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REGIMENT’S FIRST TRIUMPH

2nd A.LF.

two facts of which we are fully entitled
Hrstandlommostlsﬂwhetthdwe are

and members of the 2/2 Field Regt,
niche in our climb to fame,
have produced the first printed regimental newspaper

We have heard that the AAMC. at
produced a multigraph
careful checking

and, secondly, that
inasmuch as that we
in the 2nd ALF.

hands at least one week before the
date of publication. (For dates see
Troop notice boards.)

The staff feels it would be very
remiss not to a tribute to the
Herald & Weekly Times Pty. Ltd.
—who with typical digger spirit—so

hmob;‘sly donated _the printing of

e. :

In conclusion our special thanks are
extended to Col. Kitto and Sgt. McKay
for the wonderful hemmthey have ex-
tended us. Without this we feel sure
that Action Front would still be in its
embryonic stages. !

A.A.0.C. LEAVE SEYMOUR

Back to the Showgrounds!

At 0430 hrs., the Australian
Army Ordnance Corp sent their
main body to the Showgrounds
to attend an 18-day school.

The rearguard—under S/Sgt.

cLeod—remained to  return
stores, and '3“‘ desperate at-
tempt made 1100 hrs. train
on the same day.

The Artillery miss their friend-
ly neighbors, it

“WE ARE GRATEFUL . . .”
“Mother” McLeod’s Fond Farewell
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With a sob in his voice, a fluttering’

A Page From The
Padre’s Diary

Saturday, Dec. 2nd,

One must be born to this life of shrill
whistles soon after dawn and the stir-
ring of men who a moment ago were
so peacefully slumbering—but there it
is, Reveille calling us to another day
of....what?

For me, a day of adventures which
are going to take me into strange paths.
Each day I feel that I am entering into
someone’s life, learning the confidences
of their home and personal life.

This lad, , is really under age;
but he is very game. Finds army life
tough, and is unaccustomed to the
“hardening up” process of military
routine.

He mistakes the rough sympathy of
his older “cobbers” for lack of it. So,
he comes to talk things over. Does he
want to quit? Oh, no! Just a friendly
word of encouragement....

I notice the real comradeship of
these “diggers of 1939” as I make my
customary round in the isolation
(hospital) tent and lines. “Cobbers”
were making calls upon mates—bring-
ing writing paper, books and the daily
papers. In almost every case the
“cobbers” would linger to have a yarn.

“Bijll Jones” comes to see me after
the last parade. He comes, is invited
to sit and has a “gasper.” His trouble -
is to make up a domestic trouble of
long standing. Will I write to “Her"?
Yes, I write— with a prayer that Bill
and his missus may be brought to-
gether again.

Was it the sun that upset my phys-
ical equilibrium today?psl fel{ x':vtlxllale
}‘unplrlng the cricket match that the

oing was rather hard” — perhaps,

r all, it's the army tucker! '!%'c
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. There was something almost
sacramental in sit down in_that
tent with a fist full of “plum duff.”

Welll another day has gone—again
that whistle, and the llghta‘ogo out,
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EDIT()RIAL
“I¢'s Good to See the

X [
Guns Again”

“It's good to see the guns again.”
The senior infantry officer who made
this remark went on to tell us how,
after a day or two “out in the blue”
without artillery support, there grew
a febling of confidence and security
when the guns behind them began to
speak again.

His little anecdote seems to crys-
tallise the task before all of us in
this 2/2nd Field Regiment. Some of
us have trained for years and have a
certain amount of knowledge of the
gunner’s art. Others have started at
the very beginning. But there can be
no doubt that everyone is resolved to
learn his own particular part thor-
oughly. When we have done this, we
have to work into a team. There must
be team work among the gunners in

a detachment, teamwork among the
drivers, teamwork between the troops
and between the batteries.

Even our 2/2nd Field Regiment is
only a part of the Greater Regiment
— the Regiment of Artillery. The
traditions of “the Regiment” are there

want, when they want it and where
they want it. And that support we
must give, often regardless of the cost.
Now in less serious vein! There are
soldier-

when you look

ing fact,
back on it all in after years, the lighter
ones that stick in the

AN OLD

The First Division of the

those Citizen Force officers and N.C.O/s
9 of soldiering and army

job and in keeping

and 14 N.C.OJs, all imbued
excellence and one who must
with all of them.

. However, in our ranks are many
who will equal and even surpass our
militia friends. In one sub-section of
the First Division in 1914 were 18 men
of whom 14 finished with commissions
and two of them became battery com-
manders so, in the years to come, we
will remember the pleasant training
days of Seymour and come hail or
come sun we will also remember the
ood blokes we met in the 2/2nd Field

iment.

Soldiering is like that. The writer
has served since a youngster of 12 in
the junior cadets, but good days
have - outnumbered the bad. On one

" occasion a 4.5 shell improperly’ rammed

fell out of the breech and the de-
tachment scattered immediately; but a
very shamefaced.set of ladg listened to
the G.P.O’s blast of sarcasm anent
their ignorance. Then there was the
sergeant when Nos. 1 werg called out
by the B.C. to mark a battery posi-
tion. On an unmanageable horse he

could not pull up, but when oping
past he was greeted with a bﬂ'—éhem-
ous inquiry as to where he thought

he was gomg. cheerfully waved his hat
and said to his major: “All right, sir,
back in a minute.”

Then one remembers the night in
Paris when two gmmg gunners were
propefly lost and one, fancying his

F:;:nch, uired of an

memory. this paper will annihila the courtl.
duce some of these lighter momg:;, monsieur d?; .
we welcome it and look forward to fur- | I shall tell him what he wants to
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ess conditions,
their units efficient
. From one brigade
with the idea that a gunner is
know his job thoroughly.
Then, hats off to the ex-militia man.

MILITIAMAN LOOKS BACK

By ulc|u
First ALF. owed

its efficiency mainly to
of the pre-1914 years who had
satton — and whtth:

_mofouroﬂlcers
a soldier
And so it

anlone came

to avoid the dangerous mine ! Then
the day when all the army staff were
congregated on a hill. The telephone
line, a mile long, worked perfectly
till 1500 hours e battery started
to shoot. One consistentlfy dropped
its shells on the shoulder of the hill,
the army staff conducted a dignified
fank retreat — and the telephone line
wouldn’t work ! -

Such is soldiering! Happy nights
in the estaminet, grand times on leave,
“wind-up” when the ironmongery
bursts around, pleasant chi-ack in the
billets, extra fatigues because the ser-
geant has aliver or catches us out,
and an intense pride that we are

nners. “Quo fas et ﬂ:ria ducunt.”
ere honor and glory lead. Can tr;u
think of a better motto? And n
“Ubique”; everywhere. There has
never been a battle where the ar-
tillery has not been. For that reason,
we have no battle colors. But so long
as we believe in ourselves, and our
infantry trust us, what matter whether
it is a cross or service ribbons !
We have proved to ourselves that we
are men — and GUNNERS.

THE FIGHT FOR THE
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gimental history was’ made on the
afternoons of 13th and 14th December,
when a stirring battle was fought. The
occasion happened to be a cricket
match between A and B troo It
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