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Claude’s ‘Young Lady in Lismore’ I presume to have been 
‘Daphne’, who penned the following poem to Claude. 

 



 

 

 



FOREWORD 

 
Claude (Paddy) Schwonberg was born in May 1889 in Maclean, a small village on the Clarence 

River in Northern New South Wales, Australia. Claude’s grandfather, Joachim Nicolaus 

Schwonberg, had migrated from Hamburg in 1846, first to Adelaide, then settled in Maclean in 

1866 where he established a ship and boat building business. Joachim’s son Francis Henry 

Schwonberg took over and ran the business until his death in 1930, and Claude was brought up in 

a shipping and boating industry environment. After leaving Maclean, Claude continued his family’s 

connection with the maritime industry, gaining employment as a Purser with the North Coast Steam 

Navigation Company operating between Sydney and the Northern Rivers of NSW. He became well 

known and popular in this role. In early 1915 Claude wrote seeking employment as a Purser on the 

Transport ships taking Australian soldiers for overseas service. In this he was not successful, so 

enlisted in the AIF on 12 July 1915,  

 

While in Maclean, Claude had served for six years with the Maclean Scottish Rifles, gaining 

valuable military skills and experience, and attaining the rank of Lance Corporal. This was 

recognised after enlistment in the AIF when he was given the acting rank of Corporal during 

training with the 6th Reinforcements for the 17th Battalion at Liverpool near Sydney, NSW. He 

embarked for Egypt on A14 HMAT Euripides which left Sydney on 2 November 1915.  

The first part of his diary is written in a notebook called ‘The Active Service Writing Companion’, 

and covers the period from when he embarked from Sydney, including his farewell to family and 

friends, up until 5th December 1915, midway through his time in Egypt. The second booklet that 

we have has a plain blue cover, and covers the period from 7th June 1916 to 23rd November 1916.  

 

Unfortunately any diary covering the period from 5th December 1915 to 7th June 1916 has been lost, 

and with it any explanation of why he left Egypt for France four days after his Battalion, and why 

he went to Etaples for one month instead of following his Battalion direct to Northern France. The 

third booklet of his diary has a red cover, and covers the period from 30th November 1916 until 15th 

April 1917. There is a fourth booklet which has a black cover, but this does not contain any diary 

entries, but rather notes of a number of military lectures in December 1915 and January 1916, and 

lists of names and other information that appears to be aimed at assisting Claude perform 

supervisory duties.  

 

During training in Egypt prior to embarkation for The Western Front Claude was granted the acting 

rank of Sergeant, but reverted to Private on joining his Battalion at Bois Grenier near Armentieres, 

known as the ‘Nursery Sector’, on 3 May 1916. He spent time in the trenches here during a 

relatively quiet period, and then the Battalion moved to the Somme where he survived the major 

battles of Pozieres, Lagnicourt, and Second Bullecourt. The Battalion moved to Belgium where he 

participated in the advance East of Ypres on the Menin Road, but was killed during the advance on 

Passchendaele on 9 October 1917 in the Battle of Poelcappelle. Claude had been promoted to 

Corporal just two months prior to his death. While on the Somme, Claude’s older brother, Dugald 

Stuart (Dugie) Schwonberg, who had enlisted as No 2982 Sidney Stanbury, was killed near 

Bapaume in Northern France on 15 March 1917.  

 

Claude Schwonberg’s diary has been transcribed as accurately as possible. His diary is written in 

rather small handwriting in compact notebooks, and in places certain words are illegible. Question 

marks have been inserted to indicate the missing words rather than speculate and risk an incorrect 

interpretation of the intended meaning. I have added additional background information in a small 

number of places throughout his diary, and it is quite clear where the entries are mine. As well, I 

have included information obtained from a number of sources to try and cover the missing periods 



in Claude’s diary, from when he left Egypt until arrival at Bois Grenier, and from the 15th April 

1917 until his death on the 9th October 1917.  

 

The diary, along with other mementoes of Claude Schwonberg’s military service, such as souvenirs 

he collected and his three military medals, were passed down from his parents to his youngest 

brother Bruce, then to Bruce’s son Frank, and then to Frank’s daughter Jan Bayliss (nee 

Schwonberg), who very kindly made it available to me for transcription. It has not previously been 

transcribed nor made available to the public, and remains in Jan’s possession, and subsequently 

should pass to her descendants.  

 

This is Claude’s diary of his thoughts and experiences during his service with the AIF in WW1, 

1915 to 1917.  

 

Greg Towner  

Sydney  

2018 
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Of  

Claude G. Schwonberg  

Sergt. 6th 17th Battalion  

A.I.F Forces  

Should this diary be found  

Please send it to my mother  

Mrs F. H. Schwonberg  

Maclean  

Clarence River  

N.S. Wales  
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To my mother  

This is my diary from the time of leaving Sydney. It may be of interest as it is an account of 

events after leaving Liverpool Camp.  

Please send a copy to my young lady in Lismore. Also to my friend,  

Miss Edith Chesterton  

c/o Mrs Hindley  

‘Yarrawonga”  

Burra Road  

Artarmon  

Sydney  

N.S. Wales   

 



Sweethearts Sisters and brothers saying Good Byes to their Loved ones. Many of us perhaps will 

never see our loved ones again. Father Leila & Dave as well as Pearl & a friend of hers met me at 

the station & marched with me to the wharf. It was a sad day for me, & when it came to saying 

good Bye it was hard indeed. Dear Father & Leila were hard to leave as also was Dave Cousin 

Pearl & all my friends that I met along the route. After a little delay on the wharf we embarked on 

A.14 [HMAT Euripides - GT] & were shown to our allotted places. The Platoon that I am attached 

to were fortunate enough to get a very good position on Board, No. 4 Troop deck which is one of 

the best positions on the ship for troops. After putting our kits away we all came on deck in the 

hopes of seeing those near & dear to us, but many of us were sadly disappointed as they were not 

allowed on the wharf. At last, at a little after 10. AM we left the wharf, amidst much excitement. 

The surrounding wharves & embankments were crowded with people & the harbour with small 

boats of all descriptions. The cheering & whistling from the steamers & the crowds will always 

live in my memory. We dropped anchor in the stream until about 5 PM & at 5.30 we were through 

the heads & on our way to the Front. After passing through the Heads we were lucky enough to run 

into fine weather. The sea was calm & the night very pleasant. We turned in fairly early, many of 

us with a heavy heart. We are soldiers now & have a duty to perform before us & with God’s help 

we will do it.  

 

3rd. [3 November 1915 – GT]No duties today. Many cases of sea-sickness on board which is all 

that can be expected as many of the Boys have never been to sea.  

 

4th. We entered Port Phillip at 11. am on account sickness on board & also to land several men who 

are over strength in the different Companies. After a run of about three hours up the Harbour we 

came to Port Melbourne & anchored at between 2 & 3 PM. At 5 PM the S/S “Alacrity” came 

alongside & took the men off. She was a smart little packet with two funnels & fairly fast. I am not 

struck with the Harbour or Port Melbourne. The Harbour & Port Phillip are not to be compared 

with our own glorious Port Jackson & Sydney Harbour. We left the anchorage at 6.30 PM & after 

a pleasant run down the Harbour we cleared the Heads & the “Rip” & were again at sea at 10. PM.  

 

5th. The day broke cloudy & squally with a moderate head sea. Many of the Boys again Sea Sick 

& some don’t much care whether the ship sinks or floats. I forgot to mention that on the 4th I was 

appointed a deck Sergt. In charge of 180 men on No 4. Deck. There is any amount of work to be 

done & is a responsible position on a Troopship. The Boys are settling down to their new life & 

are happy & contented. There is any amount of fun on board such as boxing wrestling & any amount 

of music. On the 4th I made the acquaintance of the 2nd Officer, Mr Polley, a friend of Capt Little 

of the S/S “Coombar” N.C.S.N.Co. He is an exceptionally fine fellow & a thorough gentleman. 

Later I met the Chief Steward Mr Woodcock a friend of Mr S. Livingston also of the N.C.S.N.Co 

& also met the ships Clerk Mr Shutt & the 2nd Steward Mr Hewitt. All thorough gentleman.  

 

6th. We are now ploughing our way through the Great Australian Bight in calm weather. Rumoured 

that we are to call at Albany to land several sick men & about 20 medical cases. Today my 

appointment as “Sergt” has come through Orders so now I have taken my place in the Sergt’s Mess. 

A jolly fine concert was held tonight on the Well Deck aft. It was a grand affair & was much 

appreciated by the troops.  

 

Sunday 7th. Sunday at sea is very quiet. Everything is so peaceful & the sea is very calm & the 

weather good. The Chaplain Capt. Blackwood held service twice in the morning & one at night. A 

large Transport passed us this morning on our Port side very close to us & greeted our ship with 

her whistle. The A 14 returned the compliment. Today is much different to our last Sunday in 

Liverpool. I spent this evening with my friends of the ship. The officers I have already mentioned. 

Firstly with Mr Polley & later with my other friends.  

 



Monday 8th. Everything going along very smoothly. The day is very pleasant & the sea calm. It is 

rumoured that we are to call in at Albany for a certainty tomorrow.  

 

9th. We entered King George Sound at 5 am & anchored in the Bay about half an hour later. None 

of us are allowed ashore but what we can see of Albany I will try & give some little idea of what 

the place is like. Albany is very prettily situated & is very much like my own little home town 

(Maclean). The Harbour is exceptionally pretty & in fact is really beautiful. The Harbour is full of 

little Bays & Islands, & for scenery is hard to beat & equal to anything I have ever seen especially 

early in the morning. The entrance to Albany is similar to Port Stephens. I could write a book 

almost on this delightful little place but I haven’t the time unfortunately. Beautiful Albany with its 

Harbour of pretty Bays is the least I can say. We left Albany at 11 am in continuation of our voyage 

to Suez. We passed the “Llwebyn” at about midnight & are now heading direct for Suez in a 

moderate sea.  

 

10th. We are now in the Indian Ocean. In a few days we will be at the equator. The weather is 

getting hotter each day. Today we had an inspection by Col. Wallach O/C Troops assisted by Capt. 

Long “Adj.”. Everything passed off very well. The Colonel was very pleased. Today was payday 

on board. Every man received 10/- out of his wages. It is any amount as there is very little to spend 

it on out here. Today I met a very fine young fellow Sergt. Keith Evans of 6th 19th, a friend of Mr 

Polley’s. I like the young fellow immensely. We had another very fine concert tonight, which was 

much appreciated.  

 

12th. It is getting hot. The mornings are very pleasant but gradually the day grows hotter. Every 

morning since leaving Sydney we have had an inspection of the ship by the Commander Colonel, 

Lieut Colonel (Doctor), Adjutant & Asst. Adjt as well as a couple of other officers. Each deck 

Sergt. Is held responsible for his deck & if in good order he is paid a compliment. Every Sergt. 

Does his best to get this honour.  

 

I have always been complimented on the cleanliness of my deck. This evening I had a spar with 

one of my pals, Sergt. O’Brien of our Company. It was alright & I thoroughly enjoyed it. I have 

several friends in our own Company but my best pals are Sgt Jas Glenday Rob Wood Jas O’Brien 

Eric Juergens Will Stephen & Cpl Cecil Stephen. We have many pleasant times together.  

 

Saturday 13th A fine bright clear morning. It is hot but it is all we can expect as each day brings us 

closer to the Equator. We are steaming along nicely & some days we cover from 330 to 340 knots 

every 24 hours. Another very fine concert which was very good. At midnight we expect toe enter 

the Tropic of Capricorn. The night is close & muggy & is far from pleasant.  

 

Sunday14th. Today is very much the same as yesterday. Away on the horizon it has every 

appearance of heavy rain.  

Evening. Church services as usual. Two in the morning & one in the evening. The day turned out 

fine after all. Being Sunday & all being quiet & feeling a little lonely my thoughts naturally turned 

to my Dear people at home & my Dear friends on the Rivers & in Sydney. When you are out on a 

lonely sea over 4000 miles from home you really cant help feeling a little lonely. There is a little 

Lament that I know that I think at the present time is very appropriate.  

Here it is.  

A SAILORS LAMENT  

Tho’ distant seas I roam  

At night I think of thee!  

How far away thou art,  

Yet always dear to me  

Tis hard  



I have shown this little poem to several of my pals & each have taken a copy. It is getting late so I 

must finish for tonight. Good night Dear Mother.  

 

Monday 15th. Another fine glorious morning with a calm sea. It is hot but it is all we can expect as 

within 48 hours of the Equator. Although not as hot as one would expect so near the Equator. I 

spent a very pleasant evening with a few of my Pals in the Smoke-room. It was just the kind of 

night that one could enjoy. A nice quiet night with a clear moon & a calm peaceful sea. A rumour 

came through to the effect that one of our ships had been blown up in the Suez Canal by means of 

a bomb. This to be hoped that it is not correct. Naturally it caused a good deal of excitement 

amongst the few that heard it.  

 

16th. Like yesterday the day is hot & muggy. Nothing of any consequence happened today. It may 

be of interest to you all that today we passed “Cocos & Keeling” Islands according to the chart 600 

miles distant. That is where the Emden came to grief just 12 months ago.  

 

17th. We are now within 24 hours sail of the “Chagos” Group of Islands. They are a lonely group 

thousands of miles away from land. An “Aberdeen” & “Blue Funnel Liner” passed today on their 

way to Australia. We had a very interesting practice at Fire Drill this afternoon which was carried 

out very satisfactory. All hands took up their allotted places on their respective decks, each with 

his Life Belt on. We are to get an alarm when it will be least expected.   

 

Thursday. We are going along very nicely with the “South East Trades” in our favour. The A14 is 

averaging from 340 to 360 knots a day. We passed the “Chagos Islands” today (according to the 

Chart). We didn’t see them. This afternoon we got the Alarm (Collision Alarm) when we least 

expected it. The Troops behaved splendidly, each man attending to his duties before putting on his 

Life Belt & going to his place on Deck. The 6/17 were on Deck first and our O/C Lieut Phillips 

was the first to report to the “Bridge” everything correct. He was first by 5 minutes. The 6/17th are 

without doubt the best Company on board ship. Tonight was very exciting for the Boys. A boxing 

tournament has been arranged and tonight was the opening night. The boxing was very clean & 

scientific & very exciting. The decisions were very just & fair & met with the approval of the 

crowd. The referee was my chum Srgt O’Brien of our Coy. He is a fine boxer & knows the game 

from A to Z.  Friday. Today was very quiet & rather pleasant. Nothing of any interest at all today.  

 

Saturday 20th The weather is still very hot & sultry. It is peculiar weather. At times it is fine & 5 

minutes later we get a heavy downpour. The sea is still very calm & on a still day it is a very pretty 

sight. Everything on a quiet day is so quiet & peaceful. You can put in a very pleasant half hour or 

so watching thousands of flying fish. It is very pretty to watch them. They fly for quite a long 

distance at times. The porpoises too are very pretty to watch. This afternoon & evening the Boxing 

Tournament was continued in fine weather. The boxing was very clean & at times very exciting. 

The Lightweights being very good. Tonight I entered into a Compact with two of my friends Jas 

O’Brien & Eric Juergens, Sergts in my Company. It was agreed that after the war we would meet 

at the ABC Café in Pitt St Sydney with our young ladies (or wives) & have a dinner & talk over 

old times & our experiences the Great War. The day agreed on is my Birthday, 24th April 1917.  

 

Sunday. A most glorious day. Everything is so still & peaceful. A light headwind has been blowing 

all day which has kept the air cool & fresh. The usual Church Parades were held & were well 

attended. I spent the afternoon writing letters so as to have them ready for the mail directly we 

reach Port. In the Evening, my chum Keith Evans of the 20th & myself went along & spent a couple 

of hours with Mr Polley in his cabin.  

 

Monday Sad news for all this morning. We had our first death on board. One fine young fellow of 

the 11th of the 2nd dying from Mumps. He was buried at 10.20 am. A burial at sea is a weird & 



touching sight. The ship was stopped while the service was gone through. The corpse was then put 

over the side & after the sounding of the Last Post by the buglers the ship continued her voyage. In 

a case such as this, the Ships Carpenter is the undertaker. He sews the body up in a hammock, 

which is weighted with Fire Bars.  

 

This afternoon passed off quietly but tonight was very exciting. The third round of the Tournament 

was gone on with. The boxing was really splendid. The fight of the evening was between two 

lightweights, Trooper Mannix of the Lighthorse & Private Hassett of the 11th 3rd. It was a splendid 

exhibition of clean scientific boxing, & equal to any contest I have ever seen. Mannix is a wonderful 

boxer & in a sense almost too fair. He had his man apparently at his mercy several times but he 

was too much of a gentleman to take advantage of the openings. Hassett won on points but had the 

fight gone another round Mannix most certainly would have won. The decision met the approval 

of the crowd & was truly a good one.  

 

Tuesday Sorry to say that we had two more burials today. One was a private out of 6th 20th & the 

other one of ships crew a fireman. The soldier died last night & was buried at 6 am this morning. 

The Fireman’s burial taking place in the forenoon. Both were pneumonia cases. There are several 

cases of pneumonia still in the hospital. A couple of them being serious cases. It is jolly hard as the 

poor chaps were their destination. A person has to be so careful in the tropics as the weather is so 

changeable.  

 

9. Pm. The fourth round of the Tournament took place tonight. The exhibition right through being 

very good. The best fight of the night was between Pte Hassett (the winner of last night’s fight) & 

Pte Jackson of the same Company 11th 3rd. Hassett again won but had to fight well to win. The 

decision was very fair & met with the crowd’s approval. The “loser” was well cheered for his fine 

showing. It was really a clever showing right through. It is a glorious night for open air boxing. 

The night is cool & clear with a fine full moon.  

 

Wednesday We are still in the Gulf of Aden & steaming along very nicely in fine smooth water. 

The finals of the Boxing Tournament took place tonight & provided a splendid night’s 

entertainment. “Hassett” the boxer I have mentioned several times in my diary is now Welterweight 

Champion of the ship. Several challenges came out of this fight. Hassett challenging the referee 

Pte Farrell who was beaten by Jack D’Arcy the present middleweight champion of the world. Then 

he is also to fight Trooper Mannix of the Light Horse, the best of 20 rounds for £50. Pte Murray 

(6th 17th) has challenged Mannix for 20 rounds. All the fights as well as a couple in the Feather & 

Lightweight divisions are to be decided in Egypt.  

 

Several steamers passed tonight outward bound also a French cruiser. It is something new to us to 

see other vessels. They have been very scarce all along our route.  

 

Thursday. Aden was passed at 1. AM. This morning. The lights of the city being plainly seen by 

those who chanced to be on deck.  



6 AM. We are now in the Straits leading into the Red Sea. Land is fairly close on both sides. The 

Coast of Arabia (Enemy Country) on our port & the African Coast on our starboard side. Both are 

very pretty especially the African side with its Table mountains. This morning they presented they 

presented a very pretty sight indeed. The Arabian Coast 

is also very pretty but the formation is altogether different 

from Africa. It is very rugged & mountainous. Just before 

entering the Red Sea you can see several Turkish Forts. 

They are now British. They are very plainly seen in 

amongst the cliffs. One of the officers told me that even 

now the Turks if they get half a chance they will drag a 

“gun” of some description up the hills & have a shot. At 

passing ships needless to say they don’t stay long. At 9.30 

AM we passed the Island of “Perim” & through what is 

known as “Hell’s Gate” into the Red Sea. This place is 

very pretty & well fortified. It was the first Turkish Fort 

to fall at the beginning of the war with Turkey. The Island 

of “Perim” is a coaling station & is very valuable to 

Britain. It is now thank Heaven in British hands. When we passed a couple of large steamers were 

in the Bay. At 3 Pm we passed an island well out from the mainland with a lighthouse on it. The 

islands there are two being close together & absolutely devoid of any vegetation. It is known as the 

Island of Aliu-Ail. The lighthouse is a peculiar build & altogether different from the “Lights” on 

the Australian Coast. It is like a round house at the bottom of large build with the light built on top.  

 

At 8 PM we passed a large steamer (reckoned to be a transport). She was making in the same 

direction as ourselves but as we are very much faster she was soon out of sight. We passed very 

close & the Boys from both ships greeted each other with “Cooee”. They kept it up for quite a long 

while, & were evidently pleased to meet us so near ours & their destination.  

 

Friday We are now out of sight of land & in a very calm & peaceful sea. It was a frightfully hot 

day. The least exertion causing one to perspire very freely. The night is delightfully cool & pleasant 

with a clear moon. An Eastern sky is very clear.  

 

Saturday. I forgot to enter in my diary on Thursday last that while leaning over the ships side having 

a quiet smoke I saw a fairly large shark swimming quietly away from us quite close to the surface. 

The first shark I have seen on the voyage.  

 

Great excitement today. Several “Latrine” wires to the effect that “peace” has been declared & that 

we are not disembarking at Suez but that we are going to 

England to do Garrison duty at Salisbury Plains. Another was 

to the effect that America had joined the war on the side of the 

Allies for the reason that Germany had sunk one of her ships in 

Neutral Waters. These are but few of the many Latrine wires that come through each day. Tonight 

was the final of our concert on board the good ship “Euripides”. It was a huge success from every 

standpoint & was under the patronage of Commander Douglas Ret. Colonel Wallack CB 

unfortunately being unable to attend through illness. Practically all the Expeditionary Officers & 

many of the Ship’s Officers several nurses & practically all the troops. It was a gloriously cool 

night & an ideal one for an open air concert such as ours.  

 

Sunday Morning. We are now in the Gulf of Suez & within 18 hours we will be at anchor. The 

Gulf of “Suez” is very pretty & not very wide so we had a good view of the Arabian & Egyptian 

Coasts. Both are absolutely devoid of growth but still are very pretty.  

 

They were heading North-West to 
enter the Red Sea, and my 
understanding is that the Coast of 
Arabia would have been on their 
Starboard side, and Africa on the 
Port side. I doubt that Claude would 
have confused Africa with Arabia, or 
Port with Starboard, but rather 
accidentally wrote ‘port’ when he 
meant ‘starboard’ and vice versa. 
What do you think? Am I wrong?  
 

