The Gallipoli Lemnos Story

Everyone has a story locked away in the depths of their soul -  it just has to get out.  Here is a story that has been locked away in my heart for a long time and it is now time for this story to be shared with others particularly the whanau  who may not know about these events and/ or may know of events that I don’t.  Perhaps I have only some of the story, but I will endeavour to share what I know and perhaps will learn more as I travel this path.  

My Grandmother and Grandfather, Heta Reweti and Emere Apanui Stewart, lived in Grey Street in Thames with their family of ten children Alice Turihira,  Matthew Rapana, John Francis (my Dad), David Apanui, Willoughby Tikapa, Edward McDonnell Wepiha,  Doris Jeanette (also my mother’s best friend),  Reginald Robertson Parekura,  Leopold Norman Te Kaniwahia and Mary Kate Rangitunoa.  They built their new home in Heale Street just around the corner.  Sadly this lovely old home has now gone and a block of flats stands where the beautiful rose garden with its circular driveway once stood.  There is only the old kitchen, wood shed, laundry and bathroom still standing on the edge of the open concrete space.  What memories that old house must have had,  if only we could have unlocked the secrets within.  

Ma (born in 1870) was left a widow at an early age as Heta died in 1909 of Bright’s disease now known as kidney trouble.  On December 3 of this year – 2009 it will be 100 years ago that Heta died.  She was a wealthy widow but had 10 children to look after,  Alice,  Matt, Jack, David, Willoughby, Doris, Eddie, Leo, Reg and Molly.  

 For some reason young David went to live in Whakatane and joined the Maori concert party there.  Ma’s family lived in Whakatane but she  went to Thames to marry Heta.   David was a great friend of Bob Doherty and he may have lived with the Doherty’s  when he went to Whakatane.  Bob’s mother Annie Merepuni was Ma’s best friend.

Emere’s  father in law was David Robertson Stewart a dour Scotsman who according to my mum, ruled the family with a heavy hand.  He was instrumental in getting Matt and Dad to work in the Thames foundry as he said that they must have a trade.  He died in 1911 and Ma’s own father Major Mair died in 1912.  So the influential men in her family all died within a short time of each other. Daughter Doris died March 9th 1917.

With the cloud of war hanging over New Zealand in 1914,  Uncle Matt (Matthew Rapana) the oldest son decided to enlist in the New Zealand Expeditionary Force in the 6th Hauraki Coy, Auckland Infantry Battalion and was given the Registration number 12/467.

Jack (my dad) John Francis wanted to enlist too but he was too young and his mother wouldn’t sign his papers so being a brash young man he ran away to England and joined up in the British Army in The First King Edwards Light Horse Regiment. He was given the Registration number 1376.  Dad’s grandfather, Major Mair of Whangarei came from a family who were traders and merchants and had access to ships so I am sure it was no problem for Dad to work his passage to England on one of their trading ships.  I often wear Dad’s  I.D. tag especially  on Anzac Days.  I wish the bracelet could talk to me.  Almost all of dad’s war records were destroyed at Whitehall when there was a disastrous fire, the records were lost forever so unfortunately  I know very little about his war service.

David Apanui the next son also wanted to join up but he had even less chance than Dad so he joined the Maori Battalion under his Maori name and this act concealed his identity and war records from me for many years.  He told the authorities  he was born in 1893 which was at least 2 years before his birth.  If this was true it would have made him the oldest son.  Because there was a war on and they needed men, not much attention was paid to birth dates.  I wonder if Dad or any of the rest of the family knew, but I never had any inkling over the years of wondering, which  D.Stewart engraved on the Wall of Honour in the Auckland Institute and War Memorial Museum, was my uncle.  I never asked Dad so will never know if he knew which name was his brother’s.  I just always knew David’s name was there somewhere.

David joined the Maori Contingent in Whakatane on the 20th October 1914 under his Maori name of Pareiha Tuati.  After some training he  sailed for Egypt on the 9th of February 1915.  A month later on 25 March he was in Egypt where the men did desert training.  While there he met up with his brother Matt and they often went out on the town as notes will show in Uncle Matt’s  diaries.

By August 11, 1914,  Uncle Matt joined others in Auckland for a 6 week’s training course before sailing on Friday 16th September, 1914 for what they thought would be service in Europe.  He mentioned the sinking of the Emden off the Cocos Islands – the German ship which had strayed into Australian territory and that their ship in convoy was very close to where all of the sinking took place.  In fact the Japanese ship Ibuki and the HMS Sydney  left the convoy to go and help with the capture of the ship and its crew.  A bit of excitement not far out of  the port of Albany in Western Australia where the New Zealand and Australian troops had gathered on their final landfall before the war zones.  

Uncle Matt’s diaries  which he wrote during his overseas campaign made several mentions of his meeting up with Davey as he was affectionately called by his older brother.   In Malta  24th May 1915 Toby Merito and Davy came up to see me and spent all morning with me.   29th May With Toby and Davy to Citta Vecchia.  Had a roam round and a few drinks returned at 8.30pm.  On the 17 June Matt went on board the ship  which left Alexandria and sailed into the Aegean Sea and they landed at Mudros Bay on the Island of Lemnos.  This island was the place for all of the Allied ships and supplies to be gathered and then sent on to Gallipoli.  It was only 98 miles away and the nearest Greek island to Turkey.  When reading the diaries Michael mentioned that it had taken Matt about 5 hours to sail to Lemnos from Gallipoli when he was taken there on sick leave and in 2009 it took us 4 days to get there 

Uncle Matt wrote that it was a harbour full of transports and man-of-warships, Big camp ashore.  Harbour land locked,  across the mouth stretched submarine nets.  Destroyers patrol entrance.  They then went to the Dardenelles and came ashore to dig in near Quinn’s and Courtenay’s Post.  Heavy shelling and firing was going on all of the time they were coming ashore.  At night there was heavy shelling and firing going on and Matt likened the hail of bullets as falling like rain.  (So much so that sometimes a Turkish bullet and an Ally bullet collided in mid-air and became fused together.)     A couple of stray bombs landed among their bivouacs causing fifteen casualties.   Had to stand to from 3.00am to 4.00am.  At about 6.00am the Turks commenced their bombardment with their artillery.  Shells bursting with a terrific burst on Pope’s Hill.  Talk about rifle fire – it was just like rain falling.  It lasted about 20 minutes.  Packed up and went into the trenches at Courteney’s   Struck No.2 Group and were not long in when a Turkish bomb burst not ten yards from us seriously wounding one of the machine gunners.  This battle continued for several days.  On July 1 Matt mentions that the Maoris arrived and David was with them.   On July 20th Matt mentioned seeing Toby and Davey. 

