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Day 1 and 2  
 
Well, weôve arrived in turkey and made it through our first day. I am now sitting on my 
bed in my room at the Antik with my roommate Lauren. I am absolutely exhausted and 
all I want to do is go to sleep. Even so, today (or the past two days depending on which 
way you look at it) has been amazing and I am already in love with Turkey.  I Left home 
on Saturday morning (having only just finished my packing that day!) and went to the 
airport. There, I was farewelled by my parents and grandparents. My mum and grandpa 
both became slightly teary and I think that was mostly because they were proud of me. I 
didnôt have the slightest bit of anxiety or sadness in me, as I already knew I was going to 
have the trip of a lifeti me. I flew first on QANTAS to Sydney, while on the flight I did the 
only bit of homework Iôve done all trip, and think it was probably the only bit of 
homework I will do all trip.  
 
I was greeted at the gate by Andrew (from the war memorial in Canberra) and was at 
first slightly shocked by his extremely  friendly and, lets say, youthful energy. However, I 
and everyone else soon became used to his enthusiasm. We then met up with everyone 
else. It was great seeing everyone again and we are all so excited. We had quite a wait at 
Sydney airport, and passed the time playing cards. JP tried to teach us how to play ó500ô 
with little success ï in the end we just ended up talking. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Our first flight was the eight -hour haul to Singapore. Chelsea, Tanvi and I started the 
flight by playing one of the trivia games on the computer (which personally I believe I 
dominated!) and watching the movie Burlesque. Drooling over Cam Gigandet in the 
movie quickly passed the first 3 hours, however we were heartbroken to learn that we 
still had another 6 to go! We occupied the time learning Turkish phrases such as óhello ï 
merhabaô and óheôs a babe ï bebek jibiô. We also played around with the seat-to-seat calls 
and had to locate Andrew (who for some reason Stuart thought was in business class?) 
When the plane landed in Singapore I was simultaneously relieved and horrified, as I 
knew we werenôt even halfway yet! One of the highlights of the flight was the hot towel 
they brought around periodically. We continued the tradition of placing the towels over 
our faces and groaning with satisfaction.  
 
