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HOW THE A.C. F. TRIES TO HELP

Recreation Rooms, Hotel, Clubs & Sporting Centres.
Four Days Leave for £. 1-10-0

Written for "“Action Front” by the 2,2 A.C.F. Representative

Members of 2/2 Field Regiment may be interesied to read about the Austra-
lian Comforts Fund, and what it hopes to do for them wwhile they are on active
service abroad. As you may know, the A.C.F. was first organized during the last
war; coming into being in 1016, and continuing ils actiwitics until the Australians

were repatriated.

When war broke out last September
the A.CF. was immediately re-organiz-
ed, but this time, because of previous
experience and the fact that the Fund
has been able to start its activities
from the very beginning of the war,
it is hoped that it will be able to enlarge
the scope of its work considerably.
What it intends doing in Palestine,
will, at the present moment, be of
interest to the 2/2 Field Regiment.
This may be put, breadly, under the
following headings: Clubs in Leave
Towns, Equipment of Recreation Rooms
in Camps, Supplies of Sporting Mater-
ials, and Supplies of Indoor Games
and Writing Material.

As far as clubs in the leave towns,
a few words about the Hotel Fast
in Jerusalem may be of interest. On
February the 2znd, Mr. R. S. Goward,
Chief “Commissioner of the A.CF,
took possession of this hotel, which
is now known as the Australian Sol-
dier’s Club. Arrangements have been
made for troops to spend the whole of
their four days leave in Jerusalem, if
they wish. The hotel can accommodate
230 men; by the present arrangements,
50 men are received from, and returned
to the camps each day. They can spend
4 nights at the Hotel, giving them 3
clear days, and 4 day each way
travelling, making the 4 days leave.

Two buses, each holding 25 men,
go down each morning, and return in
the afternoon; each bus load keeping
together whilst in Jerusalem. Also,
there are two trips through the Old
City, one motor trip to Jericho and
the Dead Sea, and another trip to

Bethlehem and the Mount of Olives.
Fach party is escorted by a Club guide.

The inclusive charge for acommoda-
tion, transport and sightseeing for the
four days is £ 2150 for Officers,
£ 1150 for Sergeants and £ 71.10.0
for other ranks, (These prices would
be guite impossible under usual condi-
tions, for Palestine is an expensive
country). The club provides a bar
and lounge for officers, and a bar,
lounge and writing room where sta-
tionery is supplied free, for men. On
the premises are a tailor, a hairdresser,
a souvenir shop and a wvendor of
cameras, flms and postcards. Later
it is hoped to establish a similar club
at Tel Aviv.

Also, later on, it will be the duty
of the A.CF. to provide extra food
and clothing as required, wherever the
war may be; in Jack of all times and
in all places, the Fund will do all it can
to supply what is most necessary for
the comfort of the fighting forces.
Any suggestions will be most eagerly
accepted; and any representative of
the Fund will give any. service possible.
If, you in your turn, feel that you
would like to render it any service,
this can be most usefully done by
mentioning in your letters home, the
work of the Fund.

It 15 on the efforts of the people
back in Australic  that the Fund
depends. for its support. They have
supplied * 4t amagnificently, and, if they
feel wyou are benefiting, they will
continue to support the Fund to carry
on its work.

“MATMAN” ON WRESTLING

On the same day the Wrestling
Championships were also held. In the
Light Weight division, Gnr. ‘TEp
CAspERs, although securing a quich
fall, was out of condition and as the
match progressed was gradually worn
down to be beaten 2—1.

Next, the middle weight championship
a clever display of wrestling ability
enabled Bdr. LEN INcrRAM to gain the

only fall, in the 3rd round, winning
the contest.

Heavy Weight, Bdr. INcrRAM essayed
to tackle the heavy weight immediately
following his former bout, and after
a game and entertaining struggle with
Spt. Brackmouske of the 2/8th, went
down in the 3rd with flying colours.

“MATMAN"

SHIPBOARD
CHAMPIONSHIPS

By MICHK McHAY, JACHY WILSON,
HARRY NEAL and DAVE PRICE

The shipboard championships for
boxing and wrestling were held on
Tuesday, 14th May.

The first bout of the day was bet-
ween Gnr. Cowan, g stone and Pte.
EACKLES, 0 stone 8 pounds. The decision
going in favour of Pte. EACLES.

Through the Infantry being unable
to supply a Featherweight, Gnr.
CowAN was obliged to fight at a dis-
advantage of eight pounds. Many of
the onlookers were surprised at the
decision against Cowan as he appeared
to punch better, and his general boxing
was far superior.

DAVE PRICE v CHARLIE JAGUR

Again the 2/2 were unfortunate in
that the 2/8th Battalion did not have
a contestant for the " Light Weight
Championship. DAvVE Pricé & CHARLIE
JacUr, our two outstanding Light-
weights were matched as a last minute
engagement, The decision went to Gnr.
Price after a hard and entértaining
fight. We are looking forward to see-
ing these two splendid fighters inaction
against one another in the near future.

HARRY NEAIL v McPHERSON

The Welterweight fight between Bdr.
HArRrY NEAL, 2/2, and Pte. McPHER-
soN, 2/8. NEAL, who was ex-welter-
weight champion of Victoria, had little
trouble in disposing of his opponent as
the fight only lasted a few punches.

McKAY v BROSE

The fight between McKaAy, 2/2, and
Brosg, 2/8, was a fight where discre-
tion was thrown to the wind, and where
both men stood toe to toe, swopping
punch for punch. The judges were
unable to decide the winner after
three gruelling rounds., The decision
went to Brosg, who was in better con-
dition and fought strongly in the last
round.