Went up to see Davey July 25th  in the morning.  In the afternoon at about 4.00pm a Turkish fire from the left landed two shells right alongside our dugout.  I just got out and into safety when one burst right over the dug out wounding my mate C. Halby very seriously.  He was taken down to the dressing station on the beach.  Did not go on shift but went to beach and washed my blankets.  Went up to Coy in second line trenches on Walker’s Ridge to get a few papers.  A very lucky day for me.   July 27, Tuesday went up and saw Davie in the morning.  Went on shift at 4.00pm on tanks a regular boiler maker’s job.  On Friday 30th Matt had been working under the Tommy Officers but didn’t enjoy their company – described them as “fair Terrors”.  “Did not go back after tea.  Heavy firing going on at C. Helles and Gaba Tepe (at the southern part of the peninsula).  Taube passed over in evening.  On August 2 Matt was put on sniping duty at Courtenay’s Post after his unit relieved the Otago Co.  Water was becoming scarce.  Often the men had no water and no food and often no sleep but had to keep up with the constant firing and shelling.  

The following are exact extracts from Matt’s diaries around the time of the battle of Chunuk Bair when David was wounded and taken to the Island of Lemnos where he died and was buried on August 16, 1915.

August 5. Thursday  Relieved at 11am by 8th Australian Battalion .  Packed up all valises and blankets and stacked them all in Monash Gully.  Left shelters at 10pm and after 4 hours  buggaring about arrived at Happy Gully not far from Maori Camp.  Slept on hard stones at night. Hot day but a very cold night.

6. Friday Knocked round gully all day trying to get a bit of sleep but did not succeed.  Got ready to leave at 9.15pm Had a terrible night march of 8 hours  and while on the way passed scores of Turkish prisoners being brought down to a gully from where the Turks had been driven.  Mounteds and Maoris did good work during the night in driving the buggars back. Towards morning passed scores of prisoners being brought down to beach.  Plenty of rifle fire on all sides.  Fine day.

7 Saturday. Went on side of hill at 6am to rest and have breakfast along with a battalion of Ghurkas.  While there the Turks got one on to us by springing a surprise.  They took us unawares and killed and wounded a good many of our chaps. At 11am Auckland Battalion and a Battalion of Ghurkas were ordered to attack a trench on top of the hill.  All information about trench had  been gained by aerial reconnaissance.  We were told the trench was 100 yds off and on a slope leading to Chunuk Bair.  Five Platoon led the attack and it was a fair terror charging up a slope in the condition we were in.  At any rate we took the trench the Turks having retired from it.  We were into terrible rifle fire from trenches above, killing and wounding scores of our fellows.  I could not make out at all how it was  I was not hit.  Bullets flew like rain.  After regaining my breath  we cleaned up the trench a bit and waited for ten minutes or so when 50 odd Turks came charging down the hill.  We blew them over like  nine pins    Nothing else occurred during the day with the exception of a terrible lot of rifle fire on our left.  Very hot day. Water scarce.

8 Sunday Arose before daylight after a terrible night. Trying to sleep in a crouched position  Just before daylight after a terrific bombardment by our artillery the Wellingtons and Otagos with the Gloucesters in support came up over our trench to attack Turkish trenches on top of Chunuk Bair  Wellington suffered terribly from terrible onslaught of Turkish rifle fire.  Some of the wounds of the men returning to the dressing station were the most horrible spectacles I have ever seen.  Terrible rifle fire on our left at night.  Slept in the same crouched position and suffered terribly from thirst.  Living on bully beef and biscuits and half a mug of water per day. Very hot & dry. 

9 Monday We were told to get ready to move out of trench.  Before moving out did a bit of fatigue burying a few dead men.  Moved out of trench and Tommies (North Lanc.) moved in at 10pm.  Lay out behind trench for a couple of hours until Tommies got settled down.  The smell of the dead was something terrible.  We moved down hill and after getting a welcome drink of water settled down to a well earned sleep beneath the scrub at 1.30am  At 4.30 we were ordered to proceed to top of hill owing to Turks staying and driving the Tommies out  of the trench.  We stood to and were ordered to top of hill to reinforce Tommies.  They were driven out therefore we were not needed. After breakfast we were getting ready to go to top of hill when Turks appeared over top of  Chunuk Bair, Charging over sky line in batches of fifty or so. We lined a ridge to our left front afterwards known as Cheshire Ridge and gave the Turks wholly hell as they appeared.  The artillery played havoc with them  also, Men could be plainly seen being blown into the air by the H E shells.  Distance 800 yards  Although the distance was so great we piled them up in the gully dead five deep.  It kept us amused all day.  A very hot and thirsty day.  Fine

10 Tuesday Still on the ridge keeping the Turks back as much as possible.  On all night no food no water no nothing.  Very  rotten and as dry as hell. Fine and hot day.  5th relief arrived

11 Wednesday  Were relieved from ridge by two other companies and shifted lower down slope.  During afternoon had reinforcements  drafted to Coy.  We were issued with a little water and rations and then at 6pm were sent up to the top of the hill to dig trenches.  Dug trenches all night and very hard work it was too.  Made a very little difference to the trench and got a bit of a roar for it .  Did fatigue  during day.  A hot day.  Terrible rifle fire on left flank.

12 Thursday Went into trenches during night and left them again during morning and went half way down hill after spending half an hour in hiding from shrapnel.  Coming down hill had to go like hell.  Snipers picking off our men one by one.  About 20 casualties.  

13 Friday  Went up the hill again and 5 & 6 platoons went into trenches.  Had a good bit of fun sniping at Turks as they  came over the hill.  Scored five.  Were relieved at two by the men of our own company.   Parapets lined with dead men who were  killed a couple of days before and talk about stink it was something terrible.  Several of our own shells fell into our trench wounding half a dozen.  Came out of trench and was dodging shells all day.  Heavy firing on left.  Very hot day. 

14 Saturday Came down hill to reserve dug outs and did nothing else all day.  Hot firing on left in the evening. Fine

15 Sunday Left reserves and went down into gully for 3 days rest. Went for a swim in evening  Hot and fine

16 Monday  Did nothing all day.  Major Alderman gave us a bit of a speech.  Hot day and again quiet.  Did my shifts at night.  Plenty of flies and terrible stench from dead men.  Turks trenches  600 yards away.

At this time August 16,  David had been evacuated to Lemnos.  I often wondered if Matt knew that his brother had been wounded and died from those wounds.  He never mentioned David in his diaries again although he met up with Toby Merito later on.  Carole told me that Matt had told Brian her husband that he saw David shot but could do nothing to go out and get him.  

