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Foreword
        

        

          
By Lieutenant-Colonel 
J. F. Moffat
        

        
The writing of this history of the 35th Battalion serves a dual purpose. First, to members of the battalion it stands as a record of their service in the Second Great World War from their early training in New Zealand in 1941 through Fiji, New Caledonia, Vella Lavella and Nissan Island until the disbanding of the Third Division at the end of 1944. It reminds them of pleasant interludes among grim experiences during the three years of the battalion's existence, and of the origins of friendships which, lasting into later life, are among the few personal benefits from the turmoil of war. Secondly, to those interested in New Zealand's efforts to prevent the invasion of her shores by the Japanese it indicates some of the detail which formed part of her full contribution. In this respect the history covers two periods. The first, immediately following the unprovoked attack on Pearl Harbour on 7 December 1941, saw the birth of this battalion with others to swell the New Zealand troops already in Fiji into two brigades. This was a period of feverish activity in improving the defences of Fiji as the Japanese swept down through the Solomons and into the north of the Gilbert and Ellice Islands. It would be satisfying to know that such efforts played their part in holding up the invader until the counter blow could be struck. The second period, an equally anxious one, saw the force expanded to a division and moved speedily to New Caledonia in order to form a reserve for the American forces fighting in the Southern Solomons. This move allowed the 25th US Army Division to be thrown into the Guadalcanal battle.

        
Training in jungle warfare and amphibious operations led to the employment of the battalion as a unit of the 14th Brigade on its first 

grim introduction to the strain and horror of jungle warfare on Vella Lavella in the battle for the Central Solomons. The occupation of Nissan Island in the Northern Solomons, marking as it did the strategic close of the Solomons campaign, was a fitting conclusion to the Third Division's efforts. After three years of trials and tribulations the yellow horde had been pushed back half way to Japan and the threat to our homeland removed. The fact that the 35th Battalion played its part in the achievement of this first objective of the allies in the Pacific is a pleasing reward for services willingly and enthusiastically given.
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Chapter One

Formation of the Battalion
        

        
Once upon a time there was a—yes, a stereotyped opening but, unfortunately, a very true one—there was a 35th Battalion, and herein is a short chronicle of this battalion's wanderings, trials, troubles-and activities from December 1941 to November 1944. In December '41 yet another dark cloud spread its ugly shadow; this time across the Pacific. To meet this threat the Government decided to augment the force already established in Fiji—the outer bastion to New Zealand's shores. So it was that the 35 th Battalion was formed and, together with two other battalions, was sent forth to join the New Zealand garrison already in Fiji. Here the first taste of overseas duty appealed to few, although everyone realised the necessity for our presence on this outpost in the Pacific. By the middle of 1942 the Americans relieved our force, and the battalion gladly returned to New Zealand. Five months of hard training, uncertainty and rumours followed, to culminate in being despatched to New Caledonia in December 1942. Acclimatization and more training followed before the full meaning of the words 'on active service' were brought home to the battalion.

        
On up through the questionable paradise of the Pacific the battalion travelled, visiting the New Hebrides and Guadalcanal before coming to conclusive grips with the Japanese at Vella Lavella. Yet months of monotony were endured before another move took place, and Green Island was wrested from the enemy. And there, on a coral atoll, the battalion first started to become a shadow of its former self. The return to industry of men from the Third Division took from the battalion many of its old and valued hands, and broke up partnerships such as can be formed only under the trying conditions of active service overseas.

        


        
The journey south to New Zealand was comparatively fast. Every-body then enjoyed the leave they so well deserved, only to return to camp and find that the old units were no more. Many members of the battalion reached the Second Division in Italy and were in action during the last two months before the German collapse.

        
Such is the brief background of the history of the 35th Battalion.

        
On 28 December 1941 Lieutenant' Colonel W. Murphy, CBE, MC, arrived at Papakura Military Camp to form and command the 35th Battalion. Personnel for the battalion were drawn from Northern Military District reinforcements who had just returned from final leave and were expecting to join the Second Division in the Middle East. From these reinforcements had to be formed the specialised groups of headquarters company, vickers and mortar personnel for D company, as well as for the three infantry companies. The officers were drawn mainly from the eighth reinforcements, plus a few from the Tank Brigade, Reconnaissance Battalion and the Papakura training staff.

        
Listed below are the senior officers at the inception of the battalion:—

        

          

            

              
	Commanding officer:
              
	Lieutenant-Colonel 
W. Murphy, MC
            

            

              
	Second-in-command:
              
	Major 
C. F. Seaward, MC
            

            

              
	Adjutant:
              
	Captain 
L. A. Kermode
            

            

              
	Quartermaster:
              
	Captain 
S. C. Moses
            

            

              
	Headquarters company:
              
	Major 
S. A. McNamara, DCM
            

            

              
	A company:
              
	Captan 
F. C. Cornwall, MC
            

            

              
	B company:
              
	Major 
A. J. E. Campbell
            

            

              
	C company:
              
	Captain 
C. C. Moses
            

            

              
	D company:
              
	Captain 
C. W. H. Ronaldson
            

          

        

        
With the above officers appointed, hectic days began, for only a few days were to pass before the advanced guard left New Zealand. The tremendous task of outfitting and gathering stores went on apace, and this job was not made any easier by the arrival of small drafts to fill the numbers of a complete unit. At the same time companies, platoons and sections were being organised into the 'teams' which are the basis of every good unit. In true army fashion training was jammed in between issues of respirators, groundsheets, and equipment, and in these short periods every effort was made to become thoroughly acquainted with the weapons with which we might have to defend ourselves.

        
On 2 January 1942 the advanced party, comprising 21 officers and 442 other ranks, embarked at Auckland, bound for Fiji. The above numbers were made up of Headquarters company and D 
com-

pany in full, with a small portion each of A, B, and C companies. This trip tested the sailing qualities of all, for the ship rolled heavily for half the voyage. On 6 January the transport berthed at Lautoka, which is the main port for the Colonial Sugar Refining Company, in the west of Fiji.

        
For those whose geography is a little hazy, the following conversation is perhaps of help:

		

			
New soldier on the ship's rail: 'How far is Suva from here?'

			
Old soldier on wharf: 'About 150 miles I think. Takes a whole day by truck at any rate'.

		

        
So! The joys of civilisation were not to be ours. To use an army phrase 'We're going out in the so and so cactus.' After an unforgettable trip in the CSR's railway, Namaka Camp was reached. The advanced party immediately started on skeleton pits in preparation for the arrival of the balance of the battalion which arrived on 16 January after a calm voyage. The battalion now formed part of the 14th Brigade under the command of Brigadier L. Potter, who remained in command of the brigade during the whole period of its existence. The task allotted to the battalion was the defence of the Nandi Bay area which included the RNZAF aerodrome.
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Chapter Two

To Suva and Back
        

        
To most of us Fiji was our first visit to the tropics. Was this going to be the paradise the films had led us to believe, or were we to be disillusioned. The day of our arrival—our welcome—impressed us no whit. For an hour or so we stood on the decks of our transport gazing at our new home. The heat was unbearable, water was in short supply and came out of the taps in a tepid trickle; the decks seemed to burn through the soles of our boots. This was the tropics with a vengeance and there we stood, dressed up in our best ill-fitting drill uniforms while the old hands on the wharf below looked as cool as the proverbial cucumber in sensible shorts and shirts. After what seemed to be an eternity we finally started to move off the transport and were marched a short way to the CSR's toy railway. Every one scrambled aboard the open sugar cane trucks and with a pathetic whistle the miniature engine slowly moved off. This was the start of a trip that most of us will always remember. The twisting line ran through acres and acres of sugar cane, plantations of pineapples, Fijian villages, hornets and mosquitoes.

        
The Hindu engine driver seemed to appreciate our thirst, but the officers had a trying time trying to round up everybody from a pinapple plantation beside which the train had stopped. The journey took us through a few Fijian villages, and it seemed as if the whole village turned out to give us a reception. The youngsters took delight in jumping on to the trucks and going a short distance with us. It was our first introduction to these carefree, smiling islanders. At Namaka camp we were introduced to the PWD four-men hut, and the sometimes nauseating smells coming from a neighbouring Hindu village. But who will ever forget that first night on Fijian soil? The 

mosquito army's intelligence section must have watched us unpack and informed all mosquitoes on the island that we had no nets. They descended on us in thousands. Few of us managed to get any sleep on that or any of the following nights till mosquito nets finally arrived on 17 January.

        
On 10 January the balance of the battalion arrived at Lautoka after an uneventful and calm voyage. They enjoyed the same exciting trip on the railway and joined the battalion at Namaka. The battalion was now complete except for twelve men who had stayed aboard the last transport as ack-ack defence for the trip back to Suva. These men enjoyed a unique journey in that through a submarine scare when just off Suva the transport made direct for New Zealand's shores and so, without touching the Fijian soil, they landed back in New Zealand to their great delight. 'Mad dogs and Englishmen go out in the noonday sun,' became a live reality when on 19 January companies moved out to their areas in Nandi Bay and began the dreary task of siting and digging weapon pits of the slit trench variety. The forward companies on the beach worked hard with the limited supply of tools available and constructed a formidable tank trap. This ditch was dug out in record time but the powers-that-be forgot to install a modern 'Canute' and when the tide came in the tank trap collasped.

        
As time went on living quarters were made more comfortable and company cookhouses took shape. Despite these amenities that dreadful tropic 'sore' of monotony came upon us. Every day work was the same—digging pits and more pits; putting up miles and more miles of barbed wire fences and entanglements. There seemed to be no end to the work. C company, which was in reserve, had perhaps some slight lightening of its task as the 'Lautoka Express' passed through its area. On the days when the CSR ran the passenger train (the only free railway in the world we imagined) C company men would stop work for a few minutes and watch the amazing sight. Every colour in the rainbow had its share in dresses and 
saris. Fijians, Hindus, Chinese and an occasional European filled the quaint carriages while the shrieking whistle of the engine almost curdled the air. The most comical sight of all was to see a Fijian hop off the end carriage and run along to a front one to see a friend. After the conversation he simply dropped off and waited for his carriage to come along. Did you say 'express?' For all their 'puff-puff' appearance, 

the length of laden cane trucks that these small engines could pull was an eye-opener.

        
Before long a leave system was inaugurated and most men were able to visit Lautoka, Mba, Nandi and other villages. Sunday trips to Saweni Beach were also arranged and proved very popular. This beach was just outside Lautoka and, as a beach, conforms very nearly to the films idea of swaying palms and silvery sands. The CSR provided a train for these trips but as the carriages were flat-top cane trucks it was a case of having to take your seat with you. On weekdays a small percentage of the troops was allowed to go on leave. The only transport available consisted of what were commonly known as 'wog wagons'. These wagons are identical with the vehicle known to most New Zealanders as station wagons, and a trip in them was something of an adventure. The drivers had only one idea of speed, and that was full speed—up hill, down hill or round corners; another thing was that on the various stops along the dusty, twisting road passengers of all sorts, sizes and shapes would cram in the small space. Passengers, even unto fowls and goats, covered everything.

        
The days passed on rapidly and in February work commenced on the camouflaging of weapon pits and defences. Large numbers of nets were made from 
vau bark and used for this purpose. The Fijians aided the war effort in many ways and this is only one of them. They collected, treated and dried the bark. Selected personnel were trained in net-making, and so these 
vau bark nets gradually hid from view, both from air and land, the weapon pits from which we were, if necessary, to defend this 'front door' to New Zealand. Early in February we suffered a number of alerts. Suffered, yes, for at night the mosquitoes attacked us ceaselessly while toads chorused approval. We were green soldiers, too, and although an outward calm pervaded, a good number of us surely have examined our feelings and wondered how we would stand up to fighting conditions.

        
On the first day of March we received a hurricane warning. Feverish activity took place to prepare for this tropical horror. Many were the funk-holes sought out for use during the big blow. Old man weather, however, was kind to us and the hurricane passed by without giving us a formal introduction. During the second week of March the battalion was, as far as possible, drawn up on the main football ground of Namaka camp. The 'Queen of Namaka' on this occasion thanked the military authorities for their protection of her-

self
, her people and lands. A large number of Namaka Fijians were present and a colourful sight was witnessed when the young maidens performed several dances, bedecked in multicoloured costumes, grass skirts, flowers in their hair, and armlets of wild flowers. Many had
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a special coiffure for the day. This consisted of yellow pollen rubbed into the hair, thus giving it a golden but distinctly odd appearance. Dancing was followed by a 
kava ceremony. For many of us-it was the first time we had witnessed the full and complete ceremony. Lots of handclapping and solemn speaking went on while the powdered root was mixed with water and then strained. All of us are 

familiar with the ceremony, so fuller details will be omitted. After Lieutenant 'Colonel G. H. Tomline, MC, who had recently taken •over the command of the battalion, had drunk his k
ava, all others present enjoyed a bowl of this peculiar tasting liquid.

        
One of the highest expressions of friendship—a whale's tooth— was then presented to the commanding offcer. He replied per medium of an interpreter, thanking the Queen and her people for the ceremony and for the Cooperation they had shown, and assuring the Queen of the continued protection of her people and lands from any enemies of Britain and New Zealand. During this same week the first sufferers from island complaints were returned to New Zealand, leaving a few gaps in our ranks. However a week later the first batch of reinforcements arrived and once more the battalion was up to strength.

        
The National Patriotic Fund Board decided to build a 
bure in each company area, and we all watched with interest the method by which the Fijians made a substantial building from logs and thatching. No slap dash method for them. Everything was accurately measured and aligned in true building fashion. The dexterity of young lads in throwing bundles of thatching to their mates high upon the roof had to be seen to be believed. These 
bures, when finished, quickly became the meeting centre for each company. Lighted at night by powerful Coleman lamps, and well provided with games such as table-tennis, monopoly, Chinese checkers and cards, it was no wonder nobody wanted to stay in a tent lighted by a candle and full of five grousing companions. The interior work of the 
bures was done by company 'bush' carpenters, and much credit must be given to them and to the pioneer section for making the 
bures as comfortable as they were. Saturday nights were generally the big nights, when competitions of housy-housy, tournaments of table tennis, 500 evenings, and concerts were conducted by committees. The quartermaster and cooks on these occasions helped tremendously by putting on hot tea or coffee and scones. Morale was helped and friendships cemented on occasions like these. It was possible to enjoy oneself thoroughly until a mosquito spotted some bare part of one's anatomy. At the end of March Lieutenant-Colonel Tomline handed over command of the battalion to Lieutenant-Colonel Seaward. At this time, too, the battalion lost some of its finest and toughest chaps to the Fijian commandos who had just been formed. Some mention must be made
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here of the officers' club at Namaka. This was a well-conducted institution where officers could forget, in more ways than one, that a war was on. Seriously, though, it provided a small measure of comfort and relaxation for officers who had been stationed out in the Sugar-cane for days on end and wanted a break away from their men.

        
Early in April, unfortunately, someone discovered that our work was done as far as digging and wiring were concerned, and that army horror—training—started. Although it was training, most of the trips were quite pleasant. Each company went out into the foot-hills behind Nandi Bay for three days at a time, taking rations with them. Nearly all of these trips involved passing through Fijian villages, the sites of which had been well chosen. Often one of those villages appeared like an oasis in a desert of driedup grassland. On one occasion a company decided to bivouac for the night beside a Fijian village which was situated on a level grassy stretch of land in the U-shaped bend of a river. On all sides of the village site were dried up fields of grass on rising ground, yet the site itself was cool, shady and possessed a fine garden with a variety of plants and many fruit trees. The small river was crystal clear and free of impurities. That night the chief invited the company over to the large 
bure and there they were entertained by items from the younger generation and the inevitable 
kava ceremony. The company in return rendered many choruses, and without a doubt both Fijians and New Zealanders enjoyed themselves.

        
On yet another occasion Fijian hospitality came to the forefront. The same company had a long day's march ahead of it and had only completed half of it when a tropical rainstorm set in. The march had to be completed, and at the end of the day the company, very-much bedraggled, finished up at a large village. The Fijian chief immediately made a number of huts available and the weary soldiers piled into these to enjoy a good night's sleep under a dry roof. This village was on the coast and many soldiers saw with interest the native method of making salt from sea water. That evening the usual impromptu concert took place, but this time the New Zealanders took second place. One of the best efforts on the part of the soldiers was Three Blind Mice sung in rounds. Imagine the surprise, then, when the Fijian youths put on their next item—none other than Three Blind Mice in rounds, but this time in the Fijian language.

        
The month of May quickly came along and plans were well 
un-

der way for a large field sports day. With an energetic committee under Captain E. L. Barker this proved to be one of the grandest days of our Fijian term. The Nandi cricket grounds were used for the big day. Jumping pits were constructed, lines and circles marked off, and on 8 May the preliminary events were run off. 
The day —the ninth—was a tremendous success. At the conclusion Brigadier Potter presented the prizes and the topical talk for days after centred on sports day. Competitors from all the units in the Namaka area entered in the open events, the contest at times reaching an exciting pitch for both soldiers and civilians. European, Fijian, Hindu and Chinese races were represented in a motley (no other word could be used) throng to watch the contests of speed and brawn. Detailed results of this day appear further on in this narrative.

        
The monotony of the balance of the month was broken by only two events. One was the arrival, on 19 May, of further reinforcements for our depleted ranks, and the other the visit of the Governor General of New Zealand, Sir Cyril Newall. On the day of his visit, 28 May, the battalion was drawn up in inspection order on the concrete runway of the Nandi aerodrome, which was in the battalion defence area. The Governor General inspected all ranks and spoke to nearly every soldier on the parade. After a short speech which stirred our hearts to hopes of an early return to New Zealand, the Governor General departed.

        
By this time the American forces were arriving in large numbers and it seemed obvious to all that they were to take over our job of defending Fiji. Various visits were paid to our area by American officers, some of whom distinguished themselves later in the New Georgian campaign. On 28 June the Americans officially took over and after several trial packs we finally pulled out from Namaka in the early morning of 30 June.

        
The only link we now had was with Mr. Fred Brookes, of Whites Hill. Mr. Brookes (Fred to most of us) was in charge of the CSR's Wagandra plantation, and lived in a large airy house which became surrounded by battalion headquarters and C company. They over-ran Fred's house but nothing was too much trouble for him. His showers were a boon, and it is certain that the use of those showers definitely kept down the incidence of skin complaints among the men on Whites Hill. Again, too, his wireless provided the battalion with
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its 
Daily News Flash, a copy of which was sent to all posts, thus keeping us apace with outside world happenings.

        
The trip to Suva was hot and dusty and little can be said of it, except that for many of us it was the first time we had seen further than Singatoka village. Later in the day we arrived at Suva, and were issued with the kitbags we had left behind, containing our great-coats and jerseys. When everybody was complete with kitbag we boarded our transport, a beautiful ship which has since been sunk. While waiting for more personnel to embark leave was granted and everybody made the most of the opportunity to 'do' the town of Suva. It was the first decent bit of civilisation we had seen for six months. The transport pulled away from the dock at Suva on 3 July and sped southwards. Each day it became colder but who cared? We were headed for home. The journey was uneventful, being a flat calm with sunny weather all the way.

        
Tuesday the seventh of July was the day of days and many of us gave up having breakfast for the sake of gazing over the rail at New Zealand. Our arrival, as with all wartime shipping movements, was a secret—a secret that was shared by thousands of Aucklanders who were waiting at Princes Wharf for the ship to tie up. In true military fashion we were bustled into a waiting train. Now where and what, we wondered, little knowing the grand surprise in store for us. C company remained on board to clean out the ship and few Aucklanders from that party didn't manage to slip past the sentry that night.
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Chapter Three

Paerata
        

        
The train stopped at Paerata. To most of us the name meant nothing. All we knew was that we were miles from Auckland and that counted with us when we thought of leave. Up the road and across the paddocks we marched to our new home. We were introduced to a new style of four-men huts, and wondered just how much cold they would keep out. D company men gazed 
in awe at their homes, for they were different from all other styles. The carpenters hadn't even put the roofs on! A few growls and grumbles were heard during the first few days, but no wonder. Paths and roads had to be made, cookhouses were 
in an unfinished condition and there were no recreational facilities. Soon, however, leave started and each day a draft would depart for their homes. No pen could describe the happiness of leaving that camp for a fortnight's furlough. Ahead lay our home and our folks we hadn't seen for several months or more; behind us was a wet muddy camp, where the cold was so intense that sleep was almost impossible. By the end of July the camp was full once more and all hands settled down to the routine of improving the site. The inevitable training soon started and cries of 'On guard!', 'Shun!', 'Slope Arms!', were heard all day.

        
Carpenters in the battalion under Lieutenant Bill McNeight erected a pre-fabricated YMCA, thus providing some measure of comfort and relaxation for those who were not included in the 10 per cent allowed to go on leave to Pukekohe. Each Wednesday afternoon was devoted to sports, and inter-unit competitions were held on Saturday afternoons. A few members of the battalion were ineluded in a brigade hockey team which competed with some success in the main Auckland competitions. The people of Paerata helped to 

relieve the monotony of camp life by holding some very successful dances for the members of the unit. A few of us will remember, too, the barn dances held just across the road. Reinforcements arrived direct from territorial units while we were in Paerata. Some of them took the NZEF as a hard thing, but it must be said that they soon settled down and provided some of the best men in the trying times that were ahead of us. The unit was now part of the Third Division, under the command of Major-General H. E. Barrowclough, CB, DSO, MC. The Third Division was made from all units who were in Fiji, plus the addition of further units. On 3 September the 14th Brigade, of which we were part, paraded before Major-General Barrow clough at Papakura.

