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» Introduction to the Journal 
By D.P.G. Sheridan (AGWP Curator and Journal Editor) 

 

It is with the greatest of pleasures that I am writing this 

introduction to the third issue of AGWP-J (Australian Great War 

Poetry Journal). The first two issues were indeed large ones, and 

they were filled with many poems and articles, and a lot of 

information about the project. They were also, quite successful, as 

many people told me how much they liked them, and found them 

useful. If you haven’t read the first two issues, I can only 

recommend that you do so. You can find them on the website. 

In this third issue, we will have much the same in format, 

but a bit more in volume. Having said that, the aim of the journal 

is to be read by as many people as possible. In this way, it will help 

in the process of getting people to consider this poetry, and 

encourage them to search those boxes in the back of the cupboard, or in the garage, or the 

storage unit, for diaries and letters from relatives who lived during the war years. In many of 

these dairies and letters you will find poetry, and this poetry, if original, will bring another 

name to the canon so that their memory will not be forgotten. The journal also wants to 

encourage its readers to talk to relatives and friends, so as to generate discussion about the 

poetry. Perhaps this will yield discoveries and help get your relative recognised in the canon. 

There is still very little written about Australian Great War Poetry, and while this 

journal seeks to address that problem, Australians keep referring to English and Canadian 

poetry as the poetry best suited for our Australian ceremonies. This issue is addressed in this 

journal, and it is something which makes me both sad and angry. Why on earth do we 

Australians keep on using foreign voices to sing an Australian song? Why do we use foreign 

poetry to remind us of Australians at war? This is an important issue within the project, and 

one which must be addressed as a national issue. 

In this third issue of AGWP-J we will be looking at some of the poetry of the Australian 

Light Horse, as well as a great article about C.J. Dennis, written by Dr John Gough. A few 

short articles about some of Australia’s unique poetic qualities, and an update on the 

conferences so far and the AGWP Library. There is also an article about the research value of 

Wikipedia and why serious researchers shouldn’t rely on it. The Appendix and Tale End 

Charlie offer a couple of interesting articles about John Shaw Neilson and Charles Vaude. 

As both the curator of the AGWP collection and the journal editor, it falls on me to 

make sure that the works of the canon are presented respectfully with a view to educate and 

inform, as well as to encourage discussion. It is also of vital importance that the works of the 

canon are presented in a way which would be agreeable to the poets themselves. As a result, 

great care is taken to consider the poet’s attitudes and beliefs. Of primary importance is an 

adherence to historical truth, irrespective of our modern sensibilities. 



 AGWP Journal – November, 2019 – Vol. 3 6 
 

I highly recommend checking out the Newsletter as well, which can be found on the 

website at: https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/newsletters The newsletter is much shorter, 

about 5 or so pages, but still filled with interesting things. Of course, don’t forget the AGWP 

Literary Stable, of which there are five online sites to explore: 

 

Website: https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp 

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/australianwarpoetry 

Blog:  http://australiangreatwarpoetry.blogspot.com/ 

Twitter: http://AustGreatWarPoetry@AGWP_Sheridan 

Pinterest: http://uk.pinterest.com/dominicsheridan/ 

 

For the foreseeable future, the AGWP-J will be published twice a year; once in April 

and once in November. The reason for this is to coincide with Anzac Day (25 April) and 

Armistice Day (11 November), which are the two quintessential days of remembrance in 

Australia. The Newsletter, at least for the time being, will carry the load for the rest of the year. 

So, now all you need to do, is get your favourite beverage, turn the phone off, and sit 

back in your favourite chair for a nice read through this issue of AGWP-J. Happy Armistice 

Day to you, and remember what the Ode tells us; not to forget them. And with that, I hope you 

enjoy this issue and the wonderful poets it seeks to remember. God bless Australia. 

 

D.P.G. Sheridan 

 

» Notes from the editor about this issue 
 

1. Except where specifically mentioned, all articles and entries in this journal have been 

written by the editor, Dominic P.G. Sheridan. 

2. AGWP has determined to make this journal as rich as possible in order to encourage 

readership, and even participation for future journals. 

3. If you would like to write something for this journal in relation to Australian Great War 

Poetry, please read the information below. 

1. For the moment, articles in this journal are not peer reviewed, however, it is hoped 

that future articles will be one day. Plus, the purpose of this call for papers is merely 

to get people talking. For the moment, submissions are reviewed by the editor. 

2. As a disclaimer, any submitted articles not written by Dominic P.G. Sheridan, 

AGWP does not necessarily hold or endorse all views of the author. 

 

https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/newsletters
https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp
https://www.facebook.com/australianwarpoetry
http://australiangreatwarpoetry.blogspot.com/
http://AustGreatWarPoetry@AGWP_Sheridan
http://uk.pinterest.com/dominicsheridan/
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» A Call for Papers 

 

Dear Readers, 

 

As always, Australian Great War 

Poetry is calling for papers, articles and 

essays for ‘The Australian Great War 

Poetry Journal’. Because not much has 

been written about Australian Great War 

Poetry, AGWP continues to produce secondary source material in order to generate debate, so, 

if you are interested, please consider writing a paper or article (12-14 pages with bibliography), 

or a short essay (4-6 pages with bibliography). If your writing is accepted, a few things would 

happen: 

1. Your article (or essay) will appear in the Australian Great War Poetry Journal with your 

by-line (and a short bio if you agree) 

2. Your name will be added to the list of secondary source authors 

3. Your article will be read by potentially hundreds, if not thousands of people world-wide 

4. You will be contributing valuable source material to the AGWP canon 

The Australian Great War Poetry Journal is not officially published (although that will 

change later), but rather, it is available for research and study for those interested in AGWP, 

and produced for the website, where it will appear as a pdf. The article, or short essay if you 

wish, would have to be related to Australian poetry from the 1st World War. It could be about 

any aspect, but to do with Australian poetry from the time. A critical comment, an observation, 

how the poetry is considered by a non-Australian reading it, or by an Australian reading it, 

anything really. It could be about one or more poets, or poems, or even a group. Perhaps you 

could compare Australian poetry with other poetry from the era, such as English, Canadian or 

American, or even non-English poetry, such as Polish, Turkish, French or German. As long as 

the Australian poetry is the predominant subject. Of course, it must be in English. 

By doing this, we will hopefully ignite discussion and build some secondary source 

material for the canon. There would be no officially recognised academic kudos or 

remuneration in this (I suppose, however, that may be a rather open issue), but it would be great 

for the overall canon. You can contact me via one of the three links: 

https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/contact-agwp 

https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/members 

https://www.facebook.com/australianwarpoetry 

Please consider writing something and let me know what you think. I would be very 

grateful if you could. 

Best Regards, 

Dominic Sheridan (AGWP) 

https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/contact-agwp
https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/members
https://www.facebook.com/australianwarpoetry
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»» Preferred Format 

 

 The format for those who understand article formats is MLA (Modern Language 

Association). For those who may not be familiar with this format, you may send your work in 

Times New Roman, 12 point, 1.5 spacing. You should include references, footnotes (if needed) 

and a bibliography. If you don’t know MLA formatting, AGWP will make corrections for you. 

A paper or article should be 12-14 pages with bibliography, and a short essay should be 

4-6 pages with bibliography. 

Examples for references should look something like this: 

Book: Adam-Smith, Patsy. 2014. The Anzacs. Penguin: Melbourne 

Internet: Bean, C.E.W. "The Expedition" The Ballarat Star (Vic.: 1865 - 1924) 20 Jan 

1915: 1. Web. 20 Jan 2016 http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-article154580117 Retrieved January 20, 

2016 

In-Text Referencing: At the end of the quoted text, put (Adam-Smith 65) [This gives 

the author’s surname and page number.] In the case of there being two books by the same 

author, the format will simply include the date of publication. (Murdoch 1915, 51) or (Murdoch 

1922, 39) These two references refer to Songs of the Open Air (1915) and More Songs of the 

Open Air (1922) with respective page numbers 51 and 39. 

The basic idea is the give the name of the author, then the date 

of publication, then the title of the work, then the publisher and then 

the place published. If you follow this format in the bibliography, you 

can’t go too wrong. Just do your best. The main thing to remember 

is to be consistent. Literary formatting is a tedious activity at the best 

of times, but it is necessary for literary reference and research. You 

can check the bibliography in this journal for help. 

Note: Please be advised that there are certain sources which will not be accepted in the 

journal, such as unreferenced blogs and Wikipedia. If you reference Wikipedia, then the editor 

will simply remove the reference and advise you to seek other references, as Wikipedia is not 

reliable as a source. The articles are written by unnamed 

individuals without any checkable credibility. Also, the editors are 

faceless and nameless; again, uncheckable. While there may be 

truth in this site, there may also be something other than truth. It is 

a site no one should use for serious research, and I would advise 

avoiding it even for basic schoolwork for the afore mentioned 

reasons. Australian Great War Poetry categorically distances itself from this site, and will thus 

not entertain it as a reliable source for referencing articles or papers. 

Further to this, it should be understood that the Australian Great War Poetry Journal 

accepts two types of article, and isn’t concerned with so called “academic style” in preference 

to good writing. Articles which are properly and fully referenced will be designated as 

“Research Papers/Articles”, while all others will be designated as “Interest Papers/Articles”. 

http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-article154580117
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These designations are not to be considered as a comment on the quality of the article, but 

rather, as recognition of the article’s type. The editor is fully aware that the time and energy it 

takes to write an article is such that articles become something like a personal Holy Grail, 

however, no offence is given when designating, and thus, none should be taken. 

 

» Featured Article 

»» C.J. Dennis as Australian Great War Poet: “Ginger Mick” and 

the “Call of Stoush” 

By John Gough 

 

Dr John Gough (retired) was Senior Lecturer in Education at Deakin University (Australia), 

and has written on the Australian writer, C.J. Dennis. 

Contact: jagough49@gmail.com 

-------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

C.J. Dennis was a civilian. He lived all his life in Australia. Despite this he is, or should 

be, one of the best known of the Australian Great War Poets. According to the Criteria 

established by Dominic P.G. Sheridan, as part of his major research into Australian Great War 

Poets (extensively reported at the AGWP web-site), C.J. Dennis qualifies being: 

 born in Australia; 

 a male civilian (during the Great War, from August 1914 to November 1918, working 

as a clerk in the Navy Office from 28 January 1915 to early February 1916, and then 

private secretary to a Labor Party Senator until mid-1916); 

 published in the pre-Great War era of the Boer War to 1914, as well as in the era of the 

Great War, and the later era between the Great War and the start of the Second World 

War (September 1939); and 

 publishing several books of poetry concerned with the Great War. 

Importantly, three of Dennis’s verse-novels deal directly with matters of the Great War, 

and the Australian experience of this war, albeit, in these Dennis was often writing about events 

he did not participate in, but drawing on contemporary reports of the war, and writing soon 

after these events. These three books are: 

- The Moods of Ginger Mick (1917: also known as Ginger Mick); 

- Digger Smith (1918); and 

mailto:jagough49@gmail.com
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- Rose of Spadgers (1924). 

This article will consider Ginger Mick – and an excerpt - as an example of C.J. Dennis’s 

achievements as an Australian Great War Poet. But first, who is C.J. Dennis? 

C. J. (Clarence James) Dennis (1876-1938) 

is famous in Australia, and internationally, as the 

poet-author of the verse-novel The Songs of a 

Sentimental Bloke (1915: also known as The 

Sentimental Bloke). This is a humorous, and 

sometimes touching story of “Bill”, also known as 

“The Kid”, a rough city man, a larrikin, who falls 

in love with a city girl, marries, and settles down, 

renouncing his wild ways of drinking, gambling, 

chasing loose women, and street-fighting, for the peace and satisfaction of family life. 

Although this was published as a book in October 1915, in the second year of the Great War, 

and the last months of the Gallipoli campaign, its earliest sections were published in 1909. 

Moreover, nothing in the book refers to the Great War. However, The Sentimental Bloke was 

an Australian and international best-seller, and was later the subject of two full-length films, 

stage plays, stage musicals, and theatrical recitations. (Ginger Mick was also made into a silent 

film in 1920 but no copies have survived: Butterss p 161) This was the pinnacle of Dennis’s 

career. Sadly, more than a century since this success, Dennis is no longer as famous, nor as 

widely read, and his other works have begun to fall into neglect and obscurity. As shall be 

explained, there are several reasons for this. 

Ginger Mick, the subject of Dennis’s second verse-novel, is initially one of the 

Sentimental Bloke’s street-chums – an even wilder street-tough and larrikin than “Bill”. 

Importantly, in The Sentimental Bloke, Mick is Bill’s best friend, and Bill chooses Mick to be 

his Best Man when Bill marries his shy, but strong-minded girlfriend, Doreen. According to 

Dennis’s major biographer, Philip Butterss (2014, p 72: an excellent source of background 

details!), “Ginger Mick” had modest beginnings. He first appeared as a convenient rhyme for 

the slang word “shick”, meaning “drunk’ or “drinking” in Chapter I “Spring Song of a Bloke”, 

which first appeared in The Bulletin 13 March 1913. Then Mick was briefly mentioned in the 

famous and funny Chapter V “The Play” (published in The Bulletin, 16 July 1914), that 

describes Bill’s experience of watching Romeo and Juliet with his new girlfriend, Doreen. 

Surprised to see the fighting between the rival gangs of young male Capulets and Montagus, 

Dennis - that is, his narrator, Bill, the Sentimental Bloke - imagines that Ginger Mick, a modern 

urban gang-member and street-fighter, might eventually be described as a “hero”: 

Wot’s jist plain stoush wiv us, right ’ere to-day, 

Is “valler” if yer fur enough away. 

Some time, some writer bloke will do the trick 

Wiv Ginger Mick, 
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Uv Spadger’s Lane. ’E’ll be a Romeo, 

When ’e’s bin dead five ’undred years or so. 

[Note: “stoush” means fighting, and “valler” is Bill’s phonetic spelling of “valour”. As 

will be explained, Dennis deliberately writes his verse using an exaggerated version of 

Australian pronunciation and slang.] 

This is almost prophetic, knowing that “The Play” was originally published in The Bulletin, on 

16 July 1914, barely two weeks after the assassination on 28 June 1914 of the Austro-

Hungarian Crown Prince, Franz Ferdinand, in Sarajevo, by a Bosnian extremist, Gavrilo 

Princep, and barely two weeks before war broke out. The world was tensely poised for a war 

that had been anticipated for years – poised for an era of valour and heroes. 

As early as 1908 Dennis had expressed his patriotic feelings in a joking form, “Austral-

aise”, responding to controversy over “Advance Australia Fair” (which has much more recently 

been adopted as Australia’s official anthem), and a call for Australian poets to compose words 

for an Australian nationalist song comparable to France’s “La Marseillaise”.  

Fellers of Australier, 

   Blokes an’ coves an’ coots, 

Shift yer _____ carcases, 

   Move yer _____ boots. 

Gird yer _____ loins up, 

   Git yer _____ gun, 

Set the enermy 

   An watch the _____ run. 

(The “blanks”, or originally spaces, were to be filled with swear words, such as 

“bloody” and “bastards”. Dennis acknowledged this, referring to a similar popular 

poem, “The Great Australian Adjective” by W.T. Goodge, published in 1897, where a 

succession of “blanks” were to be filled by swear words, typically the supposedly great 

Australian adjective itself, “bloody”.) (Szuba 37-38) 

Australia had formed, as a new nation, at the start of 1901, created from a collection of 

British colonies and territories established on the Australian continent and the island of 

Tasmania. These colonies had, for decades, felt a threat from possible invasion by Imperial 

Russia, or possible territorial claims by France and Germany – nations that were declaring or 

annexing far-flung colonies in Africa, Asia and the Pacific. Hence, in 1908, Dennis could write 

about “the enermy” in a generic sense, against which the fellers, blokes and coves, and coots 

of “Australier” could get their guns and prepare to defend themselves from “enermy” attack.  
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However, within a month of the declaration of war, Dennis’s good friend and 

supporting father-figure, Garry Roberts and his other good friend Bob Croll republished “The 

Australaise” as a patriotic leaflet. Understandably, Dennis now replaced the generic word 

“foeman” with “Kaiser”, and “enermy” with “German” – “watch the _____ run”. (Butterss  61) 

Even as early as 1913 in his verse collection Bushblock Ballads and Other Verses, 

Dennis, like other pre-war writers, had a sense of doom. His short poem, “The Nearing Drums”, 

does not identify from where war will come, but clearly anticipates imminent war. 

Beside my own house-door am I, 

   With all the world at peace. 

A little cloud trails slowly by 

   Its torn and tattered fleece. 

And, sweetly, to my idle ear there comes 

The note of happy bird-talk in the gums [the eucalypt trees native to Australia]. 

The brown-tipped saplings bend and gleam 

   Like careless boys at play; 

Like careless boys we laugh, we dream, 

   The live-long summer day … 

Louder the sound from out the gully comes: 

The marching feet; the sullen roll of drums. [three-dots in the original] 

In passing, we may note the deliberate formality, even old-fashioned and clichéd quality 

of parts of the verse: the inversion of “am I” in the first line, the summer day being “live-long”, 

the omitted preposition in “from out the gully comes”. This could have been written in 1813, 

rather than 1913. But note, also, the assonance (half-rhyme, or pararhyme) of “gleam, dream” 

and “comes, gums, drums”. (This is a coincidence of poem-making, and not an anticipation of 

some of Wilfred Owen’s more experimental use of half-rhyme.) Dennis’s poem is slight, but 

as indicative of the unease of the pre-war years as James Joyce’s final short poem in his 1907 

book, Chamber Music, “I Hear an Army”. (However, this is not the time to explore the varieties 

of literature that anticipated the outbreak of the Great War.) 

Although Ginger Mick had relatively brief mentions in The Sentimental Bloke, even 

before Dennis’s first verse-novel was published as a complete book, in October 1915, Dennis 

had begun writing explicitly about the war, and he soon chose Ginger Mick as the central 

character for “chapters” and “verse letters” about the soldiers and their battles. 

For example, Chapter V of the later verse-novel, The Moods of Ginger Mick, “Sari 

Bair” was originally published in The Bulletin, 20 May 1915, p6, albeit at that time using little 
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of the usual larrikin-speak that was a special feature of The Sentimental Bloke, and its sequels, 

although not always Dennis’s “voice”. (Dennis could write verse – and prose! - in many 

different styles and verses, formally, and informally, such as in “The Nearing Drums”.) 

Importantly, “Sari Bair” was written within a matter of days of the first newspaper 

reports of the ANZAC (Australian and New Zealand Army Corps) landing at Gaba Tepe (later 

known as ANZAC Cove), as part of the Gallipoli Campaign. The landing occurred on 25 April 

1915. However, because of military censorship, and other delays, the first reports of this 

landing did not appear in Australian newspapers until 8 May 1915, when the English war 

correspondent, Ellis Ashmead-Bartlett’s article was published in the Melbourne newspaper, 

the Argus (Butterss, p 71: somehow Ashmead-Bartlett’s report was passed by the censors 

before the first report of the Australian war correspondent, C.E.W. Bean – later the official 

Australian war historian). Initially, “Sari Bair” was written as a letter, in the working-class 

voice of an unnamed ANZAC soldier. But the “letter” was amended, later, becoming Chapter 

V, with extra verses identifying Ginger Mick as the “author” of the letter, and modifying the 

language to Mick’s, and the Bloke’s usual Australian pronunciation and slang. 

(Incidentally, it is an interesting coincidence that Rupert Brooke - 3 August 1887 – 23 

April 1915 - the famous British Great War Poet, and Bloomsbury writer and Georgian poet, 

eleven years younger than Dennis, enlisted at the start of the war, and was part of the British 

expeditionary force that was to invade the Gallipoli Peninsula. But Brooke died shortly before 

the landing, from blood poisoning caused by an infected mosquito bite. Brooke’s famous war 

sonnet, “The Soldier”, starting, “If I should die think only this of me …”, was written after 

Brooke was part of the Royal Navy Division’s fighting at the Siege of Antwerp in October 

1914.) 

Shortly after “Sari Bair”, Chapter VI “Ginger’s Cobber” was published in The Bulletin, 

22 July 1915, p6, credited this time as “by The Sentimental Bloke”, who was known to readers 

through pre-war poems, but before the first of Dennis’s verse-novels was published as a book. 

(The magazine version of “Ginger’s Cobber” was printed without verse 4. A “cobber” is a good 

friend, or pal, chum, or, in the Australian slang, “mate”.) 

Chapter IX “The Straight Griffin” was originally published in The Bulletin, 2 

September 1915, p6, under the title “Ginger Mick’s Straight Griffen” [sic], as by “The 

Sentimental Bloke”. (The unusual, and totally obsolete slang expression “straight griffin” is 

more usually given as “the griff” and “the good griff”, that is, good information that can be 

relied on. But its origins are not known, and “straight griffin” seems to be Dennis’s 

idiosyncratic variant.) 

Chapter X “A Letter to the Front” was originally published in The Bulletin, 23 

September 1915, p6, in a version with a different emphasis - basically this version shows the 

letter as being written by Bill (the Sentimental Bloke), whereas the original version in the 

Bulletin has it written to Bill by Ginger Mick. In addition the first verse in the book version 

was entirely new. 
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Chapter VIII “Spadger’s Lane” was originally published in The Bulletin, earlier in 11 

December 1915, p40, with only minor changes (a word here and there, spelling and 

punctuation) from this eventual book version. The draft of this chapter had been completed 

before the Sentimental Bloke book was released in October 1915. 

Chapter VII “The Singing Soldiers” was originally published in The Bulletin, 23 

December 1915 (p6) as by “The Sentimental Bloke”. The version in Ginger Mick is practically 

the same as the original Bulletin version - the only minor changes being in spelling (the 

phonetic spelling of “agen” becomes “agin”) and punctuation (“;” at the end of some lines 

being changed to “-“). 

Chapter XII “To the Boys Who Took the Count” was originally published in The 

Bulletin 23 March 1916, after The Sentimental Bloke had been published. 

In short, although at first without a direct connection to the Bloke, or to Ginger Mick, 

Dennis began writing about the war by the middle of 1915, at the same time that he was 

completing the chapters for The Sentimental Bloke, and working on other literary works. 

Dennis depended on his writing to make a living, and often wrote topical verse precisely 

because it would sell. Despite this understandable pursuit of topicality, Dennis was genuinely 

writing about the war from a sense of nationalistic patriotism. How patriotic was he? 

Although Dennis did not attempt to enlist, his larrikin narrator, “Bill”, the Sentimental 

Bloke (not quite an alter ego, because Dennis was not city-born and bred, and had a reasonably 

good Secondary school education and was notably well-read in literature, unlike “Bill”) tells 

us, in a sequel verse-novel, Digger Smith (1918), in Chapter IX “The Boys Out There”, that he 

tried to enlist, despite his total ignorance of war: 

Wot did they [the other volunteer civilians] know uv war first off, 

   When they joined up? Wot did I know 

When I was tossed out on me neck 

As if I was a shattered wreck 

   The time I tried to go? 

Flat feet! Me feet ’as len’th and brea’th 

Enough to kick a ’Un to death! 

Flat feet were known, at that time, to cause problems for soldiers who relied on 

marching for their transport on land, and their fighting, so willing civilians who happened to 

have flat feet were rejected from military service. Clearly Bill does not understand that having 

flat feet can eventually disable a soldier, from pain in the feet, and damage to the legs. 
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Dennis was just as patriotic as “Bill”, and the hundreds of thousands of Australian men 

who rushed to volunteer for military service. But Dennis knew he would not be accepted. Philip 

Butterss reports: 

[Hal] Gye [friend, and illustrator of Dennis’s verse-novels] believed his friend “would 

have liked to have been Digger Dennis [“Digger” became the nick-name-cum-title of 

Australian soldiers in the same way “Tommy” was the nick-name for British soldiers]”, 

but there was never actually any chance of him enlisting [successfully]. The poet told 

those around him that the condition of his feet prevented him going to war. In addition, 

his age [38], height [short] and health [poor, very asthmatic] would probably have 

precluded him from overseas service. (Butterss p 71)  

According to Ian McLaren’s biographical article in The Australian Dictionary of 

Biography (vol. 8, 1981), “He [Dennis] is tall enough to look a small man straight in the eyes. 

He is of slight but enduring physique”. The British Army accepted short recruits – a minimum 

height of 5 feet, or 150 cm - into its Bantam Battalion, the Australian Army had, literally, higher 

standards – 5 and a half feet, or 165 cm. Moreover, Dennis had a serious drinking problem, and 

was a frequent binge-drinker if not an outright alcoholic, albeit with episodes of tee-total 

sobriety. Almost certainly Dennis would have been rejected even for Home Duties. But he 

could serve his country through his writing. He also held positions as a Navy clerk, and as a 

personal secretary to a member of parliament, that contributed to the war effort. 

Two important points have not been touched on in this discussion. The first is that, as 

with The Sentimental Bloke and Dennis’s other verse-novels, the poetry is all presented as if in 

the voice of the Sentimental Bloke, or his friends – rough working-class Australians. The 

language is deliberately, sometimes exaggeratedly slangy and eccentrically spelled. Philip 

Butterss remarks that:  

The overall effect [of the slanguage Dennis used] was, at once, distinctively Australian 

and also a substantial exaggeration of how most of the nation spoke … a defiant marker 

of attitudes that included Australian nationalism, egalitarianism, the idea of a fair go, 

and respect for the bush tradition. (Butterss pp 90-91)  

The problem with slang is that it quickly dates, and falls into oblivion. The result is, for 

Dennis’s verse-novels, that their language is now as challenging for modern readers as other, 

similarly dated, but much older, versions of English such as Shakespeare and Chaucer. 

The second point is that, naturally, Dennis sets his stories in their era, contemporary of 

their time. But time passes, and what was familiar in setting, and events, at the time for 

contemporary readers, one hundred years later challenges modern readers who may not be 

familiar with Melbourne around 1908 (broadly, the period of The Sentimental Bloke) or with 

the Great War, and particularly the Gallipoli Campaign of Ginger Mick. 

To freshly appreciate C.J. Dennis as one of the first, and most sustained of the 

Australian Great War Poets, we need explanations – of slang and contextual reference. This is 

the purpose of my annotated editions of The Sentimental Bloke and Ginger Smith, already 



 AGWP Journal – November, 2019 – Vol. 3 16 
 

published, and my forthcoming annotated editions of Digger Smith and Rose of Spadgers, that 

continue the story, especially tackling the harsh experiences of soldiers returning to civilian 

life, and the plight of bereaved families. 