24 Tuesday On QM fatigue in morning.  Went as a guide to No 1  outpost with Capt Wallingford.  Had a bit of fun with several Turks, 3 of whom were killed.  Went into fire trench in evening.  Heavy bombardment towards Cape Helles all day and night.  Received letter from and wrote to Alice.  Thursday 26 …….Went on Standing Patrol at No 2 Post at 8 pm.  While there Wills returned through trench with men who had been missing for over 10 days.  The buggars were not 100 yards from outpost and were too frightened to attempt to get into our trench.  Because of the unsanitary conditions Matt began to suffer from festers on his hands.  He was promoted to Lance Corporal at the end of August.

He also began to suffer from diahorrea and although he got pills he was suffering terribly.  The bombardments still continued – and the men in a weakened state still had to fight on.   

In September Matt was evacuated to Lemnos for hospital treatment.  Most of the men suffered from diarrhoea from the plagues of flies all around them.  

September 15 Wednesday  Were packed on punt like sardines and then taken  out and put aboard steamer Osmanich.  Slept on deck and were awakened by rain.  Steamer after taking in cargo left at 4.30am for Lemnos 

.   (When we left Lemnos we caught the ferry at 1.00am ( June 18, 2009) and arrived at Les Vos at 7.30am so the sailing time hasn’t changed much.  Ben slept on the deck and I was in a chair in the lounge.  Mike and Janine had taken the girls to a cabin for what was left of the night.  I was awakened at about 5.00am by the ringing of someone’s mobile phone and their loud Greek voice answering. That was the end of sleep.)   

 Arrived at Mudros at 11.30am Harbour as usual full of transports and warships.   Taken off transport by ferry boat.  Water switch.   Taken to a pier and after half an hour buggaring about disembarked.  Had to march about 3 miles to camping grounds at Sarpi.   Tonto and I feeling a bit lazy – essayed to do the journey at leisure.  Took things easy and arrived at camp after 3 hours dreary march.  Saved two miles by wading a stream.  Buggared about and eventually  found Auckland lines.   Slept in open air after having a good drink of  issued  stout etc.  Fine   16 Thursday  Rose fairly early and cooked breakfast as best we could.  Rained like hell at 10am.  Hell of a mess.  Mud up to your ankles.  Did nothing all day.  Doing well having plenty of eggs and stout issued.  Squeezed into a tent at night.  Wet.    17 Friday   Paid 5 pounds in morning.  Came in handy.  Plenty of rubbish to  buy from hawkers.  On  stout at night.  Suffered  terribly at night from over eating.  A fine  day and fairly cool.  18 Saturday   Paraded for rifle  inspection .  Did  nothing  else with the exception of pitching a few tents.  Went to village in afternoon and bought a few things and then came home.  Fine and very  mild.  19 Sunday.  Church parade in   morning .  Slept  all of the afternoon.  Fine and  cold.   20 Monday  Paraded at 10am.  Squared up a bit by new adjutant and then did a little drill until 12.  Fine

21 Tuesday  Inspection of Brigade by Godley in morning.   Loafed round all afternoon.  Fine 22 Wednesday  Fell in at 10am and went for a two hours route march.  Fatigue in afternoon.  Fine  23 Thursday  Went on sick parade with guts ache.  Did nothing all day.  Coy went out for section and rifle drill.  Fine.  24 Friday Coy paraded at 10am.  NCO’s taken in a section on their own and given drill  in giving words of command.  Wood fatigue in afternoon.  Nothing else doing.  Issued with clean new shirt.  First new shirt for seven weeks.  Fine   29 Wednesday Battalion on duty.  Went on picquet at 3pm to Angariones Village.  Returned 9 pm. The company were inoculated for typhoid.  Sixth reinforcements arrived.  30 Thursday Company suffering from effects of inoculation.  I was inoculated in afternoon.

OCTOBER 1915.

1.Friday  Suffering from effects of inoculation.  Coy did fatigues all day.  Fine.     

2. Saturday  Kit inspection in the morning.  Went out on to harbour in the afternoon.  Looking for stores but came back disappointed.  Nothing  Fine     

The soldiers continued with drills and fighting practice and lectures on bombs. as they were recovering  They had night marches and work on the use of the bayonet.  

17. Sunday . Paraded at 9am full marching order.  Left camp 10am.  Arrived at Thermos at 1`pm after making pace pretty hot on road. Started off again arrived at Castro at 2pm after a very stiff march.  Relieved old picquet and NZ took over new duties.  While on picquet word came in that two Tommies were making a disturbance up the street.  Went up and arrested both outside square.   Were lodged in cells.  Castro very quiet and mostly inhabited by Turks.  Fine.  Letter from Mum.

18 Monday  Our day off.  Went for roam round.  Started drinking.  Visited old fort on the hill.  Place 500 years old.  Had a good roam around and saw all there was to be seen.  Had a good time at night drinking all sorts of grog.  Returned in time for roll call.  Fine

19Tuesday  NZ on duty.  Took picquet out.  Nothing much doing  Fine

20..Wednesday Our day off roamed round  having a look at sights  came back and started champagne up, got pretty tipsy.  Returned at 9.15pm.  Fine

21.Thursday  Our day on.  Took all picquets out.  Bit of fun at night in a Turkish café.  Nothing much doing.  Fine

22..Friday  Did a day of mooching about had a few drinks and had a good look round.  Visited Greek church.  ( I have wondered if this is the same church on Anzac Street just near Portianos Cemetery)  Stayed home at night and had a good sleep.  Very cold and showery day.

23..Saturday   Our day on.  Did morning picquet.  Went for a stroll round in afternoon.  At night was ordered out to arrest a couple of soldiers.  Returned.  Soldiers having disappeared from village. Half an hour after two men were brought in by some of picquet and locked up.  They were fairly rowdy.  Were paid $1 and boys played up hell at night.  Fine but showery.

24..Sunday Australian  day  on. Relieving picquet arrived at 12 noon.  We packed up and left at 3pm.  After spending an enjoyable week.  Made the pace coming home arriving in camp at 6.30pm, then I  and two men had to escort 2 men to detail camp at Mudros West.  Very tired.  Turned up and slept like one thing.

15. Monday  Stayed off parade and loafed round all day.  Coy went out for attack practice.  Fine.  Paid $3. 10.0d

16. Tuesday  Had practice folding  blankets and packs.  Were inspected by the Colonel on parade ground. Fine day.

17. Wednesday   Were inspected by General Munro – had a very trying time.  Very windy and dusty.

18. Thursday  Went for Battalion in attack practice.  Was told off in evening – in charge of guard on cooking lines.  Went to lecture at night on trench warfare in winter by Major Alderman.  Fine

19. Friday  On guard on cooking lines.  Coy went  for route march.  Relieved at 6pm. Coy went out for night march.  Fine.