        
At the end of September the battalion moved across to Orere for a few days and held manoeuvres. Remembrances of that occasion are the night attack by the Home Guard. These valiant souls gamely attacked an unsuspecting camp and later claimed victory over a unit which wondered what all the fore works were about. In any case a certain platoon of C company was much too busy over a feast of pip is to be worried about a few off-stage noises. October was the fateful month of travel. The 14th Brigade was to uplift from its present area and transfer to Te Aroha. But not for us was there to be train or truck travel. 'Shank's Pony' was our method—but what a tired and footsore pony. 
The day was the fifth when the battalion moved by the back roads for six miles in order to be in readiness at the starting line next day. The battalion had provided a large tarpaulin for each platoon and these coverings were erected each night for shelter. Light packs were carried, the heavier valises with blankets in them being carried by truck to each night's destination. From a military point of view the move was probably a great success, but from the soldier's point of view—well the less said the better. Transport moved the same distance each day and was timed to pass those on foot during the luncheon break. Quartermasters were kept busy providing breakfast before the day's move, then lunch at a 
rendezvous, and finally having a hot meal ready when the day's march was ended. On the second day the divisional band played past General Barrowclough at the starting point, and the 35th marched 14 miles to Mangatawheri Valley. Next day was a 21-mile hop to Mangatarata. On the fourth day what seemed like a 50-mile march was actually only a 21-mile hike to Tahuna. The weather having 

been kind to us now turned against us, and despite the tarpaulins most of us got wet. With tremendous relief we piled on to transport on the ninth day and were conveyed to our final destination 30 miles away.
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Chapter Four

Te Aroha
        

        
The battalion was split into two parts at Te Aroha. Battalion headquarters and A and B companies camped on Mr. Jones's property. By roads the camps were over two miles apart, but over the field the distance was only half a mile. We seemed to be fated so far as being close to a town was concerned. Each of the other battalions was camped in a town—one in Morrinsville, the other in Te Aroha at Wairongomai.

        
Once again the settling in process began and soon the camp sites were ship shape. Training began again and more reinforcements arrived. This is chronicled to give an idea of the wastage which takes place during a short period in the army. Consistent with the amount of battalion transport available, leave to Te Aroha for pictures and dances was granted each night, while every day troops were taken to the hot springs baths. The big sporting event of the month was the rugby match between the 35th Battalion and the 37th Battalion, at Rugby Park, Te Aroha. The 37th Battalion defeated us after a great game. All gate takings were given to the National Patriotic Funds Board.

        
Then came the Kaimai exercise which, it is contended, taught us the main principles of jungle warfare. None of those who took part in that exercise will ever forget the conditions under which we lived. On the first day, laden down with heavy packs, we climbed up Tui's Track to take up a position astride the track on a plateau. Engineers had done a good job in constructing steps, but even with the aid of these, many rests were taken before reaching the top. The battalion layout was made and all hands turned to the job of preparing defensive positions. From that time on, 'Old Man Weather' was most 

unkind. In a few hours' time everyone was soaked and remained soaked, cold and dirty to the end. Bush bivouacs were hastily constructed, but few of them could keep out the incessant rain. Apart from the 'hard tack' rations, perhaps the most annoying thing was the daily stand-to every morning and evening. While the stand-to was on there was no shelter from the rain, no warmth from fires and few of us could realize the importance of it for, like all human mortals, we thought more of being dry and warm. But we had to learn, and learn we must have done, for there is no doubt that later on we unconsciously did things we had first done during that Kaimai show. But 'it's an ill-wind that blows nobody good', for shortly after our return to camp we received a week's leave.

        
Following our return from furlough it became evident that a move was to take place. Crates were hastily built for all the unit gear, tents were painted a camouflage green, and rumours became rife. Training carried on apace with both small and large scale manoeuvres. Early in December, companies, by turns, did routine marches and exercises at the Okauia Springs. This exercise was enjoyed chiefly for the dip in the swimming pool at Okauia. An officers' dinner was held at the Grand Hotel on 10 December to say farewell to Major Campbell, who had been second-in-command of the battalion from February 1942 to September 1943. The officers will always be amused at the thought of a certain gentleman, adorned with the Brigadier's hat, riding a bicycle round the lounge.

        
On 21 December C and D companies moved from their old areas to that area occupied by the balance of the battalion. No leave was to be granted over Christmas, as the move overseas was imminent. This caused much discontent. It was a pity, for we all like to be with our relatives or friends at Christmas time, but war waits for no one and shipping also cannot wait for such things. However, on Christmas Day the battalion transport was used to take as many troops as possible to such places as Hamilton, Thames, Morrinsville and other towns in the neighbourhood. The move to our ship at Auckland took place on 27 December and there we boarded a large allied vessel which sailed two days later for New Caledonia. On New Year's Eve we arrived at Nouméa and spent the early part of the evening listening to the divisional band and gazing at what we could see of the new land. A number of us stared with 
wond-

erous eyes at the great host of shipping gathered about, many of us seeing ships such as we had never seen before.

        
During our stay in New Zealand the battalion suffered its first casualty, when 67057 Sergeant A. L. Undrill died of sickness. He was accorded a full military funeral.
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Chapter Five

New Caledonia
        

        
Two days later we transhipped in mid-harbour to a small Dutch ship and arrived in the early afternoon at Nepoui, which is half way up the south western coast. It was here that we first set foot on French soilor should I say dust? Almost typical of Fiji clouds of red dust enveloped the convoy as we were transported to Nepoui Valley camp for an overnight stay. The barrenness of the land impressed all of us, for most of us had expected something more fertile. Nothing could be seen but dried grass broken only by stretches of niaouli and gaiac. The niaouli tree has a bark like several layers of fine tissue paper, and is used by the natives for thatching. The bark is cut round the tree in whatever length is required and then peeled off in one section. It was used for roofing canteen huts,'mess buildings and cookhouses. One often wonders what the army would have done if such materials had not been growing on the spot.

        
After the stay in Nepoui Valley, transport took us to the Taom Valley. The road was a never-ending ribbon of winding dust, passing through native villages or French settlements every few miles. Finally the trucks took an abrupt turn off the main road into a mass of gaiac trees. Surely, we thought, this won't be our future camp. Yes we might have known it. There, waiting to give us a welcome was Lieutenant Rust and his advanced party, who had left us during the Kaimai exercises. The various company camping sites were chosen and once more the task of selecting tent sites, erecting cook-houses and a multitude of other jobs was begun. The Taom River ran alongside each company's area and it was not long before the small amount of water in the river was dammed up to form 
swim-

ming pools, each company having its own. What a boon these swimming pools were after a hot day's work. A road was surveyed and the infantry-man turned pick and shovel labourer for a few days. This was a necessary bit of work so that trucks could get water and rations to the cookhouses.

        
The engineers, with extra labour from the battalion, constructed a rifle butt and practices in all arms were fired before long. At night compass marches appeared on the training schedule and certain members of one group will remember the night they were caught in the wilderness by a tropical deluge. For a while it was a touch and go in getting across a once dry stream bed which had become a raging; torrent. That was a really exciting swim back to camp.

        
The end of the first month on French soil saw training in full swing. This was a new style, and calculated to be the best for the fighting that lay ahead of us. Most of the training consisted of what was termed jungle shooting. Targets resembling Jap faces were placed in the bush so that they appeared suddenly either to right, front or left and high or low. This taught us to have keen sight as well as the ability to use in a flash all weapons from any position, such as standing, kneeling and from the hip. This type of training, plus deer stalking, undoubtedly helped in no uncertain manner to give us a superiority over the enemy later on. Larger scale exercises of a like manner were conducted as a sequence, with the engineers cooperating with land mines and battle noise effects.

        
Tropical downpours were becoming more frequent and on 2 February we had a really wet day. The river banks opposite C company's site were approximately 25 feet high and the danger of 0flooding was therefore thought impossible. After the downpour started, several members of this company watched the water rising, but thought little of it except that their fine swimming pool was being washed away. In less than an hour the river overflowed its banks-and invaded the area occupied by two platoons, plus the quartermaster's store tent. The water rapidly rose higher until only the tops-of the tents could be seen, while an assortment of hats, sandshoes, beds, towels and other gear drifted away in the flood. All hands-stripped off and swam about retrieving the floating articles. Just after darkness had set in the colonel came along to inspect the damage done by the flood. He decided to cross the flooded area at a place where the water was about five feet deep. Unfortunately he wasn't aware of a ditch that lay across his path-one second there was the 

colonel; the next, just an expanse of dirty swilling water, but a moment later the colonel reappeared, very wet, but with his torch still going.

        
In the middle of this month the battalion was moved by transport to Nepoui Valley, the site of its first night in Necal, as everyone now called the island. In the battalion's new position the companies were widely dispersed. One company guarded an airfield about five miles away, another did training in the Mosquito Valley, approximately two miles from battalion headquarters, while the other infantry company did dock unloading and general fatigues, being based in Nepoui Valley. Headquarters and D support companies plus battalion headquarters, were permanently situated in Nepoui Valley. The system was that the three infantry companies changed round every so many weeks. This, then, was the general set up of our unit from February till August. Nepoui Valley was surrounded by wooded hills with a river running to one side of a grassy flat. Except for battalion headquarters, the camps were constructed in the shelter of the trees on the slopes of the hills, thus providing shade and good drainage for flood or rain water. Battalion headquarters camp was on the flat in the corner of a U-bend of the river. A stately (and hallowed) edifice was erected here and promptly labelled 'Taj Mahal' by the boys. The grassy flat lent itself ideally to sports purposes and before long hard labour had converted a large area into first-class rugby, soccer, hockey and cricket grounds, not to mention a full scale 'Kiwi Stadium-. This stadium was complete with grandstand, totalisator, a 440 yards circular track, jumping pits and a straight stretch for the sprint dashes. A swimming pool was also constructed in the river, complete with push boards for turning.

        
Muéo, or as it was more commonly known, Mosquito Valley, was selected as the camp site on which a company would be based for training. The original idea was that the campany would sleep under tarpaulins and bush shanties, having a minimum of cooking gear. Fortunately this state of affairs didn't last very long before a fully tented camp, complete with cookhouse, mess hut and YMCA, was in existence. The biggest drawback to the camp was the mosquitoes. They were vicious and numerous for 24 hours a day; the deer fly was also a persistent nuisance. The main asset of this valley, besides its scope for training, was the Mueo River. This was a shallow crystal clear, cold stream which was appreciated by all ranks after 

a long day in the sun. A deep pool in a corner of the river was the favourite spot and ingenious hands soon had a tip top board erected. An access road was gradually built from the main road to the camp; a football field was cleared and two tennaquoit courts laid out, so that when the time came to move northward quite a decent camp had been constructed.

        
The Plaine des Gaiacs camp was, as the name implies, situated among the gaiac trees on a large flat area. The gaiac was so thick that no sports areas were available, but at the same time the job of providing guards for the drome was so big that very few men were available for such things as sports. The camp itself did not measure up to the other company sites, but the job of guarding the 'drome was always interesting and a change from other work, especially as there was an open air cinema only a few hundred yards away from the camp. As mentioned previously, the main job of work for the infantry company at Nepoui was that of unloading cargo from ships berthed at the Nepoui wharf. When no ships were unloading the company could be used on fatigues such as improving the sports ground, building a grandstand, or metalling roads to make them more fitted for all weather purposes. An assault barge which was stationed at Nepoui provided many a good day's fishing trip for small parties from the battalion. Even if no fish were caught, the relaxation of a day in the sun was appreciated.

        
At the end of March the brigade held a sports day. The battalion sent a team to compete and several members of the unit were transported to Taom to attend the gala day. Following this, the battalion held its own sports day when the Kiwi Stadium was officially opened, and many fine finishes were witnessed. The tote was opened on certain races, thus providing an extra thrill to the backers. This day's outing was brought to a fine conclusion by a locally organised concert held that evening in headquarters company's lines. The 37th Battalion pipe band contributed items that stirred the heart of many a Scot while Ralph Dyer's skit on a certain person with a stick was very well received.

        
The next event of any importance on our programme was the Styx exercise held at the end of April. This exercise consisted of an approach march; an assault across a river, and consolidation. The approach march, as far as we footsloggers were concerned, was just a glorified route march. When darkness had set in a compass route 

was followed across open fields to a belt of bush fringing the river.. The night was pitch dark and once the belt of bush had been entered it was a case of hanging on to the chap in front or be lost. Heavy rain and hundreds of feet all following the same path churned up the mud to knee depth. One soldier stumbling forward lost his tin hat. (battle bowler to the troops) in the mud and despite groping in the surrounding slime for a few minutes he was unable to locate it, much to his joy. That gives a rough idea of what the conditions were like. Eventually the bank of the river was reached and collapsible assault boats carried the troops across to the other bank where they disappeared and later consolidated in defensive positions. Next morning, before being withdrawn prior to returning to camp, a rum issue was made. Fortunately somebody had forgotten to add the water and despite the coughing and spluttering it went down very smoothly. All troops were then withdrawn across a bridge built by the engineers and transported back to camp.

        
Early in May the newly formed Kiwi concert party presented its-first concert at the recently constructed open air theatre in Nepoui Valley. They were very well received and put on an excellent performance despite the handicap of inadequate costumes and stage facilities. A large party from the battalion visited Moindah early in May for the divisional sports meeting. Several battalion members were successful, particularly the late Lieutenant M. M. Ormsby, who showed something of his school day prowess.

        
Brigadier Potter started jungle courses for all officers for the: purpose of finding out, from discussion, just what improvements in weapons, etc., could be made in adapting our equipment to jungle fighting. These courses were very interesting, each move being fully discussed before another phase opened. At the conclusion of these courses a general discussion would be held and then each officer-would write a full report on his ideas of jungle fighting, weapons, foods, clothing and tactics generally. Such courses as these undoubtedly helped to give the officers that extra 'something' which enabled the subsequent campaigns to be carried out so well.

        
In the middle of May C company started off on a hike across-the width of Necal. This hike not only toughened up the body but enabled all who undertook it to see what the other coast was like. The natives were very hospitable, often giving the troops large gifts-of fruit and always providing a guide if necessary. After an inter-
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esting
 trip Ponerihouen was reached and the company was billetted in the gendarmerie and the school. From there, small one-day hikes were arranged to various points nearby. Other companies followed on the same hike. Each company was allowed a week for the trip, and each was granted a sum of money from regimental funds with which to purchase fresh meat, vegetables and fruit. Towards the end of the month specially selected personnel were sent to Guadal-canal on courses to learn something of the Japs, their methods, weapons and to go over the battle fields.

        
The mobile cinema paid regular visits to the Nepoui Valley, but on those nights when it did not appear transport took a large quota of men to an American theatre at the Plaine des Gaiacs airfield. Meantime a large recreational bure was being constructed in the valley to provide hot suppers and entertainment at night.

        
Early in June the celebrated march to Taom began. On 10 June the battalion arrived at Taom and rested. The following Sunday a brigade parade was held and this was followed by a march past for Brigadier Potter. Many were the comments passed when the divisional paper Kiwi quoted something about the forty miles marched. These are well summed up in a piece of doggerel which is published elsewhere in this volume. While the battalion was on guard duty at the Plaine des Gaiacs airfield the leader of the Second Division, Lieutenant-General Sir Bernard Freyberg, VC, passed through on his way to New Zealand, on 16 June. Unfortunately, his time was so limited that he was unable to visit any of the nearby New Zealand troops.

        
A change in the status of D company came about on 25 June. Hitherto D company had been a support company, being equipped with medium machine guns (vickers) and three inch mortars. From this date, D company became a purely infantry company, the three inch mortars becoming a seperate platoon under headquarters company, while the medium machine guns disappeared as a battalion weapon and were merged into a company on a brigade basis. This indeed was a sad blow to D company, particularly, for they had, in their own minds, been the pride of the battalion with their vickers. Because of this new status being arranged, the battalion lost some fine members. During the month of July it became increasingly evident that the move was in the offing. 'Battle bowlers', repirators, and web equipment were given a coating of camouflage paint and all gear was 
crat-

ed into two-men loads. All ranks were given practice in climbing' rope nets, firstly without gear, and afterwards with full web and arms. Before long our anthropoid nature became evident and much skill was acquired in climbing up and down a swaying rope net with full pack on. Each man's web equipment was arranged so that, if he fell into the water, it would slip off his shoulders and free him immediately of all encumbrance.

        
The semi-final of the Barrowclough Rugby Cup was played on the battalion's number one ground on 31 July before approximately 3000 spectators. Special grandstands had been built for the day and a wonderful display of rugby was witnessed. The 37th Battalion decisively defeated the 29th Battalion by eleven points to six. Several of the 8th Brigade supporters of the 29th Battalion went home that night a lot lighter in the pockets after the 14th Brigade supporters had collected their bets.

        
And lo! there stood amongst us a man. Behold Padre Falloon. The battalion was surely not aware of the never-to-be-forgotten personality that came amongst us on August the second. It did not take long for him to be known and remembered, as he always will be, by all members of the 35th Battalion. A week later personnel who had been selected for the RNZAF left the unit. On. 11 August the first party for the move north left for Noumea. They were followed by other parties, with the main body travelling on the 13th. Few of us will forget that nightmare journey. Crammed into the back of heavy transport, plus heavy gear, it was impossible to keep warm, comfortable, or to prevent the dust from choking us. On and on through the night the trucks rumbled and in the early morning we stopped at a transit camp for breakfast. Out tumbled various apparitions clad in a motley assortment of sweaters, raincapes, and American jackets, but all very thickly coated with grime and dust. One wag had put on his repirator in an endeavour to keep the dust from clogging up his nostrils and throat. All aboard again and a short run brought us to a strip of beach alongside the nickel docks. Here we were introduced to assault craft and the alphabet that went with them LCPs, LCVPs, LCMs and APs somewhat mystified us till we learnt what it was all about. Our transport, a wellknown pre-war liner, now fully converted to an amphibious assault troop transport, lay at anchor in the stream.

        


        
The assault craft sped out to the ship and brought us up along-side a rope net that seemed to keep on going heavenwards. Fort Unately our training stood us in good stead, but what a climb it was from water level to deck level. The remainder of the day was occupied in loading the ship with both personnel and cargo. While some of the troops were loading the cargo others busied themselves in becoming familiar with their quarters and the general layout of the ship. The personnel on board made up what was known as a combat team, which consisted of a full infantry battalion plus attached artillery, both field and ackack, engineers and medical. Thus each ship contained a fighting team able to look after itself in any circumstances.
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Chapter Six

New Hebrides and Guadalcanal
        

        
With the loading of the ship completed, organisation for disembarkation took place. Sufficient assault craft for the first two waves were carried on the ship. These craft returned to the ship for subsequent waves of personnel. Each LVCP load of troops had its route carefully explained, from sleeping quarters to disembarkation points. In the first and second waves some personnel would be fortunate enough in stepping from the ship into the LCVP and then being lowered to the water; others would have to climb down the nets, according to where their loading station was on the ship's side. From the third wave onwards all troops would have to climb down the nets. Heavy weapons like Bren guns and two-inch mortars would have to be lowered by light ropes. With this organisation completed, plus the experience of training in the climbing of nets, only a short time elapsed before the first trial disembarkation took place. It was on the same day, 16 August, that we first started taking atebrin— a suppressive drug to overcome the effects of malaria if we ever contracted it. The next two days were taken up with more practice disembarkations and landings on the harbour shores of Noumea. The second day a complete landing scheme was tried out, with a disembarkation landing, and the establishment of a beachhead. Promptly at 1600 hours (4pm) on 18 August, the convoy left Noum'ea. While at sea the usual fatigues were supplied, just as in a camp. Lectures on Japanese tactics were given and practice climbing of nets, rigged up on board, was given to those who found difficulty in executing this somewhat trying manoeuvre. At night, movies were screened for officers and men. This relaxation was perhaps the most popular item on board.

        


        
At 0800 hours on 20 August the convoy dropped anchor in Vila Harbour, Efate Island, and immediately the assault craft left for a practice landing on Mele Beach. Next day a similar landing exercise was carried out, but this time at dawn. As Efate Island lies in the New Hebrides group, which is in the malarial belt, this dawn landing called for all the precautions such as sleeves rolled down, insect repellant applied to the face and hands, and trouser bottoms tucked into gaiters. Such precautions had been drummed into the troops over a long period. The following day a large scale exercise was held. At 0715 hours the first wave left the ship's side and was quickly followed by the other waves. Allied aircraft acted as the enemy and did strafing runs on the assault craft coming in to the landing beach and also during the actual beach landings. A brief outline of the day's happenings will give an idea of what transpired. It was a brigade exercise with the three full combat teams operating together to form a coordinated beachhead. The infantry, immediately on landing, pushed ahead to form a huge semi-circular perimeter, behind which the artillery, medical and other units set up. The ship was unloaded and all stores were stacked in dumps just off the beach. The artillery dug in their guns and the infantry dug their fox-holes. Night came and with it all the crawling insects in the world. Crabs by the thousand and mosquitoes by the million. There was no real need to post sentries that night for it is doubtful whether anyone managed to sleep. Early next morning the task of loading began and by the evening meal-time all troops and stores were once more safely on board. With the experience of the last exercise everyone felt that he was prepared for an amphibious assault against the Japanese. The following day was a day of rest which everyone thoroughly enjoyed.

        
The convoy set sail on 25 August, bound for Guadalcanal. During the voyage Major M. V. O'Connell, a member of the ship's staff, who had commanded a marine battalion in the first assault against the Japanese at Guadalcanal, gave a very enlightening address to all ranks. He left us all without any doubt about the malicious and bestial foe against which we were soon to be pitted. Each evening in the hot and fetid atmosphere of the troops' quarters parades were held for roll call and atebrin. No doubt every effort had been made to cool the various compartments on board, but such effort was of no avail. At night when all watertight doors were closed and only hatchways left open, little if any fresh air seemed to penetrate through 

the compartments. Add to this approximately 200 perspiring bodies and then some idea of the comfort of the transport can be gleaned. Two days after leaving Efate the convoy hove-to off Point Cruz, Guadalcanal, and the day's work began of completely unloading the ship. In a few days we had come from subtropical to tropical weather and before many minutes had passed those who had not been to Fiji soon realised what it was like to work hard under merciless, blazing sun. At this time the air threat from the Japanese was still to be considered but this danger was forgotten in the arduous work of unloading.