DAVIS v MOODY

The light heavy championship bet-
ween Sgt. Arr. Davis and Corp.
Moopy ended early in the second round.
Tt was anybodies’ fight, and both men
were looking for a K.O. right from
the gong. In the second round, Moopy
connected with Davisgs’ chin and K.O.
him.

Sgt. MICK McKAY v ?

The heavy weight championship went
to the 2/2 representative and champion,
Mick McKay, on a default, the 2/8
not having a man to match him,

Editor: §
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EDITORIAL

ANZAC DAY 1940

“Moday, from the Galley of a
troopship, 1 nad imprinted on my
mind a glorious picture that time
can neither fade nor prejudice. I
saw young warriors off to battle
celebrate the initiation of the
tradition of the Australian Imper-
ial Forces—the heroic landing of
their forefathers at Gallipoli.

At ten o'clock, with the sun
radiant over a calm, blue sea the
Navy and 2nd. ALF. assembled
on deck to “Dress Ship”. Whilst
the convoy of troop ships advanc-
ed as ome, the senior battleship
of His Majesty’s escort swung
about and proceeded through the
two lines of troopships. Against
the tropical sun she looked not
like a grim defender of a great
Empire, but more like a giant
city cut from the pages of a fairy
book .. .Yet, she did appear
British as she advanced—clear
cut and defiant—with  typical
English dignity and grace.

With Navy and Army bands
producing patrotic music she pas-
sed to the rear, reciprocating
salutes and lusty cheers from the
Army. Again swinging about, she
retired pausing at each individual
troopship.

As she approached our ship, the
sailors and marines lining her
decks raised their hats, and cheer-
ed the Army. The Army recipro-
cated the Navy’s compliment with
an extra cheer, which made
gloriously apparent the impreg-
nable tie between the British
Navy and the Australian Army.
With the Diggers, even the Indian
sailors raised their fez and shout-
ed in unison.

The Navy’s English band played
“Australia Will be there” and
our Infantry band replied with
“Brittania Rules the Waves”.

With the Navy in front of me,
and the Army band sounding in
my ears, I felt T saw a vision . . .

ILooming over the horizon ap-
peared the Cliffs of Gallipoli. It
was dawn, 1915. The warships guns
elevated, and vomited fire... from
the distance, destroyers flashed
Lucas lamps and raised their
guns ... Thousand of grim-faced
Khaki-clad men gripping rifles
topped with cold steel, lined the
rails of the troopships. Davits
rattled and squeaked, and men

filed into the life boats . . . oars
dipped... and Turkish shells
crashed down on them—the

intrepid Anzacs!
(Cont. foot of next column)

garrison duty.

From Hong-Kong we proceeded to
Shanghai with details, and picked up
The Royal Welch Fuseliers complete
with the Regimental Goat; after cal-
ling at Hong-Kong again Singapore
& Colombo they were landed at Port-
Sudan, and proceeded to Khartum to
relieve The Black Watch, which Re-
giment was due home for garrison
duty.

Trooping in peace times is a much
more enjoyable affair, seldom more
than twenty days without the irksome
restrictions of closed ports and no
lights. Only the cooler Winter Months

.__._.oo_um and Troopships

By Capt. H. M. T...

Troopships are built to transfer troops n peacetime from one station

to another; I awill give you ome typical voyage.
We left Southampton with the Green Howards for Malta where
they relieved the Rifle Brigade bound for India. In Bombay The Koyal
Scots were relieved and carried on to Hong Kong where they took up

Of course, a Regiment by no means fills a ship so, the remaining
space is used for details, usually young soldiers going out to relieve
time expired men whom we pick up on the return journey.

are used for passage through the Red
Sea and during the non-trooping season
in Mid Summer we take about 850
schoolboys with 300 adults to Norway,
Sweden & Denmark, cruising up Fiords,
even inside the Arctic Circle where
the weather is delightful. We usually
stop at about six to eight ports each
fortnight, some towns and some, justa
village with rough country and even
glaciers within a few minutes walk.
Ports that have heen mentioned in the
Press recently like Copenhagen, Oslo,
Christansend, Stavanger, Bergen and
Aandalsness are frequent stopping places.

“Sir, Gunner Jones wants to know if he can send home this German prisoner
as a souvenir?”

The vision cleared, leaving me
staring at an opposite troopship.
1 turned, observéd the solemn
faces around me, and thought,
“No; these men haven't forgot-

ten ... these men are Britons,
and Britain never forgets her
heroes”,

Oh, girls! Guess what? 1 noticed
that dinky doo didum Sargic wargie
Archie Fletcher dining with the editor
in the Young Women’s Christian
Association. Oh, and did he look sweet,
all dressed in the duckiest shade of
khaki, and his debonair smile stretch-
ing from ear to ear as he asked for
“y cup of—tea, an’ make it blinkin’
well snappy, Missus!”
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EMBARKATION

An Impression

Hurled wiolently against the quietude of ram-softened

wharfs came the

disturbing scream of a locomotive’s whistle, the hissing of escaping steam and
the clanking of buffers as the first troop train pulled into Station Pier.

Misty figures moved behind rain-
darkened windows as men strove to
adjust their equipment. With the shrill
command of a blast from the Embar-
kation officer’s whistle,
clicked back and the carriages dis-
gorged khaki-clad men. Men, who
some six months previous had probably
stepped from the same carriages as
clerks, labourers, salesmen, waiters,
sportsmen and gentlemen of leisure.
Men, peaceful by nature, but forceful
defenders of their freedom, and the
freedom of their offspring.