At the Singapore airport we entertained ourselves by doing Pilates with Andrew and 
exploring the depressingly derelict óentertainment floorô. However, with only a 1½-hour 
transit, we were soon back on the plane. This was the leg of the trip I hated most, as even 
though Hayley and I were lucky enough to have a seat in between us it still seemed as 
though I tossed and turned all night whilst everyone else slept.  
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Arriving in Turkey was so exciting! After paying the $20 for our visa and passing through 
the unsmiling customs officers, we caught a bus and met our guide, Osgul/Fred , who 
took us to the hotel. On the way, I was amazed and entranced by everything we saw. The 
outskirts of Turkey were quite industrial, with many tall buildings and apartments. 
However, as we got closer to out hotel, which was in the old part of Istanbul, the 
buildings became more architectural and more how I i magined Turkey to look like. All of 
the buildings were so different to Australia ï they were so much packed together. Osgul 
told us a bit about the city; how it is one of the five largest cities in the world and has an 
annual population growth of approxima tely 2.8%. Almost the whole population  of 
Australia is present in Istanbul! We arrived at the hotel at about 10.30am. We were able 
to go to our rooms and freshen up before going for a short walk through the city. Our 
hotel is on the most quaint street ï a little cobbled alleyway just off one of Istanbulôs 
main roads, and on the other side of this road isé the Grand Bazaar! We walked past 
what seemed like a million different clothes and shoe shops and past the Grand Bazaar. 
There were these round bread/pretzel things (called Simit) that looked really nice and I 
definitely  what to try. We had a so-called ólightô lunch at the hotel consisting of an entree 
of cucumber salad cheese pastries, a main of chicken on spinach and noodles and a 
dessert of fruit salad and cream. It was all delicious and presented beautifully. We 
rushed back to our rooms to put on more layers of clothing before going out for the rest 
of the day. The weather is actually freezing! I had no idea it was going to be this cold. It 
says it is 11°C, but the wind makes it feel like weôre standing in -11°C! I was wearing 
leggings, jeans, a skivvy, a cardigan, leather jacket, the Simpson prize jacket, a beanie 
and a scarf and was still cold! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We went for a boat ride on the Bosphorus (the Istanbul Strait), which was the highlight 
of my day. The Bosphorus is the strait of water that forms part of the boundary between 
Asia and Europe ï it splits Istanbul into two. After overcoming my initial shook of seeing 
hundreds and hundreds of jell yfish in the water, I was able to take in all the scenery. 
Along the banks of the river there are palaces, summerhouses, apartments, castle walls, 
cemeteries, boardwalks, docks, restaurants, mosques, etc. All in varying states of 
disrepair and splendour. We all sat on the top deck, watched the scenery, took photos, 
listened to Andrew sing óIstanbul was Constantinople, now its Istanbul not 
Constantinople, been a long time gone since Constantinople, with a Turkish delight on a 
moonlit nightéô stole JPôs gloves and soaked up the fact that after weeks of waiting and 
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wishing, we were finally in Turkey. At one point, Andrew pointed out these bundles of 
balloons in the water. He told us how there was a man with a shotgun, who you can pay a 
bit of m oney to have a shot at the balloons. If you can shoot three balloons in a row you 
winé a packet of cigarettes!? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 After the cruise we went to the military museum. Here we were able to look at artefacts 
and photos from Turkeyôs military past. The museum was very interesting, however I 
donôt think I was able to fully appreciate it, as I was so exhausted from travelling. Whilst 
there, we were lucky enough to see the Janissary Band Concert. This music was used to 
frighten off the enemy prior to a Turkish battle. The band was very good, and extremely 
loud ï it certainly woke me up! They all had very thick black moustaches which I swear 
couldnôt all be real. We were then able to go back to the hotel and rest in our rooms 
before dinner. Dinner was as equally scrumptious as lunch with a savoury cheese pastry, 
meatballs and a coconut mousse making up the menu. Over dinner we were treated to 
the bonus entertainment of JPôs enlightening entertainment... Stuart got him started on 
politics and later public schools and tax. The ódebateô started between Stuie and JP but 
soon degenerated to half the table ï it was like watching a very heated tennis match, 
back and forth, back and forthé All in all, it has been a great start to my first day in 
Turkey!  
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Day 3  
 
Today was just as exhausting as the first day! It began with Tanvi, Stuie and I going for a 
run through the streets of Istanbul. It was freezing outside, but we soon warmed up. We 
ran along one of the main roads and headed down towards the Blue Mosque. I ran ahead, 
but the downside of this was that I had absolutely no idea where I was going! I stopped at 
a mosque and asked the man if it was the blue mosque ï he just shook his head. About 
50m later I saw a giant blue mosque and realised how stupid I must have seemed to 
himé After our run I had a shower, then went to my first Turkish breakfast. On offer was 
a mixture of cereals, toast, pastries, cheeses, olives and other European offerings. It was 
a relief to be able to control my portions and have one course ï not three! All of us girls 
sat on a couch and had breakfast, prompting Andrew to nickname us the óSultanaôs of the 
Antikô.  
 
