their mobile bands of fighting Boers. The greatest "drive" was carried out by
French in the Eastern Transvaal. Afterwards he operated in the disturbed parts of Cape Colony. When the peace
treaty was signed, on 31st May, 1902, it was recognized that French was without doubt the most original and
brilliant leader of cavalry in the British army. Both Roberts and Kitchener praised him on several occasions,
but none thought more highly of him than the soldiers under his command. They learned to trust him with
absolute confidence, and they loved him because of his unassuming and kindly manner. He was always so cool, so
resourceful, so simple and quiet. The brilliant general never posed, as it were, "to the gallery". A boastful
word never escaped his lips, and he was generous to a fallen foeman. He always showed great concern about the
men under his command, and went about his work as coolly and efficiently as a city man in his office or
warehouse. The really great and clever men are often the most humble and considerate.



Lord French held various high military positions after the Boer War. In 1913 he was raised to the rank of
Field-Marshal. When war broke out with Germany he was appointed to command the British Expeditionary Force.
For seventeen months he discharged his responsible duties with distinction and then retired. In recognition of
his great services he was raised by the King to the rank of Viscount. Sir Douglas Haig, a younger and no less
brilliant leader, was chosen as his successor.
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The Heroes of Gallipoli



Some of the fiercest and most picturesque conflicts of the war have been fought on the Gallipoli peninsula, where
various landings were made in April, 1915, to secure military co-operation with the naval attacks on the
Dardanelles forts. The rough coast, with its narrow beaches, steep slopes, and beetling cliffs, is admirably
suited for defensive operations.



Near Gaba Tepe a dramatic coup was effected by the Australians. An advance force, which was conveyed across
the sea in battleships, embarked in twelve whale-boats under cover of darkness and reached the shore just as
dawn was breaking. As they came through the haze into shallow water the Turks opened fire, but the Australians
leapt into the sea, and, wading ashore, charged a trench at a bound, and captured it in quicker time than it
takes to tell.



Despite this initial success, however, the Turkish fire increased in fury. Then it was discovered that the
landing had taken place farther north than originally intended and right below a ragged sandstone cliff. The
jutting ridges overhead were occupied by Turks, who kept sniping continually.



"Up and at 'em, boys!" shouted an officer.
Throwing aside their packs, the hardy Australians began to scramble up the cliff like the Highlanders who
captured Quebec. They cleared the ridges at the point of the bayonet, nor paused until they reached the
summit, which they held firmly until reinforced.



Meanwhile transports arrived with more Australians and New Zealanders and the shore fighting increased in
fury. The Turks were heavily reinforced, but their efforts to dislodge the invaders failed completely.



The other landings, which took place at the toe of the peninsula, were similarly of desperate character. At
one beach, between Cape Helles and Seddul Bahr, the large transport River Clyde, which carried about 2000 men,
was run aground. Lighters were then drawn in between it and a reef, to carry a gangway over which the soldiers
could run to the beach. It was not until darkness fell, however, that the men were got safely ashore and found
it possible to advance in combination with other landing parties.



During the months of fighting which ensued, heroic efforts were made by the British and French troops to
capture Achi Baba hill, which was strongly fortified, and held by a powerful army of Turks under the
leadership of German officers.



In August a fresh landing was effected at
Suvla Bay, and operations were formulated with purpose to capture the height of Sari Bair and cut off Turkish
communications with Achi Baba. Had it been successful, the greater part of the peninsula would have been
overrun by the Allied troops.



The Australians at Gaba Tepe, who held the area which had become known as Anzac, put forth heroic efforts to
strike a staggering blow at the Turkish defence. The greatest initial success they achieved was the capture of
Lone Pine trenches, a series of works which commanded one of the main sources of the enemy's water supply.
Charging up hill with heroic dash against a withering fire, the Australians broke through the barbed-wire
entanglements, only to find, however, that the trenches were covered with great beams of pine. Snipers
continued to sweep their lines through loop-holes. But the resourceful Australians were not to be baffled.
They tore up many of the beams and leapt into the darkened galleries, where desperate hand-to-hand encounters
took place, until they completely won the position, which they held against fierce counter-attacks.