Crisp sounded the orders of officers
as they directed their men to an im-
provised parade ground on the weather
—fashioned planks of the wharf. Then,
the crunch of unfaltering feet as the
men were checked in numerical order
and filed onto their respective trans-
ports.

Faces grim, yet fashioned after the
tradition of their race, broad shoulders,
unbent and proud, and the thin line
of rifle barrels were thrown against
a misty background as the men march-
ed across the gangways. “Rifles in
the right hand and equipment in the
left”, warned a Sergeant as the men
were filed to the armoury and equip-
ment room. Then, under the direction
of the Troop Deck Sergeants, men
were allotted to their quarters. Some

went on “number four main deck”,
others to “number two lower port” and
others to the “family saloon”; but
wherever it was, they all considered

it the best part of the boat.
Presently a distant brass band burst

into a stirring march tune, then switch-

ed to the old tune that had farewelled

door handles |

the troop's fathers, “Pack
Troubles”, and thousands
were raised in song. :

Tugs fussing by her sides, the first
troopship cast off her moorings and
slowly drifted from the pier. The
boat swarmed with cheering and waving
troops, clinging to every conceivable
portion of the decks. They waved not
only to the few strangers on the pier,
but to the thousands of - blots that
lined the foreshore. The ship's siren
screamed a farewell note and from
land thousands of motor horns honked
-a chorus of farewells.

Amongst those distant blots every
soldier had a friend, a wife, a mother
or a sweetheart—someone he would
carry in his heart until his return. -

Torn from thoughts of mixed feel-
ings, the troops of the last troopship
heard their battalion band spring into
“We're Blamey's Boys”. Soldiers and
civilians shouted the chorus as General

up your
of voices

Blamey raised his arm in 2 farewell
salute.

Around the troopship fluttered a
launch packed with girls—the girls

that are left behind. Slowly, the ship
drew away from Port Melbourne into
the bay.

From the wharf flags fluttered, hands
waved, women lowered their wisps of
white linen to stem warm tears, and,
as if in deep thought, the General
slowly lowered his saluting arm . .

Trom the distance a British Ensign
dipped as if it were a final salute,
paused, then, caught in the wind,
straighted itself proudly from the
masthead of the leading warship.

COLOMBO CAVYALCADE

By

Gnr. Grace had an exciting leave.
He gave a black boy five rupees to

buy beer, and spent the rest of the
day searching for the black boy.

* ok
W. O. Houghton, S/Sgt. Colson,
S/Sgt. Osborne, Sgt. Cambridge,
P.0O. Tommy Andrews, P.O. “Nobby”
Hall, Sgt. Geo. Williams and Sgt.
E. King were seen dining with Mr,
Mc. Nabb at the R. A. Sergeant’s
Mess.

* o %
Was it intuition that made Lieut,

“Barney” Barnden greet two Sergeants
entering the Barracks with the words,
“Round to the right, Sergeants?”
* LK
“Cookie” Robinson acquired a topee
of the latest fashion, but we still
haven't seen the receipt.

* e ok

Many lads were thrilled by a paint-
ed lady mounted on stilts who offered
her wares — the oldest in the world—
in the congested native quarters. We
hate to spoil their dreams, but Dur,
Barwise, who photographed her, re-
ports that the “woman” was a.man!

“TWIRP”

Truly, the boys didn’t bargain for
the bargains they bargained for 1n
Colombo.

e

Gnr., McKenzie was seen pottering
around the bushes at the bottom of
the Garden. Was he looking for the
snail that swallowed his collar stud
or the stork that dropped its bundle?

e

We hate to gloat, but did you hear
about a certain AW.L. private or
gunner who, slipping ashore by a mo-
oring rope, slipped into the briny?

* o K

Just as well there was not a kit
inspection after Colombo, because a
certain native tram may have come

to light.
koo X
“Merry Merve” Vinson organized a
tour de Kandy for five and was left
to stand all expenses to the tune of

some eight rupees. Bet that made him

talk !
X ok 3k

We always thought “Dingo” Burgess
too tough to catch fire, but we did notice
Gnr. Flannery had rather a hard job
to extinguish the fire in Dingoe's hand.

I

THE C. O.
[ty
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ROUND THE REGIMENT

By NORLEN

There must be some hair restoring
qualities in the salt air, as one Officer
who disports a wvery thin thatch, is
wore woolly on fop than when he was
one of the leading lights of the toth.
Brigade.

X oK

Honors of the wmonth to Guuner
Budd, for his excellent presentation
of the recent 3rd. battery concert. His
topical parodies on “Dinky Die”, were
definitely a winner.

* 3
x

By and large, owr C.O., who promul-
gates news, sometimes interesting but
not always informative, is quite right
when he says R.H.Q. have runners
as they don’t dawdle like the Balteries.
He probably meant the R.H.Q. gunner
who ran for his life so as not to pay
the rickshaw wallah in Colombo.

* *

%

A certain W. O. on the irip over
reported sick one day and after a day
or two the M.O. diagnozed his com-
plaint, and put him on the Horlicks
Malted Milk. Yes, you guessed it, mght
siarvation,

* *
*

It isn’t true, that the nickname of
“Titface Tommy”, belongs to  the
sinartest soldier in the Regiment.
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DON TROOPD

The officers, N.C.Os. and men of this
Troop welcome the appointment of
Capt. Buring as Troop Commander.
After a short acquaintship with him
we can understand the title, “An
officer and a gentleman”.

