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I always hope to start these dissertations on a happy note but, sadly, I very rarely
have success. This edition (No 76) regrettably opens with word of the passing of a great
lady who has been a diligent and committed member for longer than I care to contemplate. I refer to Miss
Dorothy Howard who was the sister of the Patron of the 2/19th Battalion AIF Association – the late Jim Howard
and the aunt of our own Website Manager – Sandy Howard.
Dorothy, after independent living for most of her 92 years, moved into residential care and
subsequently into palliative care and passed away peacefully on 21 March. Dorothy’s presence at major
ceremonies, together with her warm good humour, will be sadly missed. Dorothy was farewelled on 1 April at
Macquarie Park Crematorium. A committed Christian and a long-time member of the congregation of St
Stephen’s Uniting Church in Macquarie Street, Sydney, Dorothy’s funeral service at Macquarie Park, all written
and orchestrated by Dorothy was a very beautiful service thanks largely to the organisational skills of Marjorie
Howard, Sandy’s wife. Bob Pink and I represented the Association and, in addition to Sandy and Marjorie,
their large family and a large contingent of Dorothy’s friends, we were joined by Rod White from 2 nd/17th
Battalion RNSWR who was a long-time friend of Dorothy.
Saturday, 30 March was the occasion of a reunion of former members and staff of OCTU, the CMF
Officer Cadet Training Unit that was started in 1963/64. I originally joined the Army as an Officer Cadet in 4
Course OCTU but left after 12 months because of work commitments and then transferred to 19 RNSWR
when it was raised by Tom Crawford six months later. Over 100 former Cadets, their partners and Instructors,
sat down to lunch at The Masonic Club in Sydney and I have to say that 1/19 RNSWR was very strongly
represented by Bob Pink, who attended as a guest, Bob Binns who promoted the occasion to our membership,
Ken & Rhonda McKay, Harry Cole, Bob Weir, Bob Burrage, Tony Harvey, Jan Phillips, Ken Mobbs, Tom Nolan,
Mark Wilson, Warren Barnes, John Brennan and our very own Divisional Commander, Major General Kath
Campbell, AO, CSC. You realise how old you are when I tell you that I enlisted in 4 Course in 1965 and Kath
Campbell graduated in 51 Course. It was a great reunion and a credit to Michael Cassin who organised it.
ANZAC Day 2019 dawned bright and sunny and the Sydney March was the usual RSL NSW Branch
stuff up. Conflicting instructions, misprinted maps, complete absence of marshals and a supreme disregard for
organisation. It never ceases to amaze me that an organisation that represents ex-service personnel cannot
get the one thing you were taught first in basic training, be on time, march in formation and look smart.
Having been told to form up at a location that does not exist we were lucky that the number who turned
up to march finally found us. Our numbers were somewhat depleted this year due to the “perfect storm” of
Easter, ANZAC Day and school holidays in NSW. Eventually we set off with the Association at the head of the
2nd Division contingent, which was led by the Colonel Commandant of The Royal New South Wales Regiment,
Major General Paul Brereton AM, RFD. Because the numbers were so depleted we only carried the 2 nd/19th
Battalion AIF Banner and the 1st/19th Battalion Royal New South Wales Regiment Association RFD Standard.
Once again I am grateful to David Ring for transporting the Banners to the March and for the care of them
during the intervening periods. The 2 nd/19th Battalion AIF Banner was carried by Bruce Wilson, son of Eric
Wilson – 2nd/19th Battalion, AIF and Jack Stanford, Eric’s grandson, in honour of what would have been Eric’s
100th year. This is what our participation in ANZAC Day is all about !
The Reunion Harbour Cruise likewise suffered from a deficiency of numbers with eventually only 41
fronting up for the cruise. I made the decision, in honour of the memory of our 2 nd/19th Battalion AIF comrades,
that the cruise would proceed notwithstanding that our minimum number was 60. It was an extremely pleasant
afternoon and I am grateful to all of the 2nd/19th Battalion AIF Association that made the effort. I was assured
by all present that they wanted this part of ANZAC Day to continue and I was assured of increased support in
future years. Our afternoon on “Aussie Magic” was a great success and I commend the operator, All Occasion
Cruises, for organising a very special afternoon. We are also grateful to the NSW Government for, yet again,
waiving the wharfage fees to allow the boat to collect us from Commissioner’s Steps.
Next year, my Committee will be forbidden to leave the country on ANZAC Day as this poor old man
cannot cope with all the extra duties, usually so ably carried out by members of the Executive. I am grateful to
Ray Warden for superintending the collection of money and to David Ring for doing his usual extortion stunt
and running the raffle, which made a significant contribution to reducing the deficit on the day.
As I said above, and I said to those who joined us for the Reunion, I made the promise when the
Associations merged that we would continue the ANZAC Day Cruise Reunion for as long as members were
prepared to support it. The Cruise was a special day for the men and families of 2 nd/19th Battalion AIF, just as
the October Weekend is a special time for soldiers from 1st/19th Battalion. Both occasions have equal
importance in the proud histories of our Battalion and Associations. We learn from the deeds of those who
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Pozieres Commemoration is very important to both 1st Battalion AIF and 19th Battalion AIF. My Executive and
I will be meeting with the retiring office holders of 1 st Battalion Association and other interested parties in an
attempt to reinstitute the Service in future years.
That meeting took place on Saturday 25 May. The President & Secretary of the 1st Battalion
Association were there, along with Bob and myself and a couple of other interested parties, including Dr Alan
Russell who for untold years has conducted the Pozieres Day service at St Columba. We discussed the
potential disposition of the various “relics” that are present at St Columba and it was recognised that 1/19
RNSWR was the true “successor” to 1st Infantry Battalion AIF and 2nd/1st Infantry Battalion AIF. For the time
being the material will remain at St Columba’s Church and we will have discussions with the new pastor
when he is appointed later in the year. One this is assured, the items on display in the church will be
safeguarded.
The President of 1st Battalion Association presented me with a cheque for $5,000 as part of the
residual funds of the association. The remaining funds will be distributed to kindred organisations and 1 RAR
Association. The memory of 1st Infantry Battalion AIF and 2nd/1st Infantry Battalion AIF and the valiant men
who served will not be forgotten. A Descendants Group will carry their Banner on ANZAC Day and this
Association is exploring ways in which we can raise the profile of the numeral “1”.
Wednesday 22 May brought the sad news of the passing of a lovely lady, Mrs Muriel Coombs,
widow of long time Association stalwart Joe Coombs (A Company 2/19 Australian Infantry Battalion AIF) who
passed away in June 2018. Muriel passed away quietly, two months short of her 99 th birthday. A much loved
mother and will be sadly missed by her very large family and her army of friends. Muriel was farewelled at
Rookwood Memorial Gardens on Friday, 31 May before a very large gathering of those same family and
friends in a very warm and moving ceremony. The Association was represented by me, Bob Pink, Ray
Warden, Bob Binns, David Ring, Glen Stewart, Sandy Howard and David & Liz Mariner along with Tony &
Beryl Coombs and Greg & Julie Coombs. Bob Pink represented the Association in placing a Remembrance
Poppy on Muriel’s coffin in recognition of her service in the WAAF during World War 2, during the years that
she waited for news of Joe’s fate after the Fall of Singapore.
Another sad occasion followed on very quickly with the passing of Aloas Stewart, wife of Association
member John Stewart, on Saturday 25 May, after a battle with pneumonia and blood poisoning resulting
from a golden staph infection contracted some years ago. Aloas was farewelled at the Tobin Funeral Chapel
in Belconnen ACT on Thursday 6th June and the very large gathering of family and friends were regaled by
Aloas’ two sons, Flynn & Harley, with tales from their recollections of their mother. Bob Pink and I, together
with Jim Hurt, represented the Association on this occasion.
The ANZAC Quilt Guessing Competition tickets will be accompanying this edition of FRONTLINE.
The winner will be announced at the Annual Dinner in October and I exhort you to support this fund-raising
activity if you can. If, for whatever reason – and that is a purely personal decision – If you do not wish to
purchase tickets, please return them to me so that we can account for them. If you wish to obtain more
tickets, please contact Bob Pink or me. This is a magnificent quilt, kindly donated by Jo Ross. A keepsake
for future generations.
As the mild days of what has been a very warm Autumn turn to the chill of Winter, take care of
yourselves, your loved ones and look out for those in need.

Roger Perry
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MRS Laurice Alberta HINDER
10.01.1921 - 26.06.2017 Formerly of Gordon & Killara, Association Life Member.
Loving and beloved Mother and mother-in-law of Harry, Eric and Janet. Adoring and
adored grandmother of David, Margaret and Lizzy.
Widow of the late Dr. NX76302 CAPTAIN DR David Clive Critchley HINDER revered
Regimental Medical Officer 2/19 Australian Infantry Battalion AIF (dec'd. 02.01.1989)
and of the late LIEUTENANT Leroy Robert MORGAN, 2nd AIF (dec'd. 08.06.1945...
"A life of blessing to others"
Laurice was farewelled at the Camellia Chapel, Macquarie Park, North Ryde
DR DCC HINDER
on Monday July 3rd, 2017.
RMO 2/19 BATTALION, AIF
Our thanks to Laurice’s & David’s son Dr Eric HINDER MB BS for the sad advice of Laurice’s passing and
the very fine tribute:
Dear Bob:
I have finally gotten round to notifying you of the passing of my mother who died 26 June 2017. I am the
younger (age 63) of the two boys born to them. My only excuse for being so late notifying the Association is
that my wife and I have been flat out caring for my older brother who apart from his autism spectrum has had
2 strokes since mum's death.
I am deeply aware of how many sacrificed so much and how so many who survived still come back severely
injured in body, mind and soul. Both mum and I were enormously grateful for alerting us to Alan Brideoake's
book coming out. I got in touch with Alan's son Bruce who sent us copies. The social history around the WW1
aftermath was a gem in its own right. That and the war and post war accounts make me stand in awe of that
generation.
I had a look in the March 2018 Frontline to see what the subscription rates were and associate membership
procedures but couldn't find anything and couldn't find such information on the website. I am happy to pay the
subscription owing since mum's death and would welcome any information I can get about associate
membership. I am afraid I will have to be a pretty inactive member but I am very happy to support organisations
that promote a fair go for service and ex-service personnel, even more so now as I have a son-in-law in the
army.
Thanks for directing this/me to whomever I can make amends to.
Yours sincerely
Eric Hinder MBBS

