


Teacher Notes

Lest We Forget

Introduction

In the mid-1970's, songwriter Eric Bogle, wrote the landmark Gallipoli song, …and the Band Played Waltzing Matilda. This song documents the tragedy of Gallipoli through the story of an individual digger: a swaggie who was swept into war, lost his legs, respected the Turks, and survived with his dignity intact, to later question the meaning of it all. In the last verse of this song, the Anzac, now an old man, says:


So now every April I sit on my porch


And I watch the parade pass before me


And I see my old comrades how proudly they march


Reliving old dreams and past glories.


But the old men march slowly, all bone stiff and sore,


Tired old heroes from a forgotten war,


And the young people ask me, "What are they marching for?"


And I ask myself the same question.

Lest We Forget is, in many ways, an answer to that question: it tells a version of the story which Anzac Day is based upon.

What is different, and indeed unique about this re-telling of the Gallipoli story, is that Lest We Forget uses both Australian and Turkish material.

When Jan Wositzky performed Lest We Forget at Anzac Cove on April 25, 2003, the audience were approximately 8, 000 Australian, New Zealand and Turkish people who'd come to commemorate those who died at Gallipoli.

Surprisingly, many of the young Australian and New Zealander backpackers present did not know a lot about the Gallipoli story. Gallipoli was just a place to go, to drink a lot of beer and celebrate being Australian.

After the performance of Lest We Forget many expressed their thanks to me for giving them a real sense of why they'd made such a pilgrimage.

***

Lest We Forget does not dwell on the politics of the Gallipoli campaign: that it was the brainchild of the then First Lord of the Admiralty, Winston Churchill; that the ANZACS were led by inept British commanders; or that forewarning of the secret landing was printed in Cairo newspapers. 

These are all complex issues that we can discuss in question time after the show, or can be dealt with by further research.  (See recommended books and documentaries below).

However Lest We Forget is not a politics-free-zone. As storytelling, the show deals with many of the issues of this war, but through the voices of individual characters, both real and imagined. 

Through their songs, poems and yarns we are provided with a birds eye view of the Gallipoli campaign. This view reveals the mutual suffering of both the Australian and New Zealand Army Corps (ANZACS) and Turkish soldiers as well as the humour and respect that bridged the trench lines. It also tells of the anguish of the mothers behind the lines, be it just across the bay in the town of Cannakale or across the oceans in Australia.

In addition to these stories Lest We Forget uses literature and political statements that speak of Gallipoli as a touchstone of national identity for BOTH Australian and Turkish people. 

Regarding the actual events, I will explain the background to the Gallipoli campaign: 

· WW1 was nearly ten months old and bogged down in trench warfare on the European continent

· The Allies wished to attack Germany from the east, and open a sea route from the Mediterranean to Russia

· Control of the Dardenelles Peninsula was the key (See Map 1)  

· The British navy had been defeated right outside Cannakale in the Straits so they sent in British, French, and Indian troops, plus the untried ANZACS

The show is structured on three significant events of the campaign: 

· the landing on April 25; 

· the truce of May 24; 

· and the evacuation, concluding on December 20

SCRIPT EXTRACTS & DISCUSSION

1. A Matter of Identity: Australian
Australians place great store in the character and the deeds of the ANZACS - their 

derring-do and pluck; courage and compassion to their mates; their grit and humour in terrific circumstances; their guts and their scepticism of those in authority. 

This sense of us is accounted for in high-spirited fashion in Ted Egan's song, The Anzacs, from his book and CD of the same name: 

We are the Anzacs, and we're true blue


We're from Australia and New Zealand too,

We're from Down Under, and we're telling you,

We're boozers, we're skiters,

We're bloody good fighters too.

We might curse and swear, 

But we'll be right there

In the fighting we won't turn a hair,

When the whips are cracking everywhere

You'll find the Anzacs.

We've got shearers and drovers too,

We've got city swells and blokes named Blue.

As horsemen, we're the world's best yet


Ned Kelly's our CO and don't you forget!


Yes we will salute, but only railway porters,


Mothers, lock up your flaming daughters,


Inter kwais,  kwais katir, bungaree, bardi


We are the Anzacs...


