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By Brigadier S. G. SAVIGE, D.S.0., M.C., E.D,

win. The ruck shifts the ball to the forwards, who

register the goals. Here in the Army teamwork is
all important. - While in “Pucka” we have seen other good
team-mates in the Engineers, A.S.C., AM.C., and now we will
find them in the newly-arrived General H.Homv;& and Sig.
Units.

I venture to say that the closest association will be between
the Gunner and the Infanteer. They make the team which
must wear the same guernsey. The gunner is the ruckman
knocking aside the weight of opposition by fire concentrations
and the Infanteers provide the forwards shooting for goals—
the objective.

I recall incidents in the last show when the Infantry
cheered the gunner carrying on with his task when subjected
; to violent enemy C.B. fire. I have seen the weary gunner,
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EDITORIAL

“Au Reveoir”

Let not our embarkation be a
sad parting with our loved ones;

let it be a grand, memorial occa-
sion that is bestowed only upon

the disciples of Justice.

“Australia’s sons are honoring

their freedom.” ILet that sen-
tence, simple, yet rational, be our
conviction.

After the first natural tears
there must come common sense

to guide our course in the hard
battle ahead.

The wives, parents, friends and
sweethearts left behind must re-
alise that their warriors cannot
fight alone. Although materially
the former are left behind, their
spirits must sail with the soldiers,
and remain by their sides through-
out the struggle. The meaning
lies not in sending occasional gifts
of tobacco, newspapers, sox, etc.;
it goes much deeper. The stabil-
ity of man’s morale depends’
greatly on the spiritual support
conveyed to him from the folks
that fight behind the lines.

As the last masthead is swal-
lowed by distance, there may be a
sob in your throat, but in your
heart be confident that it is not
“Good-bye,” but just “Au Revoir.”

Dust to Dust

We have it for breakfast, dinner
and tea,

There’s plenty for all in this
Army;

It fills our eyes, nose and mouth,

Whether we travel North or
South;

It covers our food
and clothes;

And in spite of all our efforts it
grows and grows;

blankets

1 Wherever we go when we em-
bark—

Whether the natives are fair or
dark—

We of the A.LF. will go to rust
If we strike a place where there’s
No Bloody Dust!
—“ARFIE.”’

A Message From
Brigadier E. F. Herring,

=lm'°uu g-_ﬂto q-uom ﬁounpn a ?.:m-c -“'mqo

“War,” Marshal Foch once said, “is the domain of moral force.
Victory means moral superiority in the victors; moral depression in
the vanquished.” The battle of the River Plate and the heroic
resistance of the Finns afford fine examples of the truth of this state-
ment. In our turn we must seek to build up within ourselves that
morale that will ultimately give us the victory upon which the very
existence of all that is decent and worth while in our modern civilisa«
tion depends. Upon what basis then does this morale rest? Primarily
it rests upon the consciousness of all of us that we are not only fighting
for our own preservation, but also for the liberation of the victims
of the iron heel of Prussianism. It rests next upon the realisation
that, brought up as we have been in a country where freedom has
always flourished, we start with an advantage denied to those reared
in an atmosphere of lies and suspicion. Sooner or later, the youth
of Germany must learn the truth that might is not right, and that
cruelty and oppression do not pay. Before this day will come, however,
we must be prepared to face the hardships and danger invelved in
fighting a well-trained and at the outset a resolute foe. Those of
us who are gunners must set ourselves to master the difficult art
involved in the responsible task of supporting our comrades in the

other arms. This we can only achieve if we all pull together. Our
success will depend on the strength of our weakest link. Let us
determine now. that it shall be strong.
Vé.
B e
e s
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MEMORIES OF THE FIRST
S b.-”.!‘l 5 HA“E

By Lt.=Col. A. H. RAMSAY

April 1, 1940

It seems that the A.LF. is to be seen again in familiar
fields, and that we might see Egypt again. We might
get to Cairo, often described as the meeting point of the
East and the West.