Tribute to laurice

I think mum would like me to say “thank you all for coming“ and the second thing she would like me to
say would be that she was sorry to have caused so much fuss and bother for everyone.When the Bible
describes God’s love for the peoples of the world in terms comprehensible to humans it uses the image of a
mother with a baby nursing at the breast - the inevitable, indefatigable undeniable reality of love that sustains
life. It uses the image of a mother bear defending her cubs to show the ferocious other-centredness of that
love. Mum had both these in spades and I thank God for that.
The dark secret of Mum’s family is that both sides came from Victoria. Mum’s father was ninth of 14
children. Apparently a neighbour once timed that family going on an outing and it took them 45 minutes to all
pass a single point - suggesting cooperation rather than command was the order of the day to get anywhere.
I think this sense of everybody needing to have a chance got passed down strongly to my mother and her
younger sisters Margaret and Joan. After the family moved up from Melbourne Mum started at Ravenswood
at age 7 with her sisters following later. There she met Nancy Holloway and Esther Corsellis who became
lifelong friends.
Mum’s parents believed in education for their three girls. The three Wood girls were expected to go on
to University if possible. All 3 duxed the school, all 3 won scholarships and all went to university. When mum
was about 16 the family encountered Gordon and Roy Morgan who were had already started or were about
to start university. Roy did engineering. By the time mum started at Sydney University in 1938 there was a
strong attraction between the two of them. After mum graduated BA in 1941 she worked as a secretary at the
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University in the Registrar’s Office. She and Roy married in 1942. After some months together he was sent
to the Pacific theatre of war. I don’t think she ever saw him again. He was killed in action on Bougainville on
8th June 1945, 2 months and one week before Japan surrendered. When mum got the death notification
she screamed “No” as she ran down the hallway to collapse in a heap on the floor. According to her sister
Joan she never spoke of him again - probably because the pain was so great, probably because that was
what anglo people were expected to do then, and probably because that sorrow was a commonplace - and
why should she be an exception - although there are only two other names on the SMH honour roll for the
day his death notice was published. Harry and I didn’t even know she had been married before she married
Dad until we were in our mid or late twenties.
She continued working at the university until she married her best friend Nancy Holloway’s half brother
David Hinder who had been a Dr in the army, taken PoW at the fall of Singapore and been a Dr in Changi,
on the Burma railway and in Japan. They had both lost extraordinarily close companions and doubtless there
was a mutual appreciation of the losses they had both suffered. For many years Dad had frequent nightmares
about his war service and he would sometimes hit mum during one while shouting out in his sleep at people
who weren’t there. They both would wholeheartedly applaud the Forces attempts to drastically improve their
care of servicemen’s mental wellbeing.
When Dad had to study for his ophthalmology Fellowship in Surgery Mum described typing out Dad’s
notes on the layers of the lens millimetre by millimetre and being thoroughly exhausted at the end - only to
discover that there were lots more parts to the eye to be covered in similar depth. After living in a flat in
Ashfield they moved to the house on the Pacific Highway at Killara. There were two great things about living
at that house for mum. She was within 3 or 4 miles of her sisters, and one mile from her best friend, now halfsister in law Nancy Gill. The other was the presence of the Wilton family next door, a Jewish family who had
fled from Austria to Britain pre war and then on to Australia. Mr and Mrs Wilton became a second father and
mother to me, their daughter Anne was a part time older sister to me and their son Don has remained my
best friend since I was 2 and he was three. I thank God for them now as I realise just how much of a blessing
they were to me and how much of that blessing endures to this day. Mum only explicitly articulated this late
in life but I know she appreciated it from very early on.
Mum went through all the usual tribulations of mothers with school children who are given manual
projects hopelessly beyond the manual abilities they would develop as adults let alone have as children. (We
have empirical data for this from our own kids’ projects!). Mum encouraged us to try many things - Harry took
to chess and recordings of musicals like Oklahoma My Fair Lady and the Sound of Music. She was always
ready to listen to a history essay or try to supply an idea for an imaginative composition - usually to be met
with the reply - “that won’t be any good” from me. Because of Dad’s great love for birds and the rainbow
lorrikeets that visited she put up with endless redos of washing when the birds defied the sanctity of the
clothes line. When I was small for age and getting thrown about so much at rugby that I was getting worried
she encouraged me to take up the Adventure training option as a school sport. I can’t imagine how hard it
must have been for her to be supportive of my passion for rock climbing, with tales of being stuck on cliff
sides for a night and so on - but she never discouraged me.
A few months after starting Uni I started ringing up a girl named Janet - she never pried but on the rare
occasions Janet rang me , mum would always warmly engage her before passing the phone to me with my
heart aflutter. Thanks mum. She was pleased that a female took out the Hinder surgical prize named in
memory of my grandfather - and delighted when it was Janet who took it out. She was really delighted when
she heard that we were at last going to get married after 7 years of “on again off again” dating. Twenty odd
years later she had had repeatedly demonstrated to her how wonderful a daughter in law and a daughter in
law’s extended family could be.
About this time Harry started mysteriously disappearing on Saturday afternoons, returning some hours
later and apparently very pleased about something but he’d never say why. When he eventually invited her
to attend the Merrymakers rehearsal it was the opening of a whole new opportunity for engagement with
people which had been contracting before, a place where people accepted people with Down’s, autism or
fragile X and accepted their carers as peers who shared lived experiences and anxieties. Mum became a
constant supporter for the next 25 years. It was hugely important to Harry and to her.
The first grandchild was the apple of her eye. Proof 36 hours after having a laparoscopic gall bladder
removal she was babysitting David for us. Margy was the apple of the other eye and Lizzy scooped the pool
by going to Ravenswood and being eager to study Latin. With someone studying Latin Mum finally had reason
to believe that civilization as we know it might survive. She was pleased that both David and Margaret went
to THE University and thrilled when Margaret went to Women’s College. When she heard of Margaret’s
engagement to Jared Duignan her normally rabid curiosity about the etymology of the surname was relegated
to a side interest when she heard that he was in the Army and would be going on to Duntroon. Suddenly it was
as if the other males like me, a GP, and grandson David, a lawyer, were the black sheep of the family by
comparison. The announcement of their wedding date gave her a reason to live that kept her alive and enabled
a significant recovery from a 3 month spell in hospital after a fall.
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Margaret did her honours thesis on the family effects of having someone on the autistic spectrum in the family.
She dedicated it “For my grandmother, Who is still caring at 91”.
The last couple of years were difficult for mum and for everyone but Janet has shouldered an enormous
burden. When mum was lucid she would say to me how much she was worried about all she was getting Janet
to do for her. Although Mum would be mortified by some of the things she said in her declining years I must
tell you a couple to close, both quite recent. Once when I was bringing her home after a trip to Emergency at
Hornsby she blamed me for the construction of every block of flats on both sides of the highway between
Hornsby and Gordon - and decided that even if I hadn’t caused them to be built I hadn’t stopped them, so it
was still my fault.
Another funny episode was when I arrived at the flat on a Saturday morning and mum’s face was angry
black as thunder. She said “I have been up all night looking for my death certificate and i still can’t find it. Have
you got yours? If you haven’t you’d better start looking“.
I remind you of those images two humanly comprehensible images of the love of God - the nursing
mother and the mother bear defending her cubs - this love was shown throughout mum’s life and in that sense
the slide of the great scorer - “When the great scorer comes, He will not count whether you won or lost , but
how you played the game” was a watchword of her life.
That love in Mum’s life, despite its sadnesses and difficulties, is a thing of beauty and a joy forever and
I thank my God for her, for her life and its beauty.
MRS Peggy DRINKWATER