‘Latrine Wires’ – slang for 
wild rumours  
 



Night. It is a gloriously cool night & is very still.  

 

11. PM. The A14 has just dropped anchor in Suez. The Port looks very pretty in the distance & is 

a/c of the many lights on shore & also from the “Transports” & “Freighters” at anchor.  

 

Monday. The troops were about very early this morning to get a glimpse of the Port. They are as 

fresh & as happy as larks & eager to get ashore. As for myself I am in a sense sorry to leave our 

ship, as she has become almost a home. We were to disembark this morning but on a/c of orders 

not coming through our landing has been postponed until tomorrow morning at 9 am. There are 

many steamers as well as three “Cruisers” at anchor in the Bay. This morning a hospital ship went 

out. She turned out to be the Union Steamship Coy TSS. Maheno. She looked very smart indeed in 

her different colour paint. Several more rumours today that “Turkey” had declared seperate peace 

& that the Balkan States had entered the war on the side of the Allies. A later rumour was to the 

effect that Germany had declared peace & that the Kaiser was dead. Would it were only true. The 

rumours that come through from day to day are very funny.  

 

Tuesday All hands were up early (5 AM) preparing to disembark. The Euripides berthed at 9. AM. 

The first unit went ashore at 9.30. We (6/17) disembarked at about 12.30 PM. It was a hard job 

saying Good Bye, as even though our voyage was short I made many friends among the Ships 

Officers. At 1 PM we entrained. The trains in this country are vile. They are like horse boxes & 

have hard wooden seats which soon get very hard. The carriages hold 48 men. So it will give some 

idea of their size. As we were steaming away from Suez my chum & I signalled farewell to Mr 

Polley & the Ships Dr (Dr Temple Grey). My chums name is Cecil Stephen (Corpl). We were sorry 

to leave the ship but pleased to get out of Suez. Suez is a dirty place or rather what I saw of it. The 

water frontage is very pretty & very busy. The natives are dirty & a nuisance. The Native Police 

have the Arabs well in hand & when the Arabs come within their reach they flog them with their 

cane. That is of course if they don’t clear when he speaks. They are very frightened & when they 

see the police they clear for their lives. It is very amusing to see the natives swimming round the 

ship & diving for coins.  

 

Well, we had a lovely trip to “Le Toun”. I mean for scenery. Had the carriages been any way decent 

it would have been a lovely trip. The railway runs along the canal for a considerable distance. The 

canal is very pretty & as we were passing we saw several ships passing through. One was the Dutch 

Lines “Jan Pieterzoon Coen”. She is a fine vessel of about 12 or 14000 & much like the Orient 

steamers. We saw her in the Bay earlier in the day. We also saw a “Cruiser” making her way 

through. The country all the way is very flat but very pretty. At each station we stopped at, the 

natives were out in hundreds, many trying to sell their wares & fruit. They wont take no for an 

answer. If you attempt to chase them they go for their lives. The look of them is quite sufficient to 

refuse their wares. We also saw many of the “Ghurkas” on duty all along the line. There has been 

a bit of a rising along the canal, so now the “Ghurkas” are guarding the stations. They are a fine 

body of men & apparently well trained. As we passed they paid us a compliment by presenting 

arms. We passed a large city called “Zing a Zig” at about 6 O’Clock. We couldn’t see very much 

of the city, but what we could see appeared to be a real Eastern city with long narrow streets. At 

about 8.30 we arrived at Jei-touin, pronounced (“Gee-toon”). From there we marched to Heliopolis 

our camp. 1½ miles from the station.  

 

After fixing up our gear & seeing that the Boys were fixed up we were introduced into the Sergeants 

Mess. After a good square meal we turned in. We were up fairly early next morning & after 

breakfast we fell in for parade. After an address by the Colonel we were given the day off. We all 

went into Cairo via Heliopolis for the day. Heliopolis is only a couple of hundred yards from camp. 

It is a beautiful city. Very large & very clean. It is only about five years old & a credit to any 

country. In a sense it is really a suburb of Cairo. The buildings are large & of magnificent build & 



design. The Palace Hotel now No. 1 Australian General Hospital is a glorious place & was before 

the war to be the largest hotel in the world. It was to be a second “Monte Carlo”, but the license 

was refused.  

 

While waiting for the train we were pested with young Arabs wanting to polish our boots. They are 

very amusing. For polishing your boots they ask 5 piastres. They are frightful robbers & you never 

want to give them what they ask. I gave my Boy 1 Piastre (2½) but the usual thing is ½ a Piastre 

(1¼). The railways in this country are among the finest in the world. What we travelled in from 

Suez was 3rd Class. The 1st Class are splendid from Heliopolis to Cairo. You can go by electric 

trams. The service is splendid & reckoned to be the finest service in the world. The fare is only 1 

Piastre 1st Class and ⅓ Second. The scenery all along the line is very pretty.  

 

On arrival in Cairo we were strangers in a strange land. We went into a refreshment room and there 

engaged a guide. After buying a cane which is customary in this country, we set sail on our tour of 

inspection. (About walking canes) You can buy a beauty for two or three piasters. I bought a beauty 

for 3 Piastres. The Arab wanted 7 but they will always take half what they ask. Our first thing to 

do after engaging a guide was to hire a carriage & drive to the Cable Station & send a cable home. 

We then went to the Egyptian Bazaar & had a good look round. The Bazaar is really very 

interesting. After that we visited the Mosque. Before entering we were all supplied with slippers to 

wear inside as the Arabs hold the Mosque very sacred. The Mosque is a very large place & very 

quaint. It is 900 years old & a fine specimen of the older Egyptian workmanship. We were shown 

the tombs of the Ancient Kings. The doors are kept barred & you are allowed only to see the tomb 

through the bars. The carvings are very old & of a very pretty design. The whole place looks as 

though it will last another 100 years. Many Arabs were inside praying as we entered. They are very 

devout in their worship.  

 

After leaving the Mosque, we were driven back to our hotel. After having a rest we had lunch which 

was really good. We were really hungry (there were 10 of us) so all the good things were done full 

justice to. The meal cost only 7 piastres about 1/6 which was cheap. After lunch we dismissed our 

guide. Our jaunt round including guide, carriages & lunch cost only about 20 piastres. We spent 

the afternoon looking round on our own. I have always heard a lot about the Cities of the East. Now 

I have seen them for myself. If you want to see life come to Cairo for this is where you will see it. 

We went through the different quarters of the city. The French Quarter is very clean & also well 

laid out. A big percentage of the population are French. The better class Egyptian & Arab dress 

very well but the lower class are very dirty. The Egyptian ladies are really beautiful. They dress 

well & wear the older head dress. The Higher Class Lady wears a silk white veil from her nose to 

her chest. It is a pretty dress & help to improve the beauty of the ladies. For a person that has never 

been in Egypt it is an education for them to visit this country.  

 

Friday. Today has been a very busy one for us. We shifted camp from “Heliopolis” to “Albassia” 

about midway between Heliopolis and Cairo. It is a very fine camp at Albassia & when we get 

settled down we should be very comfortable. The Egyptian soldiers are quarted (sic.) in Barracks 

at Albassia. They are well trained & appear to be a fine body of men.  

 

Sunday 5/12/15. This is the end of my first diary. I will endeavour to keep another from now 

onward & give an account of my movements until I reach the Firing Line.  

From  

Your Loving Son  

Claude   

 

 



 

The next book that Jan Bayliss has – the blue one – starts from 7 – 6 – 1916. 

Presumably there was another book or books covering the period 5 – 12 – 1915 to 7 – 6 

– 1916 but has or have been lost, misplaced or in someone else’s possession. The 

following is information on Claude’s movements for this period as gleaned from other 

sources and covered to some extent in Finding Dugie and Claude1. Big questions are: At 

what stage and why did he stop being a Sergeant and become a Private?, and why did 

he leave Alexandria four days after the 17th Battalion and then go to Etaples, not 

catching up with his Battalion at The Front near Armentieres for a further one month?  

 
On the 12 December 1915, shortly after finishing the first book of his diary, Claude was 

hospitalized with the mumps. While in No 4 Auxiliary Hospital, Abbassia, Egypt he 

was on record as No. 2782 Sgt Schwonberg. His time in hospital would have been fairly 

short, and on 17 January 1916 he sent a postcard photograph home to his older sister, 

showing him seated on a donkey and wearing a uniform with sergeant chevrons on his 

right sleeve. On the reverse of the postcard he wrote Cairo 17/1/16 Dear Maudie. Hope 

you like this P.C. of your soldier brother & his mate Sgt O’Brien. Heaps of love to dear 

little “Bairns”. Love Claude  

The 17th Battalion had arrived in Egypt from Gallipoli on 8 January 1916. “Lts Allen 

and Smythe” and 122 others joined the Battalion on 9/1/1916, and another 16 

reinforcements joined on 19/1/1916. Lts Allen and Smythe were members of the 6th 

Reinforcements but the Nominal Roll for the 6th Reinforcements indicated there was a 

total of 276 men, including Private Claude Schwonberg. On the 5/2/1916 the C.O.’s 

Diary states “4' Reinf. 187 + 20 joined Battalion”. The Battalion strength when it left 

Gallipoli had been reduced to 22 Officers and 523 men. With the addition of 

reinforcements, 29 Officers and 966 men embarked from Alexandria for Marseilles on 

H.M.T. Arcadian and H.M.T. Crispan at 1700 hours on 17 March 1916, which is very 

close to a Battalion’s full strength. Claude however was not with them.  

Claude’s Diary for this period is missing, and the National Archives of Australia do not 

contain any of Claude’s Service Records for this period. For some unknown reason 

Claude embarked from Alexandria four days after the 17th Battalion on H.M.T. Oriana 

on 21 March, and proceeded to 2nd Division Base Depot, Etaples.  

Also at some unknown time Claude reverted to the rank of Private, although his official 

records and the Nominal Roll for the 6th Reinforcements had always shown his rank as 

Private. He does appear in a photograph of 6th Reinforcement’s NCOs as a Cpl when 

still at Liverpool under training in Australia, and in a photograph taken of him in 

Sydney at this time he is wearing Cpl rank. Then, as well as the reference above to him 

as a Sgt while in 4 Auxiliary Hospital, and the photograph of him as a Sgt on the 

Donkey at Cairo, Jan Bayliss has an original pass issued to A/C (acting) Sgt 

Schwonberg on 2/4/16 to be absent from his quarters to proceed to Etaples (presumably 

for sightseeing as this continued to be an interest for him), signed by Lt Frank A. 

Chaffey. A reasonable assumption would be that he reverted to Private on joining his 

Battalion at Bois Grenier. He was later promoted to LCpl on 1/7/1916 and Cpl on 

1/8/1917. My assumption is that he initially had the acting rank of Cpl then Sgt as a 

role-playing training technique while under training at Liverpool and also in Egypt.   
 



 Claude left Etaples after one month and joined his Battalion in the Armentieres 

region at Bois Grenier on 3rd May 1916. His Battalion had gone from Marseilles to 

Thiennes to Outtersteen then Erquingham, then into the trenches at Bois Grenier on 

10th April 1916. Actually in this area the ground was too waterlogged to dig 

trenches, and instead both sides built breastworks, lines of man-made ridges built 

upwards to shelter behind. Nonetheless they still refer to ‘going into the trenches’. 

The 19th Battalion relieved the 17th on 14th April, the 17th relieved the 19th on 19th 

April, and then were again relieved by the 19th on 22nd April. Again they swapped 

on 27th April, 2nd May, 11th May now with Claude part of the Battalion, 23rd 

May, and 3rd June. Claude’s diary continues from the 7th June, and is obviously a 

continuation of the missing diary book or books.   
 



 



Continuation of the diary from Pocket Books 7.6.16  

having a bombardment, both sides send up innumerable flares, which make the Front as light as 

day. These are fired into No Man’s Land, and have a very weird effect. The flares are used every 

night but not nearly so regularly. During a “strafe” to watch the bursting shells is a weird but 

interesting sight (bursting shrapnel especially). The concussion from the high explosive is very 

great, and is a great strain on a man’s nerves. During Monday night the Canadians made a raid on 

the German trenches & recaptured the lines of trenches they had lost a couple of nights previous. 

The Canadians are on our left and when the raid started 

we had a good view of the strafe. The artillery duel was 

very sudden, but the Canadians got their own and a little 

extra besides back. The Kaiser will have occasion to 

remember the Colonial troops for many years to come. 

About this raid I have already mentioned the total number 

of prisoners taken were 22. According to reports they 

were mere boys 16 and 17 years of age. When taken they 

were in the dugout crying. No wonder because to stand a 

heavy bombardment a person has to have a nerve of iron. 

These poor devils were dressed in rags almost. They were 

wearing civilian trousers, a sort of blue uniform coat and worn-out boots and were minus a hat. 

They were not sorry to be taken prisoner. Many were left dead in their trench as a result of the 

bombing. Such is war. From what we can gather, the Germans are heartily sick of the war and are 

longing for peace. A note is supposed to have been found in front of the 18th Batt lines on Tuesday 

night saying that peace would be proclaimed on the 16th of this month (June). Whether the Germans 

win or not, we all hope that the Huns prophecy is correct. Today, the finest officer in our Coy., 

Lieut. McBride, left us and is now with the 4th Bn. We were all sorry to lose him as he was every 

inch a soldier & a gentleman with it. Just our hard luck.  

 

Thursday. A German “Taube” has been flying over our lines and needless to say, I had a pot at him. 

In fact nearly all the boys had a shot at him as well as the machine gunners. He was too high for 

our fire to have any effect. With the exception of slight shelling on both sides, the day was quiet.   

 

 
 

WW1 ‘strafe’ meant to attack or 
bomb heavily, and was derived by 
British soldiers from the German 
‘strafen’meaning to punish. To 
"shoot up ground positions from 
low-flying aircraft" emerged in 
1942 



Friday. This will give an idea of the pleasures of a soldier.  

(1) Food. Our daily rations include 1/3 loaf of bread, small piece cheese, 1/3 tin of jam, occasionally 

a small portion of butter (about once every 3 or 4 days), Machonocies ration, 4 pieces every few 

days. Ration of Bacon? for lunch & “stew” as a rule for tea. We are allowed tea 8 times a day and 

that constitutes a soldiers daily ration.  

(2) In the trenches we cannot change our clothes or 

boots. We sleep at night with our equipment on & 

rifle & bayonet handy. In wet weather this is very 

uncomfortable. We wash and shave whenever we 

can get a chance. As for a bodily wash or sponge it is out of the question. Our spell in the trenches 

is usually for 10 or 12 days and at the end of that time we can get a bath which is eagerly rushed. 

A soldiers life is not a bed of roses”. Far from it. This morning things have been very quiet. “Fritz” 

is not saying a word. He is in for a surprise though as our platoon is carrying out a raid on his trench 

at an early ???, when we hope we will meet with success.  

 

We are sorry to say that the report of the drowning of Lord Kitchener and his staff during the great 

naval engagement has now been officially confirmed. 

His death came as a great shock to us all. The greatest 

soldier of the world died a sailor’s death, & within a 

very short time he would have seen the entire and 

absolute defeat of our enemy Germany. Such is fate. 

The Huns had been very quiet all the morning, but late 

this afternoon we gave them rather a warm time. They 

replied but not nearly up to their usual standard. 

Apparently they have lost their dash. If the reports & 

rumours that are to hand are correct, we don’t wonder at her losing her dash. It is said to be correct 

that the French have surrounded the Germans (the Crown Prince & his army) at Verdun, and also 

that the Russians have advanced over a 400 mile front a distance of six miles, capturing 40,000 

Austrians & Germans & much war material. The Bulgarians are supposed to have surrendered & 

the Turks have met with a crushing defeat. This news if correct is very cheering, & brightens our 

hopes for an early termination of the struggle which it looks as if it is about finished.  

 

Saturday. Artillery action on our side has been very active today. The German reply has been very 

weak. This morning at about 4AM a party of 65 of our battle planes made a raid over the German 

lines and destroyed a couple of enemy observation balloons. The Germans opened a heavy fire on 

our planes with their guns but without success. All our planes returned safely. It was a glorious 

sight. Over 1,000 shells were fired at them. Sights such as these are common sights.  

Monday. Yesterday was quiet with an exception of an outburst from our artillery directed on to the 

German lines directly on our right. In the afternoon on our front we sent over several rounds of 

trench mortar bombs. They fell on the German trenches & apparently done a good deal of damage. 

These bombs weigh 60lbs & are very deadly. The report from them is terrific. The Huns do not like 

these bombs & whenever they are presented with a few they reply with artillery fire. Towards dusk 

they opened up on us with high explosive shells which burst very close line without doing any 

damage. At night the 20th Battn patrol met a German patrol in front of their lines and had a hand to 

hand fight with bombs. The Germans signalled by means of coloured lights for their artillery which 

after some little time opened up with shrapnel. We retaliated, and for about half an hour things 

were lively. However, “Fritz” soon shut up & apparently received the worst of the deal. The 

remainder of the night was quiet. This duel was about 10.30PM and lasted quite a little after 11PM.  

Tuesday. Monday afternoon and night was very active. In the afternoon our artillery opened 
on our right in real earnest and gave “Fritz” a very warm time. Last night I had my first 
experience in “No Man’s Land”. I was one of a covering party over a listening post to protect 
the barbed wire workers. We went out at about 9PM & was guided to our position or post by 

Machonochies was the brand name 
of a type of tinned stew, purported 
to have meat in it.  
 

Field Marshall Lord Kitchener was 
the British Secretary for War, and 
was on board HMS Hampshire when 
it hit a mine and sank in the North 
Sea near the Orkney Islands on 5 
June 1916  
 



one of the NCOs. We laid down in a shell crater which was big enough to hold a dozen men. 
It was raining and very cold. We were laying on a waterproof in thick sticky clay & soon we 
were both soaked and covered in mud. When the German flares would go up we would keep 
our heads down so as not to be seen, but as soon as the flares died down we would renew 
our watch. At midnight we were brought in and we were not sorry as we were very cold & wet 
by this time. It is a wonderful experience in No Man’s Land. Both going out & coming in we 
had to hop the parapet & find our way through the barbed wire entanglements for close on 
100 yds. The German trenches are about 400 yds apart from ours on our front. At other places 
they are only about 70 yds.  

Early this morning we had some more “strafe”. The 1st Division were to make a raid on the 
Huns at 1AM. We were ordered to stand to arms at 12.45, & punctually at one O’Clock our 
artillery opened up with a terrific bombardment on our front to take “Fritz’s” attention away 
from the 1st Division. We had about a quarter of an hour start before the Germans returned 
our fire. He was taken completely by surprise. When the bombardment was at its height the 
din was terrible In the Bay next to the one that I am in, a shell burst & caught five young 
fellows. Four of them were terribly shattered and the 5th died about 10 minutes later. A piece 
of shrapnel hit him in the neck & cut the jugular vein. Pvte Blanche Pvte Seymour Thompson 
& Brickell : the two former belonged to my old Company the 6th Reinforcements & were very 
decent young fellows & were much liked by all. Poor chaps is all we were able to say. While 
the bombardment lasted we got it hot & strong. It was all over at 2AM much to our relief. 
These stunts are simply hell while they last & to stand them a man has to have a nerve of iron. 
On our left there was a terrific cannonading from 2 O’Clock yesterday afternoon until about 
9 O’Clock this morning. The Canadians were getting their own back on the Germans. 
Whoever survives this war is extremely lucky & should thank his maker for bringing him 
through safe & sound. It is difficult for an outsider to realize what trench warfare is like. At the 
best the conditions are rotten & the food none too plentiful. Any amount of fatigues and very 
little sleep. An average of about 5 broken hours of sleep in 24. In wet weather it is very 
miserable indeed. All the work both in defence and attack rests entirely with the infantry & 
the artillery. The other branches are well away from the firing line with the exception of the A 
in C staff. An infantry man is a real soldier & one that should never be forgotten. His one 
privilege allowed is to growl & then take full advantage of it.  

Wednesday. Had a little more strafe yesterday afternoon. “Fritz” sent over a plentiful supply of 

shrapnel & “Coal Boxes” as well as a few “whiz bangs”. Similar to the French 75 only not nearly 

as effective. Although no damage was done still there was some narrow escapes. I was standing 

behind cover when I heard a ??? shell coming & naturally ducked: the shell fell very close about 7 

or 8 yds away & burst in a Parados immediately behind the parapet. The explosion was very great. 

Another shell hit our dugout but without damage. Altogether things were lucky. So much so that 

we had to go without our sleep as it wasn’t advisable to lay down in the dugouts as during shelling 

they are not safe. In wet weather the shells haven’t the same effect as when it is fine. When the 

earth is soft it is far safer as the shells force their way into the earth a fair distance & fail to explode. 

With the exception of a cold wet night everything was very quiet. What makes this game so 

uncomfortable is that a person has to continually work & sleep in his clothes. We are not even 

supposed to take our boots off. Consequently we are continually in wet clothes & wet muddy boots. 

Even our blanket is nearly always wet. A person who complains of hardship after this little lot 

deserves to be put on bread & water for six months. This is the lot that would do the shirkers & 

cold footers in Australia a lot of good. It would probably make men of them.  

 



Thursday. A quiet night along the whole front last night. Was just as well as it was wet & cold & 

far from pleasant. “Stand to arms” we all received a ration of rum to help keep the cold out. We 

should get this every morning but unfortunately we do not. This morning being the third since 

coming to the trenches. This morning was quiet but at dinner time things livened up considerably. 

Our artillery played havoc with “Fritz’s” front line & supports & it was only to be expected that he 

would retaliate which he did. Fortunately for us he hasn’t got our range otherwise things would be 

lively. Several shells however fell & were very close & in fact too close to be pleasant. One shell 

especially fell just in front of our parapet. The report was deafening and caused the ground to 

vibrate very much indeed. We heard a rumour today that our next front is at Ypres with the 

Canadians. It is a very warm corner there & will no doubt shake us up a good deal. But it will take 

more than “Fritz” to bluff us. He will find us ready for him. In the trenches today the daylight 

saving scheme came into force. All our watches were put on one hour which gives us a little more 

daylight for fatigues. As it is we do not seem to get enough. Apparently however we expect to come 

out on Saturday & how delighted we will be to get a decent wash & change our clothes, also a little 

decent rest. The continued broken sleep & strain plays too much on a man’s nerves. May the war 

soon end is the sincere wish & prayer of all concerned.  