I can remember, about twenty-five years ago, our trans-
port steaming up the Red Sea with the distant hills appear-
ing a fiery red. Everything was hot — the decks and the
iron rails were too hot to touch. The horses down below
decks felt the heat even more than we did, and that was
.saying something. We worked in short shifts down below
—for ever cleaning out, and watering, grooming and feeding
horses.

So Egypt came as a pleasant surprise when we came on deck one
morning to see the green of trees and palms again.

I remember my first impression — we were meeting a strange
people. The things that astonished us all was the strength of the
“wharfies.” We watched them pick up cases that needed two or
three of us to handle, and watched one of them balance a case
and carry it off on his back. I remember, too, how we disorganised
the gangs by throwing pennies down to the wharf. The scrambling
and wrestling that followed gave us what we considered our money’s

worth.,

I remember, too, our first introduction to the Egyptian policeman—
who is a very fine type of fellow. We had hardly boarded the train

when it was overrun with lads selling
oranges — “Oranges, two for one, big
one.” One policeman set about the
task of clearing them off, and set about
it with a will, plying his cane on men
and boys alike. Some of our lads
took exception to this — “Give them a
go!” — until some older hands of the
1st Divvy. advised them that we would
soon be only too glad to have a police-
man to clear the decks for us. We
took his advice, and left the policeman
to his work. Later we found, of course,
that the few who had bought had
been robbéd. They had tendered two
shillings for some fruit, and had been
given a handful of coins worth in all
about twopence halfpenny as change.
They say there is “one born every
minute,” and most of us paid for
neglecting the advice given on the boat
not to change our money with street
sellers.

So it went on; hard training in the
desert among the ruins of the trenches
at Tel-El-Kebir, gunnery practice out
at Australia Hill, over the Canal, My
chief memory of Australia Hill was that
we had no water for washing — a
towel hung over the guy-ropes at
night was very wet with dew next
morning and served to remove most of
the grime of the previous day. Of

|
course, you can imagine the state of the
towel after a few days.

So it went on. Pleasant camps near
Maadi; leave to wvisit Cairo; shopping
expeditions to buy things to send
home; visits to the pyramids; rides onm
camels; drives in a gharry — a four-
wheeler open cab; and so on.

After three months we left it all be-
hind for France, and Egypt became a
memory — a memory of pleasant gar-
dens, and of sand, of beauty and of
ugliness and filth, of hot days and very
cold nights — altogether a land of con-
tradictions,

One thing we must remember. The
Egyptians, in 1915, had little say as' to
whether we would land in Egypt or not.
Since then the Egyptians have full
governing rights and full nationhood.
We are there by their grace. This will
mean that some of the high-handed
ways of the old AILF. must be for-
gotten. The Egyptians are a people
with a civilisation much older than
ours, and we will be guests in their
country. We must see to it that we
behave as guests. And we will, for
fashions have cdhanged in the Ilast
twenty-five years.

WE THANK OUR FRIENDS

mnmﬂwam—muu

As be our last issue of
“pction Front” i Melbourne, we feel
that it is the opportum® moment to
express our appreciation fo our two
noble friends, The Melbourne Herald,

and Brigadier D. Kitto, M.C., ED.

Because we are the AILF., Hrm
Herald threw open its mighty printing
presses and—without financial atone-
ment—not only helped us print the
first A.LF. newspaper, but have printed
three issues,

Later, they again showed their
generosity by donating the printing

and Brigadier D.

Kitto, M.C., E.D.

of “Puckapunyal,” classical magazine of
our 17th Infantry Brigade?

Brigadier Kitto was our honorary,
and honorable ambassador to The
Herald. The Brigadier has endeared
himself to us, not only for that reason,
but because we know him as a worthy
soldier and as an implicit comrade
of the AILF. We trust that we shall
have the honor of his company, if not

in Palestine, then, elsewhere in the

Second A.LF.
Thank you, Diggers!