        
As each assault boat hit the beach a small party went on board, while another party formed a chain-gang up the beach to the stacking point. A slight surf was running and this made the job rather diificult at times for those at the beginning of the chain. Immediately the ack-ack was landed, it was set up on the beach edge and kept a watchful eye on the skies. When the unloading was finished, troops trudged along the dusty coral road to their new camp sites. Passing through an allied camp we had our first introduction to the tent adornments which included grinning Japanese skulls and jars of gold teeth. Before settling down that night everyone took care to dig a fox 'hole for protection in case of aerial bombardment. The picks and shovels uncovered a wide variety of Jap helmets, skulls, web gear, ammunition, grenades and a host of other things bearing mute testimony of the carnage that had taken place before our arrival.

        
The combat team was now dissolved and each unit maintained its own camp and administration. Our previous day's hard work was well rewarded by the following message received from Island Command: 'Number 3 combat team set a high mark in proficiency for unloading and disembarkation, August 27th.' The previous record for unloading by white troops was 1041/2 tons an hour. Our new record placed the record at 119 tons an hour. We were justly proud of our effort.

        
The construction of our new camp sites was quickly got under way. Patrolling of the beaches started in order to prevent a surprise landing by the Japanese. Fresh water immediately became a problem, but budding water diviners came to the fore. Soon wells were being dug and to the joy of the diviners a brackish water was discovered in most of them; it must be admitted, however, that some of these wells produced quite a supply of decent water. This enabled 

clothes and bodies to be washed without straining the supply of drinking and cooking water. Two companies, B and C, started off on a three day trek on 6 September. This enabled the men to prac tice forming company perimeters, constructing booby traps, and the method of making four-men fox-holes, not to mention the fact that Japanese shovels and American picks were acquired by one and all to replace the cumbersome and unsuitable tools supplied to us. The Jap shovel was small bladed and short handled and was thus easily strapped on to a pack and yet strong enough to burrow a few inches into mother earth for a fox-hole. Our square-mouthed or round-mouthed PWD shovels were far too heavy and big for easy handling through dense bush and up and down rope nets. While on the trek C company visited Geifu strongpoint; but not for long. Away off, some diligent person had selected Geifu as a target point for a mortar shoot, thus causing C company to retire in some haste.

        
After tumbling out of bed several nights for false air-raid alarms we were finally given an official welcome by the Jap who scattered bombs, but fortunately not in our direction. This was, for nearly all of us, our first experience of being bombed. As the bombs didn't fall near us, most of us enjoyed it, but others were not so fortunate. By now the camp sites were in order, with neat coralled paths between tents. Every afternoon a period was allowed for recreation. To most men this meant a dip in the warm sea. In the evenings the YMCA roadhouse proved very popular. Here we could obtain a cool lemon drink or a cup of hot tea and a bun, while the radio brought news from the outside world. For those who missed the news the intelligence section still supplied its daily News 
Flash, giving the war news from all fronts. Movies were also provided at a nearby theatre. The sky was the ceiling; seats were coconut logs, and there were no fire precautions to prevent the enjoyment of cigarettes during the performance. To watch a movie and enjoy a cigarette really provided a sense of relaxation after a day's work in the broiling sun. Bishop Baddeley, Bishop of Melanesia, gave an inspiring talk to all ranks at the theatre on 12 September. His talk outlined the lives of the natives before the advent of war and told also of the difficulties that could be expected after war had passed them by.

        
Further air raids were experienced, fortunately without any cost to the unit, and then on 16 September the battalion assembled at Kokumbona Beach for embarkation to Vella Lavella. Prior to this 

there had been the usual bustle of striking camp and recrating all stores into two-men loads. On this occasion we travelled in APDs, LCIs and LSTs. It was the biggest convoy we had been in and some of us were provided with the thrill of being aboard an APD when it raced round the entire convoy. On September the general election was held and proved a busy day for the officers. As the convoy steamed slowly in a northerly direction the men filed through to a hastily commandeered election booth and registered their votes. Some amusing incidents occurred, one of which was caused by a chap, in all faith, voting for himself. That night the convoy passed close to Munda when 'Nippo' was paying his respects to our allies, who had just wrested the island from him. As the berthing compartments were so stifling, most of us were calmly seated on deck watching the whole terror of aerial bombardment as if it were but a sideshow.

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The 35th Battalion

Chapter Seven — Vella Lavella





        

          
Chapter Seven

Vella Lavella
        

        
As the convoy drew near to Vella just after dawn, it split into two sections. Our party landed to the south of the other. It was not an assault landing in the true sense, for the landing was made in that part of Vella already held by the Americans. Yet it was carried out with speed, as if it had been an assault, for the danger of Japanese bombing was a greater likelihood here, in the most northern holding of the allies in the Solomons. It was vital that the convoy should get away as soon as possible. With that in view, speedy unloading took place.

        
The beach, such as it was, was backed by a sea of mud, through which we ploughed to a drier area. Here some of us saw our first Japanese prisoner. He was a forlorn creature, absolutely lost and completely bewildered. Foe he was, yet that did not prevent some of the boys from offering him cigarettes through the barbed wire enclosure. Then came the order to move. With packs (and heavy ones they were) shovels and other military paraphernalia draped on us, we trudged along the narrow track which had been cut through the jungle. Here there had been no attempt at highway making. The road was a sea of stinking, clinging mud. The coral layer, about one foot below the mud, was the only reason why the trucks could get through at all. In places where the coral layer was deeper, trucks became bellied on the mud and had to be winched out.

        
Such was the road we tramped. The exertion of carrying a heavy load, and pulling our feet out of the mud, made frequent halts necessary. Gradually we moved further up the road and finally settied down, thoroughly exhausted, on what was to be our new camp site. Just before reaching these sites we passed another landing 

beach, where another battalion had come ashore. On seeing this beach there was a lot of grumbling as to why we couldn't have landed there, but everyone realised that enough space was not available to land the whole convoy there. Poor B company personnel had an unenviable day. By error, the LCI on which they travelled unloaded them on this top beach (Maravari). When all but a few cases had been unloaded the error was discovered. Back on board went all the gear and eventually they landed on the battalion's original beach. Imagine their feelings when they tramped past their original landing point.

        
No sooner had packs been discarded, than the sounds of aerial battle were heard. Out to the shore edge we dashed, being careful to keep in the shadow or cover of the bush edge. Somehow the Japs had heard of our convoy and had come across, complete with fighters and bombers to do their worst. The main part of the convoy was away, but the large LSTs which were still unloading presented a great target. Out of nowhere came our air force. RNZAF Kittyhawks flashed about the sky pressing home the attack. Down went a Zero 
in flames, with a Kittyhawk still on its tail. A spontaneous and rousing cheer went up from those on the ground. Again a Zero—one moment it was there—the next just a puff of debris in the air. Some invisible hand plucked it out of the skies. Down at the landing beach, when the first bomb dropped, those who had been unloading started the fastest race of their lives. One second the beach was a hive of activity; the next second, following a loud explosion, all human activity centred on a violent race for deep cover in the bush. Soldiering in earnest had started.

        
In the camp areas jungle undergrowth was being cleared for tent sites and gallons of perspiration were expended in endeavouring to dig splinter-proof shelters. The coral was as hard as granite and hours of hard labour were required before even a semblance of a hole appeared. Over the pit were placed coconut logs in criss-cross fashion. These were our funk-holes and to these we dashed, in no uncertain manner, once an air-raid started. Air cover during the day was supplied from neighbouring New Georgia, but at night our only protection was from our own and allied ack-ack guns. On the fourth day after our arrival, 21 September, orders were given for our projected fight against the Japanese and a band of picked men, under Lieutenant McNeight, left for Mundi Mundi on the opposite coast.

        


        
The brief plan of action was this. The Japanese held the northern half of Vella with coastal positions, and had a radio station on Umomo Island, off Timbala Bay, on the western coast. The 37th Battalion was to push round the coast from the eastern side, in a series of amphibious assaults, while the 35th Battalion was to push up the western side, thus catching the Japs in a pincer movement.

        
Meantime hurried preparations for action were under way. Ammunition was checked over and distributed; grenades were primed and all weapons carefully oiled. Jungle medical kits, atebrin, insect repellant, C or K rations, and jungle suits were issued. There were, as usual, only two sizes of jungle suits—too large and too small. They were made of a heavy green material which did not help to keep the body cool and the hat was similar to a jockey's cap fitting the skull closely, with a small stiff peak for protection of the eyes from the sun. The web belt and small haversack containing waterproof cape, rations, spoon, tooth-brush, soap and spare socks completed the dress. The water bottle hung from the belt, to which two or three grenades were also fastened. At night the Japs continued their bombing, fortunately without loss to our unit although the near misses put more than the 'breeze up' some of us. On the succeeding days large parties moved by barge round the southern coast to land at Mundi Mundi. On 23 September the move was completed, without incident. Once or twice, as the barges moved round the coast, Jap bombers flew overhead, but fortunately for us they were more interested in bombing the air-strip which was being developed than in annoying a few barges.

        
Mundi Mundi was a small area covered by a coconut plantation. The landing was a wet one, as a shallow shore prevented the barges from beaching. All stores had to be carried about 75 yards through water just over waist deep. Fox-holes of the four-men type were dug immediately on landing and everybody settled down to keeping a perimeter such as they had practiced before, but this time it was not in fun. Few, if any, slept the first night they were in Mundi Mundi Bay. Thoughts of Japs creeping through the bush gave little peace to the nerves. Trees and shrubs seemed to move and every noise suggested undreamable things. Lying awake through the night the cacophony of sound seemed to be realised for the first time. Every living thing in the world seemed to doing its best to make itself heard. It was a frightening and unnerving experience at first. At
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this bay several native guides joined us, headed by the redoubtable 'Billy'. These shy, well-built Solomon Islanders had been trained by Lieutenant Jocelyn, of the Royal Australian Navy. This officer had been a member of the coast-watching organisation on Vella Lavella throughout the Japanese occupation of the Solomons. Many thanks are due to Lieutenant Jocelyn for the cooperation and information which we received from him, thus contributing largely to the final success of the unit.

        
From this perimeter patrols were pushed out in all directions, particularly along the coast as far as the next bay, Matu Suroto. The patrolled area being declared clear, the battalion advanced to Matu Suroto on 24 September. This area was really an inlet with a large storehouse and shed located just opposite a small jetty. A perimeter was set up and sentries posted. Fresh water was now in short supply and great demand was made on coconuts. Agile chaps clambered up the palms and, with a cry 'Heads below', down would come a shower of coconuts. Bayonets made short work of the outside husk and soldiers made short work of the refreshing liquid within. Up to this point respirators had been carried, and some of the men still had steel helmets. It was decided, to our great relief, to leave these articles at Matu Suroto so that, if necessary, they could be hurried forward.

        
The party of picked men who had landed on the 21st had established a small beachhead at Mundi Mundi, until the landing of the first large party. They had then pushed forward to Matu Suroto and patrolled to Pakoi Bay. When the battalion was at Matu Suro-to they established a forward listening and observation post to prevent a surprise attack. During their forward patrolling they had often seen the Japs. It was necessary, however, in order to achieve success, not to disclose their presence. On one occasion two members of the patrol, hidden behind a thick bush, calmly watched some Japs enjoying a swim. They had a few tense moments when the Japs retrieved their clothing from in front of the bush in which our men were hiding. Early next day five patrols set out to Pakoi Bay. Each patrol was accompanied by a native guide and two members of the signals platoon who were equipped with a No. 48 wireless set which proved useless. Following a compass course which leads up hill and down is no fun when behind each tree and mound one expects a Jap to appear suddenly. Native guides gave a lot of confidence to patrols as they slipped silently and easily through the tangled 
under-

growth. On occasions these natives would slip ahead and disappear from view, only to appear unexpectedly with a big toothsome grin adorning their faces, thus indicating that all was clear. Each guide faithfully carried a Jap rifle and ammunition and each told a varied and always bloody story of how these weapons were acquired.
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No contact was made that day and the five patrols formed a perimeter for the night. The remainder of the unit had not yet moved from Matu Suroto. The following day the battalion moved to Pakoi and set up a perimeter defence. From this time onwards every pre-caution had to be taken, because it was known that in the next bay, Timbala Bay, there was a large Japanese camp. As a precautionary measure, smoking and loud talking were forbidden. Patrols were again sent out, this time to stay at rendezvous points until the companies reached them during next day. D company moved off to a position astride a track, blocking the chance of escape in a southerly direction, while two platoons, one under Lieutenant Beaumont, the other under Lieutenant Albon, were dispatched to guard trails leading northwards. Early on the morning of 27 September all ranks were fully informed of the plan for the morrow. Briefly it was as follows: B company on the right, C company in the centre and a composite force of Captain Stronach's bren carrier personnel and others on the left, would form a perimeter round Timbala Bay. D company and the two platoons previously mentioned would block any attempted escapes or prevent further aid coming to the Japs. After an artillery barrage on Umomo Island, B and C companies plus the composite force would close in on the bay to destroy the enemy force. A company was in reserve and was to be held in readiness just on the Pakoi side of Timbala Bay. The above is a general outline of the plan as it involved the battalion.

        
It would, perhaps, be best to say here that this history deals only with the 35 th Battalion and not with the 35th Battalion combat team, although we were so constituted for the fight. An artillery battery, an engineer section, an ASC section and a field ambulance company were also part of the combat team which was under the command of Lieutenant-Colonel Seaward. The part these units played in helping materially in the success of the fight will not be mentioned here, other than the fact that the 35 th Battalion cannot praise highly enough their cooperation and work in the engagement. Brigade headquarters was set up at Matu Suroto, where the ASC handled all rations and stores which arrived in bulk from the other side of the island. That day, the 27th, all companies moved silently to their positions from which the assault would begin. It was a trying journey. Absolute silence was difficult to achieve, for a soldier must say something when, laden down with all his gear plus the weighty and 

much-cursed anti-tank rifle, he tripped. No smoking was permitted and this, although necessary, didn't help to soothe tempers which were by now on edge. The hard daily treks, weighty loads, shortness of water, tropical deluges, mud, mosquitoes, crabs, insects and the detested and tasteless C ration, all contributed to building up the pitch of tempers. C ration consisted of two tins a meal. One tin contained four or five hard biscuits, two lumps of sugar, three or four boiled sweets and a small tin containing enough coffee for two cups. The other tin contained a meat and vegetable hash. The same thing three times a day, every day, soon became so sickening to the taste that before long everyone loathed the sight of the tins. K ration, though little more appreciated, was a welcome break now and again. K ration consisted of three cardboard cartons which were different for each meal. Five cigarettes, tinned cheese, biscuits, sugar, coffee or cocoa and sweets were some of the articles in these cartons.

        
But enough of rations, for tomorrow, 28 September 1943, was to be our testing day—the day that would prove if we had learnt our lessons well—the day that would see whether we would falter or step boldly forward. What thoughts flashed through our minds as we rested that night—thoughts of home, our loved ones, the past, who can tell. The day ended with an attack by eight Zeros on the positions at Matu Suroto, without loss to either side.

        
D-day, the 28th, and zero hour, 0630 hours (6.30 am) found all the battalion units toeing the mark on their allotted assault positions. C company, in the centre, was split by the Timbala River, one platoon being on the right bank. Umomo Island, a piece of thickly wooded land about 75 by 50 yards, lay 40 yards off the northern end of Timbala Bay. Intelligence sources stated that a radio station was maintained there and it was on this island that the first 25-pounder shells struck at 0630 hours. A distant booming followed by a whining sound heralded the hour. Shattering explosions, as the shells landed, told that the show was on. The barrage lasted one hour, at the conclusion of which the infantry started to close in on the bay. We were so new to this fighting business that we wondered just what lay before us as we pushed quickly through the lush undergrowth.

        
Before long the forward scouts reported that the Japanese bivouac area was only a few yards ahead. Now was the time to be extra careful. The slightest movement might bring forth a machine-gun 

burst. Without incident the Jap bivouac area was reached and cleared, C company and Captain Stronach's force meeting on the fore-shore, neither force having seen or heard any Japs. A perimeter was quickly established pending word from B company and the platoon on the right bank of the river. Suddenly a large tree overhanging the right bank of the river moved. Brens, tommies and rifles from the left bank positions drew a bead on the point of disturbance. The leaves shook, parted and a large dugout dinghy glided out, manned by a green-clad individual. Friend or foe? Features were indiscernible, so fire was held. The dinghy drew nearer and the features of the paddler became clearer. It was the platoon commander of the right bank platoon. His report indicated that all ground his platoon had covered was clear, although three Japs, poorly clothed and apparently unarmed, had been chased without success. Areas had been found where Japs had been eating the roots of palms; a few crude shelters were also seen. These conditions contrasted strangely with the bivouac camp. Here there was food by the barrel full, tinned fish, chopsticks, and plenty of bush shelters which were fairly well made. Freshly opened tins with chopsticks sticking in the food and other goods strewn about indicated that the Japs had departed hurriedly during a meal. But which meal—the previous evening's or today's breakfast? It was difficult to tell.

        
The Timbala Bay area was declared clear at 0815 hours. As no contact had yet been made with B company, the platoon on the right bank was instructed to endeavour to connect up with them. This platoon then pushed forward, warily, along a well-worn track. In the soft mud of the track, imprints of the Jap 'split' boots were clearly seen, pointing away from the bay. Doubly cautious now, for it was along this track that the three Japs had disappeared, the platoon very slowly moved onwards. Topping a slight rise, movement ahead was seen and everyone quickly hugged the nearest piece of cover. Careful investigation proved that it was B company. As contact was established, single shots and then a few bursts ripped through the trees with an ominous cracking sound. Contact was also established with the Japanese. Time 0918 hours, 28 September 1943. This was when the first casualties occurred. These first few shots had killed one and wounded two. Jap opposition grew stronger and an hour later the position of B company had deteriorated slightly. One platoon, under Lieutenant Crawford, had become 
iso-

lated and ambushed. Runners brought only the vaguest information back, but sufficient to indicate that the officer had been wounded and others killed. Lieutenant Griffiths, the intelligence officer, located the platoon and took charge, Lieutenant Crawford being evacuated. The platoon of C company remained with B company to help strengthen its defence, while another platoon of B company attempted to out-flank the Japs. It seemed apparent that this position was one which the Japs had prepared beforehand and to which they had automatically evacuated from their bivouac area. This strong pocket of resistance could not be liquidated. In the early afternoon A company crossed the river and moved up to B company. The river being wide, deep and infested with crocodiles made the crossing an extremely slow one. About ten men at a time made the crossing in the dugout dinghy. By the time that A and C companies had moved up, there was only enough time left to move out to new positions, establish a perimeter and settle down for the night. The plan for the next day provided for an artillery barrage on the spot where the Japs were, after which A, B and C companies, forming an arc from shore to shore on Umomo Point, would close in and clean out the enemy. That first day proved all the lessons we had been taught and all the things we had heard about the Japs. It is doubtful if many of us saw a Jap that day, yet several lives had been lost and other men had been wounded.

        
The companies set up perimeters for the night and the plan of the next day was explained to all. Sentries were withdrawn just before dusk and after that no one moved. Of every fox-hole group of four, one man was awake. Thus all night a quarter of a company would be on the alert. The most nerve-racking part of the evening was the time when one's turn came around for keeping watch. From a fitful sleep you would be awakened by the pressure of a hand on your foot. Then it was your turn; your turn to peer through the inky blackness, and to listen to the disturbing noises of the night.

        
From eight o'clock to twenty minutes past, an artillery barrage plastered the spot where the Japs had been the day before. A few shells fell short and bits of shrapnel whistled and thudded overhead. While this was going on, mail arrived at C company and was hurriedly read. One of the men received a cable and he was noticed sitting quietly, with a glum expression. Somebody enquired if it was bad news. Passionately he swore: ' "Many happy returns of the 

day". Listen to it! What a day! Who'd want to return of this!' Mail from home and news bulletins from all the war fronts were received regularly during the fighting. A large packet of mail reached us again during the first week, and once again on the day the action ceased. Parcel mail was also waiting for us when we came out of the line. It became a habit every evening for the personnel of the intelligence section to read over to groups of soldiers the day's bulletin of war news. Even though the news was a few days old it was greatly appreciated.

        
At the conclusion of the 20-minute barrage the three companies closed in. C company struck a sniper in the same area. How he had lived through the barrage is hard to say. Shells had acted like lawn' mowers, blasting great pieces of bush wide open. A 2-inch mortar was fired in the direction of a tree in which the sniper was suspected to be hiding. The first round was a dud; the second a wizard. The sniping stopped. At this moment B company linked up with C company. D company personnel stated that from where they were, on the flank, they had seen a Jap fall from the tree after the mortar shell had exploded. B company had lost contact with A company in the dense forest and it wasn't until 1115 hours that a. volley of shots were heard, indicating that A company had made contact. In a valley down which they were progressing a strong pocket of Jap machine guns had suddenly opened up. Three men were wounded immediately, one right in front of the gun position.

        
The leading platoon immediately endeavoured to complete an en-circling movement. One of the sections was trapped during this movement by heavy machine gun fire. Endeavours were made to rescue the wounded men. The company then attacked these positions. The leading platoon remained in position while another platoon went to the right flank on slightly rising ground, the remaining platoon and company headquarters guarding the rear. The right flanking platoon was then caught in heavy fire along well-concealed fire lanes. Corporal Clifford's section bore the brunt of this attack. The platoon, Lieutenant McNeight's, was skillfully extricated from the trap. The platoon commander, with Corporal Stewart and Private Cooper, voluteered to get the wounded from the tight corner in which they were caught. In carrying out this most courageous act, both Corporal Stewart and Private Cooper were killed. A company withdrew and spent the night with B and C companies.