 

Friday. Last night we were out in No Man’s Land, this time one of a wiring party. The experience 

out there is fine. The place has fascination when it is quiet it is alright but if the Germans are using 

their machine guns it is none too pleasant. However we had a very quiet night. Things warmed up 

quite considerably on both sides this afternoon, “Fritz” pumped his shells hot & heavy into the right 

company (being A Company) & later transferred his attention to the left company (D Company). 

He didn’t do very much harm however, although several of his shells were very close. Several went 

immediately over the top of our dugout and exploded less than 20 feet away. They were the 

Germans 77 shells similar to the French 75 and not nearly as quick & efficient. These whiz bangs 

are mostly shrapnel & if they burst overhead we stand a chance of avoiding a wound in the head 

on account of wearing the shrapnel proof helmet. They are made of steel & are very good. When 

ordinary shrapnel explodes the charge is thrown forward & sideways & is effective 250 yds in front 

& about 30 yds sideways. With high explosive shrapnel the charge shoots back as well as forward 

& is very much more effective & also dreaded. There is very little chance for any body if it explodes 

overhead. As I am writing the Germans are sending high luddite shrapnel over the 20th Battn lines. 

The smoke from these shells is very thick and yellow & the fumes are vile (sulphur).  

 

Saturday 17th. Quite a lot to record today. At about 11 O’Clock (whistle time) last night a terrific 

bombardment was opened up by the New Zealanders on our left (near Armentieres). They were 

making a raid on the German trenches. It was some time before the Germans replied. The 

bombardment was furious while it lasted (about 11/2 hours. One continuous clang of heavy 

artillery. The din was terrific. The Huns are not nearly so clever with their artillery as the Allies & 

they soon shut up. The Australians and N. Zealanders (or “ANZACS” as we are now called) have 

proved themselves expert artillerymen and well “Fritz knows it to his sorrow. We have seen our 

shells lob right into the enemy trenches especially the trench mortars. More than “Fritz” can do to 

ours thank heavens. When these mortars explode they send everything flying. Yesterday our 

observers saw one of these shells explode fair in their trench & immediately afterwards a dugout 

or rather pieces of it & a German go flying into the air. Sights such as these are common sights, 

only “Fritz” generally goes up in pieces. When America joined the Battalion we were fighting the 

Bavarians and Prussian Guards. Now we are fighting the Saxons who themselves are peaceable 

enough. When the Prussians were in they were continually looking for trouble & they got it too. 

They all get it now. The Germans put such notices as these outside their barbed wire.  

The Saxons here will leave you alone if you leave “us alone”, & so they would too but this is war 

and none of them must be given any quarter. A couple of other notices were “Advance Australia if 

you can” & why strafe so hard when peace is so near. Notices such as these are common. To irritate 

us the Huns have a band in their trenches & played our patriotic airs. This is on good authority. 



Their little joke was soon turned to sorrow as our artillery soon dispersed them and I have no doubt 

they changed their tune to the Dead March. When the English Tommies were here this was a very 

quiet front & troops were generally sent here to get broken in. Now they get broken up since the 

Australians came here. We have made the fighting on their front & it is now as lousy almost as any 

of them. The French themselves admit this.  

 

More about last night or rather early this morning. I came on watch about midnight and at about 1 

AM I detected the gas alarm away on our left. I awoke the corporal & told him. Soon afterwards 

we could hear it becoming plainer along the front. Gas is detected by means of the Strombush Horn. 

We get orders to put our gas masks on turban fashion & to stand by. The wind was in the Germans 

favour but before we could have got the gas it would have had to cross their lines. These alarms 

generally travel 30 or 35 miles before they finish. It is fatal up to 9,000 yds & effective up to 15,000 

yds & at 20,000 yds helmets must be worn & it can be smelt at 35,000 yds so it can be seen it is 

not a thing to play with. When first it was used on the Canadians they had 20,000 casualties. Had 

the Germans realized the effect it had they could have walked over Europe. Fortunately though 

they did not & now with the use of helmets the casualties if any are very slight. As far as we could 

judge the attack last night was again on the Canadians at Ypres. We could hear the din of a violent 

artillery duel which signified that there was a desperate attack taking place. At 2AM we heard a 

second alarm but it didn’t reach us. We were allowed to turn in until stand to at 3AM. The 

bombardment lasted all night but now 10.30AM everything is peaceable enough. The Canadians 

are glorious fighters & their names will forever remain in history. They are heroes every one of 

them.  

 

At noon today we had a very fine view of an air duel between three of our machines and two 

Taubes. The German planes had the advantage owing to their superior speed. The battle lasted for 

fully half an hour when at the end of that time the Taubes cleared off to their base for their natural 

(?). It was a fine fight while it lasted. The nose dives and volplaning of the airman was very clever 

& presented a very pretty sight. After “Fritz” cleared off his land friends opened fire on our airman 

but their firing was very wild. Our machines manoeuvred round for some time and appeared to 

drop about half a dozen bombs. The day otherwise was pretty quiet.  

 

Sunday. Last night we were relieved by the 19th Battalion at about 10PM. We had 14 good solid 

days in the firing line & we were not sorry to be relieved. Directly we came out of the firing line 

we were taken with supports & put on engineers fatigues. It was not for long for at 1AM we finished 

& marched off in single file for the billets. We turned in at 2.30AM & what a relief to get undressed. 

It was quite a change after sleeping & working in our clothes & equipment.  

 

We had a good rest & got up this morning at 10 O’Clock. So far the day has been rather quiet. 

“Fritz” has been sending a few shells over in the hope of finding our batteries but I don’t think he 

met with much success.   

 

Tuesday. Yesterday morning at 1AM our artillery opened a terrific bombardment on the German 

trenches. In the early morning it sounded almost deafening. All day long a steady fire was kept up 

by both parties. For every shell “Fritz” sends over we send three in return. 11AM this morning the 

cannonade continues. “Fritz” has just set fire to the steeple of a very fine church in Armentiere. 

The cowardly Huns seem to delight in this kind of warfare. We can see the burning steeple very 

plainly from our billets and it presents a pitiable sight. I have seen one or two very fine churches 

reduced to a heap of pitiable ruins. They always are paid back in double when they descend to such 

low & unprincipled actions. The Huns they have no regard whatever for anything sacred. We have 

just returned from a bath parade. We all needed one very badly indeed as it was nearly 3 weeks 

since our last. These parades are a God-send. During our absence the Huns completed their little 

days work by putting a shell through C Companies billets (Machine Gun Section) & causing a lot 



of damage. 3 men were killed & 11 or 12 wounded. Two were wounded seriously. They are a 

cowardly lot of dags. This was at about 4 in the afternoon. C Company is billeted not very far from 

us & on the road to a little village called Floarbein. The village where the Huns destroyed the 

church is called P’aimee very close to Armentieres.  

 

Wednesday. Last night I was on engineers fatigues with the Coy & after duty was helping to build 

new support trenches. The engineers would not allow us to do so very much as their time was up 

as it was their last night & as we get nothing else but fatigue they gave us a spell. The engineer 

sapper that I was with is a marine engineer & was for some time in the Adelaide Coy’s steamer 

‘Grantala’ and knew many of my friends. We commenced work at 9PM & finished at 4 AM this 

morning. When we were leaving the trenches & on our way home our artillery opened a very lively 

bombardment on the Huns. The guns were very close to where we were & we got the full force of 

the din. An artillery duel is almost deafening at times. These artillery actions are every day 

occurrences now especially for the past month we have been putting them over night & day.  

 

Today my old pal Cecil Stephen transferred from D Company to Divisional Headquarters as typist 

having secured a position with Division. I will miss Cec very much as we have been pals & have 

always been together since the day of our enlistment. In many ways my old pal was very “Boyish” 

& many times I have had to talk him into doing many things & not to take too many risks. Cec 

would always listen to me because he realised that I knew a little more about matters military than 

he did. All the same he was a very solid & genuine little pal & already I miss him very much. I 

thought that my one true pal Bob Wood would partly fill the breach caused through Cec going to 

headquarters but to my sorrow Bob has already proved that he is not a friend & is not the same Bob 

that I knew when we were both Sergeants in Egypt. To get on with him a person has to conform to 

all his ways whether they are right or wrong & also now being of unequal rank makes it all the 

harder to agree. Being of an independent disposition I could not bring myself down to crawl to any 

man for their friendship be they a Private or a Colonel. I acted very surely in transferring to another 

Section and am in No. 1 Section. I am quite happy. The boys in our platoon (No. 13) are a very fine 

lot & we get on very well together. We have two very fine sergeants in charge of us: Sergt Will 

Hood of Redfern & Sergt Clive Brindley of Mosman. They are fine young fellows & look after us 

very well and as a result they are extremely popular.   

 

Thursday Last night we were on fatigue as usual from 9PM until 2.30AM this morning. These 

fatigues are very constant & are past a joke. But the work has to be done & as time goes on the 

more we get used to them. The walk to & from the trenches is about the worst part of the game. 

From the billets to the support in rear of the firing line is about 3 miles. From the Reserves to the 

firing line the “saps” & bridges are all named after different places such as Shaftesbury Avenue, 

Tramway Avenue, “Park Road”, Moat Farm Avenue, London Bridge, Pyrmont Bridge, Piccadilly 

Circus, Princes Street & other places known as “Jock’s Joy”, Water Farm and so on. Our trenches 

are Some Swank. Today since early morning has been one continual artillery action both at aircraft 

& the Huns & their trenches. “Fritz” has been very busy all day, but we give him much more than 

he gives us & he is only too pleased to shut up but before our artillery eases down they always have 

their say.  

 

This afternoon we, the last Reinf. to join up in France were lined up for the purpose of being 

inoculated. The “Ghurka” as the Doctor is called soon fixed us up. It is now close on 8PM & already 

our arms are very sore. I know mine is that is enough for me.  

 

Saturday 24th. Yesterday I had a rough time suffering from the aftereffects of inoculation. My arm 

still very sore but the inward effect has worn off. Artillery action rather severe all day. A few 

aeroplane shells fell very close to out billets & exploded deep in the ground without doing the least 

damage. Had a very violent thunderstorm in the afternoon. It lasted about an hour & was very 



severe. The rain came down in torrents & very soon the mud round our billets was ankle deep & 

the creeks were running a bunker. It is very ??? & uncomfortable in these parts when it rains. How 

we all long for the comfort of our homes. The hardships of a soldier are many and at times are hard 

to bear. So far today very little has happened worth recording. I forgot to make a note of a “gas 

attack” lodged by the Huns against the gallant Canadians at Ypres on Thursday last. They sent over 

several clouds of poisonous gas but fortunately the casualties were not heavy thanks to the prompt 

use of the gas helmets. The use of gas by the Germans is a low form of warfare.  

 

Monday. Yesterday was a day of great aerial activity. They kept the enemies anti-aircraft guns busy 

but that was all. It was anything but an ideal day for flying but our airmen were very daring & gave 

the Huns a very annoying time. A couple of Taubes came over but they didn’t stay long. They 

never do as they think it is wiser over their own lines & well out of danger. Our airmen brought 

one Taube down & also dropped bombs on one of their observation balloons & very soon destroyed 

it. It was a very pretty sight to watch the falling bombs from the aeroplanes. The sky over the 

German lines was very heavily overcast & when the bombs were falling in the clouds they appeared 

explode & cause the clouds to burst causing rain to fall in torrents. A sight like yesterday afternoon 

may not happen again. It was a wonderful sight.  

 

Artillery action was rather quiet along our front last night: about midnight our Brigade carried out 

a very successful raid on the Germans. They had a covering fire from our heavy guns. Our artillery 

opened with a terrific bombardment; which lasted for about an hour. The Germans replied but 

compared to ours their fire was very weak. The air was filled with the roar of artillery & the reports 

of bursting shells. In this game a person carries his life in his hands every minute. It is all a terrific 

strain on a man’s nerves. Late this afternoon, a couple of our aeroplanes flew over the enemy lines 

& dropped bombs on their observation balloons. They accounted for three of them within the space 

of a quarter of an hour. The bombs were very accurately aimed & almost as soon as they struck 

their mark the balloons were a mass of flames. “Fritz” has lost many of these sausages within the 

last couple of months. We had a good view of the whole affair from our billets. It was fine to hear 

our boys cheer as each one burst with flames.  

 

Tuesday. Last night at 9 0’Clock the Germans opened a terrific bombardment on our front & 

attempted a raid on one of the sectors. They were not successful & had to be content with a plentiful 

supply of shrapnel & heavy shells from our artillery. We gave “Fritz” a very warm time indeed for 

an hour or so. About 11.30PM our artillery opened up with a heavy fire on the enemy just to let 

them know we were still alive.  

 

Towards early morning we opened up again hot & heavy. The 18th Battalion raided the enemy 

trenches which proved to be very successful. These raids and heavy bombardments are a nightly 

occurrence now. The days too are very lively.  

 

Thursday. The day has been rather quiet, but last night there was another very heavy bombardment 

over the whole of our front between St-Eloi and La Raissel. It was particularly heavy along our 

sectors (Australians). The 1st Division (AIF) on our right carried off a very successful raid. The 

Germans answered our artillery fire but it was very weak. Our fire was very heavy indeed; and was 

kept up the whole night through. Today we are having a easy day. Tonight we are going back to 

‘Stonebegge’ for a short spell. It will be a change from the shot & shell at least.  

 

Friday. Here we are in billets about 6 or 7 miles behind the firing line. We left our billets at Canteen 

Farm at 10.00 last night & at one O’Clock this morning we reached our new quarters. Last night 

along our front was very active. The artillery was exceptionally busy. Our boys were to carry off 

seven raids on the Huns. Yesterday the great British offensive started. Latest reports state that our 

boys were doing very well. “Fritz” will get more than he wants now. He will get a little & a bit 



more of his own back. The end of the war is now in sight. The Germans are beaten. This afternoon 

was very busy in the air as our fleet of 20 aeroplanes was out searching. It was a very pretty sight 

indeed.  

 

Sunday. Since Friday, nothing very startling or exciting has happened. One incident though is worth 

recording. On Sunday morning one of our battle planes engaged a “Taube” at a great height. Our 

plane eventually had to volplane to earth apparently owing to engine trouble. Fortunately he landed 

safely. Since coming out of the trenches we have been kept on the move. The work we are doing 

is fine & has brushed us up wonderfully. A little drill ‘keeps a person fit & well’. On Saturday 

afternoon our platoon beat No. 14 Platoon on a test march of 3 miles. We covered this distance in 

38 minutes against 45 minutes. Sunday morning we had a Battalion church parade at Battalion 

Headquarters at Crois-De-Bac a distance of only about ½ mile from our present billets. Our 

Chaplain Capt. Ferine delivered a very fine address. The 17thBattalion Brass Band supplied the 

music. The parade was very fine.  

 

On Monday afternoon we had another test march with full packs over the same ground as on 

Saturday. We tied with 14 Platoon, time 45 minutes. After the parade our Platoon Commander, Lt 

Ronald challenged 14 Platoon Lt McKenzie to a friendly competition. Same to take place the 

following day (Tuesday). We were judged by LtCol Martin, Major Travers, Capt Johnson and 

Major Maughan. We were declared the winners with a very fair margin of points. Amongst the 

officers many friendly wagers were made. Our O/C treated us all to a little refreshment. The little 

competition has led to bigger things. Challenges were sought in every company of the Battalion. 

Each Company to have a picked squad of the best men in the Company.  22 men 2 Cpls & 1 Sgt, 

25 men all told. I am one of the squad. We should carry off the honours.  

 

Saturday. On Thursday morning the competition between the different Companies. The whole of 

the Battalion being present to witness the competition. LtCol Martin Major Travers Capt. Johnson 

were the judges. Bgdr General Holmes & party were also present. Result: ‘A’ Company 1st 90 pts 

‘C’ & ‘D’ Companies 2nd 89½ pts ‘B’ 3rd & Headquarters last. The decision wasn’t the best as ‘D’ 

Coy was favoured until the result was given out. However only ½ point divided us & we were 

satisfied. We are confident of carrying off 1st place at any competition or at any time ‘A’ Coy 

wishes it. Yesterday (Friday) we were inoculated a second time. We got a full issue too & today 

we are all suffering from the after effects. I have been off colour all day.  

 

Rumoured today that we are likely to make off at anytime, destination unknown. We only know 

that within a short time we will be in the thick of the whole business.  

 

I have just received my first promotion (Lance Corporal). It is a start & promotion now should be 

fairly rapid.  

 

Sunday 9th July. Received marching order this morning. Destination unknown. Left billets at 11AM 

with full pack up. The day was glorious. We passed through glorious country. The first town we 

passed through was Steenewierck, rather a large place. We rested here for about 10 minutes. After 

marching for some considerable time we halted for lunch about (40 minutes). At 6.30PM we arrived 

at our billets about 1½ miles outside a village called ‘Strasreete’. The distance covered for the day 

between 12 & 15 miles. All hands very tired & hungry.  

 

Monday 10th July. After a good night’s rest we continued on our journey march very heavy & 

tiresome. At lunch time we rested for 1½ hours. It was greatly appreciated. Many of the boys 

complaining of sore & blistered feet. Shortly after we resumed our march I was forced to give up 

my pack & equipment owing to Blight & heart trouble. Kept up with our Company and was very 



pleased when we halted for the night in billets at Erquingham a small village about 6 miles from 

Renepoure a fairly large & decent town. Marched 15 miles today.  

 

Tuesday 11th. Left again at noon today for St. Omer distant about 11 kilos (roughly about 8 or 9 

miles).  Marching much more pleasant passed through large town called “Alk”. All hands in high 

spirits. At 3PM we arrived at “St. Omer” a very large & pretty city. We entrained here at 4PM. All 

troops in trucks. I was very fortunate. Our truck was very overcrowded so I was taken out & put in 

charge of 6 men in a ‘Second class carriage & was very comfortable. We were very pleased to get 

into the train as it was a little rest for me. Since Sunday we covered at least 35 miles. The country 

all along the route was a perfect picture. The scenery along the line too was very fine (we passed 

through Calais at 6PM Boulogne at 8PM. We stayed a few mins. At Boulogne which enabled us to 

get a glimpse of the city. It is a very big place & is also a busy one. It is right on the coast (English 

Channel). The harbour was full of shipping & everywhere appeared to be all bustle. The Australian 

Base Hospital is here & as we passed through a few of the nurses cheered us. It was grand to hear 

the old familiar “Coo-ee”. At about 10PM we passed through Etaples also on the coast & near the 

pretty seaside town I have mentioned already shortly after I arrived in France (Paris Plage).  

 

Wednesday 12th. Reached our train journeys end at 2AM. We detrained at about 2.15AM & 

discovered that we were in Amiens in the Somme & Arras district. We commenced our march 

again at 2.30AM until 7AM to pass through the city. “Amiens” is a magnificent city & is very 

prettily laid out: little canals & boats are everywhere. The streets are wide & have an Avenue of 

trees on both sides. On the main part of the city the buildings are new & up to date. It is by far the 

largest city we have been in since coming to France. Also we have the honour of being the first 

Australian troops to pass through “Amiens”. Even at the early hour people where everywhere at 

windows & doors to see us pass by. At 8AM we arrived at our billets Argoeuves about 10 miles 

from Amiens Station. We were all foot sore, tired & hungry having been for practically 24 hours 

without rations. Needless to say we had a jolly good meal as soon as we got to our billets. After a 

good wash we turned in for a little sleep but as our blankets were taken from us on Tuesday night 

our sleep was not as comfortable as it might have been. In the evening a few of us went for a swim 

in a running creek (fresh water). It was a good refresher. At night we took a stroll into “Somme” a 

little village 1½ miles from billets. On our way home we bought a supply of lettuce, radishes & 

eschallots from a farm, 1 Franc worth. Serving for two good meals for 4 of us. It was quite a 

delightful change to our normal rations.  

 

Monday 17 July. Yesterday at noon we left our billets Argoeuves & reached the village of 

“Cardonette”, 7½ miles away at 3PM. After a heavy pressed march late in the afternoon I went 

down to the village of Allonville with my friend CPL Briaden. Little “Cardonette” is a real 

starvation village. We are always on the move and are known as the mobile flying column. It is 

right to the letter.  

 [My map – GT] 

 

Wednesday 19th. Yesterday we left Cardonette at 1.30PM for Rubempre about 6 miles distance. 

On the way we passed through the village of Bainville & Pierregolt. Arrived at our billets at 3PM. 

The march was heavy but fortunately the roads were good. We are now in the war zone again and 



for the first couple of days we have heard the guns going hammer & tongs. The aeroplanes too are 

very busy & all kinds are to be seen. Mono-planes, bi-planes & Wahbin planes. They are easily 

told to what nation they belong by their distinguishing marks. British red white & blue, French blue 

white & red, Belgium black yellow & red & Boch Maltese cross.  

 

Thursday 20th. This morning we left Rubempre at 9.15AM and arrived at “Marloy-Baillon” at a 

little after noon (8 miles). It was a very hot & weary march. We came through three villages before 

arriving at our billets. The villages are very old & quaint.  The route through was very pretty as is 

all the French country. The farms & fields are a picture. Many ancient windmills are to be seen also 

water mills such as in Holland. They are mostly used for grinding corn & wheat for flour. Some of 

the mill wheels are very large & are driven by water power form lochs & canals. A word about our 

billets. They are very rough & are generally barns & farm outhouses & some far from comfortable. 

None of us will be sorry to be back to our homes & comfort.  