LIEUT.-COLONEL A. H. RAMSAY, C.O.

The Men w@EBﬁ
The Guns

By Pte. D. H. MATHER
(Amm. Coy., A.AS.C.)

When the fight is getting hot

And the Army’s ripped and shot,

It’s the Men behind the Guns
Whe'll stop the bloody Huns

With their HE. shell and shrap., Sir;
So you'll have to doff your cap, Sir,
To the Men behind the Guns.

When the Infantry’s dead beat

And their nerves are frayed with heat,
It’s the Men behind the Guns
Who'll hack those Diggers’ Sons

With a deadly shell barrage

When they make a bayonet charge
Under cover from the guns.

When the ammunition’s low,

And the M.T. trucks are slow—

It's the Men behind the Guns

Who'll help the other ones,

With a cussing, laughing yell

Which might have had its hirth in
Hell,

Or in shell-shock from the guns.

When the Air Force men are high,
And they see their comrades die;
It's the Men behind the Guns
Who'll blast the bloody Huns,
When they fly along the line

With their deadly bomb and mine
Looking for the anti guns. :

So, we all salute the men

Who can curse and drink—and then,
Give ’em hell with blasting guns,
Smashing through with lead in tons,
Lifting barrage after barrage

So the Infantry can charge

Under screening from the guns.
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“E” Troop—Briefly

Mr Henderson, our new officer, soon
brought things to a head by leaving
half his forehead on a tin window-shut-
ter . . . or are we just guessing?

Huh, laddies! We don’t get the pic-
ture, any more . . . Mr Syme has left
“E” Troop fold to be Waggon Line
Officer. Now that he has nothing to
do, except run around with a huge
sheet of notepaper, and wear a worried
frown and eat out of soup ladles and
fruit tins, he might be able to grace
“Action Front” with an article. ¥’know,
“How I Strangled the Editor—in Ten
Easy Lessons!”

Oh, by the way! Have you noticed
that extra-large “Giggle” hat walking
around the parade ground? Well, the
other day we lifted it up and found Bill
Chitts underneath.

Cyril Barwise has/had aspirations to
visit Wagga — at least, we thought so
when he took the wrong turning on
the way home from Holdsworthy.

The cow ’e is! Took a blonde home
from the Trocadero (Sydney) and
couldn’t pay her fare. When the taxi-
driver complained, the villain replied,
“T can’t pay you, but if you're going
back, I'll accept a lift from you!”

Oh! How little Norm Caldwell has
improved,

Since he’s had his corns removed!
No ambition, no desire—

Dances the “Bondi Fling” in the briar!

If anybody has seen an odd leg
attached to a motor bike wheel will
they please return it to Bdr, — pardon,
L/Sgt. “Pop” Donnolley.

Les. White scored three Bulls and
two OQuters with five rounds rapid
fire. = Good shooting, Les. — you're
a white man! .

If you would like a spare Brigadier,
or two, to send home as a souvenir,
apply to Jimmy Starke. = He specialises
in cavalry coves.

We must conclude on a sad note by
saying farewell to “Tiffy"—cum—hair-
dresser, Norm Bravo. Norm, you carry
the sympathy of every member of THE
Troop. But, carry on, Norm—there’s
a silver lining in every cloud, and if
we may say so, your wife and nipper is
yours.—‘SCHMIDT.”

“C” Troop Comments

Much confusion was caused by the
change-over in name of C. & B. Troops,
and for a few days various Sergeants
found themselves calling the wrong
troop out on parade. C Troop (for-
merly B Troop) are now quite used
to it, and have made the name of C
Troop as good as was formerly the
name of B Troop.

Our T.S.M. has not yet stopped
laughing over the incident at our first
shoot where a gumner who was un-
fortunate enough to fall out of a trac-
tor, was fiercely admonished by his
No. 1 for dismounting without ordexrs.