Dane delivered the following tribute to Peggy on behalf of the family

It is with a heavy heart that on behalf of the Drinkwater family I welcome
you all here today. A day not only to mourn the loss but more importantly a day to
celebrate the life and times of an amazing wife, a wonderful mother, thoughtful
mother in law, loving grandmother and not to mention great grandmother and a
loyal and faithful friend Peggy Drinkwater.
Peggy was born on 13/04/1935 at Crown Street Hospital Sydney and sadly
passed away on 07/02/2019. Growing up Peggy was extremely close to her mother
Florence, so much so that even after Peggy and Alan were married, Florence lived
with them for 27 years until she passed away, a true testament of a special bond
between mother and daughter. Peggy was also very close to her brother Billy (six
years her senior) and had many happy memories growing up together. Back in the
early 1950's Saturday nights were spent at the local movie cinema, dressed in your
finest attire watching the latest releases and luck so had it that on one particular
Saturday night in the spring of 1951 at the Hub in
Newtown Peggy and Alan were about to star in the greatest love story of all.
Peggy was 16 and Alan 18 when they met that night and after dating
each other for a period of 2 years, they married at St Stevens Church in Newtown
on 19/12/1953. Trevor was the first born and came into the world on
19/01/1955.Glenn was to follow and arrive on 3/08/1961. Darren was the baby
of the family and was born on 13/04/1970, what a wonderful birthday present for
Peggy. Their family was now complete. With 3 sons growing up of course, life
revolved around sport and what a sporting family they were, being there at every
game to watch their sons compete was something that Alan and Peggy
cherished.
For 5 years while Darren was playing grade Cricket, he recalls how is
parents would drive him all over Sydney and further afield and never complained
about doing so as they relished inthe joy that the sporting life gave them. Trying
to pick some of the happiest memories of Peggy isn't easy as there are just too
many to mention but one that shines brightly in Trevor's mind are the times he
spent with his mum in his younger years riding horses on the family property in
a little country town called Jerrawa west of Goulburn.
For Glenn it was the unconditional love Peggy showed after he suffered a serious accident
with his left wrist. For 2 years the multiple operations and Doctors' appointments, Peg was always by his side.
Trevor, Glenn and Darren are all united in saying that their fondest memories are being out
on the footy field playing a tough game of footy and no matter how noisy or loud it was what
was happening with the game at the time, the only voice they could hear above the crowd
was that of Peg yelling "get or his head" or "leave his head alone". Even when the apposing team was kicking
for goal, there was Peg yet again calling out “Iollilegs, twinkle toes, hope you fall and break your nose" so what
might have felt embarrassing to the boys at the time is now a beautiful memory of unwavering love and support
Peggy had for her 3 sons. Peggy and Alan were also there to cheer on their grandchildren, once they began
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playing sport. Always there to lend a hand and now on reflection we can all see how happy that made her
feel. Peggy was always up for a good laugh and enjoyed dressing up as well as singing and
dancing. Her household duties were often accompanied by her singing and a cleaner house you
would never find as Peg was extremely house proud. As the years rolled by many friendships were forged
with Alan being involved and later being made president of the Sydney South West Serviceman's Association
(NASHOS) and in 2017 Peggy herself was awarded the honour of being made a life member of the NSW
branch of The State of National Serviceman's Association. This has only ever been given to 4 other women
in the past so this truly touched Peggy's heart. The good times that were had over these years will never be
forgotten, for Peggy was as genuine a person as you could ever find and no matter who she was talking to
or meeting for the very first time, she would always make you feel welcome and at home with her friendly
smile and warm nature.
Traveling was something that was always on the back burner so Peg was pleasantly surprised when
in 2014 Alan said "lets go to Europe". Along with her dear friend Pat, off they sailed down the Danube from
Budapest to Amsterdam. A holiday of a lifetime and when they arrived home, Peg said "if only we could do
it all over again Al". Peggy Drinkwater was a very special lady to all of us sitting here today and during her
final months, never did she complain or say “why me”. Her bravery and true spirit shone through brightly
each day and even though she felt bad, that beautiful smile and the thumbs up was all that was ever needed.
Peggy and Alan were married for 65 years, so mentioning the happiest memories for Alan was impossible
as every day spent together was special. The love they have for each other after all these years is something
to be honoured and most of us can only dream of. A love that will last eternally. A True Love Story.
Thank you all for coming to honour the much loved Peggy Drinkwater.
CAPTAIN Dorothy Joyce HOWARD
Womens’ Royal Australian Army Corps / Royal Australian Corps of Signals
Sandy Howard advised with deep sadness of
Dorothy’s peaceful passing on 21 March 2019.
She was born on 21st December 1927 at Forest
Lodge, Sydney and lived in Arncliffe and Rockdale
during her early days. Late of Turramurra NSW
Dorothy was the beloved Aunt of Sandy and Marj
Howard. Great Aunt to Scott & Rachel, Laura &
Julius, Evan & Kath and their children Oscar,
Amelia and Max.
Beloved sister of NX26768 Lieutenant James
Howard, Carrier Platoon HQ Coy 2/19 Australian
Infantry Battalion AIF and later as Major Howard,
Coy Comd, Bde Major and Second-inCommand 16th Australian Infantry Battalion and
President & Patron 2/19 Australian Infantry Battalion AIF
Association & 1/19 RNSWR Association.
Dorothy attended Bexley Primary School, completing
6th class in 1938 and starting at St. George Girls' High School Kogarah
in early 1939.
She completed 1st year but it was considered she was too young
to proceed, as had been the case when leaving Primary School.
So
after repeating first year at St. George Girls’ High, she completed the
Leaving Certificate in 1944. Having decided not to take up the Teachers'
College Scholarship she obtained, in January 1945 she joined the
Colonial Sugar Refining Co. Ltd as a Junior Chemist in the Head Office Laboratory. Dorothy
worked there, with a few months in the Pyrmont Refinery Laboratory at one stage, until March
1953 when she resigned to join the Women's Royal Australian Army Corps. On 13 March
1953 she flew to the WRAAC School at Mildura to commence No.2 WRAAC Officer Cadet
Course, graduating Lieutenant (ARA) (WRAAC) 28 August 1953.
Then posted to the School of Signals, Balcombe for general indoctrination to Signals
2nd February 1954 to 12 March 1954 completed No.7 Cipher Conversion Course at
Grosvenor (Melbourne), D Sigs, 13 March 1954 appointed Cipher Officer AHQ Sig Regt. June
1955 transferred to Admin Officer AHG Sig Regt Promoted T/CAPT April 1957. March-May
1958 completed 2/58 Grade 3 Staff Course (Women's Services) at WRAAC School Mildura.
On 27 August 1959 she resigned her short term commission and transferred to the Reserve of Officers.
She then worked with DSB for 7 months before joining The Broken Hill Proprietary Coy Ltd 4th April 1960
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as a Personnel Officer at Head Office Melbourne. While with BHP she was appointed CAPT WRAAC ACMF
(S Comd) 3 WRAAC Coy 30th September 1960 being allotted to HQ S Comd at Victoria Barracks Melbourne
where she continued until being transferred to the Reserve of Officers January 1966. In July 1965 Dorothy
resigned from BHP to return to Sydney where she re-joined CSR as Personnel Officer in the Staff Department
Head Office. From 1966 to 1969 she undertook the four year certificate in Personnel Administration at Sydney
Technical College.
She retired from CSR in December 1985. Sporting interests included hockey at school and shortly
afterwards with YWCA. Then she took up golf, which absorbed her interest for many years. Occasionally she
surfed and played tennis and for a few years in early retirement, she played croquet. Other interests included
the National Trust, The Art Gallery Society of NSW, the Royal United Services Institute of NSW, THE Society
of Australian Genealogists, Opera, Sydney Symphony Orchestra, Embroiderers' Guild of NSW Inc, Leather
work.
But a big interest over many years was travel. She travelled throughout Australia, the South Pacific
islands – Fiji, New Zealand, Tonga, Western Samoa, New Hebrides (now Vanuatu), Papua New Guinea.
South-East Asia – Singapore – Malaysia - Thailand – Philippines – Hong Kong. Canada (a number of times,
all provinces) – U.S.A., California, Arizona, Nevada, Maine, New Hampshire, Vermont, New York State (the
latter four quite briefly) Montana and Wyoming (Yellowstone) Alaska. Europe - Greece, Yugoslavia, West
Germany, Switzerland, Lichtenstein, Holland, U.S.S.R. Austria, Czech and Slovak Republics, Hungary, Spain,
Portugal United Kingdom – England, Wales, Scotland (the favourite 7 times) Jersey, Guernsey, Isle of Man,
Ireland – Eire, South Africa, Scandinavia Norway, Sweden, Finland , Denmark, Iceland.
Dorothy was farewelled at the Macquarie Park Crematorium North Ryde on Monday 1st April 2019.

MR John Edward “Jack” TRACEY

Hi Bob, Just thought I would let you know that Dad passed away on 21 MARCH 2019 peacefully at the ripe
old age of 97 and was farewelled at a private family service. Dad was a friend of the Sergeants’ Mess and
enjoyed our forays to Fathers Days and the like and always spoke highly of the courtesies afforded him during
his visits.
Kind regards to all and our thanks for the many expressions of sympathy we received .

Peter & Scotia Tracey and Family

LIEUTENANT David Charles “Charlie” SANDERSON
1st/19th Battalion The Royal New South Wales Regiment

Our thanks to Association Members Jim
HURT & Martin HANSON who alerted us
to the following Notice in the Canberra
Times advising of the passing of
Lieutenant Charlie SANDERSON who
served with the Battalion in the mid 1970’s.
Charlie was certainly a very fine officer who
was held in very high regard during his
service in 1/19 RNSWR by all ranks of the
Battalion.
His ever willing and unhesitating
assistance and leadership qualities were
highly valued.
Jim HURT represented the Association at
his farewell at the Queanbeyan Lawn
Cemetery on 2 May 2019.
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98303 AIRCRAFTWOMAN Muriel COOMBS
ROYAL AUSTRALIAN AIR FORCE

Tony Coombs advised with much sadness of Muriel’s
passing on 22 MAY 2019 in her 98th year. Late of Lidcombe
and Regents Park NSW Muriel was born at Annandale NSW
on 23 JULY 1920 and was the beloved wife of NX48986 PTE
Joseph Frederick COOMBS, A Company 2/19 Australian
Infantry Battalion AIF who sadly pre-deceased her on 27
JUNE 2018. Muriel enlisted in the RAAF on 27 JANUARY 1942 and served until
discharge on 25 SEPTEMBER 1945.
Muriel’s son Greg delivered the following tribute to Muriel on behalf of the family:

I would like to thank you all for coming to celebrate and honour the life of my
mother Muriel Coombs. I had always believed that Mom had been conceived in
England and was born in Australia but my Sister-in-Law Beryl, in a recent
conversation with Mom, had found out that she had actually been conceived on
the boat from England in 1919 – oh ! the thrill of romantic tropic nights aboard a
ship on the high seas .... but, I don't think the ship they were on would be anything
like a Princess cruise ship of today. Mom was born in Sydney at 47 Albion Street,
Annandale on the 23rd of July 1920 to Agnes Ada and Walter John Fudge. She was raised, with her younger
brother Rob, at a house in Flers Avenue, Earlwood and trained as a seamstress following her education at
Earlwood Secondary. Mom was 18 when she went on a hiking picnic party to Stanwell Park in November
1938 with a young man who has always remained nameless. Mom always clammed up as soon as the
subject was raised. We do know that she came home from that picnic with Dad.
After a 3 year courtship they planned to marry in late December 1941 but
Dad, who had been a member of the Militia and subsequently became a full
member of the AIF, had received notice that he was to be posted overseas. So
they advanced their planning and were married at St George's Church in
Earlwood on 3 December 1941 – Mom in a pink dress she and her mother had
bought that morning and Dad in his uniform.
After a brief honeymoon in Austinmer Dad embarked on the Aquitania on the
10th of January 1942 bound for Singapore to defend the British Empire. When
Singapore fell on the 15th of February Dad became a prisoner of war but was
listed as missing so Mom had no idea of his fate. She didn't know for most of
the rest of the war whether she was a wife or a widow.
Wanting to do her bit for the war effort (as Dad had let
us down by not defeating the Japanese single
handed) she joined the Women's Auxiliary Air Force and spent the rest of the war
camouflaging aircraft, packing parachutes and worrying about Dad. How times have
changed - an Air Force doctor suggested that she take up smoking to help calm her
nerves.
When Mom was notified that Dad was on his way back to Australia she
resigned from the Air Force, waiting to welcome Dad home and take up the life that
had been denied them for four years. When Dad arrived back they moved in with
Mom’s parents before settling into a flat in Petersham. Mum went to workand Dad
went back to Symond’s in the city.
Tony was born in April 1948 and soon after, Mom and Dad moved to Berala in
what was then known as Western Sydney .... now, Berala would be inner Sydney.
I was born in June 1950 - "Another boy" as Mom remarked in her diary. Life in the suburbs began – they
were good years. The house in Berala had a large backyard so Mom and Dad built a tennis court to hire
out for extra income. Dad would head off to work early each morning and then come home and look after
the tennis court – a job that became Tony's and mine once we were old enough. Mom would supervise us
boys, do the admin on the tennis court, cook meals, go shopping (with Tony in a stroller and carrying me)
to the local shops a kilometre or two away.
Later, Mom got her driver's license and was able to use the car to trip about in ... though driving was
never her thing and she happily gave up the license once her age necessitated a driving test. Coming home
from school on the train each day I would look down hoping to see the car in the carpark. I remember one
day spotting the car and happily heading off to get a ride home with Mom only to find Mom standing beside
the car with a worried look. When I asked what was up she said that she had locked the keys in the car. "So
what about the spare key you always carry in your purse?" I asked (as she had locked the keys in the car
before). In an embarrassed tone she admitted "I locked that in as well". There was a drycleaner close by so I
borrowed a coat hanger, bent it into shape and we were soon out of trouble.
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During these years, with Tony and I growing up, Mum joined the RSL Auxiliary, attended evening classes
and tech, made all sorts of pottery and nic naks, sewed, knitted, crocheted. Her home was always open to Dad's
POW mates and their families. She worked at Waltons, doing clothing alterations, in the years before Dad retired.
Mom and Dad were Social with a capital S .... with family such as Mom's brother Rob and his family, also
Dad's brother George and sister Millie and their families. And then there were the card nights with Bob and Thellie
....I remember singalongs around the pianola at Uncle George and Auntie Edie's or Dot and Les's houses in Cronulla
picnics with all and sundry, especially the 2/19th Battalion survivors and their families. Tony and I had a ball at all of
these events with our cousins and the other kids. Tony and I, in these years, were members of the scouts and the
school cadets and I don't think Mom was at all upset to wave us off on a camp to somewhere or other as I said,
Social with a capital S.
In their later years Mom and Dad enjoyed regular holidays - trips with RSL and Probus around Australia, off
to America or Europe .... as well as family and friends holidays ... ask and they would go! Mom and Dad were always
fully engaged with the family Tony and Beryl's Amanda, Lara, Adam and Christiaan, Julie and I added Sam and
Jess. Then came the Grandchildren's partners ... and then the Great Grand children Ethan, Benjamin, Damien,
Beau, Heath, Leonardo, Rhonan, Indiana, Violette and shortly after Eloise and Leisel.
Things were not as good in the last few years, especially for Mom, they were still living at home in Regent's
Park but needed help .... Mom was fiercely independent and only grudgingly accepted any outside assistance,
perhaps that is why she lived to such a good old age. After Dad had a fall at home in October 2017 they moved to
Bella Vista Gardens in Kellyville ... initially for respite care. But it became a permanent move which Mom never
adapted well to, even though the care provided was wonderful she hated to be dependant on other than family.
I would like to thank everyone for their expressions of sympathy but also for their genuine friendship towards
Mom and Dad over the years. On behalf of Tony and myself, I sincerely thank Beryl, Julie and Anne Gillies for all
they have done to support and assist Mom and Dad, and also us, especially these past few years.
We love you Mom. We miss you.
Dearly loved mother and mother-in-law of Tony and Beryl, Greg and Julie. Adored nan of her 6 grandchildren and
10 great-grandchildren.
Aged 98 Years Muriel was farewelled at Rookwood Gardens Crematorium on Friday 31 May 2019

MR Maurice Alfred CLIFFORD
Adrian Schlieper advised with deep sadness of Maurice’s passing on 13 May 2019. Maurice
was born on 14 April 1949 and was the beloved father and father-in-law of Paula and Adrian
and was farewelled at Forest Lawn Memorial Park Leppington on 21 May 2019

MRS Carol Ann GATT
David Gatt advised with deep sadness of the passing of his beloved wife Carol on 19 May
2019. Late of Kallangur QLD Carol was born in Brisbane on 19 September 1963 and they were
married on 1 January 1963. Both Dave and Carol were very keen supporters of the ‘Broncos’
and Carol loved a bundy and coke ! Carol was farewelled on 27 May 2019 at the Great Northern
Garden of Remembrance at Deception Bay QLD.

MRS Aloas STEWART
21 June 1948 – 25 May 2019
Beloved wife of John and cherished mother of Flynn and Harley, Daughter -in law of Jean &
Dick STEWART (2/19 Australian Infantry Battalion AIF) and sister in law to Glen and Pamela,
Ron and Deidre and Aunt to their families.
Roger Perry, Jim Hurt and Bob Pink represented the Association at Aloas’ farewell at Tobins
Chapel Belconnen ACT on Thursday 6th June 2019. John, Flynn and Harley delivered very
moving tributes to Aloas and her working career with the Australian Customs Service Detector
Dog Unit which John raised and managed for many years both serving until retirement.
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SAT

26 JUN 19

1830h
for
1900h

SUN

27 JUN 19

1115h

THU

15 AUG 2019

1045h

VICTORY OVER JAPAN DAY

SYDNEY CENOTAPH

WED

04 SEP 2019

1030h

77th ANNIVERSARY
BATTLE FOR AUSTRALIA DAY

Refreshments after Service at the
Combined Services RSL
5-7 Barrack St SYDNEY
Coat & Tie Decorations & Medals

SYDNEY CENOTAPH

Coat & Tie Decorations & Medals

ROYAL NEW SOUTH WALES REGIMENT
OFFRS/WOS/SNCOS DINNER
ROYAL NEW SOUTH WALES REGIMENT

RANDWICK BARRACKS
OFFRS MESS

Mess Dress / Black Tie / Coat & Tie
Miniature Decorations & Medals

GARRISON CHURCH
Lower Fort St
MILLERS POINT

Coat & Tie
Decorations & Medals

ANNUAL CHURCH PARADE

PLEASE NOTE CHANGE OF VENUE FROM WAGGA WAGGA TO GOSFORD

21st ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING & REUNION DINNER WEEKEND – GOSFORD RSL CLUB NSW
FRI

25 OCT 2019

1830h
to
2130h

SAT

26 OCT 2019

1030h

SAT

26 OCT 2019

1100h

SAT

26 OCT 2019

1430h

SAT

26 OCT 2019

1530h

SAT

26 OCT 2019

1800h
for
1900h

MEET & GREET FUNCTION
Smart Casual

WREATH LAYING CEREMONY
Coat & Tie Decorations & Medals

BUS TOUR of the scenic &
picturesque Central Coast
including LUNCH at the
renowned Doyalson RSL
PRESENTATION by
LTCOL Gary BELTRAME RFD
ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING

AGM
REUNION DINNER
GOSFORD RSL CLUB
Mess Dress / Coat & Tie
Miniature Decorations & Medals

SUN

27 OCT 2019

MON

11 NOV 2019

GOSFORD RSL CLUB
The Association has reserved 25 rooms at the
GALAXY MOTEL
which is co-located with Gosford RSL Club
26 Central Coast Highway WEST GOFORD NSW
Reservations/details Ph: 02 4323 1711
&
20 rooms at the

ASHWOOD MOTEL

Located across the road from Gosford RSL Club
73 Central Coast Highway WEST GOSFORD NSW
Reservations/details Ph: 02 4324 6577

Quote “1/19 RSWR” for discount when making
booking at both of the above motels
PLEASE MAKE YOUR BOOKINGS EARLY TO
AVOID DISAPPOINTMENT

Return Travel Home

REMEMBRANCE DAY

1045h

SYDNEY CENOTAPH

Decorations & Medals
Refreshments after Service at the
Combined Services RSL
5-7 Barrack St SYDNEY

ASSOCIATION PATRONS & OFFICE BEARERS

PATRON & LIFE MEMBER
PATRON
CHAPLAIN & LIFE MEMBER
CHANCELLOR
PRESIDENT:
R.J. (Roger) PERRY, OAM
GPO Box 890 SYDNEY NSW 2001
Telephone: 02 9130 3408
Mobile:
0414 961 969
Facsimile: 02 9130 3713
Email: roger.perry@bigpond.com

Lieutenant Colonel P.E.M. (Peter) McGUINNESS, MBE, OAM, RFD, ED
Colonel B.E. (Brian) MARTYN, RFD, psc (r)
Chaplain Lieutenant Colonel The Reverend Canon C.G. (Colin) AIKEN, OAM, RFD, ChStJ
Philip GERBER, LL.M., M.Crim.
TREASURER:
R.J. (Joy) NEWTON RN BHSc
146 Fragar Rd SOUTH PENRITH NSW 2750
Email: newbraeton@gmail.com
ASSISTANT TREASURER:
R.W. (Bob) WEIR
2/46 Wilma Street CORRIMAL NSW 2518
Telephone: 02 42851278
Mobile:
0408 639 168
Email:bob weir@bigpond.net.au

VICE PRESIDENT & PUBLICITY OFFICER:
M.J. (Mick) PASS
15 Gwydir St BATEAU BAY NSW 2261
Telephone:02 4339 5040
Mobile:
0412 993 417
Email: michaeljpass@optusnet.com.au

.

