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Hundreds of Irishmen are buried in the cemetery overlooking V Beach where many of them 

fell. Photograph: Peter Murtagh  



 

The Royal Munster Fusiliers were involved in the Suvla Bay landings and many died in the 

attempt to achieve a breakthrough. Photograph: Peter Murtagh  



Introduction  

Right proudly high over Dublin Town 

they hung out the flag of war 

óTwas better to die 'neath an Irish sky 

than at Sulva or Sud El Baré 

 

And from the plains of Royal Meath 

Strong men came hurrying through 

While Britannia's sons with their long-range guns 

Sailed in from the foggy dew 

 

óTwas Britannia bade our Wild Geese go 

that small nations might be free 

But their lonely graves are by Sulva's waves 

or the fringe of the Great North Sea 

Oh, had they died by Pearse's side 

or fought with Cathal Brugha 

Their names we will keep where the Fenians sleep 

'neath the shroud of the foggy dew 

 

-The Foggy Dew, Canon Charles O'Neill (c1919) 

 

It was Phil Graham, owner of the Washington Post newspaper, who popularised the phrase 

ñJournalism is the first rough draft of historyò.   

One hundred years after the Gallipoli first World War campaign, from March 1915 to 

January 1916, what happened there is regarded as a byword for military failure.  

But that was not how it appeared in the immediate aftermath of events, when the combined 

Allied offensive sought to force the Ottoman Empire out of the war.  

The Irish Times, in common with mainstream opinion in Britain and Ireland, exhibited a fatal 

complacency in believing the Turks would not ï could not ï effectively defend their home 

soil.  



In 1915, The Irish Times was a different newspaper to what it is today. It reflected the ruling 

order of the time, which was essentially unionist (with a small óuô) and largely Protestant in a 

society that was predominantly Roman Catholic but not necessarily overwhelmingly 

nationalist in outlook.  

The newspaper and its readers would have seen themselves as both British and Irish, 

reflecting a sense of identity more complex and multi-layered than often acknowledged since.  

At the outbreak of hostilities, the newspaper was a staunch supporter of the war effort, as was 

most of the mainstream Irish press. The Irish Times believed the sacrifice of so many young 

men was necessary for right to prevail. 

ñWe venture to say that even the bitterest loss in this campaign has been worth the while, 

worth it for the soldier himself, for his loved ones, for Ireland,ò it said of the thousands of 

Irishmen who died at Gallipoli.  

Such sentiments are alien to the modern sensibility, but were commonplace at the time, 

including on the Irish nationalist side. It was Padraig Pearse who said of the first World War 

ñThe old heart of the earth needed to be warmed with the red wine of the battlefieldsò. Most 

modern readers would conclude, as James Connolly did at the time, that this was the talk of a 

ñblithering idiotò. 

Yet notions of patriotism, heroism and self-sacrifice were widespread and shared by every 

nation, class and creed engaged in this terrible war. Why else would so many young Irish 

professional men leave their careers to face oblivion?  

And today, the sense of sacrifice remains at the centre of loyalist identity in Northern Ireland. 

The Irish Times believed passionately that the war would unite nationalists and unionists in a 

common cause. After reports came back of the fighting at Suvla Bay in August 1915, the 

paper reflected: ñThe unionists and nationalists who fought at Ypres and stormed the hill at 

Suvla have sealed a new bond of patriotism.ò 

Those sentiments were deeply felt at the time, not least by John Redmond, the leader of the 

Irish Parliamentary Party. 

It has become axiomatic that the Irish who fought in the first World War were written out of 

Irish history and yet the presence in 1930 of half the cabinet at the funeral of Sir Bryan 

Mahon, the general who commanded the 10
th
 (Irish) Division in Gallipoli, show attitudes 

were more ambivalent than we were later led to believe.  

Subsequent Irish governments, beginning in 1932 with £amon de Valeraôs first 

administration, were less favourably disposed towards the memories of those fought in the 

Great War.  



In recent years, there has been a new understanding about the Irish who fought in the first 

World War. Much was done by the former president Mary Robinson to reinstate the notion of 

non-judgmental remembrance of Irishmen who died in both world wars and by her successor, 

Mary McAleese, who specifically rehabilitated the memory of the Irish at Gallipoli with her 

visit there in 2010.  

More recently David Davin-Powerôs excellent documentary on RTÉ Irelandôs Forgotten 

Heroes and the successful play The Pals at Gallipoli have focused much deserved attention on 

a campaign which cost Ireland between 3,000 and 4,000 dead, more than what died in the 

Easter Rising and War of Independence combined. 

Gallipoli will never have the pre-eminence in Ireland that it has in the national consciences of 

Australia, New Zealand and modern-day Turkey but the long national silence has been 

broken.  

This eBook originated out of the wealth of material The Irish Times produced in the run up to 

the centenary of the Gallipoli landings in 1915.   

While the newspaper has generated much to give a historic context to Gallipoli, it is 

contemporary reports from the time that give the most powerful testimonies of the reality of 

that awful campaign.  

The Irish Times was heavily dependent on the British War Officeôs Press Bureau for 

information. It is clear from the reports that were published that the true extent of the disaster 

was kept from the British and Irish public.  

Instead, it is the letters sent back by men fighting at the front and later published in The Irish 

Times which are worth a thousand press reports.  

Who would not fail to shudder at the unnamed officer in the Royal Dublin Fusiliers rescued 

from the sea during the landings at V Beach in Cape Helles? ñAfterwards he got a hold of my 

poor old gammy arm and pulled like billyo breaking it again which I neednôt tell you woke 

me up a bit from swallowing salt water. He was shot through his arm too, and the blood from 

it was blinding me, yet he wouldnôt give in.ò 

Or the Munstersô officer who wrote matter-of-factly: ñIt has certainly been a tough job. The 

heaps of dead are awful and the beach where we landed was an extraordinary sight.ò  

The most remarkable thing about Gallipoli from an Irish perspective was the hundreds of 

middle-class men from prosperous backgrounds who joined the war effort, the so-called 

ñPosh palsò. There was no conscription in Ireland, neither were they compelled by economic 

necessity to do so, yet they joined up anyway.  



One of them was Poole Hickman from Co Clare, a 35-year-old barrister and rugby player 

who was killed on August 15
th
, 1915, a day after he sent home a letter which made it into the 

pages of The Irish Times after his death. In it he discussed the terrible conditions which the 

men endured at Suvla Bay.  

ñI forgot to say that we discarded our packs at the landing and have never seen them again 

and all this time we never had even our boots off, a shave, or a wash, as even the dirtiest 

water was greedily drunk on the hill where the sunôs rays beat pitilessly down all day long, 

and where the rotting corpses of the Turks created a damnably offensive smell.ò  

After the Gallipoli debacle, the 10
th
 (Irish) Division was evacuated to Salonika. A report from 

the Battle of Kosturino in December 1915 is included in this eBook. If the Gallipoli campaign 

is only now being remembered from an Irish perspective, the Salonika campaign remains 

almost wholly forgotten. Irishmen fought on the sides of the Serbians against the Bulgarians 

in the mountains of modern-day Macedonia. Such a scenario sums up the absurdity of the 

first World War. 

Ronan McGreevy, August 2015  

  



Glossary of terms 

The British infantry was sub-divided into different units depending on their size.  

Company: A company usually consisted of 250 men. A British battalion usually had four 

companies named alphabetically A,B,C and D.  

Battalion:  A full strength battalion would consist of approximately 1,000 men divided into 

four companies. A battalion would be attached to a regiment. Ireland had eight regiments at 

the start of the war. Before the first World War most regiments would have two battalions, 

the 1
st
 and 2

nd
. The 1

st
 battalions of the Royal Munster, Dublin and Inniskilling Fusiliers were 

regular service battalions in the British Army before war broke out. Those with numbers 

higher than 2 were raised from either the reserve or through Kitchenerôs New Army.  

Brigade: A brigade consisted of four battalions. Each division had three brigades which were 

numbered in consecutive order. Hence the 10
th
 (Irish) Division consisted of the 30

th
, 31

st
 and 

32
nd

 brigades of the British army.  

Division: A division consisted of 12 battalions, 12,000 men in total with support from 

artillery, logistics and transport, making approximately 17,000 men in total.  

Corps: Corps consisted usually of at least three divisions and were given Roman numerals. 

The five divisions which landed at Suvla Bay were called IX Corps.  

Hence the Posh Pals were D company of the 7
th
 battalion of the Royal Dublin Fusiliers. The 

7/Royal Dublin Fusiliers was part of the 10
th
 (Irish) Division which in turn was part of the IX 

Corps of the British army.  
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Austriaôs murdered heir 

ñOne day the great European War will come out of some damned foolish thing in the 

Balkansò Otto von Bismarck (1888). 

 

Few knew it at the time but the assassination of the Archduke Franz Ferdinand in Sarajevo 

on June 28
th
, 1914, resulted in what was then the most destructive war in history and altered 

the course of the 20
th 

Century. 

The first World War was the ñcalamity from which all other calamities sprang,ò wrote the 

historian Fritz Stern. The rise of the Nazis, the Bolshevik Revolution, the second World War, 

the Cold War, the break-up of the old Yugoslavia and even todayôs tumult in the Middle East 

all have their origins in the conflict which broke out in 1914, a little over 100 years ago. 

Ferdinand and his wife were killed by an assassinôs bullet fired by a 19-year-old Bosnian 

Serbian nationalist named Gavrilo Princip. Serbia had won its independence from the 

Ottoman Empire in 1877, but many Serbs lived outside its borders, principally in Bosnia-

Herzegovina. 

Nationalist dreams of a greater Serbia were thwarted when Austria-Hungary annexed 

Bosnia-Herzegovina in 1908. During the Balkan Wars of 1912-1913 Serbia successfully 

drove the Ottoman Empire out of modern-day Macedonia and Kosovo, but Serbians also 

wanted Bosnia which had a substantial ethnic Serbian population. 

Princip and his fellow assassins were armed and trained by elements within the Serbian 

military. The Austrians blamed Serbia for the assassination, setting in train a series of 

alliances which developed, exactly a calendar month later, into world war and the tearing 

apart of a continent  that had been at peace for most of the previous 100 years. 

The Irish Times report of the following day does not underplay the gravity of the 

assassination, but few at the time believed its consequences would lead to a global conflict. 

 

The Irish Times, June 29th, 1914 

We have to record today with profound regret and horror another tale of blood in the annals 

of the ill-fated House of Hapsburg. 

The head of the assassin has suddenly removed from the European stage one of the most 

striking of its Royal personalities. 



Yesterday the Archduke Franz Ferdinand, heir to the throne of Austria-Hungary, and his 

wife, the Duchess of Hohenberg, who had been attending the manoeuvres in Bosnia-

Herzegovina, were shot and mortally wounded while driving through the streets of Sarajevo. 

Both died almost immediately. 

Their murder seems to have been the result of a well-planned conspiracy, determinedly 

carried into execution. 

Earlier in the day a bomb was thrown at them, but they escaped unscathed, though several 

people were seriously injured; and it is reported that a second bomb was found which was 

evidently intended for use if the plans of the successful murderer had miscarried. 

There is no reason to doubt that the motive of this foul crime was political. The Dual 

Monarchy, that incongruous congeries of nations, is honeycombed with disaffection and 

intrigue; and there is a certain sinister significance in the murder of the Archduke in Bosnia-

Herzegovina, two provinces with the annexation of which his name will always be 

associated. 

Violence has dogged the footsteps of the members of the Royal House of Austria-Hungary. 

The Emperorôs wife, the Empress Elizabeth, was assassinated at Geneva. His only son, the 

Crown Prince Rudolph was found dead in his shooting box in circumstances which furnished 

a mysterious problem that is still unsolved. 

The death of the Archduke Francis Ferdinand settles one riddle of European politics only to 

call another into being. The question of what would happen when he succeeded the Emperor 

Francis Joseph, who is now 84 years of age, on the throne of the Dual Monarchies was one 

that that had haunted the thoughts of the chancellories of Europe more and more urgently. It 

has freely prophesied that the unstable bonds of the Empire, held together only by the 

influence of the present Emperor would snap at his death and the succession of the Archduke 

Ferdinand. 

We can only hope that the Emperor will be able to surmount these difficulties but the 

immediate outlook for his Empire is confused and dark. 

  



Europeôs peace shattered; Irish Home Rule delayed 

 

The assassination of the Archduke Franz Ferdinand sundered the fragile peace in Europe 

and precipitated the first general war on the continent for a century. 

The peace in Europe had been maintained by a series of alliances which would ultimately 

lead to war: Britain, France and Russia on one side, Germany and her ally, the Austro-

Hungarian Empire, together with the Ottoman Empire, on another. 

It took 37 days from the assassination to all out war in Europe. Austria-Hungary issued an 

ultimatum to Serbia and threatened invasion. Germany gave Austria-Hungary a ñblank 

chequeò to do as she saw fit with Serbia. Russia had signed a treaty with its fellow Slavs 

promising to protect Serbia against foreign attack. 

The Kaiser explained: ñShould a war between Austria-Hungary and Russia be unavoidable, 

Austria-Hungary can rest assured that Germany, your old faithful ally, will stand at your 

side.ò 

Both Austria-Hungary and Germany made a fatal miscalculation. Austria-Hungary declared 

war on Serbia on July 28
th
. Russia ordered a partial mobilisation in response. 

Germany declared war on Russia on August 1
st
. This in turn dragged Russiaôs ally France 

into the conflict. 

Britain did not have a formal treaty with France or Russia but when Germany invaded 

neutral Belgium on August 3
rd 

in order to attack France, the British felt obliged by the terms 

of a 75-year-old treaty to defend Belgium. Thus, at 11pm on August 4
th
, 1914, the United 

Kingdom, which included Ireland, declared war on Germany. 

While all this was going on, the British Government was distracted by the worsening 

situation in Ireland. 

The Home Rule Bill, which was passed in 1912 and aimed to give a measure of self 

government to the island of Ireland as a single unit, was due to come into force in 1914. In 

May 1914 it passed all stages of parliament in London and needed only the Kingôs ascent, 

but the measure was foundering on the determination of Ulster Protestants to resist Home 

Rule. 

In April, the Ulster Volunteer Force, which was determined to defend the status quo and 

resist Home Rule, smuggled 25,000 guns and three million rounds of ammunition into the 

port of Larne in Co Antrim. In July and August, the nationalist Irish Volunteers landed a 

cargo of weapons and ammunition, bought in Germany, at Howth in Dublin and Kilcoole in 



Wicklow. There were now two armed militias in Ireland with opposing views about the future 

of the country. 

While the ñJuly crisisò, as the assassination and events immediately following became 

known, was convulsing the capitals of Europe, Britainôs King George V called a conference 

at Buckingham Palace in an attempt to resolve the differences between unionists and 

nationalists. The talks broke up without agreement. 

Feelings were still running high in Ireland following the Bachelorôs Walk massacre of July 

27
th
 when troops from the King's Own Scottish Borderers, who had been sent to intercept the 

arms from Howth, fired on a crowd of civilians in Dublin killing three. The deaths provoked 

outrage but attention moved elsewhere as the possibility of a European war drew ever closer. 

On August 3
rd

, John Redmond, leader of the Irish Parliamentary Party in the House of 

Commons, made a speech there telling the British Government it may ñtomorrow withdraw 

every one of their troops from Irelandò if it needed them elsewhere. 