We want to know, what was wrong
with the Sergeant whose lady visitor
asked for a book to read on going
for a stroll with him one Sunday. Was
it lack of personality on his part, or
did she just feel that she may be bored?

It is a wonder our T.S.M. does not
take a tumble (or has he?) since he
learned to ride a motor cycle. We
sometimes enjoy seeing him look very
uncomfortable over a specially rough
piece of road. Sometimes he doesn’t
look really happy on the bike, and we
wonder why.

We all very much regret that Bdr.
Jack Galloway is leaving us, owing
to ill health, and will be unable to em-
bark with us. “Tony” has become
very popular, apart from his musical
ability, which made him the life of
the party wherever there was a piano,
He will be greatly missed, and it is the
hope of everyone in the troop that he
will soon be among us again.

Everyone is pleased to see our Troop
Commander with us again after an ab-
sence of about four weeks at the Artil-
lery School. He tells us that one of his
chief accomplishments while away was
crawling on his stomach around an
OZP. for some hundreds of yards with
the temperature well over the 100. The
experience does not seem to have had
any ill effects as he appears to be as
fit and well as ever.—"ARFIE.”

Freddy Troop News

The first news, of course, is our
change of name, which need only be
mentioned as an example of the old
“A rose by any other name . . . .”
proverb.

Then I could write of the Great Trek
had not the achievements of the bat-
tery and this troop in particular and
the deeds and misdeeds of various
personages high and low now become
legendary, to be told with a much
greater wealth of detail in the places
where men gather than would be
permitted here. The dog and tucker-
box yarn takes a very minor place
when tales of Gundagai are told. Facts
not generally known are it was an F
Troop man who was lucky enough to
be wearing full service dress when on
leave in Albury, so that on dismount-
ing briskly from the piquet car, he
was mistaken for the Sergeant-in-
charge and passed the person in
authority at the gate with a casual
remark that he had picked up a few
men. Also that Sergeant Fletcher and
his crew at least made a footnote in
military history by their successful
experiments with the anti-tank plat-
form, at various times irreverently re-
ferred to as the “hurdy-gurdy,” or
“Arch’s travelling roulette wheel.”

We all congratulate our T.S.M. on his
recent engagement and wish both his
fiancee and him every happiness. I
shall not say that it has not cheered
the other rankers to know that he, too,
will soon feel what it is to have to
obey an order “at the double.”

Amongst the crop of new promo-
tions — our congratulations to all con-
cerned — there is none more pleasing
to the Troop than that of Bdr. Rennie
to T/L. Sgt.

We are now under our third Troop
Commander since the Troop was
formed, and look like working as
happily under Mr Blamey as we have
in the past.

CAN YO0 READ

THAT &

WELL CAN Y00 SEE THAT?Z




April 1, 1940

ACTION FRONT

Page 5

SOCIAL NEWS
By “TRAITOR”

JonatHan Swift has criticised
the 2nd A.LF. for not producing
any soldier over 6 feet 5 inches.
Who will lay the odds against
Major Burston, Sergeant St. John
or Gunner “Lofty” McDonald?

Staft Sergeant Colson takes the
trick this month for conscientious
work,
the last regimental dinner, as he
was busy cleaning the day’s dust
out of the 3rd Battery drying
room.

Judges have been known to
sleep while hearing a law suit,
gunners sometimes sleep during
lectures, but the music-loving,
red-moustached solicitor gunner
who went to sleep on top of the
piano at the Trawool pub cer-

tainly deserves a special mention. -

W % b3 ]
Talking of the last war. A tale
was being told of a certain gun
crew setting their gun on the
required night line, loading it and
then attaching a long line to the
trigger.  When the alarm was
sounded, the card school was not
interrupted when one of the
players fired the required single
round by pulling the string. But
Bill the Bosun had been at work
and altered the setting of the gun,
with the result that the shell
landed about twenty yards from
Regimental Headquarters.
Voice (sarcastically): “They
were a clever detachment.”
Sir Echo: “Yes, just twenty
yards short of being genii.”