HONORARY SECRETARY & NEWSLETTER EDITOR:
R.J. (Bob) PINK, OAM, OAM (Mil)
P.O. Box 224 INGLEBURN NSW 1890
Telephone: 02 8747 0941
Mobile:
0414 907 427
Email: bob pink@optusnet com au

.

.

.

ASSISTANT SECRETARY:
B.J. (Bryan) SCHAFER, OAM, JP
42 Delaunay St INGLEBURN NSW 2565
Telephone: 02 9605 5841
Mobile:
0412 432 464
Email: blues5@iprimus.com.au
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ASSOCIATION HISTORIAN:
G.P. (Geoff) BRADDON, OAM, JP
“Briar Corner” CARCOAR NSW 2791
Telephone & Facsimile: 02 6367 3139
Mobile: 0457 898 063
MERCHANDISING & MEMORABILIA:
R.N. (Ray) WARDEN
3 Avery Way NARELLAN VALE NSW 2567
Telephone: 02 4647 7670
Mobile:
0407 055 448
Email: ray.warden4@bigpond . com
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WEBSITE MANAGER
R.A. (Sandy) HOWARD
33 Peacock Parade
FRENCHS FOREST NSW 2086
Telephone: 02 9401 9130
Mobile: 0411 145 077
Email: sandy1h@optusnet.com.au
COMMITTEE
J.A. (John) ELLIOTT
“Moira Plains”
WILCANNIA NSW 2836
Telephone: 08 8091 9492
Email: BlackHat2000@bigpond.com

G.H. (George) FISHER, JP
260 Malton Road
NORTH EPPING NSW 2121
Telephone: 02 9876 4713
Mobile:
0413 967 778
Email: hebfish@bigpond.com.au
HONORARY AUDITOR:
D. (Dennis) ZALUNARDO, OAM, JP
1 Jacaranda Ave BAULKHAM HILLS NSW 2153
Telephone: 02 9639 4673
Mobile:
0418 230 446
Email:dandpzal@bigpond.com
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DONATIONS

It is a pleasure to once again acknowledge the
generosity of the following members which is gratefully
received. Our Thanks folks !
SABRE
1st BATTALIONS
PTE
MRS
LTCOL
MR
LTCOL
MAJ
PTE
MS

PUBLISHING
ASSOCIATION
Tony
Marj
Vin
David
Peter
Reg & MRS Joy
Jonathon
Colleen

BRAY
FLACK
HALLINAN
HUNT
McGUINNESS
NEWTON
STALLARD
TRIANCE

Presentation of $5,000.00 cheques by President CAPT Mike WALDRON, OAM and
Secretary Mike LANE of the 1st Battalions Association to President Roger PERRY, OAM
of 1/19 RNSWR Association and President Bob COCKERILL of the Descendants of 1st
Battalions and 173rd Airborne Brigade at City Tattersalls Club Sydney on 25 MAY 2019.
L to R: CAPT Mike WALDRON, OAM, Roger PERRY OAM, , Bob COCKERILL,
Mike LANE and Reverend Dr Alan RUSSELL of St Columba Church ,Woollahra

A very warm and sincere welcome is extended to the
following new member who has joined since the last newsletter

CHAPLAIN 2 Stephen NEUHAUS
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OUR BEST WISHES TO MEMBERS

Glen STEWART
suffered fractured neck vertebrae after a surfing
accident in March and is on the mend
Darcy KERR (grandson of Bob MIDDLETON ) of St Gregory’s
recovering from a broken ankle during a fierce match of football with
opponents from St Pius’ at Oxford Falls

Reg & Joy NEWTON

are recuperating after a few
recent bouts in hospital and
send their Best Wishes and
Thanks to all for their kind
messages of support during
their convalescence .

42 degrees in roaring dust storm !
BAPTISM OF Georgia ELLIOTT at MOIRA PLAINS WILCANNIA NSW
Georgia was born on 16 October 2018 second daughter for Matthew and Adelaide Elliott
of Moira Plains Wilcannia and second grand daughter for John and Dianne Elliott.
Allie is the first child.
From left Stacey Smith and Ross Gates (Godparents) Adelaide and Matt and the Bishop of
Wilcannia-Forbes, Bishop Columba
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To NX 60388 CPL Frederick Percy POWER, 7 Pl A Coy 2/19 Australian Infantry Battalion AIF
who celebrated his 103rd Birthday on 15 February 2019 with a cake and lunch at the Inasmuch
Hostel with his family and the best wishes from all his friends at Sussex Inlet

2019 QUEEN’S BIRTHDAY HONOURS
AWARDED
MEDAL OF THE ORDER OF AUSTRALIA IN THE GENERAL DIVISION

Mrs Patsy Loretto EDWARDS, OAM,
Gosford NSW 2250

For service to veterans and their families
Gosford Sub-Branch, Returned and Services League of Australia
• Honorary Secretary, since 2001.
• Member, Women's Auxiliary, current.
• Former Secretary, Committee for the Centenary of ANZAC.
• Member, since 2000.
Gosford RSL Club
• Vice-President, current.
• Director, since 2002.
Claremont RSL Women's Auxiliary
• Former Treasurer.
• Former Member.
WRANS Sub-Section, Naval Association of Australia
• Former President, Derwent Sub-Section.
• Former Secretary and Member, Central Coast Sub-Section.
Other
• Volunteer, Brisbane Water Legacy, 2000.
Awards and recognition includes:
• Life Membership, Returned and Service League of Australia, 2014.
• Life Membership, Gosford RSL, 2002.
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Pictured after the ANZAC Day March in Cowra NSW is Flickers with Karl Milic who is from the
local RSL sub branch, and also the State Emergency Services. Karl has been appointed as the
Volunteer Local Controller for the Cowra Shire. A great ANZAC Day March where more than 100
people lined the streets of Woodstock for the town's annual Anzac Day march and service.
The march once again featured an armoured gun carrier, along with a number of bagpipers, who
led the procession down Parkes Street. The service was attended by approximately 80 people, where
Cowra RSL sub-Branch member Graham O'Neill told the audience about the difficulties faced by
Australian and New Zealand troops when they landed at Gallipoli

From Terry NIXON

David HUNT proudly displays his
unique 2/19 Australian Infantry
Battalion AIF tattoos in memory of
his Grandfather
E.J.B (Ted) HUNT OAM, JP

Barry Parsons at recent Car Show
in Orange with his dragster

Les FORDHAM pictured undergoing a
recent strenuous sea voyage
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ASSOCIATION MEMBER & FORMER COY COMD 1/19 RNSWR MAJ George THOMAS IS SEEKING

DETAILS OF NX56102 Pte Percy Thomas 2nd/19th Bn AIF
George writes:

I only recently became aware I had a second cousin in 2nd/19th Bn AIF. If
there are any readers who happen to be aware of any aspect of his military
service I would welcome their contact as his military file is very sparse.
NX56102 PTE Percy Thomas from Tumut NSW discharged from the 56th
Bn AMF to enlist in the AIF on 3 July 1940. On 26 July 1940 taken on
strength 2nd/19th Bn. On 18 February 1940 he embarked on HMT and
disembarked Singapore 1 March 1940. Thereafter his AF-B 103-1 only
has the entry 29 January 1941 Missing 22 January 1941. On 11 April 1946
a rubber stamp has added the notation effective 22 January 1942 “Became Missing & for official purposes presumed dead”.
His record has 15 recordings of which only four, embarkation,
demarcation, missing and declaration dead, the only records relating to
overseas service. This is a clear reflection of the loss of records that were
the inevitable consequence of the chaos that the Malayan campaign
involved.
The Grim Glory clearly indicated Percy was one of the Battalion’s
members who were lost at Parit Sulong. Several years ago while transiting
Singapore my wife Kay and I visited the Kranji War Memorial and
Cemetery and a recent review of my photos shows Percy Thomas among
the names on the memorial I had photographed without being aware of the relationship.
If there is any knowledge of what sub unit Percy was serving in or any other information be it ever so
trivial it would be welcome. I have enclosed Percy’s enlistment photo.
George Thomas - Retired from 1/19 RNSWR 22 April 1994