ñI say that the coast of Ireland will be defended from foreign invasion by her armed sons,ò 

he told MPs, ñand for this purpose armed nationalist Catholics in the South will be only too 

glad to join arms with the armed Protestant Ulsterman in the North.ò 

 

The Irish Times, August 5
th

, 1914 

The call to arms has come. At eleven oôclock last night Great Britain declared war on 

Germany. We are glad that the formal declaration has come from our own Government and 

not from the enemies who forces this quarrel upon us. This is the fitting answer to a direct 

challenge. 

The whole nation will welcome the ending of suspense. That the breaking point was very 

nearly reached was evident from Mr Asquithôs grave statement in the House of Commons 

yesterday afternoon. 

We believe that the people of these kingdoms are today more cheerful than they have been at 

any time since the war cloud began to gather over Europe. 

The period of suspense and uncertainty is ended. In Ireland today the national feeling is not 

merely one of courage and confidence. Faced with terrible and urgent danger though we be, 

our hearts find room for thankfulness ï even for exultation. 

In this hour of trial, the Irish nation has ñfound itselfò at last. Unionist and Nationalist have 

ranged themselves together against the invader of their common liberties. 

A few weeks ago it used to be said by despairing English politicians that Ireland was two 

armed camps. Today she is one armed camp and its menace is directed against a foreign foe. 



Mr Redmondôs speech is receiving from Irish Unionists the wholehearted welcome which we 

claimed and predicted for it yesterday. It gives to Southern Unionists, in particular, the boon 

which was hitherto denied to them ï the opportunity of asserting their nationality, of 

rendering personal service to the motherland. 

The Nationalist army has hastened to endorse Mr Redmondôs speech as it is not only ready, 

but eager, to unite with Ulsterôs army for purposes of self-defence. 

We do not pretend that the political question of Home Rule is affected by this splendid act of 

union, but Sir Edward Carson and Mr Redmond have done a noble work for Ireland. They 

have achieved the beginning of national reconciliation; they have opened a great door. 

  



Britainôs army to be increased to by half a million 

The British army was pitifully small for the war that was coming. Kaiser Wilhelm II 

described it as a ñcontemptible little armyò. Henceforth the British Tommies, as rank-and-

file soldiers were known, veterans of the regular army, would call themselves the ñOld 

Contemptiblesò. 

The British army consisted of less than 250,000 full-time troops, most garrisoned in Britainôs 

colonies, and some 400,000 reservists at various stages of readiness and training. By 

contrast France could mobilise 1.65 million men and Germany 1.85 million men at the 

outbreak of war. Both countries had conscription. 

In August 5
th
 1914, Lord Kitchener, who was born in Ballylongford, Co Kerry, was appointed 

Britainôs Secretary of State for War and tasked with recruiting an army of 500,000 men to 

fight the imminent conflict. These soldiers would become known as Kitchenerôs Army. 

Part of that army would be the 10
th
 (Irish) Division, created on August 21

st
 1914, led by Irish-

born officers and, following training throughout the winter of 1914/1915, the first division 

raised in Ireland to take to the battlefield when it was deployed at Gallipoli. 

The Irish Times quoted extensively from the British Prime Minister Herbert Asquithôs speech 

to the House of Commons announcing on behalf of Lord Kitchener a dramatic increase in the 

size of the army. 

In it, Asquith refers to the self-governing Dominions who have agreed to support Britain 

ñspontaneously and unaskedò. These include Australia and New Zealand who would be 

destined to send their men to Gallipoli. 

The Irish Times, August 7
th

, 1914 

Asquith: I am asking on his behalf for the Army, power to increase the number of men of all 

ranks, in addition to the number already voted, by no less than 500,000. 

I am certain the Committee will not refuse its sanction, for we are encouraged to ask for it not 

only by our own sense of the gravity and the necessities of the case, but by the knowledge 

that India is prepared to send us certainly two divisions, and that every one of our self-

governing Dominions, spontaneously and unasked, has already tendered to the utmost limits 

of their possibilities, both in men and in money, every help they can afford to the Empire in a 

moment of need. 

Sir, the Mother Country must set the example, while she responds with gratitude and 

affection to those filial overtures from the outlying members of her family.  



Recruiting into the 10
th
 

In 1914, the Irish Rugby Football Union (IRFU) was an overwhelmingly Protestant-

dominated sporting organisation, though it also attracted middle-class Catholics. Its 

president was Francis Browning, a staunch Dublin unionist and former Ireland cricket 

international, who saw the IRFU as a potential recruiting agent to create an officer corps for 

Kitchenerôs new army. 

Browning was killed during Easter Week 1916 while on duty with the Georgius Rex, 

otherwise known as the Volunteer Training Corps, a form of the home guard. His platoon 

was ambushed by Volunteers Michael Malone and Seamus Grace who had taken over 25 

Northumberland Road, Dublin during the Battle of Mount Street Bridge. 

In seeking recruits, Browning turned to The Irish Times, to get word out. In due course, 

volunteers who responded to Browningôs call formed D Company of the 7
th
 battalion of the 

Royal Dublin Fusiliers which in turn was part of the 10
th
 (Irish) Division and were known as 

the Lansdowne Pals 

The Irish Times, August 7th, 1914. 

Sir, The committee of this union will hold a meeting on Friday the 7
th
 to consider what steps 

it should take to aid the Government in the defence of the country should the necessity arise. 

In the meantime, I would ask the secretaries of all rugby clubs to furnish to me at this 

address, with as little delay as possible, information as to the number of the members willing 

to join in the movement and such other matter as they may consider necessary. We hope to 

have a meeting of secretaries in a few days.  

Yours etc  

F.H Browning  

President,  

Irish Rugby Football Union. 

  



Obscurities of War 

Like all newspapers at the time, The Irish Times was subject to the strictures of the Defence 

of the Realm Act (DORA) which gave the British government extensive powers to requisition 

buildings and supplies in support of the war effort, create offenses by decree and other 

authoritarian measures, including extensive censorship. The newspaper became, like all 

others, heavily dependent for information on the governmentôs War Office Press Bureau. 

It was clear from the beginning of the war that the full story was not being told and the scale 

of Allied setbacks in the early weeks was being concealed from the public. 

By the time of this dispatch in the early days of the conflict, the Allies in Belgium were in full 

scale retreat from a rampant German army which very nearly won the war in the 40 day 

timescale as envisaged in the  Schlieffen Plan, a 1905 German military strategy under which 

France would be defeated by being attacked through Belgium. 

The Irish Times, August 28
th

, 1914 

We are forced today to enter a protest against the methods of the Press Bureau. There is good 

reason to believe that the German advance has penetrated more deeply into France that the 

public has been authoritively informed. 

If there is bad news, the public ought to have it. Nothing is to be gained by subjecting people 

to unnecessary anxiety. 

We base our complaint against the Press Bureau upon Mr Asquithôs definition in the House 

of Commons yesterday of the principle on which that institution gives out information. The 

principal is that all information is given which can be given without injury to the public 

interest ï that is without giving enlightenment to the enemy. 

The enemy obviously know their own dispositions. We are content to be without news of the 

counter-disposition of the Allied forces but we may surely be told as much as the enemy 

know already. 

We cannot disguise from ourselves the fact that the situation may be more serious that than 

the Press Bureau allows us to know. While we must keep the possibility that this is the case 

steadily in view, it should be remembered on the other hand that we know nothing about the 

strategy of the Allies commanders at this stages. The Germans advance has certain obvious 

dangers. 

Their lines of communications are steadily lengthening. The Belgian Army, to the gallantry 

of which Mr Asquith paid an eloquent and deserved tribute in moving the address yesterday, 



is making splendid sallies out of Antwerp. Nevertheless the situation generally is a 

disappointing one in which the only absolutely satisfactory feature is the successful progress 

of the resumed French offensive in Lorraine. 

  



Rugby Union Volunteers ï Inspection at Lansdowne Road 

In late August 1914 Kitchener announced the 10
th
 (Irish) Division would be formed under the 

command of General Sir Bryan Mahon who was originally from Co Galway and was a 

veteran of the Second Boer War. 

Within days of the declaration of war, the IRFU set up plans for a volunteer corps. By the end 

of August 1914, hundreds had joined up. Many of these men would become the celebrated 

ñPosh palsò or the ñPals at Gallipoliò, mirroring similar groups in other regiments, sets of 

friends, or pals, based on commonality of geography or social origin. 

Many of the Lansdowne Pals, assembled on this pitch, would be dead within a year. 

The Irish Times, September 1, 1914 

The Irish Rugby Union volunteer corps was inspected last evening by General Sir Bryan 

Mahon KCVO. Although the corps is only a week in existence, the members have made such 

progress under their drill instructors as to show that these sporting volunteers when fully 

trained will be among the smartest of their kind. 

They drill each evening on the football ground at Lansdowne Road where they have often 

been engaged in the stern contests of peace. 

About 250 of them paraded at a quarter past five last evening and were drilled for half an 

hour pending the arrival of the inspecting officer. 

The corps was divided into four companies. These were first drilled independently and then 

executed their movements with precision notable for men who had been only a week under 

training. 

When Sir Bryan Mahon came on the ground the companies went into battalion formation and 

the corps was inspected by him. Having completed his rounds of the lines, the General 

addressed to the volunteers a few words of commendation and encouragement. 

He expressed his pleasure at being there and praised the work which they had done during the 

past week. He was afterwards heartily cheered by the volunteers. The drilling and inspection 

was watched by a number of friends of the sports men. 

It should be noted that membership of the Rugby Union Volunteer Corps is not confined to 

rugby footballers. They will be glad to welcome to their ranks members of other sporting 

clubs who desire to take part in defending the country if the necessity should arise. 

 

 



Ireland and the new army 

Poor response from Midlands and South 

Lord Kitchenerôs Disappointment 

The response to Kitchenerôs call for a new army was not uniform throughout Ireland. 

Recruitment was brisk in urban areas, particularly in Dublin and Belfast, but less so in the 

countryside. This was a pattern throughout the UK and Ireland in general, as those living in 

rural areas were reluctant to leave their farms, especially as the outbreak of the war 

coincided with the harvest. 

The Irish Times, September 10th, 1914 

We understand that Lord Kitchener, an Irishman himself, is greatly disappointed with the 

poor response from the midlands and south of Ireland to his appeal for men to make up his 

new army. 

The 10
th
 Division, the only one sought from Ireland for his first 100,000 men (7

th
 to 13

th
 

divisions) was intended to be a purely Irish division. 

It is highly probable that, if the establishment is not completed by Irishmen within the next 

fortnight, its strength will have to be raised to the required level by bringing recruits from 

England where men are still coming forward to enlist in such large numbers that the 

recruiting officers are overworked in dealing with applications. 

Every effort is being made to secure the purely Irish institution of the 10
th
 Division which is 

to be commanded by Lieutenant-General Bryan T Mahon C.B D.S.O who relieved Mafeking. 

The division is to be 18,000 to 20,000 strong and so far is only half filled. 

  



Turkish Act of War  

Russian Town Bombarded 

In the run up to the war, the Ottoman Empire was neutral. But two days before the conflict 

broke out, it and Germany signed a secret alliance in which the Turks undertook not to side 

with the Allies. 

Germany and the Ottomans were already close: in 1913, a German military mission to 

Turkey sought to reorganise the Ottoman army and navy under German guidance. 

Germanyôs General Otto Liman Von Sanders became Berlinôs chief military advisor to the 

Ottomans. This was to have serious implications for the Allies when it came to the invasion of 

Gallipoli, whose defences von Sanders helped organise along with a rising Ottoman army 

officer, Mustafa Kemal, the front line commander on the peninsula. 

Turkish public opinion was enraged when, on the orders of Winston Churchill, Britainôs First 

Lord of the Admiralty, two Turkish battleships in British shipyards, the Sultan Osman I and 

the Reshadieh, were requisitioned for the Royal Navy at the start of the war. 

In response, the Germans offered Turkey two of their battleships, the Goeben and the 

Breslau. The pair had managed to outrun a superior force of pursuing British and French 

ships to reach Constantinople where they were renamed and reflagged. 

The Turkish leadership believed that siding with the Germans would help their long-term 

strategic goal of seizing ethnic Turkish lands back from their mortal enemies, the Russians. 

On October 29th, the Turkish finally entered the war when they bombarded Russian Black 

Sea ports. Three days later Russia declared war and Britain followed on November 5th. The 

Allies, concentrating hitherto on events on the Western Front in north-east France and 

Belgium, now had another front and enemy to contend with. 

The Irish Times, October 30th, 1914 

A telegram from Theodosia [Crimea] announces that a Turkish cruiser with three funnels 

bombarded the railway station and town for an hour this morning between 9.30am and 

10.30am. 

The cathedral, a Greek church, the harbour sheds, and the breakwater were damaged. One 

soldier was wounded. The Russian Bank of Commerce was set on fire. The cruiser 

disappeared in a south-westerly direction at 10.30am. 



The Turkish cruiser Hamidieh appeared off Novo Rossiisk [now Novorossiysk the main 

Russian port on the Black Sea] today and demanded the surrender of the town and 

Government property, threatening, in case of refusal, to bombard the town. 

The officials of the Turkish Consulate were taken off and the cruiser then disappeared. 

Turkey has begun hostilities and, in a manner, worth of her Teutonic mentor, by bombarding 

peaceful sea coast towns. 

As soon as it became known here that Turkey had opened hostilities against Russia, 

demonstrations were made in front of the British and French embassies and legations of the 

Allies and the various representatives of these powers appeared on the balconies and made 

speeches to the crowds. 

  



Countdown to Gallipoli  

The entry into the war of the Ottoman Empire presented the Allies with a new opportunity. In 

early January 1915, the Russians requested help from France and Britain. The Turks had 

bottled up their ships in the Black Sea. 

Winston Churchill believed that an attacking fleet could force its way through the 

Dardanelles Straits, the narrow and strategically vital waterway connecting the 

Mediterranean to the Sea of Marmara, and hence open a route the Black Sea. This would 

allow British and French battleships through to Constantinople, as Istanbul was then known. 

By bombarding the Ottoman capital, Churchill believed he could force the Ottoman Empire 

out of the war. That in turn would open a sea route for France and Britain to supply Russia 

with weapons and for Russia to supply the Allies with grain. 

On January 13
th
, 1915, the British took the fateful decision to try and force the Dardanelles. 

On either side of the straits, the western side which was the Gallipoli peninsula, and the 

eastern side which was then known as Asia Minor, shore batteries guarded passage, 

especially at the narrows, a stretch by Çanakkale, the main city on the Asia Minor side that 

was about only a kilometre wide. 

The British-French fleet decided to try to knock out the batteries and began a bombardment 

on February 19
th
, 1915. The Irish Times report exhibited the same fatal complacency which 

would characterise the whole Gallipoli campaign. At the time the Ottoman Empire was 

known was the ñsick man of Europeò because of internal dissent among its ethnically diverse 

people. The consensus in Europe was that it was on the verge of disintegrating.  

The Irish Times, February 21st, 1915 

It must been rather a shock to the German Admiralty to find that Great Britain had ships 

enough to spare from the Grand Fleet for the bombardment of the Dardanelles. 

The fleet engaged is a strong one and, though the task is difficult, it has done notable work. 

From early morning until the light failed the firing continued and the fight was resumed 

today. Seaplanes and aeroplanes are lending their aid to the attack on the Sick Man of Europe 

and it is possible that the news tomorrow may be very good. 

It can scarcely be expected, however, that the fleet will  win its way to Constantinople at once 

for a minefield has to be considered in addition to other lines of forts and defences. 

It will  nevertheless give the Turks reason to think over their position and perhaps, rouse them 

to rebel against the German domination. 



The Irish Times, March 1st, 1915 

The attack by the Allied Fleet on the Dardanelles is developing successfully and more rapidly 

than was to be anticipated. 