My earlier “sampler” article, “‘The Call of Stoush’”, an excerpt from The Annotated 

Moods of Ginger Mick” (2017: remember, this chapter was originally published in The Bulletin, 

on 10 June 1915, after the ANZAC landings at Gallipoli, and while there was still hope of a 

military victory), demonstrated how Ginger Mick worked through his initial political ignorance 

of the nature of the war, coming to his decision to volunteer to join the Australian Army. In 

this article I will consider Chapter V “Sari Bair” – as it appeared, revised, in Ginger 

Mick - written shortly after the first report of the Gallipoli landings, and published on 20 May 

1915. (Note that, for ease of reading, to minimise distraction from Dennis’s text, my 

explanations are presented in smaller font-size, within square brackets.] 

 

“Sari Bair” 

So, they’ve struck their streak o’ trouble, an’ they got it in the neck, 

An’ there’s more than one ole pal o’ mine ’as ’anded in ’is check; 

But Ginger still takes nourishment; ’e’s well, but breathin’ ’ard. 

An’ so ’e sends the strength uv it scrawled on a chunk uv card. 

[The first words, “struck their streak of trouble” are Dennis’s poetic way of saying that the Australian 

soldiers have finally confronted the enemy, after a long period of training in Egypt. The expression “get it in the 

neck” means to be killed – like chopping off a chicken’s head, perhaps -  as does “handing in his check”. In this 

latter idiom, the allusion to dying is obscure, but suggests the idea of converting one’s mortal life into the promised 

heavenly life. Or, in the case of the similar idiom, “cashing in one’s chips”, it suggests redeeming whatever may 

have been won in a game – the game of life - at the end of play, now that the player or gambler is leaving the 

gambling table - for ever. The “strength of it” is the gist or essence. Troops on active duty sometimes sent their 

families specially pre-printed postcards that allowed no other message than that the writer was well, or injured, or 

some other multiple-choice option. The writer would cross out the unwanted alternative messages. These cards 

did not need to be censored. But it is unlikely that Ginger Mick sent this part of the story on such a card. Using a 

“chunk of card” suggests Ginger Mick had limited access to writing materials.] 

“On the day we ’it the transport there wus cheerin’ on the pier, 

An’ the girls wus wavin’ hankies as they dropped a partin’ tear, 

An’ we felt like little ’eroes as we watched the crowd recede, 

Fer we sailed to prove Australia, an’ our boastin’ uv the breed. 

[Here the word “transport” means the boats used to carry ANZAC troops from Australia to Egypt for 

further training, in particular, training for battle, which was rather different from the initial military drilling that 

occurred in bases in Australia. The “transport” was not literally “hit”: here the word means the troops arrived at 

the docks and boarded the transport ship. Exactly who “the girls” are who cried and waved handkerchiefs to 

farewell the troops is unclear, but, as the next verse refers to Cape Leeuwin, in Western Australia, these are almost 
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certainly girls from Albany (the West Australian coastal town south east of the state capital, Perth), the departure 

point for the convoy of more than 40 ships, carrying 30,000 troops and nearly 8000 horses from both Australia 

and New Zealand, sailing on 1st November 1914.]  

“There wus Trent, ex-toff, uv England; there wus Green, ex-pug, uv ’Loo; 

There wus me, an’ Craig uv Queensland, wiv ’is ’ulkin’ six-foot-two: 

An’ little Smith uv Collin’wood,’oo ’owled a rag-time air. 

On the day we left the Leeuwin, bound nor’-west for Gawd-knows-where. 

[Here, “ex-pug” means “former boxer”, and “toff” means “an upper-class person”. “’Loo” refers to 

Woolloomooloo, a suburb of Sydney. Six foot two is slightly less than 2 metres, and very tall for an adult male at 

that time. Six foot, or 180 cm, was regarded as “tall”. Ragtime was a popular style of early jazz-like dance music, 

notable for its syncopated rhythms. Scott Joplin’s piano “rags”, written around 1900, such as “The Entertainer” – 

given renewed popularity in the 1973 film The Sting - are good examples of this kind of music that was slightly 

earlier than Dixieland jazz. Leeuwin is Cape Leeuwin, in Western Australia, the last piece of Australia the troops 

would see from their ships as they sailed God-knew-where.]  

“On the day we come to Cairo wiv its niggers an’ its din, 

To fill our eyes wiv desert sand, our souls wiv Eastern sin, 

There wus cursin’ an’ complainin’; we wus ’ungerin’ fer fight – 

Little imertation soljers full uv vanity an’ skite. 

[The Australian and New Zealand troopships disembarked in Egypt. This was formerly part of the larger 

Ottoman Turkish Empire, but it became an independent Muslim region during the Nineteenth century when 

Muhammed Ali, a local leader, successfully fought the Ottoman Turks and declared himself the Khedive, or ruler 

of Egypt, as a tributary but otherwise independent part of the Turkish Empire. As a tributary nation it paid a 

regular amount of money – tribute – to the Turks, as the price of independence. With the completion of the Suez 

Canal in 1869 (after ten years of construction, joining the Red Sea with the Mediterranean Sea, and dramatically 

shortening the sea route from Britain and Europe eastwards towards India, China, Australia and New Zealand) 

Egypt came within the British “sphere of influence” in 1882, with a relatively small but permanent military 

presence to ensure the safety of the Suez Canal for international shipping. (In ancient times, a canal had been 

successfully constructed by Darius I of Persia, but it had been eventually erased by desert sands and silting and 

the shifting southwards of the upper edges of the Red Sea.) The British provided protection of the Khedives’s rule 

against rebellion within the territory. When World War I began, and the Ottoman Turkish Empire joined on the 

side of Germany and the Austro-Hungarian Empire at the end of October 1914, because Egypt was notionally part 

of the Turkish Empire, England formalised its role, declaring Egypt a British Protectorate. The Australian, and 

then the New Zealand troopships stopped in Egypt, early in December 1914, because training facilities in Britain 

were not available, as Britain was struggling to manage its own flood of volunteers into the army. In the next 

months, as training of ANZAC troops continued in Egypt, the soldiers were organised into an Army Corps of 

three infantry divisions, with a separate cavalry division – the Australian and New Zealand Army Corps – 

ANZAC - was created. A military “corps”, pronounced “core”, consisted of two or more divisions, each of 10,000 

to 12,000 men, each consisting of several brigades, each of which consisted of several battalions, and so on, down 

to companies and platoons and sections. Two or more “corps” were grouped together to form an “army”. The 

word ”skite” means conceit and boastfulness. So called “green” troops, with no experience of actual combat, are 

often (unrealistically) keen to come to grips with the enemy.  Note the unthinking way that Ginger Mick refers to 

the natives of Egypt as “niggers”, confusing African negroes for Mediterranean Arabs, and other non-Caucasian 

peoples.] 
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“Then they worked us - Gawd! they worked us, till we knoo wot drillin’ meant; 

Till men begun to feel like men, an’ wasters to repent, 

Till we grew to ’ate all Egyp’, an’ its desert, an’ its stinks: 

On the days we drilled at Mena in the shadder uv the Sphinx. 

[In November 1914, when ANZAC troops reached Egypt, the Australians’ training camp was established 

at Mena, about 15 kilometres from Cairo, as it was, then. Mena, also known as the Valley of the Pyramids, was at 

that time open desert beside the Great Pyramids and the enigmatic Sphinx, a massive stone-block structure in the 

shape of a lion’s body with the head of a Pharaoh. The training of the ANZAC soldiers was mainly concerned 

with parade ground drill, and physical fitness. There was little battle training, and no preparation to face high 

explosive, shrapnel, machine guns, barbed wire, and an entrenched enemy. The Turkish Army had been warned 

of possible military action by the earlier sea attacks by the British Navy, attempting to break through the Turkish 

fortifications of the Straits of the Dardanelles, in February and March of 1915. German Army officers had been 

rushed to assist and guide the Turks in their land defence once the British battle fleet had been repelled. Of course, 

the army word “wasters” refers to the soldiers who dislike and try to avoid this hard work, and drilling: they waste 

time. Incidentally, the Australian accent does not pronounce “knew” in this American way, rhyming with “who”, 

but rhymes it with “few”. However, Dennis is exaggerating to emphasise that this is different from an otherwise 

ordinary Oxford-like British accent.] 

“Then Green uv Sydney swore an oath they meant to ’old us tight, 

A crowd uv flamin’ ornaments wivout a chance to fight; 

But little Smith uv Collin’wood, he whistled ’im a toon, 

An’ sez, ’Aw, take a pull, lad, there’ll be whips o’ stoushin’ soon.’ 

[Green thinks that the ANZACs will not be sent to battle. Perhaps they will only be a protective force for 

the Suez Canal. But Smith tells him to relax – “take a pull” – as in pulling back on a horse’s reins to slow the 

animal – and claims there will soon be lots – “whips” – of fighting – “stoushing”. It is not known why “whips of” 

means “lots of”.] 

“Then the waitin’, weary waitin’, while we itched to meet the foe! 

But we’d done wiv fancy skitin’ an’ the comic op’ra show. 

We wus soljers - finished soljers, an’ we felt it in our veins 

On the day we trod the desert on ole Egyp’s sandy plains. 

[It is unclear what Ginger Mick might have meant by “comic opera show”. But soldiers who were trained 

and eager for combat often regarded the peace-time emphasis on spit and polish and barrack discipline and parade 

ground marching and endless saluting of officers as superficial, compared with the real business of soldiering.]  

“An’ Trent ’e said it wus a bore, an’ all uv us wus blue, 

An’ Craig, the giant, never joked the way ’e used to do. 

But little Smith uv Collin’wood ’e ’ummed a little song, 

An’ said, ‘You leave it to the ’eads. O now we sha’n’t be long!’ 
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[Feeling “blue” means, in Dennis’s day, as it does now, feeling depressed. The “heads” that Smith refers 

to are the generals in command, the head soldiers. In fact, the ANZACs waited in Egypt while the high command 

decided how to use them – as one coherent force, rather than as piecemeal reinforcements for British units – and 

where to use them – on the Western Front, or any of the other theatres of war where British troops fought the 

Germans or the Turks.] 

“Then Sari Bair, O Sari Bair, ’twus you wot seen it done, 

The day the transports rode yer bay beneath a smilin’ sun. 

We boasted much, an’ toasted much; but where yer tide line creeps, 

’Twus you, me dainty Sari Bair, that seen us play fer keeps. 

[Modern readers encounter a problem at this point. What does C.J. Dennis have in mind by “Sari Bair”? 

And when? According to the history of the campaign, Sari Bair – or, in Turkish, “Sarı Bayır Harekâtı” - was the 

name for a major hill crest or ridge and a major battle in August 1915 three months after the initial landings at 

Gallipoli had resulted in a stalemate. The main British commanders hoped to achieve a breakout of the ANZAC 

forces, supported by a fresh landing of untried British troops at Suvla Bay, 8 kilometres north of Gaba Tepe - now 

known as ANZAC Cove – where the ANZAC troops first landed. In the August battle, the ANZAC forces, 

supported by Indian Army troops, were to make their breakout attacks, and their feint attacks, towards positions 

called Lone Pine, the secondary peak of Chunuk Bair, Krithia Vinyard, and The Nek. The Battle of Sari Bair, so 

called, was actually the last attempt to achieve victory at Gallipoli. All the Allied troops were evacuated from 

Gallipoli by the end of December 1915 – a major defeat! And a major victory for the valiant Turks!  

However, Sari Bair is also the name for a mountain or hill chain, that includes lower hills such as Baby 700 and 

Battleship Hill, also known as Big 700. These lower hills in the Sari Bair chain were attacked on the first day, 25 

April 1915, by soldiers landing from boats. This suggests that where C.J. Dennis mentions “Sari Bair” as a major 

encounter, as well as “transports”  that included Ginger Mick, he is actually referring to the first day of the landing 

in April, rather than to August and the large-scale Battle of Sari Bair. Exactly which “Sari Bair” is intended in 

Dennis’s verse-novel is not clear, but probably the initial landing on 25 April and the first movement inland from 

the coast, rather than the August battle. Later details will confirm this. The expression “playing for keeps” derives 

from games of marbles where a winner keeps the marbles of the defeated opponent. But here, “playing for keeps” 

means fighting, if necessary, to the death. In fact, realising from the known details about when Dennis drafted 

“Sari Bair” he is not referring to the Battle of Sari Bair which came after this “chapter” was written. He has picked 

up the name on the map from Ellis Ashmead-Bartlett’s report, where it appears as an objective in the invasion 

plan – an objective that was eventually found to be unobtainable!] 

“We wus full uv savage skitin’ while they kep’ us on the shelf – 

(Now I tell yeh, square an’ ’onest, I wus doubtin’ us meself); 

But we proved it, good an’ plenty, that our lads can do an’ dare, 

On the day we walloped Abdul o’er the sands o’ Sari Bair. 

[Soldiers who have trained for combat, but are not sent into battle, may well feel they are “ornaments” 

being “kept on the shelf” –like spinsters, who are also said to be “left on the shelf”. Soldiers quickly develop 

nicknames for their enemies. Here, “Abdul”, a common Muslim name, represents any Turkish soldier, or the 

Turks, generically. Later, “Mahomet” is used in the same way: it is a variant transliteration of the prophet 

Mahomed’s name, and naturally a popular name for Muslim males. Another common generic nickname was 

“Johnny Turk”. (Of course, all Muslim names such as “Abdul” and “Mahomet” are English transliterations or 

translations of Arabic spellings.) In the same way, “Fritz” and “Heinie” were common nicknames for German 

soldiers. During the fighting at Gallipoli, the Allied soldiers soon overcame their sense that the Muslim Turkish 
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soldiers were “foreign”, or inferior foes. A genuine respect developed, on both sides, fostered by occasional truces 

when both sides came into no-man’s land to collect their wounded and bury the scattered dead. Although soldiers 

fought to wound or kill the enemy, both sides treated the wounded and the dead with as much respect as was 

practicable. 

The name “Abdul” would also have been familiar to many of the Australians from the popular 1877 

recitation and song, “Abdul Abulbul Emir”, written during the Russo-Turkish War of 1877-1878, by Irish 

songwriter, entertainer and watercolourist, William Percy French: 1854-1920. It tells the tragic story of two brave 

soldiers: a Russian, Ivan Skavinsky Skavar, and one of the Sultan’s or Shah’s mamelukes, Abdul Abulbul Amir. 

Mamelukes or mamluk’s were Muslim slave soldiers, initially in Egypt, and later in other Muslim regions. Their 

cavalry units were famous for their bravery and skill. Proud Ivan happens, accidentally or deliberately, to step on 

Abdul’s toe. They challenge one another, then fight and, like the tragic Persian heroes, Sorhab and Rustum, or the 

Arthurian brothers, Balin and Balan, they eventually kill each other. This was French’s first song, written for a 

“smoking concert” or all-male concert while he was studying at Trinity College, Dublin. Later he wrote “Phil the 

Fluther’s (Fluter’s) Ball” about an impoverished flute-player who organised a dance, and passed around his hat to 

collect money while he played. The Russo-Turkish War occurred in the Caucasus and the Balkans, partly as a 

result of Ottoman Turkish brutality in suppressing an uprising in the Bosnia-Herzogovina region of the Balkans, 

and as Russian revenge after having lost the Crimean War. Rude variants of “Abdul the Bulbul Emir” were also 

very popular in the Australian Army. 

The word “wallop” means strike or hit. Of course, the reality of the Gallipoli Campaign was that the 

Turks won, on the first day, and eventually, and were not “walloped”! In fact, on the first day of the fighting, the 

ANZACs failed to reach their battle objectives, although they fought valiantly, and did succeed in establishing a 

limited beachhead, despite crucial errors in planning, and operation. In particular, this failure on the first day 

included the fact that the landing occurred at the wrong position on the coast, which resulted in the troops 

attempting to assault steep hills and cliffs – not “sands” - that were well-defended by the Turks! Dennis’s use of 

the word “walloped” reflects the exaggeratedly positive reporting by Ashmead-Bartlett. Alas!] 

“Luck wus out wiv Green uv Sydney, where ’e stood at my right ’and, 

Fer they plunked ’im on the transport ’fore ’e got a chance to land. 

Then I saw ’em kill a feller wot I knoo in Camberwell, 

Somethin’ sort o’ went inside me – an’ the rest wus bloody ’ell. 

[Note that Bill, or Mick, or Dennis mentions Green of Sydney being killed, or at least wounded – the 

word “plunked” is literally how a soldier can be suddenly killed by a rifle shot, but also plays down the emotional 

impact of death in combat – while still on the transport, here, possibly a large rowing boat used to tranship the 

soldiers from the passenger boats to the beach. This confirms that C.J. Dennis is describing the first assault from 

the sea on the 25th of April. Certainly snipers and long-range artillery fire continued to inflict casualties on 

Australians at the beach for months after the initial landings, even though the Turkish forces had been pushed 

back a considerable distance from the beach. This would have continued through the campaign, as “transports” 

conveyed fresh reinforcements to ANZAC Cove and evacuated the sick and wounded. But Dennis’s chapter “Sari 

Bair” describes the first day of the assault on Gallipoli at ANZAC Cove, on the 25th of April 1915. There would 

have been no movements of troops by boats, that is “transports”, as a preparation for the August assault on Sari 

Bair: the soldiers who made that attack would have already landed and been in action in the trenches long before 

that battle.] 

“Thro’ the smoke I seen ’im strivin’, Craig uv Queensland, tall an’ strong, 

Like an ’arvester at ’ay-time singin’, swingin’ to the song. 
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An’ little Smith uv Collin’wood,’e ’owled a fightin’ tune, 

On the day we chased Mahomet over Sari’s sandy dune. 

[Cutting wheat or hay with a scythe requires a regular rhythm as the long, razor-sharp blade is swung 

backwards and forwards through the standing grassy crop. When a team of men walk forward, side by side, 

scything as they go, it is common for them to sing, so the rhythm of their song maintains the rhythm of the 

scything, and prevents a leg being in the wrong place at the wrong time as the blades sweep back and forth.  

Sari Bair was not a sandy dune, but Ginger Mick might not know much about dunes or geology, and C.J. Dennis 

might not be trying to give an exact description, and the rhyme of “tune” and “dune” makes the point clear enough. 

Similarly, there may have been cautious running, or rapid creeping, towards the enemy, but not much chasing. 

However, these remarks should not be taken as a criticism of Dennis’s account. His focus is the men, and their 

slaughter. Moreover, knowing that Dennis was using “Sari Bair” to refer to the attempt to reach lower hills in the 

wider chain of hills known as Sari Bair, during the first landing in April, rather than the peak that gives its name 

to the chain of hills, the objective in the August battle, then the “sand” and the “dunes” refer to the coastal edges 

of the peninsula. However, it should be noted that the coastal hills, however sandy, are not dunes. We must take 

Dennis’s account of this fighting at Gallipoli as generic, rather than literal and specific. Moreover, it must be 

emphasised that the steep cliffs, covered with scrubby coastal vegetation, made it difficult for soldiers making 

their way up the beach cliffs and onwards to see much of where they were going, and what their comrades were 

doing or to see the enemy they were attacking. “Through the smoke … Craig of Queensland … / Like a harvester 

…” – this is good poetry, but is not a realistic description of what Ginger Mick saw as he, and his comrades, 

struggled to leave the narrow beach and capture the first scrub-covered hills, and move beyond.] 

“An’ Sari Bair, O Sari Bair, you seen ’ow it wus done, 

The transports dancin’ in yer bay beneath the bonzer sun; 

An’ speckled o’er yer gleamin’ shore the little ’uddled ’eaps 

That showed at last the Southern breed could play the game fer keeps. 

[As noted, the expression “playing for keeps” derives from marbles, where one player literally keeps the 

marble of a beaten opponent, after a winning play. Such versions of marbles games are clearly more serious than 

“not for keeps” games, because a lot is at stake – the actual loss of precious marbles. Here “playing for keeps” 

means dying – the ultimate loss - “huddled heaps” are the fallen bodies of the dead men killed in battle, scattered 

over the beach and the extended battlefield of the coastal hills.]  

“We found ’im, Craig uv Queensland, stark, ’is ’and still on ’is gun. 

We found too many more besides, when that fierce scrap wus done. 

An’ little Smith uv Collin’wood, he crooned a mournful air, 

The night we planted ’em beneath the sands uv Sari Bair. 

[“We found him, Craig of Queensland …”: this is a more accurate picture of the confusion of that first 

assault. Soldiers landing from the boats, and seeking cover and to engage the enemy Turks in their positions in 

the hills, moved inland and upwards, quickly disappearing into narrow gullies, scrambling, and dying in the scrub, 

when, individually, they came under enemy fire. Whenever possible, dead soldiers were buried as soon as possible, 

with a short religious service or at least a hasty prayer. While this was a matter of hygiene, it was also part of a 

kind of contract of service between the Army and the individual soldiers: if you – a soldier - enlist and fight, and 

if you then are killed, we – the Army  will do our best to render full respect to your body, and your loved ones at 

home. Army chaplains, known as “padres”, pronounced “par-drays”, held non-combatant roles in the Army, but 
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served in the front line with the men, or as close to them as possible, and comforted the wounded, and organised 

and attended at burials, and wrote letters home to the bereaved. When a burial party had no padre at hand, a leading 

soldier in the party would say a short prayer on behalf of the dead man or men being buried. Only in the fiercest 

battles was it difficult to bury all the dead, and decomposing bodies would lie for days or longer in no-man’s land 

between the trenches. Sometimes a short truce would be arranged with the Turks to allow soldiers from both sides 

to find the dead and take them for burial. The war was brutal, but there was a tender side to the savagery that 

civilians are not often aware of, even though this reverence for the dead seems paradoxical amidst the slaughter.] 

“On the day we took the transport there wus cheerin’ on the pier, 

An’ we wus little chiner gawds; an’ now we’re sittin’ ’ere, 

Wiv the taste uv blood an’ battle on the lips uv ev’ry man 

An’ ev’ry man jist ’opin’ fer to end as we began. 

[The expression “little china gods” refers to small porcelain statues of Buddha, or other Oriental deities, 

which would be familiar to people who had visited Chinese or Indian temples and seen the small statues. As a 

metaphor, “little china gods” suggests a superficial but untrue or unwarranted veneration of false idols – something 

preached against by Moses, in the Old Testament, and mentioned by Kipling in poems such as “On the Road to 

Mandalay”, with “idols made of mud” and “heathen idol’s foot”. Every man hoped to end as he began – alive and 

unharmed. Dennis is contrasting the hero-worship as the troop ships left Albany with the anti-heroic aftermath of 

the first assault at Gallipoli.] 

“Fer Green is gone, an’ Craig is gone, an’ Gawd! ’ow many more! 

Who sleep the sleep at Sari Bair beside that sunny shore! 

An’ little Smith uv Collin’wood, a bandage ’round ’is ’ead, 

He ’ums a savage song an’ vows quick vengeance fer the dead. 

[In fact, the ANZACs did not reach Sari Bair itself. Dennis stretches the facts when he refers to the dead 

soldiers buried – “sleep the sleep” – at Sari Bair. By the time of the evacuation, Sari Bair remained a distant 

unattained objective. Knowing this, does not detract from the power of Dennis’s narrative.] 

“But Sari Bair, me Sari Bair, the secrets that you ’old 

Will shake the ’earts uv Southern men when all the tale is told; 

An’ when they git the strength uv it, there’ll never be the need 

To call too loud fer fightin’ men among the Southern breed.” 

[By late 1916, the high number of casualties amongst ANZAC troops prompted the government to 

conduct a national referendum on the question of compulsory conscription of fit eligible men into the armed 

services, to ensure a sufficient number of reinforcement to maintain the size of the Australian commitment to the 

war. The idea was bitterly opposed by many in Australia, who favoured continuing to rely on volunteers, and this 

referendum, and a second in 1917, was rejected by a narrow majority of the voters. It seems, here, that Dennis, 

months before the first referendum, is suggesting the valour of the ANZACs at Gallipoli should be sufficient to 

encourage fresh enlistment. Objections to conscription in Australia were led by the Catholic Archbishop Daniel 

Mannix of Melbourne, a newly arrived Irish priest. Conscription was then, and in later wars, a deeply divisive 

issue across Australia. In Britain, France, Germany, Italy and America, conscription was simply a fact of life. 

Mannix argued vigorously that World War I was only an ordinary trade war, and hence did not justify conscription. 
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He was not the only person to hold such views, but, knowing the extent of German aggression, this was an extreme 

attitude. Moreover, as an Irishman who was understandably opposed to British rule of Ireland, he may also have 

been reluctant to endorse sending Australians to support Britain, especially after the failure of the 1916 Irish 

Rising. But perhaps that is another story…] 

This is the end of “Sari Bair”. Note the way it works as a self-contained narrative, 

starting with the departure of the troops from Australia, then touching on their training, and 

their waiting, in Egypt, leading to the landing at Gaba Tepe on 25 April 1915, with fierce 

fighting, and many injuries and deaths. Although this partly repeats some of the details of the 

previous chapters within the book, The Moods of Ginger Mick, because it was initially drafted 

as the first of C.J. Dennis’s poems about the ANZAC soldiers, and their battles at Gallipoli, 

and (implicitly about Ginger Mick joining the army), it was logical to tell a version of the whole 

sequence, from Australia to the first landing at Gallipoli. The rest of the story continues in the 

remaining nine chapters of The Moods of Ginger Mick, including his death in combat, in the 

final chapter. 

 

Conclusions 

I hope this exploration of one “chapter” from C.J. Dennis’s second verse-novel The 

Moods of Ginger Mick has shown how Dennis is, indeed, a notable Australian Great War poet. 

His account of combat may lack realism, or detail: 

“Thro’ the smoke I seen ’im strivin’, Craig uv Queensland, tall an’ strong, 

Like an ’arvester at ’ay-time singin’, swingin’ to the song. 

An’ little Smith uv Collin’wood,’e ’owled a fightin’ tune, …” 

This seems more like noble Roland fighting the treacherous Saracens, or Saxon Robin 

Hood battling the Norman conquerors. Bayonet fighting is not much like scything: or, perhaps 

it is, in terrible ways. But it is then balanced by the clear sense of exhaustion and tragic loss 

after the fierce and desperate fighting of the first day. 

