September 2009

Dear Wes,
My name is Susan Adamson and I’m the eldest grand daughter of your brother Mac. I’m writing to you because I have just returned from Lone Pine Cemetery in Turkey where you were buried almost 94 years ago.   
You and I both grew up on the Adamson family farm ‘Leylands’ and we most likely played in the same paddocks as children. You were there at the turn of the century and I was there at the turn of the next century.  
My father Ken (who is Mac’s son) lived at ‘Leylands’ for 67 years. He and my mother Denise built our family home about 120 yards from your home. I’m afraid the ‘old house’ was dismantled in the 1950s to make way for a new wool shed which still stands today under the pine trees.

Our footsteps have covered common ground.  You and I both ran up and down the hills at ‘Leylands’, walked to Myamyn many times, sailed across the Great Australian Bight and traveled to the Gallipoli Peninsula in Turkey – where you now rest. 

As a child, I knew a little of your life and time in the army.  As I grew older, I learned more and was quite captivated by the faded letters you had written after you left home to fight in the Great War.  You were in the 23rd battalion and, after spending time in Egypt, fought at Gallipoli. 
Maybe it’s only many years later that we can see the events of that year with a fresh perspective?  Maybe it’s only many years later that we can try and understand exactly what happened and why?  The terrible thing is Wes, that despite all the grief of the Great War, there have been many more wars since.   










18 – 7 – 1915

My Dear Mother,

Just a few lines to let you know how I am getting on.  Well my dearest Mother I am out on the ocean now, and I am having a good time so far.  I have not been sick yet but don’t suppose I will get to the other side without getting sick.  We are in the Great Australian Bight and I can tell you it is pretty rough too.  There are a lot that are on the boat and are feeding the fish.
It is terrible to see them. There is one on board that has got three doctors looking after him. I hope that I don’t get sick.  Well my dear Mother what do you think of them keeping the people back off the jetty and just letting them on just as the boat was about to go.  Willie and Elsie came to see me off but did not see me I don’t think.  I just saw them as the boat was leaving the jetty but I don’t know if they saw me or not. 
 I did not get my mate with me.  He could not get going. There was one in his tent that got the measles so the rest had to go in a small camp on their own.  They could not get out until Monday and we left on Friday.  Oh I would have given anything to have Jack with me, for it is terrible to have no mate that you can call a mate.  There is not anyone on this boat that I call a real mate but of course there are a lot of boys that are not too bad.  Willie was telling me that Jessie Malseed is going down to the camp.  I had a letter from Jim and it was very nice letter.  He was saying that he would very much like to be going with me and I can tell you I would like to have him too as it would be nice to have a brother.
I suppose it will be a while before I get home to Australia again. I think that I will be home in about six months time. I don’t think the war will last any more than six months myself. Well I hope that the war will not be any longer. I can tell you that I would not cry if when we got over there, and to hear that the war was stopped.  I did cry when I had to say goodbye to my dearest darling Elsie and poor Elsie was upset, but there is a lot of brothers and sisters have to part but dear Mother God is with me so I will be allright when I have God with me.  I no that god will take care of me and bring me back safe. 

Well my dear Mother I would like to know how you are all keeping.  Let me know when you write.  Write as soon as you can.  My dear Mother tell Doris to be sure and write to my dearest darling May.  I would like her to have a holiday for it will take a while for her to get over me going away.  She won’t get over me going away but she knows that God will take care of me and bring me back.
Well my dear Mother I must close now giving you my best love to my dear Mother and Father and all the rest.


Wesley


My address

Private C.W. Adamson
2nd Reinforcement

1651.23 Battalion

On Active Service Abroad
Give my love to all about Myamyn

Wes, we can’t imagine how difficult it must have been for all of you to say goodbye. There were so many families torn apart by the war.  My father told me the story about the night before you left Myamyn.  He said that you had ridden your bike to Gorae to say goodbye to May.  I think you were engaged to May and saying farewell must have been awful.  The story goes that it rained that day and your new woolen army coat was wet through.  Your mother sat up all night drying it by the open fire…...as mothers do. The next morning you had to say goodbye to everyone and walk all the way to Myamyn to catch the train to a completely new world.  The transition from the quiet and peaceful countryside of Victoria to the trenches of Gallipoli is unimaginable.

The world was falling apart. As you probably knew, Germany had declared war and many Australians had signed up to fight with the Allied forces.  They accepted the offer of a free passage to the other side of the world and the ‘adventure of a lifetime’. Men were fighting and dying across Europe. Britain and her Allied forces had positioned themselves in the Aegean Sea off the west coast of Turkey. Their plan was to take over the Dardanelles – an important body of water that would assist their overall campaign. Like thousands of Australians, New Zealanders, British, French and other nationalities, you were there in the thick of it. 