Very rapid progress cannot be expected in an operation of this formidable character, which 

demands, above all things, caution and patience.  

In the first place, conditions of wind and weather have to be taken into account. It is essential 

to success at the long ranges at which the greater part of the bombardment is being carried 

out that the atmosphere should be perfectly clear. 

Bad weather, moreover, interferes with the work of the seaplanes, which has much to say to 

the accuracy of the gunnery. 

The action has already had to be suspended for the better part of a week on account of 

unfavourable weather conditions. In the next place, the fleet is only now beginning to get to 

grips with the more serious part of its undertaking. So far the attacking squadrons have had 

open water in which to manoeuvre. 

The forcing of the channel itself cannot be other than a laborious and delicate operation, and 

we may be sure that Admiral [Sackville] Cardan [commander-in-chief of naval forces during 

the Dardanelles campaign] will  take "festina lente" [make haste slowly] as his maxim when 

his ships enter the narrow waters. 

The operations preliminary to the forcing of the Straits may now be regarded as completed. 

The four principal forts guarding the entrance to the Straits have all been finally reduced. 

When the attack was resumed last Thursday, it was soon found that the bombardment of the 

previous Friday had been one of considerable effect, for the Admiralty's report tells us that 

the return fire was very slow and inaccurate. 

One lucky shot, however, hit the Agamemnon, killing three men and seriously wounding five. 

The Queen Elizabeth, Agamemnon, Irresistible and Gaulois respectively dealt at long range 

with the four forts, which were left in no condition to offer effective resistance when other 

ships closed to complete their reduction. 

Before dark the four forts were out of action and the task of sweeping the channel for mines 

was immediately begun. 

On the next day the Straits were swept up to four miles from the entrance, and three 

battleships, proceeding to the limit  of the swept area, began an attack on one of the inner 

forts. They also turned their attention again to the outer forts, which were evacuated by the 

Turks and afterwards demolished by landing parties. 



A remarkable feature of the operations is the inclusion in Admiral Carden's squadron, which 

otherwise consists entirely of pre-Dreadnought ships, of the Queen Elizabeth. This vessel, the 

first of a class of five to be commissioned, is the latest addition to our battle fleet, and is in 

every respect the most powerful battleship afloat. 

Her employment at the Dardanelles, instead of in the main strategic area, seems to require 

some explanation. One possible explanation is that her voyage to the Mediterranean is in the 

nature of a ñtrial tripò. 

A more probable explanation, we think, is to be found in the extremely long range and 

terribly destructive capacity of the 15-inch guns with which she is armed. We gather from the 

course of Friday's operations that the work of sweeping the Straits of mines, though tedious, 

does not promise to be of great difficulty. 

But, when they approach the Narrows at a point where the Straits are less than a mile in 

width, the attacking ships will  have to deal with forts which cannot be so easily reduced as 

those at the entrance. 

These forts are, on the European shore, situated on high cliffs, and here, doubtless, are 

mounted the heaviest guns that the Turks possess. Guns of high-angle fire concealed behind 

the cliffs could drop heavy projectiles with deadly effect on the weakest spot of attacking 

ships their decks. 

Against guns on such dominating heights, moreover, it would be extremely difficult  for the 

naval guns, owing to their flat trajectory, to make good practice from inside the Straits. 

It may be possible, however, for these forts to be taken in reverse across the Gallipoli 

Peninsula from the Gulf of Saros. 

If  any guns are capable of doing this, those guns are the 15-inch guns of the Queen Elizabeth. 

We may be sure, at least, that she will  not be employed upon any hazardous enterprise in the 

Straits themselves, and that the Admiralty, in including her in Admiral Carden's command, 

has a very definite object in view. 

It should not be forgotten that Russia has a more permanent interest in Constantinople than 

the other Allies, and we may be sure that she will  take a hand in the measures for its seizure. 

Russia commands the Black Sea and has plenty of troops available at Odessa. 

  



The Dardanelles 

The early optimism that the Allies could make a breakthrough solely using naval power 

proved to be tragically incorrct. 

The Turks, with the aid of the Germans, proved to be redoubtable fighters. The strain of 

command showed on the commander of the Allied fleet, Admiral Sir Sackville Hamilton 

Carden, who was born in Templemore, Co Tipperary. He had a nervous breakdown and was 

replaced by another Irishman, Admiral John de Robeck who was from Naas, Co Kildare. 

The shoreline batteries, plus mines threaded across the narrows making them impassable, 

saw several Allied ships sunk, inflicting an actual and a psychological blow to the British and 

French. 

A last attempt was made to force the straits on March 18
th
, 1915. A combined Allied fleet of 

18 battleships was assembled. The plan was for minesweepers to clear the Straits and then 

for the battleships to use their heavy guns to destroy shore batteries. The attack ended in 

disaster. 

Unknown to the Allies, a Turkish minelayer had laid a string of mines close to the shore 

where Allied ships were known to manoeuvre. Three battleships were sunk and several more 

crippled. It proved to be the end for all attempts to force the Dardanelles Straits solely by 

naval power.  

This report in The Irish Times would come as a shock to those who presumed that the 

operation was going well. 

The Irish Times, March 20th, 1915 

The Admiralty report on the Dardanelles operations which we publish today sufficiently 

explains the silence of the last ten days. Those ten days have been occupied with mine-

sweeping work inside the Straits preparatory to a general attack by the British and French 

Fleets on the forts of the Narrows, which was begun on Thursday. 

The mine-sweeping work has proved a somewhat costly business, and the general attack has 

proved still more costly. Two British battleships, the Irresistible and Ocean, and a French 

battleship, the Bouvet, have been sunk by contact with drifting mines. 

These are the most serious naval losses that the Allies have yet suffered, but it was 

recognised that the task of forcing the Straits must become increasingly dangerous, and it 

would be surprising if  no sacrifices had to be demanded, in view of the nature of the 

operations. 



No fewer than sixteen heavy ships in all were engaged in the general attack. The Queen 

Elizabeth, Inflexible, Agamemnon, and Lord Nelsonbombarded the Narrows forts with 

indirect fire from their former stations beyond the Gallipoli Peninsula. Meanwhile the French 

squadron of four ships, with the Triumph and Prince George, operated at close range inside 

the Straits, being relieved in the afternoon by six British battleships. 

The Irresistible and Ocean, which were comprised in this relief, were struck by mines 

drifting with the current and sank within two hours of each other. 

Both were pre-Dreadnought ships, more than ten years old, which before those operations 

might have been described as of little fighting value. They cannot be so described now, 

because they have done excellent service in the Dardanelles, and their loss is a serious matter. 

It is very satisfactory to learn, however, that almost the whole of the crews were rescued, 

under a hot fire. The Bouvet, to whose work with the rest of the French squadron the 

Admiralty pays a warm tribute, was not so fortunate. 

An internal explosion followed upon the mine explosion, and she sank with almost all hands. 

In addition to these losses by mines, the Gaulois was damaged by gunfire, and the battle-

cruiser Inflexible, hit in her fore control, also needs repairs. 

We are not yet in a position to estimate whether the results achieved were commensurate with 

these losses. The Admiralty was evidently prepared for losses, for it tells us that the Queen 

and Implacable ñdespatched from England to replace shipôs casualties in anticipation of this 

operationò are due to arrive immediately, thus bringing the British Fleet up to its original 

strength. 

The chief command of that Fleet, owing to the illness of Vice-Admiral Carden, of which we 

regret to learn, has passed to another Irish sailor Rear-Admiral de Robeck, who seems to be 

an efficient successor. 

Certainly no blame attaches to him for the losses incurred for, though the danger from mines 

set adrift with the current after the regular minefields had been swept was foreseen, it could 

not be avoided. Only actual experience can afford a guide for dealing with a danger which, as 

the Admiralty says, ñwill require special treatmentò. 

  



The land war in Gallipoli  

In March 1915, Lord Kitchener agreed reluctantly to a proposal to put together an 

expeditionary force for the Mediterranean which would be used in the event of a naval failure 

at the Dardanelles. Kitchener needed every soldier for the Western Front, but was forced by 

his political masters to acquiesce in putting together a potential invasion force. 

When war broke out, many of the regular service battalions of the British army were 

scattered across the Empire. They were brought back to Britain for the duration of the 

conflict and three divisions were formed from them, the 27
th
, 28

th
 and 29

th
 Divisions. 

Three of the battalions in the 29
th
 Division were Irish, the 1

st
 battalion of the Royal Dublin 

Fusiliers, the 1
st
 battalion of the Royal Munster Fusiliers and the 1

st
 battalion of the 

Inniskilling Fusiliers. In March 1915, the division left the Bristol docks at Avonmouth bound 

for Egypt for training in readiness for an amphibious landing in Gallipoli. 

The 29
th
 Division was joined by two divisions from the untested Australian and New Zealand 

Army Corps (Anzacs), who had been training already in Egypt, and by a Royal Naval 

Division and a French colonial division ï 70,000 men in total. 

They were commanded by General Sir Ian Hamilton, a well-respected veteran soldier of the 

British Army.  

Such a large amphibious landing under modern battle conditions had never before been 

attempted. 

The Irish Times, April 22nd 1915 

Mr. W. T. Massey, the Daily Telegraph correspondent in the Eastern Mediterranean writing 

on April 7
th
, says General Sir Ian Hamiltonôs Mediterranean Expeditionary Force is complete. 

How large it is and what units are with it are not matters with which the general public may 

concern themselves. 

While there may be heavy work in front of Sir Ian Hamiltonôs army, the British public may 

be satisfied that the Allied troops are capable of great things. 

Capable most assuredly they are. It may appear an exaggeration to say so, but the very finest 

battalions of the British army are here, highly trained units which have not yet suffered the 

wastage of war and full  of men who, while regretting that their appearance in the war area has 

been so long delayed, have spent their time in the most serious endeavour to make themselves 

perfect soldiers. Battalions of the most famous regiments of the line, hardened by foreign 

service, already past masters in the art of war when hostilities began, are here.  



The first landings 

 

 

The view seen from the bridge of the SS River Clyde with V Beach and the fortress at Sedd el 

Bahr in the background. Many of the men lying on the deck are dead or injured.  

  



The invasion of Gallipoli went ahead in the early morning of April 25
th
, 1915. 

The plan was for the British 29
th
 Division to land at Cape Helles, the tip of the Gallipoli 

peninsula, home to an ancient fort and village named Seddul Bahr. The Anzacs were to land 

on a beach west of the Cape and mid-way up the western side of the peninsula. Together the 

British and the Anzacs would land and overrun the peninsula, moving east across it, thereby 

attacking from the rear the shore batteries that overlooked the Dardanelles. Knocking them 

out would make for safe passage through the narrows.  

The 29
th
 Division landed at five beaches on the southern tip of the peninsula at Cape Helles. 

The landings at three of the beaches, known as S, X and Y beaches, were unopposed. At W 

Beach the Lancashire Fusiliers fought off a determined defensive stand, but at V Beach 

beneath Seddul Bahr where the Irish landed, the results were a bloody catastrophe. 

The Royal Munster Fusiliers, a company of the Royal Dublin Fusiliers and a company of the 

Royal Hampshire Regiment, some 2,100 men in all, were on board a converted collier, the SS 

River Clyde. It was planned to beach the River Clyde and allow the men to exit through sally 

ports cut out of the side of the ship. 

Unfortunately, the ship ran aground at one end of the beach, some 80 yards out from the 

shore, and a pontoon of lighters (comparatively small landing craft) had to be tied together 

to create a walkway, allowing troops access the beach. 

This made the men easy targets for the Turkish gunners manning the high ground behind the 

beach and the cliff tops beside it as well as the ancient fort. As they landed, rifle and 

machinegun fire rained down on the soldiers, turning the sea white from the spattering 

bullets ï and red from the blood of the dead and wounded, according to eyewitness accounts. 

At the other end of the beach, three companies of the Royal Dublin Fusiliers were towed 

close to the shore in a pinnace (a type of small steam boat) and four cutters. The men were 

then expected to make their way ashore by rowing the rest of the distance. 

When they got within 20 yards of the shoreline, the Turkish gunners opened up. One 

Munstersô officer Captain Guy Nightingale witnessed the slaughter from the bow of the River 

Clyde. 

ñAs she beached, two (sic) companies of the Dublins in Tows came up on the port side and 

were met with a terrific rifle and machine gun fire. They were literally slaughtered like rats 

in a trap. Many men sank owing to the weight of their equipment and were drowned. The 

carnage on 'V' Beach was chilling, dead and wounded lay at the waterôs edge tinted crimson 

from their blood. 



ñAfter being set adrift by their steam pinnaces (small steam-powered boats), the boats had to 

row the last few hundred yards to the shore. The Turks waited until the men tossed their oars 

and were within 20 yards of the shore and swept them with fire.ò 

He later wrote in his diary that in just one 15 minute long spell of landings, the Dublins lost 

21 officers and 560 men killed or wounded. 

West and north around the Cape and further up the coast, the Anzacs landed two kilometres 

north of their intended target. Instead of landing at the broad expanse of beach at Gaba 

Tepe, they drifted still further north to a small beach where they landed and which thereafter, 

became known as Anzac Cove. They faced a steep and deeply gullied escarpment which, 

silhouetted against the dawn sunlight, reminded them of sights seen in Egypt. One protrusion 

they named The Sphinx.  

Elsewhere to the east of Cape Helles, the French made a successful diversionary landing at 

Kum Kale on the Asiatic side of the Straits and the Royal Naval Division landed unopposed 

at Bulair in the very northern part of the Gallipoli peninsula, but this too was a diversion. 

At first the War Office played down the disaster of the April landings, but as the days passed 

the news reaching the outside world got steadily worse. 

The Irish Times, April 27th, 1915 

The War Office and the Admiralty make the following announcement: 

The general attack on the Dardanelles by the fleet and the army was resumed yesterday. 

The disembarkation of the army, covered by the fleet, began before sunrise at various points 

on the Gallipoli Peninsula and in spite of serious opposition from the enemy in strong 

entrenchments behind barbed wire was completely successful.  Before nightfall large forces 

were established on shore. The advance continues. 

 

The Irish Times, April 28th, 1915 

The War Office and Admiralty make the following announcement: After a dayôs hard 

fighting in difficult country, the troops landed on the Gallipoli Peninsula thoroughly making 

good their footing with the effective help of the navy. 

The French have taken 500 prisoners. The following telegram has been officially published in 

Cairo. ñThe Allied forces, under Sir Ian Hamilton, have affected a landing on both sides of 

the Dardanelles under excellent conditions. Many prisoners were taken, and our forces are 

continuing the advance.ò 

 



French report (Press Association War Special)  

An official note issued tonight says: In the landing effected on April 25th by the Allied forces 

on both shores of the Dardanelles, the French troops, comprising infantry and artillery, were 

especially designated to operate at Kum Kale on the Asiatic coast. This task was 

accomplished with entire success. 

With the support of the guns of the French fleet, and under the enemy's fire, our troops 

succeeded in occupying the village and, in holding their ground there, notwithstanding seven 

counterattacks, covered by heavy artillery, which were delivered by the enemy during the 

night, we took five hundred prisoners, and the enemy losses seem to be high. The general 

disembarkation of the Allied forces continues under excellent conditions. 

  



An Irish tragedy 

The carnage at Seddul Bahr brought the tragedy of Gallipoli directly to many homes in 

Ireland, in particular home in Dublin and Munster. The Irish Times was not happy with the 

official briefings from the War Office and early optimism has given away to a sense of 

foreboding. 

The Irish Times, May 1st, 1915 

We are left to pierce the veil of anonymity with which the Government obscures the deeds of 

our regiments by reference, after the event, to the casualty lists. These are beginning to come 

from the Dardanelles, and it is announced that our losses have been "necessarily heavy". 

