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Loftus Street entrance to the AMP Quay Quarter Lanes Development site that includes the Gallipoli Club

The Club has occupied the
Loftus Street site since 1947
when it was opened by former
Prime Minister, William Morris
(Billy) Hughes, who had led
Australia during World War One
and was a signatory to the Treaty
of Versailles after the war.
The Circular Quay precinct
had been the hub of the
Australian wool export industry

until the 1880s, when the NSW
Government realised that a
railway link to the major export
wool stores was required. As a
link could not be built into the
Sydney Cove area, one was
constructed into the Darling
Harbour and Blackwattle Bay
area to the west.
All the major wool
companies moved their wool

stores to that area. Barker’s
wool store was sold and sixty
years later became the
Gallipoli Club. Hinchcliff ‘s
eventually became the
Missions to Seamen hostel.
The headquarters of Dalgety
remained near-by and that
site is the southern end of the
AMP Capital redevelopment
site.
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Quay Quarter Lanes – neighbourhood life in the heart of the working city

The Quay Quarter Lanes
development site surrounding
the Gallipoli Memorial Club will
breathe new life into the old
mercantile laneways that were
central to the wool-handling
district of the 19th century by
creating a new lifestyle precinct
on the Young and Loftus Streets
city block.
The AMP Capital development
is on track for completion in mid2020. The new laneway network,
with Loftus Lane at its heart, will
feature boutique shops, artisanal
cafes, restaurants and more – a
perfect place to wander or meet
up with friends before or after a
performance at the Sydney
Opera House, or passing through
to visit the Museum of

Contemporary Art or time spent
at the Gallipoli Memorial Club.
The neighbourhood includes
a number of prized heritage
buildings, including the former
wool stores.
The laneways will feature
granite-paved streets, a pocket
park, landscaping and seating.
Quay Quarter Lanes will also
comprise of three contemporary
residential buildings with 106
apartments, designed by leading
Australian architects – SJB, Make
Architecture and Silvester Fuller,
to complement the existing
urban fabric and create new
arcades and living spaces.
The development of Quay
Quarter Lanes also includes the
Quay Quarter Tower at 50 Bridge
Street (the former Dalgety House

site), a new office building
designed by Danish architects –
3XN. The development in totality
encompasses two city blocks,
creating an entirely new quarter
at Circular Quay and maintaining
is historic role as a Gateway to
Sydney.

Billy Hughes
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EDITORIAL…
In this issue we look ahead to
the new AMP Quays development
that will include our Club Building.
Roll on 2020 when we can move
back in to our new premises after
20 years of solid effort by the Club
Board to make this happen on the
best possible terms for the Club
and its members.
Bruce McEwen, the son of a
veteran of both Gallipoli and the
1917 Charge of Beersheba, looks at
the logistical nightmare of Gallipoli.
As part of our on-going series on
war memorials, we also look at
another World War One disaster,

the sinking of the submarine K 13
which is the subject of a
commemorative statue in a
privately donated park at
Carlingford.
We tell the story of a
remarkable Sydney woman, Olive
King. The leaders of the Australian
Army decreed that war was no
place for a woman, but the Serbs
had different ideas, especially
when that woman owned her own
ambulance!
Equally determined were
members of the fighting Leane
family who answered the calls to

arms and in the following peace
times provided a Commissioner
and Deputy Commissioner to the
South Australian Police Force.
The peacetime after World War
One also provides another story –
the Spanish Flu Outbreak that
world-wide killed more people
than the war did. We look at
Australia’s attempts to keep it out
and then to combat it.
For those artists among the
membership, it is time to finish off
your masterpieces and submit
them for the Gallipoli Art Prize!

2019 Gallipoli Art Prize
The Gallipoli Art Prize Organising Committee invites artists born in Australia, New Zealand or Turkey or holding
those countries' citizenship to submit a painting for the acquisitive Gallipoli Art Prize, run by the Gallipoli
Memorial Club Limited.
The entry must be delivered at the competitor’s expense to:
The Gallipoli Art Prize Organizing Committee C/- The Harbour View Hotel 18 Lower Fort Street, Dawes Point,
Sydney NSW 2000, between 10AM and 4PM on Sunday 10t, Monday 11th, Tuesday 12th, and Wednesday 13th
March 2019.
Prize money of $20,000 will be awarded to the artist of the winning entry subject to the Art Prize conditions on
the GMC website. The Club’s acquisition of the work and its copyright will remain the property of the Gallipoli
Memorial Club Museum Fund.
The Gallipoli Art Prize will be awarded to the artist who best depicts the spirit of the Gallipoli Campaign as
expressed in the Club’s “Creed” which states:
“We believe that within the community there exists an obligation for all to preserve the special qualities of
loyalty, respect, love of country, courage and comradeship which were personified by the heroes of the
Gallipoli Campaign and bequeathed to all humanity as a foundation for perpetual peace and universal
freedom”.
The submitted work must be original work and not have previously entered in this or any
other competition and is not to exceed in size 4 square metres and being not smaller in size than
38 cm by 30 cm. It should preferably be produced on canvas or similar material. Wet paintings will
not be accepted.
The Gallipoli Art Prize Organizing Committee shall appoint a panel of four judges to consider
entries submitted and select the wining work. The decision of the judges will be final and
no correspondence on their decision will be entered into. A decision by a majority of the judges on
any issue shall be deemed to be a valid and binding decision of the judges as a whole.
For full entry and compliance details, please see http://www.gallipoli.com.au
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Incompetence of Logistics and Arrogant Planning Created Gallipoli Disaster
By Bruce McEwan