We will take orders, but only from the King


We will play two-up, so come on form a ring.


Alright there digger, a friendly game


It's "Come in Spinner and heads are right again


AWL? Don't be absurd


Discipline! Now there's a dirty word


We'll shout 'Maa Leesh' and 'Gibbit backsheesh'


We are the Anzacs....

(From the song The Anzacs by Ted Egan)

The Birth of a Nation

And so, such young men, and some a good deal more delicate, went to Gallipoli to fight in a war that many people would mark as the birth of a nation. Discuss why this was so. Hadn't the British been in Australia for 127 years already?

The Gallipoli campaign was the first time Australians had excelled on the international stage. It was the first time the upstart young nation had demonstrated that its men were as good, if not better, than the best from Britain, the mother country. Is this part of our sensibility that Gallipoli was a ‘birth ‘ of a nation? (Is this related to the tremendous expectations we place on the Australian cricket team?)

Or maybe, as the stone monuments in each Australian town remind us, it was a war, which would cause family after family to lose their men and boys. The late historian Patsy Adam-Smith once told me that she believed Australia lost the cream of its manhood in WW1 and never recovered that loss of skill and talent.

So is it perhaps that Gallipoli was Australia's severe jolt out of adolescence, a terrible loss of innocence, rather than the birth' of a nation? (After all, these soldiers were all boys becoming men.)  

Perhaps it is a combination of all of the above.

At the Dawn Service, which followed my performance of Lest We Forget in Turkey, the Deputy Prime Minister, Peter Costello, said that Gallipoli was Australia’s first sacred site. Assuming he meant other than Aboriginal sacred sites, how do students relate to such a statement? 

2. A Matter of Identity - Turkish
When I first arrived on the Gallipoli peninsula I was impressed by the following words, writ large in stone on the hills above the Dardanelles Straits:
Dur yolcu! Bilmeden gelip bastigin

Bu toprak bir devrin battigi yerdir.

egil de kulak ver, bu sessiz yigin 

bir vatan kalbinin attigi yerdir.

Traveller, halt! The soil you tread

Once witnessed the end of an era.

Listen! In this quiet mound

There once beat the heart of a nation.

(From the poem To a Traveller/ Bir Yolcuya by Necmettin Halil Onan)

As this poem testifies, Gallipoli is also closely linked to national identity for Turkish people. In a different way, however, to that of Australians.

It's important to know that although we say the ANZACS invaded Turkey, there wasn't actually a country called Turkey till 1922. We invaded the territory of the Ottoman Empire. The Turks had been warriors for 400 years, invading and conquering many other Mediterranean nations. This was an area of the world where wars had been fought for millennia. You can see Troy from the heights of Gallipoli. Many previous battles had been fought over the same issue as Gallipoli; control of the Dardanelles Straits. 

The esteemed commander of the Turk's 19th Division at Gallipoli, pitted directly against the ANZACS, was Mustafa Kemal. He emerged from Gallipoli a hero and in 1922 became Mustafa Kemal Attaturk, the first President of the new nation, Turkey. 'Attaturk' means 'father of the Turks'. 

So for both Turks and Australians, Gallipoli is a story of national identity. For Australians, through the heroic deeds of a group of young men, and for Turkish people, through the leadership of the man who would become the father of their nation.

3. Off To The War!

The ANZACS came from the other side of the world and were a volunteer army. They were the first Australian/ New Zealand army as such to fight overseas.

The Turkish soldiers were conscripts with no choice in the matter. Like the ANZACS they came from both city and rural areas.

The following two poems focus on two different feelings about going to the war. 

In the first is taken from CJ Dennis' best selling book of the day, The Moods of Ginger Mick. Dennis' fictional character Ginger Mick expresses his sentiments about enlisting. He's using the street language of the day:


I 'ad the joes at first, but now I'm glad I went, 


Fer it's shine to be among reel, livin' men.


An' it's grand to be Australian, an' to say it good an' loud


When yeh bump a forrin country wiv sich fellers as our crowd.