* x ¥

With so many shaven heads in the
Troop, we find it difficult to recognize
Sam Campbell at a distance. The old
“billiard dome” Gunner is still full of

life and hasn’t complained about
anything for a whole month.
* %k *

The Artillery’s champion loser must
be Bdr. Billy Trewarne. His best effort
for some time was the watch he
bought at Colombo. At the end of
three whole days, Bill showed everyone
in the cabin that he still had it. When
going to bed that night, however, it
fell from his pocket and ceased to go

for ever.
* ok ok

As we go to press,Bdr. Harry Neal's
neck is bowed low beneath the victor's
sash—in other words, he's welter weight
Champion of the Y. 5. As far as the
boys are concerned, he's champion of
the whole world. Congratulations,
Harry!

% g ok

We would like to know what serum
Bdr. Riseborough’s vaccination contain-
ed. Some do say it was a serum used
by the Spanish Inquisitors.

* x %
Who is the Irish-named Gunner
whose melodious voice can be heard

singing self-composed songs about five
o'clock every night?
Ky W
Where did “Dingo” get that mous-
tache? We thought it was a dirty lip,
until one morning, someone discovered
an extra hair on each side.
* oy *
By the way, does anyone know who
our new Sergeants are?
* % ¥
Who were the six members of Don
Troop who had their photographs taken
on last week-end leave in Melbourne,
and how did they all get home?
* % *

What is that buzzing noise coming,
day: and night, from the cabin of two
of our Sigs? And what causes Jack
Flannery to shout “Dit-—da, over”,
in his sleep every night.

¥ o %

(Continued next column)

And did you see the hat Joe Umbers
bought in Ceylon, and he was quite

sober, really!
¥ ow Kk

How much weight has Bruce Nansen
put on? We suggest you guess to the

closest ton.
* %

Who was the Don Troop Sergeant
who gave a richshaw a hundred yards

start, in Colombo, and caught both
it and its occupant?
* % ¥

Some one once said Lyn. Salmon

slept for four days, but, from alli ap-
pearances he is putting in solid train-
ing to defeat that record.

i * % *

And lastly the writer of these notes
is four foot two inches, wears glasses,
has a bad heart and weak digestion,

and is simply forbidden to argue or
ficht with anyone mentioned in this
column.

PHILLIP OF PAIN

“B” TROOP

At our last port of call (ahem! T
mean the last port in which the lads
had the pleasure of drinking COLD
beer, instead of the warm concoction
that we've all had the somewhat
dubious pleasure of drinking) a couple
of the lads set a new fashion in neek-
wear. T'was a cobra, no less, and the
consternation caused at the races, was
nothing in comparison to the terror
shown in a shop in the city, when
said fashion was displayed, hood and
all adorning a young gunner, who
probably intended to use it to hang
his “dead-meat ticket”. All the atten-
dants rushed from the shop, and all we
can hope is that said gunner was
honest, well—these packets in our F.S.
uniforms don’t hold very much anyway !

* x *

The short stay at C— sorry, said
port of call was also responsible for

(cont, next column)

a complete change in headgear. “Bring’
em back alives” “Frank Bucks"” (not
Henry) Elephant hunters Tiger and
Lion chasers, teemed and abounded,
not to say flourished and adorned the
decks both alow and aloft. The Gran-
daddy of them all (a really fine guilted
effect only worn by Master Hunters)
is owned by the somewhat obese( what
about your P. T. Harry) Harry all
saints, or all Chapel or something, who
to carry out the colour scheme to per-
fection, tried to scalp one or two of
the lads, with a table knife. All good
clean fun, he thought he was in enemy
territory. Naughty boy, Harry! what
was the good excuse you put over?
Warm beer is not much good, T always
say.
* % %

We are now in the land of the
camels which will give us the oppor-
tunity to find out whether it is impos-
sible to drive a camel thru the eye
of a needle. It should come easy fo
one driver who once thought he could
steer a Marmon thru the muzzle of a
4.5 How; and how.

* ok *

'he first concert held aboard the
XYZ 12345 (pick your own numbers,
we've got a million of them) was more
or less a success, but surely there is
much more talent than that displayed.
Don’t hide your lights under any
bushels (or Pecks) any suggestions or
ideas for sketches will be gratefully
received and acknowledged by those
who have been chosen to try and amuse
you, so rally round, you chaps, rally
round, what?

* % ¥

By the way, what sergeant of what
Battery was first in lifebelt, and life-
boat, too, last Sunday night during the
scare? Tut, tut, women and children
first, sergeant dear!

* % ¥

We were glad to notice that Soeiety
was well represented at the swimming
pool daily, but, what we can’t under-
stand is this: If Australian troops
were all white when we left Aussie,
how did the black fella calling himself
Maclaren get aboard, and where?

X o4 %

Before we close [ must mention
that there were several requests for
the lirics of the song sung at the 3rd
Battery concerf, and you will find them ,
herewith.

“ROSEBUD"
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“C” TROOP

First and foremost we wish to wel-
come to C Troop our new Troop Com-
mander Mr. Syme. We think that Mr.
Syme has -been extremely fortunate in
being given command of the best troop
in the regiment. That of course is
our opinion. Mr. Syme himself may
think differently at the moment.