        


        
Meantime B and C companies had pushed on without much opposition and formed a joint perimeter for the night with A company on the top edge of a re-entrant. No word had been received from D company which had gone to locate Lieutenant Albon's platoon, now thought to be ambushed. Arrangements had been made with B company to take ammunitions and rations to a rendezvous at Marquana Bay. This was that unit's last contact. Two sergeants who were in charge of a party taking these rations to D company found New Zealand equipment, ammunition and stores scattered over a small area. No weapons were found. That night Private D. W. T. Evans reached battalion headquarters after wading down the coast, in darkness, and gave the first account of the ambush of Lieutenant Albon's platoon. He said that he had been captured, together with Private W. F. A. Bickley, by the Japs, but had made his escape when Private Bickley was keeping the Japs well occupied. Private Evans's account of the ambush was too vague to enable accurate information to be tabulated.

        
Each and every night we were now paid a visit by 'Charlie the Grocer', so named because he always dropped his eggs. This Jap float-plane reached the coast each night at the same time and patrolled up and down, dropping bombs here and there. Sometimes the 'here and there' was a bit too close, but it was obvious that the pilot did riot have any idea of our positions except at Matu Suroto, which always received an 'egg' or two. Matu Suroto with its two large sheds, was an obvious headquarters. North of us the plane always dropped a flare and it was on one of these occasions that we spotted the fact that something was being dropped by parachute. We presumed it was food. The last day of the month, 30 September, was a day of comparative quiet. C company sent out patrols of section strength in the morning to the coast on the left flank. No contact was made. Later in the day two patrols of platoon strength went out. One platoon recovered the body of Private D. R. Bird who had been killed on the first day, while the other platoon acted as cover and later pushed on further to declare the area clear. A haversack was taken from a dead Jap and when examined it was found to contain photos, maps, letters, dictionary (Jap 'English) and a host of other small items. These articles were sent back to the intelligence. A and B companies remained alongside C company. After the
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heavy mauling that A company had received the day before, a day's rest was enjoyed to the limit.

        
Early in the morning, at 0930 hours, Private Bickley was picked up by a barge. He said that he had finally escaped from the Japs, reached the coast and swum down in a like manner to his companion, Private Evans. His story was that the Japs had stripped him naked. One 'Nip' was so intent on twisting Bickley's indentity disc cord round his neck that Bickley was able to kick him between the legs with his knee, pick up the rifle, swing it at the others, and then go for his life through the bush to escape. Late that day, just after 4 pm D company returned to battalion headquarters, having had no rations for 48 hours and only half rations for two days. No casualties had been suffered but the company had several skirmishes with the enemy. No contact had been made with the ambushed platoons.

        
The month of September closed with three days of fighting, as a result of which the battalion suffered the following casualties: killed 8; wounded 11; slightly wounded 1. The first day of October saw no change in the weather. On the night of 29-30 September rain had set in and continued steadily. Fox-holes turned into mud baths. No words can give an accurate description of what it is like to lie down in a fox' hole with several inches of sloppy mud in the bottom of it; to have such unwelcome guests as land crabs crawling over the body, to have no hot drinks, no cigarettes, tasteless compressed rations and, despite the presence of so much water, only a sip per meal. Clothes stank and clung to the body, socks were wet and no one had shaved or washed for days. In addition it was depressingly cold whenever rain poured down.

        
Early in the morning Lieutenant Albon and two other ranks returned to battalion headquarters, but were so exhausted that they could give little information regarding the two ambushed platoons. C company patrolled forward 300 yards and was joined by the composite force under command of Captain Stronach. With the aid of canoes this force crossed to Umomo Island while C company held a position on the coast in support. The island was declared clear, the original artillery barrage having plastered the island with such effect that only dried blood and scraps of twisted radio gear bore evidence of the recent Jap occupation. Captain Stronach's force rejoined C company, which patrolled further ahead on the coast line. An enemy post was located and three 2-inch mortars brought fire to bear, but to 

no avail. Time did not permit of an artillery barrage, so the company withdrew to conform with a general line held by the battalion and set up a perimeter with Captain Stronach's force.

        
The activity of A and B companies combined was confined to active patrolling and an attempt was made by the artillery forward observation officer to register on the Jap positions in 'Machine Gun Gully', as it was now called. Difficulty was experienced in wireless communication to such an extent that the artillery officer had a hard job to bring fire down on the exact spot required. D company rested at battalion headquarters.

        
During the afternoon the artillery officer went out along the coast: in a barge in an endeavour to get better observation of the firing on Machine Gun Gully. While off the coast, signalling was observed, and the barge nosed in as far as the coral ledge would allow. Private Davis swam out to the barge, thus bringing the first accurate news of the whereabouts of the two ambushed platoons. (For the full story of these platoons refer to article entitled Initiation to Battle'). D company, less one platoon, joined C company on the coast on 2 October. Patrols from these companies pushed forward to the limit of the previous day's patrols. Both companies then moved up to that point.

        
A further patrol located an enemy pocket upon which artillery fire was brought down. When this was done Jap snipers moved under the barrage towards the company positions, firing indiscriminately but mainly towards the sound of the artillery officer's raised voice as he hurled a mixture of oaths and corrections down the line to the battery positions. Another patrol was sent out but found that the Jap position was still intact. A Jap machine gun was being fired over a large log straight down a track. Any encircling movement by our troops was frustrated by vicious sniper fire from Japs up in trees. Private Bevin was wounded during this encounter and was evacuated by the company stretcher bearers under fire. Further artillery fire was brought down, but as time did not permit of further reconnaissance both G and D companies returned to their previous night's bivouac area. That sounds little enough for a day's work, but perhaps the time taken on a single patrol would be one and a half to two hours. Visibility was so limited and the undergrowth so thick that progress was made at snail's pace. The way things had been going meant that to contact the Jap and locate him a patrol had to 

be fired at. He seldom, if ever, missed. After that, in true Jap style, any endeavour to evacuate the wounded men meant a fusilade of shots. It almost seemed as if the Jap policy was to wound one man so that others, in trying to evacuate him, would make a target of themselves, such was the Jap cunning.

        
Following a heavy and accurate barrage from the artillery in the morning A and B company patrols moved through the area containing the pocket of trouble. This time B company's patrol ran into a nest of snipers and suffered more casualties. A company's patrol swung round to the right, endeavouring to outflank this pocket, only to run straight into a machine gun post. Both patrols withdrew and the artillery once more registered on the area. Further deeds of heroism were enacted by the men as they rescued their wounded 
com-
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rades, such acts of heriosm taking place on every occasion such as the above. Yet another patrol went forth, after the barrage, and located the tommy gun and ammunition belonging to the B company man who had been killed. Opposition was still encountered but rigorous patrolling brought forth much information.

        
In the early afternoon of this day the mortar platoon and the vickers platoon from the brigade company, all under command of Lieutenant Lockett, took up positions on Umomo Island. From here harassing fire could be maintained on enemy positions ahead of our troops and any direct target on the coast engaged. Later in the afternoon the vickers joined in the barrage being laid down to help in the evacuation of the ambushed platoons. That night harassing fire by artillery, vickers and three inch mortars was laid down in the general area held by the enemy. This fire continued throughout the night except when the Jap float-plane came over. Nobody wanted an 'egg' dropped on him; moreover the less the pilot learned of our positions the better. This harassing fire was repeated each night and must have caused the Japs to lose a lot of sleep, for they could not know with any certainty where the next shell would land.

        
On Sunday, 3 October, C company sent a patrol forward to reconnoitre the area that had been held by the enemy on the previous day. This area was declared clear. During the morning further patrols went out to ensure that the Japs had not come back to their previous position as it was impossible for C and D companies to move forward because of the heavy shelling in support of A and B companies. When the shelling ceased the two companies moved forward to the last known enemy position and established a perimeter. At 1600 hours they were joined by A and B companies which had finally succeeded in breaking through to the coast. A combined perimeter was then established. In an endeavour to move further forward, a strong reconnaissance party of two officered platoons was sent out to see if the area was clear of Japs and to locate a suitable bivouac area. With the coast as the left flank, the patrol moved forward some 300 yards before locating a clear suitable site. To ensure the safety of this area, the patrol intended progressing another 150 yards, but 1iad gone little more than a few yards when a whistle was heard. We had learned to recognise the Jap habit of signalling the approach of Our troops to their positions. This whistle was an imitation of the notes of jungle birds and the difference between that and the genuine 

bird call was very difficult to detect at first. This was probably because the Japs used a small wooden instrument to disguise the normal tone of a human whistle.

        
Both platoons went to ground and a perimeter was established with the coast in the rear. Nothing happened. A small party from each platoon was then sent forward to search the ground. These men moved slowly forward and disappeared from sight. Suddenly the silence was shattered by two shots. A fusilade of shots followed. A runner came back and stated that two men had been hit. The party had withdrawn slightly, but were still covering the wounded men. A plan was quickly formulated for the rescue of these men and their weapons. Two fields of fire were laid down in the shape of a V, the point of the V culminating at the enemy positions. Inside this V a small party went in and collected one of the wounded men and his tommy gun. As they withdrew the V of fire was drawn tighter towards them.

        
Stretcher bearers, who had been hastily summoned forward, took charge of the wounded man and evacuated him, under guard, to the rear. At one place, just in rear of the patrol's perimeter, which was still being maintained as a precautionary measure against surprise, the stretcher bearers and guard entered a clear patch. Here they were fired on by a tree sniper. The guards replied to the fire, while the stretcher bearers hurried into the cover of the jungle. Once more the fire plan was laid down and the other man was recovered, but unfortunately he was beyond human aid. For once the Japs had failed in their tactics of wounding a man to draw others into their field of fire. During this scrap one Jap hopped up from his cover and ran back towards his own lines. He was fired at and bowled over several times before collapsing. He was definitely killed, yet next morning there was no trace of his body, thus proving that the Japs dragged their dead away, giving us little idea of how many casualties they had suffered. The 2-inch mortars had done a splendid job of work. In order to obtain an unobstructed flight for the bombs the mortarmen had waded into the sea. Only about three inches of the barrel could be seen above the water, yet all the bombs were successfully fired.

        
Another platoon of C company arrived and covered the withdrawal of the original patrol which returned to the safety of the joint perimeter. The artillery observation officer and the officer from the 

patrol then made use of a canoe and, despite the likelihood of being fired on by the Japs, stayed in the canoe about 200 yards off shore, so that artillery fire could be brought down on the area where the trouble had occurred. After the terrific artillery concentration on Machine Gun Gully in the morning, A and B companies had moved down the gully and, without further opposition, had reached the coast, joining the perimeter of C and D companies as mentioned before. The next day, 4 October, two patrols were sent out and declared the area clear for 500 yards. With C company in front, all companies moved forward this distance and dug in for the night. No contact was made during the day.

        
It was not a pleasant move that day. All companies passed through the area of the previous day's fight and also the area where the two ambushed platoons had been on the coast before their evacuation. For once the Japs had not buried their dead, thus giving us a stinking, horrid and unforgettable sight of what damage had been done by our men. A large Jap bivouac area, the defences of which had been overcome the previous day, was passed through that day. The shots fired from the 2-inch mortar had played havoc here and evidently the Japs had abandoned the camp after the scrap. An interesting point to note is that not once could any Jap cartridges be found. Although known Jap gun positions were searched carefully, not a single cartridge was discovered. The enemy must have diligently collected all cartridges, perhaps with the idea of confusing us. From that night's perimeter two patrols went forward on 5 October to the point of land at the entrance of the long inlet forming Marquana Bay. As soon as this area was declared clear, all companies moved forward and dug in. Growing here was a small wild coconut plantation. Strewn everywhere were opened coconuts, showing that the Japs had been there. Evidently they were short of food and water as hundreds of coconuts littered the ground. Parachutes of red and white bands of cloth were found nearby. Food had been dropped by plane every night, but apparently not sufficient for all the Japs. From the shallow water off the coast several white parachutes were retrieved. Attached to these was the wellknown Jap knee-mortar, but no ammunition was found for these weapons.

        
At 1700 hours (5pm) friendly barges were seen entering Warambari Bay, which was the next bay up the coast. Shortly afterwards firing was heard; the 37th Battalion had struck opposition to their 

landing. The fact that this battalion was so close heartened us considerably. The Jap force on Vella Lavella was now trapped between the two combat teams. The successful conclusion of the Veila operation was in sight. With the Jap force trapped in the area between the two bays, the artillery, vickers and 3-inch mortars of both combat teams were all set to give the Japs a night of unholy hell. They gave it to them.

        
Small patrols were sent out on the following day, but no contact was made. The only contact made was when the bombs dropped by 'Charlie the Grocer' on his nightly run, exploded on contact with the jungle. That night the artillery, vickers and mortars were all set to go again, but shortly after night had enveloped the island in a black blanket, a large number of Jap bombers started cruising over-head. This effectively prevented any activity on our side. Soon barges were heard and the high pitched jabbering of Jap voices came from across the bay. The barges moved in and out for a few hours and then all was silent. The planes overhead had gone and those not 'on sentry' endeavoured to catch up on a bit of sleep.

        
But what had happened? Had the Japs been evacuated or had they been reinforced? Too bad for us if the latter was the case. But we were past the stage of caring. Since 21 September—a year ago it seemed—we had been living in one suit of clothes; eating the same ration having little to drink and nothing hot; sleeping in mud' filled fox-holes with crabs and spiders for bed mates. Our skin was alive with a minute red bug that made us itch and scratch like mad-men. Our pals had died beside us. All we craved for was a comfortable bed, with tent overhead, a good wash, a shave, a piping hot meal— and peace! But there was to be no peace that night. A few hours after the Jap planes had gone the thunder of naval gun fire was heard and brilliant flashes and star shells were seen a few miles out to sea. Everyone awoke and speculation ran rife as to what was happening.

        
On 7 October further patrols were sent out. One patrol returned with a wounded prisoner who, on being interrogated, proved to be a cook who had been injured in the head from our artillery. He stated that he had had nothing to cook for days as the only food available was coconuts. He also stated that there were 500 armed Japs in the area between the two bays. They would now have been evacuated and left him behind. Bowing and scraping all the time, 

he offered to go to his coxmrades and enjoin them to give themselves up. They did not understand that they would be treated decently as prisoners, as their officers had told them they would be tortured and slowly killed if caught. The other patrol returned with the information that they had discovered a large number of enemy dead and also the body of one of our men. The body of the New Zealand soldier had been mutilated, Next day leaflets were sent out calling on the Japs to surrender. These leaflets, which were to be left near Jap bivouacs, quoted the treatment they would receive if they gave themselves up. A company moved across Marquana Bay to the opposite side and set up a perimeter. From here A company patrolled actively until the 12th when moved they back to the southern side of Marquana Bay.

        
The remaining companies moved approximately 400 yards down the inlet to a point where barges were able to come in close to the shore. In the same area was a fresh water spring. Battalion head-quarters moved forward to this area and from here patrols were sent out. Early in the afternoon a barge picked up a wounded Jap air-man who was drifting past Pakoi Bay in an inflated rubber dinghy. He had been shot down and was badly wounded. That night, just before midnight, 'Charlie the Grocer' flew over and dropped his 'eggs' again. This time two large bombs landed 30 yards outside the battalion perimeter. Only one man received a slight scratch across his cheek from a piece of shrapnel, but everyone was showered with leaves and mud, while the fumes caused by the explosion were overpowering. That was too close for comfort; those who had been too tired to scratch out more than a few inches for a fox 'hole forgot their tiredness in a sudden burst of energy. The night the air was fiilled with the sound of blaspheming, digging, and picking as fox-holes were made deeper.

        
At 1000 hours on 9 October a message was received from Briga' dier Potter stating that the main force of Japs had been evacuated by sea on the night of 6-7 October, and that an allied naval force had destroyed practically all of them at sea. It was expected, though, that a few Japs might still be in the area. First contact with the 37th Battalion was made at 1010 hours that day when a patrol from each battalion met. Neither of these patrols had made any contact with Japs.

        
Padre Falloon and his assistant, Percy Burns, had set up their wel-
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fare
 department and here they produced cups of tea from sunrise to sunset. For most of us it was the first hot drink we had had for 19 days. During the battle these two stalwarts had carried hot tea, in water cans, to as many troops as possible. Without escort they trudged through the jungle, ploughed through the slimy, waist-deep mangrove swamps and waded through the crocodile infested streams to bring these comforts to 'the men in the line'. From this Marquana Bay 'department' they handed out notepaper and stubs of pencils, which passed from hand to hand until everyone had scribbled a few lines telling those at home that all was well. The fresh water spring was in great demand and the most was made of the opportunity of having a good scrub down.

        
In order to prevent the enemy from making fresh landings or landing coast watchers, the battalion was ordered to take up company positions at Marquana, Matu Suroto, Wataro and Paramata Bays, while a platoon position was to be held at Dovelli Cove. A company remained at Marquana Bay and B company moved to Matu Suroto on the 11 October. C and D companies moved on the 12th, G company going to Wataro and D company to Paramata. The carrier platoon of headquarters company went to Dovelli Cove. Battalion headquarters and the balance of headquarters company were stationed at Wataro Bay with C company.

        
Some mention must now be made of the sterling work of the Q side of the battalion. Throughout the length of the action the quartermaster and his staff had worked tirelessly in breaking down, from bulk, the rations and sending forth the right amount for each company. In addition to rations, ammunition had to be looked after as well as a hundred and one other problems of supply. The transport platoon, working in conjunction with the quartermaster, also did a great job of work. It was their responsibility to see that these supplies reached the forward companies. Until its move to Marquana Bay, forward battalion headquarters had been established at Timbala Bay with the Q staff and transport platoon. Tucked safely inside this perimeter was the RAP where the medical officer and his-orderlies tended the wounded as they were brought in. After being" treated at the RAP the wounded were evacuated by barge to the other side of the island where a hospital was established. Next door, and closely allied with the RAP, was the padre's department, which always provided a cup of hot tea for the wounded when they were 

brought in. The padre did a wonderful job in comforting these wounded and helping the medical officer who worked under trying conditions all the time.

        
Settled in the various bays all companies were once more at the job of preparing camp sites. The lush undergrowth was cleared away and a few large trees felled to let the sunlight in and dry up the muddy ground. Tent sites were cleared and paths constructed. Barges were scarce at the time. This slowed up the tremendous task of shifting the entire battalion's gear, including such things as tents and personal gear, from the original camp site on the other side of the island. Depending on the weather and the speed of the barge, one trip might take anywhere from four to eight hours to travel round the coast from one side of the island to the other. This situation made conditions practically unbearable. We continued to sleep on the ground with only a leaf shelter above us; the same C and K ration was still eaten, and clothes could not be changed. Tropical deluges kept the ground in a continual state of slushy mud; thus we existed till such time as tents, personal gear and cookhouse gear arrived. Looking back, it is difficult to realise just how we managed to endure such uncomfortable conditions for such a long time. In most instances the complete gear for the companies did not arrive till the end of the month.

        
However, once tents were up and we were able to change our clothes and have a hot meal the morale gradually lifted from below mud level to something approaching normal. No longer was it necessary to soak a C ration biscuit in insect repellant to get a smoke less fuel so that we could brew a cup of something hot. Patrols, linking up each bay, were maintained daily, but despite this the camps improved gradually. Life returned to normal. On Sunday 24 October a memorable service was conducted by the padre at Wataro. The subject of his sermon was 'Living Sacrifice' and for his text he used 'Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for his friends'. Each Sunday the padre set off by barge early in the morning and visited each of the companies where he conducted a service, returning to Wataro in the evening.

        
Early in November a radar station was erected on our side of the island and we were allowed to have lights at night for the first time. This alone lifted morale. It had been very depressing to have to retire to bed as soon as the sun sank below the horizon. On the 

first day of November an issue of fresh meat, vegetables, fruit and butter were received. What a meal we had! Soon fresh bread arrived regularly. Life was not so bad after all. Two hundred cigarettes were issued with every ration break which occurred each ten days, while now and again boiled sweets and assorted candy appeared. Social and welfare committees were organised in each bay. Stages were erected and tennaquoit tournaments, swimming carnivals, card evenings, concerts and horse races were held. A totalisator always functioned when the races were on. An area of level ground would be chosen and marked off in lanes. These lanes were cut into squares. The first throw of a dice indicated the number of the horse to be moved. The second throw of the dice indicated the number of spaces the horse would move forward. This type of 'going to the races' proved very popular.

        
The Kiwi concert party arrived on 13 November and presented to us its first concert since Necal days. It was delightful entertainment. Few will forget Ralph Dyer, an ex 35th man and his 'Boogey Woogey Washerwoman' act. The concert party was followed two days later by Padre Voyce who was accompanied by a native choir. The padre gave a very interesting lecture on the Solomons, and the choir excelled itself singing several wellknown hymns. Three days later His Excellency, Sir Cyril Newall, Governor-General of New Zealand, accompanied by General Barrowclough and Brigadier Potter, visited the battalion area and spoke to all ranks. Before departing His Excellency shook hands with every man.

        
The end of an eventful month started off by the arrival of that man from the 'winterless north', Rhys Williams, who replaced Lee Pycroft as YMCA secretary to the battalion. Mr. Williams quickly 'caught on' with us all, and before long things happened around the YM tent. Rhys and the padre teamed up immediately and the social and welfare department hummed with activity. It hummed so much that it smelt—of Sel Messenger's cooking as he turned out his daily batch of scones and buns. In true American style we celebrated Thanksgiving Day. Our allies had us in the turkey issue and were we thankful.

        
On the morning of 18 October his Excellency, Sir Cyril Newall, at a special parade held on the other side of the island, had presented the following immediate awards to battalion personnel: Distinguished Service Order, Lieutenant-Colonel C. F. Seaward, MC; Distinguished 

Conduct Medal, Sergeant J. Walsh; Military Medal, Private R. Armour. Citations to these awards appear later in this history. Lieutenant-Colonel Seaward relinquished his command on 26 November. Before leaving he visited all the company areas and spoke to all ranks, thanking them for their Cooperation during the recent trying action. Colonel Seaward paid his last respects to our fallen comrades at Iringila Cemetery when he visited C company. Under the careful guidance of the padre, volunteers from the two northernmost companies had transformed an area by the native village of Iringila into a decent resting place for those who had paid the supreme sacrifice.