“We found ’im, Craig uv Queensland, stark, ’is ’and still on ’is gun. 

We found too many more besides, when that fierce scrap wus done. 

An’ little Smith uv Collin’wood, he crooned a mournful air, 

The night we planted ’em beneath the sands uv Sari Bair. 

 

“On the day we took the transport there wus cheerin’ on the pier, 

An’ we wus little chiner gawds; an’ now we’re sittin’ ’ere, 

Wiv the taste uv blood an’ battle on the lips uv ev’ry man 
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An’ ev’ry man jist ’opin’ fer to end as we began. 

 

“Fer Green is gone, an’ Craig is gone, an’ Gawd! ’ow many more! 

Who sleep the sleep at Sari Bair beside that sunny shore! 

An’ little Smith uv Collin’wood, a bandage ’round ’is ’ead, 

He ’ums a savage song an’ vows quick vengeance fer the dead.” 

Other chapters in Ginger Mick tell short stories of other soldiers, with glimpses, also, 

of the men and women waiting at home, with more details of training, and the sometimes harsh 

rubbing together of raw recruits, and – censored at the time – Dennis’s verse account of the riot 

in Cairo shortly before the soldiers embarked for Gallipoli – “The Battle of the Wazzir”. 

Dennis’s verse, as we have seen, uses regular rhythms and rhyming, in a traditional, 

lyrical ballad-style, rather than, as Butterss calls it, the critically preferred “high cultural” style 

of poetry of that era (Butterss p 107). Moreover, in his verse-novels, Dennis uses a narrative 

voice of a poorly educated working-class man, both in pronunciation and in his florid and 

frequent slang vocabulary. While this was wildly popular at the time with a wide range of 

readers, in the Army and among the civilians at home, it was soon regarded as old-fashioned. 

In a few years, as slang changed, Dennis’s poetry was not only out of favour with most critics 

and the reading public, it was difficult to understand. 

Reconsidering Dennis’s verse-narratives of the Great War, with explanations to help 

carry the meaning, and the wry humour, and the genuine emotions, I hope Dennis can be seen 

to be one of the major Australian Poets of the Great War. 
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» Updates and General Business 

»» Website Updates 

By D.P.G. Sheridan 

 

On 2 September, 2018, AGWP launched its new website, which is now on the web for 

everyone to read and look through. Now having had its first anniversary, the site is going very 

well. You can find it on: https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp 

The website is designed to operate in conjunction with a few other pages which are in 

what we might call, the ‘AGWP Literary Stable’. These pages include the following: 

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/australianwarpoetry 

Pinterest: http://uk.pinterest.com/dominicsheridan/ 

Blog: http://australiangreatwarpoetry.blogspot.com/ 

Twitter: http://AustGreatWarPoetry@AGWP_Sheridan 

The website links mostly to the blog site, where you will find biographies and poems. 

For more day to day updates, then the Facebook page is where this happens. However, having 

said all that, the website is a great place to begin research into Australian Great War Poetry, 

for schools, colleges, universities, museums and the general reader/researcher. 

It remains incumbent on the researcher of the site, where and when necessary, to make 

any references they might use from the site or other AGWP Literary Stable sources. Having 

said that, the site is a vital addition to the AGWP Literary Stable, as it is the only such site in 

existence. While there are plenty of World War One Poetry sites, the Australian Great War 

Poetry site is the only one which deals exclusively with the Australian aspect of poetry from 

the era, and will only comment of foreign poetry when comparing it with Australian. 

 

 

 

 

 

https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp
https://www.facebook.com/australianwarpoetry
http://uk.pinterest.com/dominicsheridan/
http://australiangreatwarpoetry.blogspot.com/
http://AustGreatWarPoetry@AGWP_Sheridan
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»» An overview of the AGWP literary stable 

By D.P.G. Sheridan 

 

Over the last few years, there has been a steady increase in the literary sources of 

Australian Great War Poetry, and collectively, we might refer to them as the AGWP Literary 

Stable. (We might use the terms ‘literary’ and ‘research’ interchangeably here.) It has become 

vital that a building of literary source material be made available in relation to Australian Great 

War Poetry, so, as a result, this stable has been developed. The following is an outline of each 

of the sources of the stable, along with an overview of the source and its place within the stable. 

Click on the icon to link straight to the site. 

 

Website:  

 Certainly the most important part of the AGWP Literary Stable is the website. It is 

extremely comprehensive, and gives a tremendous amount of informational access for AGWP. 

The main purpose for the website is to be a source for research, where information may be 

easily found and readily accessible. If you are looking at the website, you will find that it is 

quite simple to navigate, as all you need to do is use the dropdown bar at the top of the page to 

go where you want. Everything is labelled, so it should be even easier to operate. The website 

has become the central point of the AGWP Literary Stable, however, it should be realised that 

the rest of the stable is also quite important. It was begun on 2 September, 2018. 

 

Facebook:   

 This was begun as a way to enhance general research into the various Australian poets 

who are connected with the First World War. It was intended to be used as a method of getting 

people to do much of the foot work for me, that is to say, the foot work I could not do myself. 

Also, to encourage people to contribute ideas and names. It has proven to be far more useful 

then I first thought. Through this site, I have made most of my contacts and generated a huge 

interest in the subject. It has brought together researchers and people who are generally 

interested in the poetry of the Great War, and it has given me a very useful stock of resources 

and contacts. Overall, I would rate this site as the single most important step taken in the 

research of my dissertation. It continues to grow in popularity and works incredibly well for 

maintaining live contact with those people interested in AGWP. It was begun on 4/7/2014. This 

site is all about Australian Great War Poetry and collecting information about the poets and 

their poems. It also seeks to educate and interest. Considering that Australia has a relatively 

small population compared to England, the page likes are considerably high in proportion to 

other like-sites. 

 

 

 

https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp
https://www.facebook.com/australianwarpoetry/
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Pinterest:  

 This site was started to support the Facebook page. It has been difficult to put the poets 

and their poetry in any easily accessible order on the Facebook page, as Facebook is not 

designed for this purpose, so this page was used to give that access. It has become more useful 

now, in that it acts as a picture data-base of Australian Great War Poets. The website ‘Gallery’ 

will act in conjunction with Pinterest, and in time will make it rather obsolete. It has proven to 

be of great use as an online picture data-base (which is supported by my off-line data-base). 

The general public may see this page, which links to the Facebook page and blog. As there is 

a tremendous amount of interest in this subject in British dominions, Australia specifically, it 

has the ability to reach around the world and generate discussion that may yield helpful 

information as well as other Australian poets of whom I may not know. It was begun on 

19/11/2014. This page was developed as a basic information picture data-base of Australian 

Great War Poets. 

 

Blog:  

 This page was designed to enhance the Facebook and Pinterest pages as it has a wider 

application of uses, plus a far more comprehensive content allowance. It has a good 

organisational aspect to it, which allows the reader to find information easily. It also allows me 

to write longer pieces of information, therefore, it is now used as a short biography and poetry 

page for Australian Great War Poets. It also acts as another way for readers and researchers to 

interact with the project. It yields interest and discussion. Its purpose is similar to the Pinterest 

page, in that it is a sort of data-base of poets. Each poet is given their own article, in which 

appears a short biography and a picture (if one can be found). It also includes two other 

sections, a poetry section, where some of the poet’s poetry is added, and an analysis section, 

where some poems are analysed and discussed. (Of note, the analysis section may be relegated 

to another page, but this is to be decided later. For the moment, poetry analysis occurs in the 

Newsletter.) The purpose of this is to engender further discussion by the interested public. It 

was begun on 31/10/2014. This page was developed as a reference library of Australian Great 

War Poets, incorporating short biographies, poems, analysis and historical commentaries 

which relate to the thesis work. 

 

Twitter:  

 This site was begun, primarily to reach a wider audience, but also to work in 

conjunction with the Facebook page. Social media has enabled research on a wider, faster and 

more personal level than ever before, and this page has certainly aided research. It is, of course, 

only used as a mode of short and basic information, but it does link to other members of the 

AGWP Literary Stable. As many people don’t have Facebook, it gives AGWP access to people 

in other forms of social media. It is now unlikely that AGWP will use other forms of social 

media (not mentioned above), as it would become far too time consuming to update everything. 

The addition of the website to the AGWP Literary Stable means now that anyone with internet 

access has the ability to find AGWP. It was begun on 20/9/2015. 

http://uk.pinterest.com/dominicsheridan/
http://australiangreatwarpoetry.blogspot.com/
http://AustGreatWarPoetry@AGWP_Sheridan


 AGWP Journal – November, 2019 – Vol. 3 29 
 

Australian Great War Poetry Journal:  

 The Australian Great War Poetry Journal is a major part of the AGWP Literary Stable, 

as it will facilitate the culmination of much of the work, with articles and papers, along with 

poetry and biographies. It will also include, with great hope, articles from around the world 

and from various writers. Hopefully it will become a quarterly journal where much information 

is gathered about AGWP, the poets and the events which either have occurred since the last 

issue, or will occur before the next issue. For the foreseeable future it will remain as a bi-yearly 

journal, publishing in April and November of each year. Its function is to be one of the most 

important literary members of the stable. Over the course of time, the collection of these 

journals will also form an important reference source for the AGWP library. Within each issue, 

all efforts will be made to incorporate references and sources, along with links to relevant 

material. As everything is structured in each issue’s contents, it will become easy for research 

purposes. The journal will always be located on the website, and everyone will have access to 

all of the journals whenever they want; at least for the foreseeable future. It is hoped that during 

2019, the journal will have two new elements; the first is an official publication recognition, 

and the second is a peer review facility. These two elements are very important, and when it 

happens an announcement will be made on Facebook and in the newsletter. 

 

AGWP Newsletter – “Mirth and Grey Sorrow”:  

 The newsletter was launched on 8/10/2018 with its first ever issue. It will always be 

available on the website, and announced on the Facebook page. The newsletter provides only 

short pieces in relation to Australian Great War Poetry, such as poetry, poetry analysis, 

announcements, short articles, and so on. Its purpose is to generate interest and get people 

thinking about the canon and how they might help. It is hoped that the newsletter will become 

a monthly publication, but this will remain to be seen, especially considering the myriad of 

other commitments which occupy my time. Having said that, the newsletter, “Mirth and Grey 

Sorrow”, will be an important member of the AGWP Literary Stable. It takes its name from 

Frank Westbrook’s poem, ‘Introduction’, which can be seen in the first issue, available on the 

website. Usually the newsletter will be about 5 or 10 pages long, as the journal will act as the 

fuller version with around 100+ pages. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/agwp-journal
https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/newsletters
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» Small Articles & Essays 

»» The Poetry of Charles Bean 

By D.P.G. Sheridan 

 

ost Australians who know 

anything about the Great War 

have heard about the 

Australian war correspondent, Charles 

Bean. His history of the Great War stands 

as a towering testament of research and 

dedication unrivalled in Australian 

history. He was not only a war 

correspondent, but he was an historian, 

promoter of the Anzacs, publicist, editor, 

visionary, idealist, writer and photographer. Yet, not many Australians will know that our 

beloved Charles Bean was also a fine poet. Like many of the Australians who went to war with 

a gun in one hand and a pencil in the other, Bean sat in the trenches and composed poetry, 

leaving us a legacy that seems to have been forgotten. 

Charles Bean was no slouch when it came to the classics or biblical texts. His poem, 

‘Non nobis’, which appeared in the Anzac Book is a good example that Australians of the 

period were well read and quite knowledgeable about literature in general. The Latin text 

derives from Psalm 113:9 (according to the Vulgate numbering), and tells us that out of such 

evil comes such good. Out of the hell of war comes the peace of heaven. When those greats of 

Australia died on the battle field, we should rise in their place as great as they. Where straight 

cedars fall, no crooked tree shall grow – in essence, as long as we keep faith with their memory, 

we will grow in their image. A fine poem by a fine man. 

 

Non Nobis 

By Charles E.W. Bean 

 

Not unto us, O Lord, to tell   

Thy purpose in the blast, 

When these, that towered beyond us, fell 

And we were overpast. 

 

We cannot guess how goodness springs 

From the black tempest’s breath, 

Nor scan the birth of gentle things 

M 
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In these red bursts of death. 

 

We only know – from good and great 

Nothing save good can flow; 

That where the cedar crashes so straight 

No crooked tree shall grow; 

 

That from their ruin a taller pride – 

Not for these eyes to see – 

May clothe one day the valley side… 

Non nobis, Domine. (Butler and Woods 11) 

 

 Bean’s respect for God and his fellow man shines through this poem. The title, ‘Non 

nobis’, reminds one of the Tennyson line from ‘The Charge of the Light Brigade’, “Theirs not 

to make reply, / Theirs not to reason why, / Theirs but to do and die.” Non nobis, Domine 

stands as Bean’s realisation that we cannot question God’s plan for us, which may appear 

difficult and challenging, but something we must go through. “Not unto us, O Lord.” Bean 

shows that he was no simple poet, but rather, a poet of deeper understanding. He knew the 

futilities of war, but he also knew that man makes war inevitable. Yet, there is a strong current 

in Bean’s ‘Non Nobis’, which shines a light on the noble heart of the Anzac. Bean loved them 

so, and he knew what they could endure, for he witnessed it throughout the war. He never lost 

faith in them, and he never let up that their memory was best served by our living well, with 

true hearts. This was Bean’s whole reason for establishing the Australian War Memorial in 

Canberra. ‘Non Nobis’ is a fine poem, by a fine man who knew the Anzac better than most. 

What a shame not many Australians know his poetry. 

In another poem, ‘What Profiteth?’, Bean shows again his literary knowledge and 

background. It would seem that when Bean wrote this wonderful little poem he had in mind 

the biblical passage from St Mark. “For what shall it profit a man, if he shall gain the whole 

world, and lose his own soul?” (Mark 8:36) Bean’s question also echoes the question many 

soldiers, and soldiers’ families, would have asked. Now that it is all over, what have we gained? 

What have we learnt? Our young men and women gave their best; the nation gave its best, but 

what do we have from that? Do we ever gain anything from war? 

Bean’s poetic question is both philosophical and rhetorical, as he puts to verse the 

simplest and most asked question of any war: why? Perhaps an easy question to ask, but not so 

easy to answer, however, Bean tries to do just that. It is the shortest of Bean’s poems, yet it has 

a lot of punch in it. Two simple stanzas with an ABAB CDCD rhyming scheme, he takes us 

through a scene of war’s ending, when soldiers have stopped their fighting and make their way 

home. 
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What Profiteth? 

By C.E.W. Bean 

 

The last long gun has spoken,  

 The echoes die. 

 The last sad trees stand broken 

 On the yellow sky. 

 

The last slow file is wending 

 Away to the West. 

 What gain from the long day’s ending? 

 THEY GAVE THEIR BEST. (The Australian Soldiers’ Magazine, no. 1, 18 January 1918) 

 

 Bean’s imagery is quite striking in this poem. He eludes to the horrifying noise of war 

in the very first line by stating that “the last long gun has spoken”. He brings all that frightening 

co-operation of war’s insanity down to just one last gun; which is now silent. Then, as war is a 

harbinger of death, Bean shows that even the sounds of war must die, as they do in line two. 

Then, with the first sense of mourning, Bean shows in line three that nature’s once beauteous 

expanses, now stand ruined, as if metaphors of the human heart. In line four, Bean says that 

the sky is yellow. On one hand yellow stands for happiness, optimism, remembrance, honour, 

loyalty, and joy, but on the other hand, it represents cowardice and deceit. Bean seems to 

indicate in this line that while there is hope, as the war is over, there is still cowardice and 

deceit. In the fifth and sixth lines, Bean makes an interesting observation, in that the last slow 

file is wending away to the West. The Bible, of which Bean was well versed, tells us that the 

Israelites crossed the Jordan River westward into the Promised Land. Was this last file going 

home, or were they going somewhere else, for it was the Celtic belief that beyond the western 

sea off the edges of all maps lay the Otherworld, or Afterlife. It may seem that Bean speaks of 

this last file in the biblical sense, but when we read further, we might rather recognise the Celtic 

meaning. In the second last line, Bean asks the great question, “What gain from the long day’s 

ending?” In other words, “Why?” It is at this moment, the penultimate moment of the poem 

when Bean unites with the reader in asking the same question. But then, in the final line Bean 

gives his answer. He wrote this line completely in uppercase, to indicate the poet’s recognition 

of the importance of this answer. “THEY GAVE THEIR BEST.” Bean indicates here that 

mankind is compelled to be something better than the world he lives in. No matter the sounds 

of war; no matter the memories of dying echoes; no matter the ruin mankind brings to the 

world; no matter the hope or deceit that wars bring in their ending; no matter the destination 

after trials, whether it be home or hell; if mankind gave his best, if he fought for the good, if he 

lived for his place in the sun, then he could gain something far greater than the world. It all 
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harkens back to the reason Bean chose the title he did, “For what shall it profit a man, if he 

shall gain the whole world, and lose his own soul?” (Mark 8:36) 

 In this last poem, ‘Abdul’, Bean speaks fondly of the Turkish foe at Gallipoli, who was 

not only a good soldier, but a brave soldier. When Mustafa Kemal Atatürk gave the 57th 

Infantry Regiment the famous command: “Men, I am not ordering you to attack. I am ordering 

you to die. In the time that it takes us to die, other forces and commanders can come and take 

our place”, he showed that the Turk was a noble patriot who was literally willing to die for his 

country. It was this type of bravery which had impressed the Anzacs at Gallipoli, and what had 

begun as an attack on an enemy, had ended with a painful respect of friends in foes’ uniforms. 

Bean is cognisant of the murderous actions of Turkey with regards to the Armenian Genocide, 

as well as the happy union between Turkey and the Germans, but he is still able to put that 

aside in order to raise a glass to what he calls the gentleman of Gallipoli – Abdul. 

 

Abdul 

By Charles Bean 

 

We’ve drunk the boys who rushed the hills, 

The men who stormed the beach, 

The sappers and the A.S.C., 

We’ve had a toast for each; 

But, before the bowl is cool, 

There’s one chap I’d like to mention, 

He’s a fellow called Abdul. 

 

We haven’t seen him much of late – 

Unless it be his hat, 

Bobbing down behind a loophole… 

And we hear him wheezing there at nights, 

Patrolling through the dark, 

With his signals – hoots and chirrups – 

Like an early morning lark. 

 

We’ve heard the twigs a-crackling, 

As we crouched upon our knees, 
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And his big, black shape went smashing, 

Like a rhino, through the trees. 

We’ve seen him flung in, rank on rank, 

Across the morning sky; 

And we’ve had some pretty shooting, 

And – he knows the way to die. 

 

Yes, we’ve seen him dying there in front – 

Our own boys died there, too – 

With his poor dark eyes a-rolling, 

Staring at the hopeless blue; 

With his poor maimed arms a-stretching 

To the God we both can name… 

And it fairly tore our hearts out, 

But it’s in the beastly game.   

 

So though your name be black as ink 

For murder and rapine, 

Carried out in happy concert 

With your Christians from the Rhine, 

We will judge you, Mr. Abdul, 

By the test by which we can – 

That with all your breath, in life, in death, 

You’ve played the gentleman. (Butler and Woods 58) 

 

 Bean’s ‘Abdul’ is a poem that seems to want to put the troubles of foe and war behind 

us. Not to forget, but to remember that foes were also, strangely, friends at some stages of the 

war. The brief truce, for example, which took place at Gallipoli on the 24th of May, 1915, 

between Anzac forces and Turkish troops. It was just one moment when humanity won the 

day, and human beings were allowed to look at each other and recognise that perhaps Siegfried 

Sassoon was right when he said that war was the real enemy. 
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 It is a fascinating thing that Bean’s poetry is never read. He is rightly considered to be 

one of the most authoritative voices on the Anzac involvement in the Great War, but nothing 

about his poetry. On an ABC program from 18 April, 2017, “Jennifer Byrne Presents Great 

War Stories”, hosted by Jenifer Byrne, she spoke with four guests including Peter FitzSimons, 

Christina Spittel, Merrick Watts and Delia Falconer. The discussion was lively and very 

interesting, but it was disappointing to hear the only poetry from the Great War commented on 

was English. FitzSimons, an avid fan of Charles Bean, spoke with great passion about the great 

man, but not once commented on his poetry. The poetry he did recite was Rupert Brooke’s 

‘The Soldier’ (an Englishman), which he recites verbatim. His idol, Bean, remained hidden 

from the poetic passion which infested almost every word FitxSimons uttered. To his credit, 

he did mention Banjo Paterson’s poem ‘We’re all Australians now’, and while it is a good 

poem to quote, it seems that the only poet Australians are capable of talking about is Paterson, 

but where’s Gellert, Westbrook, Skeyhill, Manning, Gilmore, Murdoch, McCrae (the 

Australian), and so on and so on? Where’s Bean? Byrne talks about the British poets, but not 

the Australian ones. Falconer talks about Brooke and Owen, but no Australians. Spittel talks 

about McCrae (a Canadian) and Binyon (an Englishman), and even Taliban poets for goodness 

sake, but no Australians. It’s so strange, but they were primarily talking about the Australian 

literary experience of war yet not a word of our poetry. However, having said that, it is still 

worth watching and has a lot of interesting things to say generally. You can watch the episode 

here: https://www.abc.net.au/tv/firsttuesday/s4218322.htm 

 As far as Charles Bean goes, his poetry seems to have been overlooked by all too many 

Australian literary commentators, which is much more than a shame. As has been shown above, 

his poetry stands well, and in good company. ‘Non Nobis’, ‘What Profiteth?’ and ‘Abdul’ are 

all fine examples of a man who both knew the Anzacs first hand and loved them. Bean’s poetic 

offering cannot be overlooked as either insignificant or just non-existent. It is important 

Australian literature that has an important place in the Australian Great War Poetry canon. 

 

 

 

https://www.abc.net.au/tv/firsttuesday/s4218322.htm
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»» The Aussie name for mateship - Billjim 

By D.P.G. Sheridan 

 

here is probably nothing more quintessentially 

Australian than the notion of the mate and mateship. The 

very idea of what it is to be an Australian is bound up in 

the notion of what it is to be a mate, and for any Australian who 

found himself at war, the mate was the one thing that could make 

the bleakness seem sunny. He was the one who knew you best, 

and could best understand your sufferings. The mate was there 

in thick and thin; good times and bad; better and worse. For 

goodness sake, mateship was something like a fraternal 

marriage between men; vowed to each other by commonality 

and loyalty. Mates were mates no matter what. Mates to the end 

and beyond, and as Henry Lawson once noted, “A mate could 

do no wrong”. In a poem by the same name, Lawson shows us 

the essence of Aussie mateship and where we learnt it. He also 

warns that mateship is something sacred, and can never be undefended, even after one of the 

mates has died. In essence, mates were two, but at the same time one. They were inseparable 

and staunch to the bitter end. That was the spirit of the mate; staunch to the bitter end. 

 

A Mate Can Do No Wrong  

By Henry Lawson 

 

We learnt the creed at Hungerford,  

       We learnt the creed at Bourke;  

We learnt it in the good times,  

       And learnt it out of work.  

We learnt it by the harbour-side  

       And on the billabong:  

"No matter what a mate may do,  

       A mate can do no wrong!"  

 

T 
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He's like a king in this respect  

       (No matter what they do),  

And, king-like, shares in storm and shine  

       The Throne of Life with you.  

We learnt it when we were in gaol,  

       And put it in a song:  

"No matter what a mate may do,  

       A mate can do no wrong!"  

 

They'll say he said a bitter word  

       When he's away or dead.  

We're loyal to his memory,  

       No matter what he said.  

And we should never hesitate,  

       But strike out good and strong,  

And jolt the slanderer on the jaw —  

       A mate can do no wrong! (Lawson 111) 

 

 Yet, the Aussie mate was much more than a bloke who stood up for you, and you stood 

up for him. A mate was something like a shadow. Someone who was always with you, and you 

missed when not there. Certainly mates would look out for each other, and they would even 

die for each other. Mates were thick as thieves, and twice as loyal as any possible expectations. 

However, there was one quality about the mates that was so noticed during the Great War, that 

the phenomenon was even given a name. The strange thing about this name was that it was 

given to the Australian soldier, whether he was with his mate or by himself. It even had a plural 

form. All Australian soldiers during the Great War were called, “Billjim”, and the reason for 

this was that where there was Bill, there was Jim standing next to him, so, as Bill and Jim were 

considered to be common names, it stood to reason that each Australian soldier was simply 

called “Billjim”. When there were two or more Australians in a group, they were called 

“Billjims”. You can see the high level grammar skills at play here, where one and all Australian 

soldiers were called “Billjim”. There is also some room for the belief that they were a type of 

species, as they were often referred to, when in group photos as “The Billjim”. 
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 There were several poems written about the Billjim, and it was certain that his existence 

was something most valued by the poet. But the poet, we might say, reflected the mood of the 

others who knew the Billjim. In one of the best poems of the war about the Billjim, written by 

Edward Dyson, we see that Bill and Jim were inseparable mates. They did everything together. 

They were in scraps together, they explored the pyramids together, had the same dreams, and 

they had been mates since they were kids. They were joined at the hip. Heavenly twins, as their 

other mates would refer to them. But there was something more about them that made their 

friendship stronger than most. It was like Henry Lawson 

had indicated, that the friendship lasted beyond the grave. 

Dyson’s poem, a very tender one, when you take a second 

look at it, shows that true mates couldn’t contemplate life 

without each other. He states at the end of the poem that 

when one of the mates is killed, the other would continue 

for both of them. Dead, maybe in body, but not in heart. 

True mates defy the grave, and the Billjim was the very 

personification of mateship. 

 The poem is a testament of Australian mateship, and Dyson puts this mateship to paper 

with a typical Australian style accent that makes the reader feel the very presence of the Billjim. 