There have been at the Dardanelles fighting as desperate and deeds as famous as any this war 

has seen, but to what regiments belong the honour of success in this new campaign we are not 

informed. 

The official report covers the period from the date when disembarkation began before   

sunrise last Sunday up to Thursday night. The work of disembarkation was undertaken at six 

different beaches, and at five of them, in spite of the vigorous resistance offered by the Turks, 

strongly entrenched in successive lines and powerfully supported by artillery, it was 

immediately successful. 

Only at one, that of Sedd el-Bahr at the extremity of the Gallipoli peninsula, were our troops 

unable to gain an effective footing until the evening, when a fine flank attack by a nameless 

body of British infantry relieved the pressure on their front. 

Fighting to secure the foothold gained was heavy everywhere, but seems to have been most 

desperate of all at this point of Sedd el Bahr. 

The morning of the 26th found the Turks still holding the position, which is described as ''a 

labyrinth of caves, ruins, trenches, pits and entanglementsò. 

This position against which, from its nature, the artillery support of the fleet cannot have been 

very effective, was stormed through undamaged wire entanglements by frontal attack. 

It is a thousand pities that the War Office does not realise that the publication of the name of 

the regiment responsible for this heroic episode would bring recruits flocking to its Colours 

by the hundred. 

The Australian and New Zealand troops, as we have said, get no credit for their   

achievements, which were only a degree less notable. Their task was to secure a footing on 

the heights of Sari Bair, some ten miles away on the west coast of the peninsula. 



After repulsing ñwith fine spirit and determinationò strong and repeated counter-attacks, the 

Dominion troops were assailed by fresh Turkish forces, supported by a heavy bombardment. 

A pitched battle developed in which the enemy were finally defeated and the Dominion 

troops resumed the offensive. 

On the Asiatic side at Kum Kale, the French forces were similarly subjected to repeated 

counterattacks, but maintained all their positions. 

Vice-Admiral de Robeck reports that the fleet is ñfilled with intense admiration of the 

achievements of its military comradesò and well it may be, for a more formidable   operation 

has never fallen to the lot of a British army. 

The concert of plans between the naval and military forces must have been wonderfully exact 

which has by no means always been the case in our history in operations of this character. 

We are informed that we shall hear nothing more about the next phase of the operations until 

it is completed. 

The days of waiting for more news will  be anxious, for we know the Turk now, if  we did not 

know him before, for a stubborn and not ill -equipped enemy, and there is hard fighting ahead. 

But thus far the operations, though costly, that was always expected, have been so successful 

as to justify the highest hopes of victory. 

  



Killed  in action 

April 1915 was a terrible month for Irish regiments. While the Irish regiments in Gallipoli 

were facing catastrophic losses, the ones engaged on the Western Front were also suffering. 

The Royal Dublin Fusiliersô second battalion suffered more than a thousand casualties 

during the Second Battle of Ypres. 

One of the most high profile casualties of the Gallipoli campaign was the poet Rupert 

Brooke, then an officer with the Royal Naval Division. He died two days before the invasion 

on his way to Gallipoli after being bitten by a mosquito. He developed sepsis and was buried 

on the Greek island of Skyros. In this Irish Times report it states that he died at the 

neighbouring island of Lemnos. Brookeôs patriotism, as exemplified in his most famous poem, 

was typical of a generation who signed up to the British war effort in the early stages of the 

war.  

The Irish Times, May 4th, 1915 

We print today a heavy list of casualties among officer, results of the fierce fighting round 

Ypres and of the successful invasion of the Gallipoli Peninsula. 

In the latter affair it would seem that the first Battalion of the Dublin Fusiliers bore the brunt 

of the attack. It has lost nine officers killed and eight wounded, and the losses among non-

commissioned officers and men must have been proportionately heavy. 

The last exploit of the famous regiment is destined to bring mourning into many homes in 

Dublin. With proud and anxious interest Ireland will await the details of the engagement. 

The Munster Fusiliers, also, have paid for their stern footing at the Helles Point (Cape 

Helles). There, too, lies the first British chaplain who has fallen in the war - a Roman 

Catholic and we may assume safely, an Irishman. (It was Fr William Finn who was actually 

from Hull) .  

Every day of war takes its awful toll on the country's best and bravest lives: young men in the 

first ardour of youth ð a second lieutenant of 17, an only son was in yesterday's list, mature 

soldiers and leaders of men, who have died as they would have chosen to die, but whose loss, 

from the military point of view, is irreparable. 

In one respect the United Kingdom has suffered less severely, up to the present, than any of 

her Allies or than the common enemy. The war has not yet made serious inroads into the 

scientific, literary and artistic resources of the national genius. 



The system of universal service has sent all the professional life of the continent of Europe 

into the battlefront and already the world of intellectual progress has been   stricken by the 

bullet that spares the great discoverer or inventor as little as the last recruit from the 

farmyard. 

Fifty nine men of letters, the hope of literary France, have been killed since the beginning of 

the war. This number includes Charles Pégny already the founder of a new and brilliant 

school of poetry. 

It was stated three months ago that two thousand German judges and lawyers had fallen since 

last August. 

Hundreds of French and German scholars and men of science have been killed in action. One 

of the first of these was Dr Bartheim, Professor Ehrlich's colleague at Frankfurt and the 

greatest of recent authorities on the organic compounds of arsenic. Few such names have 

appeared as yet in the British casualty lists, but, if  the war is prolonged, we shall not continue 

to enjoy that immunity. Our citizen army, now in this field or about to enter it, have recruited 

some of their best soldiers from our ancient and modern universities. 

France weeps for many poets and artists. The whole world of British literature mourns for 

Rupert Brooke the most sincere and accomplished poet of his generation who has just died at 

Lemnos as an officer in the Royal Naval Division. 

The reward on Earth of those who have fallen will  be the enduring pride and gratitude of the 

men and women whom they died to save. 

So long as Ireland lasts, oblivion will  not touch the Irishmen who sleep in Flanders and 

Gallipoli. Rupert Brooke, who foresaw his death, wrote this: 

 

IF I should die, think only this of me; 

That there's some corner of a foreign field 

That is forever England. There shall be 

In that rich earth a richer dust concealed; 

A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware, 

Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam, 

A body of England's breathing English air, 

Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home. 

 



May not the stricken fathers, mothers and wives in this island today find comfort in the 

thought that the fate which has bereaved them has enriched the land they love that, through 

their loss, there are corners of foreign fields that are forever Ireland. 

  



Between the reports of the guns, rifles rolled and crackled in an incessant 

undertone. Advances to Achi Baba. 

The 29th Division eventually gained a foothold at Cape Helles. It took huge bravery to 

wrestle the castle and village of Seddul Bahr from the Turkish defenders who were forced to 

retreat inland. 

Over the coming weeks the little village of Krithia, six kilometres inland and in the lee of the 

200 meter high hill of Achi Baba, would appear again and again in dispatches. Four attempts 

were made to remove the Turkish defenders from it but they fought with redoubtable courage.  

Sensing the importance of the village which blocked access to the Narrows, the War Office in 

London sent a brigade of Indian troops and a few battalions from the Royal Naval Division, 

all to no avail.  

The heights of Achi Baba, a series of four steep ravines proved insuperable to Allied troops, a 

major obstacle blocking the seizure of territory overlooking the Narrows. The British had 

hoped to capture Achi Baba on the first day of operations.  

After successive attempts failed, the Allies were faced with the same stalemate as on the 

Western Front and responded in like fashion: trenches were dug into the hillsides of the 

peninsula.  

At Anzac Cove, the Australians and New Zealanders were similarly bogged down. Initially  

the Anzac troops came ashore unopposed as the Turks had simply never considered a landing 

at such a difficult location. The men immediately began to scale the gullies and ravines of 

Sari Bair, a range of small mountains some 300m high, peaking at Chunuk Bair. 

Vital time was lost as men were left without precise instructions on how to proceed. At the 

same time they were faced by the 19th Turkish division led by Mustafa Kemal whose victories 

in Gallipoli propelled him to great fame as the Ottoman Empire disintegrated during and 

after the war. Kemal would become the founder of modern Turkey and become known as 

Atatürk, meaning The father of Turks. 

At Gallipoli, Kemal helped define Turkish determination to defend their country. On Sari 

Bair as Anzac forces threatened to overwhelm Ottoman troops, opening the way to the 

Dardanelles, he urged his troops: ñI am not ordering you to attack, I'm ordering you to die. 

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

place.ò  



On May 19
th
, Turkish forces attempted to drive the Anzacs off their narrow beachhead. The 

attack failed with catastrophic consequences. Some 3,000 Turks were killed and hundreds of 

Anzacs died too.  

For days the bodies of the dead lay uncovered in no man's land putrefying in the early 

summer heat. The stench became unbearable. Eventually both the Turks and the Anzacs 

agreed an unofficial ceasefire to bury the dead. Despite the ghastly nature of the Gallipoli 

campaign, there was a surprising degree of chivalry on both sides. The British, in particular, 

came to have an abiding respect for the soldiers they named as Johnny Turk. 

The Irish Times, May 5th, 1915 

Having secured a firm foothold on the shore of the Peninsula, an operation which, according 

to statements of prisoners, the Germans had assured the Turks was impossible, and having 

driven back all the enemy's outlying forces, the Allies are now concentrating for an offensive 

against the fortified heights of Achi Baba, east of Krithia, which for impregnability is said to 

compare with Spion Kop [a reference to a 1900 battle in South Africa]. 

The Turks are being continually shelled by our ships both inside and outside the Straits 

seconded by field and siege batteries landed by us to smooth the way for the series of assaults 

that have begun against these tremendous positions. 

The Turkish army in this part of the peninsula is now penned in there, being practically 

surrounded by British threatening from the west and north-west, the Australians from the 

north and east, and the French from the south and south-east.  

We and our Allies are, of course, entrenched and the style of warfare here now bears a    

resemblance on a small scale to that with which we have become familiar with in the 

European campaign. 

It is understood that our forces are continually gaining new ground, driving the enemy out of 

line after line of their trenches, and forcing them back upon their main position where the 

decisive struggle must be fought out. 

Our land forces are continually being increased by fresh arrivals of troop ships from    Egypt 

and France. The ultimate capture of the important dominating twelve-mile strip of cliff  land 

that stretches from Kilid  Bahr to Cape Helles is now looked upon as a certainty. 

The last news from Tenedos is that only four ships of the Allied Fleet were visible outside the 

Straits, the remainder being inside or operating from the Gulf of Saros.  



Kilid  Bahr and Souandere are said to be the only forts on the European side still responding, 

and  responding but feebly, to our fire, while still troublesome  with their movable howitzer  

batteries, which are still unscotched,  being shielded from observation by thick pine woods. 

 

The Irish Times May 6
th

 

Fresh troops and guns for the Peninsula keep crowding in from overseas. The men include 

French, British, Algerians, Sikhs, Gurkhas, and coal-black six-foot Senegalese. 

The whole coastline from well inside the Straits to Gaba Tepe in the Gulf of Saros, being now  

in our possession the landing of reinforcements is effected with regularity and despatch. 

This was not the case during the first few days of the invasion when the work of 

disembarkation had to be performed under a storm of bullets from the entrenched Turks. 

The attack by the Allied Fleet on the Dardanelles is developing successfully and more rapidly 

than was to be anticipated. 

Very rapid progress cannot be expected in an operation of this formidable character, which 

demands, above all things, caution and patience. 

In the first place, conditions of wind and weather have to be taken into account. It is essential 

to success at the long ranges at which the greater part of the bombardment is being carried 

out that the atmosphere should be perfectly clear. 

Bad weather, moreover, interferes with the work of the seaplanes which has much to say to 

the accuracy of the gunnery. 

The action has already had to be suspended for the better part of a week on account of 

unfavourable weather conditions. In the next place, the fleet is only now beginning to get to 

grips with the more serious part of its undertaking. So far the attacking squadrons have had 

open water in which to manoeuvre. 

The forcing of the channel itself cannot be other than a laborious and delicate operation, and 

we may be sure that Admiral Carden (commander-in-chief of Allied naval forces in the 

Dardanelles) will  take "festina lente" (make haste slowly) as his maxim when his ships enter 

the narrow waters. 

The operations preliminary to the forcing of the Straits may now be regarded as completed. 

The four principal forts guarding the entrance to the Straits have all been finally reduced. 

When the attack was resumed last Thursday, it was soon, found that the bombardment of the 

previous Friday had been one of considerable effect, for the Admiralty's report tells us that 

the return fire was very slow and inaccurate. 

One lucky shot, however, hit the Agamemnon, killing three men and seriously wounding five. 



The Queen Elizabeth, Agamemnon, Irresistible, and Gaulois respectively dealt at long range 

with the four forts, which were left in no condition to offer effective resistance when other 

ships closed to complete their reduction. Before dark the four forts were out of action and the 

task of sweeping the channel for mines was immediately begun. 

On the next day the Straits were swept up to four miles from the entrance, and three 

battleships, proceeding to the limit  of the swept area, began an attack on one of the inner 

forts. They also turned their attention again to the outer forts, which were evacuated by the 

Turks and afterwards demolished by landing parties. 

A remarkable feature of the operations is the inclusion in Admiral Carden's squadron which 

otherwise consists entirely of pre-Dreadnought ships of the Queen Elizabeth. This vessel, the 

first of a class of five to be commissioned, is the latest addition to our battle fleet, and is in 

every respect the most powerful battleship afloat. 

Her employment at the Dardanelles, instead of in the main strategic area, seems to require 

some explanation. One possible explanation is that her voyage to the Mediterranean is in the 

nature of a ñtrial tripò. 

A more probable explanation, we think, is to be found in the extremely long range and 

terribly destructive capacity of the 15-inch guns with which she is armed. We gather from the 

course of Friday's operations that the work of sweeping the straits of mines, though tedious, 

does not promise to be of great difficulty. 

But, when they approach the Narrows a point, about as far again up the channel as the 

distance so far swept, where the Straits are less than a mile in width the attacking ships will  

have to deal with forts which cannot be so easily reduced as those at the entrance. 

These forts are, on the European shore, situated on high cliffs, and here, doubtless, are 

mounted the heaviest guns that the Turks possess. Guns of high-angle fire concealed behind 

the cliffs could drop heavy projectiles with deadly effect on the weakest spot of attacking 

ships their decks. 

Against guns on such dominating heights, moreover, it would be extremely difficult  for the 

naval guns, owing to their flat trajectory, to make good practice from inside the Straits. 

It may be possible, however, for these forts to be taken in reverse across the Gallipoli 

Peninsula from the Gulf of Saros. 

If any guns are capable of doing this, those guns are the 15-inch guns of the Queen Elizabeth. 

We may be sure, at least, that she will  not be employed upon any hazardous enterprise in the 

Straits themselves, and that the Admiralty, in including her in Admiral Carden's command, 

has a very definite object in view. 



It should not be forgotten that Russia has a more permanent interest in Constantinople than 

the other Allies, and we may be sure that she will  take a hand in the measures for its seizure. 

Russia commands the Black Sea and has plenty of troops available at Odessa. 

  



óJudge us by our deedsô 

 

  



  



The Pals who signed up at Lansdowne Road became part of the 7
th
 battalion of the Royal 

Dublin Fusiliers. Like all battalions in the British army, it was divided into four companies, 

A,B,C and D. D became the celebrated ñpalôs battalionò which included many of the rugby 

players who had answered Francis Browningôs call in September 1914. Sometimes, the Pals 

were referred to as ñthe toffs among the toughsò. 