* %k

Just prior to his embarkation at
Perth, Mr. Bardilen received the news
that he had been transferred to B.H.Q.
We are certainly sorry to lose him
in the troop but feel that with the help
of some good “achs” he will do a good
job as A.C.P.O:

* oy %

Another loss to the troop is one
Jack Pridmore who has also been
“won” by B.H.Q. We have only dis-
covered what a loss Jack is to the
troop since he has shown his powers
with the boxing gloves.

: * ok k

Nearly missed the boat at Fremanth
one Sgt. Alf Davis who was in a
details camp in W.A. was very sore
to discover that he had been listed on
the embarkation roll as a “private” and
was booked to travel on a different
boat. Had he been down as a gunner
he would have felt better, but to be
called a “private” was the crowning

insult. The mistake was rectified in
time for his embarkation with the
* regiment.

¥ ok X

No one realised that Claude Irwin was
so hard headed till someone crowned
him with a bottle which he was doing
from frequent duty in Colombo. Claude
was about again as large as life but
minus one hat. He will certainly
remember his visit to Colombo.

* o X

Doug Allis, Harold Adeny, Frank
Armistead, Harry Merlo and Jimmy
Tees have all blossomed into full
blown Bdrs. since leaving Pucku, We
congratulate them all and feel that
promotion has been deserved in all
cases.

A very prevalant complaint amongst
the troops at present is a state of
brokeness those who are not broke
are badly bent. The general financial
state of the troops reminds one of
that popular song “Nice people with
nice Manners”, but are these manners
nice? Anyhow, we can be sure of the
next line “They have no money at all”.
The next part about “Borrowing from
each other” makes us think that the one
who wrote that song must have been
on board a troop ship at some time
and thus got his inspiration.

* % ¥

The end of our trip, for the time
being is now in sight and we all expect
that we will have to buckle down to
some hard work after having a good
‘holiday’ on board.

“A” TROOP

A troop and a half as our dear
departed Major, to wit, Burston, often
remarked, suffered a severe loss when
our Captain left to take over the reins

(Continued next column)

of the 4th. battery. What some girls
gain is some man's loss, or words to
that effect, and all A troop, especially
those members of the old 37th. Battery,
wish Capt. Andy the very best in his
new job. :

* o %

Weakened as we were by having
to leave several of our Sgts., behind
on the sunny shores of Australia,
rapid promotions and a goodly number
of reinforcements, will soon be welded
together, by our new troop Commander,
Captain F. H. Wood,; into a wvery
efficient fighting foree, that Mr, Hitler
doesnot know whats coming.

¥ x k
We were sorry to fiave to leave
Kelly behind, as his own particular

brand of nice clean humour would have
been just the thing in the days to come.
* oy %

(Cont. next column)

CAPT
JABOOR

Joe Hannan, the troop bottle Oh,
was evacuated to Broadmeadows with
Kelly, and it is our very sincere wish
that they will soon catch up with us.

* kK

The troop pug, namely Steve (Baldy)
Walsh, had the upper portion of his
face stopped on by a horse whilst in
Colombo, and, to our surprise, the
horse walked away very lame in the
near fore, he had twisted a shoe.
Steve's story was that he ran into one
of Jackie's left, but Wilson could not
punch as hard as that. Oh, no!

* oy K

We thought for a while that Bobbie
Nethercote had deserted us, but he is
back again, and the reinstoushments
will soon jump to his strident voice,
the same as most of us did in the early
days at Seymour. '

¥ % ¥

“Double-barrell’ Jack Byrne, ex-
Yorkshire Brewery, ex-Melbourne Bre-
wery, had the job of barman at the
daily beer issue (upon payment) but
he did not last long. No, he never
drank the profits, but refused to
serve the boys with the slops. Nice
going Jack.

VX 1070. -

JACKSON

——

: “+ﬁ<.ﬂ
__Merris
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“E” TROOP EPISODES

In years to come, Bdr. Leo Howard
will have a sad story to relate about
Leo the Lion who didth go blissfully
to sleep in his den, and didth greet the
dawn with his mane half-shaved off.
The villains are still at large; although
Bdr. MacDonald and Jackson, = the
Great Snake Charmer, insist that it
was moths that got at Leo's hair.

% x %

I'm not one to talk, Mrs. Piggle-
whick, but did you hear about the
Troop censor who wrote seven glowing

pages about Colombo, and had to
censor his own letter, by destroying it?
* % %

The engagement of Wally Pole fo
Young Griffy, super-mess-orderlies dur-
ing the voyage, has heen announced.

* %k K

Ceril Barwise still has a few bottles
left of his famous cure for sea-
sickness for anyone who is thinking
of taking a long sea voyage.

* g ok

The Australian Comfort Funds have
asked us to thank Alan Morley for
his generous contribution to their funds,
and they wish him many more leaves
in Colombo.

* ok *

Apropos of all the engagements in
Edward Troop prior to embarkation,
we did not think we had Cupid in the
ranks, until George Jackson had his
head shaved.

* x *

Stanley Sabre states that he's glad

to be on land again.
* o X

Joe Beaty now haunts B.H.Q. with
his grinning skull, clanking chains and
eerie sounds.

* ok ¥

Jack Clements also left us, to the

tune of “Roll out the barrel”.

¥ x ¥
“Gawd! What was that noise—a
torpedo ?”
“No, that was Lofty MacDonald
sneezing".
¥ % ¥

We understand, Billy Shewin is suing
for amusement tax for his excellent
performance in Perth. He rode a
glorious race, and was cheered to vic-
tory by Gnrs, Sommerville, Cheynoweth,
Melaney and most of “E” Troop. Joe
Beaty, who had his first gallop since
he was pushed in the river at Gunda-
gai, and Charlie Jones, truly a dark
horse, rode a close second.