No one can question the efforts of the allied forces, the men who actually fought the Turks on Gallipoli,
but it was their leaders who had lost the battle even before the first boats landed at Anzac Cove.
Planning for the Gallipoli
conflict lacked real intelligence, the
failed naval assault on the
Dardanelles smacked of arrogance
by the British Admiralty and the
incompetence of the British Army
Service Corps responsible for the
logistics in support of the land
invasion was a disgrace.
Food, water and even rifle
ammunition were always
desperately short and contributed
massively to the ill-health and
misery of the fighting men ranged
against a superior force of
homeland defenders.
No thinking had gone into the
dietary needs of the soldiers whose
daily rations consisted of canned
beef, hard navy biscuits and tinned
jam. It was no wonder that digestic
diseases like dysentery and
diarrhoea were rife.

Adding to the men’s misery was
the scarcity of drinking water and
there was no water for hygienic
purposes.
The lack of shelter and suitable
clothing compounded their distress
and competent observers later
described Gallipoli as the worst
battle front of the First World War.
From the outset the battle was
lost – there was virtually no
intelligence about the strength and
capacity of the Turkish defences
surrounding the Dardanelles – the
target of the campaign (the British
Navy believed that by taking the
Dardanelles, the only shipping
access to the Black Sea and by
laying siege to Istanbul, Turkey
would capitulate and withdraw
support for Germany.)
Even the capacity of the shore
guns protecting the Dardanelles

was underestimated as was the
labyrinth of minefields in the
waters leading into the straits
(which later claimed significant
allied warships.)
Instead of landing the Anzac
troops on a level beach with a
relatively flat access to the target
town of Gelipoli, they were taken
in small- ship’s boats to a narrow
beach with a very steep hillside
behind. This offered no protection
from the Turkish machineguns on
its heights. Thousands died before
even reaching the shore and their
bodies were later stacked beneath
the hillside before being taken
back to the ships that had brought
them there as excited,
adventurous young men
inexperienced in the horrors of
warfare.

Australian soldiers drinking at a Furphy water cart
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The allied fleet lying just
beyond the reach of Turkish field
artillery had to supply food, water
and all other supplies on a daily
basis because there was nowhere
on the beach to store it.
Water was mostly brought to
the beach in four gallon steel
drums – each weighing more than
40 pounds. These could puncture
fairly easily but were transportable
to the trenches by men and
donkeys. Later, iron tanks on
wheels called Furphys (the name of
the manufacturer in Shepparton,
Victoria) were supplied. These
were more resistant to small arms
fire and kept the water inside in
better condition.
As most of the water came from
shipboard distilleries not reservoirs
it had a distinctive tinny flavour –
especially after being stored in the
hot sun. The use of chlorine to
disinfect water for human
consumption had only just been
invented and troops were
encouraged to boil their ration
before consumption. They often
used tea to clean their teeth;
Potable water became so valuable
it was used in exchange for other
rations.
The food provided to the troops
never supplied the nutrition they
needed to keep fighting. Instead of
providing canned meat from
Australian-manufacturers the
British imported preserved beef
from South American factories –
like Fray Bentos of Uruguay –

principally owned by British
investors. The men claimed that
the South Americans put
everything into the can except the
beast’s dying bellows!
The hard “dog biscuits”
provided as a cereal product also
came from British-owned sources
as did the thick tinned jam. The
biscuits had to be soaked in liquid
to be safely consumed – they were
rock hard and tasteless and
contributed to expanding tooth
losses and mouth diseases that
added to the troops’ discomfort
(there were some dentists on
Gallipoli but they lacked
equipment and had no surgeries.)
Medical staff lacked essential
supplies. Even casualties sent
offshore to the ships could not be
given the medical aid they needed
and many died because of delayed
and unsupported treatment. The
men were taken to the ships in the
small lifeboats that had earlier
taken them onto Turkish shores
and accompanying them on their
journey to the fleet were the dead
and mutilated bodies of their
comrades.
The thoughtlessness and lack of
vision by those responsible for the
logistics of this ignominious battle
was remarkable enough but the
leadership that could have brought
about change was sorely lacking.
The lack of hospital ships was a
good example of the paucity of
planning. New Zealanders were so
incensed by the lack of these off-