        
On the 28th of the month a flight of Corsairs flew low over Wataro and, having circled, one of them peeled oif and crash landed in the sea. Immediately a barge was sent out and the pilot was picked up after he had been in the water for only a few moments. A change into dry clothes and the pilot was ready to get going again. Engine trouble had forced him down.

        
A month of interesting events was successfully capped when Lieutenant-Colonel J. F. Moffat arrived on 30 November to take over command of the 35th Battalion. Later in the day, Major C. W. H. Ronaldson arrived and took up his duties as the new second-in-command of the battalion. Colonel Moffat quickly won the admiration of all ranks. He immediately became 'one of us' and nobody held against him the fact that he came from a rival battalion. From now on the social and welfare activities of the battalion, under the sway of Colonel Moffat, the padre and the YMCA secretary, reached new heights. All men over the age of 41 years left the battalion for base on 3 December. With them went the first batch of officers on a tour of duty.

        
By this time patrolling had been reduced to a minimum and more time was devoted to making living conditions as pleasant as possible. The motto was 'Be as comfortable as you can, while you can'. Bush carpenters were kept busy every day while excellent cookhouses, messhuts, paths, showers (hot and cold), swimming pools and a host of other extras were constructed or improved. Card evenings, housie-housie, lectures and debates and 'Hyde Park' meetings became the main theme for the evening entertainment. A company's main specialty was model yacht construction and racing. This model yachting was only part of a definite craze for arts and crafts that took all 

New Zealanders by storm. So popular did this form of hobby become that an island competition was arranged. Several entries from the battalion gained first, second, third and highly commended prizes. With pen-knives, razor-blades and other simple tools as the only means of construction, it was truly amazing to see the wide variety of excellently finished work that was produced. The wide variety of island timber enabled some fine grain work to be incorporated in most of the woodwork articles, the finished articles being as good as any seen in the shops in New Zealand. Bishop Gerard paid a visit to our unit on 15 December and gave a very interesting talk on his experiences in the Middle East.

        
An earthquake shook the island on 24 December. Just before dawn on this day a severe shake woke everyone up and for a moment we all enjoyed a free ride on our stretchers. No damage was done, but during the day the tide ebbed and flowed several times. On one occasion the tide went from full in to full out in just over 15 minutes. It was just as well that this shake occurred on the morning of the 24th and not the 25th. Had it been a day later several persons would have started 'signing the pledge' immediately. Christmas choirs had been trained in every bay and on Christmas Eve these choirs gave full and reverent voice to a choice selection of many famous carols. In Wataro Bay, under the leadership of Choirmaster Perrett and Director of Ceremonies Falloon, the choir complete with lanterns, did the rounds of the bay, thus officially opening the celebrations for the evening. A 'national hookup' of all bays was made by the signallers. By this means the choirs from every company were heard throughout the battalion.

        
Beer had arrived just before Christmas Eve, and this supply, plus the locally produced 'jungle juice', turned the evening into a bright and cheerful affair. Till late in the night (or was it early in the morning?) songs, laughter and whoops echoed across the bays. A certain padre was never so blessed as when, bright and breezy next morning, he clumped in his hob-nailed boots along the verandah of 'Taj Mahal' in Wataro wishing the 'nobs' a Merry Christmas. He and his boots were told very impolitely to go to—well, not to Heaven, but by midday everyone had recovered sufficiently to enjoy a Christmas meal that was a credit to the cooks. Following a traditional custom the officers and sergeants served and waited on the men. Christmas was rounded oif by a sports carnival.

        


        
The year ended with the unit busily preparing all gear for a move from its present positions to a consolidated camp on the other side of the island. Something was afoot; that we could all guess, but whether it meant a move further on or a move in the only direction we really cared about—south—we could not tell. To quote from the battalion anthem:

		

        

          

            
Bougainville or Necal we really do not know,
          


          

            
But there's a land far in the south to which we'd rather go.
          
        

		

		
This short verse was cut out, in the light of subsequent events. The 'anthem' was written by Captain P. Wishart and presented by the battalion headquarters officers at a concert in Wataro Bay. The words are reproduced further on in this history.

        
During the first week in the New Year the battalion moved to a camp at Ruravai, leaving D company to guard the radar station at Pakoi. Our new camp was in a coconut plantation on top of a small plateau, with a river close by. For awhile it was the same old story—mud everywhere, and new cookhouses, mess 'halls', roads and paths had to be constructed again. At Maravari, a few miles south from this camp, an island cemetery had been constructed. The Vella Lavella natives had built a chapel, the grounds of which were well laid out, with imposing gates placed at the entrance. The island authorities decided that all allied soldiers who had been killed on the island should be buried there and with that purpose Padre Falloon and the divisional graves registration unit moved the remains from Iringila Cemetery to the main island cemetery. At an imposing ceremony in which allied commanders and padres took part, the chapel was officially opened and the ground consecrated. The natives of the island, who were thankful to us for their liberation and to whom we were thankful for their great cooperation and work as guides, are caring for this cemetery under the guidance of the Methodist Mission.

        
Slowly the camp improved. Showers were erected, tennaquoit courts, basketball courts and a YMCA came into being. The best of our basketball courts was named Lake Ronaldson. In dry weather it was a mud-flat and in wet weather it disappeared under a few inches of water. For those who were keen on sport, however, this court provided all the thrills, spills and laughter necessary. In the best of circumstances basketball is a tough game, as Brigadier Potter could testify after Captain Batty had accidentally sat on him. Our 

neighbours joined in with us in the big job of constructing a picture theatre. A stage was built, backed by the frame for the screen, and coconut logs were arranged to form the seats. It was a big job, but when finished it gave many entertaining evenings to hundreds of men. Like all other Pacific theatres it was in the open air. As the summer season is the wet one rain capes were always taken to the theatre. They served a twofold purpose—as cushions to soften the hard seat and as covering 
in case of rain. Locally organised concerts were held before the pictures on a few occasions and the divisional band also favoured the theatre with several visits. The Jap had not stopped bombing us all this time and it was a common occurrence to have the pictures rudely interrupted by the shriek of the air raid siren. In order to maintain security, it was necessary to send a platoon patrol by barge to visit the bays on the side of the island we had vacated. This patrol was carried out as a training exercise, for it had already become clear to all of us that another job of work had to be done. The unit had its own arts and crafts competition on 15 January. The exhibition of the entries was thrown open for inspection to all units. On view at the same time were the entries for the brigade competition. Training was inaugurated again, this time concentrating on amphibious lines. Initial ground work was conducted through the bush nearby, and an extensive programme of range work was carried out. D company was transferred from Pakoi and joined the battalion at Ruravai on 21 January. From this time on preparations for a move north were put into operation. Company seconds-in-command concentrated on the crating of all gear into sturdy crates of not more than two men loads, and company commanders concentrated on moulding their company into an efficient fighting team. Battalion headquarters staff worked hard on load tables, embarkation rolls and the like while the intelligence section did mysterious things in a tent hidden from the prying eye. The quartermaster saw that the battalion was fitted out to the best possible standard and the padre and YMCA secretary scrounged and begged until they had a full quota of patriotic comforts, tea, sugar and dried milk.

        
At the end of the month the unit carried out landing exercises. Captured Jap barges were used for transportation. Embarkation was carried out on Ruravai Beach in accordance with loading principles. A section at a time embarked, so that a full barge load carried a platoon which was lined up in three rows each of a section, with the 

bren guns at the bow to give covering fire for the initial landing. As soon as the barge touched the landing beach the ramp was dropped and the sections dashed off in succession, each covering the other. The first company formed a perimeter which the second company entered and expanded. The same occurred when the third company landed. Battalion headquarters then landed and formed a triangle defense inside this perimeter while the fourth company, on landing sealed the perimeter across its base. This idea of establishing a perimeter from an amphibious landing was the battalion's own patent and worked extremely well.

        
The mysterious doings of the intelligence section were at last revealed. A complete sandtable model of Nissan Island had been constructed. On this model every scrap of information was placed. First the colonel took the company commanders, who in turn took their officers over the model until everyone was in possession of all known information. Subsequently every man in the unit was taken over the model several times. Excellent vertical and oblique aerial photos of Nissan Island were available. These were studied at length by the intelligence section and all officers. Large scale maps were drawn and given to company commanders and when the plans for the landing were known, every member of the unit went over the sand model again, having all the various plans carefully explained. After another battalion of our brigade had executed a successful 'commando' raid on the island the information available was all that could be wished for.

        
Preparations for the embarkation were well under way by the second week in February. Drawn from personnel of headquarters company, a guerilla platoon and a defence and employment platoon were formed and became part of battalion headquarters for the landing. This had the effect of transforming battalion headquarters into an independent fighting group should such become necessary. The culmination of weeks of preparation came on 12 February when the first LSTs were loaded with a small number of jeeps and trucks. A final check was made on every point pertaining to the movement. Air liaison officers and allied naval officers gave lectures on their job and how the cooperation of air to ground and naval firing worked. At last we were prepared. The first personnel boarded LCIs on 13 February and the balance of the battalion boarded APDs on the following day.
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Operations on Nissan
        

        
Gradually Vella Lavella disappeared from view. It is doubtful if anyone was sorry to see the last of the place. The weather was glorious and even the worst of sailors could look forward to a good trip. The convoy was in three sections. The slowest ships had left Vella two days previously, while another group had left the day before. This last and fastest convoy came abreast of the Treasury Islands late the same day. On through the night we steamed up the coast of Bougainville, passing Empress Augusta Bay where the Americans were still locked in combat with the Japs. During the night the Japs bombed, without success, the slower moving ships ahead, providing in some cases too much of a thrill for the New Zealand passengers. On land when the bombers were overhead a fox-hole provides some measure of safety, but at sea there is nowhere to go; one just sits tight and hopes for the best.

        
As the night paled and merged into dawn the APDs passed through the other convoys. A low blur on the horizon rapidly dev eloped into Nissan Island, Overhead droned the planes of the covering force, ready to lend support to the landing or fight off an enemy air attack. The final murkiness of dawn passed away giving clear vision. As far as one could see were ships of various shapes and sizes, all bearing down on the same island. Right on the horizon were the LSTs with their barrage balloons floating above them. Suddenly the quick booming of guns was heard and simultaneously the sky above the huge convoy was full of puffs of black smoke. The Jap air force had come to 'welcome' us. Quickly the puffs came nearer to the front of the convoy and guns on nearby escorting destroyers took up the defense. Then we saw them; Jap Zeros weaving about 

in an endeavour to escape that destructive hail of death as it sprayed among them. Down they would come in a streaming dive: a ship would swerve violently; a large splash would appear alongside—and another Jap bomb missed its mark. At least five or six enemy planes crashed into the sea near us. Each time a Zero 'hit the drink' a spontaneous cheer went up. Through the Barahun Passage went a minesweeper followed by several LCI gunboats. There were no mines and no shots fired against the ships. All was clear so far. In rapid order the assault barges poured through that narrow channel and entered the lagoon, from where they fanned out and headed for the various landing beaches. So well had the sand model portrayed the island that we all felt that we had been there before. There ahead of us was the conspicuous tree; to the left the Salipal Church; down at the south end of the lagoon was the Roman Catholic Mission.

        
The battalion was split into two forces for the original landing. Two beaches called Green 1 and Green 2 were our unloading points. In the first wave for Green 1 were A and D companies, who were followed by battalion headquarters in the second wave. At Green 2, corresponding with the second wave on Green 1, B company landed. As the assault barges pulled out and sped back to their ships, the LCIs grated over the coral and lowered their extensive gangways. At Green 1 landed the battalion mortar platoon, one platoon of vickers and one section of engineers who were attached. 
At Green 2 landed C company and one detachment of the medical corps. The battalion and attached troops had landed safely and accordingly a coloured smoke flare was lit, indicating the successful landing. Where the LCIs had been but a few moments ago, there were now LSTs. At Green 1 we hastily moved out of the way of unloading operations as a bulldozer roared down, the ramp and charged the group of us. Meantime at Green 2 C company turned to and unloaded the LST on their beach.

        
But what of the troops? As the barges touched the beach they poured off and went straight into the jungle, automatically forming the perimeter they had practiced so often, just before leaving Vella Lavella. No opposition was encountered and patrols were immediately sent out on predetermined courses to search the area. One company from Green 1 patrolled through the Tangalan Plantation to connect with a neighbouring battalion, while the other company 

patrolled to the opposite coast and to the right, to the company on Green 2. When all patrols had returned and reported no contact, the battalion swung right and proceeded to south of Green 2 where a line of defense, stretching from one coast to the other, was established. In front of these positions the engineers laid booby traps. Within the battalion headquarter's perimeter was harboured one troop of tanks which was under command. All companies were connected by phone. The first day's operations had gone without a hitch and had followed the original plan to perfection. The country we had travelled through was exactly as we had expected to find it. Booby traps set in front of the positions gave an added sense of security from surprise attack while the phone connections ensured getting immediate notice of any happenings, plus the speeding up of reports from front positions. Each man had half a pup tent so that when it rained at night he could, with a partner, erect a shelter and keep dry.

        
What a difference from Vella Lavella. The things mentioned above are only a few instances of the difference between the Vella and Nissan Island operations. Such instances could be cited for pages on end. Let the above suffice to illustrate the point. On this, the first night, the Jap air force ventured overhead to bomb and strafe positions. They missed us. Looking back on the situation, it is a great credit to the New Zealand and American Air Force that the only attacks made on the island were within the first 24 hours of landing. With Rabaul, the largest enemy strong point in the South West Pacific only 100 miles away, we had expected fierce opposition to our occupation of this coral atoll. So well had our allied air forces done their job that we were never troubled again, apart from alerts which never developed into actual bombing or strafing attacks. The second day, after the engineers had lifted the booby traps, A company, plus a troop of tanks, moved forward to Halis as an advanced guard. Behind them, searching carefully, the other three companies moved abreast. Battalion headquarters with which were three jeeps and two trucks, followed along what remained of a one time road. The jeeps proved invaluable for scouting and they carried heavy wireless equipment, water and rations, while the trucks carried the men's packs and brought forward bulk water and rations. Once the tanks had smashed a way through the lush undergrowth the jeeps and trucks had no trouble in following their tracks. After attending a 

conference at rear brigade headquarters, Colonel Moffat returned to Halis with the plan for clearing the island. Information from the natives indicated that the Japs had retired to the Roman Catholic Mission, where their headquarters was established. It was planned to trap the Japs between our battalion and another, which was moving southwards from Pokonian Plantation on the other arm of the island. An artillery barrage on the mission would precede a concerted drive from both sides of the area by the two battalions. A second troop of tanks came under command and advanced brigade headquarters joined up, to remain with us till we reached the mission.

        
On Thursday, 17 February, two companies, supported by one troop of tanks, moved forward from Halis to a position 500 yards west of South Point. As the advanced guard reported progress and moved from bound to bound, the balance of the battalion moved in rear at a slow pace. The tanks at one stage had a spot of bother with the mangrove swamp, but managed to get through before dark. Down the track made by the tanks came the jeeps and trucks so that everbody had water, rations and packs before settling down for the night. The engineers laid the booby traps across the front as usual. The width of the island at this point was only 150 yards, the right flank ending in a mangrove swamp. The advanced dressing station was established at Halis, as also was the quartermaster and his staff. The guerilla and defence employment platoons remained at Halis to guard the above two important groups. Halis had a suitable barge landing beach, which was important for the evacuation of wounded and unloading water and rations. There was not a drop of fresh water on the whole island, so that all water had to be distilled and then transported to the battalion. This alone was a tremendous problem and much praise is due to the quartermaster who never failed to get this supply of fresh water to us. Rations were better too; in addition to our old friends, C and K, we had received the more palatable and enjoyable jungle ration. This ration contained such things as a ready mixed cereal, dried apricots, prunes, cocoa, cigarettes, toilet paper, candy, sugar, dried milk, cheese and tinned meat.

        
The battalion mortar platoon and the attached vickers platoon were placed on the lagoon shore, just south of Halis, opposite the mission. This was in readiness for the attack on the mission scheduled for early on the morning of Saturday, the 19th. All positions were linked with battalion headquarters by phone. At 6.46 pm B 
com-

pany reported sighting a heavily-laden barge moving south from the south-western corner of the island. This barge was also sighted by battalion headquarters and a report was sent to brigade immediately. Next morning at 3.30 am four flares were observed at sea in a southerly direction. These were apparently dropped by our night fighters to locate enemy barges off Buka. Three officered fighting patrols were sent out after breakfast to search the area up to the vicinity of the native village of Torahatup. No contact was made, but evidence of Jap bivouacs was found in many places. The patrols brought back 
a collection of booty taken from these bivouacs. The colonel attended a brigade conference where the supporting fire plan for the attack on the mission was 'tied up.' In order to give the battalion less ground to cover to the mission after the barrage ceased next morning, it was decided to move forward. This was done and the battalion took up a defence perimeter on a line from the Torahatup village to the lagoon shore. D, B and C companies formed the front, with A company, advanced brigade headquarters and battalion headquarters in rear.

        
Between this position and the one we had left earlier were several clefts in the coral strata. The smallest of these was far too wide and deep for the tanks to cross. After reconnaissance had proved that the tanks could not follow us, they returned to South Point and harboured there. The guerilla and defence platoons were sent from Halis to form a perimeter round the tanks for overnight protection. Brigade was advised of the position and the tanks were ordered to come under command of the battalion closing in on the mission from the other side. To do this the tanks left at first light next morning and were taken by barge across the lagoon to the other side, the guerilla and defence platoons returning to Halis.

        
The failure of the tanks to follow us also prevented water and rations from being brought up. This problem was quickly solved by bringing these things across by barge, but the water was so shallow that all the goods had to be carried about 100 yards to the shore. This was one occasion when the 'phone connection speeded matters up. Had wireless sets been the only method of communication information might never have reached the quartermaster of our needs. The laugh of the evening was had at the expense of the second-in-command and the intelligence officer. Those two worthy gentlemen placed so much reliance on the tanks getting through, and consequently the jeeps, that they had left their haversacks in a jeep. They 

had neither rations nor a pup tent. At about 3 am it rained, hard and steadily. The small strip of beach they were on was well trodden as they paced back and forth waiting for the day to break.

        
On Saturday 19 February, at 7.30 am, all troops were ready to advance towards the mission. Promptly on time the artillery barrage started. The vickers and mortars chopped down screening trees at the last moment and joined in. For half an hour this combined barrage was laid down on a large area which included the mission. During this period an allied barge stood off Mission Point. Suddenly, as we waited for the barrage to finish, we were fired on from the barge. Fortunately the shots were falling short and no one was in great danger. Two high members of the general's staff never heard the last of their attack on their own troops.

        
As the last shell exploded at 0800 hours D, C and B companies moved forward slowly, converging on the mission. No opposition was encountered. C company's patrols entered the area just under an hour after the barrage ceased. Under the mission house waa found a large quantity of abandoned Jap gear. This included three outboard motors, two medium machine guns, one anti-tank gun, two radio sets and thousands of rounds of ammunition. Much more gear than is enumerated above was found, but the list is too long to repeat.

        
A perimeter was quickly established with battalion headquarters in the centre of the mission. An hour later forward elements of the other battalion reached our lines and a joint perimeter was established. The other battalion had also made no contact with the enemy, but had passed through several recently evacuated Jap bivouac areas. Somehow the Nips had slipped through the pincer movement. A company then swept from the mission to the sea coast and thence back to South Point without making any contact, other than finding more bivouac areas. One of these bivouacs had washing hanging on a line. The clothing was none other than several articles of unmentionable female attire. This caused much speculation. This company formed a stop line at South Point where the island was only 120 yards wide. B company was taken by barge to Tapangat Peninsula where they landed and searched the area. Again no contact was made, although signs of recent occupation were evident. The movements of A and B companies were carried out in an endeavour to locate the enemy
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force, and also to prevent the Japs from escaping either to the peninsula or by way of South Point.

        
Brigadier Potter visited the mission area and outlined the arrangements for the defence of the island. Advanced brigade headquarters returned to rear brigade headquarters. That night the position was as follows: A company at South Point on a stop line; B company at Tapangat Peninsula; C and D companies forming a perimeter with the the 30th Battalion round the mission; and battalion headquarters at the mission.

        
Up to this point the battalion had experienced conditions so different from Vella Lavella that to many of us this operation was a picnic. Very little rain had fallen and, even so, with our pup tents it could rain as much as it liked. There was little soil on top of the coral so we weren't bothered with mud. The padre and YM secretary had always been on the job with billies of tea and patriotic comforts. True to style, the padre and his gang of billy boilers had, on the day of the advance from South Point, wandered off on the wrong track and run into a Jap bivouac. As the padre later said, 'Only a man of my calling can do that. We asked him who he'd 'called' on when he found his error. The second echelon convoy arrived at daybreak on Sunday, 20 February. Subsequently other echelons arrived every five days, bringing out tents, the balance of transport, etc., till the entire battalion and its goods had arrived at Nissan Island.