He was unable to attend

SIMPLICITY

Whatever wealth of fame I miss,

The years have made me wise in this,
I know life’s greatest goodness springs
From simple, honest, pleasant things.
In summer time, the gardens gay
Bring me new happiness each day.

* In winter I can never tire

Of tea and muffins by the fire.

I love the crisp caress which greets

My body in between cool sheets,

The languid, sensuous delight

Of steaming in o bath at night.

A breakfast table freshly spread

With honey, rolls and crisp brown bread;
And amber liquid piping hot

Poured deftly from a coffee pot.

These pleasures and a hundred more
I have enjoyed—a priceless store—
Nor would I change such goodly things
For all the fabled wealth of kings.

—Doug. Morrison.

DASHED DESPATCHES

From ‘“A” Troop

Congratulations are the order of the
day to Bombardier Theodore Samuel
Ross, who wilted before the altar on
Saturday last to the charms of a very
charming Miss Colman. As the last
step drew near, the signing of the
register, a couple of the Ragged A—
reminded him that he “would be
sorry,” but the ceremony was not
halted.

3 % %

That human earth pin, spike of phy-
sical boyhood, Signaller Vie. Leech,
placed a ring upon the second finger
of an attractive little brunette after
the other pay day, but so far the rest
of the programme is hid under a very
dark light.

We say, “Au Revoir” to Bombardier
“Pat” Stewart, whose sore old finger
will keep him at Caulfield when we
leave for our trip abroad. Catch up
with us in the T7th Division, Pat, but
in mrm meantime “keep the old chin
up.

After being without teeth for so
long, it was a strange phenomenon
when “Tiffy” Arthur Rose appeared
with 2 brand new sets of molars. They
are only for show and repose in a
cigareite tin, and when asked where
his teeth were, Arithur caused some
merriment by saying, “In my b—
pocket. Where do you think they

would be?”
- —“DIT DAH.”
(Continued on page 6)

g

WELL , WHAT DOES
THAT L0OK LIKE?

WELL IT'S SITHER Two BOoB
e /' OR HALF-A-CRown!
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3rd BATTERY IMPRESSIONS

MIXED FEELINGS

Yes! We of the 3rd Battery heard
the news of the return of the 4th from
their sojourn in N.S.W. with very
mixed feelings. On the one hand, we
felt that the tranquil life we had led
since they went away would now be
a thing of the past, and once more we
would have our quietness disturbed
On the other hand, there were the
regimental fatigues which we of the
3rd had to do day after day, and there
was our compensation for the other
slight inconveniences. Regimental
Orderly Sgs. and guard duties, etc,
will not come round as quickly as dur-
ing their absence.

Weiching the matter very carefully,
I think, that on the whole, we are very
glad to see them back with us and
one and all extend to them a very
hearty welcome.

OUR FIRST BIVOUAC

This was accomplished a few weeks
ago under the eye of our 2 I./C. who,
in the small hours of the morning, and
in his own words, “enjoyed himself
immensely” by removing various
articles from the guns and command
posts while various sentries were
“looking the other way.” We know of
at least one gun from which were taken

three rounds of blank ammunition and
of one command post which mysteri-
ously lost a director during the night.
The signallers also had some difficulty
in discovering that the breakdown in
communications was due to cut wires.

However, everyone concerned
learned their lessons, and it is very
doubtful whether the same ftricks
could be played.

OUR SECOND BIVOUAC

The second bivouac was of longer
duration than the first, and took place
a week or so later. This was mainly
noted for the shortage of water on the
second day. The day was rather warm
and by the time we learned that there
was a shortage, many of the water
bottles were empty. One gun detach-
ment left their water bottles and eat-
ing utensils on their tractor, and dur-
ing the day helped the other gunners
to drink what water they had, and
when their tractor returned they all
had full water bottles when everyone
else’'s was empty. There is really no
credit due to the No. 1 concerned, al-
though he is inclined now to crow
about it, but it was only one of those
accidents which happened to turn out
to the benefit of his detachment.