20. Saturday  Had feet and kit inspection.  Did nothing else all day.  Write to Mrs Barclay.  Fine

21. Sunday.  Took French leave and Toby and I went for a roam round.  Arrived back in camp in time for roll call.   Since the Maori Contingent were now also at Lemnos I wonder if Matt knew that David was buried at Portianos Cemetery which is near a church perhaps the one Matt visited.

NOVEMBER 1915.

The men continued with routine soldiering until Tuesday 9 November when they returned to Gallipoli.  
On Tuesday 9 November Reveille 3.30am  Fell in at 7.30am and left Sarpi for pier.  Embarked aboard Osmaniel and left at 1.30pm.  Passed a submerged submarine at entrance to harbour.  Arrived off Anzac at 6.30pm.  Disembarked and had a terrible march around to No 2 Outpost.  Rested in a gully all night  Dull day but fine.

10. Wednesday   Rose early and had a drink of tea and some of my favourite diet bully beef biscuits.  Loafed round all morning.  Prepared to leave gully at 3pm but had to seek shelter owing to heavy howitzer shells falling  in our  vicinity.  Managed to get away after a while and had a terrible climb up through Mule Gully to Rhododendron Spur.  Went into trenches at E section No 1 post.  Spent very cold night.  Dull day.  Quiet.

11. Thursday.  Were relieved in E Section by 15 Coy and came further down to C Section.  After usual messing about finally settled down and got into working order.  Very quiet all day.  Fine and windy.  

12. Friday  Still  in trenches and having a quiet day.  Windy and cold.

13. Saturday   Still going. Quiet all day.  Warships slinging a few HE shells into Turkish trenches  opposite  and played up hell , Windy 

14. Sunday  Same old thing went away to beach on fatigues carrying timber.  Hot job. Nothing much doing.  Fine windy

15. Monday Same old thing nothing new.

16. Tuesday  Still in fire trenches.  Nothing doing.  Went out on standing patrol at  12.30am  Returned early.  Fine and cold

17. Wednesday   In fire trenches blew like the devil all day and then rained at night causing the Turks to set up a fusillade.  Cold

18. Thursday  In fire trenches.  Turks threw a bit of shrapnel about killing one fellow in 15 Coy.  Fine day.  Quite a change. 

19. Friday  Still in fire trenches.  Lovely day but fairly cold at night.  Received letters from Mum and Madge and Mum on Monday and wrote again.  Soon after warships again bombarded trenches opposite and shook things up a bit.  

20. Saturday  Still in fire trenches and doing nothing.  Getting crook and having very billious attacks.  Fine

21. Sunday. Coy Orderly Corpl in trenches.  Yellow jaundice beginning to show in the eyes.  Fine

22. Monday  Paraded sick had a few pills and was put on light diet.  Did nothing but laid in dug out all day.  Fine   23 Tuesday   Paraded sick again.  Still on diet and pills.  Jaundice beginning to show up plainer.  Excused duty.  Fine and cold    24. Wednesday   Paraded sick again and was given a packet of salts.  We are all acting under a sort of armistice for 48 hours from 8 last night.  Things were quiet.  Heavy bombardment going on all day.  Dull day.   25 .Thursday  Still on sick parade and enjoying a good spell.  Plenty of sleep.  Dull day.  Fairly cold   26. Friday .On sick parade.  Given same old diet etc. cold day with slight showers.  Snow fell pretty heavily during night

27 Saturday.  Went on sick parade again.  Talk about cold it took the bun. Never expected anything like it before.  Snow fell all day.  Stayed in bivvy.

28 Sunday  Did not attend sick parade but stayed in bed.  Got same diets etc.  Very very cold and dull.

29 Monday On sick parade again making it pretty hot.  Cold day but clearing. Snow still fairly thick on ground.

30 Tuesday.  Paraded sick again.  Feeling much better but doing so for the sake of diet.  Cold everything frozen.  

DECEMBER  1915

1. Wednesday  Paraded sick again and sent down to the Field Ambulance in Chailak Dere.  Put to bed on stretchers and fed on starvation diet.  Cold night but lovely day

2. Thursday Still in Field Ambulance and on starvation diet.  Turks landed some shrapnel on hospital but did no damage.  Lovely  serene day.  Feeling crook.

3. Friday Anniversary of landing in Egypt. Turks threw over more shells but did no damage.  Lovely day

4. Saturday Still on starvation diet.  Guts pinching.  Went up to Coy trenches and had a feed of bully biscuits and cheese  returned without being detected.  Two HE shells landed  pretty close to tents but did no damage.  Dull day.

5. Sunday  Several more were admitted  swelling our numbers to 7. A swelling coming up in left arm pit giving me fits.  Still on starvation diet for jaundice.  Fine

6. Monday  Was evacuated from Amb and sent to beach.  Left at 11 o’clock and went into 13th clearing station awaiting a hospital ship.  Spent pretty well whole of day without tucker.  A few shells flew over but did no damage.  Fine

7. Tuesday  Still in clearing station and living on fresh air.  Shells flying about but doing no damage.  Hospital ship arrived in evening and was taken out to hospital ship at midnight and put in No 3 ward.  Lovely ship Glennart Castle.  Given a drink of milk and put to bed.

8. Wednesday’  Put in to 84 beds after having a bath etc.  Was examined by doctor and had hot fomentations put on abscess.  Glennarch Castle left Anzac at 9.30am for Mudros.  Very poor tucker and everybody seems to be starving.  Arrived in Mudros at 4 pm;  Lay in Harbour all night.  Had abscess opened at night and talk about pain – it was terrible.  Settled down at to a fairly easy night. Quite a relief to have abscess opened.  Fine

Once again Matt was back on Lemnos Island.  His time at Gallipoli was over.