There's a little Smith us Collin'wood, wiv fags stuck in 'is 'at, 


An' a sting uv dirty insults on 'is tongue.


An' there's Bills an' Jims an' Bennos, an' there's Roys an' 'Arolds too, 


An' they're cobbers, an' they're brothers, an' Australians thro' an' thro'.


Its a game, lad, it's a game I'm likin' grand.


An' I'm tryin' fer a stripe to fill in time.


I 'ave took a pull on shicker fer the honour uv me land, 


An' I'm umpty round the chest an' feelin' prime.


Yeh kin tell Rose, if yeh see 'er, I serloots 'er o'er the foam, 


An' we'll ave a cray fer supper when I comes a-marchin' 'ome."

(From 'the Moods of Ginger Mick', by CJ Dennis)


Glossary

Cobbers

boon companion

Joes 

melancholy thoughts

Shicker

grog

Shine

feeling splendid

(Note that in 1915 a 'cray' -crayfish- was cheap working class fare.)

4. Language

The language here is as thick and colloquial as any used by a modern day rapper. Read this piece aloud in class. Do students understand it? After having a guess at the meaning of unfamiliar words, check with the glossary above.

Discuss how language changes over time. 

5. Discuss the optimism in this speech. It's a'game'; he's sure he'll come home.The experience has swelled his chest, he's feeling like a real man and he's acquired a buoyant sense of being Australian.

There is certainly a sense of innocence and naivety contained in this passage. Unlike the Turks, who'd been fighting wars for centuries, the ANZACS had scant idea of the horror they were about to face. Never before had anyone witnessed bloodshed on the scale of WWI.

6. Another character in Lest We Forget is the actual soldier, Bill Harney (1895-1967) who recorded his story for the ABC in 1958. Harney was a bushman and on enlisting for the war he said: 
I'll never forget the day the mailman came along. He had a buggy, and he told us that war had been declared. He mentioned that there was a big war on with Britain and Germany fighting one another. Actually, I didn't know what he was talkin' about. And the boss reckoned, ‘Oh the British Navy'll blow 'em out of the sea. It'll be over in a fortnight’.

A few months later Bill and his mates were camped in the Gulf of Carpentaria:

The grass was dry and our horses was weak, and we were pretty miserable, and we had no money - and then a crocodile it pinched one of our horses and ate it - and this made us more worried about everything. While we were in this real doldrums a bloke came along an' said, ‘How's the war goin'?’

And Andy and I said, ‘What war? What do you mean war?’


And he said, ‘You remember the war that was on when we were all together, back in the old Corondotta?’


And we said, ‘Yes, blimey! There was a war on. What's it still on? We thought it'd be over in a fortnight.’ 


‘Yes,’ he said, ‘It's still going. These Germans is tough guys. Why don't you go to the war?’


‘Why do they want us?’


’Yes,’ he said, ‘they'll take you to the war.’


’How do you get to it?’


’Oh, "he said, ‘you just go off to the doctor and if you're healthy they'll take you away.’


So Andy said, ‘It'd be a good idea to get away from these poor horses.’


So we went around and saw the doctor. ‘Well,’ he said, ‘there's nothin' wrong with you blokes, we'll send you away to the war. You're young and you're fit and you've got horses, I'll put you in the Light Horse Brigade.


‘Oh,’ we said, ‘we've had enough of horses, what else have you got?’


‘Well,’ he said, 'I can put you in the infantry.’


Boy! Was I happy!

(From, Harney's War, ABC Radio)

7. Compare this charming innocence to the feelings of the soldier in the following Turkish song entitled Cannakale. We don't know the name of the young man who wrote it but he was real and he's waiting to cross the Dardanelles to the fighting. He can hear the explosions from the Cannakale market place, the lift off point where Turkish soldiers were mustered. 

The Anyali Carsi, the marketplace mentioned in the song, is a market for mirrors. Jan purchased a small cosmetic mirror in this same place in 2003. Painted on the mirror are the words of the song.