DASHED DESPATCHES

(Continued from page 5)

Wedding bells rang for Reg. Kirk,
R.H.Q. storeman recently. Everything
went okay for a fortnight, then Reg.
returned from leave with two broken
ribs. It has been reported that he fell
with a plate of the wife’s scones.
(Check, please.)

£ % S £

Is it true that they use Gnr. Leech
as an aerial?

RS % 2

They sometimes call him Earle, and

sometimes “Cactus,” WHO?

“Bottle-0-Joe” has a good

connec-
tion for Sale. . ..
A Gunner’s Pedigree: Out of Bed

by Six Fifteen.
= % £ o0t

Rifle range theme song, “Run, Rab-
bit, Run.”

NIGHT OCCUPATION — “PON-
TOON.”
% e % i

We congratulate the. M.O. on curing
80 men from Thursday to Friday. Was
it a question of leave?

3 3 ] e

The sergeant of the Sigs. wants to go
to a farewell dinner for half price. Oh,
yeah! -

% % w %

Bdr. Pat. Stewart is a good singer;
if you don’t believe me ask the nurses
at the Caulfield Hospital.

% % # %

P. T. Ingram means to get quits with
us on the hoat. -

Quite a fair amount of money
changes hand about the S.M. falling
off the motor bikes.

—“NED KELLY.”

Meals, of course, were at all hours,
but as we were training under active
service conditions nobody complained
(much). Talking of meals, we dis-
covered when we went up for our tea
at about 9.30 or later, why we have a
Padre on our strength. Everyone in
the battery is now prepared to give
him a very good recommendation as
an excellent mess orderly, as he did a
splendid job in helping to get the troops
food. Everyone appreciated his assis-
tance to the full.

Morning brought the water cart and
saw us .at our second firing practice
with live shells, and by early afternoon
we were back in camp with at least
one more lesson well learned.

SICK PARADE

For the last few weeks the M.O.
and his orderlies have had their hands
full, and on more than one morning
parade for about a week the parade
state showed larger numbers reporting
sick than those fit for duty. Like
everything else in the army this had
a very good reason, and that reason
was vaccination which affected more
than a few wvery severely, Stiff and
sore arms and general reactionary

_effects caused more than one “Red-

skin to hit the dust,” and for once in
our history orderly sergeants’ did not
look questioningly at any gunner who
reported not well enough to go on
duty. .

The M.O. and the orderlies were par-
ticularly attentive, and everyone feels
that they did everything in their power
although we all understood that there
was really® nothing very much they
could do under the circumstances.

FINAL LEAVE

Pre-embarkation leave is now the
most discussed subject in camp and
now that the date of leave has been
announced we are all making plans as
to how we are going to spend our last
few days home before sailing. The date
of embarkation, of course, is not known,
but it is a generally accepted fact that
it will not be long. Everybody realises
that conditions overseas may not be
quite up to the standard set at Pucka,
and we all have some idea of what will
come later; yet, I do not think that
there is one of us who does not look
forward to the day we embark for
some reason or another, and as with
a few who have already been drafted
out, our regrets would be very deep
should we by any chance at this stage
be unable to go—“ARFIE. L

DAMMIT, MAN ! THIS

SouvpP THSTES
LIKE DIsSH-wATERIU

ISH-WATER. SIR I
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WITH THE FOURTH IN N.S.W.

The Trek to Holdsworthy

Thursday, 1/2/°40.

Farewelled by salutes from 17th Bri-
gade Headquarters, and the 3rd Bat-
tery, the 4th Battery marched from
Puckapunyal military camp on their
five day trek to Holdsworthy School
of Artillery.