After breakfast we went to the blue mosque and the Hippodrome. The Hippodrome was 
built by the Romans in about 200AD. I was origi nally used for chariot races for over 400 
years, until in 532AD one of Turkeyôs bloodiest riots broke out. Previously, the Emperorôs 
team always ówonô, but not this year. During the riot  most of Istanbul was burned. It 
ended when the army massacred about 30 000 people who were trapped in the 
Hippodrome. Very little of the Hippodrome is visible now, and it is more of a square. We 
made friends with a vendor selling scarfs ï Chelsea and I took a photo with him. We then 
went to the Blue Mosque, which was absolutely stunning. The Blue Mosque was 
commission by Sultan Ahmet in the early 1600s, when he was only 20 years old. 
However, he died the year after it was completed. The mosque had seven minarets and is 
the only mosque in Turkey to have seven. If a mosque has two or more minarets it means 
that the imperial family has commissioned it. The inside of the mosque was beautiful, 
and photos couldnôt do it justice.  We all had to take off our shoes before entering, and it 
was also considerate to cover your head with a scarf. The inside was made up of millions 
of tiles and fresco paintings. We couldnôt really understand why it was called the blue 
mosque, when red was just as much a prominent colour. The weather today day was 
FREEZING, worse than yesterday (and raining) so we went back to the hotel to put on 
more layers and pick up some ponchos. The ponchoôs made us look like penguinsé or 
dementorsé I was wearing 5 layers again! 
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We took the bus up to Topkapi palace ï the imperial palace of the Sultan.  The palace 
was gorgeous; there were four courtyards, the first two used to allow public entrance and 
the second two were just for the Sultan and his family. Everywhere there were these 
amazing tulips! Osgul told us how tulips originally came from Turkey, a nd just recently 
they replanted three million bulbs across the city. We saw the huge kitchens, where 
apparently the Sultan would serve thousands of the poor every night. We saw a one-way 
mirror where the Sultan could look through and spy on his guests. We went to the palace 
restaurant for lunch, which overlooked the water. Lunch was yet again amazing, and 
food is fast becoming one of the highlights of this trip. We were served stuffed capsicum, 
shredded meats and then an assortment of honey cakes and baklava. Poor JP couldnôt 
have any of the desserts because of his nut allergy, so they served him a pear! When 
leaving the restaurant, Tanvi and I came across a bubble phone! This took us back to 
Canberra ï when we were leaving parliament house after the presentation, Tanvi and I 
came across the original bubble phone and got really excited. Tanvi wasnôt paying any 
attention to her surroundings and completely stacked it off a ledge!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We then had a few hours to walk around the palace and have a look at all the museum 
displays. I went with Tanvi, Chelsea and JP ï we talked and got to know each other 
better. We saw many artefacts and jewels, like the 50kg solid gold candlesticks and 
Mohammadôs turban (ñapparentlyò).  After this we went back to the hotel on the bus. 
This was by far the best bus trip yet, as we had a hilarious conversation, which shall not 
be repeated (what happened in Turkey stays in Turkey). At the hotel, Tanvi and I helped 
Andrew update the blog before going out with the other gir ls for a quick shop! We 
sampled our first bits of Turkish delight and encountered our first experiences with the 
Turkish stallholders, in particular one man called Emrah. He desperately wanted us to go 
and have a look at the jeans he was selling, so in the end we obliged. He led us down this 
seedy looking alleyway and opened the door to this tiny room. We all just hovered in the 
doorway, too scared to go in. Eventually we said we had to go and that we would come 
back the next day (we didnôt). He then proceeded to ask how many chickens it would cost 
to buy Chelsea! We left pretty quickly after that. We spent a little longer looking around, 
but no one bought anything. We met up with the boys and found that they were far more 
proficient shoppers than us, and had already stocked up on matching shoesé 
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We had dinner this night at the Develi restaurant, this was a very nice restaurant, but on 
the walk there, we had to walk past this shop absolutely full of fresh fish ï it was 
disgusting (but I strongly dislike seafood soé) The waiters made us flowers out of the 
serviettes, which was really cool. Gene got given the first one, which we all thought was 
hilarious! Connor went to pay for his drink, but didnôt have any change so he payed with 
a 20 lira note. The waiter thought he was giving a big tip, and didnôt give Connor any 
change! After dinner, everyone came back to Lauren and my room, were we chilled, 
talked and listened to music before going to sleep. 
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Day 4  
 
We woke up early again today and went for a run, this time with Gene (although Iôm not 
sure he really knew what he was getting himself into!). The run was a lot harder today 
than yesterday and I just know I am going to be so stiff tomorrow. Even so, it still took 
my breath away to be pounding up and down the cobblestones, past these thousand year 
old mosques and witness all of the locals getting ready for just another normal day. We 
had breakfast at the Antik again before heading out for the day. 
 