In the great combined attack which followed, a Colonial column, with an Indian mountain battery, gained the
summit of a ridge of Sari Bair, but the columns from Suvla failed to come
to their support in time and as arranged, and they were forced to retreat before a massed Turkish force
supported by heavy artillery fire.



Subsequently our military authorities arrived at the decision that all attempts to overrun the peninsula would
have to be abandoned. Then followed another dramatic happening. Late in December the army of 85,000,
distributed between Anzac and Suvla, withdrew from their positions and put to sea in secrecy and without loss.
The Turks had no idea what was happening until after the evacuation was concluded. A few weeks later the
forces at the extreme toe of the peninsula similarly "lifted their tents like the Arabs and as silently stole
away". These winter withdrawals were as masterly military achievements as the heroic landings in spring. All
the forces engaged had, in this memorable and unexampled campaign, covered themselves with glory, and the
Australians and New Zealanders displayed those high qualities of heroism and initiative which distinguish them
as fighting men in the Empire's battles for freedom and justice.


 

A Group of Heroes



A thrilling deed of heroism was accomplished by a Highland soldier in the vicinity of Soissons on the River Aisne. About
150 men of his regiment were told off to guard a bridge in case any Germans should attempt to cross. It
was not expected that a strong attack would be made at that particular place.



The day was warm and pleasant; sunlight twinkled on the river and birds sang among the trees. But for the
booming of guns in the distance there was nothing to suggest war and bloodshed in that peaceful spot. The
Highlanders chatted about home and the harvest-fields, and enjoyed the rest they were experiencing after long,
weary marching and heavy fighting. One said: "If I had a fishing rod I should like to try that shady pool
yonder. There is a nice ripple on the water."



He had hardly spoken when the "spit-spit-spit" of rifles rang out in the silence. A strong force of Germans
had crept through the wood opposite them, and were evidently going to rush the bridge. Several Highlanders
fell, and the rest took cover and opened fire. When the Germans made their appearance their ranks were swept
by a Maxim gun, which cut them down in dozens.



For a time the attackers were held back. Then a strong column of Germans came in sight, hurrying along the
highway to cross the bridge. The Highlanders were outnumbered by about seven to one.



"It will take us all our time to hold them back," one muttered.



"The Maxim will shatter that column in a twinkling," answered another cheerfully.



But suddenly the Maxim became silent. Snipers lying concealed in the wood had shot down, one after another,
the men who had been working it, and it stood there unattended on its tripod among a heap of bodies. Meanwhile
the Germans approached closer and closer to the bridge. The rifle-fire was not of sufficient volume to keep
them back. It looked as if the little group of British soldiers would be exterminated.



A gallant Highlander who took in the situation at a glance leaped up, and, throwing down his rifle, ran
towards the Maxim gun. The German snipers tried their best to hit him, but he seemed to have a charmed life.
Bullets whizzed past his head like bees swarming from a hive; but he never faltered. Reaching the Maxim, he
swung it, without detaching the tripod, across his back as coolly as though he were a fisherman lifting a
creel of fish; then, instead of returning to his comrades, he ran across the bridge and placed the gun in
front of the German column advancing along the highway. The belt which revolves to "feed" the Maxim was well
charged with ammunition, and the Highlander opened a withering fire. "Rat-tat-tat" sounded the deadly gun as
the
Highlander crouched down, working it expertly and coolly. The Germans were unable to advance against the
terrible hail of bullets, which thinned their ranks faster than it takes to tell. So they scampered to find
cover, leaving heaps of their men dead and wounded on the road.