The first night was spent in the open
on the Benalla Showgrounds. A good
night was had by all — especially by
the army of small boys who trekked
between the camp and the local “tuck”
shop.

Friday, 2/2/°40.

The Battery arose with the sun (or
was it the moon?) and arrangements
were soon completed for the Battery
to continue the trek to the next
camp, Holbrook (N:S.W.). Before
lunch (ahem! midday mess, I should
say) the Battery halted outside Albury
to form close column, then marched
through Albury.

Albury typified its appreciation of the
2nd AIF, by extending the 4th Bat-
tery a magnificent reception.

If not in size, in spirit it was equal
to the earlier march through Mel-
bourne. Bunting decked the streets,
flags flew from every building and
cheering people thronged the streets.
In the centre of the town, at a be-
flagged stand, ladies sold buttons for
the 2nd A.LF. Comforts’ Fund.

To the many troops who had not been
sub., “to N.S.W.,” crossing the border
caused considerable excitement.

Saturday, 3/2/°40.

The Battery arrived at Gundagai for
lunch, and camped by the Murrumbid-
gee River. In the afternocon the bat-
tery occupied a battery position, giv-
ing the troops their first taste of gun
drill since leaving “Pucka.”  Finally,
back to camp, where troops lost two
days grime in the welcome water of
the famous Murrumbidgee, and under
the camp showers. Omne or two vil-
lains were unable to swim, having par-
taken of too-hearty a meal of rock
melons.

It was late shopping night in Gun-
dagai, so night leave was thoroughly
appreciated. Some of the fourth bat-
tery “tourists” found great interest in
the statue of the “Dawg Wot Sat on
the Tucker Box,” and even more
curious, the little shop opposite. This
shop called itself “Snake Gully,” and
sold postcards of the statue.

T~ Sunday, 4/2/°40.

Terr=gwundagai, lunched . at Yass
camping grounds zsd-stopped at Goul-
burn, where the battery'camped on the
local dog track. Goulburn was one of
the micest stopping places.. It is a
clean, modern city, packed with lovely
gals, and generous citizens. Many a
troop had free dinner, or free refresh-
ments; even the local band — an ex-
cellent one — turned out and played
in the local park, where many a troop
lost his heart. It was at Goulburn
that the Victorians got their first im-
pression of the efficient N.S.W. taxi
service,

Monday, 5/2/'40.

At 0700 hrs. the battery left Goul-
burn. The gunners were sorry to
leave, and were farewelled by many a
wave., Then followed a pleasant drive
along the tree be-flanked road over
the heavy-wooded country of the
Southern Highlands, including five
miles of curves over the famous Razor
Back Mountain (40 miles from Syd-
ney). Then . . . Holdsworthy!

Thank you, First Cav.!

The Sergeants of the Fourth
Battery wish to publicly thank
the president and members of the
21st Field Brigade for their
generous hospitality during the
Fourth’s sojourn in Holdsworthy.

Not only did they extend to us
the privilege of their excellent
mess, welcome hot and cold
showers, and that delightful fare-
well feast, but they also proved
themselves most companionable
fellows.

P.S.—Is Morry still finding life to
be mostly froth and bubble?

HOB-NOB WITH THE
NOBBS

The editor is in receipt of a letter
from Capt. F. S. Nobbs, the bloke from
Chapel Street Recruiting Hall. He as-
sures us that he'is still well, even after
recruiting ‘500 kids for Compulsory
Training,” dining with the Mayor at
Graham Town Hall, and keeping up ap-
pearance at ‘“Duggan’s.”

Bdrs. Walker and Ash, the two boys
he had with him at Chapel Street, are
still with him, and are doing their stuff
like good chaps.

He concludes with, “Please give my
kind regards to all the chaps I made
soldiers, and tell them I don’t forget
the days we stopped at Duggan’s, and
especially the day the transport broke
down. Do tell the chaps Up there
(that's us!) that if they care to write
to me, they will always get a letter
back.”