        
A B and C companies patrolled extensively on Sunday. B company declared Tapangat absolutely clear while A company patrolled from its stop line along the southern coast without any contact being made. A patrol from C company contacted the enemy early in the morning on the south west corner. This was the first contact on the island. The patrol was working round the shore edge, when a ladder was noticed leading to a cave up in the cliffs. Covered by the patrol, the patrol leader and another man climbed cautiously up the roughly constructed ladder. Reaching the top, the leader peered into the cave. At the same moment a Jap looked round. For a moment both were paralysed and made no move. Then it was mad action. The Nip reached for his revolver and the corporal raised his tommy gun. The Nip lost. Other Nips, hidden from view, were apparently in the cave, for a volley of shots poured forth. A grenade was tossed in and the patrol withdrew rapidly. A runner was
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despatched to headquarters with the information concerning the situation and requesting reinforcements. A strong patrol was organised and joined the original patrol near where the Japs were last located. Eventually the patrol worked into a position from where an attack would be launched. It was a tough scrap, the Japs turning machine guns loose on our position. This was the place where the Japs had congregated and, instead of running into a small number, the patrol was faced with an enemy force that was subsequently found to number 60 or more. The patrol formed a tight perimeter on the cliff edge, while the Japs worked round their position, cutting off all retreat except down a sheer cliff. With great determination and under the able leadership of the officer, the patrol held out. Later in the day the firing became heavier and it was a little while before it was realised that another New Zealand force was attacking from inland. Soon the roar of the tanks was heard and then the unmistakable chatter of the vickers guns was plainly recognised. The Japs, endeavouring to break past and flee from the larger force, poured a murderous hail of lead towards our patrol. At the same time an increasing amount of New Zealand lead was coming in the same direction. Executing a clever manoeuvre, our patrol finally withdrew as darkness set in, having suffered no casualties but having caused the Japs to lose at least 11 killed and many wounded.

        
During the afternoon of this day a reconnaissance had been carried out at Halis for the permanent camp sites of D company and battalion headquarters, both of which moved to the mission by barge. Battalion headquarters remained at a position about 400 yards south of Halis, and D company moved to the sea coast opposite. C company held a perimeter round the mission for the night.

        
B company was to remain on Tapangat, so the day was spent preparing tent sites. Battalion headquarters and D company did likewise. Patrols from each of these sub-units covered defined areas during the day. A and C companies, working from the sea positions as held on the previous day, carried out all day patrolling in an endeavour to round up any small parties of Japs still at large. Head-quarters company camp site was decided on and placed approximately 500 yards south of D company on the same coast. The total result of all patrols on this day was the finding of small deserted bivouacs, packages of food in caves on the south coast and two machine guns and ammunition dumped in the tide near the caves. The bolt and 

firing mechanism of these guns was missing. On Tuesday 22 February, C company moved from the mission to a point on the lagoon shore, immediately north of battalion headquarters. D and headquarters companies patrolled without making any contact with the enemy.

        
At 1000 hours Captain Muir, A company commander, went forward from his company position for a distance of approximately 200 yards. He was looking for a better camp site for his company. Reaching a high bluff overlooking the sea he sat down on a log and proceeded to enjoy a pipe. Presently there was a rustling of undergrowth nearby. Looking round he saw nothing and put the noise down to pigs. Another rustle and into the small clearing, where he sat, stepped three armed Japs. For fully half a minute both parties stared stupidly at each other. Then, as though activated by an electrical charge the Japs headed back into the bush at high speed, while Captain Muir did the fastest trip to his company lines that is ever likely to be recorded. A patrol was promptly organised but failed to locate the Japs before daylight failed. During the last few days of the month the tactical defence plan of the island was altered slightly. As a result, both A and B companies were required to move. Almost opposite B company's position on Tapangat Peninsula was a village called Tanerheran. B company moved to the north of this village and A company moved from South Point to the south of it.

        
The month of March was spent in making the battalion camp sites as comfortable as possible. No matter for how long we were destined to be on Nissan Island, we intended being comfortable from the start. Although the battalion was called on every day to supply large working parties to unload ships etc., sports, swimming and canoeing enabled everyone to relax. A large fleet of native canoes had been gathered and repaired and these provided hours of fun for those off duty. The water in the lagoon was always warm, calm and inviting and many men were taught to swim in those ideal circumstances. Tennaquoit courts were constructed as a first priority and great tournaments were held on Saturday afternoons. Improvements to all things went on apace, the greatest of these being a two-way main highway. New Zealand engineers and American CBs with their bulldozers and graders soon carved a wide path through the jungle and formed roads that put some roads in New Zealand to shame. 

Transport was no longer bogged down and supplies could be guaranteed.

        
Adjacent to D and headquarters companies and on the roadside the padre, YMCA secretary and a gang of bush carpenters constructed an imposing roadhouse, which was called 'Kiwi Kosy Korner'. Here a game of ping pong, a cup of tea, a drink of lemon, a sandwich or a bun was available to all. An information board displayed maps and news bulletins, plus notices of all sporting events. A small selection of magazines was available and could be read in the quiet of an alcove. The whole building was a credit to the ingenuity of the men who had constructed it, while great praise is due to Rhys Williams and his staff for the way it was conducted. It was a common sight, particularly at morning and afternoon tea time, to see New Zealand and American trucks lined up outside the roadhouse, while inside the crowd surged around the counter getting a 'cuppa' and bun. In the evenings lectures were given on subjects which would help the soldier on his return to New Zealand. On Sunday evenings the padre conducted 'Evensong'. Quite often the divisional band attended these services voluntarily and helped by playing the hymns. Many thanks to Lieutenant Fox and his men for this kindness.

        
Practically every American unit on the island had its own cinema and in typical New Zealand picture going style the boys tramped and hitch-hiked either up or down the road to see the pictures. With so many cinemas a wide choice of films was available. Before long a New Zealand theatre was erected just behind the roadhouse. The attraction of a short walk and a cup of tea afterwards at the roadhouse made this theatre very popular. The most popular happening of the week was always mail day. Always twice and sometimes three times a week mail arrived, the latest letters being only a few days old. This service was a great morale lifter, for there is nothing like news from home. Parcel mail was still irregular, but this was only to be expected. When it did arrive the cooks were always beseiged with requests to 'do up' tins of delicacies. The last week of March saw a change-over of second-in-command of the battalion. Major Ronaldson, on being promoted to lieutenant-colonel, left for Necal and Major Marshall, of the Eighth Brigade, assumed his duties.

        
The month of April was a repitition of March. Activities such as fatigues and sports were broken by a rum issue. It was small but 

welcome. There had been no beer ration since our arrival on Nissan Island so this was a good excuse for the many distillation plants that could be smelt, but never found. Occasionally the normal and much detested daily ration was augmented by roast pork. Of course pigs were not allowed to be shot unless they were found injured. However, the medical officer received many calls to inspect pigs and declare them free from disease. It was really surprising the number of pigs that killed themselves tripping over tree roots.

        
An all-day sports meeting was held on 15 April. Sideshows, art unions, tugS-of-war, tennaquoits, canoe and swimming races all found a place on the programme. The padre and his water gang had worked hard prior to this day in erecting a swimming pool. Several 45gallon drums had been sunk into position and coconut logs laid on the tops of these drums and lashed down. In this way starting platforms and turning boards made a respectable 25-yard pool with a depth of five feet. At the conclusion of this highly successful day Brigadier Potter, who had watched the events with interest, presented the prizes. Such days as this, as well as inte-company days were held on numerous occasions.

        
The first news of manpower requirements in New Zealand came to hand about this time. Many long hours were spent by the officers in considering the relative merit of each application for return to industry. The number required for the first draft was not known, so particulars were taken of each man wishing to be selected. Coincident with the numbers required being known and the men selected, the first issue of beer arrived and the sadness of many farewells was drowned with this first issue. Prior to the departure of this manpower draft all ranks were invited to contribute a donation towards the Vella Lavella Methodist Mission. There was a large response and the battalion had great pleasure in forwarding a cheque for nearly £200 to the New Zealand mission headquarters. This was in token of the able assistance the battalion had received from the Vella Lavella natives who had been taught and trained by the Methodist missionaries. At 1000 hours on 26 April the first manpower draft left the battalion after being farewelled by Colonel Moffat, who added a few words of advice for when the men reached New Zealand. The following day when the parade state was handed to the colonel, he summed up the situation well, as with some feeling he remarked, 'A shadow of our former selves'.

        


        
The medical authorities discovered an outbreak of hookworm at this time. Every member of the battalion had a blood test taken for both hookworm and malaria. The incidence of hookworm proved to be fairly high. Treatment was given firstly by sending batches of men to hospital, but afterwards treatment was given in the battalion lines. The treatment was simple; starvation for a day while several pills, taken from a box labelled 'Dose for dogs and foxes—one pill, For horses—two pills', acted on us.

        
The main sports event of May was the harbour race of one and a quarter miles. All contestants were taken by barge to Mission Point. A barge moved in rear of the swimmers in case of accidents. Before long the field stretched out and a fleet of canoes was kept busy correcting the direction of some swimmers who had a tendency to swim anywhere but towards the finishing line. A thrilling finish was witnessed between Mason and Camplin who fought it out all the way. The Army Education and Welfare Service had provided us with some excellent lecture material. The number of men who voluntarily attended these afternoon lectures held in the mess huts showed their interest in such subjects as 'World Economics' and 'Thinking to Some Purpose'. These lectures were ably prepared and delivered by officers and other ranks. In the course of the lecture 'Thinking to Some Purpose' those attending were asked to choose a subject and jot down the various thoughts that passed through the mind. A certain highly respected personage of battalion headquarters surprised the gathering by choosing as his subject 'beer'. His thoughts ran from handles to quarts, to gallons, to kegs and back again, but always beer and more beer.

        
The battalion, having lost so many members in the first manpower draft, had to be reorganised. C and B companies disappeared, leaving a depleted headquarters company and A and D companies. A company was moved from Tanerheran to a camp site just below battalion headquarters. This was done in view of the projected departure of the battalion from Nissan Island. At last the move south had come about. At times we had despaired but never given up hope that one day this move might transpire; now the time had come. The last bottles of distilled jungle juice and stored beer were brought forth and many parties were held to celebrate the glorious news. The officers will not forget their evening for a while. As the evening wore on the LO steered an erratic course through the IPP tent in his 

fervent desire to see that everybody had plenty to drink. The Colonel's 'Nissan Knock-Out' cocktail did a lot of damage that night. A certain company commander got tangled in a tennaquoit net and yelled lustily for his platoon commanders to get him untangled. But alas! they, too, were having trouble in negotiating a passage through the bush to where they hoped to find their tents.

        
With no regrets, but with great jubilation, we climbed the nets for the last time to board our transport on the last day of May.
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Chapter Nine

Return to New Zealand
        

        
Just before sunset the transport weighed anchor and steamed in a southerly direction. As dusk set in the view of Nissan (or Green) Island became dimmer. Even so, it was hard to realise that for a while we would be absent from the front line and out of the malarial zone. For the first time since leaving Necal we did not have to line up for the daily dose of atabrin. Time hung heavily on our hands as the steamer rolled in the Pacific swell. Because of the large number of troops on board only two meals a day were available. It was truly a long time between meals, but the padre and YMCA Secretary saw to it that it wasn't a long time between drinks. Through the kind cooperation of the ship's personnel, hot tea was provided throughout the day. During the day tennaquoit tournaments were conducted on a hatch cover and before evening set in a quizz competition would be held. Finally Guadalcanal came in sight and the anchor was dropped just before sunset. A screen was erected and that night we enjoyed a film, one which included the stirring music of 'Warsaw Concerto'.

        
During the next day the weather took a turn for the worse and blew steadily. In company with another vessel we left Guadalcanal at 5 pm. Could that ship roll! How it righted itself on some occasions will always remain a mystery. The days passed by till one evening the ship arrived off the reef entrance to Nouméa. A pilot was taken on board and a new course was set for Népoui where we had originally landed on Necal. Next morning, 9 June, our voyage of nine days was over. We disembarked and loaded on to waiting trucks. We were back again among the 
gaiac and 
niaouli trees, and the dusty, 

winding roads. A few hours later the convoy deposited its load of dust-grimed men at Téné River valley camp.

        
A small advanced party which had come down with the manpower draft greeted us. Tents were already pitched and an issue of blankets and a cot was made immediately. Soon we had settled down once more. This camp was complete with cookhouses and amenities and required only minor alterations to suit our needs. Through the centre of this large camp ran a road, on one side of which was the 8th Brigade and on the other the 14th Brigade. For the first time in the history of the Third Division both brigades were camped together.

        
That night a concert was given by the 2YA concert party. For the first time for over a year, we saw white women in evening dress. It was a grand concert and well appreciated. During the month of June the first cases of malaria showed up and some of us went to hospital for a spell.

        
A varied programme of sport was embarked upon. Rugby, soccer, hockey, cricket, basketball and tennaquoits went into full swing. Competitions were organised and many thrilling matches were witnessed. At night there were pictures, concerts and supper at the Bourail Club where the Waacs were an added attraction. During the day the AEWS provided lecturers and many members of the battalion made the most of improving their knowledge. The old bug-bear of fatigues also kept a large number employed. Leave periods to the Kiwi Club at Bourail beach were organised and quite a number enjoyed the relaxation of sunbathing and swimming on that fine beach. On Sundays transport was provided for those who wished to have a day's outing there.

        
So life went on and the last big event of the battalion was a unit dance held in the YMCA hall in Bourail township. An energetic committee worked hard and decorated the hall in a gay fashion. Famous sayings of battalion personalities were placed round the hall and caused much amusement to those 'in the know'. The RNZAF band, which was in Bourail at the time, provided us with excellent dance music, while nursing sisters, Waacs and French ladies made graceful partners. It was a wonderful night and all praise is due to the committee for its efforts.

        
More men left the battalion as further manpower drafts were called. After the first leave batches for New Zealand, the battalion 

was represented by a mere handful of men, so this small party was merged with what remained of other units and became working companies. Eventually they, too, returned to New Zealand.

        
We are going back to New Zealand. What a wonderful feeling. For once nobody grumbled about the dusty roads as the convoy sped from Bourail to Nouméa. This time there were no ropes to climb. A short march along a wharf, up a gangway and we were aboard.

        

          

'Only a few more miles, I guess,


          

            
So giddy-up good old Bess.'
          
        

        
Only a few more miles, but the days could not pass by quickly enough. Thoughts of leave—40 days of it—filled everyone's mind and all conversation turned on what one would do and where one would go. And then that last day! Over the starboard bow was New Zealand. The skipper, apparently reading our thoughts, announced over the public address system, the time of our arrival at Auckland. A cheer of thanks rang out. In quick order we passed Kawau, Tiri and Rangitoto. As the ship slowly approached North Head we looked on Auckland once more and truly appreciated the sight and all it meant. True to the skipper's word, the ship berthed on time and disembarkation proceeded immediately. In the wharf shed a cup of tea and cakes awaited us before various officials welcomed us home. The speeches over, we lined up, six abreast, and marched via Queen Street and Customs Street to the railway station and boarded a special train to Papakura. Here the organisation was rather bewildering. The Auckland men, who were to be delivered to their homes that night, were whisked from one building to another where pay, leave tickets, rail passes and other things were thrust on them as they passed through.

        
Home at last! Forty days of leave passed quickly and we reported back to the three main mobilization centres in New Zealand. Here there was no 35th Battalion—just a block of infantrymen. To most of us, then, came the realization that the 35th Battalion was finished. No more would we wear the distinguishing hat patch; no more would our pals be with us, side by side.

        
This was the end—the end of the 35th.
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Chapter Ten

Initiation to Battle
        

        
(The following story, reprinted from 
Kiwi, concerns the escape of two platoons of the 35th Battalion from superior enemy forces after a six day hell of fighting on Vella Lavella.)

        
Two days before the expected contact with the main body of Japanese, a party of fifty-odd men set out from headquarters to sit on a main trail leading from the enemy positions to the inland hills. Their objective was the top of a long ridge running 1,000 yards up from the coast, where they were to guard against possible enemy escape from the enveloping movement of the main force. A native guide showed the two platoons, under command of Lieutenants Albon and Beaumont, the way in. Though they marched all day Sunday, they were still an hour from the trail at dusk and reached it on the following morning, when they established themselves as firmly as possible on either side of the track and began the patient task of watching and waiting.

        
The track here was well worn. It had been used by the Japs trekking into the Marquana Bay-Timbala Bay area ever since the American invasion of the island a month previously, and much of the undergrowth had been smashed down, leaving a few clearings in the midst of which grew tall thick trees with flange-like roots forming natural protective fire positions. Beyond the radius of twenty to thirty yards, undergrowth closed in once more. There was no view through the forest which showed either the sea or any landmarks.

        
Here on the Monday morning, our native guide saw forty Japs close to our objective. He was very excited, and counted their numbers on his fingers. Two sections were taken up the track ready to receive the enemy, but by midday, when all were in position the approach of between ninety and 100 Japs froze them to the ground. The enemy came in parties of various sizes. They carried rations and 

arms, and passed within six feet of the troops without the slightest sign of being aware of their presence. The troops could not open fire, because they were greatly outnumbered and were split at that stage into two parties, one on either side of the track.

        
They stayed where they were until about four o'clock, when a clatter in the gully announced a Jap attack on one platoon. The Japs had made a mass attack, jumping from tree to tree, and letting go with all they had, light machine guns, grenades, and rifles. The platoon held them off with steady rifle fire and as soon as opportunity presented, the other platoon got a few bursts into the enemy's flank which allowed the platoon to rush over to the other side of the track and form a united defence. They poured a few magazines into the Japs who faded into the trees, losing several dead.

        
Here the story is put in the words of Lieutenant Beaumont who later led the men down to the shore from which they were rescued:

        
'They surrounded us as we lay on the side of a hill in a perimeter about twenty by thirty yards and roared round us shouting at the top of their voices and belting grenades and machine gun fire at us. They charged again, and we fired only when we saw a target. We tossed grenades behind trees and into hollows, and the Jap retired for half an hour. Then he came again, and one man, probably an officer, stood upright to take a look at us. Possibly he thought we were all dead, and he called out something. But we changed his shouting to a scream and no other Jap stood up to get the same fate.'

        
'Fortunately we were left alone all night, though we could hear the Jap moving round us, and talking now and again. But he did not come in. We were short of rations now. We had had to abandon them in the first moments of the Jap attack. Our haversacks were lost too, and all that was left was what each man could carry in ammunition. Some did not even have their water bottles. The next day the Jap tried again, and every day until Friday, until the troops were so weak that they knew that remaining in their present position indefinitely would be fatal. On the Thursday, Lieutenant Albon and two men made a dash through the Jap lines to get word to headquarters, but the party on the ridge could wait no longer. They had taken sufficiently heavy toll of the enemy to make him extremely cautious. A score Japs lay dead outside the Kiwi perimeter.'

        
'So we cut poles for stretchers and prepared to fight our way 

to the coast, carrying the wounded with us. We had buried some of our dead; our losses in killed were very few. The morale of the wounded and the unscathed was wonderful. Not a moan came from any of the wounded men. Those who could walk or help themselves did so. They needed water badly, but we had none to give them. We hoped to find some nearer the coast, and they had had nothing to eat for days.'

        
'So on the Friday we fought our way out, through 1,000 yards of jungle track between us and the coast. We had plenty of fighting on the way, but it was better than sitting waiting to be picked off, and growing faint from hunger and thirst. It was wonderful how the men responded to the decision to get on the move. They brightened up, laughing as they fought down the hill, giving the Jap everything they had and taking good care of themselves. We had a few casualities, but nothing compared with what the enemy took.'

        
'At the bottom, still inside the Jap positions, we hauled the stretcher wounded through mangrove swamps of black mud oozing deep to our knees. There wasn't a groan from them. We managed to collect a little water after we had formed our new perimeter on the fringe of the bush—enough from a hole scraped in the mud and from the hollow of a tree stump to fill three water bottles. Two we reserved for the wounded. One I handed round among the rest. We had fiftyone in our party then, six of them wounded. When the one bottle had been passed round its allotted 45 men and came back to me there was still water in it. That will show the spirit of the men.'

        
A perimeter was finally established on the shore edge. It was a case of backs to the sea but at least there was a hope of attracting attention from this position. That afternoon a barge which was spotting artillery fire sighted the party who were waving madly. An attempt was made to get the barge close in shore but the coral ledge projecting nearly 300 yards off shore made this impossible. However, their position was now pinpointed and hopes of rescue prevailed. The rescue would be hazardous, for here was the focal point of the Jap lines, so central, in fact, that when an enemy aircraft dropped rations during Friday evening, a parachute fell in the centre of the perimeter. Thus, the troops enjoyed their first meal in five days from the fish cakes, plums and oatmeal of the Jap emergency food packets.

        


        
On Saturday, the sixth day, a barge returned with a rescue party on board. As it grated on the coral ledge off shore an artillery barrage was laid down just outside the perimeter of the beleaguered troops while the main body of troops endeavoured to force their way overland in support of the rescue.

        
One of the beach party crawled and swam towards the barge. Flashes of fire came from the screening bushes as two more of the beach party slowly crossed those 300 yards. One man reached the barge and an officer climbed over the side to help him in. He was shot from the shore as he leaned down to help the swimmer. A transport driver, who had volunteered to go with the original patrol and had been the life and soul of the besieged party, clambered on board and manned a machine gun. A Jap bullet grazed his head and he fell to the bottom of the boat unconscious. On recovering he manned the gun again but was killed while his first bursts were peppering the bush on shore. The barge could not wait any longer and returned to to its base.

        
Another rescue party was organised. Five men, including two officers, planned to swim ashore behind the protection of life jackets and haul in a rope by which at least the wounded could be evacuated. The barge moved in again, and the five men, vividly recollecting the fate of the first attempt, set out on that perilous crossing of the coral ledge. One stopped for a moment on the way to free the rope from a shelf of rock. He was the sole survivior. None ahead of him, who came directly into the Jap fire, reached the shore, though Lieutenant Griffiths, who, only two days before had gallantly led a platoon from a dangerous pocket under heavy fire, scrambled within a few yards of his goal before he fell. The third, and successful venture, was postponed until nightfall, when selected swimmers from a host of volunteers dragged a rubber dinghy and a canoe to the shore. Two barges lay off at the edge of the coral, and though the procession of men took three hours to move from the beach to the barges, every man was safely evacuated before midnight.