Meanwhile the snipers continued firing at the gallant Highlander, who kept the bridge like the Roman Horatius,
but against more fearful odds. Again and again he was wounded, and just as he succeeded in putting to flight
the attackers, he fell back dead, and once more the Maxim gun was silent.



The Germans began to reform to renew the attack. Ere they could do so, however, the surviving Highlanders
heard reinforcements hurrying up from behind. As soon as they reached the river bank the fresh troops opened
so vigorous an attack on the Germans that they were forced to fall back. Their retiral was a hurried one.



When the British soldiers crossed the bridge they found that the dead Highlander who had routed the German
column, and given his life to save his comrades, had over thirty bullet wounds in various parts of his body.
He will be remembered as one of the great heroes of the British army.



A similar act of splendid daring was performed by Lieutenant Dimmer of the 2nd Battalion of the King's Rifle
Corps, whose home is at Wimbledon. He took part in the trench fighting in southern Belgium when the Germans
endeavoured to break through the British lines and reach Calais. For some weeks the issue hung in the balance.
Then the famous Prussian Guard, the "crack regiment" of the Fatherland, was brought up at the command of the
Kaiser to sweep our troops before them. The fighting became very violent. Lieutenant Dimmer had, on one
occasion, a narrow escape from death, for, as he was engaged inspecting the position, three bullets, fired by
watchful German snipers, passed through his cap.



For several days the Royal Rifle Corps sustained fierce attacks. During the early part of the fighting two
British machine-guns were put out of action, but one of them was recovered by Lieutenant Dimmer, assisted by
Corporal Cordingley, who would have received the Distinguished Service Medal had he lived; he was killed by a
bullet not long afterwards.



The Prussian Guard lost heavily, because the sons of Britain were more than a match for them, and repelled
attack after attack. Urged onward, however, to make a final effort, they flung themselves on the British
lines, 
convinced that they must succeed and win great glory.



This attack began about nine o'clock on a cold misty night. Lieutenant Dimmer was in the thick of the fight.
He had charge of a Maxim gun, and was assisted by three men. But just when the Maxim was brought into action
the leather of the cartridge-belt stuck fast, being swollen by the drizzle of thin rain. Meanwhile the enemy
approached nearer and nearer, keeping up a fierce fire. Rifle-bullets and shrapnel splinters spattered about
the gun like hailstones. It was a galling situation. But Lieutenant Dimmer was cool and brave and resourceful.
He at once knelt down to adjust the silent gun, using a spanner so that the cartridge-belt might have room to
move. While so engaged he was exposed to the deadly fire which swept along the trench. A bullet struck him in
the jaw. It did not, however, cause him to flinch. "I did not mind," he has since said; "the wound only made
me wild."



At length the cartridge-belt was got to work, and the gun poured out its fusillades of bullets on the
advancing hosts, in which it made great gaps, while the men in the trenches kept up the rifle-fire with
unerring aim, as steadily as if they were practising at targets on a shooting-range.



The German shrapnel crashed overhead, and many brave men were killed or wounded by scattering fragments of
metal. Snipers also paid special attention to those working the machine-guns, and one after another the three
men at this particular Maxim were picked off. But Lieutenant Dimmer stuck to his post, despite his wound,
working the gun alone. A bit of shrapnel then grazed his right eye and almost blinded it. Still he kept the
Maxim working. Another shell burst near him, and a splinter tore open a ragged wound on his forehead, from
which the blood streamed down into his left eye. Twisting his head sideways, and occasionally wiping away the
blood, he scarcely faltered at his task. Sometimes he was almost completely blind; at best he could only see
through a haze of blood and perspiration. But he kept the gun in action while the Prussian Guard was
sustaining frightful losses. Then, for a moment or two, the Maxim remained silent. Wearied and weakened by his
wounds, he found it necessary to take rest, and especially to recover his vision. After cleansing his eyes and
pressing his handkerchief against his fore-head bruise, to stop the flow of blood, he looked up and saw that
the enemy were retreating. This gave him fresh courage and strength, and once again he staggered towards the
gun. "I
wanted," he has told, "to give them something to go on with, and banged away for all I was worth."