After six months training at Royal Barracks in Dublin, known today as Collins Barracks and 

home to the National Museum of Ireland (decorative arts and history section),  they were sent 

to Gallipoli, marching out of the barracks on April 30
th
, 1915. Their departure through the 

streets of Dublin was witnessed by cheering crowds and was one of the last hurrahs for 

Empire in the capital. 

Exactly a year to the day later, the streets of Dublin through which the men marched were 

smouldering ruins following the Easter Rising. It should also be noted that, on the same page 

as this report in The Irish Times, the newspaper published also a wholly disingenuous, not to 

say untruthful, dispatch from the Press Bureau about the initial  landings at Cape Helles. It 

concluded with a message from King George V sending his ñhearty congratulations on this 

splendid achievementò. 

The Irish Times, Saturday May 1
st
, 1915 

The departure of the 7th Battalion Royal Dublin Fusiliers from their headquarters, Royal 

Barracks, Dublin for completion of training was the occasion of a great public demonstration 

yesterday. 

The formation of the battalion has aroused much interest as it was generally known as The 

Palsô Battalion. 

From all classes of the community men came forward readily in defence of the Empire and 

from all quarters of the city, from the fashionable centres and from the slums of the city, able-

bodied citizens flocked to the Colours, and the scenes of enthusiasm that were witnessed 

yesterday proved that the city pulsates with ardent enthusiasm for the cause of the Allies. 

The fact that in the battalion was included the famous D Company, mainly comprised of 

footballers, lent additional interest, to the departure. The company includes within its ranks 

barristers, solicitors and other representatives of the professions in addition to civil  servants 

and bank officials and it is naturally regarded as being typical of the spirit that animates the 

country as a whole. 

Its composition is symbolical of the part that sport plays in war. Men who were prominent in 

the football field, and whose prowess was admired every Saturday at Lansdowne Road and 



other football centres have thrown aside their interest in sport and devoted themselves purely 

to the affairs of war in order that Ireland and other .parts of the Empire may be kept free from 

the horrors of war. 

Crowds lined the route yesterday and the departure of the troops was accompanied by 

continuous cheering by dense lines of spectators. the departure of the battalion from the 

Royal Barracks was timed at 3.30pm  and shortly before that hour the men were drawn up in 

parade on the square. 

Lieutenant-Colonel Geoffrey Downing, in command of the battalion, having inspected the 

lines, addressed the men, and complimented them on their excellent behaviour during their 

stay in Dublin. 

They were specially chosen to come to Dublin because they were considered to be the best 

regiment to send to the city. He  mentioned that the 1st and 2nd Battalions had already 

distinguished themselves at the front and he felt sure that the men under his command would 

acquit themselves in a manner befitting the record of the ñDublinsò.  The Germans had a song 

Deutchsland Uber Allesò but their war cry was ñDublin Over Allò. ñGotte Strafe Englandò 

was the motto of the enemy, but the Dublin Fusiliers would simply try to act up to their 

regimental motto ñSpecatamur Agendoò (let us be judged by our acts).  Asked by a 

representative of the Irish Times whether he had a message to send to the citizens of Dublin, 

Colonel Downing said: ñWe will  do our best. Judge us by our deedsò. 

Relatives and friends crowded the square and bade farewell of those near and dear to them 

who were leaving all that was precious in life to face the attacks of the oppressor. 

Ladies of rank and women of humble degree moved through the lines, and gave parting gifts 

to their dear ones. A touching incident took place just before the battalion got into marching 

order. A man, who had evidently fallen into ill -health and who had served with the battalion 

until he was discharged, approached Colonel Downing and wished him and the battalion 

Godspeed. 

He hoped that they would come safely back and he was sorry that circumstances prevented 

him from taking his place in the battalion. Headed by the hand of the 12th Lancers and the 

pipes of the Officersô Training Corps, Trinity College, the battalion moved out of barracks. 

As they emerged through the main entrance they were cordially cheered and the cheers were 

taken up all along the route. They looked exceedingly fit,  and presented a fine military 

bearing. 



As they marched by in perfect order and in swinging, rhythmic step, everyone felt that they 

were worthy of the city and of a country noted for its soldiers. The men were in great spirits 

and laughed and joked along the way. 

The Union Jack and the Irish flag were carried on the spikes of the bayonets, and wherever 

they were noticed cheers were raised. In addition to their heavy packs some of the men 

carried melodeons strapped to their kit-bags. 

As they passed down the quays the crowd on the pavement and the occupants of windows 

lustily cheered, and the men, recognising friends along, the route, returned their farewell 

greetings with hearty cheers. 

In front of the Four Courts a large crowd of barristers, solicitors, and officials gave a cordial 

send-off to the men. Amongst the crowd were judges whose sittings had concluded for the 

day, and they cheered as spontaneously as the others at the men passed. 

In the ranks were members of the Bar who had forsaken excellent prospects to keep the old 

flag flying, and as they were recognised they were cordially cheered. 

In Dame Street and College Green, where flags were profusely displayed, crowds of 

spectators lined the thoroughfare, and gave vent to their feelings in frequent outbursts of 

enthusiasm. 

At OôConnell Bridge the crowd was particularly dense, and hats and handkerchiefs were 

waved on all sides. As the last stages of the march were reached the lines of spectators 

became more dense, and many touching scenes were witnessed. 

The significance of the occasion became more marked at this stage than heretofore. 

Fashionably-dressed ladies walked beside their brothers and relatives. 

Immediately behind walked women in shawls, keeping step with their husbands, brothers and 

sons. The contrast was marked, but it served to show the spirit that animates the people. 

With such spirit dominating the ranks of the Dublin Fusiliers, victory is assured. Men going 

to the front in a few weeks under such conditions, with their minds set on one purpose, can be 

depended upon to act up to the glorious records of their regiment. Tokens of appreciation 

were frequently offered along the route, and cigarettes were distributed by the students of the 

Royal College of Surgeons. Amid a popular demonstration the 7th Battalion Royal Dublin 

Fusiliers left Dublin. Along the route thousands of young men physically fit  cheered their 

fellow countrymen on their way. Will  these men now step into the rank? 

  



Mr Churchillôs speech 

The initial  disaster at Gallipoli and a shortage of shells on the Western Front saw a change 

of government in the UK. The Liberal Government was replaced by a national government 

involving the Liberal and Tory parties and the Irish barrister and unionist politician, Dublin-

born while Sir Edward Carson became its attorney general. 

The 40-year-old First Lord of the Admiralty Winston Churchill was fired because of the 

Gallipoli debacle. This caused the Tories to develop at that time a great distrust of Churchill, 

who was then a member of the Liberal Party. It was later that Churchill would join the 

Conservative Party and write a different history for himself.  

For now, however, his prosecution of the war in Gallipoli would be held against him, and for 

some years to come. ñRemember the Dardanellesò was the common retort from critics 

whenever he spoke in the House of Commons. 

Had the second World War not happened, and had Churchill not been Britainôs great 

wartime leader, it is likely that he would have been remembered most in history for the 

Gallipoli debacle. Churchill, though, always defended the campaign there, blaming military 

commanders on the ground for its failures. At the time, Churchill had little time for the 

hostile press reports that emerged from the battlefields. 

The Irish Times, June 7th, 1915 

Mr. Churchillôs speech at Dundee on Saturday is of excellent promise for the future of the 

National Government. 

He is the second minister who has addressed the country since the reconstruction of the 

cabinet and his message is the same as that of Mr. Lloyd George. 

But by him it is delivered with an especial force and weight. The country will  be peculiarly 

responsive to his call to personal sacrifice for the common good, for his own personal 

sacrifice has been great and cheerful. 

There can have been no man in the late Government who has accepted a minor office, or 

holds no office, in the present ministry to have felt the resignation of his post more bitterly 

than Mr. Churchill felt his resignation of the office of First Lord of the Admiralty. But he has 

made his surrender with a fine spirit that is an inspiration to us all. ñIn war time a man must 

do his duty as he sees it, and take his luck as it comes or goes.ò 

Although Mr Churchillôs luck has removed him from the Admiralty, the country will  feel that 

he was right in giving it some account of his stewardship in that department. He made the 



interesting revelation that he was sent to the Admiralty in 1911, when the Agadir crisis had 

nearly brought us into war, with the express duty laid upon him by the Prime Minister to put 

the Fleet in a state of instant and constant readiness for war in case we were attacked by 

Germany. 

We have been attacked by Germany and Mr Churchillôs faithful discharge of that duty has 

been revealed by the supreme test of action. Memories are short in these days, and 

reputations fickle, but the country will  be slow to forget what it owes to him for the 

preparation and vigilance of the last four years. 

Mr. Churchill s references to the Dardanelles are valuable at a moment when Sir Ian 

Hamiltonôs latest report, recording an advance of five hundred yards on a front of three miles 

as a result of a combined general assault, reminds us again of the very formidable nature of 

the Allies' undertaking. 

The military operations, Mr. Churchill warns us, will  be costly, and we must expect further 

losses at sea as well. But the prize is worth the sacrifice. ñThere was never a great subsidiary 

operation of war in which a more complete harmony of strategic and political and economic 

advantages was combined, or which stood in broader relation to the main decision in the 

central theatre.ò 

It is the function of the press, in Mr. Churchill's view, to sustain public confidence and spirit. 

It is emphatically not its function to spread doubt and want of confidence, and we welcome 

Mr. Churchill's hint that under the new Government the excessive licence of newspaper 

criticism will  not be permitted to continue. Upon one point we are all agreed. In this hour of 

our supreme need the rights of the State are not in dispute; they are absolute. 

  



Courage and loss. . . and truth the first casualty 

News of the Gallipoli landings took a long time to filter back to Britain and Ireland. Official 

press accounts were effectively a whitewash. 

However, many of the newspapers, including The Irish Times, circumvented the restrictions 

by publishing accounts from officers at the front. These were invaluable first-hand 

descriptions of the fighting, more vivid and authentic than those coming through official 

channels.  

This came from an anonymous Munstersô officer and is a gripping account of the landing and 

their aftermath. He also makes reference to the losses suffered by both the Munsters and 

Leinsters and how they were amalgamated into one battalion, the Dubsters. 

The Irish Times, July 3
rd

, 1915 

The following is an extract from a letter from an officer in the 1st battalion of the Royal 

Munster Fusiliers May 1st, 1915:  This is the first opportunity I have had of writing to you 

since we left the boat. 

You will  have seen in the papers by now that we have forced a landing, but ourselves and the 

Dublins got most awfully badly mauled in doing so. 

We left Lemnos for Tenedos one day, and from there we got into a collier called the River 

Clyde, which had been fitted up for the purpose of beaching. 

We anchored at midnight about two miles from the mouth of the Dardanelles and at dawn the 

whole fleet began a bombardment of the end of the peninsula where we were going to land. 

At 7.30am the Dublins set off in open boats to their landing place which was the same as 

ours. As each boat got near the shore, snipers shot down the oarsmen, the boats then began to 

drift, and machine gun fire was turned  on to them. 

You could see the men dropping everywhere, and of the first boat load of 40 men, only three 

reached the shore, all wounded. 

At the same time we ran our old collier on to the shore, but the water was shallower than we 

thought, and she stuck about eighty yards out. Some lighters were put to connect with the 

shore, and we began running along them to get down to the beach. 

I cannot tell you how many were killed and drowned, but the place was a regular death trap. I 

ran down to the lighters, but was sent back as there was no room on them. 

Then the wounded began crawling back, the Turks sniping at them the whole time. The men 

who had managed to reach the shore were all crouching under a bank about ten feet high.  At 



2pm the colonel told me to go down on to the barge, collect as many men I could, and join 

the force on shore. We jumped into the sea and got ashore somehow with a rain of bullets all 

around us. 

I found a lot of men, but very few not hit.  We waited till dusk, then crept up into a sort of 

position, a few yards up. We took up an outpost and I had just put out my sentry groups, and 

came up to have a look, when he was shot through the throat by my side. 

He died very soon and that left most of the senior officer on shore. We had an awful night 

soaked to the skin, bitterly cold and wet and sniped at all night. At dawn the fleet began 

another heavy bombardment, and by that time all the troops from our collier had come 

ashore. 

We were told to storm an old ruined castle which was held by the enemy so what remained of 

us and a company of the Dublins and two companies of the Hants charged the place. We 

turned them out, but got hung up under a nasty fire from a village which we did not succeed 

in occupying till  two in the afternoon. 

We then formed up, and, together with the rest of the Dublins, stormed the hill  with a redoubt 

on the top which commanded the whole place. 

We drove 2,000 Turks off the top, and finally dug ourselves in across the peninsula, holding 

about half a mile at the end of the peninsula. 

We lost an awful lot and had only eight officers left. The Dublins had only three.  That night 

we were attacked at intervals all through, but held our own till  a thousand French reinforced 

us. The next day we were moved up and dug ourselves in again while two other brigades 

advanced a mile. The next morning we were told to move up to the advanced  line, and act in 

reserve, but by the time we got up to it, the firing line was so hard pressed that we had to go 

straight up  into it. 

We had a very heavy day's fighting being under fire continuously from 8am till  dark. We had 

to fall back half a mile in the evening, owing to heavy reinforcements to the Turks. We spent 

another very bad night, very wet, and cold, and no coats or food!  The next morning we 

advanced about 100 yards, and the whole division dug itself in a long line across the 

peninsula from sea to sea. 

We get shelled all day and sniped at and attacked all night; but we are very cheery. We have 

plenty of food now and water and have dug ourselves into the ground, like in France. 

The Dublins and ourselves have now been formed into one regiment. We both left England 

1,000 strong and now, together, we are eight officers and 700 men. I am in command of 200 

Dublins. We are waiting reinforcements from Egypt.  We are very fit  indeed. 



The German officers whom we have taken prisoners say it is absolutely beyond them how we 

ever affected a landing at all. If  there was one place in the whole world that was impregnable, 

it was this peninsula and they say no army in the world except ours could have seen half its 

numbers mown down and still come and make a good landing It has certainly been a tough 

job. The heaps of dead are awful and the beach where we landed was an extraordinary sight. 

I have had some extraordinary escapes but have not been touched yet. Our padre and doctor 

are both splendid fellows, and have been with us in the thick of it all. Both the padre and the 

doctor of the Dublins were killed. 

  



The debacle at V Beach 

The 1
st
 battalion of the Royal Dublin Fusiliers suffered a double calamity during the landings 

at V Beach. Not only were many of its number slaughtered trying to exit the River Clyde, but 

the men who tried to come ashore on row boats suffered scarcely believable casualties in an 

operation which was as risky as it was ill -advised. 

There have been many accounts of the fate of the Dublins that day, but few match this one 

from this anonymous officer who nearly drowned and was evacuated to Malta to recuperate. 

The Irish Times, May 19th, 1915 

Malta, Wednesday, May 5
th
, 1915: A gentleman in Dublin sends us the subjoined account of 

the landing at Sedd el Bahr, which he has received from his son, an officer in the 1st 

Battalion Roval Dublin Fusiliers. 

ñOn Sunday 25
th
 at 5am we found ourselves at the Dardanelles, amongst the Fleet, which 

started bombarding at that hour to cover our landing. At 5am on reaching the Dardanelles, we 

got into small boats which were drawn by pinnaces. There were six boats in each tow. 

ñWe had about three miles to go to land and all this time the battleships were pouring shells 

into the fronts which were replying. About one and a half miles from shore, the enemyôs 

shells started to burst around our boats doing a lot of damage. As we got closer bullets started 

to whizz around us killing several men in our boats. 

ñThe shipsô shells were simply ripping up the ground and with my field glasses I could see 

many of the Turks running for their lives. I thought then that we would have no difficulty in 

landing. 