shore medical havens that by
public subscription and with
Government help they equipped
two hospital ships that eventually
arrived in August 1915.
The Kiwi doctors immediately
remarked that all their patients
were suffering from malnutrition
and diseases brought on by the
absence of nutritious rations.
“Their joy at getting a slice of
bread and butter was an emotional
thing for the staff,” one said.
Even when they were aboard
the hospital ships the travail of the
wounded was not over because
then they were transferred to
rapidly-established tent hospitals
on the Greek islands and at
Alexandria, in Egypt.
Because of Turkish gunfire, no
wharf was able to be constructed
at Anzac Cove for many months
which meant that men and
supplies were discharged onto and
picked up from the stony beach
where wind and sea could cause
havoc to the boat crews and their
cargo.
The dogged determination to
continue the Gallipoli battle long
after its obvious failure simply
reflected the cruel mindset of
Britain’s military elite – “Men are
expendable; keep going, fortunes
will change.” was their mantra. We
now know that Gallipoli changed
nothing and was just a costly
Churchillian wish that became a
pivotal point in the history of
industrial warfare`.

Furphy Water Carts
The Australian slang word, furphy, for an incorrect or unlikely tale, often from a never-revealed source or the front bar
of the local hotel is claimed to be derive from water carts designed and made by the John Furphy& Sons company of
Shepparton, Victoria. The company was established in the 1850s and began producing the carts as a water source for
farm workers in the 1880s.
The carts were introduced to Gallipoli to take water to Australian troops. They had "J. Furphy & Sons" imprinted on
their tank ends. They became popular as gathering places where soldiers could exchange rumours, as office water
coolers do to this day.
The term scuttlebutt has a similar background as a scuttlebutt was a cask of drinking water on a ship.
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23,000 Germans surrender to a man in a kilt
Editor Bob Lawrence continues his war time tales uncovered during his recent visit to France with story of a
young man in a kilt who accepted the surrender of 23,000 Germans.
Undercover British officer
Major Tommy Macpherson, aged
23, crept silently through the
bushes in the summer of 1944., his
tartan kilt a bizarre form of dress
for a man not wishing to be
conspicuous.
Through the gloom, he could
make out the 15,000 battlescarred men and 200 machines of
the cruellest and most feared of all
the SS forces in war-torn France
The parked tanks, half-tracks
and heavy guns notorious Das
Reich panzer division stretched to
the horizon of hills behind on their
way to Normandy, 700 kilometres
away to help repel the Allied
armies that had landed there on DDay.
His mission was to confront this
force with the tiny band of
amateurish French Resistance
fighters he commanded, which
was also the mission many similar
Resistance units mobilised to slow
the German’s progress at any cost.
The cost was already terrible. In
towns and villages of the Lot and
Limousin regions, the bodies of
partisans swung from lampposts
and telegraph poles as the SS
soldiers, veterans of barbaric
Russian front battles, ruthlessly
took revenge on anyone who got
in their way
They had now reached the
patch of Major Macpherson.
Macpherson joined the army
on matriculating to Oxford, but
delayed his university studies.
He was picked to be in the
newly-formed elite band of
Commandos and earmarked for

specialist training for clandestine
raids on enemy territory which led
to an extraordinary series of
escapades in which he relied on his
cunning, bravery and initiative to
stay alive.
In North Africa in 1941, he
slipped ashore from a submarine
on a reconnaissance mission in an
action that went disastrously
wrong. The submarine intened to
collect him did not arrive, and he
was forced to trek for days on foot

across the desert towards his own
lines, sabotaging enemy
installations along the way until he
was captured by Italian troops.
After several failed attempts to
escape from an Italian prisoner-ofwar camp he was handed over to
the Germans and interrogated by
the Gestapo and then moved a
remote camp on the far eastern
borders of Germany.
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He escaped in a French
uniform, reached the Baltic coast
and stowed away on a ship to
neutral Sweden.
On his return home in
November 1943, he was directed
to the Special Operations
Executive, who parachuted him
and others into France to
encourage the resistance
fighters. At Churchill’s behest,
they were to arm the fighters
train them and lead them in
guerrilla actions against the
Germans.
In the dead of night and
accompanied by a French army
officer and an English radio
operator, he dropped into southcentral France on June 8, 1944 —
two days after the Allies stormed
the Normandy beaches.
He was in his Highlander’s
battledress, including a Cameron
Highlnders-tartan kilt, and
deliberately so. He was meant to
be visible, his undisguised
presence a symbol for any
wavering Frenchmen that liberation was at hand if only
they took the battle to the
Germans.
His attire caused
consternation. He heard an
excited young Resistance fighter
babbling to another that a
French officer had landed ‘and
he’s brought his wife!’ The lad
had never seen a man in a kilt
before.
The unit Macpherson joined
was a joke, despite all the
assurances he had been given
back in England that the maquis
was a dedicated fighting force.
In the forests and mountains
of the Massif Central it had just
eight members, four of them