When one belt of cartridges was exhausted he fitted on another. Many a Prussian was laid low by that
courageous British officer, who was still working his gun without assistance. Then another shrapnel shell
burst in front of him, and he received a wound on his left shoulder. But his right arm remained free, and he
resumed firing. At length, however, a rifle bullet sank deeply into his left shoulder, near the other wound,
and he fell back unconscious. He had done heroic service in assisting to scatter the renowned Prussian Guard,
and had certainly saved the position occupied by his battalion. In all he fired 900 cartridges, and most of
these must have taken effect.



When Lieutenant Dimmer was picked up it was found that he had sustained five wounds. Temporary dressings were
applied, and he recovered consciousness. Before he was conveyed to hospital, however, he insisted on going to
his quarters, supported by two men, to make up his report. For his great bravery he has been awarded the
Victoria Cross, and given promotion.



A touching story is told of an heroic 
Irishman who gave his life to save two chance acquaintances near Cambrai. He had been brought up in Glasgow, and
was a private in the Royal Scots. Those who knew him say he was a rough character, given to quarrelling, and
ever ready to use his fists. But there was a tender spot in his heart, and he had certainly much courage.



Along with a sergeant of the Leicestershire Regiment and a private of the Dorsets, who was wounded, he took
shelter in a farm-house. The little party were cut off from the British forces, and Germans swarmed in their
vicinity. They hoped to steal away in the darkness, and it looked as if they would manage to, for their
presence was not suspected. But the Irishman was reckless, and, ignoring the appeals of the others, wandered
outside. The Germans saw him and opened fire. He returned promptly to the house, and was greatly troubled
because he had carelessly drawn attention to his companions. "I have just come in", he said, "to warn you that
a party of the enemy is near. Hide yourselves; I am going out for a walk."



The sergeant saw at once that the Irishman had made up his mind to risk his life by performing some wild
escapade, and ordered him to remain where he was. But he ignored the
sergeant and made for the door; then, pausing on the threshold, he said: "It's like this, my son. You and your
friend there are married, and have children who would mourn for you. As for me, I'm not the best, and nobody
will be any the poorer if I'm shot. Am I not to blame in this matter? If I hadn't shown myself the Germans
wouldn't have looked near the place. But they don't know there's anybody here but myself. So I'm going to rush
out, and perhaps I may get off. If they catch me, they'll be quite satisfied, no doubt. But you must remain
behind, Sergeant, for the sake of that poor wounded fellow there." His face never showed a sign of feeling
until the sergeant began to move towards him. "Stop!' he exclaimed. "Stay where you are. If you follow me the
Germans won't get a chance, for I'll shoot you down myself. Stop where you are, I tell you."



It was no use reasoning with him. He shut the door and walked off as coolly as if he were going to the
barracks. When he came in sight of the Germans he pretended to be surprised, and made a sudden dash to escape
across a field. But he had not gone far when he was brought down by a volley. He must have died before he
fell. But he saved the lives of the other two men. The Germans thought he was
a solitary straggler, and went off in another direction.



Night came on, but the two English soldiers did not get an opportunity to escape safely. They kept in hiding
for three days before they were able to return to the British lines. The body of the heroic Irishman, who had
died for others, was recovered and buried by the Red Cross men, and the "Last Post" was sounded over his
grave.



It has been related that when King Robert the Bruce rode out against De Bohun, before the battle of
Bannockburn, and slew that dashing knight, his officers remonstrated with him for risking his life, while they
also praised him for his prowess. But what concerned the King most was that he had broken his battle-axe. An
English soldier who had displayed great daring at the battle of Mons retired from it in a similar frame of
mind. His right hand had been badly wounded, and he was found sitting by the roadside looking most dejected.
"Is your wound very painful?" he was asked. "It's not my hand that worries me," he said. "I'm blessed if I
haven't lost my pipe in that last charge!"