Telephone: Home: (02) 6926 3270 Mobile: 0419 412 059 Email: gnkthomas@internode.on.net
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Our thanks to Jim HURT and Adrian SCHLIEPER for their photographic expertise and contribution which is much appreciated
appreciatedtion
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I wrote this article sometime ago. Sadly it was never used.
By CHRISTOPHER DAWSON
This year Canberra is belatedly to get a memorial to those first troops fighting as Australians in the Boer War (1899-1902).
When Boer War hostilities finally broke out in October 1899, the NSW Premier, Sir William Lyne, learnt that the
NSW Lancers were returning from Britain via Cape Town. A squadron had been training with the British Cavalry at
Aldershot. With Premier Lyne’s approval the 72-strong contingent disembarked in South Africa. Within a fortnight the
Lancers were the first Australians into battle on borrowed horses at the inconclusive action at Belmont. There was
essentially a hurried, incoherent British policy in gathering an expeditionary force to fight an organised and motivated
mounted infantry fighting on it own terrain. On May 31, 115 years after the Peace of Vereeniging (31 May, 1902), with
statues of a troop of four Mounted Rifles (as they were then) will be dedicated to the more than 1000 Australians who died
in the fighting in South Africa.
As is pointed out in the Lancer ‘Regiment History’ there has always been at the beginning of operations “a great
shortage of equipment. In this case there were no horses, khaki clothing or field equipment, that in possession of the
squadron being unsuitable for the rough work they had no relevant maps ahead, as at the Fall of Malaya and Singapore
nearly half a century later. The first problem was dealt with in characteristic Australian fashion; a few miles in land, at
Stellenbosch, the squadron was very soon to be found catching, riding and training about 70 Cape horses, mostly
unbroken. These were seldom about 14 hands, and ever afterwards were referred to as ‘the guinea-pigs’. SSM (Squadron
Sergeant Major) Robson (6ft 4ins), tucked his legs up when the ground was rough.” Initially the Boers out-performed the
British when it came to horsemanship and the Australian Waler (originally remounts for the Indian Army from NSW) had
natural paces for the veldt and thrived better on the Karoo grass than the Irish horses of British mounted regiments.
Because of Britain’s historic attitude to a standing army, it has always neglected Tommy Atkins in times of Peace. Rudyard
Kipling voiced it well:
“Yes, it’s Tommy this, an Tommy that, an’ spend less on defence,
But who walks the streets of Basra when the air is getting tense?
When the air is getting tense, boys, from Kabul to Kosovo
Who’ll say goodbye to wife and kids, and shoulder pack and go?”
The Boer War is described by the South African historian, Bill Nasson, as a classic war of irony and illusion, in
that those who brought it about did not get the war they had anticipated. It was a war of mis-judgement. The more optimistic
of the Boers hoped to wrap things up before heavy British forces arrived. For their part many of those on the imperial side
expected the colonial enemy to yield without too much of a struggle. While the British blustered, the Boers prepared for
war. In so many ways the Boers should have achieved far more in the first six months of the war. Jan Smuts in 1906
stated “the Jameson Raid was the real declaration of war in the Great Anglo-Boer conflict . . . .And that is so in spite of the
four years truce that followed . . . {the} aggressors consolidated their alliance. . . and the defenders on the other hand
silently and grimly prepared for the inevitable” At a stroke Dr Leander Starr Jameson united the volk behind the Transvaal
governments. The fumbling old president Oom Paul Kruger became the hero of the Raid and was to lead the Boers into
war. The republic's assembled the largest modern army seen in South Africa. Its backbone was the cream of the mounted
militia. Physically tough, crack shots with advanced smokeless Mausers, formidable in the saddle and proud of their
veldtcraft, these were good irregular soldiers, quick to the colours and high in confidence in 1899, in the word of Bill
Nasson. Kruger spent more than one million pounds to re-equip the Transvaal army. The Boers imported 37,000 Mausers
from the Krupp factory in Germany. The Boers had ordered four of the latest 155-mm heavy guns (Long Toms) from
Creusot in France and six of the 75-mm field guns. They bought 22 of the experimental 1-pounders (Pom-Poms) from
Maxim-Nordenfeld in Britain and from Krupp four 120-mm howitzers and they had 33 75mm of varying types, all modern.
Kruger transformed Transvaal’s army and the burghers could mobilise in a week about 20 commandos armed
with the most modern guns and rifles, an effective force of more than 25,000 fighting men; combined with their allies from
the Orange Free State this represented 40,000. This was four times the size of the British garrisons in the colonies and
became the largest modern army in the sub-continent. And they were better armed than the British. While the British
slithered into war through the machinations of Joseph Chamberlain, Secretary for the Colonies and Alfred Milner, the
scheming High Commissioner for South Africa, the Boers were vigorously organising and arming. British military leadership
was mired in petty jealousies among generals only tested in small colonial wars. They were amateurish. War was prepared
according to Rayne Kruger in an atmosphere best conveyed by a quotation from the memoirs of Field Marshal Sir Evelyn
Wood, describing his reforming zeal while in command of Aldershot, Britain’s chief training base. He triumphantly produced
a letter to him on his departure: “I thank you for all you have done, which is a very great deal, while at Aldershot for the
Fox Hounds."
Britain spent hardly anything on its Intelligence Division. No information had systematically been collated from
previous British experience in South Africa - the first Boer War and Majuba Hill only 18 years earlier. It could not
comprehend the hit-and-run tactics of the citizen Boer army whose soldiers foreswore any uniform. At the summit in the
War Office was the Duke of Cambridge who had spent 39 years as Commander-in-Chief. He was served by Garnet Joseph
Wolseley, Viscount Wolseley of Cairo and a Field-Marshal. His supporters formed the Wolseley ring . He had distinguished
himself in fights before the Crimea and took soldiering very seriously. By the time he became Commander-in-Chief he was
declining into senility.
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The second Duke of Cambridge was opposed to all change and especially change in the purchase of commissions
because he thought “however theoretically objectionable, it was worked favourably in the interests of the Services."
Also at the zenith of his military career was Lord Roberts, the popular victor of Kandahar in Afghanistan ('Bobs’ the subject
of a Rudyard Kipling’s poem). He had returned to Britain in 1893, after 41 years service in the Indian Army. He was
unemployed, opinionated, lobbying and on half pay and was to create a selection of senior officer supporters of his own,
the Roberts Ring. Also among these giants strode the well-connected Sir Redvers Henry Buller, who had been
Quartermaster-General and then Adjutant-General. Like Roberts he had won the Victoria Cross and William Gladstone
remarked that Joshua ‘couldn’t hold a candle to Redvers Buller as a leader of men'. Nonetheless, Buller always considered
that he was ideally suited to be a field commander carrying out the orders of a creative strategist.
There was no central authority to grasp the challenges of threatened hostilities or respond with plans; no chief of the
general staff, no general staff. The South African War tested the capacity of the invading British to adapt to demanding
local fieldcraft conditions. They had the challenge of lengthy supply lines, long ranges, expansive fields of fire and a fierce
light unknown in more temperate settings. It put great pressures on British military and importantly, financial resources.
The Boers were blessed with some able young leaders. Jan Smuts, 27, a Cambridge-educated, Africaner from
the Cape became Attorney General. Smuts had initially idolised Cecil Rhodes, the Cape of Good Hope Prime Minister,
whose dream was a great white nation spanning South Africa from the Zambezi to the Cape. But Rhodes, very much the
evil genius of the Boer War had supported the Jameson Raid and had to resign. Smuts declared: “The man we had
followed, who was to lead us to victory, had not only deserted us; he had . . . betrayed us." One man understood the
strength of the Boer position and the ill-prepared and inadequate state of British arms in South Africa - Lt.-General Sir
William Butler, C in C South Africa and acting Governor, Cape Colony. He, however, was politically naive. He counselled
caution but Milner characterised him as pro-Boer and he was ultimately sent home.Britain, as in so many of her wars, was
hesitant and uncoordinated in her response to the Boer ultimatum. Lord Roberts, later to be supreme commander in South
Africa, said: “I was astonished beyond measure to hear of our utter unpreparedness . . . How this could have been
permitted? And who is responsible for it?”
As Bill Nasson points out, previous British campaigns had invariably been short, with little need for large scale manoeuvring
and complex communications. Most British generals had little experience of handling very large bodies of troops and
instead of a standard system for the transmission of information between commanders and their subordinates there was
a woolly space. South Africa is a journey 6000 miles to battle ground about the size of Europe.
Meanwhile at the bottom, the general calibre of ordinary soldiers was not high, more like Wellington’s “scum of the earth”.
The army had been handicapped by the wastage of trained soldiers through short-service enlistment. It could not compete
with urban rates of pay. It had seen a contraction of its traditional sources of recruits - the rural population and the Irish.
Tommy Atkins was faced with weeks on a troopship, hours in poorly ventilated trains, days alongside unsanitary rivers and
streams, and fatiguing marching and fighting across difficult, unfamiliar, featureless and dusty terrain. .
The British managed to get themselves besieged in Mafeking in the north and Major General Sir George White,
on the verge of retirement, was surrounded in Natal in Lady Smith, tactically a potential Dien Bien Phu, the French defeat
in Vietnam. Initially the Boers easily occupied Elandslaagte on the rail line just south of Dundee a public relations coup.
They were hurled out a few days later. The dying Major General Sir William Penn Symons was carried off fatally wounded
from his frontal assault at Talana by his retreating troops to Ladysmith. Though the British had won this affray their losses
were 546 to the Boers 140 and their confidence was severely dinted. Later British cavalry did what they liked best to do,
charged with lance and sabre (Arme Blanche) cornering the Commandos, who for once were unable to melt away. Only
occasionally did the Arme Blanche prevail in South Africa. This was to be the war of the mounted trooper, working in
troops of four – one to hold the horses, the other three to go forwards armed on foot. White made an attempt to breakout
of Ladysmith but the British suffered a disheartening reverse when 800 mainly Irish soldiers were taken prisoners.
Chamberlain angrily wrote to a Cabinet colleague: “On the whole I am terribly afraid that our War Office is as inefficient as
usual.” Kimberley in the west, which housed the de Beers diamond industry, Cecil Rhodes, a hoard of money, coal, and
stores, was put to the siege on October 15. It was ably commanded by Colonel Robert Kekewich of the 1 st Loyal North
Lancashire Regiment, who was more harassed by Rhodes than the Boers. British stratagem in the war was to be based
on railway lines. Sixty-year-old Buller had been chosen to lead the saviour 47,000-strong Army Corps dispatched as hastily
as possible to the Cape ports. Unusual for a commander he split his forces into three directing General Lord Methuen to
relieve Kimberley and then Mafeking. Lt-General Sir William Gatacre (nicknamed Backacher) was to hold the Central Front
. Black Week in December, 1899, truly emphasised Britain’s ill-organised approach to subduing the Boers. The
British had no clearly prepared or structured plan beyond a vague grasp that their forces would have to be deployed forward
for a conquest of the Boer republics. Gatacre forced-marched his troops to attack at Stormberg in the darkness before
dawn despite the fact that he had been ordered not to do so.They unnecessarily attacked up the cliff faces of Kissieberg
to be met by devastating Mauser fire. The muddled attack began to fail as quickly as it had begun and the troops struggled
back saved only by the ineptitude of the Boers. Methuen had expensive successes at Belmont and Graspan as he doggedly
headed to relieve Kimberley. The Boers withdrew to fight another day. Later De La Rey had inspirationally entrenched his
forced before the Modder river, the ground providing excellent concealment. The British lost 500. There is a pipe tune, the
Highland Brigade at Magersfontein – more a lament. And well there might be for the Highlanders lead by their indomitable
and ill-fated Major-General Andy Wauchope suffered dreadfully. They were caught at dawn on the approach to the Modder
River. As the brigade broke into fighting formation the Highlanders were assailed by vigorous fire from again an entrenched
and unseen commandos. They fell to then ground to escape the fire, their kilts without sufficient kilt apron to cover their
tartan backsides. They were riven by the deadly fire, the sun burn and fearsome ants. The British had to withdraw from
Magersfontien. Black Week was completed when Buller, determined to relieve Ladysmith, was met by General Botha in
prepared positions at Colenso. The British plan of attack was inept and disastrous. It was to see the death of Lord Robert’s
son, in a vain attempt to save the advanced and unprotected guns. The British lost 1130 men while the Boer, 40. The
newspaper, the CapeArgus described it as “another Majuba” (the decisive defeat of the 1st BoerWar in 1880). Black Week
was the high-water mark of conventional Boer success and the downfall of Buller. He was to be superseded by Robert and
Lord Kitchener. The British set about recovering. The British with the Australian Mounted Horse (as they were then) were
to overwhelm the Boers but initially it was one disaster after another.
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Mr D. Robertson Paul
(Photo Mrs Peggy Loh –
My Johore Stories)