9. Thursday  Getting a bit better tucker on the whole but I am on milk diet owing to the jaundice .   Left Lemnos for Alexandria at 10.30am.  Had my wound dressed and it gave me fits.  Laid quiet all day.  Fine day.  Sea calm

10. Friday  Still on starvation diet.  Nurse dressed my wound and gave me hell.  Nothing else doing all day.  Fine

11. Saturday Had our clothes given back and all dressed in readiness to leave.  Arrived off Alexandria at 11 am.  Had my wounds dressed.  Went right in and alongside pier.  Disembarked at 2pm and went aboard hospital train.  Left at 2.45 for Cairo.  Arrived in Cairo at 6.30pm and was taken from Heliopolis in motor ambulances to Pont de Koubbek Hospital.  Was put in surgical 4 Ward.  Had a lovely hot bath and was then put to bed on a nice soft mattress and between lovely clean sheets.  Fine

12. Sunday  In bed and quite happy.  Being fed like a king on chicken etc.  Had my wound inspected by the doctor.  Prescribed hot fomentations.  Fine

13. Monday  Still in bed and having a good rest.  Tucker good custards and jellies.  Making up for lost time with sleep wrote to J Hart.  Fine

14. Tuesday  Still in bed.  Had cigs issues.  On same diet  etc.  Fine

15. Wednesday  Still in bed. Wrote to  Mum ,  Still on chicken diet.  Very nice you’ll find it.  Fine

16. Thursday  Still in bed and feasting on chicken etc.  Purchased some lollies from canteen.  Very quiet.  Fine day

17.Friday   Got out of bed and had a mooch round.  Turned in early.   Nuka came up to see me.  Very tired. Nuka was mum’s uncle and also in the Maori Battalion and lived next door to Matt in Heale St Thames.  Matt went on to serve in France and in England before leaving for New Zealand on 1/2/1919 on board HMS Hororata  He was discharged from the army on 14 April 1919.   His war service in Gallipoli was similar to that of so many other soldiers who were there.  He mentioned on January 9th,  1916  23 years old.  Paid 28/- Went into town in afternoon and then to Pont de Koubbih Hospital.  Had a bit of fun at night in town.  Came into camp at 12.  A bit tipsy.  (Must have celebrated his birthday) 

As the years went by  Matt& Aunty Celine  who had come out from England as a war bride made their lives in Thames and Dad and Mum in Auckland.  Children were born.  Lives continued but with so many families there were sad, empty spaces where fathers,  sons and uncles should have been.   I had always known Dad’s younger brother had gone to Gallipoli was wounded, died and was buried over there.  When I finally found out where David was I hoped to go there one day and visit his grave.

Sadly I never asked the family where he was -  We think about these things but never do anything about it until it is too late.  Maybe the family  didn’t know where David was either.  Over the years cousin Billie (Monkley) Schoonbeek and I had been researching family history and had made some great discoveries.  In 1998- 99 when the family decided to hold an Emere & David Stewart Reunion for January 2000 our family history searching was stepped up.  I had had several visits to NZ to do this.  Barbara Johns had also been doing research.  Sadly Barbara died before the reunion took place and our Reunion Book was dedicated to her and all the work she had done.

I wanted to find out all I could about David.  Cousin David Stewart (Leo’s son) had given me a bereavement card which Ma must have had printed when she learned of David’s death-  the date and place of death were on the card so now I had some evidence to begin the  research.  I found many David Stewart’s had served in Gallipoli from different parts of the world and the person nearest to our David  in age and death date was buried in a cemetery in Cairo.  All things considered I  didn’t think he was our uncle.  The Reunion date was getting closer and closer and I had no concrete evidence.  Dad had had a Roll of Honour Book with names of all NZ soldiers who had died during the wars and I knew David’s name would have to be there.  

I had noticed on a trip to Whakatane there was a Tuati Street near by  and I had taken a photo of my brother Frank and his wife Gay under the sign.  What if David had enlisted under Tuati?  When I looked in the book there it was  name, date, age, the same as on the bereavement card.  I was so excited when  I phoned the War Graves Commission in Wellington and they confirmed David had joined up in the Maori Battalion on 20 October 1914.  How delighted I was to be able to tell the family at the Reunion that David was buried on the island of Lemnos in Greece.  I remember Kath (David’s wife)  saying to me that David had wanted to be found and I was chosen to find him.  Now I had a burning passion to one day go to Lemnos and visit his grave.  Although I talked about it there didn’t seem a way to fulfil my ambition.  After the Reunion and the publishing of the family book,  research slowed down.  Carole Keightley (U.Matt’s grand daughter) showed me the diaries he had written all the time he was away during WW1 from his first leaving NZ in 1914.  I began typing some of them so they could be easily read and I enjoyed reading his story although it was very harrowing and an emotional journey.  I had also obtained copies of Matt’s and David’s war service and some of my dad’s. Dad’s was incomplete due to being lost when there was a fire in Whitehall in England and all of the records were destroyed.  I finally found David’s name on the Roll of Honour in the Remembrance Hall in the Auckland Museum -  Tuati P.  That was a very precious moment for me and I couldn’t help shedding a few tears.  Had Dad known his brother’s name was there.  I tried to leave a poppy but his name is high up on the wall.  

Friends who had visited Gallipoli and the Battlefields told me of the wonderful experiences  they had had and that I must go.  I had always hoped that Bill and I would go but that never happened.  In 2008 son Michael said that I should go but going alone wasn’t very inspiring.  When he said he would come plans began to seem possible.   When Michael said that Janine, Keely,  Emmason and Teah would come too it started to look like a possibility.

After a visit to a travel Expo in Brisbane in March 2009 plans began to take shape.  Suddenly we had tickets to leave May 28 for Dubai – a brief stop over with Mike’s friend Mark who with Nahida gave us a wonderful insight  into this exciting country UAE and Dubai.  On to Athens and the Acropolis shortly afterwards.  Wandering around the Acropolis and looking at the Parthenon were memorable moments. The Auckland Museum is modelled on the Parthenon and since Dad had worked at the Museum I felt very close to him while I was there.  Sun drenched days spent on the Greek islands of Mykonos, Paros and Santorini gave us great pleasure.  But how to get to Lemnos.  Janine and Michael spent a lot of time on the internet trying to find connections.  We flew to Istanbul for a few days and met up with Ben who had gone to Burnside School with Michael and Janine and wanted to travel the battlefields with us.  Ben was now teaching in Bangladesh and met us on his way home for holidays in Palmwoods in Qld.   We spent several days checking out the attractions of this amazing city that the British had hoped to capture in 1915 so that the waterways would be open to the Russians via the Dardenelles and the Bosphorous Sea. 

When Ben arrived we hired a 7 seater van and set off on our motoring odyssey, through ancient towns, with narrow cobbled streets, good for man and donkey only, but not good for modern vehicles and then on to Gallipoli and the battlefields.

