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Patrick Raymond Skehan

PATRICK RAYMOND SKEHAN was born in Kilmore on April 27, 1894, the 2nd son of Patrick and 
Amy (nee Grose) Skehan.  Educated at Assumption College, Kilmore.  He was a member of the 
Essendon Rifles Military Band (58th Reg.) and enlisted in the AIF at Broadmeadows on November 
7, 1914, listing his occupation as Electrician. He sailed from Australia with the 2nd reinforcement to 
7th Battalion on the HMAT Clan Macgillivary on February 2, 1915. On April 5, 1915, he embarked 
to  join  M.E.F.  (Mediterranean  Expeditionary  Force)  Gallipoli  and  took  part  in  the  landing  on 
Gallipoli on April 25, 1915, where he celebrated his 21st birthday on 27th April.  In July he was 
buried in a SAP which was blown in by heavy shellfire from the German Warship “Goeben”.  Only 
two were recovered alive from the SAP due to their proximity to the main trench.  He regained 
consciousness on route to Malta and was admitted to St. Andrews Hospital, Malta with shell shock 
and suffered semi paralyses for some time.
After Gallipoli, he was transferred to the 1st Pioneer battalion and sent to France. 
The following is a brief extract from his writings:
“I was a runner at Pozieres and was affected by explosions to the extent of being thrown over and 
the concussion gave me a headache.  On the second time we were in the line I hopped over with 
about 40 other men to dig a shallow trench for the infantry to “hop off” from. On the following day 
a shrapnel shell burst right in front of me and for a time I was dazed thinking the whole of the shell 
had hit me, but after a rest I recovered, I had a G.S.W in the left knee.  I went to England and did 
not rejoin until April 1917.  At Passchendaele I was thrown out of a shell hole by concussion and on 
another occasion was thrown into one, but I carried on until October 1918.  The M.O. wanted to 
send me away, but I asked to be allowed to remain with my unit.  In October 1918, I contracted 
influenza and went to England.”
AWARDED THE MILITARY MEDAL;  "HIS MAJESTY THE KING has been graciously pleased 
to award the Military Medal for bravery in the field to the under mentioned soldier No. 1424 Private 
PATRICK RAYMOND SKEHAN”.
The citation reads: 
At Pozieres, France, on August 18, 1916, Pte. Skehan was detailed as a runner for Captain Speckual 
while  1st  Avenue  was  under  construction.   During  a  heavy  bombardment  it  was  necessary  to 
dispatch Pte. Skehan with a message to Lieut. O’Brien, on the way Pte. Skehan was hit on the knee 
by a piece of shrapnel but not withstanding this continued on his way, crawling on his hands and 
knees a distance of over 500 yards under continuous fire.
He returned to Australia on the “City of Exeter” and was discharged on June 12, 1919. Due to his 
war service injuries suitable work was difficult to obtain, however, he worked as a casual labourer 
with the railways for a period,  was appointed librarian in charge of the musical  records at  the 
Mildura University till its closure.  He then returned to Moonee Ponds and finished his working life 
at  the Maribynong ordnance factory.   Blessed with a rich bass voice he often sang in operatic 
choruses  and in  St  .Theresa’s  choir,  Essendon.  Ocassionally  he would visit  family in  Kilmore, 
travelling by train to Kilmore East and walking into the township.  He never married and passed 
away on July 4, 1972, aged 78 years, and is buried in the Kilmore Catholic Cemetery.
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At the Dardanelles 

Private P. R., Skehan, son of Mr P. Skehan, J.P., Kilmore, thus writes from the Convalscent 
Camp, Malta, under date 20th August, to his parents :- 



At last I'am on the road to recovery and hope to be soon back in the trenches with the boys. 
Our battalion, in fact the whole brigade, has suffered terribly, and very few of the originals 
are left. We have had some horrible experiences, I never thought I would get used to it so 
quickly it was just like some awful nightmare. 
Our brigade was the second one ashore, and landed at 9 o’clock. From early morning 
the “Jizzie”, Buchantte, London and Triumph had been bombarding the forts at Gallipoli, 
the transports standing just behind. While we were getting into the torpedo destroyers 
which took us to the small boats we were shelled with shrapnel. Then we had to board the 
smal boats and the naval pinnaces took us asbore, a string of three and four little boats 
being towed by each one. 
Then the excitement started. As we neared the shore tbey turned the machine guns on us 
from the hills while their field guns fired shrapnel from the flanks. We had to jump from 
the boats into the water, which was four feet-deep, aud rush for cover of the cliffs. It was 
there we saw the slaughter the landing party suffered. Boats were smashed to pieces by 
shells, ghastly looking corpses laying and sitting in drifting boats, and others had been shot 
as they set foot on dry land. 
We scaled the little hill and went on up Shrapnel Gully. The first days and nights were 
awful. One of the machine guns of the 7th were manned by Essendon boys, and all were 
either killed or wounded. I thought I was a goner a hundred times during that week. 
The second reinforcements joined up with the 7th at Mens two days before they left, but 
some of us were picked to go as a hold party for the F.A. on the Indian. We concentrated at 
Lemnos Island and were taken back to the 7th on the Galeka the night before we sailed to 
the Dardanelles. 
We entrenched on the top of Shrapnel Gully, and now our trenches run right along the top 
of three similar gullies and right down towards Kuthier. We have Indian mountain 
batteries at the back of us as well as our field artillery, well hidden in the ridges, also 
Scotch howitzer batteries, which fire right over the hills, while the battleships extend from 
Gaba Tebe right up to the Dardanelles. On 7th May we (2nd; Brigade, 5th, 6th, 7th and 8th 
Battalions) proceeded to Cape Helles, at the end of the peninsula, to assist the naval 
divisions, French and Territorials. We advanced 500 yards from Hood and Drake 
battalions' trenches against Acki Babi and got cut up again. We took a Turkish trench 
which was full of dead, killed by the warships' shells. We were at Cape Helles three weeks. 
The British and French troops told us they also had a terrible time at that end as-indeed 
the large grave yards prove. 
Shortly after coming back from Gaba Tebe we saw the Triumph torpedoed. While at Cape 
Helles we saw the River Clyde transport beached high and dry. The Dublins and 
Monsters landed off her. Father Hearne, of Richmond, was our chaplain; he has gone to 
Alexandria after being under fire for a couple of stiff months. We blew some Turks up in a 
mine, and went up to the same caper again. 
The Turks are brave fellows and just don't care a damn for death. After their last big charge 
in June they were killed in hundreds, falling dead off our parapets. Our position is called A 
N Z A C, meaning A New Zealand Army Corps. All nicknames become official, such as 
Quinn's Post, Johnston's Jolly, Pope's Hill, etc., and the Turk's big guns are also 
nicknamed, being known as Asiatic Annie, Lonely Liz, High Velocity Archibald etc. I will be 
back in the trenches in September, all going well. I am.one of the few lucky ones to 
keep going from the first day until the middle of July.