Scorching motor-cyclists are regarded as a
nuisance on country roads in time of peace; but in war not a few of them have proved to be of great value. The
story of how a "scorcher" won a French medal is of stirring character.



During the course of one of the many engagements fought on the banks of the River Aisne a small but determined
French force occupied trenches facing those of the enemy. There were clumps of woodland on either side of the
space between the opposing lines. In one English troops lay concealed; in the other there were Germans with
machine-guns. For a time neither of these hidden forces was aware of the presence of the other.



The highway skirts the wood in which the Germans lay, and along it a strong force of French infantry came
marching to support their entrenched countrymen. The Germans waited for them.



Suddenly the men in the trenches perceived that a trap had been laid. They caught glimpses of the enemy moving
into position between the trees. As the force of infantry would be decimated as soon as they came into range,
it was necessary that they should be warned in time. To accomplish this, attempts were made to signal to them,
but the German sharpshooters promptly picked off each man who rose up
from the French trenches to send a message.



The threatened danger was perceived also by the Englishmen in the opposite wood. It was no use for them to try
to signal, because their message would not be understood. The only chance was to send a cyclist along the road
which ran past the German ambush.



A daring Englishman leaped on his machine, and in a few minutes had crossed to the highway and was careering
along it. He bent low in the saddle and scorched for all he was worth. "Teuf-teuf-teuf", sounded the motor in
the tense stillness. The Germans were amazed at the man's daring. Their snipers, however, opened fire, and the
brave scorcher was shot down. His bicycle tumbled over and was wrecked on a bank.



But no sooner did he fall than another "scorcher" made his appearance. This man was also killed, and did not
even get so far along the road as his predecessor. Then a third brave Englishman made his appearance. He was
as fearless as the others, and rode similarly at the highest speed. The German sharpshooters opened against
him a brisk fire, and the bullets buzzed about his ears like mosquitoes. It was an exciting spectacle. The
Englishmen peered from the wood and the Frenchmen from the trenches, watching
the scorching cyclist careering along the highway, his back bent and his head stretched for-ward as if he were
racing for a prize in some competition. "Snap-snap-snap", rang out the German rifles, but still the messenger
whirled onward. He passed the wood in a cloud of dust and raced towards the French column of infantry, which
was now drawing perilously near. Would he reach it safely and in time? The Germans did their best to prevent
him. But they could only snipe. If they opened volley-fire they would reveal their presence to the force they
intended to ambush.



At length, after several moments of breathless anxiety, the heroic "scorcher" reached the French force,
dismounted, and warned them. He had risked his life for the sake of the allies of his native land, and saved
hundreds of brave soldiers from certain death.



The French officer was astounded, not only at the message of warning he received, but at the daring displayed
by the courageous Englishman, whom he saluted as though he confronted one of his superiors in rank. Then,
taking from his tunic the French military medal which is the equivalent of our Victoria Cross, he pinned it
above the breast of that dashing cyclist who so richly deserved such a high honour.



Another daring feat was accomplished by an officer and non-commissioned officer of the 2nd Battalion of the
Manchester Regiment. Early one morning a company of Germans conducted a fierce and sudden attack on one of the
forward trenches of the Manchesters and compelled its occupants to retire. Two attempts were afterwards made
to drive them back, but without success. It looked as if the Germans would hold out until reinforcements came
to their aid to assist them to advance still farther.



Second-Lieutenant Leach declared in the afternoon that he would attack the enemy alone and compel them to
retire. "I will go with you, sir," said Sergeant Hogan. The lieutenant consented, and they set out together.