* g ¥

Albert - Wilcox 1s still facing the
world with a cheery smile, although he
is pining for his daily bottle of

¥ ok kK

“E” Troop was robbed of a certain
victory in the Shipboard Boxing
Championships only because the local
Champ.,, Gnr. Hogan, couldn’t find an
opponent of his weight.

“SCHMIDT"

Undeterred by alarming reports from
Europe, Gnrs. Barwise, Melaney, Wil-
liams and Hopkins continue to whiten
the floor of their cabin and arouse
the admiration and envy of the ship’s
company. It is reported that squads of
deck hands will in future be at these
abulations for instructional purposes.

Various stories have circulated as
to how Sgt. Sabre injured his fingers.
It is now stated on authority that
this was caused by a window.

%k * *

Fancy our Troop Commander mis-
y

naming one of his N.C.Os, Sgt.
“Cadbury”! You're not with the
Militia now, Mr. Duncan.

* g ok
Congratulations to Gnr. “Stewy”

Stewart for nearly shooting the Sgt.-
of-the-Guard who tried to take him
by surprise while on duty. Interviewed
by our reporter, Gnr. Stewart said,
“The only thing that saved him, was
that T had no rifle”.

¥ ok *

An explanation for the hairlessness
of a certain member of the troop
seems to have been suggested by the

M. O’s. most instructional talk on
things that crawl and jump.
. ¥ x X

Will any man finding a pound note,
ten shilling note, or tenpence on the
Troop Deck, Fore Well Deck, Shelter
Deck, or any other Deck, kindly hand
same to the T.S.M.

:Hu»;}.ZO:

“F” TROOP

We extend a belated but sincere
farewell, mingled with congratulations
to those members of the troop who were
left behind to attend the O.T:C. We
also miss Sgt. Bob Rennie—who has
just stepped into double harness—and
“Tiffy” Frity German, both of whom
stayed behind for domestic reasons.
Heres hoping we all meet again on
the other side.

We also have to welcome Mr. Lee
and numerous reinstoushments, who
have already swung into step with us
and bid fair to help uphold the re-
putation Freddy troop has already
achieved.

Qur sympathies, too, to those amongst
us, of rank both high and low, who
developed that greenish tinge about
the gills during our first few days at
sea.

¢
wrHICH one © 0
you ODRIVERS _Eo“wmu
e e e

Tough luck on “Champ” Lance
Pepperel to pick such a tough nut as
Bdr. Ingram in the first round of the
wrestling comps. He tried hard, but
lacked the mnecessary experience. In-
cidentally, the Champ is making a
name for himself as an allround athlete.
He put up a fine performance in the
high jump during the recent sports
meeting at Pucka. .

e

Members of the troop will be glad
to hear that L/Bdr Mickey Cooper
didn’t go bald worrying about his sigs,
but lost his hair at the hands of the
ships’ barber.

* * *

We understand that Messrs Strong
and Donovan are exponents of the
gentle art of fisticuffs. Mr. Strong has
at least one claim to fame—he combines
left-hand glove-work with right-hand
foot work. Thats a problem for any

opponent,
% ok %

(Continued page 7)

W. O. GIBBS, sketched at his worst while haunted by sea-sickness.
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THE WANDERINGS
OF “AQUARIUS”

il

It came to pass that upon a certain
day that the Ones in Command spake
to the warriors saying. “Arise, gird
up your loins, for this day do we fare
forth across the seas to do battle with
the enemy”. And the men of Puck-
apunyal arose and girt up their loins
and went down to the ship and des-
cended into the bowels of the ship.
And lo, it was so that there was no
delay and the ship sailed on time,
and Aquarius was amazed.

Now when the vessel had put out
from the land, many of the warriors
were sore smitten with an evil sick-
ness, so that they laid themselves down
and could not be comforted. They ate
not neither did they drink; yea even
hot roasted pork they ate not, and
even beer they drank mnot. They
thought much about death and wished
not to battle with the enemy. But
after some days they rose up, and
their countenances were white and
green, their hearts sank within them
and their bellies rose within them and
they slowly partook of dry biscuits.

Among those who were not smitten
of the sickness was one whom inen
called the Mariner, who had sailed not
before upon the seas. He had been a
great merchant in the ancient land of
Puckapunyal and had waxed exceeding
rich thereby. However he now playeth
an ancient game and continueth to
wax exceeding rich. The Mariner
bloweth mightily upon the bugle and
calleth the warriors from their slum-
ber, vea verily he bloweth with great
noise upon the bugle.

* g ¥

And it came to pass that many of
the warriors shaved their heads because
in their superstition they sought to
please their heathen gods who, they
prayed, would deliver their heads from
the evil thing. But they who shaved
not the head feared not the evil thing,
saying, “Verily with soap and water
will we cleanse our heads so that no
harm shall come nigh us”.

* % *

Now when the vessel came into the
port of Colombo the men went unto
the town to taste of the strong drink;
=i lo, it was stronger than they had
expected, Then they bought of the
wares of that place, and verily paid
they many times the value of the wares
which were sold, even through the
nose paid they them in that place.
And Aquarius, though he was not
drunken, is ashamed for the price he
paid for being conveyed in a ricksha,
but he paid not so much after that in
other rickshas. And the inhabitants of
that place rejoiced hecause of the
warriors who poured monies into their
hands. So did the men roam to and
fro in the fown and they saw and
smelt much of that place. And
Agquarius was given the glad eye by
a damsel of a dark but comely count-
enance who sat within a sedan standing
nearby.