mere boys, a few guns and a
single, aged lorry for transport. In
four years, they had never
troubled the occupying Germans.
He brought them a machine
gun, grenades and plastic
explosives. A few days later, the
Das Reich SS column hove into
his sights. He decided that
engaging them directly would be
suicidal and pointless. He
realised that using cleverlyplanted booby traps they might
slow the Germans down.
Through the night, he and his
men felled trees to block the
road ahead of the convoy and
laid their only anti-tank mine,
attaching plastic explosives.
Grenades dangled from
overhanging branches — primed
to fall and explode.
These measures were
surprisingly effective. In the
morning, the Germans had to
bring up heavy equipment to
move the tree trunks. Minutes
ticked away. Then a tank hit the
mine and slewed across the road
to add to the delays. Then,
Macpherson and his men
sprayed troop carriers with their
Sten guns and then dashed away
into the trees — classic hit-andrun tactics. Hiding at a distance,
they heard shouts and screams
as the grenades did their job.
Eventually the SS column
moved on, but precious hours
had been won. With similar small
victories along the length of
France, it took Das Reich more
than a fortnight to complete
what should have been a threeday journey, by which time the
Allied hold on Normandy was
secure.

So, too, was Macpherson’s
hold on his new friends. With this
success under his belt, his status
was assured and streams of
newly-emboldened volunteers
arrived to join him. Now they
began to fight back in earnest.
German supply lorries were
hijacked for food, railway lines
and road bridges blown up,
steam engines wrecked, enemy
petrol dumps drained (though
not blown up for fear of civilian
casualties). The Major
encouraged children to scatter
nails in the street to puncture
the tyres of German trucks.
One of his favourite targets
was electricity pylons. He took
enormous schoolboy pleasure
from blowing up two together.
As they crashed, massive sparks
flew out, like a giant firework
display. To celebrate Bastille Day,
he knocked out eight in one
exhausting night.
Furious and frustrated, the
Germans offered a 300,000-franc
reward for the capture of this
‘bandit masquerading as a
Scottish officer’, as “wanted” posters described him.
Driving round the countryside
to muster and train his growing
fighting force, he narrowly
missed German patrols on the
road, or skidded away from road
blocks just in time.
Pursued by an enemy patrol
one night, his car’s fuel tank was
hit by bullets, but even then his
luck held. They had just enough
petrol left to turn into dense
woods, dump the car and seek
refuge with the nuns in a nearby
convent.
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He was at times able to turn
the tables. Returning from a
night raid on a railway, he was
warned that the road he was on
was used regularly by the
Germans. Indeed, the local
commandant’s staff car was
expected shortly.
‘We were at an unmanned
level crossing with a heavy
wooden pole that lowered itself
across the road when a train was
coming. It was a perfect
opportunity. I fixed some plastic
explosive to the wire holding up
the pole and rigged it with a
fuse.’
When the open staff car sped
into view, he blew the fuse, the
pole came down and the car hit it
at 50mph, decapitating the
commandant and his driver.
Then Macpherson’s men mowed
down the cavalcade’s motorcycle
escort with Sten guns. All in all,
he recalls phlegmatically, ‘a
satisfactory morning’.
By now, the war was swinging
decisively in the Allies’ favour
and it was time for Macpherson
to become ever more brazen in
his defiance of the Germans. To
impress the locals, he began to
fly a Union Jack and the Cross of Lorraine flag of the Free French
from his black Citroën.
Then he sat in full uniform at
a café in a town square,
nonchalantly and openly drinking
wine with the Mayor, just to
show that he could. It was almost
an act of over-bravado.
Suddenly a German armoured
car swung into the square. In the
nick of time, Macpherson and his
driver leapt into the Citroen and
raced for the hills, chased by the
Germans.

With the advantage of the
higher ground, they stopped and
lobbed a makeshift grenade into
the pursuing armoured car,
destroying it. Then they laid
charges around a bridge over a
river and blew that, too. ‘It was,’
he recalls, ‘just another day at
the office’.
But his most extraordinary
achievements were yet to come.
With Allied forces now
advancing into the heart of
France from both north and
south, the Germans were on the
retreat. Subtlety and subterfuge
were called for.
With just three companions,
Macpherson bluffed one German
garrison of 100 soldiers with a
mock show of force.
He and his men wrapped wet
handkerchiefs inside the metal
hand grips of their light Sten
guns, so that when fired they
made the deafening noise of
heavy machine-guns. The
garrison, fooled into thinking
themselves outgunned,
surrendered.