 

It is heartbreaking to see the continuous stream of wounded coming in to the hospital opposite our 

billet. Many of them are soldiers who have been gassed by gas shells. I saw several German 

wounded among them being a German officer. The Australians are in action on this front now & 

the wounded are beginning to arrive. We are now in the livelier part of the front. It is in the Somme 

district at Albert. We are at present 10 miles behind the enemy lines & can hear nothing but our 

continuous bombardment. We are now packed up & are awaiting orders to march towards the firing 

line at any minute. Today Saturday I attended a class for instruction in the Lewis automatic machine 

gun. The “Lewis” is a wonderful gun for a regular death dealer. It can fire 47 rounds in 4 seconds.  

Sunday 23rd. We are now bivouacked in Albert & within four miles of the front line. We left Warby 

Bailleau yesterday afternoon and reached here at 8.30PM & marched about 7 miles. Albert was 

right in the possession of the Germans but it is now in ours. It is a very much battered town. The 

once magnificent cathedral is now a pitiful mess. On the tower is a bronze statue of the Madonna 

& child. Once it was upright but now it is hanging head downwards with the arms outstretched 

grasping the figure of the child. Owing to it being above the skyline & in the line of fire one of the 

Royal Engineers climbed the tower at great danger under very heavy shell fire & put a charge of 

explosive under the figure & that accounts for the present position. For this brave act he won the 

“VC”. High church towers & steeples are too great a mark for artillery & have to be destroyed. 

This one in Albert was destroyed sometime in 1915. We are now on the most active front of the 

lot. In a day or two will be in the thick of it. Our job is to hop the parapet with fixed bayonets & 

charge the German lines. Last night the 1st & 3rd Bde of the 1st Aust Division went over at last report 

stated that they were doing splendidly & had captured the position they set out to take. The 

casualties taking everything into consideration were not heavy. Day in & day out is nothing but 

one continual bombardment which is simply terrific. Last night especially was very heavy. The 

whole of the Heavens were a mass of fire caused by the artillery bombardment. The sight although 

weird was glorious.  

This morning we had a church parade & during the service several of “Fritz’s” shells fell on the 

town not very far from us.  

 

Tuesday 25th. On Sunday night at 8PM 100 men & NCOs with 2 officers received word to get their 

equipment on (full battle order). I was one of the NCOs with the party. We had to report to Brigade 

Headquarters & then had to proceed to the firing line to carry ammunition to the 1st Brigade who 

are in the front line. We marched through Albert & we were all greatly impressed with the sight 

that we saw. Albert is a lovely large town & once was no doubt a very pretty one. It is well laid out 

but now after the continually hammering it has received from the German artillery it presents a 

very pitiable sight. The cathedral on close inspection is a perfect wreck. That figure on the tower 

looks from the street has a very appealing appearance. The arms are outstretched and are holding 

the child as if appealing to someone to take it in their arms. The distance from Albert to the firing 

line is about 6 miles or perhaps seven. More like the latter distance. On our way we passed several 



batches of 10 & 12 & sometimes 15 German prisoners they w??? op??? ??? but showed ??? ??? 

??? that is all that could be expected as it is almost impossible for troops to live under our artillery 

fire.  

 

At 11PM on Sunday night we started on our fatigues. We had to carry ammunition, water & rations 

from Gordon’s Dump to the firing line in the village that the 1st Division captured the night before. 

Owing to very heavy shrapnel fire we were unable to go further than the Dressing Station. Part of 

our journey was under the fire so we had to go in short stages & take cover as best we could. On 

the way we passed several of our own units men all dead. At 3.30AM we laid down in the open for 

a little rest & after a few hours sleep we were refreshed & ready to commence another day to assist 

our boys in the front line. This time our work was to go right up but as the enemy fire was very 

heavy & concentrated along the road we had to pass we were only able to go halfway, to what is 

known as the Chalk Quarry. We had to travel across about 400 yds of open country & it is nothing 

short of a miracle that none of us were hit. After dinner we made a start with the rations from Chalk 

Quarry to the village. We had gone about 250 yds under heavy fire but received orders to go back 

to the Quarry as it was to be the dump. It is heartbreaking to see the number of dead lying about. 

So ??? horrible sights & frightfully mutilated. All of them were given a proper burial yesterday 

afternoon by 2 Chaplains of the 1st Divn & the Pioneers. The Chaplains assisted in the burying of 

these heroes by carrying the bodies to ??? the graves. Capt. Chaplain McKenzie who wore the 

Military Cross for work done during the ??? charge at Lone Pine (Gallipoli). He is a true soldier & 

works nobly as a stretcher bearer which is one of the most trying jobs in the field. A stretcher bearer 

is a hero. That is the least that could be said of them.  

 

Many prisoners were brought in during the day & all expressed their delight at being captured. 

Amongst their number were several officers (one a Colonel) who stated that the Australian artillery 

was wonderful & the Aust. Infantry splendid. He also said that he was full of the war & was glad 

to be out of it. Another wounded prisoner said that it was murder & hell to be under our 

bombardment. The country that we are now in is the same country that the Germans held on the 

30th June of this year. Now they are back over 3 miles on one position of the front & nearly sit on 

another where the Tommies are. That is adjoining our position. They are now completely driven 

out of the village of Pozieres which is now in the hands of the Australians. The Tommies made two 

attempts previously to take this position but were unfortunately unsuccessful. The village is a heap 

of ruins only the walls & portion of the walls of the houses left. The village of Contalmaison on 

the right of Pozieres has suffered even greater damage. The Germans are well behind Contalmaison 

– never again will it be in their hands. Not in this war at least. The German trenches here were 

wonderfully constructed & the dugouts are more like homes. They are at least 30 ft deep and some 

are beautifully fitted out. They have two stories & are fitted with everything of need from a single 

to a double bed. Even to a library. They are well constructed & are absolutely shellproof. Some are 

even fitted with shell proof doors. A person who has not seen these would scarcely believe that 

were such places. It is impossible to go into some of the dugouts on account of the number of 

German dead lying about. The stench is terrible.  

 

A few hundred yards from where we are is a huge crater. It is near the once known village of Le 

Bouelle. It was a strong redoubt of the Germans (machine guns). On the 1st July the Tommies blew 

it up. The mine crater is at least 100 ft deep & is about 250 ft across. It is a wonderful sight & ??? 

is to be seen. Simple little graves of our brave British Tommies & many of the half buried dead. 

Some of them Germans. With the continual rain the graves have become washed away. You can 

tell the Germans by their grey uniforms. It is marvellous how the Tommies beat the Huns in the 

blowing up of the mine. They hadn’t a second to waste as the Huns were mining in the same place 

& were almost ready to blow it up, but our boys were first.  

 



It is a pretty sight to see the trenches here as they are all pure white (chalk trenches). This is 

afterwards & we are already waiting to proceed to the front line to relieve the 1st Division or the 1st 

Brde. Tonight we will be in the thick of it & may we do as well as the 1st Bgde. Ours is the 5th & a 

good Brigade it is too & is commanded by “Brigadier General Holmes. The artillery today has been 

very heavy. All through last night and today the bombardment has been terrific. All the ground 

here for miles around is a mass of churned earth. Scarcely a yard of unbroken ground remains. 

Unexploded German shells are lying everywhere in hundreds. That is on the surface only.  

 

Friday 28th. Since my last entry things have been very lively indeed. On Tuesday night our Brigade 

(the 5th) went into the front line. The 17th Battalion relieving the 3rd Battalion. Portion of my 

Company (100 men)(13 & 15 platoons) being told off to remain at Gordon’s Dump a little in rear 

of the firing line to carry ammunition, bombs & water & rations for the boys in the front line. 

Considerable risk & danger is attached to this job as the country that we have to travel over is very 

open in many parts & is always exposed to a very heavy artillery fire from the Germans. Portion 

of the distance is called Deadman’s Gully & a very good name it is too for this particular part. My 

part of the business is very risky. I am a guide (one of four) & our duty is to guide parties up 

whenever called upon (night or day).  

 

Our boys had a very rough time of it on Wednesday. I had to go to Battalion Headquarters on an 

errand on Wednesday. That was at mid-day. Things were fairly quiet there. Headquarters are only 

about 250 or 300 yds in rear of the firing line. It was in the afternoon that the boys got it very rough.  

 

About 4PM in the afternoon the Munster Fusiliers (British Tommies) who are joined up with our 

Battalion went across to the German trenches on a bombing expedition. The 17th was called upon 

to assist in the raid. It was very lively while it lasted. Many of the ration party who had taken the 

boys tea up to them had to assist in the raid by carrying water & bombs. Our boys captured the 

trench they were after but at a very heavy cost. The next thing was to hold it which they did. During 

the raid our Major was wounded as was also one of our Lieutenants (Lt McKenzie) but his wound 

was only very slight. Our Band Sergt. (Sgt Major Rockalily) who was with the Major & Lieut. 

McKenzie was unfortunately killed. The losses in my own Company were very heavy. The same 

night I had to go to the firing line with a party carrying the boys rations. We left the dump shortly 

before 9PM & arrived at the front at midnight considerably overdue.   We had to pass through a 

very narrow communications sap a good part of the way, the other part being open country. We 

were under a very heavy fire the whole distance. Shrapnel & high explosive falling everywhere. 

Many shells falling within a very short distance of us. Flying shrapnel going in all directions. It 

was only our good luck that none of us were hit. In these narrow trenches it is impossible to get 

decent cover. When we reached the Battalion they were very busy having a go at “Fritz’ with 

bombs. We gave the rations tea & stew to the Company we were detailed to (C Company). The 

boys were hungry & greatly appreciated their tea or rather midnight supper. Rations finished we 

helped the boys by carrying bombs, water & flares. They were fighting for one of the German 

trenches. They worked like heroes all night & at five O’Clock on Thursday morning the trench was 

theirs. They threw 100,000 Mills bombs. The most effective & deadly of this lot. It was a hellish 

night & one that I won’t easily forget. Shrapnel was flying in all directions from the enemy. Shortly 

before 5 O’Clock I received a blow on the foot from a heavy piece of shrapnel. Fortunately it fell 

flat. It was my left foot near the joint of the middle toe. It is slightly painful but that is nothing. Our 

losses for Wednesday night were again very heavy. The greater part of the number fortunately were 

wounds. The trenches here are only huge shell holes rebuilt & afford very little protection. Half the 

time the fighting takes place in shell holes & in the open. This front is a living hell & anyone who 

comes safely through can only thank God for his protection from harm. The artillery here never 

ceases day or night. It is one everlasting din. The reports from the guns are terrific. The continual 

strain on our nerves is very great & a person has to be strong to stand it all. The sights too that one 

sees on the battlefield. “Ugh” they are awful. Australian, British & German soldiers are lying 



everywhere. Many of them unburied and half buried. Some of the sights are terrible & 

heartbreaking. It is impossible to bury the dead. The stench from them is awful. “Ugh” I will not 

soon forget the sights. Dead horses too are lying about. Some of them harnessed to their limbers. 

One of our aeroplanes is a broken mess behind our lines. It was brought down by the enemy & for 

their trouble one of our airmen brought one of theirs down the same day. This was just before we 

arrived.  

 

Yesterday I spent resting. The strain of the day & the night before being too much. However the 

day, although rough was considered a little quieter than usual. That was as far as the German 

artillery was concerned. Ours was as active as ever. Last night about half a dozen “Taubes” were 

up scouting & before they had time to come over very far they were spotted by our fastest planes 

& the Huns on being chased beat a hasty retreat. This kind of thing is quite characteristic of “Fritz”. 

Nowadays their infantry is noted for it when our boys go over “Fritz” goes for his life.  

 

Cases have come to light-in the charge made by the First Division of the Australians of the German 

machine gunners being strapped & chained to their guns. This report is official. Also that the 

Germans on our ??? since our boys have been on the front they have started to come across to our 

lines carrying a flag of truce. When our men went across to meet them & take them prisoner the 

Germans laid flat on their stomachs & the machine guns from their trenches opened fire on our 

party with the result that our boys were simply mown down. The dirty cowards. Then they have 

the hide to squeal Kamerade & plead for mercy. The bayonet is the best form of mercy for such 

swine. They also fire on our ‘Red Cross’ & stretcher bearers.  

 

Saturday. Last night we received word from Brigade to join our Company ??? the front line 

immediately as we were to make a charge before morning. Shortly after seven O’Clock we ??? 

remaining platoon of our Company were on our way to the front line. We had to very ??? along the 

main sap. The Germans shelled it the whole way. Fortunately we had no casualties. Arrived at the 

front line about 9.30PM & were shown our position & the trench we were to take (NCOs in charge 

of platoons). Our Company’s (D) duty was to dig a communication trench from the German front 

line back to our own. We were to go over in five lines in waves. As ‘B’ Company were the attacking 

party, C reinforcements & covering party & D 5th line to do the digging. The worst job of the lot. 

At 11.30PM our artillery opened with a hellish bombardment which lasted for about an hour. The 

Germans replied with a terrific fire at about 12.30AM. The artillery lifted to enable us to charge. 

The 5th 6th 7th Brigades taking part over different fronts of course. We hopped the parapet as soon 

as the bombardment eased off & made for the German lines in the face of a murderous machine 

gun fire. It was simply hell. Many of the boys of my own Company were hit as soon as they hopped 

the parapet. Some slight wounds some serious & many killed. Each of the Companies in every 

Battalion in the Brigade suffered heavy losses. The dead are lying everywhere.  

 

This morning at daylight revealed the true effect of the nights work. Unfortunately we never 

accomplished our object owing to the murderous fire from the German machine guns & artillery 

fire. All we could do was to lay quiet in shell holes & wait for the order to retire. We were least in 

our trenches again.  Shortly after 1AM with our number considerably less than when we went out. 

The next job was to get the wounded away to be dressed. The stretcher bearers worked like the 

heroes that they are but were unable to deal with the rush. Volunteer stretcher bearers were called 

so I volunteered with several others to assist. The young chap that I assisted with was badly 

wounded in the back so we had to get him to the Dressing Station as quickly as possible. The 

Station is fully 2½ miles in rear of the firing line & our way was through a narrow sap. The whole 

of the distance we were under terrific enemy artillery fire which made the job very dangerous. As 

it was several stretcher bearers were hit & one or two killed outright. The Germans had what is 

known as a “Barrage” of fire concentrated on the trench. About ½ mile from the Dressing Station 

we were relieved. We got back to the firing line about 4.30AM dead tired & worn out.  



Such a night. It was a living hell & I will not soon forget it. How I escaped being hit is a miracle & 

I can only thank God for his safe protection. This morning the dead are lying everywhere. There 

are also many unburied Germans lying about in the front of our parapet & the stench from their 

bodies is terrible. “Ugh” The sights of a battlefield are not easily forgotten.  

 

One of our stretcher bearers a Private Davis went out this morning & brought back the wounded & 

some dead from out of No Man’s Land under heavy fire. So for his brave act he has been 

recommended for the “VC” and he deserves it for he is very much a hero. Amongst the number he 

brought in was one of our 17th officers Lieut. Chambers. He was one of the bravest.  

 

Sunday. Yesterday was a little quieter than the day before but at 9 O’Clock last night our artillery 

opened a most terrific bombardment. As the night advanced our artillery grew more intense. The 

Germans replied with a most terrific fire. The fire continued all through the night until 6 O’Clock 

this morning when it eased down considerably. The Duke of Wellingtons an English Battalion 

carried out a very successful raid on one of the German trenches completely driving the enemy out 

by means of bombs. The trench is now in our hands. The “Tommies” trenches join ours & the 

reason for our bombardment was a covering fire for them. It was the most terrific fire that I have 

ever been under & to put it in plain words it was a living hell. That was on our side. One can only 

form a rough idea at what it must have been like on the German side. Our artillery is splendid. Last 

night the French had several of their wonderful 75 to assist us. They are little beauties & are a credit 

to the man who invented them. The German 77 is not to be compared with them. They are not in 

the same street.  

 

Today has been fairly quiet & this afternoon we asked to get relieved. Later. We have been relieved 

& are now back at “Gordon’s Dump”. Our Company now very much smaller then when we came 

up here a week ago. It is very hard to see one’s own mates & friends dwindle off one by one. This 

morning before we received word of our relief we had a very unfortunate bomb accident in the 

trench which killed two, Pte McLeod & Pte Hampton & wounded three one a very fine old fellow 

Cpl Mann (62 years of age). A fine old soldier. He belonged to the 6th Reinf. Several of the 6th 

Reinf. NCOs have been killed on this front. Amongst them being two of my old pals. Sergt. Taylor 

& Sgt Deakin.  

 

Wednesday. Back in the trenches at ???. When we got relieved on Sunday afternoon we thought it 

was for good, but we were sadly optimistic. We were sent in to relieve B & C Companies, A Coy 

relieving C and we ‘D’ relieving B. It was about 7 O’Clock when we got fixed up in our position 

which is a very uncomfortable one indeed. It is supposed to be a blind sap but whether it is or not, 

the Germans have our range to a nicety. From about 9 O’Clock last night until about 4AM this 

morning we had a very rough time. I have been under many artillery bombardments in this war but 

last night’s bombardment was the fiercest. The Germans apparently concentrating the whole of 

their artillery fire on our trench which was a murderous one too. The sap we are in is very narrow 

which saved us a lot. One of my friends Sergt. Johns & myself early in the night built a kind of a 

shelter in the side of the trench. Towards midnight while we were talking a shell burst immediately 

in front of us which broke the earth away from the parapet almost completely burying the two of 

us. This is the second time since we’ve been in these trenches that I have been partly buried by 

shells the first time being on Sunday morning early after two of us were partly buried with a 

phosphorous shell. When we shook the earth free our clothes were one mass of phosphorous. Too 

much of this kind of thing is past a joke. It won’t be easily forgotten. We (the 2nd Division) are 

getting more than our share of this Front. The 1st Division was here 5 days all told. Then they 

growled about being kept too long. This is our tenth day & still no word of a relief. The strain of 

this Front is too much for anyone’s nerves.  



As I write there are 20 aeroplanes & 15 captive balloons up taking observations. The whirr of the 

planes is like a swarm of bees on the move. It is quite a common sight to see as many as 20 balloons 

& 20 & even more aeroplanes up at the one time.  

 

Thursday 3rd. Had another very wild night last night. There was a terrific bombardment on both 

sides. In many places our trenches suffered severe damage. The casualties being heavy. About 25 

killed & many wounded. The communications trench we are in suffered a good deal of damage. 

Several of the men were buried & many of us partly so. Fortunately none of us injured although a 

couple got shell shock rather badly. Shell shock is a terrible thing. To stand the strain of this heavy 

bombardment requires a constitution of iron. The nights that we have been on this Front have been 

nights of hell. The artillery bombard without ceasing night & day & but at night it increases in 

violence fifty-fold. The village of “Pozieres” on our left got a full share of bombardment. It is not 

a village now only a mess of tumbled down ruins.  

 

2.30PM. We have just received orders that the enemy are preparing a gas attack so we are now on 

the alert.  

 

Friday. The expected gas attack fortunately didn’t come off. We put in another wild night. Just 

before dark our artillery opened up in fine style on the enemy trenches. Our trench mortars 

especially doing some very fine work. Then again at intervals through the night the artillery kept 

“Fritz” busy & thinking. To watch a bombardment at night is a magnificent sight. Of course we 

haven’t got it all our own way as “Fritz” always replies & when he does we have to keep low. 

During a bombardment we keep low & huddled together behind the parapet. At the present time 

we are in a narrow trench & a pretty sight we all are. Some of us have had only one wash in a 

fortnight and that many shaves. Some have not been that lucky. To put in our spare time we “chat” 

ourselves which is a busy pastime. It is funny to see all hands having a “chat” ??? officers & men 

alike.  
 
Saturday. It seems ages since we came into the firing 

line but instead it is only a fortnight . We have had a 

very busy & trying time. The American was right 

when he said this was “Somme” Front. I sincerely 

hope that should we go into action again that we will 

strike something a little quieter. It is nothing but one 

continuous bombardment. Last night just before dark 

word was sent to us that the 18th & 25th Battalions were going over the top their objective being the 

two front line German trenches. The 17th Battalion to be in reserve. They were to go over at 9.18PM 

& at 9.15PM our artillery opened with a most terrific bombardment. Needless to say that “Fritz” 

replied. Such a row. It was about the heaviest that I have been under. People in Australia or 

anywhere else for that matter couldn’t realize the experience of being under terrific shell fire. The 

trenches are not very deep & while the shells are falling all hands have to sit tight. Every now & 

again a shell brushes the top of the parapet & showers us with loose earth & ??? they burst 

immediately on our heads then we have to dodge falling shrapnel. The report too is deafening. Well 

all night we stood to arms waiting for word to get into the business. A gas attack was expected so 

we had to have our gas helmets handy. Also a counter attack was expected but that too didn’t come 

off. Our boys took the trench & are holding it.  

 

In the early hours this morning we received orders to move off to do our part in the holding of the 

trench. When the charge was made last night our boys met with very little opposition from the 

“Huns”. That is as far as the infantry is concerned. Their artillery played havoc with the men & 

trenches. Our job (D Company) was to dig a communication sap from the new front line to our 

original front line. The Pioneer Battalion started the work & dug about half way. We had to start 

Having a chat sounds a pleasant 
occupation but it was actually the 
process of trying to kill the ever 
present body lice mainly on their 
clothing.  
 



where they left off & connect up before daylight. Each man had a ??? distance dig & dig he had to. 