We ended up not sticking to the itiner ary today, as unforseen events prevented it. We 
were originally meant to go the Church of Chora first, but when we arrived we found it 
absolutely packed with buses. Hence, we decided to try again later. Instead, we headed to 
the Rahmi M. Koc Technology museum. The museum is owned by one of the richest 
families in Turkey and was opened in 1994. It is on the north shore of the Golden Horn. 
When we arrived, it was slightly too early for the museum to be open so we looked 
around outside and went onto one of the restored boats. We kept running into large 
groups of Turkish school children that just wanted to say hi and take our picture. They 
were all so excited and enthusiastic that to me, they were the highlight on my day. We 
tried to learn a few more Turkish phrases such as ógood morning ï gunaydinô, óthankyou 
ï tesekkur ederimô and ónice to meet you ï memmnum oldumô. Some of the highlights of 
the museum included the exhibition of apple products through the ages, and the 
interactive household appliances display. There was a plane, which you could go inside, 
and large displays of cars and other vehicles. Tanvi, JP and I did the limbo under the 
plane wings before Tanvi stacked it ï again!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We went to Istiklal Street, but when we arrived there, we found a massive protest being 
staged! The protest was in light of the upcoming political elections. All around were 
hundreds of police all kitted out in bull etproof vests, riot shields and massive rifles. 
Lauren and I got spooked by the guns and spent the next hour arm in arm. We got the 
chance to walk down Istiklal Street for the next hour. The street is a 3km pedestrian 
stretch of shops, caf®ôs and even a church. We went to Andrewôs favourite Turkish delight 
shop ï which was the original Turkish delight shop. I made my first purchase of the trip 
there. All of the shops were nice, however many of them were similar to the ones in 
Western Countries, like Top Shop, so we didnôt buy anything; while in Turkey, I would 
prefer to shop in the markets. While walking back up the street, Lauren and I somehow 
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got conned into buying ice creams we really didnôt want. We went over to have a look at 
what he was pounding in this vat and he started doing all these tricks and plopped them 
into our hands! We felt so cheated! We had lunch at Haci Baba restaurant; soup, stuffed 
eggplant and a choice of desserts ï I chose the honey cake. At the end of lunch, just as we 
were about to look at some of Chelseaôs photoôs from home, the power went out ï but it 
came back on just as quickly. Apparently this is quite common. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We were then able to go back to the Church of Chora. The Church was originally a Greek 
Orthodox Church, but was converted into a mosque in the 16th century by the Ottoman 
rulers and later became a museum in 1948. It was a beautiful, small church, covered in 
mosaic tiles of glass dipped in gold and frescos. It was really interesting to hear all of the 
stories of Christ that we know so well, told from a Turkish perspective. Outside of the 
Church were some stalls, where I bought two pashminas. I bought them for 8½ liras 
each, which is about $5! They feel very soft. We then went to the spice bazaar, I was so 
happy for another chance to go shopping. It was built (like many of the bazaars in 
Turkey) to provide money for the running of the large mosques through taxes. All of the 
big mosques had markets built nearby for this purpose. Inside there were spices, teas 
and Turkish delight everywhere ï It smelt amazing. We had fun talking to all the 
shopkeepers, trying Turkish delight and smelling the teas. There was an amazing array of 
teas, from the traditional Turkish tea, to apple tea, rosebud tea, and even love tea. From 
one man we bought some love tea to try and a bag of rose flavoured Turkish delight to 
share. The guy told us about his girlfriend in Sydney and said heôs given us a special price. 
We thought weôd bargained so well, before we met back up with the group and realised 
that was the same price everyone had bought their Turkish delight for. Tanvi and I got 
cornered by this one guy who told us that if we came back tomorrow, we could be his 
honeys and he would take us somewhere quiet! We got so freaked out! When walking 
back to the bus, we pretended to be French, and Tanvi started talking to the shopkeepers 
in French (I just nodded and said Oui oui) ï and then we realised that they could all 
practically speak fluent French!  Back with the group, Stuie taught me a new joke. It goes, 
ñknock knock. Whoôs there? Europe: Europe who? NO, youôre a poo!ò haha! I yet again 
tried to fool the others with the old, óyouôve got something on your chest, then tap the 
noseô trick, until Osgul got me back! 
 