        
The night of the rescue the shore party heard the barge engines about eight o'clock. Remembering the fate of the members of the rescue party who had died trying to reach the shore during the afternoon, they waited in suspense. The barge engines had stopped. There was no sound. They could see nothing in the blackness of the night. And then, six feet from the shore a head appeared, and another, and 

the dim outline of a canoe and rubber dinghy. A rope from the barges was secured, and first out were those who had been wounded. They were laid carefully in the two small craft. Their escort took knives to fight off the sharks. Then a dozen at a time the rest of the party slid into the water, crawled and swam to the boats. The perimeter on shore grew smaller, until at last six men, armed with grenades, remained. They slipped away unmolested. Clothing, watches, personal gear, were left on shore. Only the soldier's greatest friend, his rifle, Tommy gun, or Bren gun went with him to safety.

        
The next evening the men of those platoons approached the padre with a request that they hold a short service of thanksgiving at their deliverance. Behind a thatched Methodist church in the native village of Iringila, where before the war New Zealand missionaries took the Gospel to the Solomon Islanders, fifty men listened in the peace of a Sunday evening to a simple practical talk on the text of 'Greater Love Hath No Man Than This, That a Man Lay Down His Life For His Friend,' and joined together in the singing of the Doxology … 'Praise God From Whom All Blessings Flow.'

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The 35th Battalion

Chapter Eleven — A Padre in the Pacific





        

          
Chapter Eleven

A Padre in the Pacific
        

        
My experiences as a padre with the 35th Battalion are limited to the period from 2 August 1943 on which day Lieutenant Alan Hill and two of Monty's drivers, Jimmy Orr and Cavanagh, rescued me from the clutches of BRD, till 25 August 1944. This was but a year, but that it was a year long to be remembered I hope the following lines will tell. I took over my duties from Padre Hall who, besides being a Presbyterian, had the added virtue of being a South Islander. Little wonder then that I should find the spiritual life of the battalion robust and healthy.

        
We duly arrived at Nepoui where the battalion was then stationed. I was introduced to Colonel Seaward and I could see at a glance that if I was to be a worthy member of his battalion I would have to get cracking. I could detect that there was no room for passengers in this man's unit. I owe a lot to Colonel Seaward for the warm and hearty welcome he gave me and for the freedom and cooperation he allowed me in doing my work. The first few days were spent 
in a quick reconnaissance and in gaining an appreciation of the situation. In short I had to submit to that most embarrassing experience for all new comers to a unit, the ordeal of being summed up. But a padre also does some summing up and I very quickly came to the conclusion that I would have a good time in this unit. The atmosphere was genuinely friendly; there seemed to be the minimum amount of humbug about the place, and I had the feeling that if these chaps were given a worthwhile job to do they would do it all right. Subsequent events proved that beyond doubt. One of my first jobs of consolation was in connection with the carrier platoon. In my rounds I came across a very despondent group of men and a rather disconsolate Bruce Stronach, for their platoon was in progress of being broken up and Bruce assured me that it was the best b … 

lot of men in the outfit. I quickly observed that they were imbued with the true 3 Division spirit, for when I went over to the carrier lines the men were assiduously assembling all the best kits of tools and other odds and ends from the carriers which were to be handed in. It was good to see that the art of 'acquiring' was quite highly developed in the 35th.

        
There was an air of expectancy about in those days. Everything was being pushed into crates, many of which were marked with the mysterious sign, 39/X/. At first I was a little astounded by such a display of hieroglyphics but I was soon to learn that all good things went into boxes bearing that mark. Yes, indeed, we were packing up in earnest, for the northern advance was about to begin. In those days also I remember that BHQ entrance was guarded by two of the most ferocious provosts that I have ever seen. I shall never forget an experience I had one night coming up from the YM roadhouse at about nine o'clock. I was wending my way homewards to BHQ meditating on the peacefulness of the scene beside the river when I was rather rudely challenged by two guards who seemed to come from nowhere. They challenged me with, 'Who goes there?' and before I could reply they began to jostle me in a manner which I thought was a little unbecoming. But anything might happen in the Fighting 35th, and so when I had recovered my balance I falteringly uttered that magic 'The Padre.' And from my assailants there came the startled exclamation, 'Oh h … it's the padre all right!' Then, muttering some expletives that men in my position dare not record, they disappeared into the darkness. Apparently they were jocular guards of the practical variety, but unfortunately their victim on this occasion was not who it was meant to be. And so Friday August the 13th arrived. For the more superstitious this was a disturbing portent for that was the day we left Nepoui for our thrust northwards. At 11pm I bundled into the back of a 15-cwt truck with the doctor and helped him to swallow all the dust of the convoy to Nouméa.

        
I expect that our experiences in mastering the art of climbing the rope ladders up the sides of the 
President Hayes with full kit will be recorded elsewhere. Suffice it is to say that the 'Chaplain's Department' just made the grade and no more. The New Hebrides campaign passed oft without incident and our next really thrilling experience was the unloading at Guadalcanal. It was on this island
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where we really began to get into our stride. Of course we had the thrill of knowing that we had broken the unloading record by a considerable margin, and also on 13 September of being officially welcomed by Tojo. In common with other cautious chaps I attended the reception in a convenient fox-hole which I shared with Monty and Buzz Ormsby. Things were beginning to become a little interesting in the right sense of the term. While we were here we began to develop the art of exploiting the generosity of our American Allies. Rarely did we come away empty-handed from any of our foraging expeditions and amongst our acquirements, some of which were quite legitimate, others not quite so legitimate, were such articles as tents, tarpaulins, Lister bags, field cookers, bags of sugar and other miscellaneous articles too numerous to mention; but all of which were of benefit to the battalion. We were even able to enlist the good services of a nearby bulldozer in clearing a site for a YM. I think you will all remember the excellent little YMCA which Ley Pycroft was conducting on the side of the road there. It was undoubtedly one of the bright spots on the island and 'Old Daisy', the YM 'cow', really a Lister bag, used to dispense refreshing drinks to all who passed by on the dusty road. It was here that my old friend Percy Burns first caught my eye. Percy would disappear and return from some American camp with all manner of things including some marvellous cooking untensils which simply made our eyes pop out and almost made the padre ashamed to be associated with such people. Thus equipped, and assisted by the good offices of Brigadier Potter who was instrumental in making extra supplies available to us through the ASC, Ley Pycroft and his small staff of Sel Messenger and Percy Burns, were able to have a cup of tea and a good bun available for everyone. These were most appreciated after some of those days toiling in the heat of Guadalcanal. Again many of the things that we obtained would not have been available had we not had the willing help of Mr. Montgomery and his drivers, some of whom I discovered were clever at other things besides driving army trucks. Our stay in Guadalcanal was all too brief, however, and just as we were really getting into our stride on the welfare side of things we were unceremoniously hurried on to new fields of conquest.

        
Vella Lavella must forever remain a name of deep significance for the 35th for it was here that we were all unified through toil and sacrifice as never before, and it was here that we were to experience 

that deep bond of fellowship which comes to men in action. Those first days in the jungle were a bit grim. Shall we ever forget the mud, that whistling bomb which Charlie dropped inconveniently close to us one night, and the hasty last minute preparations for action. Captain Johnny Rose excelled himself there and the lovely OS jungle suits and the dinky little caps finally removed any marks of distinction that might have remained to us. One of my last duties while we were over that side of the island was to go round the companies to administer the Sacrament for those who wished to partake of it. Amidst the most primitive surroundings those little services had a sincerity and reality about them which was both simple and impressive.

        
It was on the afternoon before going round to Mundi Mundi that an event of great significance for me and my work took place. It was then that Percy Burns made the great decision to come up with me to the battle front as my assistant. May I pause for a moment in this narrative to pay a personal tribute to Percy. He became my sincerest friend in the battalion and it was only through his unflagging zeal, his cheerfulness under all conditions, his prodigious energy, his grand Christian manliness and his constant inspiration that we were able to serve the battalion, at least in small measure, the way we would like to have helped it in those difficult days. From the moment Percy came with me till the time he left I was the 'victim' of his energy. In next to no time he had haversacks packed with the essentials for a good brew, petrol and water tins filled, primus stoves all ready for action, and with scant respect for my ecclesiastical status, if I ever had any, he proceeded to load this gear on to my back. And so away we went with our secret weapons for the overthrow of Japanese power in those parts. I'm sure the Nips never anticipated that the New Zealanders would be so up-to-date in their equipment as to have flame-throwing primus sets so handy to their lines. As we were going round in the barge to Mundi Mundi I gave Percy the nod to 'Whip her up'. That meant a cup of tea. You can only imagine my personal consternation when I found that the colonel's private primus set, with its limited supply of fuel, was being pressed into service by Percy and everyone who had the good fortune to be on that barge received a cup of good hot tea with milk and sugar to taste because old Percy was always able to produce the necessary from his amazing haversack. From that time forth whenever there was a halt the 'Chaplain's Dept.' as we humourously termed ourselves, 

would swing into action with Percy directing operations and with me humbly carrying out his directions. That side of the work became increasingly important as the conditions became more grim and business began to increase until we were turning out the rather amazing amount of fifty gallons of tea a day under the most difficult conditions. Our supplies got very low at times but like the widow's cruze they were never entirely exhausted, and in some small measure we were able to minister to the needs of the men in difficult days.

        
The days we were in contact with the enemy on Vella were very trying and busy ones for all of us. Officially we were attached to the RAP and whenever a new move was made we would wait until our good friend Dr. Colgrave had chosen his site and then we would step off about five yards into the jungle and there establish the 'Chaplain's Dept.' This usually became the 'social' centre of the campaign, and it was simply amazing the number of chaps who found the time in passing for a cup of tea. Of course our primary concern was to assist the 'doc' in dispensing hot drinks and comforts for the men who had been wounded or who were brought in exhausted. But very shortly after the battle began it became obvious that we would have to extend our activities and in the latter part we endeavoured to get hot drinks up to the companies at least once a day. The gratitude of the men was more than once demonstrated by acts of helpfulness which were most appreciated. During the first hectic week our great concern was for Bill Beaumont's and Jack Albon's men who were carrying on under the most difficult conditions. The dramatic story of their rescue and their heroism has been told elsewhere, but there were one or two incidents of particular interest to the padre. None of us shall ever forget 'Fitz'. After the remainder of the party had been rescued one of their number was speaking to me about the events of the past days and during the conversation he handed me a little book which Fitz had handed to him before he made that last dramatic swim out to the barge there to meet his death still fighting. This little book proved to be a Roman Catholic prayer book. Undoubtedly Fitz was a man of deep faith and this had been his source of amazing strength in those days. Nor shall I ever forget the thanksgiving service which that little group of men spontaneously took part in behind the Iringila village Methodist Church on the Sunday evening after the rescue. It was with deep sincerity and with a sense of great gratitude for a wonderful deliverance that they raised voices in unison in the 

words of the Doxology. I do not remember clearly what we talked about in that service, but I do recall that it was the most powerful and sincere time of worship that I have ever had been privileged to conduct.

        
Unfortunately throughout the battle there was a steady stream of casualties coming through. Our gratitude is due to the native chief, Silas, for making available to us a piece of hallowed ground in a beautifully quiet and peaceful spot for our cemetery. The homage and respect paid by all members of the battalion to their comrades who fell in battle was both touching and inspiring. Our cemetery became a place of quiet dignity and beauty. Colonel Seaward was particularly desirous that it should be so, and we all owe a great debt of gratitude to the men from those two platoons who, while they were resting, worked and planned to make the cemetery a place of quiet beauty. Yes, we left some grand chaps there, but their memory and their deeds will ever remain fresh with us. Of every one of them it might be said, 'Greater love hath no man than this that a man lay down his life for his friends.' And they did just that. No man can give greater service than this and in so doing they have all fulfilled their life's purpose most abundantly.

        
After the battle, when the different companies were distributed for garrison duty to different parts of the island, our work began in earnest for the very difficult task of entertainment had to be faced, and something very definite had to be done to arrest boredom, which was inevitable in those parts. With the battalion spread over seven different areas it was almost impossible to spend much time in each one, so we settled down at Wataro with a portion of headquarters and C companies and BHQ. Shortly afterwards there were big changes in the personnel of the battalion. We said farewell to Colonel Seaward and other officers and men and welcomed other reinforcements, a new commanding officer in Colonel Moffat and what was of particular interest to our welfare work, a new YM secretary in Rhys Williams. Ley Pycroft had left the battalion after giving it good service over a very difficult period. It was Colonel Moffat's earnest wish that all that was possible for the welfare and entertainment of the men should be put into operation immediately, so he called Rhys and myself into conference when the whole matter was discussed and a social and welfare committee was formed. A great deal of work was accomplished by this committee. Sports were 

organised, concerts were put on by the various companies and in general the men responded with great enthusiasm to the work in hand. B D and A companies, which were somewhat isolated, did good work in their several ways. A company will always be remembered for its special work in the model yacht business, B company with its swimming pool and gala days. Incidentally that company was nearly responsible for my being excommunicated from the church for all time. It happened this way. I arrived to take the service on the Sunday afternoon and found that the company was in the midst of its regatta, but this was graciously interrupted to allow the padre to hold his service. But no sooner was that over than I found myself invited to strip off and get into a canoe with Robby, the adjutant, and take part in a race round the treacherous triangular course. I had visions of some of my more respectable Presbyterians back home being a little shocked by such frivolity. But B company was a hearty company and I always enjoyed my visits there. D company, which was situated in the beautiful setting of Paramata village, developed its entertainment to a high degree under the able leadership of Captain Noel Felton, assisted by the enthusiastic Nig Beazley and Mickey Rooney. C company, which had got off to a bad start through being bogged down in the mud of Wataro, came with a mighty rush in the finish to have an area and enthusiasm which was unsurpassed. Shall we ever forget those tennaquoit tournaments which were organised on those four courts. Rhys Williams and I entered ourselves as the 'Holy Joes' and to our utter amazement carried off the honours, having staved off even the challenge of the famous pair Nick and McDell of BHQ. And didn't we rock old Andy Sinclair and his mortars back on their heels when we beat their favourites, Kerr and Hunter. Old Andy gathered up his men and took them home a very dejected lot. I wouldn't be a bit surprised if there were not a few dollars on the mortars team that day, but then I don't know. Many and interesting were the contests we had over on those courts. Tennaquoit came into its own as an ideal sport under those conditions and many good players were discovered. Possibly the most artistic, graceful, and gazelle-like, and cunningly tricky exponent of the game was Major Moses. But once you managed to counter the cute roll of his eyes, the lift of his legs and the twist of his wrist, the rest was quite easy. C company was also responsible for making a very fine swimming pool in that area and we had many fine carnivals 

there. In fact life was becoming quite exciting in those parts and the social and welfare committee was more than justifying its existence. Remember the tug-o'-war tournaments we had there too. A huge coil of very useful Jap rope was put to good use and many and strenuous were the duels. Of course the outstanding one was the day when a few broken down old South Islanders pulled the cream of the North Island almost inside out. I think Colonel Moffat was secretly pleased by that result, the padre elated, and the North Islanders disgustingly dejected.

        
During this period also our weekly concerts were instituted and they were amazingly successful. The jingle-jungle-jangle orchestra achieved amazing results with its home-made instruments under the able leadership of Bill Peritt and his trumpet. Possibly the most notable instrument in the collection was Jack Pearce's bull fiddle. This was a ferocious looking instrument made from a tea chest, a bit of stout stick and a piece of sigs wire. (Where would the battalion have been without Bob Walkley and his sigs wire?) By putting a glove on one hand and wrestling with this instrument Jack could produce a deep thumping sound which often went on into the night like the beating of Zulu war drums. Now the mortars were a platoon never to be outdone and so one of their number, Lionel Kerr, attempted an improvement on the 'bull fiddle'. Probably the only improvement was that if the skin on your hand was tough enough to pull the wire then you didn't need to use a glove. Undoubtedly the most hilarious piece of entertainment we ever had was one night when these two bull fiddlers were to give a duet. The duet soon developed into a duel with the contestants being vociferously encouraged by their supporters while the remainder of the audience were rocking in wild laughter on their coconut logs. The result was total exhaustion for all concerned. The contestants worked themselves up to the dizzy heights of artistic zeal while the audience was exhausted with merriment. Another outstanding item which had to be repeated at a subsequent concert before the popular clamour could be satisfied was that which was turned on by the BHQ officers, ably led by Colonel Moffat and Major Ronaldson, and Dr. Wishart when they presented the battalion anthem as composed by Dr. Wishart. This anthem is included in another part of this history. Generally speaking we were discovering much hidden talent, musical instruments of all shapes and sizes were making their appearance and the cultural

stimulus led to the formation of a very creditable choir which went round the area on Christmas Eve singing carols and wafting our thoughts homewards to many happy times in the past. B company, too, had a fine choir with Jimmy Lees as leader. For Christmas services throughout the battalion the choirs combined and a good result was obtained. A very fine gesture on the part of the choir was when it stopped at the cemetery on Christmas Day and took part in a simple but impressive service with appropriate music.

        
Meanwhile arts and crafts were being developed within the battalion and an added stimulus was given by Brigadier Potter when he sponsored a brigade arts and crafts exhibition. The 35th put up a very creditable showing, carrying off a fair proportion of the prize money. The quality of the work produced under the most unfavourable conditions reflected great credit on the skill and patience of the craftsmen. Later on we held our own exhibition when the winning entries from the brigade competition were on display prior to being sent to New Zealand. A notable entry was a chair of archaic design and comfort made chiefly from canvas and fresh air and exhibited by Major Moses. Since it was in a class by itself no prize was offered nor was the chair sent on to New Zealand. There was another hobby developed in those days which would hardly be called an art or a craft, and that was the manufacture of 'plonk'. One day during my rounds, I think it was in the mortar lines, I happened upon quite a goodly collection of coconuts in which there was a seething, gurgling mass which, apparently by the judicious addition of mosquito repellent, became quite a stimulating beverage. It seemed to be quite a strong potion too, judging from some of its results. But then this is hardly within the padre's sphere so I had better withdraw according to plan.

        
Our Sunday services, which were always of a voluntary nature, were very well attended and were an inspiration to me personally. It was no light job to get round the battalion in one day, sometimes by barge, canoe and on foot. But the help and encouragement from the company commanders and men alike was very much appreciated. In B company I made Darky Haig my curate. He always rounded up a good attendance there and even 'Sarg', the well known mascot, was to be observed on the outskirts of the congregation. Darky was a good curate but the number of 'conversions' he had was rather disappointing!

        


        
We had looked forward to the holding of a grand battalion gala day when we would all meet for a sports meeting and have a concert in the evening. This was to be held in the New Year but unfortunately we had news to shift round to the other side of the island and all arrangements had to be dropped. It was soon evident that something was afoot because training began in earnest once again. But the social and welfare committee still operated, though to a limited extent. We shared with the 37th Battalion a spacious theatre and were thus able to enjoy regular picture programmes and this greatly facilitated the entertainment side of things. But a battalion as vigorous as the 35th is not entirely satisfied to sit back and to enjoy its entertainment already made and it was soon evident that some sporting facilities would have to be provided. Basketball had caught the eye of several as a suitable tropical pastime and so a court was duly cleared and play commenced in the battalion on what was first named Ronaldson Park but afterwards more appropriately Lake Ronaldson. And it was on this lake of mud that some of the sternest duels of all time were fought out. The game became gloriously dirty in more ways than one. In fact sometimes I thought it would have been quite possible for the ball to have been removed from the court shortly after the beginning and the game would have continued just the same. Very early in the piece we succeeded in knocking out the CO and the second-in-command and with these notables gone the coast was clear to develop the game along really scientific and pugilistic lines. Rhys Williams was definitely the dirtiest player I have ever seen. He did something which no self respecting soldier would ever do. Major Moses used to play in a pair of nondescript sawn-off pyjama pants. In the course of play these had become a little damaged so that a goodly part of the Major's 
glutius maximus was showing. Admittedly it was not an edifying sight but this did not justify the irresponsible exuberance of the YM secretary in tearing those pants completely off the major on one occasion. In Frank Hopwood, Ted Breach, and Chat Holland we had a forward line which more than held its own with all comers. The backs in those days were usually selected from Eric Batty, Rhys Williams and the padre and a good, steady, scientific, and clean lot of backs they were. Two games stand out for special mention. The first was against our old friends, the 37th. The game was played on Lake Ronaldson and the 37th sent over a first class team but they were beaten by the conditions and our par-
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ticular
 style of play. I think three of their five players were knocked out at least temporarily and they were saved from total exhaustion by the early blowing of the final whistle. A great game is basketball. But our best achievement was in a tussle with brigade. Brigadier Potter was quite a fair player according to his own rules. I feel sufficiently remote from him now to say that these rules could have done with a little amending here and there. However, on this occasion he was in a particularly virile mood and during one of his frequent collisions with me we both fell on the ground. Eric Batty, who was a good solid back and always handy to assist with knocking an opponent out, prompty sat on the brigadier. Result: the brigadier carried to the sideline with a badly injured knee. But seriously, our brigadier was a sport of the first order and the men of the battalion owe him more than we sometimes realise. In a hundred and one ways he obtained privileges for us and assisted our welfare work as only he could do. The above incidents should convince us for all time that basketball is a good 'knock out' game and as such ought to be encouraged.

        
In addition to Lake Ronaldson we also had the three tennaquoit courts known as the Moffat Courts after our respected and sporting CO. Unfortunately we were able to hold only two decent tournaments on these courts, one against the 37th and the other against the 30th which they won comfortably. We failed to win a set in this latter match and so our heads were bowed in humility. Our other activity was swimming. The construction of the pool in that river nearby was one of the most difficult and certainly the cleverest of amphibious operations ever carried out by the division. Dressed only in boots and bathing trunks we would assemble and set out for the day's work. The Julian Brothers and Benge of the mortars were again to the rescue and a tidy pool was soon at our disposal. For the brief space that we were there this proved a great boon to all swimmers and besides a carnival with the 37th and another with the 30th there were several interesting interplatoon competitions held.