ñUp to this there were six killed and a few wounded in my boat out of about 30 men. I had 

my right arm scorched in two places by bullets, but I was one of the lucky ones. Then the 

pinnace let us go, and our boats rushed like mad on to the shore being assisted by oars. 

ñA boat came on our left and rushed into us, pushing our oars forward and throwing everyone 

back into the boat. I came with my head on the seat. 

ñThen machine guns galore were played on us from a trench unseen at the bottom of the cliff  

not 100 yards from us. A shrapnel shell burst above our heads at the same time and before I 

knew where I was, I was covered with dead men. Not knowing they were dead, I was roaring 

at them to let me up, for I was drowning a wounded man under me (there was half a boat full  

of water then, the boat having been pierced with bullets). 



The machine guns still played on us until we were towed back to a minesweeper. I was 

simply saturated all over with blood and I could feel the hot blood all over me all the way 

across. When they pulled these poor fellows off me they were all dead, and the poor fellow 

under me was dead. The boat was awful to look at, full  of blood and water. 

We got the dead and wounded off on to the minesweeper and gathered another three 

boatloads of men to take ashore and face the same thing again. 

Going across this time, I was looking through my glasses until we got fairly close to shore 

when I felt a terrible knock on my haversack which I had strapped on top of my pack with 

two daysô rations in it. I then saw the poor fellow next to me with the top of his head taken 

off by the same piece of shrapnel. 

It decorated fellows with bully beef from the rations. I then thought it time to put away my 

glasses which I left hanging in front of me and turned my pack towards the enemy to stop 

bullets coming towards my head, and bent low. We could do nothing but wait. Then our boats 

struck the shore and were again showered by machine guns. The four men in the fore part of 

our boat got off but were shot down  at once and as they jumped they pushed our boat away 

from the little grip we had, and it was being taken out by the current. 

However, I was not going to stop in the boat as a standing target so I made a jump for it with 

two others. My equipment, weighing 90lbs, soon brought my head down and, with my eyes 

open underwater, I could see the other two go right down. I thought I was going down too, 

but this was through the current rushing past me. 

I groped out everywhere but could not grip anything. Then I became aware of being held up 

by something which I discovered was the strap of my glasses. I knew that if  I pulled at the 

strap, it would break, so I kept the toe of my boat well under the rope on the side of the boat. 

I donôt know how long I was like that, but it seemed ages, and I was just gone when I thought 

I was gripped by someone. That someone was a sailor who was pulling at my feet. 

Afterwards he got a hold of my poor old gammy arm and pulled like billyo breaking it again 

which I neednôt tell you woke me up a bit from swallowing salt water. He was shot through 

his arm too, and the blood from it was blinding me, yet he wouldnôt give in. 

I shouted to him as best I could to let the arm go, for I felt the twist he gave it and knew it had 

gone straighter than it was used to. 

However, he got me up after a long while and still where I was the bullets were hitting the 

boat. I even had splinters of the boat rammed deep into my fingers and I wasnôt hit. 

I suppose you have seen the casualty list. There must be very few of our battalion left now. 

We were first to land and, with the Munsters, we lost very heavily. Almost all of the officers 



were killed or wounded, I believe. I never wish to see such a bloody sight again. I donôt mind 

fighting, but to be in an open boat and powerless is another thing. 

  



Fighting on the peninsula 

The Irish Times, May 14th, 1915 

Since the landing of the British force on the 25th of April  there has been up to the present one 

day of hard fighting, on April  28th, when the British and French troops at the western end of 

the Gallipoli Peninsula advanced from the positions then occupied. 

We pushed back the enemy a considerable distance in the centre, but little advance    could be 

made on the left flank owing to the nature of the ground and the enemy's superiority in 

numbers. 

A few of our men succeeded in reaching the village of Krithia but could not remain in it. The 

main result of the day was an important advance of our centre. The enemy made a counter-

attack on the evening against the French end of the line, which was subjected to a heavy 

bombardment with shrapnel. 

The attack was beaten off. Since then the enemy has confined himself to night attacks and 

long range gunfire. 

The first night affair was on April  25
th
 when the Turks made a desperate attempt to drive our 

small and sorely tried force on the plateau above Cape Helles with a rush into the sea, but 

they were themselves beaten back by the fire of the Implacable 's guns. 

The second was on the night of May 1
st
 when the enemy made an attack which began about 

10.30pm and lasted till  dawn. Seen from the ship, the attack presented a perfect   picture of 

war in its most romantic aspect. 

It was a wonderful starry night and the moon was at the full.  The darkness seaward    was lit  

up by the lights of the transports. 

Clusters of lights to right and left marked the position of the Helles and the Sedd el Bahr 

beaches. Ashore the field guns and howitzers, British, French, and Turks flashed and boomed 

all night. 

Between the reports of the guns, rifles rolled and crackled in an incessant undertone. 

movable howitzer  batteries, which are still unscotched, being shielded from observation by 

thick pine woods. 

  



Suvla Bay 

Soon the 29
th
 Division were doing what they hoped never to have to do. They dug trenches in 

Gallipoli as their brothers-in-arms had done on the Western Front. 

The Anzacs, having scaled the gullies and ravines of Sari Bair and reached the lip of the 

range, began to dig in. In places, their trenches faced those of the Turks just a few feet across 

a new no manôs land. 

In the ensuing stalemate, the battlefield atrophied into a dustier, hotter and drier version of 

the Western Front. The chances of a quick breakthrough were in retrospect an exercise in 

military wishful thinking. Those chances diminished by the day. 

The initial  failures of the April landings and the stalemate that developed quickly in the days 

that followed left the Allies with a terrible dilemma: stick or twist? Was it time to quit, 

acknowledge that the peninsula could not be taken and cut losses? 

Alternatively, could fresh troops be procured? Could one protracted, major further heave 

finally drive the Turks off the peninsula? 

The new British cabinet pondered its options. It was politically unpalatable to quit at that 

stage. Reluctantly, the British decided to commit an entire army corps, the IXth, comprising 

of five new divisions to the fight. 

These were the 10th, 11th and 13th Divisions from Kitchener's first 100,000 men augmented 

by the 53rd and 54th Territorial Divisions. On paper this was a further 70,000 men. In reality 

these divisions were untested in combat and badly led. 

A new site was chosen for the landings: Suvla Bay, a place further up the western coast of the 

peninsula from Anzac Cove but within sight of it. Behind the long, sweeping sandy beach is a 

salt lake, often dry in summer, and a broad, fertile plain. Behind the plain are the Anafartha 

Hills; to the left on landing, is a ridge named Kiretch Tepe Sirt; to the right in the distance, 

Sari Bair. 

Between the beach and the Anafartha Hills lay several hillocks: Lala Baba, Hill 10, 

Chocolate Hill, Green Hill and Scimitar Hill. These, together with Kiretch Tepe Sirt and the 

Anafartha Plain, became the killing grounds on which thousands of soldiers, Allied and Turk, 

died in August 1915. 

The plan was simple enough: take the hills from the Turkish defender, turn south and link 

with the Anzac forces, launching a pincer assault on Sari Bair, the heights which blocked 

access to the Narrows. 



But the Turks had reinforced Sari Bair and massed troops on Kiretch Tepe Sirt and in the 

Anafartha Hills ï 10 divisions had been drafted into the peninsula. While landing at Suvla 

would be simple by comparison to Seddul Bahr or Anzac Cove, progressing inland more than 

a few kilometres would be more taxing. 

The man chosen to lead Britainôs IXth Corps was Lieutenant General Sir Frederick Stopford, 

a semi-retired 63-year-old soldier who was then the governor of the Tower of London. 

Stopford was selected, not because of his prowess in battle or his experience, but simply 

because he was, in the rigid army hierarchy of the time, the most senior general available for 

the task. Where the situation demanded a leader with ruthlessness and drive, the man 

appointed was elderly and indecisive ï and worse: he was incompetent. 

The landings at Suvla Bay were the first time the 10
th
 (Irish) Division saw combat.  

What was to be the largest fighting force ever to leave Ireland to that date, some 17,000 men 

in total, departed the country in April 1915, a truly non-sectarian division that attracted 

Catholics and Protestants, middle-class, working class and farmers' sons in equal measure. 

The plan for Suvla Bay was complex. The 10
th
 Division would land and one brigade would 

move towards Kiretch Tepe Sirt. Other troops would head south to link up with the Anzacs. 

During the landings, the Australians were to launch a fierce diversionary attack at Lone 

Pine, a spot on Sari Bair that in due course became hallowed ground for Australians because 

of the grit and determination shown there by their soldiers. 

 The 10th (Irish) Division and 11th Division, mostly from Manchester, were the first divisions 

into battle. Their goal was to take the semi-circle of hills overlooking the beach. The 10
th
 

Division would follow the 11
th
 ashore.  Unknown to the allies, the otherwise meticulous Von 

Sanders had not expected a landing at Suvla Bay and had only allocated 1,500 men to the 

defence of that sector. Had they known, the allies could have made the decisive 

breakthrough, but they delayed fatally after the immediacy of their landings at Suvla. 

The initial  landings in the night of August 6th were almost unopposed. Men from the 11th 

Division scaled Chocolate Hill,  the lowest of a series of hills around the peninsula. The 10th 

Division landed the following morning but they were already weakened. One brigade was 

sent to aid the 11th Division. 

Stopford, who watched the battle from a ship offshore, made a number of fatal errors. Having 

assembled his force on the morning of August 7th, he inexplicably did not press the assault 

until that evening.  Neither did he order his forces to attack the Kiretch Tepe Sirt ridge until 

his artillery was in place. 

All this gave the Turks time to mass their defences. 



Alarmed at Stopford's lethargic approach to the landings, Sir Ian Hamilton, the commander-

in-chief of the Mediterranean Expeditionary Force, took personal charge and ordered the 

attacks to begin against Kiretch Tepe Sirt immediately. But it was already too late. 

On August 9th the assault began. Not only did it fail when confronted by Turkish resistance, 

but the gunfire set the parched scrub alight. Many casualties stranded on slopes in no manôs 

land burned to death. 

The hapless Stopford was replaced on August 14
th
 but by then, thousands had already died. 

Kitchener cabled Hamilton: ñThis is a young man's war and we must have commanding 

officers that will  take advantage of opportunities which occur, but seldomò.  

Kitchener put Major General Beauvoir de Lisle, commander of the 29th Division at Helles, in 

temporary charge while Stopford's replacement, Lieutenant-General Julian Lyng, travelled 

out from France. 

The 10
th
 (Irish) Division commander Mahon was incensed and refused to serve under de 

Lisle who was his junior in the ranks. Was this a fit of petulance in the midst of a life or death 

struggle or the principled actions of a competent general who had enough of the 

mismanagement of the campaign? 

The first comprehensive account of the campaign was published in The Irish Times, a 

fortnight after the landing. 

The Irish Times, August 25th, 1915 

The progress of the great flanking movement from Suvla Bay and Anzac Beach is described 

by a special correspondent in the Dardanelles. In this operation the Irish troops are engaged. 

On the 6
th
 of August the Turkish trenches were stormed and captured by the Irish, 

Australians, New Zealanders and Indians.  

Press Association special, Alexandria August 12
th
. 

I have returned from a visit to our new position on Suvla Bay where the army, after five daysô 

strenuous fighting, is halting for a moment and gathering its energies again for a further 

advance. 

We hold there a broad sweep of fertile plain, girt practically all the way round by an 

amphitheatre which on the extreme right, south of the bay, merge into a wall of sheer cliff  

from the Biyuk-Kemibli headland, forming the northern extremity of the bay. 

The ground rises as it runs inland, until about 5,000 yards from Biyuk-Kemibli it looks down 

on the plain from a height of 650 feet. 



Our troops are astride of the ridge at this front, the remainder being held by the enemy. On 

the slopes of the lower ridges as the hills turn southwards to Kuchuk, or Little Anafarta, a 

picturesquely situated village with a shining white minaret. 

Some 4,000 yards south-east is Biyuk, or Big Anafarta, the cottages of which are hidden 

behind a noble grove of cypresses. 

The Turkish road inland passes between the two villages. Beyond Big Anafarta the great hills 

again approach the shore, ending in a cliff  wall behind which there is a jumble of mountains 

where the Australians and New Zelanders, with a British division, are fighting their way. 

The plain, along which is a charming family country, dotted about with great trees, is held for 

a considerable distance inland by our troops, their main front facing Little Anafarta and the 

great ridge on the left. 

A very powerful army is assembling for the advance of which some of the divisions have 

already seen severe fighting. On the right centre, about 3,000 yards inland, is a hill  170 feet 

high which was stormed in gallant style by a Fusilier regiment supported by Irish troops on 

the landing day. The position was strongly held by the Turks but the Irishmen, instead of 

attacking from the front, marched across the salt lake, wheeled into the plain, and then came 

back at the hill,  which was ultimately taken with relatively few casualties. 

A short distance beyond this hill, which has been christened Chocolate Hill  by the soldiers, is 

a smaller height, which is still held by the enemy. The firing line at present runs between the 

two hills and across the plain on either side. 

Between Chocolate Hill  and the sea is a so called salt lake which is now a perfectly flat 

expanse of dried mud, covered with a glistening white crust of salt. In winter it is a shallow 

sea water lagoon. 

The main difference between the Suvla Bay and the Cape Helles position is that the enemy is 

not entrenched or rather not protected by semi-permanent earthworks as he is in front of Achi 

Baba. His line is indefinite. He keeps behind cover and moves to any point which we may 

happen to threaten. 

The following account of the advance of the Australians, New Zealanders and the British 

troops acting with them from the Anzac zone in conjunction with the new landings is 

supplied to me by my colleague who accompanies this army. 

After anticipating an attack by the Turks along with the Australian and New  Zealand 

positions since the close of Ramadam, the Dominion troops have themselves attacked all 

along their line, the movement forming a preliminary engagement to the great action which 

has been raging for four days. One thing has been accomplished and is certain. The 



Australians, along the right centre, at a point where the trenches run  almost north and south, 

have captured and now hold 400 yards of Turkish trenches while the New Zealand infantry 

have stormed the western slopes of the main ridges. 

In addition the Australian infantry form with British divisions part of a great flanking 

movement. On the days preceding August, the Australian infantry captured a section of 

Turkish trenches. The trenches were rushed. 

  



óA magnificent performanceô 

D Company of the 7
th
 Royal Dublin Fusiliers, the so-called Toffs in the Toughs, suffered 

terribly during an assault on the main Turkish positions on August 15
th
, 1915.  

An ill -advised bayonet charge led to the deaths of three commanding officers and 54 men.  

In just seven weeks of fighting on the Gallipoli peninsula, the 239 men who had marched 

through the streets of Dublin in April 1915 to cheering crowds were reduced to a cadre of 

just 79.  

Among those killed on August 15
th
 was the commanding officer of D Company Captain Poole 

Hickman. A barrister, Hickman was chairman of the Munster court circuit and played rugby 

with Wanderers club in Dublin.  

The Irish Times, August 31st, 1915 

The following account of the operations of the 7th Royal Dublin Fusiliers in the Dardanelles 

between the 6th and 14th August has been received in Dublin. It was written by Captain 

Poole H. Hickman who commanded the D Company, and was killed on the 15
th
. 

We left Mitylene [on the Greek island of Lesbos] at 3 pm on Friday, August 6th and arrived 

here at 4am on Saturday morning. 

We carried our rations with usða sandwich for the voyage, and two days' iron rations, 

consisting (each day's ration) of a tin of bully beef, tea, sugar, biscuits and Oxo tablets. 