It was quite overwhelming to walk along the road above Anzac Cove in the warm sunshine with the sparkling blue waters of the Aegean Sea beside us.  I couldn’t wait to get down to the beach soak up the atmosphere and sit and read some of Matt’s diaries.  His landing under heavy shell fire,  running up the beach with a heavy pack on his back,  dodging the Turkish bullets,  would have been a frightening experience.  But the soldiers ran – some of them never even made it to the beach before being cut down while still in the water.  In no time at all the blue waters ran red with blood.    Just sitting on the shores of Anzac Cove was a very emotional experience.  I couldn’t help thinking about our whanau who had served here and had to endure so much.  I looked at the high rugged hills with the sphinx towering over all,  and my feet in the sea at Anzac Cove,  I couldn’t believe that the beach was so small to house so much activity and supplies in 1915.  I tried to imagine the noise and crowding and terror of all that was going on – just being there was a wonderful humbling experience.  We drove around some of the battle fields and Mike and Ben did a bit of climbing along the tracks left by the soldiers.  We visited Ari Burnu Cemetery,  the nearest one to the landing area.  Here were buried soldiers who died on that first Anzac Day in 1915.  I read excerpts from the diaries to the girls so they knew something about what the soldiers had endured. 

 We read Ataturk’s famous speech -  

“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.

There is no difference between the Johnnies and the Mehmets to us

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 on this land, they have become our sons as well.”

The cemeteries of Gallipoli are many – cemeteries were set up where the soldiers fell so in some cases they are only small ones.  All are beautifully kept by the War Graves Commission.  I believe that they are set up and maintained from the plans laid down with the blessings of our Governments,  and from an idea of Mr Charles Bean the Australian War correspondent who accompanied the troops to Gallipoli,  that the soldiers should be buried with their comrades and the WGC should look after them.  Thank goodness this has been done.  Thank goodness this peninsula has been set aside to remain much as it was so long ago.  I hope it continues to remain so and no one tries to change this very special place.   Ma had asked if David’s body could be repatriated to NZ but the War Office was busy fighting a war so it could not be done.  The policy now is that soldiers are buried with their mates.  The only exceptions have been the Unknown Soldiers who have been laid to rest in Nations’ capitals and the only Fijian VC who was returned to Fiji.  Permission would have to be obtained from all Commonwealth Countries if someone wanted to repatriate a soldier’s remains.  This permission would be very difficult to obtain if it was even possible.   

We walked along from Anzac Cove to the place now set out since 2000 to be the place for the Dawn Service a lovely white stone wall with the word ANZAC on it.  At the back are the stories from the soldiers and the history of the setting up of this area.  When we see this special place on TV for the Dawn Service it evokes many memories -  now mine will include this great time of reflection which I shared with the family.   We sat beside the Anzac name and walked around the grounds.  The Dawn Service used to be held at the Ari Burnu Cemetery but it became too small as more and more people came to remember.  One year it was written up as a terrible place to be with the young people drinking and carousing about until the ceremony started but there are always two sides to a story and as Tony Wright who wrote that wonderful book “Turn Right at Istanbul – A Walk on the Gallipoli Peninsula” -  these young people are the same ages as the soldiers who died -  they are only doing what those same boys also did-  celebrating in an exhuberant fashion,  When it was time for the ceremonies to begin the visitors felt the solemnity of the occasion and joined in, expressing in deep and meaningful feelings  the sombreness of the day.  Those who were afraid that the meaning of Anzac would be lost as all of the original diggers died,  need not worry.  New generations, descendants of these same soldiers are coming to find out what is the meaning of Anzac and to connect and re-connect with the past which has become part of the present and of the future.  We all have to complete this journey if we possibly can.

As the shadows grew longer and longer across the peninsula it was time to return to Eceabate where we were to spend the night.  At 4.30am the next morning Michael,  Ben and I went back to Anzac Cove to await the dawn on the beach.  At times I was overwhelmed by what we were doing – sitting on the beach listening to the waves of the Aegean Sea gently lapping on the shore.  My thoughts travelled back to New Zealand to other years and past Dawn Services when there  were Original Anzacs at these parades.  They have all gone now.  We had stood silently in the cold frosty autumn mornings,  fingers and toes tingling with cold,  waiting for the Service to start. in the eerie glow of light just before the down broke  we would hear the march, march,  march,  of the soldiers boots  as they walked from the Tea Kiosk in the Auckland Domain to the Cenotaph in front of the Museum.  Their footsteps echoed in the dawn and not a word was said but the drum beat and the steady tramp of feet have stayed with me all these years.  I could hear them still in my imagination.  I was glad I had worn Dad’s dog tag identity bracelet and that I was holding U. Matt’s diaries in my hands.  They had come full circle back to where they had been 94 years ago.   

As the sky lightened the shape of the Sphinx was silhouetted against the night sky, as it appeared through the gloom, and then the hill sides and other outlines appeared.  There was a half moon shining and a lone star above this scene of peace and tranquillity.  It was all quite overwhelming listening to the lapping of the waves on the shore.  Ben went for a lone walk along the beach.  Mike and I sat and contemplated the moment and all that had happened.  There were a lot of flies there and one couldn’t help remembering the accounts of the flies from 94 years ago.    A solitary fishing boat was moored off the beach and as the light brightened the boat slipped silently away.  Had those fishermen,  be they Turkish or Greek,  or any other nationality,  experienced  the depths of feeling that we were,  sitting in the cold morning light of another morning on the Peninsula.   Ben took out his mobile phone and phoned Patrick in Qld and his brother to share the moment.  I phoned Carole to tell her we were there on the beach with the diaries and I phoned Viola to tell her the same -  it was a wonderful moment to share with very special people.  There were lots of people I should have phoned but even though I didn’t talk to them they were in my thoughts.   Ben and Michael set off for some more battlefield exploring but I just wanted to sit on the beach and think and reflect.   Every now and then I heard car doors slam as other pilgrims came to visit these special places.  It truly was an amazing time in my life and one I will never forget.  I felt very close to Matt and Dad and to David whom I never knew.  

Ben had visited Gallipoli previously so he was a great guide, taking us to places we might have missed had we been on our own. 

Later on we returned to Aceabate, had some breakfast,  checked out of the motel and all went back to the battlefields.  We visited the Museum at KabaTepe.  Such amazing exhibits have been discovered on the Peninsula and they are housed in this Museum.  Bullets which Matt had likened to rain falling in such a  heavy fusillade showed an allied one and a Turkish one that had met in the air had become fused together.  So many exhibits of artefacts found on the battlefields and now on display for all to see.  It was amazing to wander around the hills where it had all taken place, in the trenches, on the uneven gullies and the lookouts to the beach below, and to see the Turkish monuments and memorials,  the Museum,  and the displays.  

There were lots of Bus loads of tourists arriving now and many of them were Turkish people coming to learn about the Battle which made their country into a great nation.  The Turkish soldiers were fighting for their country and there are many stories of heroism on their side just as there were on our side.  We visited the Turkish cemetery, mosque and memorial  where the 57th regiment was wiped out.  Kemal Ataturk had given them his famous order “ I don’t order you to attack, I order you to die.  In the time it takes us to die, other troops and commanders can come and take our places.”   