We went back to the hotel, where Lauren and I experienced some trouble with our keys! 
The previous night weôd had people knocking on our door and calling us up (the boyôs 
swear  it wasnôt them), so we were freaked out and saying that maybe there was an axe 
murderer who was going to come and kill us! Hence, when we got back to our room and 
realised weôd lost our key, we thought the axe murderer had come and stolen it. We went 
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down and got a new key, but entered the room very suspiciously. Eventually, JP came to 
hang out in our room so we decided to re-enact our entry into our room ï we ran outside 
and shut the door, and forgot that weôd left the key in our room! It was so embarrassing 
to have to go down and get a second key, 5 minutes later. We had yet another massive 
dinner at the hotel; I am going to be HUGE by the end of this trip. Later, everyone came 
to our room and chilled again. At about 11pm, we got bored, so Stuart took us out into 
Instanbul, and we went for a walk around that night.  It was amazing to be able to see the 
city at night, as it provided such a different atmosphere. We gossiped and played truth or 
dare and went to bed quite late ï our nights are slowly but surely getting later.  
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Day 5  
 
Tanvi and I yet again woke up early, met Stuie and went for a run. Today it was quite 
hard to get up, taking into account the fact that we had only gone to bed earlier that 
morning! I was so stiff this morning: the soreness had finally arrived. I had a shower, 
then packed my bag, as we were leaving for Gallipoli today. Lauren and I had left and 
locked the room before we realised weôd left our passports inside the safe! Thank god we 
realised, otherwise we were dead. We sprinted back to our room, grabbed the passports 
and vowed that we would never, ever be stupid enough to lose our passports whilst 
overseas. After breakfast, we hopped onto the bus ready for the 5-hour trip ahead. In 
reality, the bus ride went faster than I could imagine. We spent the first hour trying to 
update our journals (we were all slightly behind already) but kept getting bumped 
around and distracted. Us girls made a playlist on Stuieôs iPod to blast through the bus 
sound speakers. Everyone (or at least us girls) sang along to Christina Aguileraôs óAinôt no 
other manô and Men at Workôs óLand down underô. JP and Stuart got into another 
massive ódebateô that lasted for several hours and kept all of us absolutely captivated. 
Some of the arguments they were both coming up with (particularly JP) were quite funny. 
We made several comfort stops where we were able to pay one lira and go to the 
bathroom and stock up on chocolate and chips at the service stations. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
When we finally got to Gallipoli we were all very excited ï this was the part of the trip 
most of us were really looking forward to. Weôd flown all of this way to be here at 
Gallipoli and see the places where our men fought, stand where they stood and honour 
there memory. Anzac Day didnôt seem very far away, and I personally couldnôt wait. I was 
quite surprised by my first impressions of the Peninsula. In my imagination I had 
pictured a dirty, dusty and muddy peninsula with little vegetation ï like it would have 
been during the war thanks to the frequent artille ry attacks and machine gun fire. It was 
actually quite the contrary; the vegetation was beautiful, very luscious and green. The 
weather was perfect, a stark contrast to the overcast days we encountered in Istanbul. 
We got to the Kum hotel and dumped our bags. The Kum hotel is the only hotel actually 
on the Gallipoli peninsula, so we are very privileged to be able to stay there. Although the 
hotel isnôt the most luxurious, itôs comfortable and all of the staff and guests here are 
very friendly. We had lunch at the hotel ï a buffet style affair. The hotel was quite 
different to the photos on the Internet, and I am so disappointed that the pool is empty! 
Oh well, we have all vowed to go for a swim in the Aegean Sea before we leave. After 
lunch I somehow managed to lock myself in our bathroom (Chelsea and I are sharing a 
room, and Tanvi has dragged her mattress in as she doesnôt want to be in a room by 
herself). I have no idea how it happened, but when I went to unlock the door, I couldnôt! 
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Chelsea, Lauren, Hayley and Tanvi were wetting themselves and had to go and get Stuie 
to help get me outé 
 