Then he went one better
when a German column
numbering 23,000 men and
1,000 vehicles was heading back
to the German border through
the last remaining gap between
the two advancing Allied armies.
In the Loire Valley, a small
band of Resistance fighters held
a vital river bridge, and a fight to
the death, which they had no
hope of winning, seemed
inevitable, unless the German
General could somehow be
persuaded to give up without a
fight.
At a parlay with the Germans,
Macpherson once more bluffed.
‘My job was to convince the
General that I had a brigade,
tanks and artillery waiting on the
other side of the river and they
could not get through.
‘The clincher was when I told
him that I was in contact with
London by radio and could at any
time call up the RAF to blow his
people out of sight. In truth, the
only thing I could whistle up was
Dixie, but he had no way of
knowing that.’

Sir Thomas Macpherson in 2005
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The German General bowed
to what he was persuaded was
the inevitable and surrendered,
bringing the liberation of France
a large step closer but with no
loss of life.
Amazingly, Macpherson’s war
did not end even then. With
France freed from the Nazis, he
was whisked off to Italy to
organise the partisans in their

last struggles to evict the
Germans.
There he found himself up
against a new enemy —
communist forces loyal to the
Yugoslavian leader, Tito, and
intent on annexing parts of Italy.
Macpherson’s determined
opposition succeeded in
thwarting these plans, with the
result that Tito pronounced a

death sentence on the
‘interfering major’.
To have had a price put on his
head by Nazis and Communists
was a rare distinction, and as
highly prized as the Military
Cross and two bars, the Legion
d’Honneur and the Croix de
Guerre this most buccaneering of
British soldiers was awarded for
his extraordinary exploits.

For the full story read: Behind Enemy Lines: An Autobiography of Britain’s Most Decorated War
Hero by Sir Tommy MacPherson with Richard Bath. (Published by Mainstream at £17.99.)

Olive King- Ambulance Owner/Driver
Bob Lawrence looks at the life of Sydney’s Olive King who went to war with her own ambulance
Colonel Charles Ryan,
Australia’s principal military
medical officer, who featured in an
earlier edition to The Gallipoi
Gazette, declared in August 1914
that war ‘was no place for women’
and female doctors and nurses
would not be needed. As the
Australian military embarked, they
took male nurses with them. Many
of these had little more than two
weeks training, instead of the
three years of training required by
civilian nurses.
Within months this decision
was reversed for nurses, but the
sanction on women doctors
remained.
However, Olive May King (18851958) of Croydon in Sydney had
other ideas and the family financial
backing to support them.
Olive was the youngest
daughter of businessman Sir Kelso
King and had the financial means
to travel widely and accommodate
her taste for adventure. In 1910,
with three male companions, she
climbed Mount Popocatapetl in
Mexico, a volcano that had not
erupted for over 100 years, but did

again in 1919, 1923, 1925, 1933
and 1947.
Olive was visiting England when
World War I broke out. She joined
the Field Ambulance Corps, bought
her own ambulance and headed to
Belgium as a driver with a
volunteer field ambulance service.
The organizers were suspected of
spying and returned hastily to
England, leaving her and two other
drivers to be arrested; they were
released just in time to escape the
invading German army. She then
joined the Scottish Women's
Hospitals for Foreign Service and
went to France in spring 1915
with the Girton and Newnham
Unit. After some six months the
unit was sent to Serbia.
They landed at Salonika,
Greece, on November 3 moved up
to the Greco-Serbian border
where they established a hospital.
After six weeks they were forced
to dismantle it hurriedly before
the advancing enemy. The three
women drivers were left behind
when the medical and nursing
staff were evacuated but got
themselves and their vehicles on

to the last train before the station
was bombed.
With Serbia occupied by the
enemy, allied forces regrouped at
Salonika where Olive King
remained until 1918. In 1916 she
joined the Serbian Army as a driver
attached to medical headquarters
and reportedly had a love affair
with a Serbian officer. Serbia had a
different attitude to woman in war.
Serbian women were allowed into
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combat roles, as were women
from other nations. She mastered
their difficult language and lived in
a hut made from an aeroplane
case. For a time her large
ambulance was the only vehicle
available to transport hospital
stores, take equipment and
reinforcements to the front line
twelve miles away and return with
patients. She was promoted
sergeant in April 1917. In August
when fire destroyed much of
Salonika, she drove for twenty
hours, often in danger,
transporting civilians, medical
personnel, patients and hospital
records to safety. For this she was
awarded the Serbian silver medal
for bravery; a year later she
received the gold medal for
zealous conduct.
Long distressed at the plight of
Serbian soldiers, Olive King
appealed to her father for money
to set up canteens. The committee
he formed quickly raised £10,000;
she administered the first
Australian-Serbian canteen in
devastated Belgrade late in 1918
and opened seventeen canteens to
sell food, blankets, clothing and
other necessities at cost price or
below. Obtaining and transporting