It is a very personal poem, and speaks to the affection men at war can have for each other. An 

affection built on a lifetime of togetherness, trust and good natured humour, then cast in the 

crucible of war. It is a poem that can also help the reader understand the pain men had after the 

war was over, when they came back home without their mates. When you look at old soldiers 

on Anzac Day, or Armistice Day, and see them looking off into the distance, as if staring, you 

can understand that they don’t look blankly into the distance, but rather, they look back into 

the past when their mates were all around them, and life was filled with possibilities. The 

outward signs of memory, however, might sometimes betray the inner realities of sorrow and 

longing. 
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Billjim 

By Edward Dyson 

 

Down to it is Plugger Bill, 

 Lyin’ crumpled, white ’n’ still. 

         Me ’n’ him 

 Chips in when the scrap begins, 

 Carin’ nothin’ for our skins, 

 Chi-iked as the ’Eavenly Twins— 

        Bill ’n’ Jim. 

 

They ’ave outed Bill at last, 

 Slugged me cobber hard ’n’ fast. 

         It’s a kill. 

 See the purple of his lip 

’N’ the red ’n’ oozy drip! 

 Ends our great ole partnership— 

        Jim ’n’ Bill  

 

Mates we was when we was kids;  

 Camp, ’n’ ship, ’n’ Pyramids, 

         Him ’n’ me 

 Hung together, ’n’ we tore 

 Up the heights from Helles shore, 

 Bill a long ’arf head afore, 

         Fine to see!  

 

Then it was we took a touch— 

Simple puncture, nothin’ much; 

         But we lay 
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’N’ we stays the count, it seems, 

 In a sorter realm of dreams 

 Where the sun infernal gleams 

         Night ’n’ day;  

 

Boilin’, fryin’ achin’, dumb, 

 Waitin’ till the stretchers come, 

         Patiently. 

 I hangs on to ’arf a cup. 

 Which I wants ole Bill to sup. 

 Damn if he ain’t savin’ up 

         His for me!  

 

When they come to lift my head  

 I am softly kiddin’ dead, 

         For a game, 

 So’s they’ll first take on his gills. 

 Over, though, me scheme he spills— 

Bli’me, this ole take-down Bill’s 

         Done the same!  

 

But he isn’t kiddin’ now, 

 And it knocks me anyhow 

         Seein’ him. 

 We was both agreed before, 

 Though it got ’em by the score, 

 Two was goin’ to beat this war— 

        Bill ’n’ Jim.  
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Mate o’ mine, yiv stayed it through. 

 Hard luck, Bill—for me ’n’ you 

         Hard ’n’ grim. 

 They have got me Cobber true, 

 But I’m stickin’ tight ez glue. . . .  

 Bill, there’s one who’ll plug for two— 

        It is Jim! (Dyson 21) 

 

And so ends another of the thousands of such stories. Cobbers to the end. Cobbers 

beyond the end. The Australian sense of mateship is something more valuable than anything in 

this hard world, and Bill ‘n’ Jim are part of the great story that is Australia. Something to be 

proud of. Something to model our lives on. Something to teach our children. Edward Dyson 

captures something very special in this poem, but one’s heart bleeds for the two cobbers, 

especially when you know that they had been mates since childhood. These two men, like any 

other Australian soldier during the Great War, were part of the boundlessness of the Billjim. 

 

In the following news cutting, dated 11th February, 1936, it can be seen that the more 

common moniker for the Australian soldier was, ‘Billjim’, and not ‘Digger’ or ‘Anzac’. 
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However, term, “Cobber” was universally known and used. While the article was written 18 

years after the war, it is still fresh enough to hold good credibility. 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In the following poem, a trooper gave some 

ironic voice to the plight of the desert Billjim. Talaat 

ed Dumm (The Ascent of Blood) is so named from the 

red clay that marks its side, which is said to be very 

conspicuous after rain. It lies midway between 

Jerusalem and Jericho, and its site is marked by the 

ruins of a Crusaders’ castle. The following lines were 

suggested to the writer on returning from the Jordan 

Valley to Talaat ed Dumm). 

 

Talaat ed Dumm 

By “2469” – Probably Trooper Lance Corporal John Hamilton Mcarthur 

 

There's a spot on the road every Billjim should know, 

On the trek from Mount Zion to old Jericho: 

Your name is so sweet, a melodious hum— 

Oh! dear, old, euphonious Talaat ed Dumm! 
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I love the wild breezes that blow round your hills, 

Your heat, stones and dust, and all other vile ills; 

Your spiders and scorpions, so dreaded by some— 

Oh! delectable, lovable Talaat ed Dumm! 

 

On the way to the Jordan I thought you quite drear, 

Having come from sweet Sharon, with air cool and clear; 

Your bleak desolation then made me quite glum— 

Stone-end of creation! Talaat ed Dumm! 

 

Having lived in the Valley, and scorched in its stove, 

With its pests and its dangers, below and above: 

The bombs, shells and vermin ad infinitum- 

I am glad to return to you, Talaat ed Dumm! 

 

I love the sweet breezes that breath on your hills; 

Never sneer at your safety nor magnify ills; 

Your blessings and virtues all make a great sum— 

Oh! delectable, lovable Talaat ed Dumm! (Kent 547) 

 

 

 

 There is quite a lot of Australian literature on the Billjim. In fact, the terms ‘Anzac’ and 

Digger’ weren’t used much, if at all, during the Great War, instead, becoming part of our post-

war terminology. The greatest poem of the Billjim ‘school’, as we have seen, is Edward 

Dyson’s ‘Billjim’. Originating as a common name in the Australian Light Horse, Billjim took 

its form from the fact that there was always a Bill and always a Jim seen together. Best mates 

and inseparable. All Aussies were Billjims, and as the following little poem indicates, that 
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could also include the girls. The Light Horse were sending specially printed Christmas cards 

home to Australia with a verse entitled ‘Coo-ee’. 

 

Coo-ee 

By Anon Trooper ALH – (Dalis Barker) 

 

Here’s a ‘Coo-ee’ Sister Billjim  

From a Billjim overseas 

Where there ain’t no scented Wattle 

And there ain’t no Blue-Gum trees. 

 

We’re among the wavin’ date-palms 

Makin’ Jacko Turkey-trot, 

And send sincerest Christmas Greetings 

From this Gawd-forsaken spot. (Hamilton § 14) 
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It is a strange thing in the Australian demotic tongue, and perhaps (unfortunately) not 

so common these days (with the exception of some old-timers like myself), but females could 

also be referred to in masculine ways, for example, a female could be referred to as a “mate”, 

a “good (or bonza) bloke”, a “cobber”, and also a “Billjim”. Traditionally, these terms were 

used for men only, but there were occasions when women could be given these titles. It was 

something of a recognition of the woman as “one of us”, “one of the blokes”. Someone to be 

trusted. Dinkum. In today’s unfortunate way of 

thinking, this form of respect isn’t so common. 

Only a few, like myself, still use these forms for 

women. In the above poem, “Coo-ee”, penned by 

a Light Horseman, he refers to “Sister Billjim”. 

The fact that the trooper spells ‘sister’ with a 

capital “S”, indicates that this particular Billjim is 

a nurse. Probably a nurse the trooper knew from 

earlier days in Australia before he shipped out to 

Egypt. Perhaps, as he mentions the Turks, he saw 

action at Suez. But Sister Billjim was someone 

who had attained the position of mate for this 

trooper. Nevertheless, Sister Billjim is evidence 

that the woman could be a mate like any other 

bloke. It would seem that the Trooper and the 

Sister were mates enough that they were, at one 

time in the past, always together. Another slant 

might be that the Trooper recognised the Sister as 

a fellow Anzac, and as such, a Billjim by position. 

I tend to believe the first notion though. 

There are also some references to a Billjimimah, as can be seen in this piece which 

appeared in the Kia Ora Coo-ee: “In the shops very little English is spoken, but chiefly Greek 

or French, which is sometimes rather tiresome. One Billjimimah I mess with, frantically 

climbed the shop assistant's Udder, and triumphantly brought from the topmost shelf the 

embroideries she hankered after, to the amazement of the correctly-attired and belted Tommy 

officer accompanying her.” (Kent 274) It certainly seems to have been the case that certain 

women were given the title of Billjim in one way or another, whether it was Sister Billjim, or 

Billjimimah, but the important thing to recognise here is that the woman was recognised as one 

of the boys; a fellow Aussie with standing and dinkum oil about her. A trusted individual. 

 In a poem by Corporal ‘Cuss’, called “Abbassia”, the notion of the Billjim was given a 

further association with the wonderful Australian nurse. The great hospital in Egypt, Abbassia, 

was a place men didn’t relish going to, but there were still some attractions. Corporal ‘Cuss’ 

notes that Australian plutonic friendships evolved there between soldier and nurse; “And the 

Billjim made a cobber / Of the darling of the girls”. The fact that it was plutonic is evidenced 

by the word “cobber”. This is a term reserved for mates, not lovers, however, the reasons for 

the Billjim being in that particular hospital may not have been for any plutonic reasons, and 

this will need some further investigation. 
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Abbassia 

By Corporal ‘Cuss’ 

 

From the farthest isles of Orkney,  

From the edge of the Sudan, 

From the fiats of Murrumbidgee, 

Or the purlieus of Japan, 

From amid the waving pampas, 

Or the banks of Windermere, 

They have gathered, gathered, gathered 

To the huts of Abbassia. 

 

He whose single thought was salmon  

Met the rogue who poached for pearls, 

And the Billjim made a cobber 

Of the darling of the girls: 

The guardsman and the terrier, 

The plutocrat and peer — 

All are jumbled up together 

In the huts of Abbassia. 

 

If you seek for information  

On polo, maps, or gin, 

Beer, beauty, or ballistics, 

You can find it all within: 

If you seek the heat of battle, 

Or you're finding life too drear — 

Go and join ‘The Curse of Egypt’ 

In the huts of Abbassia. (Hogue 1919, 118-9) 
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 We might deduce a few interesting facts from the poem’s title and subject, as well as 

the given name of the poet. Corporal ‘Cuss’, obviously not the real name of the poet, is such a 

name that can mean a “so ‘n’ so”, as in “some old so ‘n’ so”, or some old “cuss”, or it can be 

an indication of a profanity, such as a cuss word. Either way, it indicates the general character 

of the poet. The name of the poem really gives the game away, as the hospital at Abbassia was 

a hospital for a single purpose. It was two miles north east of Cairo. On the edge of the desert 

is the suburb of Abbassiah (named after the Viceroy Abbas), connected with the city by a 

continuous line of houses. Abbassia was largely a military colony, the cavalry barracks being 

the old palace of Abbas Pasha. 

 As the demand for accommodation for infectious cases increased, the artillery barracks 

at Abbassia were taken over by the Australian authorities, and converted into an Infectious 

Diseases Hospital which ultimately accommodated 1250 patients. It was all part of the 1st 

Australian General Hospital, which consisted of (1) the Palace Hotel, ever increasing in its 

accommodation as the furniture was steadily removed and space economised, its magnificent 

piazzas utilised, and tents erected in the grounds for the accommodation of the staff; of (2) the 

rink at Luna Park, which was now empty and ready for the reception of light cases overflowing 

from the Palace; of (3) the Casino next door to Luna Park, which had now become an infectious 

diseases hospital; and of (4) the Venereal Diseases Hospital at Abbassia, which soon became 

an independent command though still staffed from No. 1 General Hospital. 

The 520-bed hospital which landed in Egypt on the 25th of January, 1915, had expanded 

into the following table. Note the bed numbers in Abbassia: 3250, approximately 30.6%. 

 

Heliopolis Palace Hotel    1000 

Luna Park     1650 

Atelier      450 

Sporting Club     1250 

Choubra Infectious    250 

Abbassia Infectious    1250 

Venereal Diseases, Abbassia   2000 

Al Hayat, Helouan (Convalescent)   1250 

Ras el Tin (Convalescent)    500 

Montazah Palace (Convalescent, Australian moiety) 500 

Grand Hotel, Helouan    500 

(Approximately)            10,600 
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The creation of the 

Infectious Diseases Hospital 

at Abbassia on the 19th of 

April, 1915, is another 

instance of the importance of 

prevision. It was organised by 

Major Brown (who had 

already organised Luna Park 

and the Atelier) as a hospital 

of 250 beds. By successive 

squeezes, and by the erection 

of tents, the accommodation 

was rapidly increased to 1250 

beds, and was then 

insufficient although typhoid 

cases were not admitted. 

The Venereal Diseases Hospital, Abbassia, was nearly always full, but from time to 

time drafts of men were sent back to Australia. One draft of 450 soldiers was sent to Malta 

early in the campaign. The principle involved in the policy of returning them to Australia was 

as follows. In Egypt they were useless as soldiers, whether suffering from gonorrhœa or 

syphilis. They required a large number of medical men and attendants to take care of them. 

They knew they had disgraced themselves and were a source of trouble to everyone concerned. 

On shipboard they could not get into trouble. They were more likely to be cured, and could 

then be returned to Egypt, and if not cured could be treated in Australia at leisure. Against this 

policy the argument was used that diseases were being introduced into Australia, but as a matter 

of fact a minority of the men suffering from venereal disease brought it from Australia to Egypt. 

They arrived at Suez suffering from gonorrhœa contracted in some cases at Fremantle. 

Furthermore the business of those conducting the campaign was to wage a successful war, and 

to keep the base as free from encumbrance as possible. 

 From all this information, we might begin to see that Corporal ‘Cuss’ was, perhaps, an 

unlucky attendee of the local Cairo fleshpots, where he contracted the dreaded horizontal 

assignation bug, which placed him in the Venereal Diseases Hospital, Abbassia.  

 

Casualty Clearance - The WW1 Hospitals 

 

 Notwithstanding the above infringements and peccadilloes of many an Australian lad 

away from home, there was always one person who stood steadfast as any Aussie boy’s best 

(Venereal Diseases Hospital, Abbassia) 
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friend, and that was his mother. As any Australian will tell you; “I loves me mum t’bits”. The 

following photo shows a very rough and tumble group of Billjims who just miss their mums. 

 

 In a song written by Jack Fewster for ‘The Great Diggers Appeal’, we see that while 

the Billjim could be a “Sister”, as in “Coo-ee”, but also a “Brother”. Fewster’s song, “Brother 

Billjim”, was a song written for the patriotic cause, and it was Fewster’s intention to make 

those at home to consider that Billjim was their own brother, that he was their mate and cobber, 

and that we should do what we can to support him. 
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Brother Billjim 

By Jack Fewster 

 

He has fought for your mothers,  

He’s fought for your homes, 

He’s fought for your sweethearts so dear, 

Now he’s tired of body, He’s weary of soul, 

Not broken of spirit – A thousand times No! 

Let us do what we can him to cheer. 

 

Won’t you think for a moment what Billjim has done, 

Whilst fighting for me and for you, 

Won’t you think what he’s suffered whilst fighting the Hun, 

Come on then and help him, 

Come on every one, 

All we can then, let every one do. 

 

Won’t you give a hand to Brother Billjim? 

Brother Billjim calls again for you. 

Is this gallant hero to go waiting? 

He who’s fought for me and you, 

Wounded, mudstained, hungry, he’s been lying. 

To the fight for right been true. 

He’s the lad that kept our flag a flying, 

Give a hand to Billjim do. 

Give a hand to Billjim do. (Fewster – NRG) 

 

 Fewster urges us to think of our ties to the Billjim because of what he has done for us. 

He is so eager to join those at home with the Billjim, who is either overseas at war, or back 

home and convalescent that he refers to him as “Brother Billjim”. Fewster wants Australians 

to see Billjim as our brother, a member of the family, someone who has fought for all we hold 
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dear. It was natural that the Billjims overseas were together in hearts and minds, but Fewster 

wanted all Australia to join in this notion of mateship. 

 The entertainment group 'Billjim's Sisters' who raised funds for the soldiers during 

World War One, and the formation of the Albury branch of the War Chest Fund. 

 

 (Autographed photo of Billjim's Sisters, left to right, Norah Bevan, L Tietyens, Enid Cox, Mary K Woods, T Mudge, Camille M 
Tietyens, Margery Woods and Elsa M Cox.) 

   

Picture above left: (Program of a performance of the Billjim's Sisters held at Albury in 1918. The young women ran 

street stalls and concerts to raise money for the Comforts Fund for Albury men serving overseas in WWI.) 

Picture above right: (Program for a performance of Billjim's sisters at Holbrook NSW, 11 August 1917, following 

their successful performance in Albury in July 1917. The outer cover says the performance is 'For the Anzac Buffet' and has a 

tribute to 'Gallant Soldiers'. It is signed by the eight 'Sisters' as well as Muriel Vivian (supervisor of songs & dances) and Stella 

Crisp (accompanist).) 
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 The Billjim’s Sisters was a popular entertainment group who raised money for the war 

effort. By all accounts they were the home-guard of the Billjim, and well worthy of the title 

“Billjim’s Sisters”. In a small article, they appeared as an ensemble who were willing and able 

to travel, and keep promises. 

BILLJIM'S SISTERS – (From The Border Morning Mail and Riverina 

Times (Albury, NSW: 1903 - 1920) Wed. 27 Feb. 1918, Page 2) 

Yesterday morning the 'Buljim's Sisters' went to Corryong 

to fulfil a long promised engagement to give an 

entertainment for the Corryong Red Cross. The party left in 

cars provided and driven by Mrs. Claude Maclure, Messrs. 

F. Tietyens, A. A. Burt, Alec, and Alan McMeekin. The 

Sisters will again appear in Albury at an early date with a 

new programme. 

 

 A booklet which was produced on the SS 

Ormande by P.C. de Creapigny in 1918, 

featured stories, sketches and humour. It was 

a very popular booklet, featuring a koala with 

a slouch hat climbing a navy’s rope ladder, 

drawn by Private Hugh Maclean. One is 

compelled to make a connection with Dorothy 

Wall’s “Blinky Bill” here, even though the 

popular koala was created in 1933, some 15 

years after de Creapigny’s “Billjim at Sea”, 

which featured a cheeky koala on its front 

cover. It may well be that Wall was inspired 

by the Great War pamphlet of the Billjim, but 

this is mere conjecture on my part. Blinky Bill 

is the quintessential larrikin. With enthusiastic 

pleasure, this headstrong and impudent little 

koala sets out on a series of bold adventures 

testing not only his mother's patience, but also 

that of all the bush creatures and others he encounters. So, there are many similarities with the 

Billjim, not least Wall’s and Maclean’s drawing styles. 
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 The following pamphlet sadly boasts that it hasn’t a single joke, or a single bit of verse, 

but it does offer some insight into how the Billjim was treated by the authorities, as well as 

those at home. As it was a ship’s paper, it would appear that it was written with a view to 

preparing the Billjims for home. What to expect, and what to think about; these were issues 

many Billjims were thinking about on their voyage back home. 

 

 

 Having seen a few of the 

poems related to the Billjim, as 

well as a few interesting Billjim 

side-lines, we should pause a 

moment and remember from 

where the term originated. It 

was first used by the Australian 

Light Horse in Egypt, and while 

troopers were all Billjims, as they were always seen together, there was another who was 

always seen with them. The trooper was simply not a trooper without his horse. No other was 
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as loyal, and no other was as dutiful as the trooper’s horse. There was no better Billjim than 

the trooper and his horse, but, unfortunately, there is no poetry that calls the horse a Billjim. 

But knowing what we do about the Billjim, it only stands to reason that the Waler was the four-

legged Billjim. Perhaps the best poem I can find is in the form of a photo, where we can see 

Henry Lawson’s and Edward Dyson’s notion that the Billjim was a mate beyond the grave. 

Troopers Brook and Radburn had such mates in their loyal four-legged friends. 

 

 

 

“The cornstalk and his pony both joined Australia’s force, 

And off they rode together, the Billjim and his horse.” 
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»» The Extraordinary Poetic Facts of Australia’s John Monash 

By D.P.G. Sheridan 

 

n the last stanza of a poem by John Monash; written in 1895, just 19 

years prior to the outbreak of the Great War in which Monash would 

so strongly distinguish himself, Australia’s ultimate “first soldier” 

showed that even generals had hearts. John Monash was not only an 

Anzac, but he ended up becoming the commander-in-Chief of all Anzac 

forces, and had the war gone into 1919, he very likely would have taken 

Haig’s position as Commander-in-Chief of all British forces. He was a 

much loved Australian who saw his men as having value as living 

soldiers instead of cannon fodder. 

The untitled poem emanates from the fact that Monash had been 

estranged from his wife Vic, who wanted a divorce, but he wanted her 

back. On the 28th of July, 1895, she returned to him, tender and affectionate. Suffice it to say, 

they made up in the old fashioned and timeless way after a nice romantic riverside walk. This 

is what they had so many times done in the past. Then, on the 29th of July, 1895, Monash, still 

reeling from the previous night’s passion, wrote a poem in his musings notebook that ended 

with: 

 

I am kissing you over and over 

I am holding you close to my heart 

As of old, we’ll be lover and lover 

And live in a world apart. (Perry 74) 

 

The last line shows Monash’s awareness that both he and 

Vic lived in separate worlds and this seems to identify his 

scepticism, if not realisation, that the two would never fully reunite 

as a loving couple of husband and wife. I find it so interesting that 

the Australian General who was responsible for the ultimate ending of the war to end all wars 

could write such passionate words to a woman he clearly loved. A man of science and reasoning 

had penned a poem which spoke of love against all reason. Wonderful stuff indeed! 

 

The Western Front 

 

A little more than a year after the 1918 Anzac Day, on the 25th of April, when the 1st 

AIF entered Villers–Bretonneux, on the French national day, the 14th of July, 1919, the people 

of the town showed their appreciation for Australia’s having saved the town from total 

inhalation in 1918. A special plaque, now hanging in the Australian War Memorial’s Western 

I 
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Front Gallery, was unveiled and presented to the members of an Australian Graves Detachment 

which was still working at Villers–Bretonneux. In handing over the plaque the mayor spoke of 

the now firm connection between his town and that distant continent which few of its 

inhabitants had ever seen: 

“The first inhabitants of Villers–Bretonneux to re–establish themselves in the ruins 

of what was once a flourishing little town have, by means of donations, shown a 

desire to thank the valorous Australian Armies, who with the spontaneous 

enthusiasm and characteristic dash of their race, in a few hours chased an enemy 

ten times their number … Soldiers of Australia, whose brothers lie here in French 

soil, be assured that your memory will always be kept alive, and that the burial 

places of your dead will always be respected and cared for.” (ANM) 

There had been many times when the 1st AIF had shown themselves to be worthy of such 

high praise, but Villers–Bretonneux (25th of April, 1918) was something quite unique for any 

of the fighting nations. The longevity of the mayor’s words still hold strong impact today, a 

hundred years later, as Australia’s name may be seen all over the town of Villers–Bretonneux. 

Throughout the Battles of the Western Front Australia had been emerging and being confirmed 

beyond the baptism of Gallipoli. However, this confirmation was driven by a new guard of 

Australian-born commanders, such as General Henry George (Harry) Chauvel (Tabulam, New 

South Wales), Major-General Harold 'Pompey' Elliott (West Charlton, Victoria), Major 

General Sir William Glasgow (Tiaro, Queensland) and General Sir John Monash (Melbourne, 

Victoria). 

Not many people seem to know this 

these days, but notwithstanding the 

sacrifices and hard work of the average 

soldier in the trenches of the Western 

Front or in the dry deserts of the Sanai-

Palestine Campaign, the Great War of 

1914-1918 was in effect won by an 

Australian, John Monash, who was born 

in Melbourne on the 27th of June, 1865. It 

may seem boastful for an Australian to 

point out, but the facts of the history 

involved speak for themselves, and these 

facts have been either left out of main 

stream history or simply unknown by the 

majority of historians who seem to think 

that Australian troops were English 

troops. Yet, there is so much more to the 

story that it is surprising not much has 

been done with it or written about it. For example, the Australian-Poland connection which 

saw the end of the Great War finds its roots in Poznan, Poland.1  

                                                           
1 On the map, notice the birth places of Ludendorff (Kruszewnia) and Monash’s father (Krotoszyn). Also, notice 

at the top of the map, Gdansk. This is where the Australian Great War Poetry Library is, as this is the location of 

the work being done for the AGWP project. Wracław, at the bottom-left, is where the last Doctoral Symposium 



 AGWP Journal – November, 2019 – Vol. 3 57 
 

“[General] Ludendorff2  [the Germen 

Commander-in-Chief]  would never have 

dreamed  that a general with a Prussian-German 

background born at the same time and with 

roots in a town close to his own birthplace of 

Kruszewnia, near Poznan, would be his key 

opponent and nemesis in war.” (Perry 379) The 

father of John Monash, Louis, was born in 

Krotoszyn, near Poznan, a mere 90 kms south, 

and through his son, the Australia-born John, 

would bring the war to end all wars to an end, thereby enabling his father’s homeland of Poland 

to reclaim its independence3 due to the treaty of Versailles on the 28th of June, 1919.  