We were under a very heavy fire from the enemy artillery the whole time. It was dangerous & very 

risky work & is considered to be the worst job in a charge. No matter what the fire is like the job 

must be done. We were very fortunate in the way of casualties they were slight. The shells were 

falling & exploding all around us & big shells at that too. Some exploded just five yards from where 

my little party where digging. The Germans were expected to counter attack at daylight. All hands 

were prepared but none came. Daylight brought the scene fully to light. Our position was well 

advanced. Only by hard solid work was ??? consolidated. The dead were everywhere. Our brave 

boys who fell during the charge & many Germans. There were many wounded & they were being 

attended to as quickly as possible. One poor young fellow who was wounded during the night his 

wound being a broken leg, was hobbling out as best he could when one of the boys who saw his 

condition offered to help him by carrying him on his back. After going some little distance one of 

our Sergts, Sergt. Johns offered to give him a spell in the carrying. They had not gone very far 

when a German sniper hit the unfortunate wounded man in the middle of the back. We dressed it 

as best we could. Poor chap it was a frightful wound & went in at the back & came out on the left 

side. He was badly wounded but brave. As game as they make them. I sincerely hope he gets better 

of his wounds. The chap with him had the middle finger of his right hand shot off with the same 

bullet. The Hun is a dirty cur & does not respect the wounded or A in C. They suffer for their dirty 

jobs. I saw a crowd of about 100 Germans coming across to surrender. They had not gone very far 

before the Germans turned their machine guns & artillery on their own men, killing & wounding 

many. Those that did get across to our lines were very pleased to get out of the business. They don’t 

deserve to be taken prisoner. Nearly all had a very dejected appearance. Our AAC treat their 

wounded as well as our own men. How the Germans live in their trenches during one of our 

bombardments is wonderful. Their trenches were almost completely levelled to the ground. Some 

of the holes caused by our big shells & trench mortars were big enough to accomodate 25 or 30 

men. We have just received word that we are to be relieved this afternoon and as we have had 13 

days & nights of hell we are not sorry. During the whole of that time we had very little water & 

rations & were only able to wash & shave on a couple of occasions.  

 

Monday 7th. Sunday night we came out of the trenches after being relieved by the 45th Battn. We 

had tea at Gordon’s Dump & after a short rest we were marched off to a hill 3 miles from the Firing 

Line & bivouaced for the night. Even there we were not safe from shell fire. We had just turned in 

for the night when the Germans shelled our positions. Their firing was wide but unfortunately one 

shell fell short & landed in the middle of C Company & killed one man. It was a dud otherwise the 

whole of us practically would have been wiped out. On Sunday morning we were addressed by 

General Birdwood & congratulated on what we had done which he admitted was very much greater 

than the 1st Division. After the address we were marched off halting about a mile outside of Albert 

for lunch. At about four O’Clock in the afternoon we continued on our journey & arrived at Warloy 

Baillon very tired & footsore at 6 PM. We are here for about 36 hours when we are to move again 

on a two day march to our new camp.  

 

Thursday. On Tuesday we left Warloy-Baillon at 9AM & arrrived at “Avingocourt” at 3PM after 
a march of 11 miles in the heat & dust. We bivouacked for the night in an orchard. It was an 
ideal spot & very pretty. We left “Avingocourt” next morning at 10AM. The morning was hot & 
dusty. On the way we passed the 1st Division on their way back to the trenches. We had lunch 
by the wayside & after a little spell we continued our journey at 2PM eventually arriving at 
“Halloy” our destination. At 3PM we are billeted in a village called “Halloy”. It is a very old & 
dilapidated place & the accommodation is vile. The stories that have reached Australia about 
our billets in France are mere fancy tales & paper talk only*. The whole time we have been in 
this country we haven’t ever been billeted in a decent town. 



* 

 
 

Wednesday 16th. This morning we are off back to the trenches on the “Somme” (Pozieres). 
When we left there 12 days ago we all thought that we (the Australians) were finished on that 
particular front. The place is a living hell in fact it is Hell but topsy. That is what it is to us. 
What must the Germans think of it? Our artillery is now very great & is being added to every 
day. The last time we were at “Pozieres” we saw some awful sights. They are still fresh in our 
minds & likely to remain for a long time to come. The rest all hope had here has refreshed us 
considerably & now we are ready for “Fritz” at any time. Yesterday I had a Nab-de-Maison in 
the motor ambulance for the purpose of having my teeth attended to. It was a glorious ???. 
About 10 or 12 miles through delightful country. It was a change to the usual march on foot.  

Friday. On Wednesday we left our billets at “Halloy”, on our way back to the “Somme”. After a 

march of about 6 miles we came to the place (an orchard) near Avingocourt where we had camped 

a week or so previously. Our Brigade bivouaced under the trees. The weather during the day was 

unsettled & at night soon after we retired for the night the rain came on again. It rained rather at 

intervals during the night but as we had our waterproofs we were kept fairly dry. Next morning it 

was fine. Breakfast about 6.30AM, as we were to get an early start as we had a long way to march 

before dinner. Our C.O. gave orders that we had to make the next billets before 1.30PM. At 8.30 

our Battalion moved off. The march was a forced one & was all the more tiring on account of the 

‘close’ weather & full packs up too it was far from being a pleasant march. We arrived at our 

destination a village called “Harponville” well on time 1.15PM. The distance covered being 22 

kilometres roughly (12 miles). None of us were sorry to reach the billets as we nearly all were 

“chafed” & footsore. This village like the rest that we have been billeted in is only a 3rd rater. As 

soon as we arrived we were told off for guard & other duties. I have charge of a guard at the 

Colonel’s Headquarters, which is a school house (Ecole). The French master is a very pleasant 

fellow & already we have had pleasant little chats together in French. Of course I only know a very 

little of the language but in a conversation I can follow fairly well.  



Monday. We are now camped in Bicourt Wood, about 3 miles behind the firing line. We left 

Harponville yesterday morning at 10.30AM. Had lunch by the wayside a mile out from Warloy 

Baillon. Arrived at Albert at 4PM. Had tea & rested until 7PM & then marched through Albert on 

to Gordon’s Dump a couple of miles from the Front Line arriving at 8.30PM. At 10.30PM our 

Company received orders to proceed to Bicourt Wood a mile further back & report to Major Dexter 

(Chaplain) for fatigues (burying the dead). I remained behind until this morning as I am now 

Assistant to the Q M Sergeant. We are all well sheltered here & have comfortable little dugouts to 

live in. This morning shortly after breakfast about 7 or 8 Taubes came over our lines & dropped 

several bombs. They also dropped several in Albert but the damage done was slight. The casualties 

too were also very light. We could see the bombs falling through the air. A few fell very close to 

our position without doing any damage. The Germans are very much quieter on the Front now they 

are absolutely beaten. Last night they counter attacked but were driven off after suffering severe 

loss and being badly cut up. Our artillery is very active & goes on all day without ceasing. Our 

“Captive” balloons too are busy. Yesterday afternoon there were 26 visible to the naked eye on our 

Front. Later in the afternoon one of our balloons broke adrift. The Germans soon trained their anti-

aircraft guns on to it but failed to hit it. Later it came down behind our own lines.  

 

Wednesday 23rd. D Company moved off from Becourt Wood for the Front Line having been 

relieved by the 27th Battn as burying party. The couple of days that we have spent here have been 

very pleasant. We have been comparatively safe in this “Wood”. “Fritz” has not worried us with 

his artillery since the Taubes dropped their bombs on us on Monday. Nothing startling has 

happened this morning, there has been several “duels” in the air between our planes and Fritz’s 

Taubes. We could hear the machine guns in action very distinctly. Our ant-aircraft guns have been 

very busy all the morning. They brought 3 planes down on Monday morning & our boys brought 

2 Taubes down this morning. They had to volplane down & appeared to be done for.  

 

Saturday. Since last entry our artillery have been very active both night & day. The Germans have 

replied but their fire is not nearly so bad now as when we were last here. They got very close to our 

position on Thursday night past. Just before dusk they opened up & made things very warm for 

about 10 minutes. One man was killed only a few yards from where we were. The wound he 

received was in the side & very ugly. Poor chap he didn’t last very long.  

It is now midday Saturday. Just as we were finishing dinner we witnessed an aeroplane accident. 

A British plane in turning evidently side slipped as the wind was blowing very strong. They started 

to volplane down & although coming at a great rate, appeared to be landing alright. It happened 

quite near us so I went across to have a look at the machine. Unfortunately the sight that met my 

eyes was very sad. The plane in landing apparently struck a stump & was completely smashed. One 

of the airmen was dead & the other badly injured. Nearby is the remains of another of our planes 

brought down about the middle of July. It is a great pity that these fine men should meet such an 

untimely death. We have a lot to thank the airmen for as they are playing a most important part in 

this war.  

 

Wednesday 30th? On Sunday we came out of the trenches at “Pozieres”. Spent the night in “Tara 

Valley” about 3 miles behind the Front Line. While there I met my old pal Cecil Stephen from 

Divisional Headquarters & the next day at about 2PM on Brickfield Hill a mile out from “Halloy”. 

Spent the night there & left at 8.30AM for Warloy Baillon arriving there at noon. On the way we 

heard our first band music??? have heard for a long time. The “Tommies” were practising: it was 

fine. This morning the 1st Division of Canadians passed through “Warloy” on their way to the 

trenches at “Pozieres”. They were headed by their brass band. They were a fine body of men & 

were fresh from Ypres where they have been since the early days of the war.  

 

Thursday. Left “Warloy” at 1.45PM yesterday for “Beauval” our present billet arriving here at 7PM 

after a good 15 mile march. It was rather a pleasant march but would have been much more pleasant 



had the road been in good order. Fortunately the weather was fine. On the way we passed through 

several villages & at two of them: “Rubempre” & “Herrisart” the Canadians were billeted. A 

Division of Canadians passed through Warloy Baillon yesterday on their way to “Pozieres” on the 

“Somme”. They are all a fine body of men & the picture of good health. A good deal of “chaffing” 

was exchanged. They called us the “ANZACs” the sporting soldiers. The Canadians are deserving 

of equally the same praise as the Australians. We are not a bit better than they are. We are sick & 

tired of reading about the wonderful doings of the ANZACs. Why don’t the papers give a little 

praise to the “Tommies” Scottish or Canadians? They deserve some little praise for what they have 

done.  

The Canadians will find the “Somme” a trifle different to Ypres. However we sincerely hope that 

they have a much easier time than we had. Thiepval Wood has to be taken & also the village of 

Thiepval before many days pass by so probably the Canadians will be called upon to do the job. 

The British have brought up big calibre guns for the job. “Pozieres” Front is a wonderful one now. 

The British have consolidated their positions & everywhere is a maze of guns both small & large 

calibre field & Howitzer & 75 the wonderful little French death dealer. Just before we came away 

from “Pozieres” I had an experience with German gas in the form of gas shells. It was a couple of 

nights before we were relieved. “Fritz” sent over a good supply of these vile shells. We received 

orders to put our gas helmets on. It was pretty strong but as the wind was not favourable so the 

effect wasn’t too bad. However the fumes were not too pleasant & left a very heavy feeling over 

us. I was sick & off colour for a couple of days from the effects. That was on account of being slow 

in donning our gas helmets. Owing to having a cold I couldn’t smell the gas right away. Well we 

are away from it all for a little while. At present we are billeted in a large & very pretty town called 

“Beauval” the most decent place we have yet been billeted in.  

 

Sunday 3rd. Last night with a pal I went over & had a good look over the magnificent cathedral. It 

is a very fine building & a very fair since we listened for some time to a concert in the cathedral. 

The music was the finest I had heard since leaving Australia. It may have been that our souls thirsted 

for sweet refreshing music. The organ was a very fine one indeed (pipes) & was played by a couple 

of soldiers belonging to our Brigade. Today has been very quiet. Nothing worth relating occurring.  

 

Tuesday. This morning we left the pretty town of “Beauval” at 5.30AM & after marching a little 

over five kilos we were in another pretty town called Doullens. We arrived there at 7.30 am & 

entrained almost immediately. We left at 9AM & at noon we were at “Hanebrook” on our way into 

Belgian country. We arrived at a little siding called “Hopoutre” in Belgium & marched from there 

to our billets where we now are in “Popperinghe”, a very large & rather old Belgian town. We are 

only a few miles (4 kilos) from “Ypres” where all the desperate fighting occurred with the 

Canadians in the early days of the war. The time of our arrival here was about 5PM.  

 

Saturday 10th. This morning our Stores shifted out with the Transport from “Poperinghe” to a place 

about 4 miles out & close to Ypres. We were sorry to leave “Poperinghe” as it is very fine place to 

billet in & there again the Belgian people are very sociable & treated we Australian soldiers very 

well. Our Battalion is on the Firing Line at Ypres having moved into from “Poperinghe” on 

Thursday night last per armoured train. They camped us Ypres for 24 hours & then went into the 

Front Line. The rations are taking up every night by Limber wagons for during the day it is not safe 

for Transport to travel. The Germans have strong positions on their Front and overlook our position 

& roads. At night it is none too safe as they play across our roads with their machine guns. I was 

up with the rations last night & was told by the Boys that their Front is very quiet & that during the 

day very little takes place on either side. The Front Line is about 2 miles beyond Ypres now. The 

Germans having been driven back. They are occupying portion of Hill 60 but from reports to hand 

they are not likely to hold it for long. Before coming out to Ypres we passed through the remains 

of what apparently was once a very pretty village which boasted of a magnificent cathedral. The 

whole village is now a heap of ruins. About a mile further on we came to “Ypres” once a large & 



very up to date Belgian city. An exceptionally pretty place with modern buildings (some 4 storeys 

high) & some even higher. The streets are wide & well made. The once really magnificent cathedral 

the largest I have seen in this part of the world as well as one smaller & a very large convent & the 

Hall of Ypres as well as many other big buildings are now a heap of crumpling ruins. The city is 

battered beyond repair. I was all over the city last night as we missed our road & had to drive round 

until we found it again. There was a good moon so we all had a very fine view of the places. A 

large cemetery on the outskirts of the city is now like a ploughed field. The whole place presents a 

very sorrowful sight & I am sure I will never forget it. The Huns will pay for all this before this 

war is over. They are a damnable nation. In Australia we used to read in the press & even at patriotic 

functions “Remember little Belgium”. Those of us who have now seen it will never forget it. It is 

a wonderful country & in time of peace a very prosperous one. It is a great hop growing country & 

everywhere one can see finest patches of growing hops. At the present time the people are gathering 

there in hop picking, is in progress everywhere. Before the war a young Belgian business man told 

us that cigars in this country were very cheap. They were sold five for a Franc (one penny). Now 

they are much dearer. Everything has come up. Coal was once from 15 to 20 Francs a ton now 80 

to 100 Francs. Wages & the cost of living was very low. A well paid man used to receive 4 Francs 

a day & could afford to live well. Now he receives 10 Francs & doesn’t live nearly as well. All 

these changes have taken place in two years of war. Since we have been here we have seen many 

Belgian soldiers. They are a fine looking body of men & very intelligent looking. Many of them 

bear evidence of the strain of battle & of what they have had to put up with from the cowardly 

“Hun”. In September of 1914 the Germans were in this town of Poperinghe but were driven out by 

the French Belgian & British troops. On the trains in this country English soldiers (Royal 

Engineers) are employed. They run the train from France “Hanebrook” across the border & into 

Belgian.  

 

Sunday Sept 17th. Since last writing very little of any consequence has happened. Our Battalion is 

out of the trenches and are resting in barracks in Ypres. I have been through Ypres several times 

during the past week really wandering through the ruins of a once famous town. On a couple of 

occasions the Germans shelled the town & railway lines while we were in & on our way to the 

town. On both occasions I was on horseback kindly lent to me by the Transport Sergeant. The shells 

fell too close to be pleasant. Last night at midnight our artillery opened a heavy bombardment on 

the Germans preparatory to an attack. It was the heaviest we have heard since we left the Somme. 

We hold the upper hand now, “Fritz” must give in soon.  

 

Saturday 21st July. [An error by Claude – it was now September]  

It is almost a week since my last entry & during that time very little worth relating. One or two 

little incidents that may prove interesting. The first was on Sunday night last. It was my turn to go 

to the trenches, so I rode out on the limber or rather “G.S.” waggon that carried the first piano in 

Ypres since the beginning of the war. It was for use of the Australians in the YMCA in the ruined 

town. Then on Thursday night had an experience which was anything but pleasant. We were halted 

with the Transport outside the wall of Ypres when the Germans shelled the town & the road 

dangerously close to us. Luckily their fire was erratic. Our boys are in the Front Line in front of 

Hill 60 & at the present time are knee deep in mud. On Thursday night we had a very unpleasant 

trip. We are blocked with the Transport owing to a couple of wagons being bogged in front of us 

& as we were within about 350 yards of the German trenches & in a very dangerous place owing 

to the Germans being able to sweep the road with their machine guns from Hill 60.  

 

Tuesday 26th Sept. Last night I was again out with rations to the trenches. A friend of mine Reg 

Woodrow from the 29th? Staff was also out looking after the rations for Headquarters. We usually 

ride out on the limbers but last night we walked a good deal of the way, particularly through Ypres. 

We were fortunate in having a good view of the ruins especially of the cathedral & the once 

wonderful Cloth Hall. All that remains of the wonderful buildings is a heap of bricks. After passing 



through Ypres we passed through two other villages reduced to ruins, the latter very close to the 

firing line and near the world renown “Hill 60”.  

 

Tuesday 3rd Oct. Saturday night there was an exceptionally heavy bombardment along the whole 

of the Ypres Front. Our artillery was very heavy. The Germans replied but their fire was very weak. 

I was in Ypres with the rations for our Company at present in the Belgiam Barracks. We went into 

Ypres a different road to the usual one. Fortunately for us as the Germans were shelling the main 

road. To watch the bombardment was a very fine sight. To be in the trenches under one is far from 

pleasant.  

 

Yesterday (Sunday) was a day of unusual activities. All watches & clocks were put back one hour. 

Today it is raining & rather on the cold side. Such days as these are not unusual in this part of the 

world.  

 

Sunday 7th Oct. Yesterday at noon we left our late billets near Ouderdon? about 3 miles from 

Poperinghe (17th Transport). Our destination being “Steenvoorde” about 10 miles away & in 

France. We were sorry to leave pretty little Belgium. At about 4 O’Clock yesterday afternoon the 

Transport stopped & billeted in a farmhouse about 4 miles from “Steenvorde”. We, the Coy 

Qmasters & assistants had to set out at once & try & find our different Battalions. It was a rough 

wild goose chase too. We found our way into “Steinvoorde” which by the way is an exceptionally 

pretty town & thought that it was likely to be our home during our stay in this part of France which 

is likely to be about 28 days. As usual we were doomed to disappointment. Eventually after a lot 

of manouvering we came to our billets about 3 or more miles from “Steinvoorde” & by far the 

worst we have yet struck & we have been in some vile ones since our arrival in France. A couple 

of us slept in a loft in a tumbledown barn which by the way is a roost for fowls & full of lice. 

However being very tired after our long day we soon fell asleep & had no objections to the lice 

playing hide & seek. Some of them are still hiding or have lost their way as now I can feel them 

still on me & is now afternoon.  

This is supposed to be a rest camp & sincerely hope it is beause after our heavy fighting I think we 

deserve a bit of a spell.  

 

Friday 13th Oct. Yesterday at 8AM we left Steinvoorde for Belgium. Our billets are about 3 miles 

out from Poperinghe & about 6 miles from Ypres. We arrived here yesterday at about 1PM after a 

march of close on 12 miles. The distance covered during the march was about 16 kilometres. We 

passed through a pretty little village called L’Abeile, in Belgium & just after crossing the border.  

Tuesday 17th Oct. Quite a lot has taken lace since my last entry. On Friday, the 17th Batt was told 

off for different duties. Such as saw mill hands, railway plate layers Engineers assistants etc. On 

Saturday owing to a shortage of men I was sent down & detailed for work at the sawmill. Needless 

to say I never overworked myself. We worked Saturday afternoon Sunday & Monday & were 

relieved from our different duties about 7PM Monday night. After being relieved we were marched 

to “Reninghurst” about 3 miles distant & at right angles to Poperinghe. This morning we were up 

at 5.30AM preparing to leave Belgium. At about 8.30AM we left “Reninghurst”. We passed 

through the pretty little village of Abeile shortly before noon & rested about ¼ mile out of the town 

near a British aerodrome. We were quite close & had a splendid view of the aeroplanes leaving for 

a flight & others returning. We saw many aeroplanes whilst we were resting & also saw some very 

clever flying. The planes when coming to land look very graceful & take the earth very prettily. 

We could have watched them for hours but unfortunately we had to push on our way. We passed 

through Steenvoorde about one O’Clock & eventually arrived at our billets at 2PM. The rumours 

as to our destination are very wild. India Ireland Salonika are hot favourites Egypt too is very well 

up in the running. My own opinion though is the Somme known to the Australians only too well.   

 



Sunday 22nd Oct. Left Steenvoorde on Wednesday morning at 8 O’Clock. We were all up very 

early & cold it was too. A very heavy frost lay on the ground & the water in the water holes had a 

thick crust of ice on them. After we had been on the march a short time we soon got warm. Shortly 

before lunch we passed on the left of Cassell a large & pretty town built on a high hill. The scenery 

from this hill was very fine. We had lunch at about One O’Clock by the wayside. Late in the 

afternoon we arrived at our billets outside the town of Arneke. It was dark when we were fixed up 

& some job it was too in getting a comfortable place. It was raining & cold & we were tired having 

marched over 20 kilometres (16 miles roughly).  

 

Thursday was very quiet. We were all tired after the work of the day before. After being fixed up 

on Wednesday the other Q.M. assistant & myself had to go off & draw Company rations it being 

close on midnight when we were finished.  

 

Friday was voting day re conscription. Personally I don’t think conscription will be carried if the 

Labour people are depending on the soldier to carry them through. We do not want conscription. 

Had a good day on Friday with that Q.M. & the other assistant in Arneke. Celebrated the day right 

royally. The three of us met a really nice French family in Arneke. They were by far the nicest & 

most hospitable that we have met since we arrived in France. We were invited inside & the girls 

made us at home at once. They played a song for us for a couple of hours. Their champagne too 

was excellent.  

 

On Saturday morning we left Arneke at 7.30 for La Commune our way passed through Arneke so 

we had an opportunity of saying goodbye to our friends. At noon we passed through a very old & 

fine village built at the foot of a hill. The buildings in & around this town “Watten” are very old 

many having been built in the 17th Century. Some old ruins are still standing & slowly crumpling 

away. A narrow river went through the town. It was very pretty to see the rowing boats & sampans 

(big punts) bouncing up & down. At noon we halted just outside “Watten” for lunch. One O.Clock 

saw us on our way again. At 4PM we reached La Commune after being a little over 8 hours on the 

road & after covering 16 miles or more. The morning was very cold. A very heavy frost was on the 

ground & the water had another heavy coating of ice.  