There were many stories depicted of the valour and courage shown by so many,  Lord Casey who later became Australian Governor General mentioned the brave Turkish soldier who on hearing the anguished cries of a wounded soldier stranded in No Man’s Land  held a white flag up went out on to the battlefield picked up the wounded officer and carried him to the safety of the Australian lines while both sides watched – not a word was said and  not one bullet was fired while this act of humanity and courage was performed.  How trusting was he to walk out in the face of so many to save an enemy’s life.  We looked into the trenches and wondered how anyone could have survived when they were only a road width apart from each other.  Always around another corner we came upon the cemeteries.  We have grown up with their names and now here we were walking on their hallowed grounds reading the headstones of those who had paid the supreme sacrifice in the name of freedom.  We visited Spencer’s Post, Courteneys Post, Steele’s Post , Johnson’s Jolly,  Monash Gully, Lone Pine, Chanuk Bair,  to name some.  From these hills,  we could look down on the beach head and see what the Turkish soldiers saw as the allies waded ashore.  So easy to pick them off and shoot them.  

We visited the Beach Cemetery and saw the headstone of John Kirkpatrick Simpson who was famous as the man with the donkey.  Simpson was an Englishman, and then a miner in Qld   when he joined up in Australia.  He became an ambulance man and stretcher bearer and he used his donkey to go on to the front lines and rescue soldiers who were wounded and bring them down to the beach camp for medical treatment.  Sadly he was killed by a shell burst near by on 19 May 1915 aged 22.  Poppies had been left there by the many visitors who come to pay their respects to a very brave man.   There had also been a kiwi soldier James Henderson who had done the same thing but Simpson is the most famous.  Henderson was killed August 9 1915 and is buried at the Chanuk Bair Cemetery.  We looked at the long lists of names from so many different regiments, soldiers not just from Australia and New Zealand but from England, Scotland,  Wales and Ireland, from Canada, France and Egypt,  Ghurkas who stood beside the allies,  and members of the Maori Battalion.  SO many young innocent lives – a whole generation lost to the world.  No wonder there were so many maiden aunts and maiden ladies left around the world to mourn what might have been.  What Einsteins, or famous musicians or dancers or mathematicians there could have been if these men had returned to their countries, married and had families.  

We went back to Anzac Cove and the beach and it was time for a swim.  U Matt had often gone down to the beach for a swim which was the only kind of bath the men could have.  The water’s edge was so rocky and uneven I was afraid that I might slip and fall and end up in the hospital so I only had a paddle and walk in the water.  Ben and Michael plunged in and although it was a hot day the water was cool and bracing.  They spent time going up and down the beach front and  I was so envious as I had wanted to swim there too.  They enjoyed the swim and came out refreshed.  

Sadly the time had come for us to leave Gallipoli and continue on with the next part of our journey.  We caught the ferry to Cannakale and saw the special memorial on the hill side to the brave soldiers and to the Turkish people.

Traveller halt The soil you tread once witnessed the end of an era.  Listen, in this quiet mound there once beat the heart or a nation.  Necmettin Halil ONAN 

This sign can be easily read and seen from far out to sea.  

After a visit to Troy and the wooden horse and the ruins we stayed overnight in a 300 year old house in Ayvalik.  Michael had a huge task to park the van safely in the narrow street outside.  We were now south of the Peninsula but on the Asian side of the country.  Turkey is a country straddling two continents, Europe and Asia.  The dividing line cuts through the city of Istanbul.  Our journey to Lemnos entailed a ferry trip to Les Vos where we stayed for two days and then a flight north to the island of Lemnos.  We flew over Lemnos on Olympic Airlines and landed at the airport to pick up a van.  We had taken 45 minutes flying time from Les Vos to Lemnos.  I could hardly contain my feelings.  There were no vans large enough for the 7 of us so we had to take two small cars.  We had lunch at the nearby town of Mudros – Ben and I ordered  small fry fish but they turned out to be small sardines – not my idea of whitebait.  Finally it was time to find the cemetery -  our search for David was coming to an end.  

Knowing we were going to Lemnos I had a strong feeling to go to NZ and get some soil from Ma’s property and take it to Lemnos and mix it with the soil of Greece on David’s grave.  I went to NZ for 6 days, saw a member of the families from each of David’s brothers and sisters to tell them what I was going to do.  The only one I couldn’t contact was Edward’s family.  (Edsie)  They were all enthusiastic to think after 94 years family members were making the journey.  Veronique got me the soil and to be sure there were no bugs in it I gave it a shot in the micro wave.  David and Veronique gave me two stones painted with a fantail on one and another with Mt Egmont (Mt Taranaki) and a poppy,  Carole gave me permission to take one of U Matt’s diaries.  I got a greenstone pendant in the shape of a teardrop (roimata)  and family members gave me family photos.  SO Viola,, Glenys and I went to Whakatane to pick up the soil.  We had a good korero with David,  Kath and Ronnie and they made suggestions for the Service  which I wanted to hold at David’s grave, and came up with prayers and words of comfort.  We took photos and their blessings.  When I got back to Auckland with my precious taonga  I got a teardrop greenstone pendant which Michael and I wore,  photos of the families from David’s brothers and sisters, another painted stone of a NZ scene done by my brother Frank,  more prayers and ideas for the Service.  Viola took the taonga to church and had them blessed by a local kaumatua and I carried them very carefully back to Australia.  I had to leave the soil at Brisbane International Airport until I collected it on my departure on May 28.  For the next few days I worked on the Service and had help from whanau in New Zealand and from Viola.  Finally it was done and I packed my Order of Service and the taonga , collected the soil from the airport and set off to find David. 