One after the other these two brave soldiers crept along the communication-trench leading to the forward
trenches, and when they got to close quarters opened fire on the enemy. Both were good shots, and almost every
bullet took effect. Darting from point to point along the zigzagged route, they compelled the Germans to
retreat to the far end of the trench after having killed eight of them and wounded a couple. Fourteen remained
to be accounted for, but after firing a few random shots they threw down their rifles and held up their hands
to signify that they surrendered. They were greatly astonished to find that they had been hopelessly beaten by
only two men.



Lieutenant Leach had a marvellous escape. Several bullets had gone through his cap, and his muffler came to
pieces when he took it off. Neither he nor Sergeant Hogan received a single wound.



A private of the Royal Irish Regiment one day sacrificed himself to save a force of the West Yorkshires from
extermination. He had been taken prisoner during the previous night, and was confined in a farm-house on the
outskirts of a little village near Reims. The Germans kept so well under cover that the British were not aware
of their presence at this particular point.



When day dawned the West Yorkshires were ordered to advance and occupy the village. The Germans chuckled when
they saw them coming, and word was passed round among the houses not to fire a shot until they were at close
range. It seemed as if the unsuspecting Englishmen were to be exterminated.



Looking through a window, Pat took in the situation. He saw the Yorkshire lads marching forward as
unconcernedly as if they were on parade. The Germans chattered gleefully
round about him, laughing now and again. Pat did not understand a word they said, but he knew only too well
that they were making merry over the surprise they were going to give to the force of Englishmen drawing near.



His heart was touched. He wanted to pick up a rifle and give the alarm. But if he attempted to seize one in
that little room he would be quickly overpowered.



At length he resolved to do what the Germans would never think a man capable of doing—to rush out and let his
comrades know they were in danger. It meant certain death for him. He realized that, but did not care. What
although he lost his own life, if by doing so he saved the lives of many? He was a brave, generous,
self-sacrificing man. The blood of generations of heroes ran in his veins.



On came the Yorkshires. The Germans got into position with loaded rifles, taking cool, deliberate aim. They
paid no attention to Pat. Then, cautiously and softly, the Irish soldier slipped back from the window, crossed
the room, and went out into the backyard. No one heeded his movements. Little did the enemy dream that Pat was
resolved to spoil their murderous game by raising the alarm.



There was no time to be lost. The yard gate stood open, and the Irishman ran out.
In another minute he was in the open, and was observed by friend and foe alike. He raised his arms above his
head, to signify to the Yorkshires that danger threatened him, and he ran towards them for a few yards. Then
the concealed Germans opened fire. The brave Irishman fell on his face, his body riddled with bullets.



But he had accomplished his purpose. The Englishmen at once realized what lay in store for them.



"Halt, and take cover," shouted the officer. The men obeyed promptly. They knew only too well why the order
had been given.



"Who was that man, I wonder?" a private asked.



"One of our lads who has been taken prisoner," another said.



"Well, he's a game one!" the first speaker exclaimed.



"If he had not dashed out," a third declared, "we would have been caught in a trap."



Soon the fighting became brisk. The Yorkshires brought a machine-gun into action, and before long they had
silenced the firing from the farm-house. Advancing in short rushes, they reached at length the prostrate body
of Pat, whom they found to be still alive. His face was deathly pale, a stream of blood ran
down his left cheek, and his left arm was almost cut through with bullet wounds. But he smiled when he saw an
Englishman bending over him.



"I'm done for," he said faintly.



"You've saved many a life this day," a Yorkshire lad told him with deep emotion.



"Thank God for that!" the Irishman murmured. Then he became unconscious.



The Germans were driven from the village with considerable loss. Two Yorkshire lads carried the Irish hero to
the farm-house and laid him gently on a bed. He died as his wounds were being dressed. As his identification
badge was missing his name could not be ascertained. Next day he was buried in the little graveyard beside the
village chapel, and few of the soldiers could refrain from shedding tears. Over the grave a wooden cross was
erected, and on it a Yorkshire man wrote: "He saved others; himself he could not save."


 
 