* Please note that Cannakale, pronounced Chanakalie, is not only the name of the town, but also the generic name Turks use to refer to the war, rather than Gallipoli:

Imdi seferberlik ilan olanda 

Bir od dustu, cumle cihan agladi
Canakkale icinde aynali carsi

Canakkale icinde aynali carsi

Anne ben gidiyorum dusmana karsi

Of, gencligim eyvah!

Anne ben gidiyorum dusmana karsi

Of, gencligim eyvah!

Canakkale icinde bir uzun selvi

Canakkale icinde bir uzun selvi

Kimimiz nisanli, kimimiz evli

Of, gencligim eyvah!

Kimimiz nisanli, kimimiz evli

Of, gencligim eyvah!

The war is declared.

It came down on us like fire.

The whole country shed tears.

The Anyali Carsi, 

the market place, in Canakkale 

I'm leaving for the enemy Mum

And there goes my boyhood.

The cypress tree grows tall in Cannakale

Some of us were engaged, 

Some married,

And there goes my boyhood.

They've shot me in Cannakake

Put me in a grave, I wasn't dead!

And there goes my boyhood.

In this song there is grief at losing boyhood, rather than pride at gaining manhood, as in Ginger Mick. Maybe it's because Turkish soldiers knew what awaited them, whereas Australians had never experienced the horrors of such warfare.

But this is not to say that ANZACS were simply innocent. As Bill Harney put it when he described his embarkation:

Suddenly we all got word that we had to go on our embarkation. Next thing we all gets on this 'ere boat and we're all crowdin' up an the rig and there's a band playin', sendin' us orf, and everybody's singin', an' girls are cryin' and mothers...You know it's a terrible thing. You begin to realise that quite likely they'll never see their sons again. It was only when I was over there that I saw the whole picture. How the women grow up their children, educate 'em, an' look after 'em, and then they get swept up in this 'ere business and they go away and -for what?

8. The Battle

On April 25, 1915, the ANZACS stood on the deck of the troopship, the dark peninsula across the water. The moon had set, and the night was pitch black. Each man carried 200 rounds of ammunition, three days iron rations, a ground sheet, one quart of water, a greatcoat, and a pick or a shovel. Their orders were to get on shore and dig, dig, dig. Smoking was forbidden and they spoke only in whispers.

Unfortunately for the ANZACS the Turks had taken note of the reconnaissance planes, knew of the troops amassing offshore, and so were waiting. This song by Ted Egan describes the landing:


The word's on every soldier's lips - Gallipoli


The landing barges leave the ships - Gallipoli


Rifles held in nervous grips


Eerie gleam on bayonet tips


The Anzacs hit the coastal strips -Gallipoli


Atop the cliffs is Johnny Turk - Gallipoli


Peering through the misty murk - Gallipoli


Human nature goes berserk


Soldiers know they mustn’t shirk


For killing's just a job of work - Gallipoli


Boys, boys, warlords' toys


Pawns in the war-games of history


But they're bold, bold, 


They'll do as they're told


A legend's in the making at Gallipoli


Hit the beach, the rising sun - Gallipoli


This is real, the talking's done - Gallipoli


Every man a mother's son


But give each one a bloody gun


They'll kill each other just for fun - Gallipoli


Scale the cliffs, pounding hearts - Gallipoli


The shelling and the slaughter starts - Gallipoli


Crazy feats of derring-do


Out of all the madness grew


The legend of the Anzacs at Gallipoli.


Boys, boys, warlords' toys


Pawns in the war-games of history


But they're bold, bold, 


They'll do as they're told


A legend's in the making at Gallipoli


(From the song 'Gallipoli' by Ted Egan)

Discussion: this song describes the beginning of a military disaster. The question is often asked: why celebrate such a defeat, a debacle organised by incompetent leaders? To address this question you'd certainly have to consider that it's not the leaders with whom we identify, but the soldiers who performed above themselves in spite of the leadership. 
9. The Truce

And on the 24th of May - Gallipoli

Postpone the killing for a day - Gallipoli


Bury the dead: Let us pray


Bid young Johnny Turk, 'Gooday'


Tomorrow he's the one you'll slay....