After Gallipoli, most of the Australian troops were sent to the Western Front, and they 

fought in all major combat zones earning the reputation as the ‘Shock Troops’ of the British 

Empire. (Silver 10 & Britannica) They were often used as the spearhead of major attacks and 

German troops were afraid to face them, often sending in their own crack troops to defend 

against Australian lead attacks.4  However, born out of the incompetencies which plagued 

Gallipoli, Australian troops had become sceptical and vitriolic of British High Command, and 

rather longed for an Australian Commander. This Commander they got just in time for the 

Battle of Mesines on the 7th of June, 1917. General Monash had seen the wastage of good men 

at Gallipoli by General Godley at divisional level, and he was determined not to throw men 

away with poor planning. He would plan his battles with the utmost detail. General Haig 

himself noted, “Monash is a clear-headed, determined Commander…Every detail has been 

thought of.” (Perry 279) Mesines was to be the first major battle victory for any Australian 

division in the war, and it was planned by an Australian.5 

Over the course of the remaining years of the war, Monash would lead Australian troops 

into important battles where success after success led Australia closer and closer to the sharpest 

point of war. At the Battle of Hamel on the 4th of July, 1918, the new Commander of the Corps, 

General Monash, was to have a stunning victory in a mere 93 minutes. He had planned it to be 

a 90 minute battle. The Australians now had someone they could follow. Someone who cared 

                                                           
was held, where AGWP spoke about the project. You can also see the cities of Krakow and Olsztyn, where 

other conferences were held and AGWP spoke. 
2 “The Prussian-born Ludendorff (who, at fifty-three, was the same age as Monash and George V), had been 

mainly responsible for Germany’s military policy and strategy from August 1916.” (Perry 378) 
3 Monash must be considered as an indirect contributor to Polish independence, which makes him more valuable 

in the larger scheme of recent world history. In this, Monash had nullified the old British pre-convict term for 

Australia, ‘Terra Australis Incognita’. Yet, this is little known these days, as the facts of history have become 

blurred and obscured by silent Australian education and a European-only focus on the Great War’s end and 

effects. Yet, the facts tell a different story. Australia had made its presence felt in Europe, largely because of 

Monash, but it may simply be that a nation of less than 5 million people on the far side of the world had no 

perceivably legitimate claim to modern European history. Without Monash, however, the world might look 

quite different now, as Germany may well have won the war, and thus Poland, for example, could be completely 

different. One may well ask why he is not better known by Europeans and Australians alike. 
4 Of note, Canadian troops were also used as Shock Troops. 
5 Professor David Horner from the Australian National University (ANU): "His skill was in planning and 

preparation. He was concerned about the lives of Australians and he realised that the way to save lives was to be 

meticulous." (ABC News) 
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weather they lived or died, who did not have a ‘cannon fodder’ mentality, and someone who 

achieved the results for which he planned. (Perry 354) 

The next step would be something no one had seem coming, yet everyone hoped for. It 

would be the Battle of Amiens on the 8th of August, 1918. It was to become what the Germans 

called the ‘Black Day of the War’. “Germany’s 

Commander-in-Chief, General Ludendorff, 

acknowledged that 8 August was the worst day 

for his army in the entire war. It was more than a 

turning point. Germany would never again in this 

conflict contemplate victory. It could only hope 

to defend.” (Perry xix) Monash’s victory at 

Amiens was the most important victory of the 

entire war, forcing the inevitable capitulation of 

Germany a mere hundred days later6, and 

foreshadowing Polish independence.7 On the 

12th of August, 1918, Monash was made a 

Knight Commander of the Bath by King George V himself on the battle field. It was the first 

time a battle field Knighting had occurred in over 200 years. (Perry 310, 383-385) The poetry 

of this was that the award was given to an Australian, a man who, prior to Gallipoli had come 

from a land referred to as “terra incognita”. While the known world had celebrated its heroes, 

not one of them had been knighted on the field of battle by the King in over 200 years, and 

then, as if bursting out of obscurity, an Australian kneels before the King on the field of battle 

and is dubbed “Sir Knight”, and King George V said the nearly mythical French words: “Sois 

chevalier, au nom de Dieu” (Be thou a knight in the name of God)8, followed by, “Avancez 

chevalier” (Arise, knight)9. The poetry here is astonishingly wonderful. 

“Four days after the Battle of Amiens Monash was invested with his 

KCB [Knight Commander of the Order of the Bath] and formally knighted by 

King George V at the Australian Corps headquarters, when he came to inspect 

the battlefield. The scene was described by Monash: ‘A square of carpet had 

been arranged in the centre of the piazza and on it stood a small table, a 

footstool, and a drawn sword. The King then had my name called and I 

stepped up before him and, at his behest, knelt and received the accolade of 

knighthood and, when he had bidden me rise, he presented me with the 

Insignia of a Knight Commander of the Bath’. It was the first knighthood 

bestowed on a commander in the field in nearly two centuries.” (AWM) 

                                                           
6 “The editor to the 1992 Cassell Military Paperbacks edition of Achtung-Panzer!, Paul Harris, noted: ‘The 

negotiations leading to the Armistice of 11 November 1918 were sought, in the insistence of Ludendorff, as a 

direct result of the shock administered at Amiens on 8 August 1918…’” (Perry 539-540) 
7 For 123 years Poland did not exist on any map, but when the First World War came to an end, Poland regained 

its independence and was once again pictured on the maps of Europe. Much hard fighting had been done over 

the years by patriotic Poles, who lived in some internal exile, but the fact remains, Polish independence would 

not have happened without the ending of the First World War in 1918. 
8 Jacob, Giles, and Thomas Edlyne Tomlins. The Law-Dictionary: Explaining the Rise, Progress, and Present 

State, of the English Law. A. Strahan, Law Printer to the King's Most Excellent Majesty, 1809. 
9 Burke, John Bernard. The Knightage of Great Britain and Ireland. London: Edward Churton, 1841. 
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The importance of Monash is even more significant when we consider other certain 

factors which concerned him after the war as well as his impact on World War Two. Perry 

notes the following from Sir Basil Hart: 

“The comprehensive breach of German defences of the Battle of Amiens on 8 

August was followed by a series of victories commanded by Monash until the end 

of the war. They established him as an outstanding general. Some experts ranked 

him as the finest on the Allied side. Among them was Sir Basil Liddell Hart, the 

leading English military commentator and historian of the time. He said that 

Monash might well have replaced Haig as Commander-in-Chief of the British 

forces had the war continued into 1919. Liddell Hart was a believer in technological 

advances changing the face of conflict, something at which Monash excelled. ‘He 

was in some ways an utter contrast to the traditional idea 

of a great military commander,’ Hart said. ‘He, more 

than anyone, fulfilled the idea that developed in the war 

– that the scale and nature of operations required a ‘big 

business’ type of commander, a great constructive and 

organising brain. His views were as large as his 

capacity.’” (Perry xx)10 

Clearly, had the war gone on into 1919, Monash’s star 

would have risen to the loftiest of heights when he would have 

become the Commander-in-Chief, thus replacing Haig. 

“British Prime Minister Lloyd George, who had been 

thrashing around in 1918 for a Haig replacement, came to the 

same conclusion [as Hart], too late to do anything about it. 

‘Monash would…have risen to the height of it [Commander-in-Chief],’ Lloyd George wrote, 

‘but the greatness of his abilities were not brought to the attention of the [British War] Cabinet 

in any of the dispatches…Monash was, according to the testimony of those who knew well his 

genius for war and what he accomplished by it, the most resourceful General in the whole of 

the British Army.’” (Perry xx)11 

Other notable names who believed that Monash would have become the Commander-in-

Chief of the British forces had the war continued into 1919 include the British historian A.J.P. 

Taylor, who held that Monash was ‘the only General of creative originality produced in the 

First World War’, Sir Anthony Eden, a future British Prime Minister in the 1950s, and also 

Field Marshal Bernard Law Montgomery12 of World War Two fame, held the same view. 

(Perry xx) Monash was so much more than history has shown. 

Perry notes that Monash’s 8th of August offensive plan at Amiens inspired Adolf Hitler 

in 1937 to say; “That is what I want! And that is what I will have!” (Perry 532) Monash’s plan 

was therefore to be used by General Heinz Guderian, the commander of Hitler’s armoured 

divisions, as the basis of his book Achtung-Panzer!: The Development of Tank Warfare. The 

                                                           
10 (Liddell Hart, Through the Fog of War, p. 149; also his Monash obituary in Daily Telegraph (UK), October 

1931) – Liddell Hart, B,. (1938) Through the Fog of War, Hodder & Stoughton: London 
11 (Lloyd George, War Memoirs, Vol. 6, pp. 3368, 3382, 3424) – Lloyd George, David, (1933-36) War 

Memoirs, six volumes, Odhams Press: London 
12 In 1968, General Montgomery said: "I would name Sir John Monash as the best general on the Western Front 

in Europe: he possessed real creative originality." (ABC News) 
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Monash leapfrogging attacks would in time be the inspiration of the German Blitzkrieg. 

Unwittingly, while helping to end the First World War, Monash had written the plan for the 

beginning of the Second World War and the invasion of Europe. (Perry 532) But he cannot be 

held responsible for Hitler’s plans. 

All of these achievements by Monash had taken Australia out of the obscurity of its 

convict past and thrust it into the world spotlight. Australia, the youngest son of the Empire 

had proven itself a worthy and valuable child and one that would answer the call when needed. 

While Gallipoli had been the nursery of Australia’s coming of age, the Western Front had been 

the crucible of fire in which Australia had been confirmed, and John Monash would lead the 

way. The extraordinary facts of his life are more than strange coincidence of situation, place 

and timing, they are emphatic, epic and poetic. John Monash was simply a poem of life, for his 

very existence was filled with poetic conflagrations of happenstance outside his control. Yet, 

in all matters, he weaved the outcome to a poetic ending. An extraordinary man; an 

extraordinary life. 

 

»» Duty and Danger Call me from the Darkness 

By D.P.G. Sheridan 

 

rank Westbrook wrote a most wonderful 

collection of poems called, “Anzac and 

After”, and of the 34 poems which fill the 

book, which he affectionately dedicated to his father, 

Alfred Edmund Westbrook, who he says is his 

“councellor [sic], comrade, and dearest companion”, 

his last poem is one in which we will find two of the 

most amazing poetic stanzas written during the war. 

The poem speaks volumes about how Australians 

loved and missed their homeland, but also the 

knowledge of what was about to befall them. They 

knew that the realities of war were literally life or 

death, and Westbrook captures this reality very well 

indeed. 

 Westbrook’s poem takes us to that time just 

prior to the famous landing at Gallipoli, of which he 

was a part. Sitting off shore, probably on the boat 

prior to his offloading to the smaller landing craft, he 

takes pen to hand in the eerie dawn to write the 

words that we will now read here in this small article over a hundred years on. The poem, 

“Dawn”, is the last one in the collection so lovingly written for his father. He clearly wanted it 

to be something his father would be left thinking about, for the poem gives Westbrook’s loving 

attitude towards Australia very clearly. 

F 
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 In the fourth stanza, Westbrook writes four lines which stand out as something akin to 

a soldier’s canticle or psalm. They are four lines that show Westbrook’s great depth as a writer. 

He begins with the call of duty, recognises the ceremonial induction into the soldier’s 

communal fellowship and finally meditates upon the simple Spartan treasures of success or 

failure. “Duty and danger call me from the darkness, / The hour of my baptism fiery draws 

nigh; / I wonder and dream whether destiny waits me / With kisses of welcome or one brief 

good-bye.” 

 In the eleventh stanza, Westbrook writes another four incredible lines. Four lines that 

show his Spartan nature, and his tremendous patriotic heart. Westbrook breaks free of all 

human fear in these lines; almost as if he were saying them to his dearly beloved father. 

Certainly he wants Australians to know his love for the country that raised him and gave him 

his burning passions, but his voice in this final stanza, the final stanza of the last poem in his 

book, called, “Anzac and After”, practically shakes with the fervour of every Australian son 

and daughter who loved a land so rich with terrible beauty that God saw fit to make it an ark 

of strange animals and plants. To read Westbrook’s final stanza and not be moved is something 

I just can’t contemplate. “And now I make ready for death or his master, / This thought as the 

moments in flight hurry by, / If I live 'tis my privilege all for my country, / For Australia to 

live, for Australia to die.” 

 Westbrook’s “Dawn” is in many ways, a small masterpiece, but these two incredibly 

wonderful stanzas makes the heart and soul of any red-blooded Australian soar into the vast 

wild blue horizon of Australia’s heavens. 

 

Dawn 

Before Anzac, April 25, 1915 

By Frank E. Westbrook 

 

The plash of the salt waves awash phosphorescent,  

The outlines of hills grim and mystic and grey, 

The hush of the dawn ere the night curtain vanish, 

And morn brings the light of this fame-laden day. 

 

The wave-bitten stretch of the grey sandy beaches; 

The beaches of Anzac the foreshores of death, 

The blood of a thousand of braves soon to bleach them, 

The foretaste of hell in the shell’s fiery breath. 

 

Dark looming hills whether death lurks behind them, 
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Or whether life waits me with garlands of fame; 

How can I banish the scenes of remembrance. 

The dear tender thoughts of a much-cherished name? 

 

Duty and danger call me from the darkness, 

The hour of my baptism fiery draws nigh; 

I wonder and dream whether destiny waits me 

With kisses of welcome or one brief good-bye. 

 

Memory sings softy and croons of Australia, 

Songs of my home in the Southern seas set, 

Home and remembrance, the land of my fathers, 

Scenes loved and lost to me can I forget? 

 

Flame of the wattle, the fire of the forest,  

The scent of the woodbine and songs of the birds, 

Incense of blossom from trees all a-flower, 

The tinkle of bells from the wandering herds. 

 

Carols of magpies when dawn is a-quiver. 

The outlines of trees gaunt and ring-barked and dead, 

Flash of the waratah blooming in glory, 

The click of the parakeets' flight overhead. 

 

Glimpse of the waterfowl feeding and playing 

Over the face of the sleeping lagoon, 

Glint of the beams opalescent and gleaming. 

Silver shafts hurled from the young crescent moon. 

 

One little home in the midst of the fallow, 
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The grass springing green to the wooing of spring, 

The green of the lucerne, the fruit trees in blossom. 

My home way down under how memories cling. 

 

Ah, whether I perish or whether I follow  

The scenes of the chapter of blood to the last, 

My soul will dwell eager for time without ending 

On dearly loved days that are banished and past. 

 

And now I make ready for death or his master, 

This thought as the moments in flight hurry by, 

If I live 'tis my privilege all for my country, 

For Australia to live, for Australia to die. (Westbrook 46-47) 

 

 Westbrook tells us that it is duty and danger that calls him from the darkness; but what 

does he mean by “darkness”? And is he not in fact also us? It was Australia that landed on that 

fatal shore of Gallipoli, and it was Australia that was to come out of the darkness of antipodal 

obscurity. The convict nation was called to its baptism, and in so doing, Australians all would 

see that their Star of the South would rise in what Henry Lawson described as the “lurid clouds 

of war”. Westbrook’s “Star” was such that it rose on the dawn of the 25th of April, 1915, with 

all those other Anzacs who stormed the beach. His father, Alfred, would have been proud of 

his son, not because he stormed some Turkish beach many miles away from home, or because 

he went to war at all, but because he was a man who had learnt the true value of life. He had 

crawled out of the darkness and into the light. Frank was a son worthy of any father’s pride, 

and in this dawn that wrapt Frank and his comrades, he paused for just a moment to give thanks 

– “For Australia to live, for Australia to die.” 
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»» “The bravest thing God ever Made” 

By D.P.G. Sheridan 

 

ne of the main issues, if not the main issue of my thesis work, is the notion that 

Australia had emerged out of the darkness and obscurity of the early convict days, 

when Australia was little known by anyone outside an immediate association with the 

dark continent. Prior to Australia’s landing at Gallipoli, on the 25th of April, 1915, Australia 

was basically known as “Terra incognita”, and its sons and daughters were of no consequence 

for the rest of the world. Australian history was insignificant on a world scale, and not even 

known by those at the international tables of consequence. 

 When Australians went to war in 1914, it was never intended that they would make it 

all the way to the international table of peer recognition. For the most part, Australians were 

set for adventure. Their hearts were keen to “be in it” and not miss out on the chance to see the 

world. Their naivety in the early days was both engaging and eager. Yet, the unfolding events 

of the Great War would have the most amazing effects on the teenage Australia. 

 The exploits of the Anzacs across all areas of 

the war were to bring the Australian light out of the 

darkness. Gallipoli was truly the catalyst of the 

Australian awakening, and the name of the 

Australian was created on the shores of Turkey. 

Even though Australia had in the past proven itself a 

force to be reckoned with; such actions as Battle of 

Elands River in the Boer War were phenomenal 

military achievements of courage and loyalty. The 

Australian exploits at Gallipoli were impressive in 

many ways. The Australian attack on Lone Pine was recorded as the highest instance of 

Victoria Crosses ever awarded in military history, with six of the decorations going to 

Australians and one to a New Zealander; seven Victoria Crosses to the Anzacs for one single 

action. It was unprecedented, and seemed to indicate that Australia really did have something 

to offer. 

 The Sinai campaign saw much in 

the way of Australian courage and 

resilience. Such incredible actions 

which showed Australians as more than 

soldiers, but wild men, where they could 

risk everything for victory. The famous 

charge of the Light Horse on Beersheba 

was one such event. It was considered 

madness, but it was a tremendous 

success, and Australian Light Horse 

went down in history as the bravest of the brave. The desert campaign was probably the most 

iconic for Australia, as the natural Australian love of the bush was bound inevitably with the 

O 
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horse and rider. There was something indelibly free about the man on the horse. It was, and is 

the most iconic symbol of the Australian notion of freedom. 

 Then, on the Western Front, 

such battles as Fomelles, Pozieres, 

Mouqet Farm, Bullecourt, Messines, 

Menin Road, Polygon Wood, 

Poelcappelle, Passchendeale, 

Dernancourt, Villers-Bretonneux, 

Hazebrouck, Hamel, Amiens, 

Chuignes, Mont St Quentin, Peronne, 

Bellicourt, Bellenglise and 

Montbrehain. In many of these battles, 

Australians were used as spearhead forces, and the Germans opposing them were quick to 

reinforce defences against the Australians, often with crack troops. 

 In all three theatres of war, Gallipoli, the Sanai and the Western Front, Australia had 

faced the test, weathered it, and come out on top. They had proven themselves many, many 

times, and while the British high command exploited their value, the Germans feared them. 

Canadian troops were held in similar regard, but, unlike the Australians, they weren’t coming 

from the obscurity of a dark convict past; considered mere colonials and vagabonds. 

 In an anonymous poem, a British Officer puts forward his opinion of the Australian 

soldier, whom he had obviously known and seen in action. The poem is interesting for many 

reasons, but its use of the term “thing” as a referential noun for the Australian is most 

illuminating. The author of the poem seems to indicate, by the use of this term, that the 

Australian is something more than just a mere man. He is something akin to a machine, created 

by God, who has a heart made from heavenly granite, and a soul made from the best of good 

humour. The poem is something that would make any Australian blush, but there is most 

certainly something true about it when you consider the great deeds of the Australians of the 

Great War. 

 

The Australian 

By Anon 

 

The skies that arched his land were blue  

His bush-born winds were warm and sweet, 

And yet from earliest hours he knew 

The tides of victory and defeat. 

From fierce floods thundering at his birth, 

From red draughts ravening while he played, 

He learned to fear no foe on earth 

Gallipoli cost 26,111 Australian casualties, including 8,141 
deaths. 
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“The bravest thing God ever made.” 

 

The bugles of the Motherland  

Rang ceaselessly across the sea, 

To call him and his lean brown band 

To shape Imperial Destiny; 

He went, by youth’s grave purpose willed, 

The goal unknown, the cost unweighed. 

The promise of his blood fulfilled – 

“The bravest thing God ever made.” 

 

We know – it is our deathless pride –  

The splendour of his first fierce blow; 

How, reckless, glorious, undenied, 

He stormed those steel-lined cliffs, we know! 

And none who saw him scale the height 

Behind his seeking bayonet blade, 

Would rob him of his title right 

“The bravest thing God ever made.” 

 

Bravest, where half a world of men  

Are brave beyond all earth’s rewards, 

So stoutly none shall charge again 

Till the last breaking of the swords; 

Wounded or hale, now home from war 

Or yonder by the Lone Pine laid, 

Give him his due for evermore –  

“The bravest thing God ever made.” (McNeill-Ritchie 9) 

 

(64 Australians were awarded the VC during the First World War. 15 posthumously.) 

2,562 Australian nurses joined the AIF as members of 
the medical units. Out of this number, 2,139 served 

overseas in the Middle East and on the Western Front. 
Twenty-five women lost their lives while serving 

overseas and 388 received military honours. 

The Sinai and Palestine Campaign cost 4,851 Australian 
casualties, including 1,374 deaths. 

The Western Front cost 181,000 Australian 
casualties, including 46,000 deaths. 
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 This poem tells a story of a man’s observation of Australia, but it also tells a story of 

Australia’s coming of age. Australia’s finding of its place at the international table of 

consequence. Australia’s star had risen, and Henry Lawson’s prediction had come to fruition, 

when in 1895 he predicted that if Australia was to be considered a nation among nations, then 

it was to do so in the “lurid clouds of war”. This poem, “The Australian”, shows that Lawson’s 

“Star of the South” had risen, and now Australians could stand shoulder to should with any 

other nation. The British Officer whose opinion this poem was, had stood as an Imperial 

witness to Australia’s baptism into the fraternity of worldly events. Australia, and Australians, 

were now members of the great human endeavour towards hope, towards co-operation, towards 

freedom. 
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»» “While everyone else was up at the front” 

By D.P.G. Sheridan 

 

ike most Australians, the 

tendency to skite and show off in 

front of others was all too  

common during the Great War. In fact, 

Australians were telling pretty young 

nurses in Egypt that their wealth was 

such that they owned treacle farms, or 

bunyip farms, or even walking stick 

farms. They kept the young nurses 

hypnotised as they told them, having 

never seen a kangaroo in their life, that 

the emu feather on the Australian Light 

Horse hat was in fact a kangaroo feather. 

Australia was so big, that you could fit all 

Europe in it, and that there were shearing 

sheds in Queensland that were so big, 

you could get sacked in the morning at 

one end, and then in the afternoon, after 

walking a ways, you could get a job at the 

other end of the same shed13. Even the 

word “Australia” itself had three different sounding “a” sounds in it. There were no end of 

stories, but one of the stories getting round the traps, especially told to other soldiers in the 

back areas, was that they had been up at the front line since the war began. Harmless enough 

fun. 

 They were always off saving the rest of us from the Hun, or the Turks, or the army bait-

layers (cooks), and we were left behind in the dreary back sections where not much ever 

happened. They were off gloriously fighting the war while we were lollygagging in the back 

where it was safe – bar the kitchen. But that story is told all over the world I suppose. The 

blokes in the back areas had their tasks of course, and humdrum they were too, and that’s the 

way in the army. Humdrum, followed by monotonous routine, followed by more humdrum. 

The excitement of troops coming back from the front line was something to relieve the 

boredom. Of course, when these blokes came back from the front, they skited like old roosters. 

Pushing their chests out and strutting about like some French film star. 

 The great “Banjo” Paterson wrote a most wonderful poem about these skiters and the 

stories they told about being up in front of the army.  

 

                                                           
13 As memory serves, the shed in question is one of the following, but it could happen in all of them: 

 Big Burrawong Station. 

 The Tinenburra shearing shed, near Cunnamulla. 

 Jondaryan Woolshed in southern Queensland, near Toowoomba. 

L 
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Right In Front Of the Army 

By A.B. “Banjo” Paterson 

 

"Where 'ave you been this week or more,  

Aven't seen you about the war? 

Thought perhaps you was at the rear 

Guarding the waggons." "What, us? No fear! 

Where have we been? Why, bless my heart, 

Where have we been since the bloomin' start? 

Right in the front of the army, 

Battling day and night! 

Right in the front of the army. 

Teaching 'em how to fight!" 

Every separate man you see, 

Sapper, gunner, and C.I.V., 

Every one of 'em seems to be 

Right in the front of the army! 

 

Most of the troops to the camp had gone, 

When we met with a cow-gun toiling on; 

And we said to the boys, as they walked her past, 

"Well, thank goodness, you're here at last!" 

"Here at last! Why, what d'yer mean? 

Ain't we just where we've always been? 

Right in the front of the army,  

Battling day and night! 

Right in the front of the army, 

Teaching 'em how to fight!" 

Correspondents and Vets in force, 

Mounted foot and dismounted horse, 
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All of them were, as a matter of course, 

Right in the front of the army. 

 

Old Lord Roberts will have to mind 

If ever the enemy get behind; 

For they'll smash him up with a rear attack, 

Because his army has got no back! 

Think of the horrors that might befall 

An army without any rear at all! 

Right in the front of the army,  

Battling day and night! 

Right in the front of the army, 

Teaching 'em how to fight! 

Swede attaches and German counts, 

Yeomen (known as De Wet's 

Remounts), 

All of them were, by their own accounts, 

Right in the front of the army! (Patterson 1961 - 193) 

 

 By all reckoning, Paterson’s poem 

seems to indicate that everyone appears to be, 

at least they say so, at the front of the army. Of 

course, if this were true, then there would be 

no one in the back, hence the noted fear of a 

rear attack. Only then would we be able to say 

that the rear was the front, and all those at the 

other front would be also now at the other 

back. It all becomes very complicated, but 

that’s the army for you. Suffice it to say, that 

the ones at the original back did in fact do a lot for those at the front. While everyone else was 

up at the front, they were operating such things as the remount depots, and such Australians as 

the “Banjo” were kept busy working with all manner of horses. 
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 When the war broke out, “Banjo” 

Paterson, having served in the Boer War as 

a correspondent, left Australian shores in 

the October of 1914, with the 1st AIF as a 

representative of the Australian press. 

When they arrived in Egypt, the AIF stayed 

for training and “Banjo” went on to 

England, where he wanted to be employed 

as a correspondent. It seems that the poor 

old Poms didn’t realise who he was, and so, 

he didn’t get the job. So he decided to go to France and do his bit. He worked as an ambulance 

driver for the Australian Voluntary Hospital. After a while, “Banjo” returned back to Australia 

and obtained a commission in the AIF before being sent to the Middle East. Because of his 

experience with horses, it made him ideal to 

work with them, so after a promotion to 

major, he was posted to the Australian 

Remount Squadron as its commander. 

 “Banjo” felt right at home amongst 

horses and roughriders. He was helping his 

country in its war effort, but doing 

something he was at home doing. Having 

said that, it was still a vital job, as these 

horses needed much work. In 1910 the costs and qualities of 

reforming the remount service and the AASC was given the task 

of establishing it. The remount depots, which were controlled 

by the Director of Remounts, was at first under the Director of 

Supply and Transport Army Headquarters, and by 1911, 

Enoggera, Holsworthy, Maribyrnong and Anglesea Barracks 

had established depots. 

 At the 

beginning of the war, 

two remount units 

were recruited, comprising of over 1600 men. The 

officers of these two units were men whose age made 

them too old to enlist in normal units. The men, who 

didn’t join normal units because of their dislike of 

drill and discipline, were for the most part, 

roughriders, men who really knew horses. These 

units were soon condensed into one unit, comprising 

one section of four squadrons, and after half a year they were transformed into two squadrons 

commanded by Colonel D. McLeish with Major A.B. “Banjo” Paterson as a squadron 

commander. 