During the Second World War, the 2/19th Infantry Battalion embarked for Singapore on 2 February 1941,
as part of the 22nd Brigade of the 8th Australian Division. On arrival, they were moved to the quiet town of Seremban
in south-west Malaya for training in tropical conditions, in anticipation of Japanese aggression in South-East Asia.
The soldiers, recruited principally from the Monaro and Riverina regions of NSW, were billeted in two of the local
schools – King George V and the Anglo Chinese School (ACS). They had many friendly interactions with the
Seremban locals including 13-year-old D Robertson Paul, a student at the ACS. Now aged 91, Mr Paul has kindly
shared his recollections of contact with the soldiers of the 2/19th. His story provides a fascinating glimpse of the
civilian population's interactions with Australian forces serving overseas during the Second World War.
`I remember the day the Principal ordered the whole school to assemble for an important announcement.
He told us that we had to vacate the school by order of the British Resident. `We were told that our school had been
requisitioned to billet soldiers of the Australian Imperial Force. `August 1941 saw the influx of Australian troops into
Seremban. All the major schools were bustling with military activity. In the evenings, the King George V school field
saw the soldiers exercising and playing sport, and the army brass bands practising their marching and playing their
various musical instruments. `This often drew large crowds of people who came to be entertained by the martial
music and Australian folk tunes. My friends and I were regulars at these practice sessions. We made friends with
the musicians and invited them to our homes. `They all seemed like homesick country boys. `Sometimes these
soldiers came to my house in the evenings for a beer and a chat with my father. We had an old organ, which gave
these soldiers much pleasure in playing.
The Australian soldiers were friendly and sociable and were a jolly lot of fellows. `They did not know what
was in store for them in Malaya, neither did we. No one ever believed that Japan would enter the war and drive the
British out of our country. The thought was simply too far-fetched.
In the meantime, the townsfolk enjoyed the large presence of these Australians in our midst. `I recall one
soldier who was interned at the Sime Road camp after the fall of Singapore. We later learned he had survived the
war when he sent us a large hamper of all kinds of tinned food from Australia. `Another soldier introduced me to a
boy my own age who lived in Lakemba, New South Wales – who became my overseas "pen-friend" for a number of
years. `I used to spend my afternoons in the army camps close to my house, making friends with the soldiers and
collecting old newspapers and empty beer bottles that could be sold for a few cents. Australian magazines and
newspapers were in demand in the local bookshops and these were in abundance in the army camp. I also collected
lots of Australian coins and badges, which I kept in the house to exchange with friends. `In addition, we raided the
camp kitchens and collected the leftovers for ourselves.
Often there was so much food that would have been otherwise thrown away if we had not gone round to
collect it. `Half-eaten canned food and loaves of freshly baked bread were simply put in bins, waiting to be thrown
away. These we picked up and enjoyed them every evening. `There was so much butter, cheese, jams of all kinds,
fruit drinks and various other kinds of Australian food that we enjoyed for free! My brothers and I made friends with
the Battalion cooks, who gave us many more things besides leftover food. `Little did we all know what would happen
at the end of that year. Many of those Australians I met, perished in the defence of Malaya against the Japanese
onslaught.'
Japan attacked Malaya on 8 December 1941. The 2/19th first engaged the Japanese on 7 January 1942 at
Endau, on the east coast of the Malayan Peninsula. After the fall of Singapore in February 1942, the Australians
went into captivity and Mr Paul and his fellow Malayans began the privations of the three-and-a-half-year long
Japanese military occupation.
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Our thanks to Jim HURT in forwarding these additional photos from the
Commemoration in Canberra
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THE BATTLE OF MILNE BAY

had a major success when survivors of the attack on
Number 3 Strip blundered past its night position at
Gama River and suffered heavy casualties. The 2/9th
Battalion later completed ‘mopping up’ the northern
shore of Milne Bay, with most surviving Japanese
evacuated by sea. An interesting detail was the use of
fuses from 25-pounder ammunition in shells for the
3.7-inch anti-aircraft guns to increase the range of
artillery support.

Nicholas Anderson

Big Sky Publishing, 2018,
215pp $19.95

ISBN 978-1-925675-67-2
REVIEWED BY John DONOVAN

The final element of the Battle of Milne Bay was
clearance of the Japanese stranded before the battle
on Goodenough Island. This did not go well, as the
Japanese had time to prepare defences that stymied
the 2/12th Battalion, allowing evacuation of the
survivors.

Nicholas Anderson has written an informative history
of the Battle of Milne Bay, providing a companion to
his earlier work on the Papuan campaigns, To
Kokoda. This book, part of the Australian Army
Campaign Series, is academically rigorous, but
published in a highly readable style.

The major problem for the Japanese was overstretch
as they attempted to carry out simultaneous
operations at Guadalcanal, Milne Bay and Kokoda.
Anderson considers that Milne Bay was more
important than Kokoda because a major land attack
across the Owen Stanleys was not practicable, while
Japanese possession of the airfields at Milne Bay
could have made a seaborne approach to Port
Moresby possible. This is an interesting perspective,
but moot, as the Japanese had shifted their main
effort to Guadalcanal.

Few readers are likely to be aware that the Imperial
Japanese Navy (IJN) Special Naval Landing Forces
(SNLF) that formed the Milne Bay invasion force were
not elite units. They comprised sailors trained to
conduct amphibious landings and then garrison the
areas captured. They did not have the same level of
training as the US marines. The Imperial Japanese
Army (IJA) units that might have been expected to
conduct, or follow up, the landing were already
engaged either in the Kokoda campaign or on
Guadalcanal. As Anderson details in To Kokoda,
Guadalcanal was a magnet drawing forces away from
Papua.

Anderson deals fairly with the pressures on senior
officers during the campaign. Clowes came under
indirect pressure from Generals MacArthur and
Blamey to speed up the battle, and his plans were
interrupted by several ‘flap messages’, causing
changes to operations already being implemented.
The impression gained, fairly or unfairly, that he was
insufficiently informative in his reports and ‘sticky’ in
pressing the Japanese ensured that he did not receive
another operational command. Clowes’ brigadiers
both came under pressure to speed up their
operations. However, both retained their commands,
and George Wootten later took command of the 9th
Division.

The battle started poorly for both sides. Poor
intelligence gathering and deficient leadership and
staff work were major factors contributing to the
Japanese defeat. The SNLF landed in the wrong
position, further from the airfields than intended, while
the RAAF stopped some Japanese, who were
stranded on Goodenough Island when their landing
barges were destroyed. Finally, the barges that
arrived in Milne Bay were also destroyed by air strikes
soon after the landing, together with much of the
supplies they carried.

While Anderson bemoans the general lack of
knowledge of the battle in Australia, I suspect that this
is at least in part a function of the geographical origin
of the units that fought there. As a Queenslander, I
was quite familiar with the battle, but four and a half of
the infantry battalions there were from Queensland
(including the militia unit from my home town,
Toowoomba’s 25th Battalion), one from South
Australia, and a half battalion from Tasmania. New
South Wales, Victoria and Western Australia had a
minimal number of veterans of the battle. Those
states, however, had many veterans of the
contemporaneous Kokoda Campaign, drawing their
attention there.

Major General Cyril Clowes, who took command of
the Milne Bay base in only late August, made some
planning errors, albeit often under pressure from
higher headquarters. The worst was that the first units
engaged, not expecting to meet Japanese tanks, did
not take any anti-tank weapons forward. Also, the
position chosen for their initial stand at KB Mission
was badly chosen, leading to a bloody nose for the
61st Battalion. The two Japanese light tanks present
contributed significantly to this defeat.
The 2/10th Battalion was also beaten at KB Mission,
again with a contribution from the tanks. It withdrew in
some disorder, suffered a second defeat at Motieau
Creek, and withdrew to the base area, taking no
further part in the battle. The lack of anti-tank
weapons had proved disastrous for the first two
Australian battalions engaged.

This is a worthwhile addition to your library. Is it too
much to hope that Anderson will follow it with a book
on the battles for the Papuan beachheads in late
1942-early 1943?
John Donovan worked in
the Department of Defence
for over 32 years, principally
in the fields of intelligence,
force development and
resource management. He
also served for several
years in the Australian Army
Reserve.