(From the song 'Gallipoli' by Ted Egan)

The truce was called to bury the many rotting bodies piled between the trenches before disease set in. So the Turks and the ANZACS came out into the sun, shook hands, swapped cigarettes and buried the dead. One digger wrote home to his mother how he found two soldiers, a Turk and an Anzac, dead in each other's arms and each with the other's bayonet through his stomach, locked in their dance of death.

Apart from marvelling at the bewildering turns of human behaviour - killing each other one day, sharing a smoke the next, then back to the killing - this discovery of the enemies' humanity is a common theme in war. (The Allies and the Germans playing soccer on Christmas Eve is another example.) This truce at Gallipoli marked the beginning of a respectful regard with which Turks and the ANZACS had for each other. 

In relation to this mutual respect,  the story of Simpson and his donkey is worth noting.

The Man and his Donkey
John Simpson Kirkpatrick was an Englishman who joined the Australian Infantry Forces (AIF) in the hopes of a return passage home. Soon after the landing he purloined a donkey from the Indian soldiers, then spent a month carrying wounded Anzacs back to the beach. He named his donkey Murphy, and became a Good Samaritan figure, his donkey echoing Biblical themes.
 

In the show Jan will sing Ted Egan's song about Simpson. Two verses tell of Simpson's legendary qualities:


Through machine gun fire, stench and smoke


You'd hear the voice of this cheery bloke


"I'll help you digger," you'd hear young Simpson call


With his little mate he braved the shells


In the hell that was the Dardanelles


And he carried his wounded comrades through it all.


He took out nothing but a Red Cross flag


A medical kit and a water bag


And he never fired a shot in the Great World War


In Shrapnel Gully he wore a track


His shielded his mates on the donkey's back


Greater love than this was never shown before.

(From the song, 'Greater Love Than This', by Ted Egan)

Simpson lasted only a month before he fell to a sniper's bullet. His fellow soldiers did not particularly note him at the time, as there were many like him on the scene. His fame came some months later, when his story was published in the Australian press. The war news was generally catastrophic and so out of this gloom Simpson became a beacon of heroism.

Curiously, at Gallipoli in 2003, I was told the Turkish story of how Simpson also returned Turkish wounded to their trenches. This surprised me because if the story of Simpson was not known to Australians for some months after he died, how did the Turks know of him, by name, during the battle? 

Well, it's a near certainly that they didn't. But it's possible that an anonymous Anzac returned a wounded Turk, and then later he became 'Simpson'. No matter how the story evolved, for Turks the Simpson figure has become an embodiment of the common humanity that the opposing soldiers discovered in each other. 

Across the trenches
At Gallipoli I took part in the reading of the following Turkish song/poem on Turkish television. It highlights this predicament of enemies who have nothing against each other:

(A Turk shouts across the trenches.)

'You're there in your trench, and I'm in mine.

We face each other as the foe,

But what brings us here into this deadly world

I guess we'll never know.

My rifle's aimed at you and yours at me

And I'll shoot you if I can.

But there's no hate between the Anzak and the Turk

because you've played the gentleman.

You are my enemy and I'm yours

We share the struggle to survive.

We both know Gallipoli is living hell

Where you may be better dead than alive.

But keep your head down that's my advice

Because I'll shoot you just as soon as I can

But there's no hate between the Anzak and the Turk

Because you've played the gentleman.'

(The Australian replies across the trench)

'Keep your head down Johnny Turk...'

(The Gentleman, by Peter & Molly Kukura)

10. Two poems of the fighting

The following pieces contrast the poetic traditions of Turkey and Australia, and tell us something of how the war was experienced by each side.

The first is a continuation of the narrative of fictional character, Ginger Mick. His naive optimism is gone, replaced by shock and sorrow: 


Then Sari Bair,  O Sari Bair,  'twus you wot seen it done, 


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


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


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


Luck was out wiv Green uv Sydney, where he stood at my right hand


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


Then I saw 'em kill a feller wot I knew in Camberwell, 


Somethin' sort o' went inside, and the rest was bloody 'ell.


We found 'im, Graig of Queensland, 'is 'and still on his gun,


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


An' little Smith of Collin'wood, he crooned a mournful air


The night we planted 'em beneath the sands of Sari Bair.