 “Banjo” had not sat on his hands while he was in the back lines of the war. He oversaw 

much of the daily work, and had his numerous duties to attend to. Of course, being the poet he 

was, there was always time to write a few lines here and there, but otherwise, he was a busy 
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member of the Remount Squadron. Like many of the remount squadron, he was involved in 

the retraining of horses, who, for whatever reason, needed the guiding hand of the RS (remount 

squadron). Many a horse had to have its attitude adjusted for the drudgery and excitement of 

military life, and this often entailed a bit of roughriding.14 

    

 This, along with numerous other duties, was the daily lot of those in the remount units, 

and the horses weren’t best pleased by the inconvenience of it all. Unlike their human 

counterparts, the horse couldn’t skite about ever being at the front, for the horse, the noblest 

creature God ever made, suffered the military life in silence, only serving its master. 

   

 It was a never ending story, and Australian horses, who served Australia as well as any 

soldier who wore the khaki, never got to skite or tell tall stories about their exploits up front. 

No, while everyone else was “up at the front” winning the war, the poor old remount units were 

busy re-educating horses for their thankless jobs. One of the simpler truths of the war was that 

there were some horses, and camels for that matter, who had decided that it was all too hard, 

and that they wanted to stop the pointless drilling and training. They were sick to death of it all 

and wanted a rest. Like many of the men, the horses would, from time to time, sit in the dirt 

and sulk, not wanting to get up any more. 

 

                                                           
14 In the Kia Ora Coo-ee, a bloke working with the remounts, known as ‘Sandy’, wrote the following about 

Australian horsemanship in the depots: “Let's get to business, now. I want to say, that the Australian roughriders 

are the best in the world; the Yanks can't hold a candle to them. The Australian is a better man at handling a bad 

horse. With Billjim the horse is king, and a damned good one, too. The majority of Light Horsemen, are good 

riders; they understand horses, know how to treat them, as well as how to ride them. In the Remounts here are 

some of Australia's best roughriders, men who'll tackle anything, and make good. There's Cpl. Roy Stanbridge, 

Cpl. Jim Brown, Tprs. Dick Bell, Jim Hubbard, B. Bardwell, Archie Richards and Bob Adams. We had some 

pretty tough propositions in horseflesh during the earlier days, but for the past year remounts have been very 

easy, generally speaking. I prefer Australian horses to any other breed; they can stand greater hardships, and go 

for a longer period without water. One reason why our nags are so hardy is, that they are not pampered. It is 

nothing out of the way for a horse to run in the paddocks till it is five or six years old, before being broken in. 

They are out in all sorts of weather, and learn to shift for themselves.” (Kent 221) 
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 “Banjo”, the officer on the right in the 

picture to the left with his hands on his hips, 

knew better than most the real value of the 

Australian horse. He once said in a certain 

famous poem he wrote that it was a stripling on 

a small and weedy beast, hard and tough and 

wiry - just the sort that won’t say die, that left 

Clancy and all the tried and noted riders at the 

top edge of the mountain’s summit where 

Mountain Ash and Kurrajong grew wide, and 

pursued the wild bush horses down the steep 

and dangerous slope full of wombat holes. 

“Banjo” knew that the Australian horse was the stuff of legend, and that the Australian bushman 

was the one who rode its back. The legend, the horse, was so significant to Australian national 

identity that it was fair to say that without the horse, Australia and Australians would be very 

different people. There’d be no Australian Light Horse, no treacle farms, or bunyip farms, or 

even walking stick farms. There’d be no such things as kangaroo feathers to kept young nurses 

hypnotised. There’d be no dreams. In fact, there’d be no tall stories at all. Without the horse, 

Australia wouldn’t be Australia. 

 So many Australians skited about being at the front, as they all regarded the rear lines 

as the place of utter boredom and drudgery. It seemed to escape their imaginations that 90% or 

more of the soldier’s life was boring, but they would never let the truth get in the way of a good 

yarn. After all, storytelling was a great way to relieve the boredom. There certainly were great 

and heroic encounters on the front lines, and Australians had more than their fair share of them, 

but, as “Banjo’s” poem, “Right In Front Of the Army” reveals, there were still skiters 

everywhere: “Right in the front of the army, / Battling day and night! / Right in the front of the 

army. / Teaching 'em how to fight!” Without these legends (storytellers) the war would have 

been lost and all hope gone. But there were still those in the rear lines doing their bit for 

Australia, and while the horse couldn’t skite for himself (even though horses had every right 

to skite), sometimes the sulking horse was perhaps a protest that the horse too had been right 

in the front of the army, battling day and night! 

 Looking back on all of this, it was the work of the remount sections that helped create 

that iconic Australian Light Horse legend. Without the men who worked in the back lines, there 

could never have been any front lines, and soon we wouldn’t have had any skiters proclaiming 

their great deeds, and therefore, no treacle farms, or bunyip farms, or walking stick farms. The 

kangaroo feathers would have blown away in the wind with our legends. 
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»» The Terrifying One 

By D.P.G. Sheridan 

 

any a traveller has stood 

before the Great Sphinx of 

Giza in Egypt and pondered 

a question or two. They have gazed 

upon it and looked strangely back into 

the long dark past of hidden millennial 

histories. Some just looked at the 

Sphinx and marvelled at the spectacle, 

set before the Great Pyramids. But there 

were some in late 1914 and early 1915, 

who looked upon the Great Sphinx and saw something they had not ever really seen before. 

Something hidden deep inside their own hearts; something deep down in the darkest, unknown 

recesses of their human fears. Yet, they didn’t know this as they stood before the ancient 

limestone Sphinx of Gaza. 

 There were some who thought the Sphinx to be a woman, such as the Englishman and 

Australian Great War poet, Arthur St John Adcock, and there were some who made no 

assumptions as to the Sphinx’s gender, such as Leon Gellert. Yet, unlike the other sphinxes of 

the ancient world, who had a lion’s body, wings and a woman’s head, the Great Sphinx of Giza 

had a lion’s body, no wings and a man’s head. This awesome desert statue of which so many 

had gazed and pondered their eternal questions was not a woman at all, but a man. Not an astral 

figure, somehow unreachable, but a figure of terra fermis, close and touchable. And, as we 

might realise, a man who gave grave warnings to those who looked upon his face. 

The modern Egyptian name given to the Great 

Sphinx of Giza is Abū al Hūl which translates in 

English to “The Terrifying One”. We might consider 

the literal translation as “Father of Dread”. In Arabic, 

the term و  as it applies to the Great (The Sphinx) لوهوا أب

Sphinx of Giza, is thus considered to be a warning, for 

why would the Great Sphinx be called “terrifying” if it 

were not a warning? What is it that is terrifying? What 

is it that we should dread? What is it that is so 

noteworthy that the Great Sphinx is given such a name? 

The fact that it is a man’s head on a lion’s body suggests that its concern is war. The ponderings 

of travellers may have, for the most part, been naïve, with superficial questions one asks when 

travelling, like some quest for good luck. Much like throwing a coin into a fountain, but some 

were asking questions of which they had no real understanding. 

M 
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However, the throwing of questions to this 

Egyptian monolith, may have been something none of the 

Anzacs would have asked had they known what was 

coming. The generally held view of modern Egyptology 

is that the Great Sphinx of Giza was built in 

approximately 2500 BC for the Pharaoh Khafra. Not 

much is known about Khafra, except from the historical 

reports of Herodotus, writing 2000 years after his life, 

who describes him as a cruel and heretical ruler who kept 

the Egyptian temples closed after Khufu, his father, had 

sealed them. A cruel king for his people, the forbidding and unpleasant Pharaoh Khafra 

remained for over 4500 years to give his warnings to the Anzacs who stood gazing at him. Such 

men as Gellert and Adcock, who pondered the questions of their deepest hearts. 

In his 1916 book, “Australasia triumphant!”, Adcock notes that many Anzacs were 

visiting the Great Sphinx and pyramids: “And almost every day there were parties of such 

holiday-going fighting-men captured by vociferous Arab guides, and driven furiously off on 

sturdy little mules, with their drivers tearing and panting after them, to make a nearer 

acquaintance with the Sphinx, or to explore the dim, mysterious chambers of the Pyramids.” 

(Adcock 1916, 47) Adcock held the view that this place held certain secrets, and the visitors 

were only too eager to investigate. 

Both Gellert and Adcock question the Great Sphinx, and contemplate the notion of 

some divine grace which is bestowed on man. Gellert wants to know if grace will befall man, 

or if tears will be the effect of man’s endeavours. This echoes Frank Westbrook’s lines from 

his poem, “Dawn”, where he asks, “Duty and danger call me from the darkness, / The hour of 

my baptism fiery draws nigh; / I wonder and dream whether destiny waits me / With kisses of 

welcome or one brief good-bye.” (Westbrook 46) It is a natural enough question to ask, but 

Gellert asks it all the same, “Oh answer me, thou silent gazing face, / All-gifted with the 

wisdom of the years, / These teeth of Jason, - will they bring thee grace, / Or bring thee tears?” 

(Gellert 25) Adcock, on the other hand, asks a somewhat more rhetorical question, which seems 

to be making an observation on the human condition. “We go to Church to seek for grace, / 

An’ then come out to sin: / I wonder whether the human race / Was ever meant to win?” 

(Adcock 1918 - 59) 

Both of these questions, as well as Westbrook’s we might say, are questions directed to 

history. Questions directed to ancient memory. The answer, however, might not be what we 

want to hear, for mankind never learns from history. 

The following two poems were written by two very different types of men. Gellert, an 

Australian serving in the Australian army in Egypt and Gallipoli, was a man who had looked 

upon the face of the Great Sphinx, Pharaoh Khafra, and contemplated his question. Whereas 

Adcock was an English civilian who wrote under the pseudonym, “Lance-Corporal Cobber”. 

His writing was distinctly Australian in character, and his poetic voice was of an Australian 

serving in Egypt and Gallipoli. No doubt, Adcock’s Lance-Corporal Cobber also stood before 

Pharaoh Khafra and pondered his questions. 
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The Riddle of the Sphinx 

By Leon Gellert 

(December, 1914) 

 

Thou gazing face above the shifting sands! 

Oh, turn thy tearless eyes and answer me! 

Will honour come to thee and to thy land. 

That this should be? 

 

Those swarthy adamantine breasts of stone 

Are now matured beneath thine Egypt sun. 

Wilt profit by this brood of iron bone 

That this be done? 

 

Oh answer me, thou silent gazing face, 

All-gifted with the wisdom of the years, 

These teeth of Jason, - will they bring thee grace, 

Or bring thee tears? (Gellert 25) 

 

 

Me and Sam and the Sphinx 

By Arthur St John Adcock 

(1915) 

 

The Sphinx they say’s a female who with riddles could perplex 

The fellaheen, the Sultan and the Cadi; 

But that’s guff for rubbernecks an’, whatever was her sex, 

She don’t look like the portrait of a lady. 

She counts her years by thousands; she has learned a thing or two, 
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As wide she is as Solomon, or wider, 

Yet she never gave a clue to the marvels that she knew 

When me and Sammy breasted up beside her! 

She knows the riddle of the spheres, an’ could have blabbed a lot 

More secrets than we ever bid at Maadi, 

But she kept them close an’ squat – which she wouldn’t if she’d got 

The nature an’ the instincts of a lady. 

 

I’ve heard the muezzin call to prayer 

From the minarets at dawn, 

An’ know the Moslems think that we’re 

Heathens an’ devil’s spawn; 

We think it’s them that walk in night, 

Sinful an’ God-forsaken, 

An’ I wonder which of us guesses right, 

Or whether we’re both mistaken? 

 

But says Sammy, “It’s no use arskin’ me, 

An’ it’s no use arskin’ the Sphinx, 

For I can’t think what to say,” says he, 

“An’ she can’t say what she thinks!” 

 

Across these sands a century back 

Napoleon’s armies came; 

To-day we’re marchin’ in his track 

To play the same old game; 

Yet man since then has, anyhow, 

Advanced an’ done his best: 

I wonder what we’d be doing now 

If the world had not progressed? 



 AGWP Journal – November, 2019 – Vol. 3 78 
 

 

But says Sammy, “It’s no use arskin’ me, 

An’ it’s no use arskin’ the Sphinx, 

For I can’t think what to say,” says he, 

“An’ she can’t say what she thinks!” 

 

The parsons pray for war to cease, 

But discord never ends; 

Even in peace we need police 

To save us from our friends. 

We go to Church to seek for grace, 

An’ then come out to sin: 

I wonder whether the human race 

Was ever meant to win? 

 

But says Sammy, “It’s no use arskin’ me, 

An’ it’s no use arskin’ the Sphinx, 

For I can’t think what to say,” says he, 

“An’ she can’t say what she thinks!” 

 

Why should we run each other through? 

Man’s born to die, we’re taught – 

Is life so long that we must do 

Our best to cut it short? 

Meanwhile, we teach our kids at schools 

The truths we treat as lies: 

I wonder whether it’s only fools 

Who wonder if we’re wise? 

 

But says Sammy, “It’s no use arskin’ me, 
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An’ it’s no use arskin’ the Sphinx, 

For I can’t think what to say,” says he, 

“An’ she can’t say what she thinks!” (Adcock 1918 – 57-59) 

 

 But what might the answer of the Great Sphinx be? If, indeed it is the cruel Pharaoh 

Khafra, the “The Terrifying One” and “Father of Dread”, then what might he have answered 

Gellert and Adcock? Perhaps his endless mono-directional gaze to the east told them when they 

were back on the Giza Plateau that their deaths awaited them in the east. Of course, this “east” 

was not a directional east, but a cultural east. The Anzacs, along with many others of the Allied 

forces, were soon to embark on such a campaign, where they would invade the shores of 

Gelibolu, Canakkale, Turkey. We, of course, know this place as Gallipoli. 

 When the Australians landed on that fateful day on the 25th of April, 1915, they had no 

real idea of what awaited them. But it wasn’t long before the natural Australian instinct of 

naming places took effect, and what had been known as Yuksek Tepe (High Hill), which can 

be seen on the Turkish map below (note the thin light coloured north finger pointed towards 

the words “Sari Bair), was to be affectionately referred to by all Anzacs as “The Sphinx”. It 

may be a coincidence, or chance, or an oddity of situational reference, but one thing it does 

make you think about, is the Anzac questions back on the Giza Plateau before the Great Sphinx. 

 

 When the Anzacs looked up from Anzac Cove and saw the towering northern finger of 

Yuksek Tepe, their first thoughts were directed 

back to Egypt, where they had rested in the sun 

before the great pyramids and the Great Sphinx. 

It was something that seemed to jump out at the 

Australian eye, as he looked up and saw the 

great hill above him. One of the many strange 

things about the Sphinx was the fact that while 

the Great Sphinx of Giza was looking east, the 

great sphinx of Anzac Cove was looking west. 

It was as if the two sphinxes were looking at 
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each other, and the Anzac stood in between. The warning of old Pharaoh Khafra behind them 

seemed to be a foreboding of the warning of Enver Pasha in front of them. The Sphinx in both 

countries seemed now to foretell pending death. As the “The Terrifying One”, or Abū al Hūl 

in Arabic, name would warn, so too would the “The Scary One”, or Korkunç Bir in Turkish 

name. 

 Both Gellert and Adcock had asked the Sphinx their questions, but would they have 

been happy with the answers? Would the incredible irony of the two sphinxes have made its 

impact on the two poets? Certainly Gellert would have had some thoughts on the matter, as he 

was at Gallipoli and saw the Turkish sphinx, but Adcock may have been left unaware of the 

strange connection between the two. 

 Egypt had been, for the Anzacs, a training ground for military discipline and routine, 

but Gallipoli was a training ground for the hell of the Western Front. Anzacs found themselves 

marking time in Egypt; time that gave them the opportunities to ask Pharaoh’s statue what he 

thought. But at Gallipoli, Turkey, time had run out and Anzacs were faced with the grim reality 

that this place was not Egypt. It was not a place where Anzacs would find themselves with time 

enough to ponder the time immemorial questions of Egypt. Gallipoli was a place where there 

would be 26,111 Australian casualties, including 8,141 deaths. It was a place where Anzacs 

hated, but couldn’t happily leave, knowing that they were leaving 8,141 of their comrades 

behind. 

 Pharaoh Khafra, the Great Sphinx of Giza, had answered Gellert’s and Adcock’s 

questions, but they couldn’t hear his answer, as they both believed the sphinx was looking into 

the past, and not the future. It was to be an epic tragedy that would help shape Australian 

national memory and character. The answer was a warning, but a warning that was to bleed an 

Australian generation, and fulfil Henry Lawson’s 1895 prediction that Australian blood had to 

be spilt in war before it could be recognised by the world. 

 

We boast no more of our bloodless flag, that rose from a nation's slime; 

Better a shred of a deep-dyed rag from the storms of the olden time. 

From grander clouds in our ‘peaceful skies’ than ever were there before 

I tell you the Star of the South shall rise — in the lurid clouds of war. 

It ever must be while blood is warm and the sons of men increase; 

For ever the nations rose in storm, to rot in a deadly peace. 

There comes a point that we will not yield, no matter if right or wrong, 

And man will fight on the battle-field while passion and pride are strong — 

So long as he will not kiss the rod, and his stubborn spirit sours, 

And the scorn of Nature and curse of God are heavy on peace like ours. (Lawson - 

NRG) 
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It may just be that the Great Sphinx knew that Lawson was right, and that Australia 

needed a baptism of fire before it was to fully unite with the rest of the world and undergo the 

journey of human endeavour. Perhaps the Great Sphinx saw Gellert standing before it, with its 

mono-directional gaze, and maybe it heard Adcock as he sat in his London digs, but it is certain 

that the Great Sphinx did answer, and the answer is now history. 

 

 

What fate awaited those who stood before the sphinx? Did destiny wait for them with kisses 

of welcome or one brief good-bye? 
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» Research Matters 
 

 

 

he following short articles talk about some issues related to the researching process of 

the Australian Great War Poetry project. The articles are not specifically about poetry, 

but rather the various issues that have popped up during the research process. As 

always, articles and essays in the journal and newsletter are in some way related to the AGWP 

project, and these following articles will talk about this to varying degrees. The first article, 

“The dangers of the dark puzzle-globe world of Wikipedia”, is something for everyone, not 

only AGWP. It is an issue that should be understood by researchers of any level, and I highly 

recommend internet users to think twice when using that site. The next two articles are rather 

more AGWP specific. “An Overview of Conferences to Date” looks briefly at the conferences 

in which AGWP has participated so far, but also looks at their value to the project. “The AGWP 

Library” looks at the ever growing library which is located in Gdansk, Poland. Without this 

library, the AGWP project would simply not exist. 

 Because the AGWP project is in fact a project, it stands to reason that there is a 

continuous discussion on the various research matters that occur. No doubt, the main results of 

which the project is currently interested in pertain to the thesis research, however, the project 

as a whole includes a far wider scope than just the thesis, which, it is hoped, will become the 

primary canon of the project, as there is no such canonical work in existence. The AGWP 

project comes into contact with many research issues, and for this reason, this whole section of 

the journal is focussed on two 

general concerns: the first is, of 

course, those concerns directly 

related to the project’s subject 

matter, while the second, however, 

are those concerns which have a 

rather more indirect connection to 

the project in general. Both of these 

concerns do have some baring on the 

project, whether directly or 

indirectly, and are issues which have 

given me reason to make note here. 

 

T 
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»» The dangers of the dark puzzle-globe world of Wikipedia 
By D.P.G. Sheridan 

 https://ug.academia.edu/DSheridan 

 https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/about-me 

 

ecently, I had a discussion with a colleague about referencing and 

sources for academic purposes. We both had the shared 

experience of professors telling us that Wikipedia was under no 

circumstances to be used as a reference. The professors had told us that 

Wikipedia could not be considered as a reliable source, for various 

reasons, and as a result, if we were to use it in our bibliographies, then the 

professors would mark us down, or simply strike from our work any 

material in connection with the site. My colleague and I had no problems 

with this, but it did make us think that there must be a reason for such an adamantly negative 

attitude towards the site. So, we both investigated the site to find out what was actually wrong 

with it. After all, on the surface it seems quite good, and many people use it. 

 My usage of Wikipedia has been such that it is a quick point of reference to get an idea 

of the topic I am investigating. It covers a huge amount of topics, and in many cases, in some 

depth, and it is often well presented. My usage of the site is such that it is merely a place I 

might go to get a sniff of some topic, but whatever I do find on the site, I must check formally, 

and there is a reason for this. As I realised, there are no by-lines at the top or bottom of the 

articles. So who writes this material? This was my first real clue that something was seriously 

wrong here, and that my professors were right. 

 The articles give, for the most part, references to books and the like, but I was interested 

who the author of the Wikipedia article was. What this person (or android) says, could be good, 

or it could be wrong. The problem I had as a user, was that I had no idea as to the credibility 

of the author. Far be it from me to say that a degree in a subject makes you an expert, as there 

are many great historians who have no history degree, but how could I make any assessment 

of the article if I didn’t know who the author was? The work might be good; it might be great, 

but it could also so easily be wrong or rubbish. Small inaccuracies mixed with truths can lead 

researchers down so many wrong paths and waste valuable time.  

 I decided that I would go further 

in my search for the authors of 

Wikipedia articles, so I checked the 

website’s contributor’s video, which 

you can find online easily enough. What 

I saw was a group of young people from 

all around the world talking about how 

they have contributed to Wikipedia to 

share their interests and passions. On 

the face of it, it’s a great idea, as it 

seems to have created a worldwide unification in pursuit of education. Great. However, my 

suspicious glands were heating up as I realised that during this video, I still had no idea who 

R 

https://ug.academia.edu/DSheridan
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these people were, what qualifications they had or what articles they wrote. Let’s face it, I don’t 

really care if these people are passionate about something or not; passion is no indicator of 

actual knowledge. So, I had to go deeper into the puzzle-globe world of Wikipedia. So, I took 

the advice of these passionate young worldies and logged myself into Wikipedia as a 

contributor. 

 After some period of learning the 

special editing codes Wikipedia uses (at 

a very basic level I should add), I wrote 

a short article about my subject. Yes, 

you guessed it, the title was “Australian 

Great War Poetry”. The article was 

designed to be a very brief introduction 

to the topic, giving some names of poets 

and links to the AGWP website and 

blog, where the researcher could go 

deeper. Having then posted my small offering, all of which was fully researched by me for my 

doctoral dissertation, I sat back and felt that perhaps now there was something on Wikipedia 

that I could show my professor that had some credible research behind it which could be 

verified. I was feeling so good about myself, that I was even preparing a post for the AGWP 

Facebook page, the AGWP journal and the AGWP website. 

 Ah, what a fool I was, and what a lesson I had. Thankfully, before I put my posts up, I 

was sent an email from one of the mysterious entities at the puzzle-globe world of Wikipedia. 

It should be realised that these individuals don’t use their actual names, which, for me is a 

problem. However, the problems which began to surface were that the title of “Australian Great 

War Poetry” was changed to “Australian World War II poetry”. Yes, you read that correctly, 

World War Two. Needless to say, I was dismayed, but I have Australian blood somewhere in 

my drained frame still, so I fought on. I contacted the mysterious entity at the puzzle-globe 

world of Wikipedia and told them of the obvious problem. They told me that they couldn’t use 

the word ‘great’ for World War One, because World War Two was greater. God save me, I 

cried. Had they never heard the term “Great War” before? After some time, they changed the 

war to World War I, which I can obviously accept, but on changing it, they deleted 80 to 90% 

of what I had written. I don’t think I need tell you my inward reaction. Suffice it to say, the 

inwardness of my thoughts burst out into the 

surrounding atmosphere, causing a few vitriolic 

Australianisms to darken the immediate skies 

overhead. 

 As I scanned the litany of mysterious 

entities at the puzzle-globe world of Wikipedia  

who sent me all manner of advice and 

comments, I then saw my professors shaking 

their collective intellects and then turn their 

collective backs on me to walk into some other 

room of which I would never from then on be allowed. None of, that is, not one of the puzzle-

globe entities of Wikipedia had provided me any academic reasoning or credentials. I had been 

edited by a shadow in a black universe. I knew something was terribly wrong here, as my 
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research had been verified and checked, corroborated and confirmed. Who was this shadow? 

Who was this mysterious entity from the puzzle-globe world of Wikipedia? How old were 

they? Did they understand anything in the world beyond their parents’ basement? 

 I realised that there were far too many problems with the Wikipedia site, such as 

unnamed authors, mysterious editors, uncheckable references and so on. The total lack of 

ownership of articles and editing was just too much for a serious researcher to deal with, so it 

became clear to me that Wikipedia was a site not to be trusted for serious research. I looked at 

it and began thinking that it did offer one possible hope for an aspiring academic. The article I 

had written, cut to death as it was, was still on the Wikipedia site. You can see it under the title: 

“Australian World War I poetry”, by clicking the following link: 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Australian_World_War_I_poetry It doesn’t offer much 

information, because they cut it to death, but I realise that there is something good here. The 

only good thing Wikipedia does offer is a place, easily accessible on the net, where young 

people and non-academics can go to find something about the topic they want to investigate. It 

is something like a first point of investigation where people can go to get an idea of the topic. 

Don’t get me wrong, a lot of the information is good, but you still need to double-check it. 

Don’t trust shadows in a dark universe.  

 Almost all school kids will 

begin their school assignments by 

checking Wikipedia, and almost all 

school teachers will sadly do the same. 

For this reason, I decided that it would 

actually serve the AGWP project well to 

have a Wikipedia presence, as this 

might very well be the only way most 

school kids will ever find out that there 

is such a thing as Australian Great War 

Poetry. But we simply must remember that Wikipedia is not in any way an academic source, 

and cannot be used for acquiring real knowledge. My colleague and I are both now in full 

accord with our professors, and while we will still use the dark universe site, the puzzle-globe 

world of Wikipedia, populated by mysterious entities, we know that every word must be taken 

with a grain of salt. In fact, the salt intake while reading Wikipedia articles may be somewhat 

hazardous for the academic health, and for this reason, we must be very careful when reading 

articles on Wikipedia. 

 There may be some of you reading this who will feel that I am making Wikipedia out 

to be some sort of dark-world sinister organisation, who are trying to cheat you. This is not 

what I am trying to say in this article, as the site is a useful tool in many respects, but I most 

certainly am saying that we must be careful about trusting Wikipedia as the font of all 

knowledge. It is unproven academically, as the contributors and editors are unnamed, unknown 

and hidden from all scrutiny. They might be knowledgeable in their field, but I don’t know 

that. From the video, it would appear that Wikipedia is written almost entirely by adolescents, 

young adults and people of no particular academic rigor. No disrespect intended here, but these 

people don’t know what they don’t know yet, as the saying goes. They are just too young. 