supplies presented great problems
as the railway system was in chaos,
many roads were impassable and
bridges destroyed. Often she slept
on top of the stores in railway
trucks, lorries and wagons to fend
off marauding thieves. The last
canteen closed in June 1920. For
this work Olive King was awarded
the Samaritan Cross and the cross
of the Order of St Sava, personally
bestowed upon her by King
Alexander. She returned to
Belgrade in 1922 as a special guest
at his wedding.

Back in Sydney in 1920, Olive
King was active in the Girl Guides'
Association of which she was State
secretary in 1925-32 and assistant
State commissioner in 1932-42.
She received King George V's silver
jubilee (1935) and George VI's
coronation (1937) medals. During
World War II she studied
inspection at a Commonwealth
government aircraft school and
was an examiner at de Havilland
Aircraft Pty Ltd in 1942-44. Moving
to Melbourne in 1956, she died
there on November 1, 1958.
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Carlingford’s submarine memorial
In our on-going series on war memorials we visit the K13 submarine memorial in Carlingford, a north-western
suburb of Sydney.
On Pennant Hills Road near the
Carlingford railway station is a
monument that includes a large
K 13 insignia and a high standing
plinth.
This refers to a WWI submarine
HMS K 13 that was built to a new
and revolutionary design in
Glasgow by Fairfield Shipbuilders
and launched on November 11,
1916.
The British Admiralty ordered
seventeen K Class vessels, 103
metres long with a beam of over 8
metres and a draught of 6.4 metres
and accommodated a crew of 59.
The K 13 was armed with torpedos
and guns and displaced 2,600
tonnes underwater and was driven
on the surface by two oil-fired
boilers that were connected to two
steam turbines. Electric motors,
run off batteries, were the power
source underwater. The vessel had
a conning tower and retractable
funnels. It had a top speed of 24
knots on the surface and 8 knots
submerged. She had a maximum
range of 12,500 nautical miles on
the surface and 40 nautical miles
underwater.

The K 13 was struck by tragedy
during her sea trials and many on
board were drowned. One person
who survived was Charles
Freestone, the K 13’s leading
telegraphist. At the end of WWI,
he was serving in the Australian
Navy and decided to remain in
Australia. Over the next 40 years
Charles was a successful
Parramatta businessman. In 1956,
he set aside part of his property at
Carlingford for a K 13 memorial
park. Charles died in 1958 but his
widow persisted with the project.
The memorial was unveiled by
Commander Phillip R. Wood, DSC,
RN, Commander Submarines,
Fourth Submarine Division, Sydney,
on 10 September 1961 in the
presence of the High
Commissioner for the United
Kingdom, Lt. Gen Sir William
Oliver and Mrs M.F. Freestone.
The memorial commemorates
all submariners who were killed
serving their country. However,
specifically highlights the K 13 and
those who lost their lives during
the initial sea trials of that vessel in
1917.

On the morning of January
19,1917, the K 13 started her sea
trials on Gareloch. However, the
day before the actual sea trials, the
submarine was submerged for an
hour within the shipyard’s basin.
Everything was reported to be in
order.
In addition to the 53 crew on
board were 14 directors and
employees of the builders, five
representatives of the subcontractors, five Admiralty officials,
a pilot and two officers, Captain
Goodhart, DSO and the Chief
Engineer, both from the twin ship
K 14 that was still under
construction in the same yard,
were also on board.
At 0800 hrs, under Lt Commander
Godfrey Herbert, the K 13 was
slowly towed out of Fairfield’s yard
and along the Clyde to Gareloch.
Once in the test area, K 13
completed her surface trials where
she recorded a speed of 23 knots,
making K 13 the fastest submarine
in the world.