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


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


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


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

(From 'the Moods of Ginger Mick', by CJ Dennis)

This second poem, by the revered Turkish poet, Nazim Hikmet, is also the story of a fictional soldier. As distinct from the Australian, Mehmet, the Turkish soldier, has an air of having seen this all before, as if this slaughter is part of his race memory:


I was wounded in eight places on 


The night of sixth of May


We were fighting the Australians.


Their trenches so close


Their grenades reaching our trenches 


And ours theirs.


We rose to attack


I was hit before taking three steps...


After a while I lifted my head and looked up:


Stars in the sky.


Our unit had moved back.


Trenches of Australian firing continuously.


Bullets passing over my head.


I started to crawl back...


The fallen martyrs touch me, 


Actually I am touching them.


Some with blood in their open mouths, 


Some face down, some on their knees, 


Some with guns in their hands.


I prayed to Allah 


'If you are going to kill me


It should be so, 


With a gun in my hand.


Facing the infidel...'


It was morning when...


I managed to get to our trenches...


Twenty-five metres in three hours.


I stayed curled up in the trench for a while...


My wounds started hurting.


Later, they put a cloak over me.


No bandages, wounds open.


But, thanks to Allah no bleeding,  


The wounds being mixed with earth and dried up.


By the time the sun was setting they took us out.


Medics put us on horse-carts, one on top of another, 


Like empty wheat bags, ten, fifteen wounded on a cart.


Some cry out, some die that minute.


The roads of Ari Burnu are bumpy.


It is dark. I am lying on my back.


Another body underneath wriggles, 


On my chest,  a pair of legs 


But half of one is missing.


We are going downhill.


The sky full of stars.


Light wind blowing.


By morning we arrived at the pier.


There is a tent.


Someone shouts from inside the tent:


"Where are you from?"


Such and such."


"What is your father's name?"


"So and so."


"What is your name?"


"So and so."


"Driver throw him down"


The pain is unbearable.


I swore at the driver.


Obviously used to this he said


"Swear my brother, 


As much as you like."


We were laid on the sand.


The sea comes and goes.


Maybe a thousand wounded on the beach, 


Maybe more.


In the afternoon came a ship 


With two stacks painted the colour of the sea


They loaded us on to it


Shouting, swearing


Again like empty bags.


Inside the ship it was hell.


Blood squelching, 


Steam, 


Oil, 


Sweat.


They took me down to the hold.


We sailed.


Seven days seven nights.


Maggots appeared in my wounds.


Black headed,


White bodied,


Maggots are smart, 


When I look, they bury themselves in the wounds.


Seven days seven nights.


If Allah doesn't kill, he doesn't.


The Turk is strong, 


He can endure...

(From, 'Human Landscapes of my Country', by Nazim Hikmet)

11. The Evacuation

The one thing the commanders of the Anzacs got right was the evacuation. They managed to organise 40,000 men onto boats, during battle, without losing one single life, an astonishing achievement. A short version of this event goes as follows:

At 7.15 am on December 20th the Turks advanced and found the allied trenches empty. The ANZCS had vanished. 

They had set up water to drip into billycans hanging off their rifle triggers. When the billy filled with water the rifle fired. They wrapped sandbags around their feet and for three nights they padded silently passed the graves of their dead comrades to the beach and the waiting boats. 

What gone! The ANZACS gone! From Gallipoli gone? Yes, gone! And left behind 8,500 Australian, 21,000 British, 9,000 French, 7,000 Indian, 3,000 New Zealand and 86,000 Turkish graves.

What seems to shock those who hear these figures is that so many Turks died, 37,500 more than the Allies combined, and the Turks won! Perhaps this takes us by surprise because many people don’t understand that so many other countries were represented at Gallipoli, that the Turks were fighting on many fronts along the Dardanelles Peninsula and that the land battle was proceeded by a naval bombardment in which Turkish towns were shelled and many people killed. 

The shocking death tally for this battle was approximately 135,000. 

12. Home Again
If Australians were an innocent people before Gallipoli (and what followed in Europe and the Middle East) they were not afterwards. Poet Mary Gilmore felt this deeply: 


Out in the dust he lies;


flies in his mouth



Ants in his eyes....