 

This is Sunday & a very cold day it is too. As bad as yesterday in every respect. We will never be 

able to stand the Winter in France. We get all the weather here owing to the town being built on a 

hill. It is not really a town more a village than anything else. A very old church dated 1763 is about 

the oldest & most interesting building in the place.  

 

Wednesday 25th Oct. Tuesday we left La Commune for Arduice? (Arduicre) at 8AM before we 

entrained. Destination not many miles from Somme. We passed through Calais Boulogne Etaples 

Abbeville & detrained at Port Reine a detraining station 4 kilometres from Abbeville at 7PM. Our 

trip was a miserable one as it was raining practically the whole of the journey. We were all put in 

cattle trucks & were rather cramped. We were very pleased to get out of the train as we were in 

trucks since 10AM in the morning. The village that we are in is only a small one but like the rest 

rather pretty. The river Somme runs through the middle of the town. This morning a fair size steam 

tug passed up the river manned by “Tommies” belonging to the A.S.C.  

 

Friday 27th Oct. Yesterday morning we Left Pont Renie at 8AM - after marching about 8 kilometres 

we were all put in motor lorries & finished our journey for Loriny. The first part of our journey 

was miserable as it was raining & cold & before we had travelled a mile we were all wet to the 

skin. It was cold too. The remainder of the journey per motor was far from comfortable. We passed 

through Abbeville Amiens & eventually reached Ribemont where we are billeted at 10.30PM & 

after a good deal of marching in the cold we were fixed up with our billets.  



Sunday 29th Oct. We are still in Abbeville but not having too pleasant a time as ever since our 

arrival it has been raining & cold & the village is nothing but slush & mud. How long we will 

remain here I do not know but there is a possibility of us going into the line at anytime. Albert is 

only a few kilometres from here & I think that we are likely to stay there. A couple of days before 

going into the trenches. This village is a miserable one & is absolutely devoid of any life.  

 

Monday 6th November. On Saturday morning our Brigade marched out from Ribemont at 8 am & 

after a heavy days march through mud & slush we reached our billets shortly before dark just 

beyond “Mametz Wood”. We are at present billeted in huts surrounded by slush & mud over our 

boot tops. On Saturday when we were on the march we had lunch by the roadside at “Mametz”. 

On the opposite side of the road was the remains of a cemetery. It was a pitiable sight. The graves 

were frightfully knocked about & many of the vaults were laid open. There was any amount of lead 

lying about. Apparently once belonging to leaden coffins. Left there no doubt by the Germans after 

they had looted the graves of the unfortunate dead. Yesterday (Sunday) we were called out to stand 

by as reserves for the 7th Aust. Brigade. We marched to Montauban & were then about 4 miles 

beyond the Front Line at “Flers”. The 7th Brigade were over after a terrific bombardment & reached 

their objective. Then the Germans counter attacked & retook the trenches captured. Although in 

reserve we were not called upon. At 4 O’Clock we were marched back to our billets through the 

usual cold mud & slush. During that night the 7th Brigade again went over to retake the trenches 

from the Germans & are holding them against the enemy counter attacks.  

 

Yesterday I met my brother Dugald for the first time in nearly 13 years. A romantic & memorable 

meeting in the field of battle. My brother is in the 31st Battalion attached to the 5th Aust. Division. 

His Battalion were in the Front Line for 5 days & had a very trying time. Thank God he was spared 

to come through safely. When I first saw my brother I was greatly surprised at his appearance. I 

expected to see him a big fellow but instead I was disappointed. Soldiering is too severe a life for 

him. He never was strong & this life will not improve anything for him. I wish him luck & sincerely 

hope that the Lord will spare him to return to his wife & four young children.  

 

Friday 10th Nov. Since my last entry quite a bit has happened. On Tuesday afternoon half our 

Brigade 17th & 18th Battalions went into the trenches. We took over from the 26th Batt. The trenches 

were in a terrible condition being knee deep in mud & slush. From our camp to the trenches was 

about 5 miles & by the time we marched out & took over from the 26th we were all tired out. There 

was no dugouts & no dry place where any of us could sit down. It rained a great deal too which 

made it all the more miserable. We were supposed to be in for 48 hours but at the first ??? time we 

were told that we had to put in another day which was anything but fair as the men were completely 

worn out & were all suffering with bad feet (trench feet). Our three days in the Firing Line was to 

be ??? Three days & four nights of hell. The Germans were very close to us in places & we could 

seeing them moving up & down their trenches in a very careless manner & to their sorrow in many 

cases as some of our boys soon sniped them. The German snipers too were very busy & many of 

our casualties were due to them. When we were being relieved the snipers were very busy sniped 

at us as we climbed over the parapet. Fortunately we all got over safely & pleased we were to get 

away from that hell. On our way home we passed very close to one of the Tommies tanks. It was a 

peculiar arrangement & really is a land battleship. It was disabled during a charge some little time 

ago. The crew blew the interior up to prevent the enemy getting hold of the secret workings. Our 

trip home from the trenches was one of agony & took us almost 3 hours to get home. After a good 

stiff rum we turned in & glad we were to turn in. Rum to a soldier is a Godsend without it I do not 

know what we would do. If the Australians are kept in France for the Winter I am afraid there will 

be very few of us left when Summer comes. The treatment the Australians are receiving from the 

authorities is shameful & a disgrace. Little wonder is it that 80 percent of them voted against 

conscription. Many things will be disclosed that the authorities won’t like very much when peace 

arrives. Whilst in the trenches we had a good view of several air battles. As many as 20 “Fokkers” 



came over one morning but before they got very far they were met by our planes & were given a 

very warm reception. Three Gulwing planes at least were forced to descend. Yesterday morning 

our anti-aircraft guns brought a ‘Taube’ down in France much to the amusement & delight of our 

boys. On Thursday evening at about 5PM our artillery exploded an enemy ammunition dump 

directly in front of our Lines.  

 

Saturday. There is a rumour running about this morning that we have to go again to the trenches 

tomorrow which if correct it is a shame as already 135 of our Battalion have gone to hospital 

suffering with trench feet.  

 

Sunday. Another batch of 75 men were sent to hospital with trench feet. Many of the last being bad 

enough too. All who are in camp are spending the day sleeping & resting. The Germans put a few 

shells over in our direction this afternoon & although they fell close they done us no harm. The 

object apparently was the railway line but thank goodness “Fritz” went wide of his mark.  

 

Saturday 18th. For the last week the Battalion (or rather what is left of them have been doing fatigue. 

For the first part of the week we were at “Mametz Wood” & on Tuesday or Wednesday afternoon 

we moved “Montauban Camp”. It has been a fine but cold & dreary week. Thursday & Friday 

morning we had it very cold. Ice was lying everywhere. Water everywhere was frozen & washing 

out of the question. This morning we had a fall of snow. While it was falling the air was rather 

warm but as soon as the snow began to thaw it turned very cold. It is now raining & again miserable.  

Since coming off the trenches 10 days ago I have had a bad attack of cold. (Bronchitis or 

something). To feel ill is miserable especially at the present time. The Battalion went into the 

trenches again today anything but full strength.  

The other Q M assistant LCpl McPhilling went in my stead it being his turn & (by the way) his 

first.  

 

Wednesday 23rd Nov. On Monday night our Battalion was relieved from the trenches after doing a 

spell of 3 days. After spending the night at Carlton Camp about 3 miles beyond the Front Line. 

During the night the Germans shelled the camp fortunately without doing any damage. At 8PM 

yesterday morning we entrained at a siding near Carlton Camp. We travelled by train a few miles 

& marched the remainder of the distance 6 kilometres to “Ribemont”where we are now billeted. 

We are here for a rest for about 3 weeks.  

 

Sunday 26th Nov. Have just returned from Amiens after having had a most glorious day with Cpl 

Briaden Pte Dunn & Pte Reg Woodrow. Amiens is some village.  

 

Finis  

 

D Coy 17th Ford 12  

Rodgers size 7  

Towns D size 8  

Boxall A.H. “ 8 (+7.5)  

Tonn F “ 6  

Woods F “ 7  

Cigarettes issued on active service  

Just So Oceania  

Red Hussars Players  

Woodbines Gold Hare  

Havelock Honey Dew  

??? Regent  

??? Binnacle  



Trinspeters  

Flag  

Brittania  

BDV  

Over Seas  

Geartease  

Rocket  

Buswing  

Westminster  

Capstan  

All Arms   

Grand Cut 

Life Ray 

Glory Ray 

Tabe Ogdens 

Pully Drullens 

Four Thumbs 

Black Cat 

Peter Pans 

Scissors 

Hood Blisted feet 

Dodernth (Blisted feet 

Morten L. ?????????? 

Burley Blisted feet 

?????????????????? 

No. 13 Platoon No, 1 Section 

 

Sgts ⅟ Small G  

" ⅟ Hood W  

LCpl x Schwonberg C  

Pte x Aldworth A  

" x Burley F  

" ⅟ Vaughan O  

" ⅟ Martin S A  

" x Carstens F  

" ---------------------- Rodgers A T crossed out  

" x Johnson T W  

" Daley P  

" Wood W B  

" x Hoare R  

" x Sundell ( Signaller )  

" x Rubis  

" x Boxall  

W Elder 3820 A  

W Crose 3801 A  

DW Meldrum 3907 B  

W Harrison 3858  

FJ O'Keefe 3728  

AE Ward 3685   



L Prideaun  

64 Walker St  

North Sydney  

Well in Machine Gun Section  

_____ address  

2775B Pte Bridean  

D Company  

3rd Battalion  

1st Brigade  

3562 Ellis WH  

8/18 Batt  

& 29 days for  

27 days detention  

As from 9.30PM on 6/2/16  

Till 3.15PM on 2/3/16  

Breaking arrest  

Eric Jurgens  

C. Matterson  

Ian Sayers  

Sid Horne  

Percy Hicks  

Tom Cawsey  

A.J. Smith  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 



 



 

 

 

 



Book 2]  

Thursday 30th Nov 1916. The 17th Batt left Ribemont at 10PM this morning for Cardonette a village 

20 kilometres from Ribemont. We arrived at Cardonette at 5.30PM very tired & footsore. Many of 

the men still suffering from trench feet. Our march was made as light as possible our blankets being 

carried by Transport. The day was very cold & so is tonight. Our blankets have not yet arrived and 

are not likely to until about midnight so we can look forward to a shiver for a few hours.  

 

Tuesday 4th Dec Friday last we spent very lazily. All hands were tired & took the opportunity of 

resting. Saturday was very cold & frosty. We were inspected during the morning by General Legge. 

It was very cold on parade. It was impossible to keep warm. Standing at attention during the 

inspection was a trying ordeal. The air was freezing. We were all very pleased when the inspection 

was over. Sunday & Monday were also very cold. Nothing of any interest happened on either day.  

 

Sunday 10th Dec. Wednesday last I went into Amiens on leave with two of my friends Cpl Kemp 

& Pte Reg Woodrow both of B Coy we had some day & arrived back at Cardonette at 8,30PM. 

Thursday I went to Edge Hill about four kilometres from Albert to a military dump for equipment 

etc. with my pal Reg Woodrow. It was a cold & dreary drive 20 odd kilometres each way. Reached 

home at 8 O’Clock at night cold & hungry.  

 

Friday & Saturday were very quiet. Today the Battalion played football. A & B Companies & C & 

D Companies played separate games. Each played a draw. 3 pts each.  

The weather for the past week has been very miserable. Rain unceasing & cold.  

 

Thursday 14th Dec 16. There is nothing very interesting to write in my diary tonight. We are still 

billeted in Cardonette & likely to be here for a couple of days yet.  

It is still very cold & only the day before yesterday we had a fairly heavy fall of snow. It was a very 

pretty sight. The whole countryside was a picture. Yesterday & today it has been raining & rain in 

France in the Winter is not that pleasant of things. It means mud & they get any amount of that.  

Yes! Something of world wide importance has happened since my last entry. The first was the 

formation of the new British Cabinet. Lloyd George taking charge of affairs. Previous to that the 

change in the Navy Admiral Jellicoe being appointed First Sea Lord & Admiral Beatty succeeding 

him in command of the Grand Fleet. Then on top of these changes comes the Kaiser’s offer to the 

Allies for peace. In good British style his offer was turned down in double quick time. When the 

time for peace arrives the Allies will dictate terms not the Kaiser. The Allies are not to be bluffed 

in accepting terms at the present time. In any case his proposals were insolent & all that could be 

expected from such an unprincipled Monarch.  

 

Monday 18th Dec 16. Saturday last 16th we received our marching orders for the trenches. We left 

“Cardonette” at 9AM on Saturday morning for “Franvillers” a small village 12 kilometres away. 

Arrived at noon. Rested for the evening & night & left there at 8.30AM for Dernancourt 12 

kilometres from “Franvillers”. Arrived first outside the village at 11.15AM after a fast march. 

Rested here & had lunch. Had to wait for the 13th Brigade to get clear of the billets in the village. 

The weather still continues cold & miserable. Snow falling at intervals. Nothing but mud 

everywhere.  

Yesterday afternoon I met several of my old Clarence River friends. Amongst them being Bob 

Miller of Grafton, who I heard some time ago had been killed on the Somme. I was delighted to 

see him quite alright in the land of the living. The others who I met were Cecil Kelly & Oliver 

Hollands of Maclean & this morning Gruer (Joss) another Maclean boy. The first mentioned boys 

belong to the 47th Battalion & have been in France some time. Joss Gruer is in the 25th Queensland 

Batt. & only arrived in France at this time of year.  

 



22nd Dec. On the 19th we left Dernacourt & marched 6 kilometres to Sydney Camp near Fricourt 

Wood. Arrived at noon. Commenced to snow shortly after noon & eased off at dusk. Next day we 

left Sydney Camp for Montauban six kilometres away. Any amount of mud about & marching 

heavy arrived Montauban about 3 O’Clock in afternoon. We are resting here & expect to go into 

the trenches on Xmas Eve.  

 

Yesterday I met three of my old friends Capt. Phillip Howell Price a D.S.O. Hero Lieut. Jack Davis 

late of my own home town Maclean & Sergt. Jack Tysoe of the Richmond River.  

We are billeted here in huts surrounded by mud. We will all be like young ducks when we return 

to Australia.  

The artillery is much quieter this time than what it was on our last visit.  

 

Tuesday 26th Dec 16. Sunday (Xmas Eve) we left Montauban Camp shortly after noon for Barnsley 

Wood about 3 kilometres from Barnsley in the vicinity of Quinchey. The roads were in a terrible 

condition & transport as a result extremely difficult. We had not gone more than a hundred yards 

from Camp before we struck trouble. Our travelling kitchen with the Q.M. Stores got properly 

bogged through one wheel missing a narrow culvert. After a couple of hours hard work & knee 

deep in mud we succeeded in getting it out of trouble but not before we had broken the pole.  

At 4.30PM we reached Barnsley Wood cold & smothered in mud & by no means in a good humour. 

Our Q.M. Store & sleeping quarters were in one & was by no means an interesting home. A square 

hole dug in the ground with a galvanised iron covering that was our home for 24 hours. Next day 

(Monday) Xmas Day was a very quiet & dreary one for us all. The day was very cold & windy & 

rained at intervals. Our surroundings were very dreary. Mud everywhere. What a day. None of us 

will ever forget our Xmas (1916) in France. What would we have given to have been at home with 

our loved ones for just a few hours. Let us pray that we will all be home for Xmas 1917. My Xmas 

dinner consisted of a plate of stew, bread & butter & a mug of tea. Some of the boys had a little 

Xmas pudding & cake but as I am not particularly fond of either I did not lose very much. Who 

wouldn’t be a soldier.  

 

The guns were very busy all day - did not cease at all. There was no such thing as an armistice. At 

4PM we received orders to pack up & move off for Delville Wood a short distance away & towards 

the Front Line. It is here in Delville Wood that I am making this entry. The Battalion is scattered 

everywhere & the men are living in mud dugouts which are by no means enticing or comfortable. 

From here our Front Line at Quinchey is only about 4 miles away. We are in the danger zone for 

“Fritz” shells us at intervals. Only an hour ago he shelled the Wood. One shell fell & exploded 25 

yards away without doing the least damage. 150 yards from us is the remains of Quinchey Sugar 

Refinery. The place is a complete wreck & a mass of tangled iron. The South African Infantry took 

this refinery from the Germans after a very hard fight in September last. The Huns suffered severely 

in this battle. Since then “Fritz” has been pushed back 4 miles.  

 

There was great activity in the air yesterday. Several fights took place between our scouts & 

Taubes. One each being brought down in flames.  

 

29th Dec Friday. On Wednesday afternoon had a good view of a duel in the air between a “Taube” 

& one of our planes. One machine nose-dived to earth in the German Lines but whether one of ours 

it is difficult to say. Air fights are almost every day occurrences & we take practically little notice 

of them. We are now in reserve trenches & about two miles from the Front Line. We are in what is 

called Switch Trench. It is fairly comfortable in here. My dugout is fairly dry – more or less 

comfortable. The rations for the Company are in one corner & they take up a very fair part of the 

room. We came here yesterday afternoon at dusk & after a good deal of roaming about & sundry 

falls in the mud we got fixed up. Tomorrow night we go in the Firing Line.  

 



New Year’s Day 1917 I have put off entering my notes until today 1st January 17. I am spending 

New Year’s Day in the muddy trenches of Quinchey & Goudecourt: We have been in the trenches 

since the night of 30th Dec. Our trenches are directly in front of what was once the village of 

Goudecourt. The night we came in we took over from the 18th Battalion (A Company). From Switch 

Trench to here the road was very heavy owing to the recent rains. It was raining the night we took 

over & again last night. Our trench is duck-boarded which saves us from the mud a great deal but 

all the same it is impossible to keep away from the mud. We all have been covered in mud from 

head to toe since Saturday. Some of our chaps are a picture & would make an excellent picture for 

the art gallery. Louis Raemacher or Bruce Bairus father would give anything I know for a sketch 

of some of the men. The trench that we are in is not sheltered from the weather. There are no such 

thing as dugouts only a few rain shelters. I have a fairly dry place near Company Headquarters for 

the rations & have succeeded so far in keeping things dry. Last night for a New Year’s present for 

Fritz our artillery opened out at Eleven PM with a fairly heavy bombardment for about 4 minutes. 

Again this afternoon from 2PM till 3PM we gave “Fritz” another taste of artillery. The 

bombardment in return has not been so very intense & thank heaven by no means effective.  

4th January 17.  

On the night of the 2nd Jany we were relieved from the trenches by a Battalion of the 1st Aust. 

Division. Spent the night in Switch Trench & came down to E Camp “Barnsley Wood”. We are 

resting here for a day or two & will be returning to the trenches via Delville Wood & Switch Trench 

on the 7th inst. On Tuesday last I had a good look through one of the wonderful tanks. The one I 

saw was H.M.L.S. Destroy & was really a wonderful land ship. The engine room was a picture & 

the engine itself a six cylinder Daimler. I can well understand the Germans running when they saw 

the tanks coming towards them.  

 

Tuesday January 8th 17. On Saturday we moved into Delville Wood on our way to the trenches. 

Tuesday night the Company were on fatigue to Rose Trench just beyond the firing line.  

 

Wednesday morning we were relieved by the 7th Brigade. We moved back to huts at Montauban. 

Stayed there the night & came back to Quinchey Sugar Refinery (Watirlor Farm) on fatigue under 

Capt. Mansfield of C Coy. Ppart of D, C & B Companies forming the Company (150 men). This 

place is only about 500 yards from Delville Wood. I am with the party as Q.M.S. & Sgt Brown a 

6th Reinf. NCO is acting ??? of the party. He is sharing my dugout with ??? . This morning as we 

were within about 20 yds of the camp a shell went through a dugout & killed 5 men & wounded 6. 

2 men died soon after from wounds. Fritz has been shelling us all day. He made a frightful mess of 

the dug-out. It is a wonder that anyone came out alive. The ??? ??? young fellows killed belonged 

to the engineers with the exception of a Sergt. (??? Killed) of the 28th Battn. They were all buried 

near at hand. The burial service was a very sad sight indeed & one of many that soldiers see on 

active service. It is all so very sad. They are sights that will come before us ??? after years. In the 

excitement of battle we do not notice these sights to any great extent ??? to when “Peace” is with 

us that it will all come to us only too vividly.  

 

27th January On the 15th we were relieved of our fatigue at Waterton. We spent same night at 

Montauban Camp & left the following morning (16th) at 9 AM ??? …court. We were not sorry to 

leave Waterton Camp as “Fritz” had a nasty habit of shelling the camp ??? . The afternoon we left 

??? ??? ??? ??? Gas. Fortunately it was a fake alarm. On the night of the 15th I met my brother 

Dugie at Montauban. Had quite a good time together last night & today it has been snowing heavily. 

The whole country side is a perfect picture. The snow in places is over 2 feet deep. I went for a trip 

to Albert 4 kilom from here with my friend Reg Woodrow to ??? . The snow covered buildings & 

fields were a picture. This is the heaviest fall I have ever seen & by far the prettiest.  

 

Monday 28th January. Still in Dernacourt resting. Since we have been here, it has been very cold. 

The past week has been the coldest in France for 7 years. The snow is still on the ground from the 



last fall. All water holes & pools are frozen. The ice is over an inch & a half in thickness. Some 

cases nearly three. Yesterday our battalion was inspected by General Smyth V.C. GOC 2nd 

Australian Division. He spoke very nicely to us – gave us to understand that we will soon get a 

good rest. ??? ??? comes it will be greatly appreciated too.  

 

Thursday 30th Had a visit from “Fritz” on Sunday night ??? aeroplane (Taube) ??? over Dernacourt 

& dropped bombs on the railway or rather that was his objective. No damage was done.  