The Japanese advanced to Number 3 (later Turnbull)
Strip without the tanks, which became bogged and
were later destroyed by a patrol from the 25th
Battalion. The Japanese were finally stopped by two
militia battalions, artillery, and machine guns operated
by US engineers and anti-aircraft troops, using
Number 3 Strip as a killing ground. The counter attack
against the Japanese remnants was led by the 2/12th
Battalion, which
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NX45804 Driver Herbert James McNAMARA, Carrier Pl, HQ Coy, 2/20 Battalion A.I.F.
Continued from March 2019 Newsletter:

Our bosses for the most part had given the
war away. One of the No. Vs of the mine told me
that soon we would be going home to Australia.
Most of them started telling us their sorrows and
they certainly had plenty. We repeated the dismal
tales among ourselves. Old Saw-Caw Poppa
reckons that he only just gets three feeds a day for
himself and only two for his wife and kids. The
glorious old spirit of Bushido, eh ? Yes. It looks as
if the wife and kids will have another cut before
long. Yes. They're not too far behind us.
A bloke's getting sorry for these bastards.
Gawd knows why! Yes. They'll be doing this long
after we've gone. We've got something to look
forward to. Yes, But gawd knows why were worried
about them. No. If we're here long enough we'll end
up as bad as they are. A bloke’ll kick his wife in the
guts and then pull out a cigarette and say
'presento’, and wonder why she's still crooked on
him. Yes. I suppose so, But I don't think we'll be
here much longer. No. It won't be long now. It won't
be long now! No poet could ever capture the magic
of those words.
They raced through our minds all day. It
won't be long now! Our marching was to the beat
of them. They echoed from the very depth of our
souls. The weather was getting brighter. We came
out of the dark tunnel with golden rays of sun still
streaking out from beyond the mountains, and the
hill side was covered with green-ness of spring. We
marched with a lively gait and mentally annihilated
Scarface, Darby and the Pig. To be able to settle
back each moment on the luxury of the knowledge
that it was nearly all over gave us a strength that
we had never known.
With the vividness of reality we saw
ourselves back on the golden sand of the beaches,
hearing the rain beat on the roofs of warm houses
or cooking toast against the coals of a red fire late
at night. Everything that we could ever want was
there for the asking and infused with a new peace
and loveliness. And we could wake up from these
reveries in the excited certainty that they would
soon be reality itself. A few more rest days and a
few more buckets of rice and we would be back
with our people.
The news came suddenly. Almost as a
shock. We were gathered for the evening roll-call
before we marched out of the mine. They're telling
them down the mine that Germany's finished! Might
be right, too, said Tao. It confirms what we heard in
Changi three years -ago! No. It's fair dinkum this
time. Different altogether. The dogs are barking it.
If you want five hundred quid on it you can get it
anywhere you like. They’re telling them all over the
mine Hitler's shot himself. Mussolini's been hung
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and Germany's chucked it in!
The dogs were barking that
Germany had finished. The Nips
were telling it all over the mine.
Prisoners would bet all their pay
on it. The major part of the war
was over! Shortly after we were
shifted to Niihama, a few miles away. We had to
come to the mine by a longer train journey each
morning, but soon we would leave the mine and be
replaced by convicts. We would be working in
God's good sunlight.
CHAPTER XXIII
THE SETTING SUN
Niihama was built on the edge of the sea,
an old camp but with a fair bit of hut space for the
Dutch who had been there all through, and
ourselves. It was much less clean than Yahamane,
but there was room to move about. One of the
supreme blessings was salt. Some of the
Dutchmen worked in a factory from which they
were able to pinch large quantities of salt that they
sold for a dollar a Red Cross coffee tin. Lack of salt
had been as much responsible for our weakness
as lack of food, for the mine had long since ceased
to issue it, and there was practically none in our
cooking.
At first we ate incredible quantities, which
flavoured our food like delicate sauces, and it gave
new strength to our bodies. For the first time in
months we saw an improvement in our food,
though the older hands informed us that it had been
much better before. Above everything we had the
News again. A couple of Dutchmen could read
Japanese, and they got the real "drum" from
papers they picked up at work. Nearly every day
we had a reading of the News. Most of which we
had was confirmed and given in more detail, and
even the Dutch were now convinced that the war
would not last more than another couple of years.
The Nips were almost as pleased about
the developments as ourselves. They had long
known that they could not win the war, and to have
come second in a conflict in which Germany and
Italy had fallen early, was the pride of their history.
Proudly they boasted of the forces that were being
massed against them almost as if they were their
own. History for the first time, saw prisoners
doubting enemy propaganda because it was too
favourable to themselves. They alleged that the
Americans were building a plane capable of
carrying six hundred men, fully armed, and a sixtyton tank, and they said that Italy had joined the War
to fight against Japan. While we were still at the
mine it was necessary to rise an hour earlier and
get back an hour earlier and get back an hour later
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for us to be killed by our own planes after we had
come this far. We were in no great danger; the few
splinters from the little ack-ack they had being the
nearest they got to anything deadly, but I do not
know how close it would have to have been for us
to realise that the end was not yet. There was none
of the feeling that we had on the Bioki Maru, that
there was one short bridge to cross before we were
safe. We had already crossed our last bridge.
What we saw at work, we heard at camp.
Each day we got reports of huge raids tearing great
gaps in cities and famous industrial centres now
nothing but names on the map, and we would try to
judge which of the raids came from the flights of
bombers we had seen. The news was read out at
breakfast. The Dutch Captain would mutter a few
words that would give any chance guard the
impression that he was giving orders, and when the
piquet's gave the all clear, he would read the story
in detail.
As the Japanese spoke more English than
Dutch, he made for our benefit, a code that saved
the too-frequent use of suspicious-sounding words,
and he gave this out before reading: Nagasaki I
shall call the Snake City, because 'Naga `Js a
Chinese word for snake. Osaka I shall call the
factory city. OK Okinawa I shall I call the Near
Place and Borneo the Oil Place. B29's I shall call
the Big Planes, and so on.
The papers reiterated the story with
startling frankness. Great raids on their major
towns and the vast fleet of shipping crowding from
around. They painted gruesome pictures of the
mighty forces being mustered against them and the
big base at Okinawa.Raids were becoming almost
continuous. Unchecked the flights of heavy
bombers made their way across the sky. Some
counted as many as two hundred together.
Theirs was the skyway. Flights of them
now crossed this way and that between the clouds,
as unhindered as if the war was over, and now and
then the stillness would be broken by a swift and
fearful rush of air, raging to a scream as the deadly
weight struck the ground to burst into a fury of
sound, hurling its mighty forces in a shattering
blast.
Once there was a great rumbling of distant
sound, and at intervals the booming ran in short
succession of rending explosions with a rhythm
that suggested shell-fire, and later news reports
spoke of raids by the Navy. Unchecked the Navy
had moved in and heavily shelled the coast of
Honshu.
There were rumours that the camp was to
be shifted out into the mountains, and a party of us
were taken from our ordinary jobs to dismantle a
shed that was to be used as a rice store. The job
was under the now very gentle rule of the army, and
though the timber had to be carried a good
distance, they made the loads fairly light and the
job was really almost a rest.
To be continued……………………..

and we had almost to prop up our eyelids with
sticks. We told the miners that our food was a lot
better and that the Army were living like kings at
their expense; but we assured them that the war
would soon be over and they agreed with us and
were pleased. Then the winder came back into the
mine and the day we got it into the skip-head, ready
to go down, we finished work. One man got two
fingers crushed on it at the very last. It felt like being
home just to be out of the villainous hole. We shook
the foul dust from our feet and breathed fresh air
again.
We still worked for the same company,
but our work was either unloading the ore trucks or
working in the refinery. Most of it was still fairly hard
work, and even the lighter jobs involved a long
walk, but the new environment made all difference
in the world. According to practice we were allowed
about fifty per cent sick for the first day, and (again
according to practice) this number was reduced
almost to zero before long, the sick who couldn't
walk being sent to work on carts pulled by the less
sick.
At five stone underweight, with beri-beri
and occasional malaria I didn't come into any of
these categories of sick). It was not long before the
Nip Doctor was to be asking the Dutch Doctor for a
testimonial telling the Americans what a good
fellow he was, but we did not know that at the time.
For the present the sick were being cut down daily.
Greatest comfort of all were the planes.
Their silver forms dotted the sky, and more than in
Thailand their numbers grew, and we knew that this
was not the only path they followed. They knocked
us off to dig shelters, and we had to retire to them
when the planes came over. When they were first
dug they hurried us into them with great
enthusiasm, then with less enthusiasm as the
novelty wore off, and later with still more
enthusiasm as the heavy Crump of bombs broke
the air within earshot. Still later they took the
shortest route to the shelter themselves, and left it
our choice whether we went or not, for the bombs
were heavy and close.
A bomb destroyed the factory where the
salt was acquired, but no one was there at the time,
and none of us were ever near the explosions. A
few pieces of ack-ack shrap. landed close about,
but not a great deal, for the barrages were modest.
All work ceased for the raids, and the trains
stopped moving too, so there was a long break for
those unloading, and we welcomed the raids for
this, too.
To their warning shouts we replied with an
easy nonchalance: It's alright, we would say, as if
they understood every word, those are our planes.
There's no need for us to worry. You move off and
make yourselves safe and comfortable. It's you
they're after. We'll be along in a minute! And we
would stroll after them as if we didn't have a care.
And I think we really believed it. I doubt if there was
anyone among us who believed that it was possible
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25th JUNE 1915
19th BATTALION AIF – THE GREAT ADVENTURE BEGINS
From “BOLDLY & FAITHFULLY – THE JOURNAL”

OFFICIAL HISTORY OF THE 19th AUSTRALIAN INFANTRY BATTALION AIF

BY LIEUTENANT COLONEL PETER McGUINNESS, MBE, OAM, RFD, ED
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