The first place we visited on the Peninsula was beach cemetery, which is the closest 
cemetery to the landing (Anzac Cove). It was very humbling to see the graves where our 
soldiers were buried, buried by their comrades and friends, many whom were to die 
themselves in the upcoming months. Beach Cemetery is situated on what was known as 
Hellôs Spit, at the southern point of Anzac Cove. You are able to look out onto Anzac Cove 
from the cemetery. The gravestones are all lined up in rows and the cemetery is very well 
looked after ï I am glad, because it is nice to know that someone is caring for these men. 
Most of the headstones have inscriptions written on them, some of the most moving that 
I noticed here were ñthose who live in our memories never dieò and ñdeeds not wordsò.  
John Kirkpatrick Simpson is buried here at Beach Cemetery, so we all paused at his 
grave and talked about his life. Simpson jumped ship and arrived in Austr alia. He 
desperately wanted to get back to England (where he was from) and thought that by 
joining the army he might do this. Apparently, Simpson was quite antisocial and got into 
many a brawls and arguments. He only survived three weeks, but his legend became 
eternal. All of us have researched a soldier who we are going to tell the group about when 
we find their gravestone. Geneôs soldier is buried at Beach Cemetery. We all sat on the 
grass and took photos before leaving and going to look at a monument by Ataturk. The 
inscription on the monument was very moving and read ñThose heroes that shed their 
bloodΟ and lost their lives. You are now lying in the soil of a friendly country. Ο 
Therefore rest in peace. ΟThere is no difference between the JohnniesΟ and the Mehmets 

to us where they lie side by sideΟ here in this country of ours. Ο You the mothers Οwho 

sent their sons from far away countries wipe away your tears. Ο Your sons are now 

living in our bosom Ο and are in peace. ΟHaving lost their lives on this land they have Ο
become our sons as wellò. This quote is absolutely beautiful and really represents the 
relationship between the Australian and Turkish people; there is no resentment on either 
side ï war is terrible for everyone involved. I find it incredibly big of the Turkish people 
to allow us Australians to visit every year. We as a country invaded their land and killed 
thousands of their men. Yet, they still welcome us with open arms as we travel to 
Gallipoli in the thousands to honor our men.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We went to another smaller cemetery, and I was again surprised by how small it was. We 
went down onto Anzac Cove beach where we talked about the landing. Stuie told us how 
it was a common misconception for people to believe that the Anzacs landed at the 
wrong beach. What actually happened was very different. When you chose a landing spot, 
you actually chose a region to land, and the issue for the Anzacs was that they all tried to 
land at the same spot directly in the middle. This caused serious congestion. We all had a 
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go at skipping rocks along the water and soon found that Andrew is a rock skipping 
legend. Tanvi, Connor, JP and I were all interviewed by Sharon (a lady from the BBC 
who is staying and flying with us and wants to make a radio documentary). She asked me 
about why the Anzac legend is important to me. I told her that I believed it was very 
important not to forget these men. If I were an Anzac soldier, I would take great comfort 
knowing I was remembered, that I wasnôt just a pawn in the grand scheme of the war and 
that my sacrifice mattered. I believe that this  is what the Anzac spirit is helping to 
achieve. 
 
We went back to the Kum, where we were able to watch the sunset over the beach. We 
had dinner and then went to the games room. Here, I played cards (solo) with Tanvi, 
Connor, JP and Geraldine. We went to bed a bit later.  
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Day 6  
 
I woke up at 6.30am and continued the tradition of a morning run. This time Hayley and 
Connor came along as well. This was a very different sort of run, a lot harder in my 
opinion, as it was up and down the hills of the Gallipoli terrain. We were running u p the 
road, turned a corner and saw it. It was huge. It was horrible. It was a massive hill. After 
struggling up the hill and a bit further, we turned around and ran back to the hotel. As 
we were waiting for Hayley, these two dogs ran up to us. The large black and white 
shaggy dog ran away and went to greet Hayley. It had a hilarious run and really put life 
and meaning back into the world lollop. The dog jumped up and put its paws on Hayleyôs 
shoulders ï it was as tall as she was! When we got back to the hotel we all sadly 
discovered one of the flaws of the hotel ï the showers. There was no water pressure and 
the hot water was quite inconsistent. This made it very entertaining listening to someone 
else have a shower, because you would hear his or her screams when the hot water 
conked out. At breakfast, we discovered the secret treasure of the Kum ï the hot 
chocolate. It was to die for, and we all had at least two mugs of it.  
 