Passion for a topic is one thing, but provable knowledge is quite another. We know that 

Wikipedia was launched on the 15th of January, 2001, by Jimmy Wales and Larry Sanger, two 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Australian_World_War_I_poetry
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internet entrepreneurs and developers. You can see the video of the contributors here: 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wikipedia:About# (Scroll down to the video and sub-article 

called “Wikipedia contributors” on the right side.) 

 The following takes (copy/paste without references) are from an article called 

“Wikipedia”, which talks on various elements of the website and its structure. These takes show 

just some of the obvious problems, and also seem to indicate that Wikipedia is actually some 

sort of dark-club where there are insiders and outsiders, stewards, bureaucrats and 

administrators, chapters and Wikipedians. There does appear to be a secret society of internet 

puzzle-globers who seem to think that they are credible academics, even though they remain 

hidden from view. 

Edit warring: Wikipedians often have disputes regarding content, which may result in repeatedly 

making opposite changes to an article, known as "edit warring". The process is a resource-

consuming scenario where no useful knowledge is added. This practice is also criticized as creating 

a competitive, conflict based editing culture associated with traditional masculine gender roles, 

which contributes to the gender bias on Wikipedia. 

Special interest groups have engaged in edit wars to advance their own political interests. Defending 

Isreali [sic] settlements in the West Bank, numerous pro-occupation groups have launched "Zionist 

editing" campaigns. In 2010, the then director general of the Yesha Council and former Israeli 

Cabinet Minister Naftali Bennett described their goal "as not to make Wikipedia rightist but for it to 

include our point of view". 

Administrators: Editors in good standing in the community can run for one of many levels of 

volunteer stewardship: this begins with "administrator", privileged users who can delete pages, 

prevent articles from being changed in case of vandalism or editorial disputes (setting protective 

measures on articles), and try to prevent certain persons from editing. Despite the name, 

administrators are not supposed to enjoy any special privilege in decision-making; instead, their 

powers are mostly limited to making edits that have project-wide effects and thus are disallowed to 

ordinary editors, and to implement restrictions intended to prevent certain persons from making 

disruptive edits (such as vandalism). 

Fewer editors become administrators than in years past, in part because the process of vetting 

potential Wikipedia administrators has become more rigorous. 

Bureaucrats name new administrators solely upon the recommendations from the community. 

Studies: A 2007 study by researchers from Dartmouth College found that "anonymous and 

infrequent contributors to Wikipedia [...] are as reliable a source of knowledge as those contributors 

who register with the site". Jimmy Wales stated in 2009 that "(I)t turns out over 50% of all the edits 

are done by just 7% of the users... 524 people... And in fact the most active 2%, which is 1400 

people, have done 73.4% of all the edits." However, Business Insider editor and journalist Henry 

Blodget showed in 2009 that in a random sample of articles, most content in Wikipedia (measured 

by the amount of contributed text that survives to the latest sampled edit) is created by "outsiders", 

while most editing and formatting is done by "insiders". 

A 2008 study found that Wikipedians were less agreeable, open, and conscientious than others, 

although a later commentary pointed out serious flaws, including that the data showed higher 

openness and that the differences with the control group and the samples were small. According to 

a 2009 study, there is "evidence of growing resistance from the Wikipedia community to new 

content". 

English Wikipedia editor decline: On March 1, 2014, The Economist, in an article titled "The Future 

of Wikipedia", cited a trend analysis concerning data published by Wikimedia stating that "[t]he 

number of editors for the English-language version has fallen by a third in seven years." The attrition 

rate for active editors in English Wikipedia was cited by The Economist as substantially in contrast 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wikipedia:About
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to statistics for Wikipedia in other languages (non-English Wikipedia). The Economist reported that 

the number of contributors with an average of five or more edits per month was relatively constant 

since 2008 for Wikipedia in other languages at approximately 42,000 editors within narrow seasonal 

variances of about 2,000 editors up or down. The number of active editors in English Wikipedia, by 

sharp comparison, was cited as peaking in 2007 at approximately 50,000 and dropping to 30,000 by 

the start of 2014. 

Should attrition continue unabated at the quoted trend rate of approximately 20,000 editors lost 

within a seven-year stretch, by 2021 there will be only 10,000 active editors on English Wikipedia. 

In contrast, the trend analysis published in The Economist presents Wikipedia in other languages 

(non-English Wikipedia) as successful in retaining their active editors on a renewable and sustained 

basis, with their numbers remaining relatively constant at approximately 42,000. No comment was 

made concerning which of the differentiated edit policy standards from Wikipedia in other languages 

(non-English Wikipedia) would provide a possible alternative to English Wikipedia for effectively 

ameliorating substantial editor attrition rates on the English-language Wikipedia. 

You can read the full article called “Wikipedia” here: 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wikipedia These are all troubling things for any serious 

researcher, which is why I must stand with my professors and denounce Wikipedia as a 

complete waste of academic research time. By the way, you can see my name at the top of this 

article (along with two links), and you can find out all about me from the various sources given 

on the AGWP website, Facebook page and journal. I’m not hiding, and I am willing to take 

responsibility for what I write. My professors would be so proud, even though I am still 

(regrettably) part of the mysterious unnamed darkness from the puzzle-globe world of 

Wikipedia, because of my humble article called, “Australian Great War Poetry” – sorry, 

“World War II poetry” – sorry, “World War I poetry”. God help me. 
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»» An Overview of Conferences to Date 
By D.P.G. Sheridan 

Conferences can be located on the website by following the link: 

https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/conferences 

 

s any doctoral candidate will tell you, you need to go to conferences and write articles. 

In fact, different universities around the world have different requirements, but it is 

something each candidate needs to find out and achieve. There will always be 

conflicting stories as well, so my advice is to always do more than you have been told 

to do. Take you supervisor’s advice, as well as the departmental secretary’s, as well as trusted 

colleagues’. At my university in Gdansk, Poland, I have been told by various people that I need 

two conferences and two articles. However, I’ve also been told three and three, one and one, 

as well as none. I have since found out that it is two and two. So, taking my own advice, I have 

done more than I need, and will continue to do more as and when appropriate conferences and 

article opportunities arise. 

 So far, not by design as much as opportunity, all the conferences I have attended have 

been in Poland. The cities I have attended these conferences in are Gdansk, Krakow (twice), 

Olstyn and Wraclaw. Each have produced articles about specific issues of Australian Great 

War Poetry, although, the Olstyn conference was rather more to do with a specific person in 

Australian history (St Mary McKillop). It’s included in the conference and article format 

because of university requirements, as well as the fact that it does tend to support the 

background history of Australia for the Great War. 

 Anyone who has lived through the conference life of a doctoral candidate will tell you 

that while there is a lot of preparation and post-conference work to do, the benefits far outweigh 

the work. Conference work, both in the preparation and the post-work, gives you a lot of 

research benefits. It is work you can use in your dissertation, in other articles, lectures and talks, 

as well as help prepare your general background knowledge for your defence. Conference work 

is, in truth, a necessary component for any researcher, and it should never stop for as long as 

you do research long after your PhD thesis has been published and you sit getting older in your 

ever-crowding library/office searching for your notes under the cat and placating the spouse in 

an effort to avoid cleaning the windows. 

 The conferences I have so far attended have proven extremely beneficial, but for many 

different reasons. The main reason is the required research. Simply, conferences force you to 

do research. And then you need to present your research to peers and professors in a confident 

and coherent way. However, another great benefit is the contacts you make at conferences. I 

have made many useful contacts over the last few years, and they have proven to be valuable 

people to know. Other benefits include seeing other people’s research, their findings, problems, 

approaches, styles and so on. All of this sort of information gives you not only a sense of where 

you are, but also a feel for how other people do their research. There is no bad information 

here, only advice, which you can take or leave. 

A  
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 The conferences have been on different topics, obviously, but this has given Australian 

Great War Poetry an avenue to broaden its outlook. The different conference topics have made 

me look at Australian Great War poetry and poets in different ways. This both broadens 

research and unmasks new areas of interest. The Olstyn 

University conference was my first, and I long to go back there 

for another session, especially a theological conference. The title 

and theme of this conference was - Between sacrum and 

profanum - the Saints in the 

culture. It was held by the 

University in Olsztyn, Faculty 

of Theology in the north of 

Poland, on 7-9 November, 

2016, at the Pedagogical 

University of the National Education Commission.  The paper I gave was "Saint Mary 

McKillop - A Saint for the Vast Horizon". 

 The second conference title and theme - Epistemological 

Canons in Language, Literature and Cultural Studies. It was held 

by the University of Gdańsk in the north of Poland, on 22-24 June 

2017, at the 26th Annual Conference of the 

Polish Association for the Study of English. 

The paper I gave was "The Demotic Tongue 

of mateship in Australian Great War Literature". 

 The third conference title and theme 

was - Epistemological Canons in 

Language, Literature And Cultural 

Studies. It was held by the University of 

Krakow in the south of Poland, on 23-24 

November 2017, at the Pedagogical 

University of the National Education Commission.  The paper I gave was "Boredom in the 

Trenches: The Rhyme and Reason of Wartime Indolence at Gallipoli." 

 The fourth conference title was - 

Dread, Horror and Terror: Cultural and 

historical contexts, and was held on 16 

March – 17 March, 2019, at the 

Jagiellonian University in Krakow, 

Faculty of Philosophy, Poland. The paper 

I gave was “As a Choir of Frogs: 

Nightmares in Australian Great War Poetry”. 
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 The fifth conference, actually a 

Doctoral Symposium, was held by the 

Institute of English Studies, University 

of Wrocław, Poland, in conjunction 

with the European Society for the 

Study of English, in the field of 

Literatures in English, on the 27th till the 28th of August, 2019. During 

the session, I gave a talk about my PhD paper and its methodology, which 

was followed by questions and discussion. 

 All of these conferences have given a lot of scope to the AGWP project, and I am sure 

that there will be more conferences to come, but the important thing to realise here is that any 

research we do, is always better in the research world. That is to say, that if you are able to 

present papers at conferences, you will find that doors open, contacts are made and 

opportunities present themselves. The conference schedule of the AGWP project has only aided 

the doctoral process, and it has made my research more effective, broader and louder in a world 

where little to nothing is known about my subject. 

 For the moment I have decided not to attend any more conferences unless they are 

something I just can’t ignore. The reason for this is because the thesis must be written. I need 

to devote more time to the task at hand. Having said that, if any conferences turn up which 

offer something AGWP just shouldn’t ignore, then I will be adding to the current list of 

conferences and articles. It probably goes without saying, but I long to attend a conference in 

Australia or New Zealand, as it is in these two places where my work should be known. One 

day, with any luck. 

 

 

 

 



 AGWP Journal – November, 2019 – Vol. 3 91 
 

»» The AGWP Library 
By D.P.G. Sheridan 

 

s the research goes on, the fact 

remains that there are no 

libraries that I know of, 

anywhere in the world, that have an 

Australian Great War Poetry section. 

Certainly not anything substantial. In 

almost any library of English literature, 

there will be shelves dedicated to the 

Great War poets of England. Of course 

this is a good thing, but where are the 

Australians? In England, one would expect English Great War poets crowding the shelves 

where librarians and students browse throughout the day, but in Australian libraries there is no 

such equivalence. There are no Australian Great War poets gathered in ranks and files on the 

selves. You will find English poets, but not Australian. Is it because we don’t know our own 

literature, or we just don’t bother to find out that we have Australian literature? Of course, I 

could rant and rave about this all day, but, for the moment, it will suffice to say that something 

should be done about this, and AGWP, at the moment, leads the charge. 

 There is, however, as some readers may know, only one library in the world which not 

only has a shelf dedicated to Australian Great War Poetry, but the library itself is dedicated to 

the Australian Great War Poetry. With currently over 100 titles, music, novels, poetry, 

biographies, pictures and much more, the library slowly grows with the addition of new titles 

from time to time. An article I wrote in the September of 2018 talks about this library. You can 

find it here: https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/post/the-biggest-known-library-of-

australian-great-war-poetry-in-the-world-and-its-in-poland 

 The Australian Great War Poetry Library, which is located in north Poland, in the town 

of Gdansk, is a place of never ending discovery. The whole gamut of poetry inclusions is 

represented in the library, along with music from the canon. However, the predominant 

material in the library’s collection is primary. The reason for this is because there just isn’t 

much in the way of secondary material. Truth be told, most of the secondary material has been 

written by me, and while I do believe this material has value, it would be nice to see more 

written by other academics. In fact, it is considered bad form to quote yourself in your thesis, 

as I’ve been told. But, if I can’t quote myself, then who should I quote? Secondary material 

must be of two possible types, one being in reference to the general topic of Great War poetry, 

or poetic forms and so on, and the other should be in direct reference to Australian Great War 

poetry. My problem is that no one is writing anything on this subject, as they all seem too 

preoccupied by Wilfred Owen and Siegfried Sassoon. 

 AGWP has made great efforts to conjure up secondary source material, but this is a 

difficult process, as academics tend to only write when there is something in it for them. Not 

that this is a bad thing per say, it’s just that it doesn’t really help the AGWP project. In time, it 

is hoped that this issue won’t be such a problem, and that the AGWP project will gain some 

A 
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government recognition and funding. One possible step to take here is to organise a conference 

about Australian Great War Poetry, but it is much more difficult to do this than may be realised. 

For one thing, I’m an Australian living in Poland, and to my knowledge, there aren’t so many 

Poles who will know the first thing about Australian Great War Poetry. For that matter, there 

aren’t many Australians who know anything about it either, notwithstanding the wonderful 

people following the Facebook page, website and journal. Organising a conference in Australia 

would be the best bet, but again, I live in Poland and that would be a nightmare to organise for 

me. The great benefit in a conference, is that it would produce secondary source material, but 

I would still need to organise peer review and publication. 

 All this having been said, the AGWP library sits in my office looking at me. Calling 

me to do something. Much like my long suffering wife. As I sit and read, or write, I glace at 

the library and wonder what the occupants are thinking about all this. That is to say, what are 

the poets thinking, or what would they be thinking about their place in Australian literature? 

Would they be happy that the only library dedicated to them is not in the country of their birth? 

Would they be understanding of the fact that Australian academics seem not to know who they 

are? I wonder if they would have written a word if they knew that their voice, their Australian 

voice, would be drowned out by Englishmen in Australian schools and universities. I wonder 

if they would be happy knowing that we didn’t remember them, as the ode tells us to. Well, the 

AGWP library is the best we can do for the moment, and while it slowly grows, it remains the 

one place where these poets have gathered in the foreground of Australian literature. 

 It should also be noted that there is an ever increasing section in the AGWP library 

which is in both hardcopy and digital. This section comprises the newsletters and journal. They 

are forming a unique part of the library, and form something like a living, breathing literary 

component. There are now five issues of the newsletter, “Mirth and Grey Sorrow”: 

https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/newsletters and there are three issues of “The Australian 

Great War Poetry Journal”: https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/agwp-journal 

 The online presence is also forming a part of the library, as there 

are short articles, poems, short biographies, pictures and so on. There is 

also now a page which has been added to the website where you will find 

all the music of the Great War as it pertains to Australia. You can find it 

here: https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/agwp-music On this page you 

will find sheet music and videos, which are added to as more are found. 

There is a range of short articles and essays which you can find on the home page: 

https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp and these are being added to from time to time. In truth, 

the whole AGWP Literary Stable is part of what we might call the “digital library”, which is, 

of course, part of the AGWP Library. 

 There are also plans to create some new collections of poets’ work which have nowhere, 

other than my files, to be gathered. Most of these poets have only written one or two poems, 

so it would be good to collate them into a book, or books. An anthology is being compiled as I 

write my thesis, as it will be included as an appendix. This will be produced after the first part 

of the project is completed though. Still, there is much to do and much to study in the AGWP 

Library. 

 

https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/newsletters
https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/agwp-journal
https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/agwp-music
https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp
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» Poetry 
By D.P.G. Sheridan 

 

ere is a nice little collection of poetry from the Kangaroo Feather Brigade, members 

of the Australian Light Horse. The Light Horse produced some great personalities, 

and while they fought predominantly in what’s been referred to as the “forgotten war”, 

one is compelled to comment that the Sinai Campaign was actually a big contributor to the 

war’s outcome. These Australian poets represent that part of Australian identity that we might 

associate with the bush. They were brave and romantic, funny and serious, lovers of horses and 

some of the best Australia had to offer. 

 In this section we will look at five of these poets: A.B. “Banjo” Paterson, Edwin Field 

Gerard “Trooper Gerardy”, Ion Idriess, Oliver Hogue “Trooper Bluegum” and Private William 

M. McDonald. They were great men of Australia, but they were also wonderful contributors to 

Australian literature. Each of them writing at least one book, whether it be in poetry or prose. 

Ion Idriess, for example, wrote many wonderful Australian books about the bush, but his Desert 

Column was a huge favourite war book. He only wrote (to my knowledge) one poem, which 

appears here. The other poets in this section have two poems each reproduced here. 

 Each of these poets, however, could have their own article in this journal, and in time 

there will be such articles appearing in the journal and blog, but it will serve us best for the 

moment to take some time to reflect on some of their poetry. The poems will be followed by a 

very short comment about the poet, so that the reader can consider the poem in light of the 

biographical theory of which AGWP adheres. That is to say, AGWP holds to the view that we 

can’t properly understand the poem and all it has to say to us without knowing something of 

the poet’s background. This is called “Biographical Theory”, and it is well worth coming to 

grips with this theory. You will see the poignancy of this when you read Trooper Bluegum’s 

tragic poem, “The Horses Stay Behind”. 

 

 

H 
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»» A.B. “Banjo” Paterson 

We’re all Australians Now 

 

Australia takes her pen in hand  

To write a line to you, 

To let you fellows understand 

How proud we are of you. 

 

From shearing shed and cattle run, 

From Broome to Hobson's Bay, 

Each native-born Australian son 

Stands straighter up today. 

 

The man who used to 'hump his drum', 

On far-out Queensland runs 

Is fighting side by side with some 

Tasmanian farmer's sons. 

 

The fisher-boys dropped sail and oar 

To grimly stand the test, 

Along that storm-swept Turkish shore, 

With miners from the west. 

 

The old state jealousies of yore 

Are dead as Pharaoh's sow, 

We're not State children any more, 

We're all Australians now! 

 

Our six-starred flag that used to fly 

Half-shyly to the breeze, 

Unknown where older nations ply 
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Their trade on foreign seas, 

 

Flies out to meet the morning blue 

With Vict'ry at the prow; 

For that's the flag the Sydney flew, 

The wide seas know it now! 

 

The mettle that a race can show 

Is proved with shot and steel, 

And now we know what nations know 

And feel what nations feel. 

 

The honoured graves beneath the crest 

Of Gaba Tepe hill 

May hold our bravest and our best, 

But we have brave men still. 

 

With all our petty quarrels done, 

Dissensions overthrown, 

We have, through what you boys have done, 

A history of our own. 

 

Our old world diff'rences are dead, 

Like weeds beneath the plough, 

For English, Scotch, and Irish-bred, 

They're all Australians now! 

 

So now we'll toast the Third Brigade 

That led Australia's van, 

For never shall their glory fade 
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In minds Australian. 

 

Fight on, fight on, unflinchingly, 

Till right and justice reign. 

Fight on, fight on, till Victory 

Shall send you home again. 

 

And with Australia's flag shall fly 

A spray of wattle-bough 

To symbolise our unity, 

We're all Australians now. (Patterson - NRG) 

 

Moving On 

 

In this war we’re always moving,  

Moving on; 

When we make a friend another friend has gone; 

Should a woman’s kindly face 

Make us welcome for a space, 

Then it’s boots and saddle, boys, we’re 

Moving on. 

 

In hospitals they’re moving, 

Moving on; 

They’re here today, tomorrow they are gone; 

When the bravest and the best 

Of the boys you know ‘go west’, 

Then you’re choking down your tears and 

Moving on. (Patterson - NRG) 
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Andrew Barton “Banjo” Paterson (1864-1941), poet, solicitor, journalist, war 

correspondent and soldier, was born on 17 February, 1864, at Narrambla near Orange, New 

South Wales. Adopting the pen name 'The Banjo' (taken from the name of a station racehorse 

owned by his family). When World War I began, Paterson immediately sailed for England, 

hoping unsuccessfully to cover the fighting in Flanders as a war correspondent. He drove an 

ambulance attached to the Australian Voluntary Hospital, Wimereux, France, before returning 

to Australia early in 1915. As an honorary vet (with a certificate of competency) he made three 

voyages with horses to Africa, China and Egypt and on 18 October was commissioned in the 

2nd Remount Unit, Australian Imperial Force. Almost immediately promoted to Captain, he 

served in the Middle East. Wounded in April 1916, he re-joined his unit in July. He was ideally 

suited to his duties and, promoted Major, commanded the Australian Remount Squadron from 

October until he returned to Australia in mid-1919. 

 

»» Edwin Field Gerard “Trooper Gerardy” 

Lofty Lane 

 

Buckle the spur and belt again, 

Saddle, and charge the magazine, 

Toe the stirrup and touch the rein, 

Speed where the foothills skyward lean; 

Open your eyes and count the miles, 

Gallop your horse through dark defiles, 

And look for the body of Lofty Lane 

Before you halt at the lines again. 

 

Lofty Lane was a squadron scout,  

Supple and long and loose of limb; 

All spare happiness round about 

Shone in the laughing eyes of him: 

Never a man in his troop could show 

Lane in the saddle the way to go. 

 

Lane was a man who played with chance, 

Times whenever the work came fast; 

First man out in the swift advance, 
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Last man in when the day was past. 

Many a clip of Turkish lead 

Was aimed at Lane’s gay heart and head. 

 

Brazen summer began to brood, 

Shrouding the hills with sombre haze; 

Acres of uncut wheat that stood, 

Shuddered and smoked and leapt ablaze. 

Nature hardened its heart like stone, 

When Lane rode into the hills alone. 

 

Lane rode off from his squadron mate, 

Over the fretting skyline’s rim; 

Laden with harm and black with hate, 

Gully and hill in smoke grew dim. 

Shots rang out in the hills that day, 

And Lane was never so long away; 

 

Never so long, that grave alarm 

Before had murmured, “Lofty’s dead.” 

Rumour announced: “The hand of harm 

Let loose an ounce of well-aimed lead 

And jolted the life-light from the face 

That ever was welcome round the place.” 

 

Never had action waned his pluck, 

Quelled or slackened his pleasing power, 

And many assert that rotten luck 

Hemmed him around in an evil hour; 

And some men vow that Lofty Lane 
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Will live to greet all hands again. 

 

Doubt hangs over the horselines still, 

Yet we have searched and searched, in vain, 

North and east of the furthest hill 

That ever was crossed by Lofty Lane; 

And there are many who gravely say 

That Lane’s alive in the east to-day. 

 

Gaps are many at times, alas; 

War is heavy on life and limb, 

And many a weary day will pass 

Before a man replaces him, 

A man with a smile upon his face 

That ever is welcome round the place. 

 

Buckle the spur and belt again, 

Saddle, and charge the magazine, 

Toe the stirrup and touch the rein, 

Speed where the foothills skyward lean; 

Open your eyes and count the miles, 

Gallop your horse through dark defiles, 

And look for the body of Lofty Lane 

Before you halt at the lines again. (Gerardy 17) 
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The Horse That Died For Me 

 

They gave me a fiery horse to groom, and I rode him on parade,  

While he plunged and swung for kicking room like a young and 

haughty jade. 

I rode him hard till I curbed his will, hot foot in the sham attack, 

Till he ceased to jib, and took to drill like a first-class trooper’s hack. 

 

He tasted hell on the Indian sea. Pent up in the gloom below, 

He dreamed of the days when he was free, and his weary heart beat slow. 

But he lived to leave the reeking ship, and he raised his drooping head 

With new-born zest when he felt the grip of the earth beneath his tread. 

 

I left him and sailed away to fight on foot in the trenches deep – 

A stretch that passed like an awful hour of fearsome nightmare sleep. 

I lived to search for a mount once more on the crowded piquet line – 

I rode him out as I did before, when I’d claimed the horse as mine. 

 

I loved him as only one who knows the way of a horse may love; 

Who rides athirst when the hell-wind blows and the sun stands still above; 

Who rides for cover behind the rise that lifts like a wall of woe 

And smites the vision of burning eyes when the Moslem lead rips low. 

 

Far out on the hock-deep sands that roll in waves to the flaming sky, 

He carried me far on the night patrol where the Turkish outposts lie; 

He took me back to the camp at noon when the skirmish died amain, 

And under a white and spectral moon he bore me afield again. 

 

Our squadrons surged to the left and right when the fire of day was dead; 

The foemen crept in the sombre night with a wary, noiseless tread. 
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We moved away on a flanking march, like a brown line rudely drawn 

That reached the foot of the grey sky’s arch in the waking light of dawn. 

 

The line closed in when the red sun shot from the purple-tinted east 

To glare with scorn on the wretched lot of man and his jaded beast. 

I urged my horse with a purpose grim for a ridge where cover lay, 

And my heart beat high for the heart of him when he saved my life that day. 

 

His knees gave way and I slipped from him: he dropped in a sprawling heap 

On the wind-gapped edge of the skyline’s rim where the high-blown sand was deep; 

And fear came down with a gusty rain of lead on his final bed… 

Before I turned for cover again I knew that his life had fled. 

* * * * * * * * * 

My heart is warm for a heart that died in the desert flank attack, 

And the white sand surges down to hide the bones of a trooper’s hack. (Gerardy 46) 

 

Edwin Field Gerard, better known as “Trooper Gerardy”, 22 May 1891 – 19 January 

1965: Yunta, South Australia. Enlisting in the Australian Imperial Force on 6 January, 1915, 

Gerard saw active service as a dismounted trooper with the 7th Australian Light Horse 

Regiment at Gallipoli from August until the evacuation in December and as a mounted trooper 

with the 12th Light Horse in Sinai, Palestine, Jordan, Syria, and Lebanon. His published poems 

about the war appeared over the pseudonyms 'Gerardy' and 'Trooper Gerardy' in periodicals 

such as the Sydney Bulletin, the Kalgoorlie Sun and the Kia Ora Coo-ee (Egypt), and in two 

volumes, The road to Palestine and other verses (Melbourne, 1918) and Australian Light Horse 

ballads and rhymes (Melbourne, 1919). 
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»» Ion Idriess 

You’ve heard we won Jerusalem 

 

You’ve heard we won Jerusalem   

And all the country wide 

But the part that scuttled Abdul 

Was the great Beer Sheba ride. 