Left Dernacourt yesterday & arrived in Albert at noon. Only 4 kilometres from Dernacourt. Albert 

is much the same as when we were here in the days of the ??? push July & August last year. The 

cathedral is showing signs of hard wear. It is battered shamefully. About 8 O’Clock a “Taube” 

came over & dropped bombs in the town & in the vicinity of the R’way. One bomb dropped very 

close to our billets & beyond give us a shower of dust & breaking several windows little or no 

damage was done. The Taube after dropping his bombs played his Machine guns on the streets for 

a few minutes but without doing any damage, thank goodness.  

 

Sunday 4th Febry. On Wednesday morning left Albert on our way to the Line. Rested at Shelter 

Camp near Contalmaison for night. Next day on our way again this time making the Line just in 

front of “Martinpuich”. D Company went to reserves about 1000 yards behind the German Line. 

Weather very cold & march to the trenches heavy & tiring, marched through snow the whole 

distance. The country is one glorious scene. Camped in cramped German dugout.  

 

Had a fairly busy time with rations. All work being done at night it not being safe to move about 

during the day. We took over this Line from the Gordon Highlanders. They carried out while in the 

Line a very successful raid on “Fritz” killing many & captured 20 prisoners. They went over in a 

white disguise & took “Fritz” by complete surprise. The white disguise was to correspond with the 

snow. The object of the raid to find out the strength of the German positions & also to find the 

strength of a very strong fortress directly in front of our Lines. It is called “Butte de Warlencourt”. 

From this “Butte” the Germans have splendid observations & before long we will shift him out of 

it. Exactly where we are is very close to Le “Sars”.  

 

Last night we came into the Front Line. So far nothing much of interest to write about.  

 

8 February 17. On the night of the 5th we were relieved by the 24th Batt. We came back into huts at 

Scots Redoubt, near Contalmaison & about 5 miles from the firing line. The Brigade is billeted in 

this camp. Soon after we arrived in the camp on Monday night a “Taube” came over & dropped 

several bombs on the camp. One bomb particularly caused a great deal of damage. The Taube 

dropped it fair on the top of one of the 20th Battn’s huts, killing 6 & wounding 12 men. Flying 

pieces of the bomb were everywhere. The Germans are doing a lot of flying over our lines by night.  

 

Tuesday 13th. In the past three days we have been in this area (Acid Drop Camp). We are still 

experiencing very cold weather. More than once we have had over 27% of frost. This is the coldest 

Winter experienced in France for 22 years. All water holes & streams are frozen. For washing 

purposes for the past three weeks we have had to melt ice over the fire. The sun paid us a visit for 

a few days but unfortunately there was not much heat in him.  

 

Thursday 15th Febry. On Tuesday night at 5.30PM we left Acid Drop Camp for the Front Line a 

little to the left of Le Sars & Butte de Warlencourt”. Long march from camp to Front Line. At least 

5 miles. Relieved C Company 18th Battalion. Wednesday night went down with Sgt Aitken with 

ration fatigue to ration dump Albert – Bapaume Road. Duck-boarded route 1½ miles from Front 

Line. Boards very slippery with frost & night being dark many falls on the way. While waiting at 

dump had an excellent view of an intense bombardment on our right. The British were making a 

raid on the enemy Lines.  



Was a glorious sight then Fritz’s firework display was glorious. British raid proved a huge success. 

Things fairly quiet on our Front. Artillery active on both sides but pleased to report casualties from 

enemy fire very slight. 2 men slightly wounded to date. Have an improvised home in the trench. 

Only a shelter but very acceptable. Rations Store home & all complete. Coy Sgt Major Jim Glenday 

& Sgt Jim Aitken are sharing my little home with me.  

 

Sunday 18th Febry. On Friday night terrific bombardment by our artillery on right of our position 

(Warlencourt). The sight was an exceptionally pretty one. The Germans replied on our position 

with fury but done no damage. Saturday morning at 6AM Four Division made an advance of over 

two miles. The bombardment prior to the attack was terrific & the heaviest I have yet heard. 

Pozieres was terrific but this was much heavier. 

Germans again replied on our sector in earnest but done no damage. “Minnie Werfers” Trench 

mortars “Hiz Bangs coal boxes & H.E. shrapnel galore. Later in the day unfortunately we had three 

casualties, one man killed – two wounded. We were relieved last night soon after dark by the 24th 

Battalion 6th Brigade. Had a long march back to quarters about 8 miles in the dark. Now in huts at 

C Camp “Fricourt”.  

 

Saturday 24th Feby. On Wednesday last we left C Camp at 2.00PM for “Bazeutin Wood”, close to  

“Martinpuich”. These present billets are by far the best & most comfortable we have been quartered 

in since our arrival in France. We will be sorry to leave them. The camp is built on the side of a hill 

& is well sheltered. On Wednesday we had the pleasure of seeing one of the ‘wonderful‘“TANKS” 

in action, or rather on the move. They are queer arrangements & get along very well. This one was 

named “HMLS CAMPANIA” & was on its way to a repair shop. Some time it was winged in action 

but managed to get back safely to our lines. Tomorrow we expect to go to the Line again. This time 

to the Butte de Warlencourt.  

 

Tuesday 27th February. Since Saturdays entry quite a lot has happened. Saturday night we received 

orders to stand by & be ready to move at a moments notice. Rumours afloat that the Brigade was 

evacuating from “Le Sars” to Verdun? & returning to a new line beyond “Bapaume” to relieve the 

strain on the salient. Sunday we moved off for the trenches & took up a position in a trench known 

as “The Seven Elves” near the now ruined village of Martinpuich. This morning at one O’Clock 

orders (AM) orders came for us (17th Batt) to go into the Line to relieve the 18th Battn. The 18th 

done some very fine work. They charged the German Lines & succeeded in driving “Fritz” out of 

his trenches. Their work was magnificent. Great credit is due to the 20th & also to the 3rd Brigade. 

Since Sunday night the Huns have fallen back considerably over a mile. Our Battalion took over 

from the 18th at daylight this morning. Since that short time we have suffered rather seriously. 

Already we have taken one of “Fritz’s” main trenches & at the time of making this entry I am quite 

at home in a dugout that “Fritz” occupied only last night. We spent the day in a very narrow & 

unprotected trench about 500 yds in rear of this one. In this trench we lost one of our officers Lieut. 

Young. We were being heavily shelled at the time & as our new position was very exposed we 

were going to seek shelter elsewhere when to our sorrow we discovered that our beloved & popular 

officer had been severely wounded in the head by shrapnel. The piece going through the shrapnel 

helmet. We all pray that he will pull safely through although the chances are not too bright. Tonight 

we lost another valuable man Cpl Geo Black our Scout Corporal & a very fine fellow. During a 

bombing attack he was sniped in the stomach & died almost immediately. This morning several of 

my friends in C Company got hit – one rather sniped Lt Dickens Cpl Knight & Cpl Austin were 

wounded more or less seriously & a very fine friend Sgt Major Fred Thomas was killed. Today has 

been a hell on earth.  

 

Sunday 4th March. Tuesday afternoon last at 2PM our Company moved from Thames Trench into 

the Front Line taking over from C Company. C moving to a more advanced position which they 

took from “Fritz” earlier in the day. During the night, “Fritz” shelled us very heavily. Wednesday 



was very busy. Our Company supporting the other Companies. Thursday morning at 3AM C & D 

Companies were relieved from the Front Line, A & B taking over. We were back to support 300 

yards in rear of the Line. All day we were heavily shelled by the enemy. Thursday night ‘C’ & ‘D’ 

Companies were again in the Line to support A & B in the attack on the German Front Line. At 

9.30PM we attacked & gained our objective, suffering very slight casualties. Friday morning under 

cover of a fog the Huns counter-attacked coming over in three waves & after heavy fighting in the 

shape of a bombing attack temporarily succeeded in driving us out of a portion of the trench. The 

whole of the time Fritz put over a terrific barrage both on our trenches & beyond. It was 

exceptionally heavy & equal while it lasted to Pozieres. In the stunt our casualties were heavy many 

of our best men being killed wounded & missing. Amongst them being an old friend of mine Sgt 

Doug Brown of C Coy. At 1PM we again attacked Fritz this time taking & holding the position. 

The German losses were very heavy. 

 

Friday night the 17th was relieved by the 24th. We were pleased to get out of it as we had a very 

rough time & very little sleep. We took several prisoners during our time in & great praise was 

given to us for our work & also for taking over the whole of the Brigade Front. Our Brigadier 

(General Smith) was very pleased with our work. It was all the more creditable as we were up 

against the Prussian Grenadier Guards & also the Premier Guards the pick of the German Army. 

At the present time we are resting at Shelter Wood Camp about six miles in rear of the Line. Am 

sorry to state that our popular officer Lieut. Young died from his wounds. Our Company has 

suffered a great loss through his death. In a couple of days time we are due in the Line again. Last 

trip we were only 1500 yds from Bapaume. Next time we will be much closer I hope. The Germans 

are still in retreat & fighting a strong rearguard action. Unfortunately in the retreat our artillery can 

give us very little support. When they get into a consolidated position Fritz will get more than he 

will bargain for. This afternoon a memorial service was held by Chaplain Capt. Furnie to perpetuate 

the memory of the Officers N.C.O.s & men of the 17th Batt who fell in action at Pozieres during 

July & August 1916. A cross also was erected in Pozieres Cemetery.  

 

Monday 5th March. Had a heavy fall of snow during last night & this morning. It lasted until midday 

but the snow clouds disappeared in the afternoon & the warm soon took their place. Spent the day 

in “Albert” with my pal Reg Woodward. Nothing else of any interest today.  

 

Friday 9th March 17. Battalion still out of the Line. At present in reserve at ‘Bazeutin Wood’. Expect 

to go into Line within a few days. Front uncertain. This time over the top with any luck.  

Yesterday cold & dreary. Had a small blizzard. Last night “Fritz” shelled our camp. No damage 

being done. A piece of shrapnel came through our hut & landed close to where I was sleeping. 

Today is cold & since midday has been snowing rather heavily.  

 

Tuesday 13th March. Our Battalion went into the trenches on Sunday afternoon as support Battalion 

on the “Le Sars” Front. This time I have been kept out to supervise the rations for our Company. 

The first spell out of the Line since being in France.  

Monday afternoon went with rations in Deckairlle (Asnac light railway) to Support Line. Had a 

heavy job getting rations along. Rested for a while near a battery of 9.2 Howitzers. They were in 

action. Watched many shells from moment of leaving gun until they reached culminating point. 

Met an old school chum James Lease (Amby) now Sgt 2nd Div Pioneers after delivering rations 

came home through rough broken & desolate country. Arrived home 7.30PM tired & hungry & 

covered in mud. Last night the Battalion hopped the parapet & advanced 1700 yds without meeting 

any opposition. Fritz still in retreat. Artillery (ours) very active.  



Wednesday 14th March. The advance on the Anere still continues. The Australians & British are 

keeping the Germans on the move. The Germans are evacuating their lines all along the Anere. Our 

Battalion went over the top last night & advanced over a mile. Fritz left signs of a hasty retreat. 

They, the 17th, took Loupart Wood & are holding their Line about 200 yds on the Bapaume side. 

They are on the outskirts of Bapaume & before many days are passed the town will be in our hands. 

Had an exciting experience today (one of many). We had taken our rations in limbers into the ruined 

village of Le Sars & whilst waiting for the fatigue parties we had to put up with a fair amount of 

shelling from Fritz fortunately for us his range was inaccurate. Alongside the Albert – Bapaume 

Road the R.G.A. had pitched their camp. Whilst we were on our way to ‘Le Sars’. Before it was up 

many minutes ‘Fritz’ shelled it telling effect. Many shells fell right in the centre of the camp 

blowing nine of them to pieces. The shells were 59 and are capable of doing a great deal of damage. 

We were lucky to pass the spot on our way home in safety. The main road from Albert to Bapaume 

is perfectly straight. All the main roads of France are straight and are a real treat. After we left the 

main road we took a short cut to Bayeutiers (our camp) through the old battle ground of Pozieres. 

It brought back unpleasant memories. The dead are lying everywhere. The recent rains have 

uncovered many of the bodies. They were in a terrible state – were the remains of British, 

Australian, Canadian & German soldiers. It brought back to me the misery of our ??? days of 

August & late July last year 1916.  

 

 

Monday 19th March. Friday night Battalion relieved from Line. During their trip in Line they 

advanced altogether close on 2 miles. Now resting in Martinpuich had a very busy afternoon & 

night getting everything ready for the boys coming out. To the 17th Batt the honour is theirs of being 

On the 15 March Claude’s brother Dugie, a member of D Company 31 Battalion, was in a small 
patrol advancing along Till Trench (near the entry via Tongue Trench) towards Bapaume when they 
received a direct hit from the German artillery. Dugie was killed just five days after his 33rd birthday. 
Descendants have a photograph of Claude standing in front of Dugie’s grave, but there is no 
mention of Dugie’s death in that part of Claude’s diary that we have which covers up until the 15th 

April 1917. Claude’s Battalion was in the Front Line at Loupart Wood four kilometres West of 
Bapaume, and Dugie’s Battalion was advancing towards Bapaume past Ligny Thilloy, under difficult 
conditions from enemy fire and through trenches waist deep in mud. Dugie was perhaps just three 
kilometres East of Claude when he was killed. Dugie’s 31st Battalion was relieved on the 16th March 
when just 800 feet (250 metres) short of the centre of Bapaume, and Bapaume was taken on the 
17th March. Four days after Dugie was killed Claude was on this ‘souvenir hunting expedition’ 
through Grevilliers and Bapaume, and not aware of Dugie’s death until much later. 

 



the first Australian troops to enter Bapaume. Our scout patrols under Sgt Coom D Coy & Sgt Little 

B Coy went ahead of the 19th Battalion to the edge or rather the outskirts of the town. ‘Fritz’ is still 

in retreat & is leaving & destroying all villages & poisoning the wells as he goes along or (I should 

say back).  

 

Today the 5th Brigade QM Stores shifted from Bazeutin to within a little less than a mile from 

Bapaume. The village of Warlencourt, Ligny-Thilloy & Grevillers are situated within easy distance 

of where we are camped. They have suffered greatly from artillery fire. On this very spot was the 

scene of a good deal of trouble a few days ago.  

 

Today the Germans were miles away. The Cavalry have been out all day have met with no 

opposition. They went six miles the other side of Bapaume & saw no trace of the enemy. The 

artillery is at the present time 4 miles the other side of the town. Before evacuating Bapaume 

Grevilliers Beauvilliers & Reamacourt ‘Fritz’ set fire to the town. It is thought that he will pull up 

at Cambrai a large town 17 miles from Bapaume. Fritz abandoned a great deal of war material in 

his flight. Barb wire galvanised wire & iron & any amount of timber & ammunition. We are 

following too close on his heels to allow him to get all his gear away. Saw many fine feats 

performed by our aeroplanes this afternoon. It was a treat to watch them particularly the Vickers 

Battle Plane. They have wonderful power. Their nose diving & climbing power is grand.  

 

Monday 19th March  This morning Cpl Jack Emanuel A Coy LCpl Lloyd Kemp B Coy & myself 

set out on a sightseeing & souvenir hunting expedition. We left our Camp on the outskirts of Le 

Barque at 9 AM (about) & went first into Le Barque. After having a good look round we went to 

“Ligny-Thilloy” & then into “Thilloy”.   All in ruins. Across country to Grevillers Trenches & to 

the outskirts of Bapaume. We then entered the town from the extreme end & had a good look round 

the now ruined town. It is in a terrible state. Almost all the buildings are destroyed & many are still 

burning. “Fritz” before leaving mined & blew up all the cross-roads as to hamper our advance but 

not for long for our engineers & Pioneers have made new roads to enable our artillery & transport 

to do their job. Bapaume is not a large town. It is only a fair sized place & has the appearance of 

once being a very pretty place. During our ramble we came across six (6) of our aeroplanes. All 

damaged beyond repair. One being in one of the main streets of Bapaume. They all have come 

down within the past fortnight. We arrived back at Le Barque Camp at noon tired & hungry. (We 

had not had breakfast). Our souvenirs consisted of part of an aeroplane Taube (German) German 

water bottle & helmet. Since noon the Huns have put a few shells into Bapaume. 

 

Thursday 22nd March. Tuesday morning the Battalion shifted ??? Martinpuich into the remains of 

the village of Biefvilliers one mile from Bapaume.   On Wednesday the Batt Q.M. Store & 

Transport also moved from Le Barque to Biefvilliers. This village is completely wrecked. Before 

leaving here the Germans destroyed everything of value & mined & blew up the rest of the 

buildings including the church. All that remains of the latter place is a pile of bricks. The churchyard 

too is destroyed Tombstones are lying everywhere. It seems terribly sad that when the dead are not 

allowed to rest in peace. Yesterday afternoon during an aerial battle one of the latest Hun planes 

(an Albatross) & piloted by Prince Charles (one of the King’s sons) was brought down. The plane 

landed lightly, & Prince Charles, seeing he was about to be captured, made a dash for his own 

Lines. Our machine guns were too quick for him & before Prince Fritz had gone very far he was 

stopped by a bullet in the back. He is now in our hands & in a serious condition. Pity we couldn’t 

get hold of the Kaiser & his beautiful son ‘Willie”. The Kaiser realizes now that he is beaten. He 

is evacuating now along an 80 mile front & to a depth of 10 miles. Latest reports say that he is 

going even farther back than expected.  

 

The French are doing splendid work on their Front. The British a couple of days ago captured the 

town of “Noyon” near Peronne with its entire population of 10,000 French civilians. The people 



were delighted to be freed from the influence of the Hun. War news altogether very good. Weather 

today not too pleasant. Snow fall at regular intervals all day. Inclined to the cold.  

 

Tuesday 27th March. Sunday morning Cpl Jack Emanuel Cpl Dunne & I went to the ruined village 

of Gogunus to see the German Cemetery there. In the cemetery are several graves of British soldiers 

from the Guards of the Royal Naval ??? the Lancashires & Scottish Highlanders. The graves have 

been well cared for each with a neat cross & bordered all round with green plants. In the centre of 

the cemetery is a pulpit from which apparently the German Chaplain read each burial service. At 

least one sacred act of the German soldiers such acts as those are few & far between. The French 

cemetery nearby has suffered the same fate as the church. All in ruins & in a sad state. In the French 

Cemetery are several family vaults. One, the Gaffin family dating back from 1748 to the last burial 

in 1914. Further along towards the town of Bapaume & on the Arras Road we came across the 

grave of one of our own Battalion. That of Pte Tim Lawler. While on Malt Trench Warlencourt he 

was wounded & taken prisoner by the Germans. They buried him decently & also erected a cross 

over his grave. Pte Lawler died of wounds on 2.3.17. The villages all around Bapaume are a mass 

of ruins & almost every place habitable of any size is mined.  

 

Last night shortly before midnight the remains of the town hall in Bapaume blew up the result of a 

mine probably a clock fuse. As far as can be ascertained 30 men were buried by the debris included 

in the number being a couple of officers & two members of the French Cabinet. All day the rescue 

party have been at work & reports to hand this afternoon state that communication has been 

established with those buried. The rescue party hope to rescue a good number safe & well. At 

present the number buried is not exactly known.  

 

Rumoured this afternoon that the dugout occupied by the 7th Brigade H’quarters had also been 

blown up. Not yet official. Last night’s explosion was felt here in Biefvillers 2½ kilometres from 

Bapaume. I felt the earth quiver for a few seconds  soon after I turned in to bed. Also rumoured this 

afternoon that some “Tommies” while engaged cleaning a well in Flanders came across the naked 

bodies of several women in the well. Supposed to be quite true.  

 

This morning the 7th Brigade attacked the Germans & gained their objective (a village) & took 

many prisoners (23) & also surrounded a Hun strongpoint. A very creditable piece of work. 

Tomorrow we (the 2nd Division) are being relieved from this Front.  

 

Thursday 29th March. Battalion now out of the Line & billeted in “Crucifix” Camp Fricourt  

The Battalion Q.M. Stores are at “La Boiselle” & within a couple of miles of Albert. Expect to 

remain in this area for at least 10 days. Movements after that uncertain. Rumoured that we are 

going to the North of France again. Probably to Armentieres or “Arras”. A change from this Front 

will be very acceptable. We have been in the Front since October of last year & have been amongst 

all the mud & slush. Since we have been out of the Line the remaining Brigade of the 2nd Division 

(the 7th Bgde) have done some fine work.  They advanced a good deal being supported by two 

Battalions of the 5th Bde the 19th & 20th. Besides capturing a village they took many prisoners. It is 

no uncommon sight to see batches of “Hun prisoners passing along the Albert Bapaume Road every 

day. The prisoners being taken now are a very poor type of soldier. They look tired & worn out & 

sick of the war. Last night Cpl Jack Emanuel Mort Dunn & I went into Albert to the cinema. We 

saw a very fine show & were well satisfied with our nights entertainment. The orchestra was very 

fine (5th Division Band) & a hypnotist. The mysterious Aubry gave a fine exhibition of his skill. 

The rest of the program comprised several fine pictures.  

Today a very busy one for us all. Weather anything but pleasant. Rained heavily at intervals all 

day.  

 



Wednesday 4th April. Battalion still in Fricourt Camp. 150 D & 150 B Companies on fatigue at “Le 

Sars” on Albert Bapaume Road at least 5 miles from Fricourt. Weather during post was rotten. 

Monday afternoon about 5PM we had an exceptionally heavy fall of snow. It lasted for a couple of 

hours & was the heaviest fall I have yet seen. Yesterday was fine. Today has been dreary. Since 

early morning it has been snowing steadily. Mud everywhere & the air very cold. In the theatre of 

war we are doing splendidly (Australians). On the Somme Front the Germans are being pushed 

back everywhere & last night at “Arras” the British troops broke through the German main line. 

“Arras” is only 20 kilos from “Bapaume”. The guns have been very active in the Arras area all day. 

We can still hear them booming.  

 

News today about America’s entry into the war very cheering. Good luck to America & President 

Wilson.  