The K 13 Memorial Park, Carlingford
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At 3.15 pm the submarine
arrived at the dive area. After
checking instrumentation the dive
was ordered. It was subsequently
noted that one of the indicators was
flickering but this was thought to be
caused by faulty wiring, but in
reality it was caused by some boiler
room ventilators not being fully
shut off.
K13 began her dive smoothly,
but refused to level out at 6m and
continued her downward plunge. It
was reported that the boiler room
was flooded, so to save the ship, the
watertight door to the stern section
was closed off. This meant certain
death to those trapped.
The descent could not be
stopped and K 13 settled in 16m of
water. A fire broke out in the main
switchboard consuming valuable
oxygen but this was quickly
extinguished.
Thirty-one men were already dead

Meanwhile,
inside K 13, the
two submariner
skippers, Lt Com.
Godfrey Herbert
of K 13 and
Captain Goodhart
of K 14 prepared
an escape plan,
hoping one of
them would reach
The Submarine K 13 remodelled as the HMS K 22
the surface.
Their plan was
to be propelled through the conning the bow of the submarine, oil was
tower to the surface, using highblown from her fuel tanks and the
pressure air bottles. Goodhart made bow winched up until it was above
the first attempt but on being
the surface. A hole was cut through
violently projected upwards, hit his
the hull and through this, the men
head and was immediately killed.
escaped. They had been entombed
Herbert then tried and successfully
57 hours by the time the last man
reached the surface where he was
was rescued, around midnight on
picked up by the salvage crew.
January 31.
Divers were once again sent down
Forty-eight men had been saved.
and communicated with the
At 6pm the next day, the holding
remaining survivors using Morse
ropes broke and K 13 slid back to
the bottom. It was finally salvaged
on March 15, taken back to the
shipyard, repaired and
recommissioned as HMS K 22.
No K Class submarine was
credited with sinking or damaging
any enemy shipping, but there are
several accounts of these vessels
being lost or damaged on exercises
Funnels being lowered as HMS K 22 prepares to submerge
and more than 300 men lost their
lives.
and survival of the remainder was
code. They ingeniously attached a
problematical.
flexible hose through which air,
Surface observers became
some food and
concerned when K 13 failed to redrinks were
surface and oil slicks appeared. It
passed. Playing
was almost 2200 hours before the
cards were sent
first rescue vessel, Gossamer,
down “to beguile
arrived. An attempt to send a diver
the tedium of
down was frustrated because there waiting”. Those
was no diving suit on board the
still alive could
ship. It was dawn before divers
survive if a
descended.
method of escape
When they finally reached K 13, her were devised.
stern was deeply buried in the mud. The salvage crew
They knocked on the hull and were
fed strong wire
The Submarine HMS K 13
amazed to get a response.
hawsers around
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The 1919 Spanish Flu Epidemic
After the decimation of Australia’s population in World War One, returning soldiers brought home Spanish
infulenza which caused more grief
Worldwide the 1918–1919
influenza pandemic stands as one
of the greatest natural disasters of
all time killing 50 to 100 million
people, rivalling the Black Death of
the fourteenth century.
In a little over a year the
disease affected hundreds of
millions of people and killed
between 50 and 100 million. The
disease reached Australia in 1919
killing more than 15,000 people.
The Tasmanian government was
able to hold back the pandemic for
several months due to the

geographic isolation of the state,
but eventually the Spanish Flu hit
the island state.
Australia’s per capita death rate
was less than in other countries,
but the pandemic was a major
demographic and social tragedy,
affecting the lives of millions of
Australians.
Emerging in Europe in the final
months of the Great War, few
communities escaped its effects.
Possibly 25–30 per cent of the
world’s population was infected.
There was a series of

pandemic waves, the first striking
in the Northern Hemisphere in the
spring of 1918. By October the
disease reached New Zealand.
Despite a strict maritime
quarantine policy, the disease hit
Australia in early 1919.
The first case of pneumonic
influenza appeared in Melbourne,
in early January 1919. Early cases
were so mild, however, that there
was initially confusion about
whether the virus was the Spanish
flu, or simply a continuation of the
seasonal flu virus from the
previous winter.

Innoculation parade against influenza in the Senior Medical Officer's hut at the No. 4 Command Depot AIF camp at
Hurdcott, Wiltshire U K in March 1919 prior to repatriation

13

This uncertainty delayed the
confirmation of an outbreak from
Victorian health authorities,
which allowed the infection to
spread to New South Wales and
South Australia by the end of
January 1919. New South Wales
was the first state to officially
proclaim an outbreak of
pneumonic influenza on 27
January 1919, with Victoria
following suit the next day.
The first wave in NSW
occurred from mid-March to
late-May 1919, affecting twice as
many males as females and
resulting in about 31 per cent of
total deaths in the state.
The second, more virulent
wave, peaked in June and July
producing a higher mortality rate,
involved more females and
affected far more people over
the age of 50 years.
In Australia the pandemic was
a major demographic and social
tragedy, affecting the lives of
millions of people. In a period of
six months in 1919, probably
more than 15,000 died from
influenza and possibly as many as
two million Australians were
infected. The 1920 Official Year
Book of the Commonwealth of
Australia (see table) stated
11,552 people died of Influenza
in 1919, but epidemiologists
believe that is almost certainly an
underestimate by at least 3000 to
4000.
More than 5000 marriages
were affected by the loss of a
partner and over 5000 children
lost one or both parents. In 1919,
almost 40 per cent of Sydney’s
population had influenza, more
than 4000 people died, and in
some parts of Sydney influenza
.

