
MEMORIES OF GALIPOLI H. B. Stearman

On the occasion of our visit to Leeds Castle our Chairman found out that I had served on Gallipoli from the landing
to the evacuation in 1915 and he asked me to write a short article on this campaign from the point of view of 
the ordinary soldier instead of the normal historian's records.

Before doing so I would like to give members some idea of the normal happenings at the turn of the century. My
earliest recollections are of my sisters, of whom I had six, taking me to a street party for some celebration.
As two of these sisters died in 1901, I can now assume that the celebration was for the Relief of Mafeking. 
Another treat we boys had was when a horseless carriage rumbled up Goldstone Villas. We would all run up 
the road to watch it pass. My father would often remark, "these contraptions, they will never catch on". A horse-
drawn bus ran from Hove Station to Castle Square and the fare was 1 penny to York Road and 2 pence to Castle 
Square.

I joined the Royal Sussex Regiment in March 1915, a few days after my 18th birthday; I couldn't join before 
because the lower age limit was 19 but, after my 18th birthday, I could honestly say I was 19.

After the sea journey we put in at a Greek Island. I have never been able to find out whether it was Mudros or 
Imbros. However, during the late afternoon we transferred to lighters and were taken to Suvla Bay where we 
landed during the night. By morning we had pushed forward to a place we eventually knew as Burnt Hill and could
see in front of us a flat plain of grass or corn and beyond that the hills overlooking the Narrows. Although I 
knew nothing of military movements I could see immediately that to take these high hills would be impossible.

Eventually we pushed forward across the flat plain which we called the Great Salt Lake as we found that it 
was filled with brackish water during the winter and from then on it was trench warfare. We occasionally came
back to Lala Baba for a rest and on one return to a different part of the line the following incident took 
place. I was a member of the Machine Gun Section and our guns were about six yards in front of the line (that
is why we were called "The Suicide Squad") and at two in the morning, in taking over my turn of duty, I 
noticed a figure crawling towards our line. I fired a burst; it stopped and I fired another burst. Very soon 
the whole line was firing and our officer came up to see what it was all about. Eventually when it was quiet 
he ordered me to follow him and we crept out to see who it was I had killed. It was a small bush which I had 
not noticed when I took over. The officer was a Mr Butler and his home address was in Horsham.

During that summer there were hundreds of casualties from dysentry and malaria and it was in November that we 
heard whispers of evacuation. One night it was raining hard and very cold and we were ordered to dismantle our 
dug-outs (we were at rest at Lala Baba at the time.) We then marched or rather edged our way down to the jetty 
but, after spending the whole night shivering in the rain, we went back. Our dugouts were full of water and the 
rain had turned to snow. Within hours a blizzard was blowing end everything was frozen over. Before bending our 
arms, we had to crack the ice on our overcoats and still the temperature dropped. A few yards away from us (my 
mate Rod Harris and me) a group of four had got hold of some rum and had gone off to sleep. In the morning they 
were all dead, frozen to death. We kept ourselves alive by wrestling, running where possible and jumping up and 
down. It was rumoured that we lost more men in that storm than we had during the whole campaign.

Early in December we again went down to the beach and embarked on lighters which took us out to the
waiting ship which I found out was the "Brighton Belle"! On to Mudros (or Imbros) and so across to
Alexandria. As we pulled away from land we could see fires burning all along the coast where stores
were set on fire.

In Egypt we were transferred to the newly formed Machine Gun Corps and I served with them across 
Sinai, through Gaza, Beersheba, Hebron, Bethlehem and, after the capture of Jerusalem, we went on
to Galilee and Nablas.

Mr Stearman, one of our oldest members, lives at 322A Hangleton Road, Hove, BN3 7LN

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

This account was transcribed from a document in my father's possession, Geoffrey Hubert Stearman 
(1927-2020), presumably obtained from his father, Hubert Charles Stearman (1898-1969), who was the 
younger brother of Henry Burstow Stearman (1897-1984), the author of this account.
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