From two o'clock in the morning on we could see the flashing of big guns and hear the rattle 

of musketry, the first indication to us that we were within the war zone. 

Our first two boats, consisting of A and C Companies, started landing at 5.50am but did not 

get ashore without mishap, as shrapnel struck the boat, killing one man and wounding eleven. 

Amongst the wounded was one of our officers Second Lieutenant Harvey. We landed a short 

time later, but escaped without being hit and then about 8am we commenced a general 

advance. 

It was allotted to us, and to another Irish regiment, to take a certain hill  which was exactly 

three and a half miles from where we landed. 

We had not advanced 100 yards when we were greeted with a perfect hail of shrapnel. And 

shrapnel is not a pleasant thing. You hear a whistle through the air, then a burst, and 

everything within a space of 200 yards by 100 yards from where shrapnel burst is liable to be 

hit. The wounds inflicted are dreadful - deep, big irregular gashes, faces battered out of 

recognition, limbs torn away. 



We got some protection under cover of a hill  and steadily continued our advance in line 

parallel to the enemy's position. We had to change direction and advance in a direct line on 

position at a small nock of land, and the crossing of this neck was awe-inspiring, but ghastly. 

The enemy guns had got the range to a yard and a tornado of high explosives and shrapnel 

swept the place. Your only chance was to start immediately after a burst and run as fast as 

you could across this place as there was some cover at the other side. We lost heavily at this 

particular place and from then on commenced the serious business. 

The enemy were strongly entrenched on a line of hills about two miles from the neck of land. 

The right of the attack had to go over a bare sandy sweep, but there was some cover, such as 

it was, for the left. 

The heat was intense and the going very heavy. We advanced in long lines with two paces 

between each man and about eight such lines altogether at the start. 

Of course, by the time we got to the hill  the supports and reserves had closed up with the 

firing line. Meanwhile we presented an open target to the enemy, but though we advanced 

through a regular hail of bullets and shrapnel, our casualties were not heavy. 

Major Harrison was in command of the first line and was marvellously good.  About three 

o'clock in the afternoon we were within 600 yards of the hill which was fairly high - a 

network of trenches and sides covered with furze and thorny scrub, which afforded cover 

from view. 

When we got to the foot of the hill , A and D Companies, led by Major Harrison, were in first 

line about a platoon of each with some Inniskillings and a few stragglers. They took the hill  at 

the point, of the bayonet, the Turks fleeing in all directions. It was a magnificent performance 

and we have been personally congratulated on it. We called the hill  Fort Dublin. 

Our casualties were over 100 including Major Tippett, shot dead and Lieutenant Julian who 

has, I hear, since died. D Company lost 22 altogether, but only one killed outright though I 

am afraid some of the others will not recover. 

It was just dusk when the hill  fell and then we had to go and get water for men who were 

parched with the thirst. 

This was a long job as we had to go some miles back to a well. Meanwhile, we had 

established ourselves in the trenches on the hill  and at 1.30 on Sunday morning I eat a biscuit 

which was my first food since breakfast the previous morning. The enemy counterattacked 

during the night but were easily driven off. 



All  Sunday morning and afternoon a furious fight was going on on the ridge to our right 

where our forces had the advantage. Meanwhile all day shrapnel and high explosives were 

spoiling our dayôs rest and the place was full  of snipers.  

These snipers are the very devil. If you put your head up at all, bullets whizz past you. They 

are up trees, in furze and every conceivable hiding place, and it is very hard to spot them. 

On Monday there was a tremendous fight for the hill  on our left by an English division. The 

brigade on the right ran out of ammunition and D Company was called upon to supply them. I 

sent 40 men under Captain Tobin to bring up 20,000 rounds to the support, and took 80 men 

myself with 40,000 rounds which were further away to the same place, but with orders from 

the Colonel to come back immediately as our side of the hill  was very weakly held. 

When I got up I found that Tobin and 12 of his party had gone on further as the ammunition 

was very urgently needed. I dumped down our ammunition with the supports and came back 

to the hill  as ordered. Meanwhile Tobin and his party got into the firing line and one of my 

best sergeants, Edward Millar, was killed. He died gallantly and his name has been sent 

forward for recognition. 

The next few days were uneventful save that we got no sleep as we had to stand to arms 

about six times each night and the incessant din of howitzers and heavy guns allowed no rest 

whatsoever. 

Finally on Thursday night or rather Friday morning, at 1.30am we were relieved and were not 

sorry to leave the hill  which none of us will  forget and the taking of which was an 

achievement which will  add lustre to the records of even the Dublin Fusiliers.  

Our Company's casualties amounted to 40 out of 188 men landed on Saturday morning. I 

forgot to say that we discarded our packs at the landing and have never seen them again and 

all this time we never had even our boots off, a shave, or a wash, as even the dirtiest water 

was greedily drunk on the hill  where the sunôs rays beat pitilessly down all day long, and 

where the rotting corpses of the Turks created a damnably offensive smell. That is one of the 

worst features here unburied bodies and flies but the details are more gruesome than my pen 

could depict.  

Well, we marched out at 1.30 on Friday morning, a bedraggled and want-of-sleep tired body, 

and marched seven miles back to a rest camp. 

Several of the men walked back part of the way in their sleep and when we arrived at 4.30 on 

Friday morning everyone threw himself down where he was and fell asleep. But our hopes of 

a rest were short lived, as we were ordered out again at four the next day, and here we are 

now on the side of a hill  waiting for the word to go forward again and attack. 



Meanwhile it is soothing for us to know that we have achieved something which has got us 

the praise of all the staff and big men here, but I daresay you will  hear all about it in 

despatches from the front. 

 

The Irish Times, August 27th, 1915 

The announcement of the death of Captain Poole Henry Hickman in the Dardanelles has been 

received with feelings of deep regret by his colleagues at the Irish Bar. On the outbreak of 

war Poole Hickman was one of the very first of the ranks of the Bar to volunteer. In his 

student days he was prominent as a rugby football player, captaining the Wanderers club and 

he remained prominent in the rugby field in the early years of his professional career. 

He was called to the Bar and, being a County Clare man, son of Francis W Hickman DL of 

Kilmore, Knock, joined the Munster Circuit. 

His short professional career was full  of promise. Before he joined the Colours, he was 

secretary to the Munster Bar and enjoyed to an exceptional degree the esteem and affection of 

his colleagues. 

Captain Hickman was possessed of a fine physique and his rapid promotion from lieutenant 

to captain was the result of soldierly efficiency rapidly attained. His corps was with the 7
th
 

Dublin Fusiliers whose roll contains many members of the Irish Bar as well as a great number 

of prominent rugby footballers. 

  



Wounded in Action  

Some men were lucky to survive the initial assaults. Here Private Frank Laird speaks of his 

good fortune in only being shot. ñIf this is all the trouble there is in being shot, it is not much 

after all,ò he writes in this letter home. Laird was typical of the middle-class men who joined 

D company. Though a university education entitled to him to be commissioned as an officer, 

he opted to become a private in D company.  

In this account, he also recalls the death of Paddy Tobin. Captain Tobin was the son of a 

surgeon at St Vincentôs Hospital and lived in an upmarket address in St Stephenôs Green. He 

was just 21 when he died on August 15
th
 during the ill-fated assault on the Turkish positions.  

Tobin is one of the three real-life characters who features in the Anu Production play The 

Pals at Gallipoli.  

The Irish Times, Thursday, September 16
th

, 1915 

The following letter has been received in Dublin from Private Frank M Laird óD Companyô, 

7th Royal Dublin Fusiliers 

Here is the long-promised yarn of my brief campaign. After about four weeks aboard ship, 

we popped off one day rather suddenly in a trawler in which we sailed all night. It was a 

Saturday morning when we went ashore in steam barges with a gangway in front.  

They just ran up against the beach and dropped the gangway and we walked ashore like a 

picnic party. After a short delay to get the others in line we started off.  

Our company was in support of another company in an attack on a hill some way off to which 

our battalion and some others were making. Our way lay along the seashore at first, and then 

across country, and it took us till dusk to get our hill.  

The performance was exactly like one of our attacks in the sham fights that, I believe, I once 

described to you.  

We went along at first in single file in sections of a dozen or so each and then, when we came 

more under fire, we spread into line. As soon as we started we met the procession of chaps 

coming back wounded, either walking or on stretchers.  

You would think that it should discourage one, but one of the most curious things I found 

under fire was the detached way one looked at everything as if it was just a show in which 

one only took a half-hearted kind of interest. Well, we had not got far along the shore till 

stray shrapnel shells began to drop not far from us.  



However, we did not worry much about them. There was one hot spot which we had to 

double over, and then take shelter beyond.  

The shrapnel was dropping pretty smartly there, and I saw Colonel Dowling, with a stick in 

his hand, standing up as cool as a cucumber, while everyone else, of course, was rubbing his 

respective nose on the ground and making himself as small as possible.  

Well, we moved off from that, and as we got further on there was more rifle fire and less 

shrapnel. The naval guns did a lot to put down the latter. We spread into line and spent the 

rest of the afternoon and evening moving from one ditch to another, and finally at nightfall 

got to the base of the hill to find that the attack had carried it, so that we did not fire a shot.  

Ball and I had agreed to keep together, and managed it pretty well though it was not very 

easy. That night we slept in an enemyôs trench at the bottom of the hill, a mixed crowd of us.  

Everything gets rather mixed in an attack like that and you find yourself with chaps from 

other sections and other regiments. We did nothing on Sunday, which was a fine day and 

quite pleasant, but on Monday morning we got orders to be ready and were moved up the hill 

into other trenches with the rest of our company, and firing, which had been going on in other 

parts, off and on all Sunday, began again with us.  

We sat there pretty, well crowded up for a good while, and heard we were to hold the hill. 

The next proceeding, however, was that a party of us were called out and sent off under  

Paddy Tobin with boxes of ammunition to a place where they said our men were getting 

pushed back by a strong counter-attack, and were short of ammunition. 

Well, we could not find where it was wanted, though we paddled around under a hot fire till 

we were pretty well deadbeat. At length we opened the boxes and strewed the stuff along 

where the men could pick it up if they retired.  

Then we had a rest. I lost Tobin and most of the others when we moved again, but came 

across two other D Company men I knew, and it was when moving up with them and some 

men of another regiment towards the firing line that I was shot. I was walking alone behind a 

ditch when I got what felt like a blow in the back, and over I toppled. My first thought was, 

ñThe beggars have got me at lastò and the second ñIf this is all the trouble there is in being 

shot, it is not much after all.ò  

 Then I heard the other chaps asking me where I was hit. I told them and a couple of them 

dragged me under the hedge and tied me up. 

There were two Royal Army Medical Corps (RAMC) men there, but it was too lively a fire 

then, they said, to carry me down. They fixed me up in pretty good cover, and there I lay till 



next morning. It was a lovely night, and I did not have any pain so I just meditated on things 

in general and whenever anyone went by directed them to send up a stretcher forthwith.  

By daylight a decent couple of chaps came along put me on their stretcher and carted me off 

to the first dressing-station where I had something to drink and passed along to the second 

and third and finally to the edge of the sea where I met McNut who had not long come 

ashore, looking as bright and smiling as ever.  

I asked him to drop you a line which he assured me, he would with pleasure. We had a 

longish wait there in the sun, but final we were trotted off in barges on our stretchers to a 

cruiser and hauled aboard it by a crane and laid in rows along the deck. 

It sounds funny, but it was really quite a comfortable way of going aboard, and the Jack Tars 

treated us like gentlemen and so we arrived here and were transferred by motor ambulance to 

this hosp where I have been since living like a lord. 

 I have not much more to say except that, though I expected to be badly scared, I was not at 

all. Everything seemed to come as a matter of course straightaway. There was even a kind of 

exhilaration in the performance on the first day, though I fancy one gets tired of it after a 

while.  

  



óHe stood in the centre of the bullet-swept zone quietly twirling  his stick.ô 

By the time the autumn came the true extent of Irish losses at Gallipoli had become known to 

the public. The pals battalion, the 7
th
 Dublins, were effectively wiped out during a futile 

attack on August 15
th
. They had been commanded by Lt-Col Colonel Geoffrey Downing, 

mentioned by Laird in the previous article, a former captain of Monkstown rugby club who 

was instrumental in the establishment of the unit. 

He was regarded as quite fearless, earning this memorable description from a comrade: ñHe 

stood in the centre of the bullet-swept zone quietly twirling his stick. As an old soldier he 

knew there were times when an officer must be prepared to run what are unnecessary risk.ò 

This Irish Times account details how so many of the officers attached to the 7
th
 battalion were 

killed, including perhaps the best known of them all, Lieutenant Ernest Julian, then Reid 

Professor of Law at Trinity College Dublin. 

The Irish Times, October 16th, 1915 

The introduction of the 6th and 7th Dublin Fusiliers to the realities of war in a foreign clime 

came about with the suddenness of a young dog thrown into a pond, but with the difference 

that the Dublins only asked to be flung into the melée at Suvla Bay, and found their feet with 

the same celerity with which the young dog discovers his ability to swim. 

Their voyage to the Aegean Sea in a comfortable Cunarder [commanded by Captain Rostrum 

who helped to save some of the Titanic's passengers] had hardly come to an end before the 

men found themselves traversing the beach with shrapnel taking its toll of life. 

Colonel Downing, who commands the 7
th
 Battalion of the Dublin Fusiliers, was good enough 

to tell an Irish Times representative something of their daring and achievements. 

He is now at his home in Greystones recovering from the attentions of a Turkish sniper who 

put two bullets through his right foot. 

Colonel Downing made it clear that, though only the exploits of his own battalion came under 

his immediate notice, the other units constituting the 10th (Irish) Division acquitted 

themselves no less gallantly. 

At the very beginning of the landing at Suvla Bay they came under shrapnel fire, which 

wounded Lieutenant Harvey, late of the Provincial Bank, and ten men and killed two, as A 

and C Companies were landing under the direction of Major Lonsdale , second in command. 

The motor barge, with the dead and wounded, returned to the steamer and took off B and  D 

Company under Colonel Downing who joined the other companies. 



The landings of B and D Companies were fortunately completed without casualties. Orders 

were received for an attack on Chocolate Hill  known for a time as Dublin Hill  Casualties 

occurred as the men traversed a narrow sand pit of which the Turks had the exact range, but 

the regiment was fortunate compared with some others at this point. 

With the Royal Inniskilling Fusiliers on one flank and the Royal Irish Fusiliers on the other, 

the Royal Dublin Fusiliers formed up for the attack. For a time casualties were few, but the 

regiments then came under a heavy shrapnel fire from their left and the advance had to be 

continued by short and rapid rushes.  It was during one of these rushes that Lieutenant 

(Ernest) Julian, a well-known Dublin man, was mortally wounded and many other casualties 

were sustained. 

ñIt was wonderful the way the men stood it,ò said Colonel Downing. "They might have been 

old and seasoned troops, and they continued their advance as though they were on the drill  

ground. After that we came under heavy musketry fire which really seemed a relief after the 

shrapnel although casualties continued to occur.ò 

The advance continued over scrub, ditches and ploughed fields, and a message was received 

to the effect that it was imperative that Chocolate Hill  should be taken before dark. 

The 7th Dublins pressed forward in the centre. The actual attacking line was commanded A 

Company by Major Harrison closely supported by Captain Tobin with D Company, while the 

other companies were close up in reserve. 

Before the crowning assault the naval guns shelled the top of the hill  until the last possible 

moment. As the crest was surmounted the Turks broke and fled and did not wait to resist the 

bayonets of the Irish. 