What about writing, troops?

S. Aust’s. Farewell

As a South “Aussie” I'd like to
voice appreciation of thei> fre-
well to us. The Artillery was
well represented in the march,
and it was marvellous to see the
crowds turn out to cheer. John
Martin’s firm provided free meals
and a farewell ball, which was
a huge success. It was good to
hear “Lob Shorts” (returned)
say, “We did it; so, now, it's up
to you boys” The ALF. spirit
still thrives in South Australia,
so it’s up to us to keep it going.—
“SACCO.”

‘guard,

THE WANDERINGS
OF “AQUARIUS”

Now behold, in the land that is
called in the ancient tongue, Pucka-
punyal, there arose the sound of great
lamentations by reason of the sores
that were upon the arm of man.

And every man looked with scorn
upon the sores which were upon the
arm of his neighbor, and spoke scorn-
fully unto is neighbor, saying, “Nay,
Verily thou swingst the lead, for in
the whole of the Regiment there is no
sore like unto mine. I will avise and
go to the R.AP,, it may hap the RM.O.
will say unto me ‘See thou do no dut-
ties this day’.”

So every man arose and came to the
R.AP. (many after hours), and made
great moan saying: “By my beard, I
am in pain, even from mine head unto
mine feet, behold I sleep not at all by
day. Am I not worthy of thy earnest
regard and care? Shouldst thou not
cherish me as the child of thy bosom?
Give me, I pray thee, of thy medicines.”

And the orderlies, which were in the
R.AP. rose up from their couches and
reproached those who came, saying,
“Verily thine eyes fail thee, sawest thou
not the seroll which is upon the
threshold? Return thou later even at
the setting of the sun” Having thus
said, the orderlies returned to their
couches, making moan of the heed-
lessness of man and the son of man.

And Agquarius saw all this, and mar-
velled at the ,Hm%m of men.

# # %

Now it came to pass that there came
a Great One from the land of Ind, who
hath learned much of the art of war,
and who hath wrought many ereat
miracles in our midst. Yea, verily is
he held in awe in RH.Q. for his mighty
works, He beareth in his hand a staff
with which he is wont to reveal much
that is amiss of the raiment of the
men of RH.Q.

The Great One loatheth the comb in
the pocket of the warrior, he feareth
that he may see a powder puff upon
the raiment of the warrior. He spake
winged words to Aquarius, saying,
“Verily, thou art not as silly as thou
looketh,” whereby the heart of Aquar-
ius was made glad, as he bowed before
the Great One.

There be times when the Great One
waxeth wroth. he speaketh unto the
“Behold now, thou marchest
not at all like warriors, thou art like
unto Minnie Mouse.” Then marches
he before them, and lo, the earth
trembleth, and all men flee in terror.
Thus hath come the Great One from
the land of Ind, who loatheth the un-
chaven face, yet to whom the Old
School Tie is an abomination.

o e e

Now it chanced that upon a certain
night, that the Ones in Authority spake
to the warriors, saying, “Arise, gird up
your loins, for this night we go forth
to wander upon the face of the earth.
It may hap if ye are lucky ye may re-
turn to slumber before dawn. Haste
now, let us go hence.” And behold it
was s, and no man of all the company
knew whither he-svgat ;no not even
the Ones in Authority. . =
that they paused and turned eve:,
to his neighbor, and were troublea.
saying, “Lo, where the blazes be we?”
And thev that were before turned them

]

and spake, “We can go no further, that .

which we thought was our road, hath
become a creek, our guns cannot cross
it” Then were all sore amazed, and
every man feared that a miracle had
occurred, whereby the earth was
changed into water. Then made they
haste to flee, and they did beat it back
to camp in wondrous short time,
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fast at Benalle showgrounds.
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Gundagai.
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, in his native haunt. Sigs. at rest.
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