And upon the evening of the second
day all returned into the vessel, and
in the morning they departed upon the
sea.

¥ ok *

CREMOR’'S
HANDICAP

by
BOB MORRIS

On the crEMOoR Flafts the grass was rare

And there wasn't enough to feed my MAIR;

She was wifty, shifty and full of fun —

She was owt of Queen ARTHUR by RICHARDSON.
This mare of mine could move along,

So for a jockey I hired “Tich” STRONG.

On Wiregrass Cup Day it was 20—1 Squibs —
It seemed a good price to my trainer, GIBBS.

The race started at the crack of the gun! .
One of the rival jockeys was DONOVAN :

The pace was a cracker, this race of ithe town;
Donovan cried, “F'Mercy’s sake, EASEDOWNE/!”
Strong replied, “What do you think I'm doing?
I've backed my self to lose with pumter BURING.”
Round the turn a roar burst forth,

As they thundered up to finish NORTH.

But, half-way down the straight,

The weight began to tell —

Donovan’s horse looked like a figure of eight,
And he was wsing his whip like hell.
The jockeys dismounted, and began to push

These horses that could hardly walk.

Said “Tiech” Strong, I'm a bit ARMSTRONG,

But it's all the sYymM¥E to me

If I have to carry Squibs to the post,

And check in with time-keeper LEE.

So, with Squibs on his back, past the post he ran

And placed him on the ground near the horses’ DUNCAN.
Said Strong, “The day is young, and my throat is dry;
Pll slip over to wiLLiam’s Pub for a gin and rye.”

In the pub, HENDERSON was drinking with a chap named

Swmuiler,

So, they all joined in a round with barman TYLER.

Now it came to pass that upon a
certain night while men slept, a mighty
vessel of war which was with the war-
riors loosed forth its thunderbolts in
salute to the garrison upon a certain
island, And behold, a great fear came
upon the men, so that they came forth
from the bowels of the vessel crying,
“Lo, the enemy is upon us and smiteth
us hip and thigh, woe are we for we
are in peril for our lives”. And they
ran hither and thither like unto sheep.
Then came one crying: “To the life-
boats!” and went - before them to
instruct them in the way. And on the
morrow there was a grievous wound
upon his hand. But they who thought
prevailed upon them who thought not
and all returned to their slumber saying
one to another, “I alone knew it to be
a bloody false alarum.”

So the ship sailed on and Aquarius
heard the tales told by the warriors...

“F” TROOP

(Continued from page 6)

How does ‘“Cinders”, one of our
most experienced imbibers, achieve that
bibulous glow each evening, on one
pint of beer.

* gk

From appearances on parade the day
we left a certain port, there are sever-
al aspiring big game hunters in our
ranks. Authority soon squashed those

aspirations, however, with a heavy
hand.
* ok F
Lost. — somewhere in the Indian
(Ocean — one stone weight. Finder

please return to Gnr Jack Muir. No
reward.
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A DAY IN COLOMBO

a Fantacy by
PHIL. WORTHAM

The Gunner stirred, opened an eye,
rolled over and prepared to continue
his health-giving slumber. However,
before achieving his objective, a timid
knocle violated his repose.

“Come in,” he cried weakly. The
door opened, cautiously, to admit the
Captain. :

“Sorry to disturb you”, humbly
apologized the Gmwﬁmmna “but, as we
are now entering the Colombo harbour,
I thought you like to be acquainted
with - the fact”.

“Oh, quaite so”, laconically replied
the Gunner, “Thanks frightfully! By
the way, what o'clock is it?"”

“Just eleven”, answered the Captain.
“But don't hurry to rise, ole boy: no
need to leave the boat until mid-day,
y'know?” With that the Captain salut-
ed, and discreetly retired, leaving the
Gunner muttering about  something
being a “beastly bore”. One minute
past mid-day’ found the Gunner, im-
maculately attired in his tailored uni-
form and chic hat, standing on the

pa

FIVE

cCenTsH

As the temperature

Colombo wharf.
had steadily risen to nearly 42°F., the
Gunner felt the need of refreshment.
It was fully 65 yards to the nearest

hosterly (ale-house or pub, as the
Captain might say), so the Gunner
felt that transportation was necessary.
Beckoning with his yellow silk hand-
kerchief, he summoned to his side a
native Jigshaw. Now, it is the invar-
iable custom of the rude fellows who
ply these delightful little carts, to
haggle about the fare. This, of course,
is not Marquis of Queensbury rules,
or as the French would say, simply
not cricket; but the practise has con-
tinued since the time of King Abrupt,
known in ‘history as the Iron Duke
because of his victory of defending
Ceylon at the Battle of Hastings. Now,
this particular boy or Coolie (a name
derived from their lack of clothes giving
an appearance of coolness) guessed the
intention of the Gunner in something
like four seconds over PIr®. That is
to say, he thought the account from
his midday pie could be easily squared.

Rolling his Corona-Corona to the
east most corner of his mouth, he
fired the words, “Five Cents”. Although,
greatly shocked, the Gunner managed
an audiable protest. Trying to keep
his voice free of indignation caused by
this long argument, he replied, quietly
but forcibly,

“Two rupees’”.