We caught the bus up to Pluggeôs Plateau, which the Anzacs had originally identified as 
the first ridge they had to take. However, when they got to the top they were extremely 
disheartened to discover that it wasnôt the first ridge ï they still had to get through 
shrapnel valley, across the razorback and take lone pine (the real first ridge). It was a 
hard climb for us getting up to Pluggeôs Plateau and I soon found myself shedding layers. 
It was easy to picture the soldiers climbing up here in much different conditions. If we 
found it hard, I can only imagine what it was like for them; with heavy packs, no 
helpfully constructed path and under heavy gunfire, never knowing from which direction 
the n ext attack would come. The view from the top was amazing. You could see the 
whole cove, many of the infamous landmarks (such as the Sphinx) and even where they 
were setting up the grand stands for Anzac Day. Perhaps the most ominous site was the 
dark shapes of the sunken landing boats, still visible after all these years. We went to 
Shrapnel Valley cemetery, which was just as moving as the other cemeteries we had gone 
to. While there, Stuie announced that we were going to have a picnic, and promptly 
pulled out a bag of óhard tack and bully beefô the staple diet of the Anzacs. It was 
disgusting and the bully beef was extremely salty and unappetising. It was hard to 
imagine surviving on this for months on end.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We drove to lone pine to have a look at this cemetery before the Anzac Day Australian 
service. Lone Pine was very moving, there were so many names of the deceased on the 
memorial, and it was very sad to know that these men never got a final resting place; no 
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one knows where there body is or if there is in fact even a body left. I found the name of 
the soldier I had researched, and talked a bit about him. His name was Brinley Richard 
Boyer and he was killed at only 18 years old. He was one of the few soldiers at lone pine 
who had a gravestone. Geraldine also talked about a boy she had researched who was 
only 14 years old. A few others also had soldiers buried at Lone Pine. We had a chance to 
walk through the trenches, which was an amazing experience. Even though the trenches 
had been quite severely eroded in places it was still an amazing opportunity to be able to 
walk through them. Everybody had told me that I would be surprised at how close the 
two sides trenches were to each other, but nothing can quite prepare you until you see it 
yourself. They were literally no further than a road width apart. I was shocked; they 
would have been able to hear every movement the other side made. It was just mind-
blowing to try and comprehend the brutality that occurred in t hese places.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We went back to the hotel and had lunch before returning to lone pine. We talked about 
the battle, and the brutality of the fighting that occurred here. When taking the trenches, 
the men would wait around corners and bayoneted each other, because it was too 
dangerous to shoot. These stories and being in these places, are ingrained in me; I am 
seeing the war in another dimension. We walked to Courtney and Steeleôs post and then 
later to Quinnôs Post. Quinnôs post was a very important viewpoint  and one that the 
Allies valued highly when they took it.  We also went to the Nek and discussed that battle. 
The Nek battlefield was tiny, especially in comparison to the number of lives lost there. It 
was no larger than 2½ tennis courts. The battle of the Nek is the bat tle that features in 
the movie Gallipoli . Australian artillery was supposed to bombard the Turkish trenches 
and finish at 4.30am, allowing the soldiers to advance without retaliation. However, the 
bombardment finished at 4.23am, 7 minutes early. The commanders made the decision 
to wait until the appointed time to advance, in case the artillery started again. However, 
this gave the Turkish time to prepare. Wave upon wave of soldiers was ordered to 
advance even though they were being mowed down before they went more than a few 
steps.  In the movie, the general who gave the order to keep advancing is British, though 
in reality it was an Australian general.  
 
On the way back to the Kum, we visited Chunuk Bair, the New Zealand memorial on the 
Peninsula. We also saw a huge statue of Mustapha Kamal (Ataturk), as he is highly 
valued by the Turkish. To them, he represents a modern Turkey and the freedom of the 
people. He is also highly valued as a great war leader. We returned to the hotel where we 
had an hour or so to rest before dinner. Gene and Chelsea decided it would be funny to 
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hide in Connorôs room and surprise him when he came out of the shower. This ended 
with hilarious resultsé After dinner, we decided to watch Gallipoli the movie, and I was 
slightly ashamed to admit that I had never actually seen it. I was exhausted and didnôt 
even make it through the movie ï I had to go back to my room. I was slightly relieved to 
find out that I wasnôt the only tired one, as Gene had amused everyone by falling asleep 
resting on his hands in the games room. When back in our room, we straightened 
Connorôs hair and he entertained us with his Justin Beiber moves.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 