I now understand the significance of the body of water called the Dardanelles. It seems it has been the focus of many conflicts in the past including the Great War in 1915 and the Trojan War in ancient Greek days. The Dardanelles allows boats to pass from Europe to Asia Minor. It is the waterway that connects the world.  From the Mediterranean Sea you can sail to the Aegean Sea, to the Dardanelles, to the Sea of Mamara, to the Bosphorus (alongside Istanbul) and then all the way through to the Black Sea.   
In the times of the Trojans, boats would wait for many days at Troy to continue their passage.  If they were heading south, they needed a southerly wind.  If they were heading north, they needed a northerly wind.  Whilst they were waiting they spent plenty of money in Troy which was wealthy and known as the ‘wind makes good’ city. Today, a ship passes through the Dardanelles every 10 minutes.  
During WW1, the Allied forces were determined to capture the Dardanelles in order to consolidate their position in Europe and access Russia. The Allies commenced their Gallipoli campaign in early 1915 and initially made several attempts to force their way up the Dardanelles past Troy. The Turks were ready to protect their waterway and the historic city of Canakkale with its castles.   They resisted strongly and many ships were sunk. The Turks celebrate one of their major victories on the 18th of March every year.  
After the losses and casualties leading up to March 18, the Allies retreated, regrouped and decided to attack the Gallipoli Peninsula from the West. The troops were positioned in the Aegean Sea and were ready to land. Australians and New Zealanders were sent in on the 25th of April. I’m not sure where you were that day Wes, but I know you were yet to arrive in Turkey.  It was a disaster and hundreds of Australian men died on that day alone as they attempted to land on Anzac Cove.  The ‘gentleman’s war’ started in earnest and was to continue for the rest of the year.
I visited your graveside, fleetingly, 20 years ago and had always hoped to return with my father. The thing that really captured my heart was the detail on your grave.  Your parents, Thomas and Fanny, saw to it that you would be remembered as their loved son from Myamyn.
1651 PRIVATE
C.W. ADAMSON

23RD BN. AUSTRALIAN INF.

6 DECEMBETR 1915 AGE 26

IN MEMORY OF THE LOVED SON

OF T. AND F. ADAMSON 

OF MYAMYN VICTORIA
 It was a strange and amazing feeling to see my great grand parents’ names and little old ‘Myamyn’ inscribed on a stone on the other side of the world. From there other thoughts and feelings flow – how sad that you died at such a young age, how awful for you die in such circumstances, how difficult for your family to not be able to visit your grave and overall, what a terrible waste of life. 
Your older brother Jim was also in the army during the war.  He was based on Thursday Island when you died and his letter back to your mother says it all.





















Victoria Bks










Thursday Is

My Darling Mother,

Although the years have flown away since as a little boy I could come to you for consolation, I would just as gladly come now that we might all console one another.
Our happy family circle has at last been broken and to think that it should be Wes, the one that appeared to need more care than the others. ….. Mother dear one thing we can remember when thinking of Wesley, that although he has found his grave far away from Australia, still he found that grave in greater honour than many that find their graves in quiet churchyards. 
Again he has not found it alone many more brave men lie all around him, and at the sound of the great trumpet ‘according to our Bible’ will rise more triumphantly for having given their lives for us, because it is for us Mother each man fights for his own, his people, his loved ones. 
 Mother, you and Father have reason to be proud of Wes, and you are, just as I am, just as we all are……Even while writing to you I cannot keep the tears from running down my cheeks.  All the boys have been good.  Even my Commanding Officer has been most considerate, and he is supposed to be a man with no feeling whatsoever. ….Give my love to Dad, I know how he will be feeling, always when I think of him, I thank God for such a father as he has been to us all.  Also give my love to all the girls, perhaps it won’t be long before I see you all but whether it be near or far I will still be thinking of you all.  Very best love and kisses to all not forgetting yourself Mother Dear. 
Your loving son, James Morris Adamson     
Many relatives and friends have visited your grave over the years.  We are often contacted by travelers who return to Australia and tell us of finding your grave at Lone Pine. World travel has changed significantly over the last 50 years.  We can now fly to the other side of the world and it really only takes abut 20 hours to travel from Australia to Turkey…..unlike your long journey. 