deaths comprised up to 50 per
cent of all deaths.
Influenza usually mostly
affects the very old and very
young, but in NSW, more than
52 per cent of all deaths occurred
in people aged between 20 and
39 years, and there were twice as
many deaths from influenza in
this age cohort than in the 0–4
years and the 50 years and over
age groups combined. Males
were more affected than
females.
Adults aged between 25 and
34 years contributed almost one
third of all deaths. This is possibly
because the higher workforce
participation rate of males and
male-dominated practices such
as drinking in hotel bars and
attending crowded sporting

events, were likely sources of
increased risk of infection.
Australia experienced a
mortality rate of close to three
deaths per thousand, while in
New Zealand it was six.
In Western Samoa there were
8,500 deaths in a total population
of only 38,000—a death rate of
221.92 per thousand.
Indigienous populations were
also severely affected. In New
Zealand, the Maori population
was seven times more likely to
die from influenza than
European New Zealanders, and
their death rate exceeded 42.3
per thousand. Australia’s
indigenous population was also
severely affected, with a
mortality rate approaching 50 per
cent in some communities

A wounded soldier who is also suffering from influenza and two Voluntary Aid Detachment (VAD) nurses Martha Mary
Priestly (nee Brooks) and Smith outside the 'flu ward at the Randwick Military Hospital (No. 4 AGH, later known as the
Prince of Wales Hospital). The VADs are wearing masks over most of their faces to protect themselves against the Spanish
Influenza virus. The soldier is on crutches and has a heavily bandaged right foot.
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Most countries, including
Australia, were ill- prepared to
cope with such a disaster. The
war had severely disrupted social
and economic life, removed
many medical personnel and
disrupted public services.
To curb the outbreak,
Australian authorities closed
schools, theatres, dance halls,
churches, pubs and other places
where the public met, streets
were sprayed and people
compelled to wear masks in
public. Movement by public
transport was restricted and
state borders were closed, with
quarantine camps set up at
border crossings.
Hundreds of thousands of
people demanded inoculation
and the government established
nearly 1300 public inoculation
depots across Sydney.
In a little over six months
more than 820,000 inoculations
were performed, including more
than 440,000 in Sydney (more
than half the city’s population).
Hospitals were quickly
overwhelmed and health care
workers pushed to exhaustion.
At the onset of the pandemic,
NSW had only 2000 hospital
beds. Between

January and September more
than 25,000 people in NSW were
admitted to hospital with
influenza, requiring the
establishment of hundreds of
temporary influenza hospitals
in private homes, schools,
showground buildings, tearooms,
drill halls, churches, gaols,
bowling clubs, and courthouses.
The pandemic also took its toll
on medical and healthcare
workers. In Sydney more than
800 were incapacitated with
influenza and many temporary
hospitals had to be staffed
by volunteers.
The public was stunned by the
ferocity of the pandemic and
newspapers fanned public
unease with regular reports of
cases and deaths and reports of
people waking fine in the
morning and being dead from
influenza by nightfall. With so
many people off work due to
illness, normal services and
activities were severely
disrupted. Many rebelled by
circumventing the state border
quarantine blockades or refusing
to wear masks. Waterside
workers refused to unload ships
for fear of infection and some
public workers demanded

What’s in a name?
The Spanish Flu did not start in Spain, Scientists have various
theories. One is that it originated at the major troop staging
and hospital camp in Étaples, France which was adjacent to
piggeries and aviaries which may have been the original
source of the virus before it transferred to humans. There is
also evidence it started in Kansas USA in 1917 and was taken
to the French battlefields by American soldiers.

‘epidemic pay’. People shunned
outsiders and interstate
visitors, fearing they were a
potential source of infection.
The pandemic caused
disputes between all
governments over border
closures, differing policies of
border controls and quarantine,
interstate transport links, and the
quarantine of returning
servicemen. Eventually,
cooperation between the states
and the Commonwealth
authorities was abandoned, with
each state imposing its own
conditions and organising its own
containment policies. The 1919
experience clearly demonstrates
that cooperation between
various governments and
government authorities
during such crises cannot always
be taken for granted.
By the end of 1919, the
influenza pandemic was over.
In Australia, while the
estimated 15,000 death toll was
still high, it was less than a
quarter of the country’s 62,000
death toll from the First World
War. Australia’s death rate of 2.7
per 1000 of population was one
of the lowest recorded of any
country during the pandemic.

Influenza deaths
Australia-wide
1917

168

1918

848

1919

11,552

1920

230
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