Later that afternoon, the transport and quarter​master's stores moved back to lines near Dickebusch, while the regiment, with a strength of twenty-five officers and six hundred and seventy-seven other ranks, occupied dugouts in the vicinity of Zillebeke Lake, prior to moving forward to the assembly posi​tion. The "hop-over" had been fixed for the early morning of the twentieth. Then ensued a monoton​ous wait, men lying perdu under the danger of enemy aerial observation, and whiling away the time by sleeping and reading in their shelters.
At nine o'clock on the evening of the nineteenth, rain began falling steadily and increased to a down​pour. The anxiety of the men was intense, and the fear that the elaborate preparations which had been made for the morrow would be rendered impotent by the bad weather was generally felt and expressed. Was the tragic failure of the August advance to be repeated? Undoubtedly the weather had "showed itself Boche,'' and too much depended on Providence treating them kindly in this regard for the men not to rail bitterly, even against Providence itself.
About midnight, the rain ceased, and depression was quickly succeeded by restrained excitement. At half-past two in the morning the Battalion went for​ward, silent companies going out into the thick dark​ness. They moved confidently over this strange ground which study of model and map, and good Intelligence work, had robbed of its strangeness. The assembly position lay in front of what had been the old front line. The "hopping-off" point had been "taped" on a line extending from Jap Avenue, near Inverness Copse, on the right, to the centre of Glencorse Wood on the left, a distance of about six hun​dred yards. The line extended into the wood itself about a hundred and fifty yards. It will be seen that the Battalion had approximately one man to a yard, a very thin attacking formation. The objec​tive lay about a thousands [sic] yards ahead on a line run​ning past Lone House and Black Watch Corner.
The inky black night and the ground made slippery and muddy by the rain, rendered progress slower and more difficult than had been anticipated, and there was difficulty, too, in preserving communication be​tween platoons which marched at an interval of a hundred yards.
… Enemy shelling during this dangerous and difficult night march was fortunately intermittent, and few casualties were sustained.
At three o'clock on this morning, the twentieth, all Companies reported themselves in position. The obstacles of darkness, wet ground, length of approach, and the multiplicity of tape lines had been sur​mounted in a way reflecting credit on all, and the first act of the drama had been successful. A moment of apprehension was felt when Verey lights were fired somewhere on the right flank, but the enemy evidently suspected nothing, the burst of fire which the men feared was not heard, and everyone re​leased the breath they had been holding in painful anticipation. …
Companies were now formed into two lines, with sections hidden in convenient shell holes. From this moment the regiment was subjected to one of the severest tests of courage and discipline—waiting calmly for an attack.
Sitting there in the cold, dark hours of the damp, misty morning; waiting through an eternity for the dawn, was a fearful test from which they emerged with honour. Desultory shelling from the enemy began about four o'clock, and some few shells burst around the Fifth's position, but from then until the zero hour —twenty minutes to six—casualties were small, and the Boche still was unaware of those crouching lines of tensely waiting men out there in No Man's Land.

The plan of advance was for two companies to form the front line and the two others to follow in support. The men advanced in "artillery formation," that is to say, in sections, with a regular interval sideways, but ranged at varying distances ahead and behind each other, with the idea that a shell bursting among the Company would thus do the least damage—its effects most probably being confined to one section.
Punctually on time—twenty minutes to six in the morning—the overture to the second act began. If the fearful artillery bombardment which commenced at this time surprised the expectant British troops, then the effect on the unprepared Germans must have been tremendous.
It seemed as though hell's gates had opened, with the frightful thunder and the glare of the bursting shells. From the eighteen pounders to the "heavies" five miles in the rear, every gun available added its quota to the rain of shells that descended on the first objective. The front and both flanks joined in this awful devastating fire, which blasted the whole line of the German front. Shell holes appeared and dis​appeared in the mud as bubbles in a pot of boiling porridge. The air quivered and roared as with the rush of a hundred express trains; the earth shook as with the advance of a thousand infuriated steam rollers, and through the murk of this September morning, the flash of the bursting shells made hideous illumination against the wan background of the dawn.
As soon as the barrage commenced, the men lit cigarettes, and springing from their shell holes, mus​tered in their sections with the coolness and jauntiness they evinced on an ordinary parade. Keen and fit, they went forward, confident that such a mighty sweeping curtain of shell fire must unquestionably demoralise any Fritzes still alive in that inferno. Their keenness to get to close quarters led some of them to press too quickly forward, with the result that a few casualties were suffered from our own barrage.
The enemy system of defence along this ridge was a series of reinforced concrete blockhouses, known from their circular form as "pill-boxes." They were of varied sizes, some of them capable of housing thirty defenders. At the S.E. corner of Glencorse Wood, these pillboxes were thickly scattered and presented formidable and almost impregnable shelters for the vicious machine guns, structures which the British artillery fire had not wholly destroyed. Although some of these monolithic pill-boxes had withstood the fearful battering of high explosive shells, the unfor​tunate occupants were dazed and bewildered by the awful concussions, and haggard, shaken men emerged in ready surrender to the Australians, waving band​ages and handkerchiefs in token of their submission.
The plan of attack provided for the Sixth Battalion taking the first objective, the Fifth capturing the second, and the Seventh and Eighth passing through and assaulting the third and final line. So eager were the leading waves that they would not suffer the rear waves to go forward alone, and a motley tide of all four regiments swept forward.
It needed tremendous courage on the part of the enemy after the furious bombardment, to give opposi​tion to these impetuous Colonials, but in places the German morale was not altogether gone, and on the right particularly the Fifth encountered strenuous resistance from the occupants of the pill-boxes fur​ther on and round Lone House. …

The captured pillboxes contained an abundance of good food, and in some cases, luxuries that were rarely seen by our men in the fighting zone. Liquors, wines and cigars were part of the booty. And the fragrance of good tobacco arose from the little groups of the Fifth who discussed events of the day over choice liquors. …

The enemy shelling and machine-gun fire still con​tinued from hidden positions, but the men lay low in the trenches, and reading papers which had been sent up, smoking German cigars and preparing a meal for themselves, made the best of their respite. One man actually lit a fire in the open, boiled his dixie of water, and nonchalantly strolled back with his tea under fire.
The advanced position of the front line made the evacuation of the wounded and the carriage of rations to the men in the trenches dangerous and arduous tasks. The distance that rations and ammunition had to be transported was eight thousand yards, most of it under heavy shelling. The work of the stretcher-hearers was thus rendered unusually difficult, and they performed prodigious feats of courage and en​durance.
Night came, and with it the expected counter-attack of the enemy. The whole of the Australian front line shot flaring S.O.S. signals that were instantly answered by our artillery with a rapidly increased rate of fire, thus discouraging the advance of the enemy soon after it commenced.
On two subsequent occasions the enemy were seen massing on the left front, but each time the co-opera​tion of the artillery was so promptly and effectively given that the threatened attack crumbled impotently away.
The Second Division had fulfilled their part of the attack in a manner equally determined and courage​ous to that distinguishing the First Division's effort, and word was soon received that they had captured "Anzac House," a landmark on the ridge through Glencorse Wood on the left of the Fifth.
The dominating ground that lay between Glencorse Wood and Inverness Copse was the ridge that the Second Brigade had captured, and it proved, as had been expected, to be the key to the whole position. The unexpected suddenness of the Australian dash, following on the destroying and demoralising effect of the heavy artillery barrage, had thoroughly routed the enemy, and the expectations of the British leaders were more than realized in the brilliant results of the day's [sic] fighting.
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