We were camped by Tel el Fara 

On the Wadi, in the sand 

And we rode away, tho’ Gentile 

To win the Promised Land 

 

At dark we crossed the Wadi 

And rode throughout the night 

We came to Beer el Sani 

By the morning hazy light. 

There you heard a welcome “whinny” 

The horses sniffed the air 

We knew that there was water 

For man and beast to spare. 

 

We moved ahead at gloaming 

With horses fresh and strong 

An easy ride by moonlight 

The track we rode was long. 

We drew the rein at Khalasa, 

Where Christian tombs lay still, 

And thought of old Crusaders, 

Who kept that lonely hill. 

 

Twas long hard dry and dusty 
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And “Jacko’s” chief ally 

Was the lack of drinking water 

To troops who made the try.  

The last halt was at Asluj 

By the Minaret and well; 

We had to take Beer Sheba 

E’re we had another spell 

 

The night time found us snoring 

Small halt to ease the pace 

The Taubes had seen us coming 

And all hung on the race. 

The Bedouin in their humpies 

Who rise before the sun 

Were sleeping calm and peaceful 

When we made the final run. 

 

Full sixty miles by break-o-day  

Around the “Jacko’s” flank 

Our guns blew their reveille 

On Tel-el-Saba bank. 

A gallant charge by men on foot 

A reckless race on horse 

And “The ANZAC’s have Beer 

Sheba!” 

Went tickling o’er the morse. 

 

And now we’re in the sand-hills 

No Colonel rides the grey; 

For he rode him to Valhalla 

On the lone Beer Sheba way. 
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Not on ahead in fleeting dust 

And caught by touch of spur 

The boys who form his escort 

Are gone to God knows where. (Idriess - NRG) 

 

Ion Llewellyn Idriess (1889-1979), author, was born on 20 September, 1889, at 

Waverley, Sydney. In 1914 Idriess enlisted in the 5th Light Horse, Australian Imperial Force, 

as a trooper. Specializing in sniping, he was wounded at Gallipoli, witnessed the charge at 

Beersheba, and was wounded again in the fighting after the battle of Gaza. He was invalided 

home in March, 1918. His experiences were to form the basis of a series of pamphlets on 

sniping and guerrilla warfare published in 1942 when an invasion of Australia was expected. 

 

»» Oliver Hogue “Trooper Bluegum” 

The Horses Stay Behind 

 

In days to come we'll wander west and cross the range again;  

We'll hear the bush birds singing in the green trees after rain; 

We'll canter through the Mitchell grass and breast the bracing wind: 

But we'll have other horses. Our chargers stay behind. 

 

Around the fire at night we'll yarn about old Sinai; 

We'll fight our battles o'er again; and as the days go by 

There'll be old mates to greet us. The bush girls will be kind, 

Still our thoughts will often wander to the horses left behind. 

 

I don't think I could stand the thought of my fancy hack 

Just crawling 'round old Cairo with a 'Gyppo on his back. 

Perhaps some English tourist out in Palestine, may find 

My broken hearted Waler with a wooden plough behind. 

 

NO; I think I'd better shoot him and tell a little lie: 

"He floundered in a wombat hole and then lay down to die." 

Maybe I'll get court-martialled; but I'm damned if I'm inclined 

To go back to Australia and leave my horse behind. (Hogue - NRG) 
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What's in a name? 

 

There was a gallant Camelier, whose name was Patsy Murphy,   

And every time he told a tale, the boys said, "It's a furfy." 

Now, Murphy found a camel, and he thought it was a trier; 

But when he tried its paces, sure, it proved to be a flier. 

So he christened it with whisky, and he called it ‘The Galoot,' 

And entered it to win the Camel Cup down at Assiut. 

The boys were in no hurry 

To back it for the scurry, 

But Murphy didn't worry, for Murphy bagged the loot. 

 

The Camel Corps swung eastward to the wilds 

of El Arish,  

But Murphy, sure, was stony broke—all his 

felouce mafish. 

So when the sports came round again, Pat 

Murphy saw his chance. 

He called his camel ‘Onward’, and he led the 

books a dance; 

They'd never heard of ‘Onward’, so they gave him ten to one. 

But Murphy had them thinking, at the setting of the sun. 

For ‘Onward’ proved a winner. 

For the books it was a skinner; 

Pat had whisky with his dinner, sure, the world was made for fun. 
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In course of time the ‘Fighting First’ went down to Ferry Post;   

The boys all started training with the hacks they fancied most, 

But to the sports a camel came which set the old hands guessing. 

They seemed to know the animal, but not the name ‘Mange 

Dressing’. 

But Murphy wasn't far away, he risked his last piastre, 

And still the camel stood to him and saved him from disaster. 

It was just as he intended, 

For when the day was ended, 

Some camels were just splendid, but ‘Mange Dressing’ travelled faster. 

 

Now, every dog must have his day, but 

Murphy's day lasts years.  

He seems to have the luck of half a dozen 

Cameliers; 

For when the I.C.C. camped in the Land of 

Milk and Honey, 

Pat Murphy and his camel won another pot of 

money. 

We all had speedy camels that we fancied for the trot; 

The ‘Quack’ was fast, ‘Starlight’ was fine, and ‘Strychnine’ was red-hot. 

But Murphy made a hit. 

With his mount—now called ‘Kabrit’, 

For the wretch was simply IT; it's time the brute was shot. (Hogue - NRG) 

 

Light Horsemen 

 

Let the sailor tell of the roaring gale, 

Or the blue waves’ ripping laughter; 

Let the soldier sing of the sabre swing 

And the laurels of glory after; 
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There’s a melody in the changeful sea, 

A charm in the battle’s thunder, 

But sweeter than those the bushman knows 

Is the bound of a good horse under. (Hogue 1916, 17-18) 

 

+ Died of Spanish Flu 3rd March 1919 - 3rd London General Hospital, England. + 

Oliver Hogue, better known as “Trooper Bluegum” (1880-1919), journalist and soldier, 

was born on 29 April, 1880, in Sydney. He enlisted in the Australian Imperial Force in 

September, 1914, as a trooper with the 6th Light Horse Regiment. Commissioned second 

Lieutenant in November, he sailed for Egypt with the 2nd L.H. Brigade in the Suevic in 

December. Hogue served on Gallipoli with the Light Horse (dismounted) for five months, then 

was invalided to England with enteric fever. In May, 1915, he was promoted to Lieutenant and 

appointed orderly officer to Colonel (Sir) Granville Ryrie, the brigade commander. Charles 

Bean observed: 'Day after day the Brigadier … tramped round the front line with his 

enthusiastic and devoted orderly officer, Oliver Hogue'. In letters to his family and to the 

Sydney Morning Herald from Gallipoli, he was always cheerful, enjoying 'a scrap'. Insisting 

on fair reporting, he denied incorrect reports of mutilations by the Turks. His letters and articles 

present a well-perceived picture of events and a good understanding of the soldiers. In a letter 

to his father he remarked: 'I might be rather angry with Captain Bean first because he beat me 

to the post for the big job, and second because he seems to have ignored our Brigade all along, 

but I find him so absolutely straight and sincere and honest that I like him immensely and 

always have'. 

As 'Trooper Bluegum' he wrote articles for the 

Herald subsequently collected in the books Love 

Letters of an Anzac (London, 1916) and Trooper 

Bluegum at the Dardanelles (London, 1916). 

Sometimes representing war as almost a sport, he took 

pride in seeing 'the way our young Australians played 

the game of war'. 

Hogue returned from hospital in England to the 

6th L.H. in the Sinai and fought in the decisive battle 

of Romani. Transferred to the Imperial Camel Corps on 

1 November, 1916, he was promoted to Captain on 3 

July, 1917. He fought with the Camel Corps at 

Magdhaba, Rafa, Gaza, Tel el Khuweilfe, Musallabeh, 

and was with them in the first trans-Jordan raid to 

Amman. In 1917 Hogue led the 'Pilgrim's Patrol' of 

fifty Cameliers and two machine-guns into the Sinai 

desert to Jebel Mousa, to collect Turkish rifles from the 

thousands of Bedouins in the desert. 
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After the summer of 1918, spent in the Jordan Valley, camels were no longer required. 

The Cameliers were given horses and swords and converted into cavalry. Hogue, promoted to 

Major on 1 July, 1918, was now in Brigadier General George Macarthur-Onslow's 5th L.H. 

Brigade, commanding a squadron of the 14th L.H. Regiment. At the taking of Damascus by 

the Desert Mounted Corps in September 1918, the 5th Brigade stopped the Turkish Army 

escaping through the Barada Gorge. Sir Henry Gullett wrote: 'A handful of Australians of the 

14th Light Horse Regiment under Major Oliver Hogue occupied a house at the entrance of the 

gorge, and poured galling fire at a few 

yards' range into the now distracted Turks'. 

Oliver Hogue went through the 

whole campaign of the Desert Mounted 

Corps, but died of influenza at the 3rd 

London General Hospital on 3 March 

1919. He was buried in the Australian 

military section of Brookwood cemetery. 

He was unmarried. His twin sister Amy 

had died the previous year. 

It may be fitting to end this section 

with the Soldier’s Oath Hogue wrote in his 

diary: “I, James Bluegum, swear that I will well and truly serve our Sovereign Lord the King 

in the Australian Imperial Force from September 1914 until the end of the war, and a further 

period of four months thereafter, unless sooner lawfully discharged, dismissed, or removed 

therefrom; and that I will resist His Majesty’s enemies and cause His Majesty’s peace to be 

kept and maintained; and that I will in all matters appertaining to my service faithfully 

discharge my duty according to law. So help me God.” (Hogue 1916, 16) The poetry of Hogue’s 

death was that his word was his bond, for his discharge was effected by his death, and his death 

followed his prophetic lines of love for his horse: “Maybe I'll get court-martialled; but I'm 

damned if I'm inclined / To go back to Australia and leave my horse behind.” 

 

   

 

The very solemn funeral of Oliver Hogue, better known as 
“Trooper Bluegum” 
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»» Private William M. McDonald 

The Australian Soldier 

 

When a man has joined the soldiers and is dragged away to camp,  

He is issued with some boots and dungarees, 

And is bundled in a big tent with about a dozen mates 

Who’ve been scraped up from the borders to the sea. 

He will find the cold ground harder than he fancies for a while, 

But he takes his bread and jam without a word; 

While the time is passed in drilling, and right-turn and forming fours, 

And the picking up of fruit-skins off the ground. 

 

Then he later gets a rifle and is put among a squad, 

Where he’s taught to heave this fearsome thing about 

Till he "slopes arms” like a veteran, and he doesn’t care a hang 

About the awful words the Sergeant-Majors shout. 

So they shove him on a troopship and he writes home to his girl 

Of the lovely trip he’s having on the sea, 

When for days he couldn’t carry his poor sick head from the rail, 

And his features are an awful sight to see. 

 

But later when these troubles seem bad dreams of long ago, 

And he’s getting close to where they keep the Turk, 

And he’s very sick of salt sea with its hazy blazing mist, 

For he’d rather be in Egypt at his work— 

When he gets there, you will find him using oaths about the sand 

And the other plagues that Pharaoh left behind. 

So he’s sent off to do battle with an ugly coloured man 

Whose manners are most vulgar and unkind. 

 

Then they send him to the front trench with a number of his mates, 
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Where the big shells burst and bullets fly around, 

And he seems to watch for these things and to keep his head from sight 

And to nestle in his burrow underground. 

Then at last one day they tell him that the time has come to charge, 

And he just begins to think that he's alive, 

When he gets a bang with something from a bursting shrapnel shell, 

And he's taken back to Cairo to revive. 

 

He is patched up by the doctors till he’s more or less a man, 

Though he’s lost a leg or ruined in the sight. 

So they cheer him when he comes home, and to one another say: 

“He was lucky; he has come out pretty light.” 

This is told him by a person with some sundry yellow streaks 

Which will never let this person risk his head, 

While his veins are full of water and he knows not pride of race 

Or the feeling of a man whose blood is red. 

 

But this worries not the soldier, for he has no use at all 

For the man who puts a premium on his skin, 

And the nation that in trouble must depend on such as these 

Will wait the live-long centuries to win. 

But Australia smiles serenely; there are plenty good men yet 

Who will come along in time to give a hand; 

And when the last results are posted and the last shot hurtles home, 

Our flag will fly as freely and as grand. (McDonald 15) 
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The Man from the Never-Never 

 

From the northern Queensland spaces where the cattle-runs are seen,  

Where the men are born on horses and the grass grows high and green, 

Where the men have roughed the roughest and the tales are weird and 

strange 

Comes a man who’s lived with niggers somewhere near MacDonnell’s 

Range. 

 

He has tales of cattle-stealing and of wild men who are found 

On the mighty plains that stretch for miles and bones bleach on the ground, 

The bones of men who risked their lives to look for something new, 

The bones of men who wandered far beyond the mountains blue. 

 

They return not and are nameless, and they die upon the tracks 

That are never tramped by any save the careless-hearted blacks, 

Who have watched the white men’s footsteps and have followed in their rear, 

Till they find a sudden ending from the black man's poisoned spear. 

 

There are tales of droving cattle and of stretches that are dry, 

Of wild stampedes for water while the sun burns in the sky, 

Of the five-miles regulation and the two miles that are done, 

On occasion, through the high grass on some absent squatter’s run. 

 

Yes, the stock-routes carry traces of the strangest kinds of sin, 

And the cattle often carry many brands upon their skin, 

And the horses carry riders who have learnt to know their way 

Through the sights of many cities from the Gulf to Hobson’s Bay; 

 

Who have lived with dusky women while they’re mustering the stock, 

Who have chased the hostile native to the lands of sand and rock, 
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Who have learnt to use the stockwhip and the pistol in their belt, 

And will ride the wildest outlaw that has ever worn a pelt. 

 

There are some who have the gold lure and are out there looking round 

Where they hope to find some nuggets or a stretch of golden ground. 

And, though sometimes there’s a lucky man who makes a sudden pile, 

More often will they follow Fate unto their final mile. 

 

Now these men who until lately lived upon these northern lands 

Have left the station stock or gold, and joined the soldier bands, 

Who have gone to see what war is like and muster up a few 

Of the men who started all the row, and mete them out their due. 

 

So all honour to the tough-hides from the Never-Never land, 

For they seem to thrive and grow fat on this fly-infested sand, 

And the camels seem to know them when they climb upon their backs, 

Then it’s Hooshtah! Hell for leather! on the Turkey soldiers’ tracks. (McDonald 20) 

 

+ KIA 8 May 1917 - No. 14 Australian General Hospital, Cairo, Egypt. + 

5 April 1894 – 8 May 1917: Hawthorn, Victoria. 

The late Private W.M. McDonald No. 3192, No. 4 Company Australian Camel Corps, A.I.F. 

By the Rev. William Fraser, Chaplain of the Forces 

 

A row of beds in a ward of the No. 14 Australian General Hospital, Cairo—in each bed 

a sorely wounded horseman, or member of the gallant Camel Corps. Said a sitting-up patient 

in reply to the question of the padre who, just before “lights out,” was having a last look at the 

sufferers, “What sort of a row would you call that?” “A pretty rotten row, sir.” Through the 

padre’s mind there flashed the memory of an explanation of the origin of the name “Rotten 

Row," the fashionable resort in Hyde Park, London. It was originally the “Row of the Rood” 

(cross). 
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How applicable in that sense to that line of beds where 

men were suffering, dying, as the Christ died, for others. One, 

marked for death that night, had been operated on during the 

day—a dark-haired, dark-eyed, swarthy-complexioned lad, ever 

of twinkling eye and merry word. The padre had stopped a 

moment to ask how he felt, and his reply had been “All right, sir.” 

Within two hours he received the last rites of his Church, and it 

was to the angel’s reveille that he next responded. Trooper W. M. 

McDonald, or “Mac” as we called him, was a bright lad, and “a 

lad of promise.” He had taken part in the sweeping operations 

through the Sinaitic desert, had entered into the Holy Land, and 

fallen in battle amongst the gallant Camel Corps before Gaza. 

During all his campaigning he had nurtured his literary 

and poetical gifts, and whenever opportunity offered transferred his thoughts to the note-books 

he carried with him. His versification is true, his themes are varied, his tone is pure, his love of 

life and nature is evident in every page. The few days’ acquaintance with this promising, bright 

spirit, and the privilege of having had the precious contents of this volume entrusted to his care, 

will ever be a pleasant memory to the padre who has been asked to write these words of 

introduction. 
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» Appendix 

»» Some bits of Neilson 
By D.P.G. Sheridan 

 

 John Shaw Neilson (22 February, 1872 - 12 May, 

1942) was born in Penola, South Australia, where St. 

Mary MacKillop ran her first school. He was a prolific 

writer of verse, and, as was said by J. Devaney, 

“[Neilson] was the poor working-man who has left us a 

legacy of endless wealth.” Most of his poetry falls 

outside the war years and subject, but there are still quite 

a few of interest within the AGWP canon. 

 A small collection we might look at here, but one 

must realise that the volume of Neilson’s poetic works is 

very large. I would highly recommend looking at John 

Shaw Neilson - The Collected Verse, edited by Margaret 

Roberts. While Neilson wrote mostly romantic poetry, he 

did have some observations to make about the war. The 

following few poems are a small sampling of his war 

poetry, or rather, his poetry which references the war in 

some way. 

 Imagine the horror a mother has when she 

realises the truth about war, and that her son is in it. Imagine her panic and urgency; not 

knowing which way to turn, or run. 

 

The Old Mother 

(1915) 

Madly she runs. Oh clear the way! 

Her baby cries! 

Old terrors of an ancient day 

(Madly she runs. Oh clear the way!) 

Of monsters mouthing their sweet prey 

Fill up her eyes. 

Madly she runs. Oh clear the way! 

Her baby cries! (Roberts 564) 
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 Neilson shows in the following poem that there were some 

people who were sick of the war by Christmas 1915. It had been 

generally believed that the war would be over by Christmas, 1915, yet, 

by that time, there was no end in sight. 

 

Signs of the Season 

(1915) 

The staggering postman stumbles to and fro 

Under an avalanche of Christmas cards. 

I am as mad as Saul was long ago, 

I don’t want any old insane regards. 

The shop-worn wish the soaring soul retards, 

The penny trumpet’s toot assaults the ear, 

And Rechabites recant, and call for Beer! 

 

Weary of food and dull with yellow fat 

The goose gives up the ghost, and drapers sell 

To many a giggling girl a gorgeous hat, 

And every youth must be a summer swell. 

Mine ear-drums drink of sounds Unspeakable! 

Ah Carol Singers sing – it is no crime 

To slay them in the Act at Christmas Time! (Roberts 448) 

 

 This next poem is so reminiscent of poems by May Kidson (The Mothers’ Battalion), 

Nina Murdoch (Mother) and Mary Gilmore (War). It shows how mothers suffered, and just 

how helpless they felt in the course of the war. Often alone and without help, women had to 

endure one of the hardest aspects of the war. 

 

The Cry of the Mother 

(1915) 

Mother love is more than fire, fiercer than a jewel, 

Crying out as cries a fire fainting for its fuel, 
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He my sweet bird flew and flew, never fearing falling, 

With his little mouth for kisses, and his brave eyes calling. 

 

Heart o’me, heart o’me, every beat you’re breaking 

When the yellow stars go small, and all the world is waking; 

A red day and, oh my God, all the days to follow 

With my crying arms empty, every hour so hollow, 

Oh, the sweet child. 

 

I dream a million times that he comes laughing, running, 

With his sweet mouth for kisses and his dear eyes funning; 

He is never faint or famished, always warm and glowing, 

With his little mouth for kisses, and his gold hair blowing, 

Oh, the sweet child. 

 

All his days I loved him with a love loud as thunder 

But tenderer than white flower with crying dew under; 

He is out upon the sunlight, never fearing falling 

With his little mouth for kisses, and his brave eyes calling, 

Oh, the sweet child. 

 

He is lisping through the moonlight – what a lonely place to wander – 

The angels’ love is white love – by my love the fonder – 

My blood was in his sweet heart filling, fighting, flowing 

On the little mouth for kisses and the gold hair blowing, 

Oh, the sweet child. (Roberts 483) 
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 Neilson shows himself in the following poem to be a man of 

considerable depth and passion. He could clearly recognise the pain 

of separation at the dock, as the soldier departs for war and his loved 

ones stay behind and watch him leave. The fact that Neilson uses 

the upper case for the word ‘Love’ in the 3rd line indicates that he 

was staying true to his romantic bent, and that this woman was the 

soldier’s sweetheart. I wonder if he made it back. 

 

The Hour of Parting 

(1916) 

Shall we assault the pain? 

It is the time to part: 

Let us of Love again 

Eat the impatient heart. 

 

There is a gulf behind 

Dull voice and fallen lip, 

The blue smoke of the mind, 

The gray light on the ship. 

 

Parting is of the cold 

That stills the loving breath: 

Dimly we taste the old 

The pitiless meal of Death. (Roberts 523) 

 

 The following is a sad poem, which is reminiscent of Leon 

Gellert’s The Cripple. The returned soldier is battle-worn, shell-

shocked, disabled, and bitter. His sadness is the sadness of a lost 

future; a common torment of those who returned from the war. A 

beautiful and tender poem. 

 

The Soldier is Home 

(1915) 

Weary is he, and sick of the sorrow of war, 
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Hating the shriek of loud music, the beat of the drum. 

Is this the shadow called glory men sell themselves for? 

How shall he speak to his God, the God that is dumb? 

Ay, ay, the soldier is home. 

 

Still doth he think of one morning, the flood of the sun, 

The whizzing of bullets – deep darkness, and next to his mind 

Came the hours of his terrible torment when the red fighting was done, 

And he sighed for the bonny brave leg he left in the desert behind. 

Ay, ay, the soldier is home. 

 

Alas for the prating of priest, the low mean manoeuvrings of kings, 

The diplomat’s delicate lying, the cheers of a crowd; 

But he, he has learnt for himself the heart of these horrible things, 

He that was young and knew not, now almost his heart cries aloud. 

Ay, ay, the soldier is home. 

 

Now shall he sit in the dark – his world shall be fearfully small – 

He shall sit with old people who pray, and praise God for fine weather. 

Only at times shall he move for a glimpse away over the wall 

Where the men and women who make up the world are striving together. 

Ay, ay, the soldier is home. 

 

Sometimes the sudden big tears will redden his eyes, 

For no one may hear what he hears, or see what he sees. 

He shall be mocked by the sunlight, the flush of the skies. 

He shall behold the kissing of sweethearts close by him under the trees. 

Ay, ay, the soldier is home. (Roberts 589) 
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» Tale End Charlie 

»» Charles Vaude’s greatest song: If England Wants a Hand, Well, Here It Is! 
 

 

 Here is one of the pieces of music from Australia’s Great War. You can find more on 

the website. 

 

Sheet music: https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/music 

Recording: https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/video-recordings 

 

Charlie Vaude was born Charles Joseph Ridgway in London in 1882 to parents Charles 

John and Mary (nee McCarthy) Ridgway. He migrated to Australia sometime around 1902, 

initially settling in Western Australia, and worked as an auctioneer, though wished to pursue a 

career on stage. Finding Perth’s theatre scene wanting, he moved to Adelaide and after finding 

no theatre engagements, he finally found an advertisement for performers to undertake a season 

in Broken Hill. It is here, in 1908, where he met his partner, comedian Will Barrington. 

Ridgway adopted the stage name Charlie Vaude and 

Barrington adopted the stage name Bill Verne. Together, Vaude 

and Verne became well established performers on the acclaimed 

Tivoli circuit, touring across Australia and appearing on bills with 

international acts such as Houdini. They ended their engagement 

with the Tivoli circuit in 1917 after taking up a contract with 

Fullers’ Theatres. They continued to perform across Australia and 

New Zealand with a variety of theatre companies, including 

Fullers’, Tivoli and the Bridge Theatre Company. Vaude and 

Verne’s partnership ended around 1929 to 1930. 

In 1930, Ridgway moved to Melbourne after being hired by the radio station 3DB to 

energize their advertising. He had several popular radio shows throughout the 1930s, including 

broadcasts of the 1930 Ashes series, and 1934 and 1938 Test cricket series. He hosted the 

immensely popular Smile Away Club, of which members included the Prime Minister Joseph 

Lyons and his wife, and was featured in 3DB's C. and G. Minstrel Show. On 25 September, 

1911, he married variety performer Lilas May Roots, known as Lilas Birt. They had one son, 

Charles Albert Joseph Vaude-Ridgway. Lilas died in 1931, and on 5 October, 1935, Ridgway 

married dancer Leila Halliday Sach at Northcote. He died of cancer on 29 October, 1942, at 

his home in Northcote, Victoria. 

 

If England wants a hand well here it is 

By Charles Vaude 1915 

 

The Name and Fame of old England, is threatened by foes today; 

Our liberty, our destiny is in danger, so they say. 

Comes a message o'er the ocean, a message to our sunny land 

https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/music
https://dpgsheridan.wixsite.com/agwp/video-recordings
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England calls Australia's soldiers, we must answer her command. 

 

If England wants a hand, well! here it is, 

If England wants a hand, well! here it is, 

They show the enemy they're as hard as nails, 

The boys of Victoria and New South Wales, 

South Australia and the West my lads 

Queensland and Tassy know their biz, so! 

By the dear old Mother land, 

They will proudly take their stand 

If England wants a hand, well! here it is. 

 

The bugles are loudly calling, the drums they are rolling too. 

So rally around the flag, my lads, Show the world we're Britons true. 

Down with tyrants now forever. Keep our dear old Flag unfurl'd. 

Show our foes the British Empire is a big thing in this world. 

 

If England wants a hand, well! here it is, 

If England wants a hand, well! here it is, 

They show the enemy they're as hard as nails, 

The boys of Victoria and New South Wales, 

South Australia and the West my lads 

Queensland and Tasie know their biz, so! 

By the dear old Mother land, 

They will proudly take their stand 

If England wants a hand, well! here it is. (Vaude – NRG) 
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God Bless Australia 
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