We drove up Anzac Street to the church and cemetery – Portianos Military Cemetery. We tried to drive in but the gates were too narrow.  It was a small cemetery all neatly laid out with lots of red roses blooming between the headstones.  Armed with the map that the War Graves Commission had sent me we walked straight to the grave site Ben read out the engraving and I sank to my knees and had a good cry because this day which I had longed for for so long was now here.  I wept for all that Daivd had lost, I wept for the family who never saw their brother again, I wept for David who had been at Portianos for 94 years and probably we were the first whanau to make the long journey to be near where he had been laid to rest.  I was happy to just stay there .  Michael Janine and the girls went in to the town of  Myrina to check on the ferry and sailing times for later that night.  Ben and I stayed at the cemetery.  We wandered around and read the names of others who had died.  I found the headstones of the other two Maori soldiers also buried there.  Waikohari Taumarapa, 16/418 died 12/10/15 Plot VB 11 1 and Hare Taumaunu 16/78 died 11/10/15 Plot VB 105.  I left a NZ flag and sign and a red poppy with each of the boys.  There were several soldiers from the Otago Regiment also there.  We looked at the memorial to the HMS Endymion  which must have been sunk near by with great loss of life.  David’s plot number is 1B 32.  He must have been amongst the first soldiers who were buried there.  We tidied up the stone and I smoothed soil in the letters to make them stand out.  I had seen this done at Gallipoli and decided to do this for David and the other two boys.  We took photos so that I can try to get them to their New Zealand whanau where possible.  I read some more of Matt’s diaries and so did Ben.  We talked about the sadness of war and about David and the waste of fine young men for about 3 hours.   U Matt had said that he had seen David shot but had not been able to go to his aid.  David must have been taken to the beach and then evacuated to Lemnos.  He died on August 16 1915.  I had noticed that a lot of the headstones had….. “ believed to be buried in this cemetery…..”  as often there were mass burials but separate stones with this inscription were erected.  

When the others came back we set up the area for our little service.  I put out the photos of the whanau and each of us had a copy of the Service, U Matt’s diary and the bereavement card were there too.  There was a lot of emotion that came out at this time.  It was the culmination of a long held dream to do this for David and the family.   We took part in the prayers and national Anthems, the girls each placed the stones on the grave,  we scattered the soil that had come from so far away, each of us twined a poppy around the little piece of rosemary that I had brought from Les Vos to make a wreath which I put around the kiwi I had brought from Nambour, Mike took the greenstone roimata off and placed it on the grave,  Later on I buried it by the headstone. This all gave me a great feeling of accomplishment and although the tears flowed freely some were happy tears.  I felt so close to an uncle I had never met but wished I had known.  I thought of Ma losing her son to be followed soon after by the death of her daughter Doris.  Finally I stuck the NZ flag and sign on the grave.  I  wished that Mum and Dad, Bernie and Owen, Bill and Ma had all been near so I could have told them what had happened.  I know they would have been proud of us all for what we accomplished that day.  I don’t know if any other family members will make the long journey to Lemnos and Portianos Cemetery but now that it has been done perhaps others will follow.  Maybe Keely Emmason or Teah will go again when they are grown up and want to re visit Gallipoli.   The end of this journey will be the final sharing of all that took place with the family in NZ and that will be done in November 2009 .  

After the Service we drove around Lemnos and went to the beach at Cape Keros for a swim.  This was a very nice beach and the water was quite warm.  Then we went looking for the flamingoes that are supposed to nest near by but it must have been out of season.  We went to the main town of Myrina to wait until our ferry came in.  The cars had to be returned by 9.30pm 

 Luckily Ben had talked to Costa who owned the Kebap shop and he had said that he would drive us to the ferry around midnight.  The ferry came in away from the town.  It was so windy and blowy we stayed in the internet café until Costa came to take us to the ferry.  He wanted to help us as he had been in Australia and Aussies had helped him.  He also said he would go to David’s grave now and then and leave a flower. 

  We got on the ferry at 1.00am and arrived at Les Vos at 7.30am and there was the same mad rush to get off.  We dragged our bags over to  the next ferry back to Ayvalik.  When the door was slow in opening for us to board the ferry, the Greeks and Turks began to speak loudly and in an uncomplimentary way about the ferry staff.  Finally we got on the ferry and  arrived at Ayvalik.  Luckily our van was waiting at the car park and after paying a small fee for leaving it there we set off.  We headed to Cannakale and had a swim on the way. 

That night we stayed at the Yellow Rose Motel with many Australian momentoes  around.  Some enterprising Turkish people have set up lodgings and restaurants and tours to take advantage of the huge numbers of pilgrims who swamp the area at Anzac time.  Hosting, feeding and looking after the swarms of people is big business and some entrepreneurs take holidays from their regular jobs to  work at the many places needing extra help at this time every year.  Teah lost her tooth here and had a visit from the tooth fairy.  We drove on to the ferry back to Acebate and then south towards the end of the peninsula to Abide.  It was a very hot day.  

On the way we stopped at the Kilitbahir fortress. It was built by Mehmet 11 in 1452. and is one of the oldest structures on the Gallipoli Peninsula.  

There was a huge statue of the strong man of the Battle -  when the cannon jammed and no more shells could be loaded into the gun this man lifted the shells using brute strength to keep the guns firing.  He was acclaimed a great hero.  The shells are said to have been around 200 – 275 kg heavy.  Turkish people celebrate 18 March, 1915 as the winning of their war – the Cannakale War.  The Gallipoli War is not part of their vocabulary although we are talking about the same events.  Thousands of Turkish soldiers perished  in the defence of their country.  Sadly records were not kept so many people don’t know where their family members fell.  

 A lot of French soldiers had been killed during this campaign.  We don’t think about the large numbers of soldiers from other countries who died here as we only think about the Anzacs.  We have to remember there were many other nationalities fighting on this peninsula.  We stopped to look at the next memorial which was the huge Turkish one.  Many bus loads of Turkish visitors were here.  

The last memorial we visited was the British one at Helles Point.   We were fortunate to visit these places too as often tourists don’t get down to the end of the peninsula as they only have a short time to visit Gallipoli only.      

To most Australians and New Zealanders Gallipoli and to me Lemnos Island as well,  represent a great mixture of emotions -  nationalism that wonderful feeling of belonging to our great nations, sadness at such huge sacrifices made by so many in their prime of life, sadness of so many families and the children who were never born,  nostalgia when we think of Anzac Days past and future,  anger at the terrible waste of these men who had to follow in many cases the most ridiculous orders,  to rush the hills to die as they had seen their comrades die minutes before,  death when they were so surrounded by it all, when death took a mate but left them standing next to their mates, love for their fellow man comradeship and looking out for one’s mate and the beauty of this place Gallipoli.  Hatred of the enemy doesn’t seem to figure in these emotions as the Turks faced all of the same emotions too and they were fighting to preserve their homeland.    

2009 will stand out in my memory as a very fulfilling time in my life.  I hope the other members of the Stewart Family can rejoice in the finding of David Apanui Stewart buried so far away from Aotearoa.  I hope one day other whanau of David will make the journey to Portianos Cemetery to spend some quiet moments reflecting on what has gone before.   I have been so blessed and so lucky to have completed this journey with Michael, Janine, Keely, Emmason, Teah and Ben.  I have to thank them so much for sharing it with me and making it all possible.  Without them it would just be a dream but it has now become a reality.  

As dear friend Viola, Waiora said,  “ I oti”

It is done.
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