The hill  was captured at 7.30pm in the evening of August 9th and it was seen to be very 

strongly fortified. There were tiers of trenches and dug outs, and every available form of 

defence had been employed. Rifles, shell and rifle ammunition, accoutrements, and stores 

were found in the fort and the men obtained as souvenirs some curiously coloured waistcoats 

abandoned by the enemy. 

Casualties were comparatively few, a fact which Colonel Downing attributes to the men 

holding their fire till  they were aiming at some well-defined object and pushing on 

vigorously, so that the enemy had little opportunity to ñget the range properlyò.  

The men were in the greatest fettle after the attack and very pleased with themselves as they 

had reason to be. For four days, until transferred to another point the Dublins held the fort. 

There was practically no sleep owing to sniping and shrapnel. 



Snipers were all around, and shot several men through the head. Colonel Downing pointed 

out two holes in his sun helmet, pierced by a shrapnel bullet which missed his head by the 

barest chance. 

ñMy helmet was knocked over to one side,ò said Colonel Downing, "and my cup of tea was 

spilt. It annoyed me very much. There was not much relief for after a night march the men 

found themselves allotted to take part in an attack on August15th. 

Meanwhile, however, they had received their first batch of correspondence ï a very welcome 

event. The attack commenced at two o'clock on the Sunday afternoon, and at about 6pm a hill  

had been captured in the face of the most strenuous opposition. 

At the finish there was stiff bayonet work and the Turks were started on the run with big 

losses. Every inch of the ground was hotly contested. As the men surmounted the crest they 

gave a cheer which was taken up by the reserves, and echoed from the gunboat down below. 

It was while Colonel Downing was bringing up the reserves that a sniper, left behind, and 

concealed in a bush emptied his magazine at him. 

ñI could feel the bullets whizz past my ears,ò said Colonel Downing, ñand then he got me 

twice in the foot. It felt as though an elephant had stamped on it and I was never so wild in 

my life. I emptied my revolver into the bush, and I think I got him. 

ñMajor Harrison and Captain Poole Hickman, Captain Tobin and Lieutenant Fitzgibbon led 

bayonet charges that day, and the night which followed was the hottest the regiment ever had, 

for the Turks counter-attacked in great force. During the period eight officers  were killed and 

many wounded.ò  

Major Harrison, Captain Hickman, Captain Tobin, Captain Leschallis, Lieutenant Fitzgibbon 

, Lieutenant Crichton, Lieutenant Weatherill and Lieutenant Russell gave their lives. 

In spite of all the enemy could do, the regiment held the position throughout the night, 

without giving an inch, and at nine o'clock on the Monday morning were relieved. The night 

was described by Major Lonsdale and the adjutant as the limit  of frightfulness. 

ñThey went to their deaths singing,ò said Colonel Downing of his regiment,ò and they refused 

to yield an inch of ground, though the dead and wounded lay thick aroundò.  

A finer set of men than the 1st Dublins, whom I commanded for four years in India, and 

whose great landing at V beach is so well known, I have never seen, but I can honestly say I 

saw no difference between them and the 7th,which I had the honour to command at Suvla. 

ñWe donôt want the lives of those who have fallen to be thrown away. I hope that all men of 

military age will  now put aside the comforts of home, and fill  up the ranks with the same 



bravery and patriotism. The sacrifice of those who matched through Dublin on that last day of 

April  must not be rendered in vain.ò 

  



Could shared sacrifice unify?  

By early September 1915, news was filtering back to Ireland about what had happened at 

Suvla Bay. It prompted this lengthy editorial in The Irish Times. 

The paper once again reiterated its hope that the shared sacrifices in Gallipoli would help to 

end the ñinternecine strifeò between unionists and nationalist in Ireland once the war ended.  

The newspaper took particular pride in the sacrifices of the 10th (Irish) Division and 

concluded the men who died had not died in vain.  

Such sentiments were common at the time and helped the public to cope with the terrible 

news seeping back from the various theatres of war.  

The Irish Times, September 4
th

 1915 

From the official despatches, messages from war correspondents and private letters we can 

now piece together some part of the story of the recent fighting in Gallipoli. When the 10th 

(Irish) Irish Division landed at Suvla Bay the Australian and New Zealand Corps on their 

right were engaged in a terrific struggle for the heights of Sari Bair. 

On the 9th August some of the Colonials reached the summit of the ridge, but their position, 

swept by Turkish shellfire, was untenable. The attack, as a whole, failed. Between August 7th 

and August 15th occurred the successful landing and advance towards Anafarta in which the 

Irish Division played such a splendid part. 

The advance of August 21st, as we learn today from the Press Associationôs correspondent 

was only partially successful. 

Burnt Hill,  which lies on the Dardanelles side of Chocolate Hill,  was stormed, but could not 

be held. On the extreme right, however, our forces secured a sensible advantage and were 

able to establish contact with the Colonial contingents. 

A further success, as Sir Ian Hamilton has reported, was gained by the new Divisions on the 

27th and 23th August, when they captured ground commanding the Anafarta Valley; the 

Colonials also were able to extend the line of their advance. 

Here the story ends for the present. The result of the operations between August 7th and 

August 28th is that a firm connection has been established between the Suvla Bay forces and 

the Colonial Corps, that we now hold the whole coastline from the Salt Lake to Gaba Tepe; 

that we have secured positions which dominate the valley that leads to the only road from 

Constantinople to Achi Baba. 



We are well on the way to Biyuk Anafarta, which is only three and a half miles from the 

Constantinople road a distance easily within gun range. If  we can get to the road we shall be 

able to cut off all supplies from the Turkish troops at Achi Baba, and their position must soon 

become untenable.  

Tremendous obstacles still confront our forces - natural difficulties and a strong and gallant 

foe. But .if we win, the back of our great task will  have been broken, and the first real 

decision of the war will  be in sight. 

The fighting in the Dardanelles will  be a landmark in the history of the Irish people. Our men 

have fought grandly in Flanders: there the Irish Guards received their baptism of fire and 

such regiments as the Dublins, Munsters, Royal Irish and Royal Irish Rifles amplified and 

ennobled our great mili tary traditions. 

But there has been a more striking concentration of Irish effort in Gallipoli; more than once it 

has been possible to regard the army of Gallipoli as an Irish army. 

The chief glory of the landing at Sedd el Bahr, one of the most splendid military exploits in 

the war fell to the first battalions of the Dublin, Munster, and Inniskilling Fusiliers. These 

fine professional soldiers proved themselves to be not inferior to the best men who have 

fought for England since Cressy and Agincourt.  

But there is another and an entirely new element in our Irish interest in the Gallipoli 

campaign, an element that gives a poignant intensity to our pride, our hopes, and our 

anxieties. The professional army, as it was before the war, enticed certain classes of the Irish 

people; the new army embraces all. Our young men have answered the call from the 

university, the office, and the workshop. 

The personal fears and hopes of warfare have been brought into households that never knew 

them before. The heartstrings of the mothers of thousands of Irish boys who had been 

destined for safe and peaceful careers have been drawn after the Tenth Division to the 

Dardanelles. 

How would they fareðthese lads equipped only with the hasty training of a few months; 

these officers fresh from the desk, on whose young shoulders such a heavy burden of 

responsibility is now imposed? Would they uphold the credit of the great names that they 

carried on their shoulder scraps? 

We have not yet received any detailed account of their work in Gallipoli,  but the brief reports 

and the private letters which we have published during the past week, furnish a sufficient 

answer to our question. 



The 10th Division has fulfilled  our highest hopes. The Irishmen who stormed Seddul Bahr 

may be proud of the Irishmen who landed at Suvla Bay. The 7th Dublins are worthy of the 

1st Dublins. 

The new battalions of the Munsters, Connaughts, Leinsters, Inniskillings, Royal Irish Rifles 

and Royal Irish Fusiliers have established their comradeship in arms with the war-worn 

veterans o£ those great regiments. 

We know the casualty lists tell us from day to day at what cost these Irishmen have proved 

their manhood. 

We remember the laughing lady who marched along the Dublin quays, and we think of the 

hands that we shall never clasp again. 

Every one of us knows some Irish mother or wife bereaved, some Irish household darkened, 

as the price of the landing at Suvla Bay. 

Sometimes we may be tempted to ask: was it worth the while? Was it really necessary that 

this only son of his mother should fall to a Turkish bullet, that the career of that brilliant 

young barrister should end in a scuffle on a foreign sand hill? 

We venture to say that even the bitterest loss in this campaign has been worth the- while, 

worth it for the soldier himself, for his loved ones, for Ireland. The soldier has died the finest 

of all deaths in the finest of all causes. 

In his short life he has done a greater thing than any who survive him at home will  ever do. 

He has left to his family the consolation of a proud and tender memory. His death is a 

message of hope to his country. 

Mr. Ashmead Bartlett [a journalist covering the campaign] relates that on the height of Sari 

Bair he saw lying dead, side by side, a Colonial, an Englishman, a Maori and a Gurkha - 

surely a solemn and wonderful illustration of Imperial unity. 

Is the spectacle of Irish Unionists and Nationalists fighting side by side in Flanders and 

Gallipoli, true comrades and brothers, less wonderful and inspiring? 

A little more than a year ago they were preparing to kill  one another. Today many of them 

have died for one another. When this war is ended we shall resume our political controversies 

in a new Ireland.  

The unionists and nationalists who fought at Ypres and stormed the hill  at Suvla have sealed 

a new bond of patriotism. The spirits of our dead Irish soldiers will  cry trumpet-tongued 

against the deep damnation of internecine strife in Ireland. Shall we dare to think that the 

Irish soldier who has died for the liberties of the world, and for the future progress and 

happiness of Ireland, has died in vain? Our memories of that storied peninsula where so much 



Irish blood has been shed will  be proud as well as sad. Our sons and brothers there have made 

a new chapter in Irish history. Of those who will  never come home we can truly say, as the 

Spartans said of their dead at Thermopylae, that their tombs are altars, their lot glorious and 

beautiful. 

  



Retirement of the Tenth (Irish) Division. Gallantry of Dublins, Munsters, 

Connaughts and Inniskillings. Eight guns Abandoned ï 1,500 casualties 

Part of the rationale for the Gallipoli campaign was to convince wavering Balkan powers 

who were neutral to support the Allies in the war. But the campaign had the opposite effect. 

After the failure at Gallipoli, and German successes against Russia, Bulgaria decided to 

throw in its lot with the Central Powers (as Germany, Austria-Hungary and the Ottomans 

were known) giving the then Allied powers (the British Empire, France, and Russia ï the 

United States did not join the war until 1917) a new enemy with which to contend.  

In September 1915 the Allies judged that, though Greece was technically neutral, the Greek 

port of Salonika (now Thessaloniki) could fall to the Bulgarians. In late September, the 30
th
 

Brigade of the 10
th
 (Irish) Division was sent across the Aegean Sea to Salonika followed by 

the rest of the division. At that stage some 90 per cent of the division were dead, wounded or 

ill,  mostly from dysentery. The division was decimated and needed to be filled up by infantry 

drafts ñfrom all the regiments of the armyò.  

The major Irish engagement in Salonika was the Battle of Kosturino in which the 10
th
 (Irish) 

Division fought a rearguard action against overwhelming force in the mountain snows of the 

Balkans. Conditions were appalling.  

The attack happened in the middle of December 1915 in Kosturino which is now in modern-

day Macedonia. Just 18 months after the assassination in Sarajevo, an Irish Division found 

itself in Serbia defending the Serbs against the Bulgarians. The Great War had truly become 

a global conflict in which the unlikeliest of foes were pitted against each other.  

The 10
th
 (Irish) Division retreated in good order having held out for days against a 

numerically superior force. The battle cost the division 302 dead, but its stand prompted a 

letter of appreciation from King George V. 

The Irish Times, December 18, 1915 

The War Office issued the following on Sunday night ï fighting north of Salonika. After 

sustaining violent attacks delivered by the enemy in overwhelming numbers, the 10th 

Division succeeded, with the help of reinforcements in retiring to a strong position from Lake 

Doiran westwards towards the valley of the Tardar in conjunction with our Allies. 

The Division is reported to have fought well against very heavy odds and this was largely due 

to the gallantry of the troops, and especially of the Minister Fusiliers, the Dublin Fusiliers and 

the Connaught Rangers, that the withdrawal was successfully accomplished. 



Owing to the mountainous nature of the country it was necessary to place eight field guns for 

purposes of defence in positions from which it was impossible to withdraw them when the 

retirement took place. 

No British report was issued on Monday night regarding the position at Salonika but 

telegrams from unofficial sources agreed in stating that the Franco-British troops were now 

concentrated on Greek territory and that the withdrawal had been effected without further 

serious fighting. 

The Bulgarians were stated to be a few miles and it was rumoured that,  in order to avoid 

complications with Greece, they would not cross the frontier. The task of dealing with the 

Allied troops is to be left to the Germans and Austrians. 

Further details of the fighting at Dorian show that another Irish regiment, the Inniskilling 

Fusiliers, greatly distinguished itself, losing the best part of two companies in a successful 

rearguard action. 

The arrangements with Greece are taking shape. The Greek troops northeast of Salonika are 

retiring to Serres (a city in Macedonia) and portion of the Salonika Custom House has been 

handed over to the Allied commanders. 

British troops and supplies are being landed daily, and there is every indication that the 

decision to hold the Salonika position is being backed up in the most determined manner. 

The gallant Tenth Division ï Dublins, Munsters and Connaughts. 

Few things are more unsatisfactory in warfare than fighting without a special object, and 

there are few besides the British who can rise superior to such depressing influences. 

The British soldier has shown time and again that, whatever the circumstances may be, he 

can always give a good account of himself. Here, as in France and Gallipoli, he has proved 

himself a desperate fighter against odds. 

Last week, when I visited Hill  516, before me extended a panorama, embracing the main 

British lines, whose front extended for more than ten miles. 

The hill  itself marked the point of junction of the British and French positions, the former 

occupying a position, entirely to the right of the main road from Doiran to Strumica.  

It is the only motor road in this region, the rest of the ground, apart from some goat tracks, 

being rough and hilly and covered with thick scrub, making all movement difficult.  

Some idea of the difficulties of the position can be gained from the fact that it took a couple 

of hours to reach men only a mile away from the track. 



To this has to be added the bitter cold has set in prematurely before proper provision could be 

made for the supply of winter equipment. The men have been suddenly flung into this bleak 

wilderness fresh from the almost torrid heat of the Gallipoli Peninsula. 

In the course of these engagements the fighting often became very close owing to the mists 

but the gallant Connaughts, Munsters, and Dublins proved themselves better men than the 

Bulgars, even with the latter's own favourite weapon - the bayonet.  

Possibly the cold made them appreciate as a luxury this form of exercise, but certain it is that 

time and again the enemy was driven off in a series of hand-to-hand encounters, in which he 

suffered heavy loss. 

But the enemyôs superiority of numbers, and especially their mountain guns, could not fail to 

predominate in the long run, we being entirely unprovided with these useful and 

indispensable weapons, and we retired to the second line, the French having meanwhile 

abandoned the bridgehead of Gradetz and Hill  516. 

The importance of our stand in these positions is difficult  to exaggerate, Because had the 

Bulgarians succeeded in pushing through, as, doubtless, they hoped and intended to do, they 

would have cut off the retreat of the main body of the French as well as the British, and this 

would possibly have led to a grave reverse. 

The splendid tenacity of the Irish Division, however, defeated the enemy's hopes, and gave 

the French Command, as well as our own, ample time to proceed with the withdrawal in a 

methodical and orderly manner. Since Tuesday the pressure of the Bulgarian offensive has 

relaxed, and our new positions are of great strength. 

  




















































































































































