And so Dad and I arranged to visit Turkey this year.  We made some plans and flew off to Istanbul.  Istanbul is full of colour, history, stories and spices.  We visited mosques, churches, palaces and markets. We ate kebaps, dodged carpet salesmen and realised we needed to be careful of some shoe shiners. On a rainy day in Istanbul, we boarded a deluxe coach and journeyed through the heavy weather to Eceabat which is a small village not far from Anzac Cove.  
Eceabat looks out over the Dardanelles. As I roamed around the small Turkish village, I felt the significance of the area as I became surrounded by stories of Trojans, Romans, Greeks, Ottomans and Anzacs. I sat on the eastern tip of Europe yet I was on very edge of Asia.
We marveled at the large groups of older Turkish men meeting in cafes for coffee, tea, cigarettes and chat.  We noted that the salt and pepper shakers were the wrong way around (according to us!) and that the lights kept flicking on and off.   We ate more kebaps and mountains of bread, we sampled the Turkish red wine (saraop), chatted to other travelers and read that Turkey holds the prize for ‘the biggest flag flown at the greatest height’.  Not to mention the regular calls to prayer over the mosque loud speakers starting at a very early hour each morning. 
The main purpose of our journey, of course, was to visit Lone Pine.  I was reminded of the natural beauty of the area and how similar it is to Australia.  The coastline is rugged and picturesque. You have a beautiful resting spot up on a hill with a pine tree looking over you. 

We cannot forget the thousands of lives lost in the ‘Gentleman’s War’.  I think the total was around 130000?  8700 Australians, 2700 New Zealanders, 86000 Turks….and many more. How can we possibly believe this?  How on earth did it happen? 
The Gallipoli campaign became known as the ‘Gentleman’s War’ because you all got along so well despite the fact that you were ‘at war’.  There are stories of you throwing notes, cigarettes and chocolate into each others trenches.  There are stories of you calling a cease fire to bury your dead alongside each other and helping the ‘enemy’ back to safety when they were wounded.

The Turks and the Anzacs developed a genuine respect for each other during 1915 which must surely explain the sense of kinship that continues today.  

Those heroes that shed their blood and lost their lives….You are now lying in the soil of a friendly country.  Therefore rest at 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.
One day at Lone Pine, we started chatting to a taxi driver (someone else’s taxi driver!) as we read the inscription at the entrance.  We had planned to spend some time at Lone Pine and then walk up to Chunuk Bair.  We pointed to Charles Wesley’s grave and managed to convey to the taxi driver that it was the grave of our uncle.  He seemed quite moved by this information and looked reflective. Eventually he said goodbye and returned to his taxi. About 5 minutes later he returned, put his hand on his heart and gave Dad two old battered bullet shells encrusted with dirt and dust.  He explained he had found them at Lone Pine, wanted Dad to have them and suggested they may have been the very bullets that claimed our uncle’s life. You could see the genuine and generous emotion pouring straight from his heart.     
Wes, you died on the 6th of December 1915 and on the 7th December 1915 the Allies made a decision to pull out of Gallipoli.  I guess like so many others who died, the outcome could have been different with the intervention of time and common sense.  If only so many decisions had been made 24 hours or 24 minutes earlier?  Imagine, how destiny would have taken a different direction? If only, the Allied forces decided to pull out earlier?  If only, if only, if only.   
And so Wes, it seems difficult to end…..but I’m pleased to be able to talk to you and may you continue to rest peacefully.  Next time I visit, I will be sure to bring you some gum leaves and pine needles from Myamyn. 

Your great niece, Susan    

PS







The Sinai Desert








February 18, 1916

Dear Mr Adamson

I am writing to express my deep sympathy felt for you by the officers and men of the 23rd Battalion and by myself in your great sorrow through the death of your son Private Charles Wesley Adamson. He was brave and good solider.  He was held in very high esteem by his officers and comrades for his sterling character and faithful work.  They sadly miss him.  He met his death on December 6th.  I am glad that I can tell you that he did not suffer any pain as his call was practically instantaneous.  

I know that will help to comfort you in days to come to remember that he gave his life for his country, King and the principles of righteousness and humanity for which we are fighting.

Nor even can death itself separate him from his father’s care, nor take him from the Eternal love.  He made the supreme sacrifice.  No man can do more in his life.  Some greater work awaited him in the better world and so he received his promotion.

We buried him in our little cemetery at Brown’s Dip, and one of our keenest regrets at leaving Anzac was the thought of so many of our brave comrades who lie sleeping there.

Again expressing my deep sympathy with you and yours, and with kindest regards, I am,

Yours sincerely,

Percy Bladen, Chaplain, 23rd Battalion 