I stood at the door where he went out;



Full grown man, ruddy and stout;



I heard the march of the tramping feet, 



Slow and steady come down the street;



The beat of the drum was clods on the heart, 



For all that the regiment looked so smart!



I heard the crackle of hasty cheers



Run like the breaking of unshed tears, 



And just for a moment as he went by



I had a sight of his face and the flash of his eye.




He died a hero's death they said, 



When they came to tell me my man was dead;



But out in the street a dead dog lies;



Flies in his mouth, ants in his eyes.


And Bill Harney came home a sceptical, even angry young man:

I could never get away from the destruction of people's hopes. Their children that had been educated then slaughtered, I'd seen 'em die. And I went right back where I'd started from. I rode eight hundred miles to Borroloola, on a horse, to forget about it all. And when I got to Borroloola the blacks were having a tribal war. And I said to myself, ‘Good God, is a man to leave the war overseas and it's still 'ere at home.’ And I said to a chap that was there, "I don't see any wounded lying about this place, and they're all fighting with spears.’



‘Oh no, they've got a different way, " he said. “When two men fight among the Aborigines they have umpires, the umpires are their godfathers. They jump in between and talk and explain the whole thing to one another.’




And I said, ‘Well blimey, that's like top-level talks, it's, err, a form of 
arbitration. Here's what we call the primitive people doing what we should be doing.’





‘Oh well,’ he said, ‘war is a strange thing, and one day we'll overcome it. We'll be just like the blackfellows, I suppose, and talk things over, and everything will be peace. But until then we've got to educate ourselves.’
(From, 'Harney's War', ABC Radio)
13. Our Common Bonds
In 1937, twenty-two years after the 1915 landing, the first ANZAC veterans returned to Gallipoli. On  them, on behalf of the Turkish nation President Mustafa Kemal Attaturk gave this message: 

Those heroes that shed their blood and lost their lives

You are now lying in the soil of a friendly country

Therefore rest in peace.

To us there is no difference between the Johnnies and the Mehmets

Where they lie side by side here in this country of ours.

You, the mothers, who sent their sons from far away countries

Wipe away your tears,

Your sons are now lying in our bosom and are in peace.

After having lost their lives in this land

They have become our sons as well.

We do not know how the ANZAC veterans responded, but the spirit and profound humanity in these words live on today in the welcome given to Australian and New Zealand tourists who visit Gallipoli. 

Like other visitors I found that many Turks, upon discovering I was Australian, shed tears, threw their arms around me, and said, 'We were enemies, but now we are friends’. 

I was given a gift, by a Turkish tour guide Ali Efes who was a once a submarine commander. It's a key chain that links a picture of Mustafa Kemal Attaturk, enshrined in a love heart and an ANZAC bullet, which Ali collected on the battlefield in 1951.  

This story of our common ground was the dominant story that I heard from Turkish people at Gallipoli. In Lest We Forget this story also goes hand in hand with our traditional legend of the ANZACS.

Further reading and references:

Gallipoli 




Les Carlyon (Pan McMillan, Australia, 2001)

The Moods of Ginger Mick

CJ Dennis  (Angus & Robertson, 1916)
The Anzacs




Patsy Adam-Smith  (Nelson, 1978)

A Turkish View of Gallipoli

Kevin Fewster, Vecihi Basarin, Hatice Hurmuz Basarin






(Allen & Unwin)

The Anzacs Songbook


Ted Egan (Greenhouse, 1986)






To buy copies of this and the CD of the songs in the 






book go to www.tedegan.com.au

Bill Harney's War


This cassette is available from ABC shops (they will 






have to order it in) and was also transcribed into a book 






of the same name, published by Curry O'Neil, 1983, 






with a foreword by Manning Clark.

Human Landscapes of My Country
An epic poem covering Gallipoli and other 








topics. The translation of the Gallipoli section is in 'A 






Turkish View of Gallipoli, above.
For further comment or enquires regarding these teacher notes please e-mail Lee Fox: leefox@netconnect.com.au

.