PADRE'S DIARY

Not the powers to remember, but
its very opposite, the power to forget
i$ a necessary condition of one
existence,

Gunner Bluey Blank, now in the
pink of condition, is happy in his
forgetfulness of the Australian Bight.
For those-two days of the Gunner's
tribulation, T heard no comments de-
trimental to rations, for had a royal
feast been prepared, Bluey, with his
sunken eyes and greenish complexion
would have not forsaken the ship's
rail for a seat at the table. Having
made his contribution to the fishes of
the sea—he using the power of forget-
fulness, has become a “sailor”. 1 met
him in Colombo, he was telling one
of the sympathetic policemen all about
the ginger haired, blue eyed girl he left
behind, in Perth. She was assisting at
the R. S. League's headquarters. Blank
drank ten cups of tea and ate nineteen
sandwiches just to get one smile. The
one “fly in the ointment” was that he
was too moonstruck to remember her
address, “Just my blanky luck when
I met a decent sheila to forget her
address”, he said. After Colombo, I
found him in the ships hospital—he
had pimples all over him. “The Doctor
says it might be measles”, he said,
“but T've had'em twice already”. It
was only a heat rash. About a week
later he was selected for guard duties.
I spoke to him after he had come off,
for his four hours spell, one morning.
He was telling me that his Cobber, was
found asleep while on guard in the
next mess deck. “Too bad”, he said,
“but it could have been worse, it could
have been me!” His turn came, how-
ever, for just as he had lighted a butt,
in his cabin, his hero among the
officers, caught him—and he lost £ 4
over the business. He promply shaved
off his ‘mow’, for his opinion of the
said hero deleriorated, and he would
no longer try to emulate that facial
adornment, Lt. Sandy, had so carefully

indulged. Bluey joined the “unhappy
band of pilerims of the shaven crest.”
Four of his cobbers, who themselves had
suffered initiation, grabbed him, just
after the beer ration, and forcibly re-
moved his “thatch”. This vulgar assault
hurt Blank, far more than his assailants
knew, for “Bluey” Blank’s hair was
his constant care. Now he looks like
a turnip, he says, and he carries his
photograph with him so that he can
frequently remember what he looked
like before joining the ranks of the
“shaven crests”. Fe hates women, since
a tall, lanky sister on the ship ‘ticked
him off’ for not saluting her, during
his guard. I can't tell vou just what
he said to me, in giving an unqualified
opinion—as he related the incident—but.
I can say, that if he ever does get
into hospital, he hopes and prays, that
this nurse will be on duty, some other
place. After we had
disembarked, Bluey found his way
over to the sausages and mash—in
his usual style he was able to get
a double issue—but he was very sore
because someone later pinched his
train-ration. However the power of
forgetfulness has triumphed and when
I asked him today, how things were
with him (he was on prowling piquet)
his only complaint, was, that some
blighter had stole his shorts and had
auctioned them. Bluey is very interested
in Palestine,- he had a job in a pawn-
broker’s shop in North Melbourne when
a lad, and this together with his Sun-
day School lessons has given him an
interest in the place. When telling me
of the old days under the sign of the
three brass balls, he confessed to having
got the sack, because the boss found
him stealing the moth balls. He likes
the appearance of the countryside, but
won't be really happy until he has
been to Tel-Aviv, Jerusalem and other
places. So much for Gunner Bluey
Blank, one of the likeable types of the

new “Digger"”.

“Five cents!” retorted the cold one
(or Coolie), “not a dime more”.

Feeling that the argument was going
against him, and as they had haggled
for three hours, the Gunner gracefully
surrendered and paid the five cents.
With a sigh of relief, he mounted the
Jigsaw and made himself comfortable
for the journey: but to his utter
surprise, the Coolic immediately bel-
lowed.

“’Otel” Ere you are, smart guy!”

They had not moved a step, for dur-
ing the barter of prices, the Jigsaw
boy had edged the Gunner to the very
steps of the G.O.H.—which, of course,
everyone knows, means “Good old
hotel”.

It was a sadly chastened and weary
Gunner who staggered through the
mighty 5 by 2' main door of the
G.O.H. The young lass behind the
bar, a lass of fifty eight, and well
set up—about eighteen stone in her bed
sox—smiled at him knowingly.

“Beer”, he cried weakly, throwing
four shillings and sixpence on the
counter. If the lass was preturbed by
this wanton display of money to be
squandered, she showed no outward
sign. She placed twenty seven bottles
before him, cleverly keeping the two
and ninepence change herself. Leaving
there some time later, the Gunner found
to his dismay, that he had left only

two hours to see Colombo. Hiring a
fast Rolls Roycetaxi for one and five
pence, he dashed around, absorbing
knowledge right and left. His im-
pressions were a cavalcade of strange
things. He saw crowds of dark men
in red howler hats, drawing bullocks
in  wheelbai=c the bullocks having
raised umbrellas™ te shade them from
the sun. Men and womeun were racing
to and fro on bicycles; the women
wearing evening dresses. He could
almost swear he caught a glimpse of
a native policeman kicking to death
one hundred and seventy nine natives,
but, as time was short, he did not
investigate. The warning bell was
ringing as he climbed aboard, loaded
with a bunch of bananas, nine 'pairs
of pyjamas, four topees, twelve shirts,
sixty three wooden elephants and eight
gold chains.

Happy with the thought of having so
thoroughly explored Ceylon, he lent
one and eight pence to the Captain and
cave the Regimental Serjeant-Major
a cigarette, without even waiting for
a receipt. So, at peace 'with the world,
the Gunner retired to his virtuous
couch, and when the Captain arrived
with the Gunner's glass of hot milk
some minutes later, he was sleeping
peacefully and murmuring, “Pro bonco
Public house”, which, as everyone
knows, is indeed a noble sentiment.
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