 

Thursday 5th April. This afternoon while up at Le Sars with the Company rations I had a good look 

over the battleground of “Le Sars” in the vicinity of what is called the “Chalk Pit” – the sight I saw 

I will not forget for some time. Our artillery blew the German trenches to pieces. The German dead 

are lying about in hundreds. Many of them being in pieces. It was a very sad & pitiable sight. The 

battle that I am referring to took place on Saturday 17th February. The Tommies & Scotties 

advanced two miles on a big frontage inflicting heavy losses on the enemy & suffering slight 

casualties themselves. Our Battalion was in the trenches at the same time on the right of the 

Tommies & well I remember it all.  

 

Wednesday 11th April 17. Since Good Friday we have had very peculiar weather. Good Friday it 

rained & snowed. Same on Saturday. Easter Sunday was a perfect day & the first we have had for 

six months. Monday was a very wild day it snowed heavily & rained at intervals. All day yesterday 

was wild & bitterly cold. A blizzard was blowing from early morning until late in the afternoon. 

The snow & sleet was blinding & “Ugh”, bitterly cold. Today is windy & cold but fine.  

 

Great events have taken place since the last few days. Our offensive has started from Arras to Lens 

and latest reports are splendid. Our troops (British & Canadians) have advanced 5 miles & have 

taken 11,000 prisoners & over one hundred guns The Canadians have taken “Vimy Ridge” an 

important position and are holding it against repeated counter attacks. The Australians also are 

doing splendidly. The 4th Division broke through the wonderful Hindenburg Line yesterday 

capturing many prisoners 20 guns & three villages. They were assisted by 10 tanks & well prepared 

artillery fire.  

 

Friday 13th April. Wednesday afternoon late we had an exceptionally heavy snow storm. It lasted a 

couple of hours & was the heaviest we have experienced since our arrival in France. Naturally 

many snowballing fights took place among the boys to the amusement of the onlookers.  

Thursday cold & raining. Left Fricourt Camp at 9AM & marched through to Flavreuil a ruined 

village about 3 kilometres passed Bapaume & towards Cambrai. The march altogether was about 

20 kilos & worse luck with full packs. It is now 2 O’Clock in the afternoon & we are about to move 

off to Vaulx a few miles from here & about 3 miles from the trenches. We are going into the Line 

tonight. The 5th Bgde relieving the 4th Bgde. The 4th during their time out suffered heavily. 

Conditions today much more pleasant.  

 

Sunday 15th April. Friday night I spent in a canteen in Sunken Road close to Noreuil. The 52nd 

Battalion 13th Brigade handed their canteen over to us. Had a lively time for a while as Fritz shelled 

the road heavily. Many big shells (Coal Boxes 5.9) fell too close to be pleasant. Next morning the 

RSM took over. My job here is to supervise the rations of D Company. Yesterday “Fritz” shelled 

us at intervals. We are very close to him here. His Front Line is only a mile from our position. Last 

night we made preparations for a hop over but at daylight this morning “Fritz” attacked on our right 



& broke through the 3rd Bgde. He tried to surround us but failed in the attempt. For about 4 hours 

an open battle ensued.  

 

We fought Hun in the open & inflicted very heavy casualties during a fire fight & our boys fought 

heroically. The artillery machine gun & rifle fire played havoc with the Huns. They fell in dozens 

like nine pins. We had the pleasure of seeing the Germans surrendering in dozens. Latest reports 

state that between 3 & 400 prisoners in our hands & their casualties very heavy. Five battalions 

came over at us in three waves & expected to surround us & cut us off but those that were left after 

the fight were few in number to return. Besides our prisoners 5th Bgde (between 3 & 400) the 3rd 

Brigade took a great number. They also inflicted severe casualties on the enemy. It was a fine sight 

to see “Fritz” hiding in the open in shell holes & when he thought it wise & run for better shelter 

& see our  machine gun & rifle fire mow him down. Fritz retired a sorry man & to his sorrow found 

the Australians a tough nut to crack. In the mix up I lost 3 of my old 13 Platoon Jimmy Bryce, a 

Manly boy, Bill Coppock (Sydney) & Frank Symons all of Sydney. They were three fine young 

lads & good friends.  

 

The Battalion losses although fairly heavy were comparatively slight taking into consideration the 

work done. Prisoners taken said that their orders were to take Noreuil & an adjoining village at all 

costs. Their attempt cost them dearly. Many of the prisoners were young & old men & of a poor 

class. They seemed to be very pleased at being made prisoner.  

 

Finish war for them.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This was the Battle of Lagnicourt. The German Army was disguising their retreat to the 

Hindenburg Line, and counter-attacked at Dawn on the 15th April with the intention of a 

one day attack to inflict damage and capture equipment and prisoners then retreat again. 

4000 Australians repelled 16000 Germans, with 1010 Australian casualties and 2313 

German. The German counter-attack was a surprise and they initially achieved significant 

penetration, taking Lagnicourt, but were courageously held from further advance by a 

few, then a swift response by nearby Australian Battalions drove them back inflicting 

many casualties. The 17th and 19th Battalions defended Noreuil and the 20th and 9th 

Battalions retook Lagnicourt. The battle lasted around four hours and was all over by 8.30 

am.  
 



END OF DIARY 

 

No doubt Claude continued to maintain a diary after 13 April 1917 up until his death near 

Passchendaele on 9 October 1917. When he was killed his body was either never recovered or not 

identified, and the remainder of his diary destroyed, lost, not retained or never identified. There is 

a remote possibility it might have been recovered and is held somewhere, but maybe there was 

nothing in it to connect it with Claude.  

 

Information is available however on some of Claude’s activities between 15 April 1917 up to and 

including the circumstances of his death, as can be gleaned from correspondence he sent home in 

this period, from the Brigade and Battalion Diaries, and from his Service Records as held by the 

National Archives of Australia (NAA) and eye witness accounts of his wounding on the 9th October 

as obtained by the Red Cross and held by the Australian War Memorial (AWM). A summary of 

his activities as far as can be determined follows, covering the period from 15th April to the 9th 

October 1917. Before then there is another booklet, the black covered one pictured immediately 

after the Foreword, which is not part of his diary, but which contains lists and lecture notes that he 

had made around the end of 1916 and in early 1917. Most of it has no apparent significance, other 

than to suggest they were made because he was employed in a supervisory role, and that he took 

his work as a soldier seriously.  

 

All indications are that Claude was well liked, both in civilian life and as a soldier. He refers to 

many friends in his diary, and witness reports3 after he went missing in action describe him as being 

well-liked. As a soldier to be well-liked you would surely also need to be effective, and yet at no 

stage in his diary does he describe any aggressive action that he took, apart from one reference to 

taking a pot shot at an enemy aircraft which he also admitted was out of range. Did he actually fire 

a weapon at someone, or use a bayonet at close quarters? Few soldiers in their diaries describe 

killing someone, and yet that is why they were there, but could a sensitive caring person like Claude 

commit such action? Certainly he expresses on a number of occasions a disgust for the enemy, and 

in one case says: The bayonet is the best form of mercy for such swine. The notes Claude has made 

in the black-covered booklet in either December 1916 or January 1917 on the use of the bayonet 

give a clear indication of the horrific violent actions the soldiers were required to perform during a 

battle, and help to fill the void in Claude’s diary created by the absence of any graphic descriptions 

by him of hand to hand combat in the trenches.  

 

Bayonet Training Notes  

Individual training necessary. Compare with Boxer or Football team. Emphasise the fact that it is 

just as important for a bayonet fighter to practice pointing at vital parts of the body, as it is for a 

boxer to practice delivering a knock-out blow on the mark.  

Develop Brain Power & Sight  

Should acquire skill & quickness to enable recruit to kill five or six opponents if necessary.  

A Killing Match  

Must either kill or be killed. No firing allowed during the actual assault. May shoot comrades in 

mix-up. Firing into an opponent’s body only allowed when bayonet has penetrated a bone.  

Magazines should always be charged before the assault so as to be prepared for a counterattack.  

Four inches of blade enough. Vital parts of body from the front Face Throat Chest & thighs. From 

the rear in region of the kidneys; Withdrawal of the bayonet requires considerable energy. Free 

used brings rifle to the shorten arms position. If point misses use any means of disabling opponent. 

Kill with the bayonet if possible.  

Method of making assault  

20 yds or less, rifle carried in the On Guard position. About 20 & under 50 yds rifle carried at the 

high Port, over 50 yds at the Trail until within a few yds of the enemy  

_________________  



Formation of squad for bayonet practice.  

_________________  

Open Order. The same order as for physical training.  

 

Clearly you would not want to put lurid details of putting this training into practice on the battlefield 

in a diary intended for your mother and close relatives. Rather most would not want to disclose 

details of the violent acts they were required to perform against other human beings, which would 

have put them in the same category as ‘The Huns’ and the atrocious acts they perpetrated, or at 

least propaganda had them believe the enemy committed. 

  

15th APRIL to the 9th OCTOBER 1917 

 

Claude’s 17th Battalion was not involved in the First Battle of Bullecourt on the 11th April which 

did not go well for the Allies despite Claude’s contrary assertion. Instead the Battalion moved up 

to Noreuil where they were part of the brief Battle of Lagnicourt on the 15th April as described by 

Claude above. After holding Noreuil and Lagnicourt, the 17th Battalion moved up to help the attack 

to breach the Hindenburg Line at Bullecourt. In this the Second Battle of Bullecourt, from 3rd to 5th 

May 1917, the 17th Battalion had 11 officer casualties and 286 Other Ranks, mainly as a result of 

machine gun fire. The Battalion was relieved on the 5th May and moved back to the West of 

Bapaume to recover, and engaged in training exercises during June and July.  

 

It was probably during this period of training near Thilloy and Beaulencourt that Claude may have 

learnt of his brother Dugald’s death, and visited the gravesite where and when the photograph of 

him by the grave was taken. It must have been a trying time to participate in training exercises so 

close to where Dugie had been killed. After the war Dugie’s remains were removed to be placed in 

the Beaulencourt British Cemetery at Ligny Thilloy (Plot 1, Row G, Grave 8).  

 

At the end of July the 5th Brigade – which includes the 17th Battalion – moved to Northern 
France to Arques via St Omer, and undertook further training exercises in the region near 
Hazebrouck. Claude was promoted to Corporal on 1st August, then proceeded on leave to 
England and Scotland. He had a most enjoyable time on leave, particularly in London, 
attending concerts and the theatre and visiting the sights. Apparently he also had the 
opportunity to meet a penfriend – Queenie Trails – that he was able to make through the 
‘Lonely Soldiers Story’ advertising services offered by some English newspapers, with whom 
he had been corresponding since arriving in France. Many soldiers made contact with girls at 
home through advertising in the newspapers, for a variety of reasons. Strange that he had not 
mentioned her previously in his diary, though he had the following to say about her on the 
following postcard he sent home to his mother: 



 
  

 

 

This is my very nice little London friend. A professional 
musician. Has a glorious voice & is a gifted pianist. 

 

 

 

 
After his time in London he visited Scotland and endeavoured to 

trace information on some of his mother’s ancestors and possibly 

meet relatives. His mother’s mother was Ann Hunter, and she came 

from Alloa near Glasgow. His mother’s father was Dugald Stuart and 

he came from Argyleshire. His father’s father had come from 

Hamburg in Germany to Australia in 1846. He apparently made more 

friends when in Scotland, and this one was Emma Miller of 

Edinburgh, who he called a Bonnie wee lass.  

 

A letter from Claude to his mother is reproduced in its entirety below, 

as it is an excellent substitute, the only substitute we have, for what 

he might have written in a diary for this period. The letter was only 

found following an internet search, as his parents had it reproduced 

in the Grafton Daily Examiner on 17 November 1917 after Claude’s 

death at Passchendaele on 9 October 1917. I find his reference to the 

next time ‘I have the good fortune to get away I will have something to work on’, in reference to 

further family history research, particularly poignant.  

 

France, l5/8/17.  

Dear Mother, — You will see by above heading that I am again back with my battalion. I left 

London very much down in the mouth on Friday morning last, after having had quite a delightful 

time in London, Glasgow, and Edinburgh. I was detained in Folkestone a day and a night, and you 

can bet that I got away from the rest billet for a few hours to have a fly round the town. Folkestone 

is a beautiful place, and very prettily situated on the Channel shore. The Leas is the main 

esplanade, and it is really some place. On Saturday morning we were marched to the waiting leave 

boat, the S.S. Onward, a fine, speedy vessel of about 3000 tons, and with a speed of 21 knots. It 

was a delightful trip, but much too short.  

On arrival at Boulogne we went direct to a rest camp, and again I was fortunate in getting 

permission to visit the town. Boulogne is by no means a pretty place. At night we left for our 

battalion, via Calais. We were detained a few hours at Calais, and although I didn't go sightseeing 

I had a very good view of the town. Calais is a very pretty place, and is well situated. On Sunday 

night I eventually reached the battalion, feeling very tired and none too happy.  

Is it to be wondered at after the glorious time I had had in dear old England? London is a glorious 

place. Altogether I spent seven days in that delightful city. The people I met were most hospitable 

and entertaining. They gave me a glorious time, and treated me as though I were a king. Naturally 

I saw many of the most interesting sights, such as Westminster Cathedral, the Abbey, Houses of 

Parliament, St. James' Palace, St. Paul's, Mansion House, Royal Exchange, Whitechapel, Fleet 



Street, Petticoat-lane, London and Tower Bridges, and the Tower of London, Madame Tussaud's 

Waxworks, and the Zoological Gardens, and many other interesting places. The theatres, too, were 

"bon."  

The Paladium and Coloseum were the best I visited. The music was glorious. The hotel where I 

stayed was a fine place, and excellently situated, handy to Shaftsbury Hotel, and quite handy to the 

Strand, Piccadilly Circus, Leicester Square, and Trafalgar Square. During my stay in Glasgow I 

met many nice people, particularly in your mother's beloved Alloa. I tried very hard to find trace 

of your mother's people, but as it was so many years ago since your mother left it was very difficult 

to get in touch. The people were most kind, and helped me in every possible way. I met several 

Hunters, all were nice people. One of them, a shipowner, very kindly invited me to lunch with him 

at the Glasgow Stock Exchange. I also met Mr. Pickering and his daughter. Mr. Pickering at one 

time was engineer of Harwood Mill, and is now representing the C.S.R. Company as consulting 

engineer. They very kindly invited me to dinner, but unfortunately I couldn’t accept, as my time in 

Glasgow was too short. I left the same day for Edinburgh.  

In Edinburgh I went direct to the Registrar's office, and went through the records of births, etc., of 

Alloa, and very soon came across the records of your mother's people. Next time I have the good 

fortune to get away I will have something to work on.  

Edinburgh is a glorious place. Princes Street is the main street, and it is a perfect garden. I visited 

while in Edinburgh Holyrood Palace, the wonderful old castle, the Forth Bridge, the Fleet, and 

then later went on to the Braid Hills to have a good view of the city. Really, Mum, it is a most 

beautiful city, and its people are glorious. That trip will forever live in my memory. While in London 

I met Mr. Barrie, late of the C.S.R. Company, Harwood and Broadwater. He was delighted to see 

me. We had a night at a theatre together. He asked to be remembered very kindly to both you and 

Dad.  

Now I must close. Give my love to all at home, please; best of all to Dad and self. From your loving 

son.  

Claude  

P.S. — I wish I could go straight ahead and tell your more about my trip, but I have the censor to 

consider, so I dare not overdo it. You will be pleased to know that I have just lately been promoted 

to corporal. Further promotion, I believe, will soon come my way.  

Love. Claude  

 

15 August 1917 was a Wednesday, and Claude got back to his battalion on Sunday 12th 

August 1917. The following postcard sent from France on the 14 September 1917 is the last 
known correspondence from Claude. 



  

The 17th Battalion was in Ypres when Broodseinde Ridge was successfully taken on 4 October 

1917. It then moved up to Broodseinde Ridge on 8th October preparatory to an advance towards the 

village of Passchendaele (part of the Battle of Poelcappelle), but heavy rain had turned the 

battleground into a quagmire.  

 

The attack commenced at 5.20 am on the 9th October, but soon faltered under heavy fire. Claude 

along with Sgt Raitt and several other men were despatched along the Ypres – Roueres railway 

cutting and bombed a number of dugouts, also accounting for a machine gun and its crew. Claude 

was then wounded by machine gun fire. Sgt Raitt attempted to assist him, but they were surrounded 

by Germans. Sgt Raitt managed to escape, but Claude was never seen again. He was later declared 

killed in action. He was not taken prisoner. His body may have been hit by an artillery shell or sunk 

in a shell hole beneath the deep mud. His unidentifiable body might later have been recovered and 

placed in most probably the Tyne Cot Cemetery located between Broodseinde and what was the 

village of Passchendaele. His name is listed on the Menin Gate Memorial in Ypres along with many 

others with no known grave.  

 

Claude had made many friends, and was very highly regarded by the many that knew him in his 

hometown of Maclean, as a Purser with the North Coast Steam Navigation Company, and as a 

soldier with the A.I.F. Many would have been distressed at his loss, and the grief felt by his parents 

would have been significant. When he was first declared missing, the Australian Army wrote to his 

parents as follows : “if letters or postcards from the soldier have reached you SINCE THE DATE THAT 

HE WAS POSTED MISSING, the last you have received should be enclosed” , and “If you have received 

from soldiers or others reports that the soldier is dead or a prisoner of war”. Claude’s father Frank 

responded as follows :  
“Here ? is thank you for this communication and by ? state that we have not yet rec’d any letters, ? 

postcards, from our son since he was reported missing in October last.  

I am enclosing herewith two letters from Mr Bell, Manager N.C.S.N. Coy rec’d by him from ? employees 

of his in the same Coy, and three others from ? casualty? ? my son. Two of these as you will see are 

from the Front, and it seems that they ? tell? ? all okay ?, but of one thing ? is wanting, still. There is 

another also from the “Red Cross” rec’d by us in reply to enquiries that we make. I am forwarding? 

this also, but it gives no information beyond what we already know, but it may assist in some way to 

action in the ? you are taking.  



Please accept the sincerest thanks of Mrs Schwonberg and myself for what you have already done: and 

it remains for me to say that we are living in hope of your future efforts being successful and that our 

dear boy will be found among the living.”  

F.H. Schwonberg March 6th -18  

 

IN CONCLUSION 

 

Claude’s writing was intended for his mother, and no doubt written so as not to cause great distress, 

omitting lurid details of the horror he would have witnessed and the fear he must have felt. Not that 

he says nothing, but that his descriptions are of a general nature. The most ‘colourful’ he gets is 

during the Battle of Pozieres in July and August 1916 when he has the following to say:  

 

It is heartbreaking to see the number of dead lying about. So ??? horrible sights & frightfully 

mutilated … German dead lying about. The stench is terrible.  

The sights too that are seen on the battlefield. “Ugh” they are awful.  

I will not soon forget the sights.  

 

At times he mentions the names and/or number of persons killed or wounded, and describes wounds 

or injuries as ‘a broken leg’, and ‘a frightful wound & went in at the back & came out on the left 

side’, but certainly some of the frightful shrapnel and shelling or bombing injuries and atrocious 

sights he saw could have been described more vividly in a way that required little imagination to 

see the blood, the intestines, the loss of limbs and the disfigurement or destruction to a face, head 

or body.  

 

A number of times Claude describes an artillery bombardment as ‘a very fine sight’, but on one 

occasion he does concede that ‘To be in the trenches under one is far from pleasant’. As for fear 

and the risk of injury to himself, he also describes this somewhat casually. For example:  

 

… things have been very lively lately.  

We hopped the parapet … in the face of murderous machine gun fire. It was simply hell. Many of 

the Boys of my own Company were hit as soon as they hopped the parapet. Some slight wounds 

some serious & many killed.  

How I escaped being hit is a miracle & I can only thank God for his safe protection.  

 

Even at the very start of his diary, when leaving Sydney, he mentions ‘Many of us perhaps will 

never see our loved ones again’, but you know he doesn’t believe that this will be his fate, and his 

use of the word ‘perhaps’ suggests that he did not give much thought to that prospect. When death 

was all around him he dismissed immediate thought of the risk of personal injury and revulsion at 

the horrible sights he would be witnessing with: ‘In the excitement of battle we do not notice these 

sights to any great extent ??? to when “Peace” is with us that it will all come to us only too vividly’. 

In this one sentence he has predicted the post-traumatic stress that the survivors of the war would 

suffer.  

 

Though Claude talks dispassionately about the battlefield, he shows considerable passion when 

describing his time away from the war, albeit at times when only removed by a short distance or 

time.  

 

“Amiens” is a magnificent city & is very prettily laid out: little canals & boats are everywhere. 

The streets are wide & have an Avenue of trees on both sides. On the main part of the city the 

buildings are new & up to date.  

The whole countryside is a perfect picture.  



(On the way to the Somme). The villages are very old & quaint. The route through was very pretty 

as is all the French country. The farms & fields are a picture. Many ancient windmills are to be 

seen also water mills such as in Holland. They are mostly used for grinding corn & wheat for flour. 

Some of the mill wheels are very large & are driven by water power form lochs & canals.  

(Immediately after the Battle of Pozieres on the Somme) Last night with a pal I went over & had a 

good look over the magnificent cathedral. It is a very fine building & a very fair ? since we listened 

for some time to a concert in the cathedral. The music was the finest I had heard since leaving 

Australia. It may have been that our souls thirsted for sweet refreshing music.  

 

Claude’s diary though incomplete has helped to establish where he was and what part he played in 

World War 1. It helps to remind us that these were real people with feelings, ambitions, friends and 

family, but prepared to risk all to serve their country and the British Empire. Remembering as much 

as we can about one helps us to remember them all.  

 

The diary is of particular interest and importance to the descendants of the Schwonberg family, one 

of whom once remarked to me, in reference to the fact that Claude was missing in action and his 

body was never found, that she always hoped that he had survived, maybe taken prisoner, and lived 

a full life somewhere after the war. Of course we also know that had he survived, Claude like many 

others would not have been able to live a full joyful life because of the physical and/or emotional 

damage caused by the experience of war. This despite his ability to enjoy a magnificent cathedral 

and the finest music during a brief diversion after one of the most horrific battles of World War 1.  

 

FINIS 
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