        
Rhys Williams was conducting a very good YM here in spite of the very wet and trying conditions. On one occasion he produced an American hospital tent and his assemblage of tents made us fear that Rhys was perhaps going into the circus business. However, elephants did not appear and the good service which had characterised the YM throughout continued to be dispensed by him and his small staff. We 

held our church services here and we had goodly congregations. Our thanks are due particularly to the members of the divisional band who frequently came up to our evening services and helped proceedings with several selections of sacred music which were much appreciated.

        
Our activities on Vella were brought to an abrupt close when it was announced that we were heading further northwards upon another expedition. Very careful and thorough arrangements were made by Colonel Moffat and his able adjutant, Captain Hopwood, for the welfare of the troops throughout this expedition. Rhys Williams was carefully husbanding supplies of tea and other comforts. With the assistance of Percy Burns, Sel Messenger, and myself he was able to take good supplies forward. I think the 35th can safely say that it was the first battalion to enjoy a good brew on D-day, because the first cup of tea was available at 10 am. From the first day until the end of the campaign an endeavour was made to provide all the battalion with a hot drink in the morning and in the evening. The Nissan engagement was immeasurably easier for the 35th than Vella had been. Again we were soon settled down in our company areas. After the road was completed the transport difficulties were much easier. Through our proximity to the American units, better and more varied entertainment was available to all, and so the work of the social and welfare committee was considerably reduced. But we did build a roadhouse known as the 'Kiwi Kosy Korner'. This proved to be a great boon to all who passed along the road. Again brigade came to our assistance in making available supplies of timber to make the seats with and to complete the job. It was an amazing structure, and in it's construction there is hidden a tale. Captain Hopwood was always most helpful in making men available to assist in any work which had to do with the welfare of the men and when the scheme was laid before him he gave us his fullest cooperation. And so construction began in earnest. It fell to the padre and Rhys to direct operations. The dimensions were to be 50 by 25 feet and so I proceeded to step out the distance in true ploughman's style. That was quite all right and operations were proceeding according to plan when Lieutenant McDonald, who was lent by Major Bell to help us came along and cast his expert eye over the job. He immediately objected to the slipshod methods of measurement which were being adopted and took charge with a tape measure. The main posts were erected accordingly, and when a check was made of the 
measure-

ments, to our mirth and Mac's indignation the building was now 60 by 25 feet. Under the old method we were only two feet out. But the building proceeded and when completed we all agreed that she was beautifully proportioned and stood square to all the storms which raged. Rhys and his staff did grand work in serving refreshments to all and sundry who passed by, and the roadhouse more than amply repaid all hard work which was put into its construction.

        
Again swimming, tennaquoits, and tug-o-war became the order of recreation. Another swimming pool was erected in the lagoon and a triangular canoe course was laid out. Much fun was had in the lagoon in many intercompany competitions. A battalion gala day was organised for the purpose of raising some funds to make a gift to the natives on Vella. Unfortunately heavy rain marred the early events but as the day wore on and competition became more lively and the weather improved, everyone was enjoying himself to the full. Certainly the most strenuous event which we organised up there was the famous harbour swim which was won in excellent style by Brian Mason. It was some considerable time before the last man, Bruce Norton, struggled gallantly in, only to be greeted by the cruel sarcasm of one of the BHQ wags who said: 'Hurry up Norton, the battalion is packed up and about to move'.

        
Only one other aspect of welfare work remains to be considered, and that is the good work done on our behalf by the AEWS organisation, under the capable direction to Lieutenant Athol Congalton and ably assisted by Alex Aitken, an old 35th man. I personally supervised the work in the battalion and as usual Percy Burns did most of it. We had the very creditable total number of 230 men doing study courses and all will agree that the service was well worth while. Meanwhile Percy had been up to his old pranks of visiting the Americans and one day he came back with the good news that he had procured a goodly supply of library books for use of the battalion. These, supplemented by supplies from Mr. Congalton, gave us quite a creditable circulating library.

        
Besides all these various battalion activities in which a padre finds himself engrossed, there were those numerous informal functions such as suppers in the tent when we all talked of home and other lovely places. Then there is that rare privilege of visiting men in their own lines and being the honoured guest and partaking of a sweet 

morsel from home. Or else he is called upon to pass glowing comment upon the latest photopraph from home be it sweetheart, wite or bairn. All these little informal opportunities of being friends with all the men amidst their own surroundings is one of the padre's happiest memories, and as I look back I can truly say that I have made many true and sincere friends in those grand days we spent in the good old 35th together. The battalion is no more, but everyone of us has greatly enriched his experiences of life, increased his circle of proved friends, and deepened his sympathy and understanding of human nature with all its complex problems. As I look back over those months of work amongst you it is with a deep sense of gratitude to officers and men alike for all your help and friendship. To have been your padre was a privilege which I always cherished and the memory of our days together will ever be rich and happy. May you all have a prosperous and happy future and may God bless you all.
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Chapter Twelve

The Doings of the YMCA

        

By the YM 
Secretary

        
When the battalion went to Fiji the YMCA work was in its infancy so far as welfare work was concerned in the Pacific area. Battalions in the Western Area were serviced by means of a mobile canteen, (perhaps better described as a 'limousine', built for comfort) using Namaka as a base. Before leaving Fiji the National Patriotic Fund Board had erected YMCA buildings in the camps.

        
Returning to New Zealand, the battalion was stationed at Paerata where Mr. Harold Clark was in charge of the YMCA activities. At Te Aroha Mr. L. Pycroft took charge of the YMCA work and he prepared for the embarkation to New Caledonia. At Taom, pioneering through the jungle, a marquee was the YM centre where many a chin wag took place over a cup of tea. Népoui Valley brought progress in the setting up of a recreation centre. Under Colonel Seaward's direction a modern roadhouse was erected. Built on native 
bure lines, it was a credit to the men who worked on it. The popularity of its modern bakery—pies, cakes, etc.—is still remembered by all. When the call came: 'Go north young man!' the YM packed up with the battalion and set sail for the beautiful isles of the South Seas.

        
Guadalcanal was where the New Zealander's initiative came to to light. Boiling the billy was difficult—tent room was short. Under the leadership of that notoriously righteous Presbyterian person who had faith and married a Methodist because he was content to have the faith as long as his wife did the work, they set forth and visited our American friends. Difficulties were soon over. Our Allies assisted greatly. What they did not help with the New Zealanders 

helped themeslves to. I believe that this is where a certain padre gained his 'decoration!'

        
A month or so and we were on the move again—this time to Vella Lavella, where real problems were faced as everyone knows. The companies were stationed at various bays making it a difficult problem to cater for their respective needs. It was here that a change was made in YM secretaries, the notorious Rhys Williams replacing Ley Pycroft. For the first month he slept and then, slowly coming out of the trance, he set out to endeavour to improve the welfare work of the 35th Battalion. Cooperation is strength. The lead given by Colonel Moffat plus the cooperation of the padre and YM showed that a Social and Welfare Committee can do wonders in assisting to maintain morale amongst the troops. Will anyone forget the tennaquoit tournaments (with special reference to rules which took a long while to decide, thanks to Captain Hopwood), the swimming carnivals, tug-o'-war (North v. South), concerts, and Christmas carols. Then at Ruravai, at Ronaldson's Park, (perhaps better known as 'lake'). There we had basketball, tennaquoit and swimming. They Were good times.

        
Do you remember where the YM was—next to the circus tent? When it rained the drops came straight through. If there was not enough mud Lieutenant Montgomery would send the grader past the YM to improve conditions by making the mud deeper. Talking of tents; do you remember when Rhys William's tent blew over at 2 am? Did it rain!

        
Green Island was in view and many a case of comforts was packed for our new venture. Once again the welfare committee was on the job. After landing on the island a cup of tea was ready at practically every halt. At the first opportunity of outward mail, writing paper was distributed, together with Patriotic Fund supplies of shaving soap, razors, combs, toothbrushes and pastes. Did anyone hear the story of the padre and the YM Secretary who went for a stroll at the Mission and were just about lost?

        
The roadhouse on Green Island was the climax of our YM battalion life. National Patriotic Fund Boards supplies were plentiful; but when we built the roadhouse we wondered where the buffet supplies would come from. Ask headquarters company how many turned up for their breakfast at the roadhouse each morning at 9.30 am? How many cups of tea did Jock Simms have?

        


        
Here at Green Island we heard the news of an orderly retreat to New Caledonia. Once again the welfare department went into action with a supply of morning and afternoon teas on board the boat from Green to Necal. It was easy going when the sea was calm, but when it was slightly rough things went round about or up and down the kitchen, depending on how sick one felt. Quizz sessions and tennaquoit tournaments on board ship were popular.

        
The shores of New Caledonia brought up to a new camp life. A camp was already built and recreation centres well equipped—but with this change we lost our identity as battalion YMCA workers. The final battalion entertainment and reunion was the grand dance held in the Bourail YMCA where every member enjoyed the swing of the splendid music of the RNZAF orchestra. Lieutenant Ted Breach as MC assisted by Padre Falloon's witty quotations set the evening off with a great swing.

        
The life of the YMCA with the 35th Battalion varied with the new difficulties and new fields that had to be served. Under the leadership of the battalion and company commanders, with the assistance of all members of the battalion, there has been established, through the work of the YMCA, a common link for all. We could not conclude without special mention being made of the assistance and guidance given by Colonel Moffat and Padre Falloon; not forgetting our worthy assistants—Les Missin, Sel Messenger and Percy Burns.
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Chapter Thirteen

Service and Supply
        

        

          
Contributed by the Battalion Quartermaster
        

        

          
Now comes the story of the men behind the scenes; those who kept the wheels turning, those who built the mess rooms, and those who fried the 'spam'; those who kept the flies at bay and those who ran the mail. The administration platoon of the battalion, often known as No. 4, lived a full life throughout the history of the unit-full in that, wet or fine, in action or in rest areas, on holidays or on work days, the personnel of the platoon rarely knew rest. At all time the cry of the unit for food and clothing from the Q and for stores from the canteen was insatiable. The wheels of twice the amount of unit transport could have been kept turning twice as long to supply the demand. Schemes for employing the pioneers on bigger, brighter and better 
bures were endless.

          
But alone midst the ceaseless activity around them stood two whom the remainder of the unit heartfully wished could have been extended more often—the butcher boys, Hank and Stan. These two stalwarts really felt for the unit as the piles of empty meat tins round the cookhouse grew, but when the ASC, in the fullness of its heart, sent fresh meat then Hank and Stan really earned their pay. But unfortunately the meat came not as often as we could have wished! Hank and Stan also carried No. 4's banner into the firing line and they are not likely to forget their experiences when their tiny force was ambushed by the Japs on Vella, and cut off from the battalion for a week.

          
Never far from the butchers, no matter where we were camped, was the boot repairing shop where Gordon Attwood and Jacko and the other shoemakers reigned. Here the boots came in and the boots 

went out and the work seemed to go on for ever. Even so, the odd minute could always be snatched for Arts and Crafts or for obliging a fellow with a hair cut, at a price! From here, too, could be heard the cry of 'Veek', the call of the ration sergeant, Doug Watts, to his henchman, Vic Lovell. To these two and the team of cooks, the gratitude of the unit has never been fully expressed, for the difficulties of ration supplies and ration scales and the preparation and cooking in the kitchens are not always apparent nor appreciated by those 'not in the know'. High morale in a unit can be linked up to a large degree with the satisfaction of physical needs and in particular by the ample provision of good wholesome food. Our rations in quantity and quality were not, at times, all that could be desired and even now the dull monotony of the staple diet of Fiji days, corn cobs, dried peas, taro root, sago, and little else, can be vividly recalled. Although at first it was a real pleasure to go on to American rations, with their tins of fruit cocktail and grapefruit juice, we soon longed for real food into which we could dig our teeth. However, grimmer days were ahead; days when the thought of real meals was only a tantalising memory, and the very look of C and K rations had a revulsion and indigestibility about them that only experience can teach. And so to Sergeant Cook, Tom Coath, Corporal Snow Atkinson, and their band of cooks and kitchen hands who, under often poor and varying conditions did their best with the food for the boys, we now say 'Thanks'.

          
And thinking of cookhouses brings a picture to mind of incinerators and piles of burnt tins, of fly traps and grease traps; and from there we go straight on to our old friend with the pipe, Corporal Jim Ashby, head of the sanitation and hygiene detail. Jim was a conscientious and willing worker and really revelled in the job. Thanks to him and to 'Flash' Parminter conditions round our camps were truly hygienic. A daily visitor to the cookhouse, too, was the water duties man. A number of MT drivers were associated with the water-cart, and never were they so busy as on Nissan Island, where the total absence of fresh water meant long trips to the CB distillation plants and late hours on coral studded mud tracks.

          
Earlier we spoke of Hank Jesson, but of his love of firearms we left the telling till now. Hank was an acquisition to any armourer's shop, and Armourer-Sergeant Snow Bruns found him a willing and able help. Snow came to us shortly before our move from Necal to 

the Solomons, staying with the unit throughout its remaining life, and the award of a mention in dispatches for his work during the Vella operations was a reflection of his conscientious efficiency. In January 1945 he was in hospital with his fourth bout of malaria and we hope he will not have any lasting effects. Snow was the first change of armourer since Fiji, when Bert Adamson, Bill Pearson, and Sid Withers all wore the hammer and pincers badge in succession. Armourer-Sergeant Bill Pearson was killed in action while attached to another battalion during the landing on the Treasuries, and though his stay with 35th at Namaka was not long, those who knew him well remember his pleasant personality. One of our lone workers was our one and only unit tailor, Bob Drummond. The work he did in Necal was so valuable in patching clothing and mending bedcot canvasses that we often wondered how we would have got on without him at that stage, when new clothing and equipment were so difficult to come by. When the battalion moved north Bob was transferred to Base and when last seen was a happy member of the tailor's shop at BOD.

          
Corporal Ben Bennett will need no re-introduction. The battalion post office was the source of those comforting and long awaited letters from home, and who in their turn has not clustered round the Post Office tent and asked, 'When's the next mail due, Ben?' Sorting of inward mail was the one task within the unit for which fatigues did not require to be detailed—there were always volunteers in plenty to speed up the job. Ben is now wearing civilian clothes with distinction and we only hope that his re-acquaintance with 'Gorgeous' on arrival back in New Zealand came up to expectations. Bulk canteen work was another responsibility covered within the platoon and Pat Cameron had many cares with the provision of the creature comforts of beer and cigarettes, and the hundred and one other items that were obtainable from the American PXs. and which made all the difference to our Spartan standard of living.

          
One section of the platoon which really knew the meaning of the Divisional motto, 'Improvise', were the Pioneers. Many were the 
bures and huts that went up and were held together by wire and old nails salvaged from ration cases; and will they ever forget crate building out of the odd pieces of timber gathered as flotsam along the foreshore at Népoui? And think of the magnificent sets of black-smith's and artificer's tools sent so regularly to the unit by ordnance 

despite the total absence of any utility for the tools! Yes, from building concert stages to repairing Coleman lamps; from target frames to officers-mess arm-chairs, Sergeant Morton and Sergeant De Latour and their band of merry men were ever on call. Most of the gang are now plying their civilian trade but we only hope that they are not now faced with some of the difficulties they knew when 'On Active Service!'

          
The boys of the Q store received much good-natured abuse and yet, with all, in few other units within the limit of outside supply, were troops better provided with clothing and equipment. Those who reigned on and off in the battalion store, Bert Bull, Ralph Potter, Ken Spiller, knew that work and responsibility was their lot, but the room for initiative and interest of the work more than compensated. The Q sign indicated many stores over the years—from outbuildings on McNicholl's farm at Te Aroha to the copra sheds at Joro Plantation on Vella Lavella, and from a cabin on the ill-fated 
President Coolidge to dugout and outrigger canoes during the action at Timbala Bay.

          
Few of the battalion realised the nature and extent of the work done on paper by the Q office. The difficulty of the detailed accounting procedure with an inadequate war accounting staff, and more often than not office conditions, necessitated many extra hours of work night after night. It was a continual fight to get on top of the returns demanded by DADOS, but there was always the hope that 'some day' the work would be up-to-date and that never a file would be found sitting on a desktop, marked 'for action' or 'pending'. Unfortunately the millenium was never reached! But Ron Barker, Curley Power, Harry Rowe, Hugh Murray, and Joe Johansen all qualified the hard way, through the lessons of experience, as first class Q M clerks.

          
Now comes the saga of the MT boys, the largest group within the platoon. Only those who have sweated the length of a coral-strewn track behind the wheel of a six-by-four; or eased it over the wreckage of the jungle following in the path of the tanks; or driven axle deep in the sea from LST to shore, can truly appreciate the task to be credited to these boys. Yes, the MT boys have memories! Who among them will forget the joyful homebound convoy, Namaka to Suva, and the wagers laid as to which trucks would make it, of the thrill of excitement of receiving jeeps of our own at Paerata and their 

tryout at the Kaimais; of the corrugations and red dust of Necal and Percy the Pig and Fanny the Fawn; or the seaside camp at Maravari the envy of all troops on Vella Lavella; or the hard slogging from. Green 2 to South Point at the fair time of a mile an hour! And who has not heard of the time when the MT forsook their trucks and, with barge and canoe and captured Jap punt and the Queen Mary, kept the supplies moving forward in Vella. A word must be said here of the platoon's only battle casualty, Private R. J. Fitzgerald, of the MT drivers who was killed in action on Vella. Fits volunteered at the start of the operations to join the guerilla platoon and was with it as a rifleman when it was cut off by the Japs. The story of his endurance and example during those desperate days makes stirring reading, and it is an irony of fate that he should have swum out to the comparative safety of the evacuation barge only to receive a sniper's bullet while manning a bren gun and giving covering fire to the remainder of the platoon.

          
We used to wonder where the unit would have been if there had not been the efficient group of mechanics and fitters to work on, among many other things, the portable cookers which seemed to give endless trouble. Sergeant Scott and his mechanics performed wonders with few tools and inadequate stocks of spares, and to this group lies the credit for 'keeping the wheels turning' when the abused vehicles had just about 'had it!'

          
Now our story comes to an end and the thanks of the officers responsible for the various sections at different stages of the platoon's history go out to the personnel for a good job well done. The Regimental Quartermaster Sergeant, WO II Bob Buckland, was awarded the MBE for his services in the last honours list for the force, and the citation which reads in part, 'During the whole length of his service he has never spared himself and has shown great dilligence and devotion to duty thus contributing very materially towards the successful organisation of his unit', may be taken to cover all the personnel of the administrative platoon. Major Moses, Captain Johnnie Rose, quartermasters; Lieutenants Bill Small, Allan Hill and Mont-gomery (Monty) of the transport; and Lieutenants Len Harvey and Colin Becroft of the pioneers; all know that without the cooperation and loyal support and the disregard for personal comfort and long hours of the men of the platoon the story of the 35th Battalion in the Pacific might not be making such happy reading.

          


          
No doubt, whenever two or three of No. 4 gather in freezing works or in Italy, in the city or on farms, there will be many a toast, silent or otherwise, to the days on Bure Hill, Te Aroha, the grave-yard camp on the 'Canal', and South Point on the 'gem of the Pacific', Nissan, and to those lifelong friends we made during those hectic days.

        

        

          

            
Vella Days
          

          

            
Written by the Medical Officer
          

          
It has often been stated that this is a medical war. How true that is of jungle warfare!

          
September, 1943, found the 35th Battalion in the jungle of Vella Lavella, matched against crack Japanese marines. The mental strain of the first encounter against the enemy proved no less than the physical hardships. Besides enemy bombs and bullets, the troops had to contend with heat and tropical diseases—no mean adversaries. Maiaria, skin rashes of all kinds, accidental injuries, tropical sores, hook-worm and dysentry—these were the things to be feared even more than the wily Jap.

          
The battalion medical services were organised, therefore, to treat not only battle casualties, but also sickness. All supplies were carried in portable haversacks, usually on the back, but in the trek up the coast, the main battalion medical supplies were able to be transported in native canoes. As soon as battalion headquarters moved forward, the battalion aid-post packed its equipment and reached its new site as soon as possible. There, a tarpaulin for protection against torrential rains was erected, and under it medical equipment such as blood plasma, splints, drugs, dressings and instruments was set out in preparation for casualties. It usually took eight men to get one wounded stretcher case back to the RAP, and the stretcher bearers found their work difficult in the extreme. However, the long months of training in New Zealand and Necal enabled them to carry out their tasks creditably and well. When a man was wounded, first-aid was given on the spot by the company medical orderlies, and evacuation was carried out as rapidly as possible, first to the aid post where additional treatment was given, and thence by barge to the advanced dressing station.

          
Even the transport of sick and wounded has its lighter side. On one occasion, a party of bearers conveyed a suspected case of acute appendicitis up hill and down dale, through swamp and jungle for a 

distance of nearly two miles back to the medical officer, to find their patient was suffering merely from the common 'belly ache', due to an unaccustomed diet of C and K ration. The perspiring stretcher bearers were not at all pleased when they later sighted their victim strolling about unconcernedly, and expressed themselves in no uncertain manner. Among other things it was suggested that the diet be persevered with!

          
When the battle was over, the work of the Medical Section carried on. The continual stream of sick required to be treated, while the unit anti-malarial squad was kept busily engaged in spraying swamps with oil to prevent the breeding of the malarial mosquito. Yes, it was a testing time for both men and equipment; a time when the men of the 35th Battalion came to realise to the full the consequence of 'war in the raw'. Vella Lavella—an island paradise! Perhaps!

        

        

          

            
The Story of a Stag
          

          
It so happened that one of the local dogs (four legged) ran a deer into the river at a point close to Battalion Headquarters. This was in the days of Nepoui. The stag found temporary safety in deep water until the RSM appeared, complete with Tommy gun which he discharged without any apparent inconvenience to the deer. Now it chanced that the adjutant, Captain D. George, strolling to breakfast, came on the scene to investigate. Summing up the situation at a glance the adjutant flung himself, fully dressed, into the turgid flood, put a headlock on the stag and hollered lustily to RSM Ivers for a piece of rope. The RSM, equally clad, also flung himself into the tide, and before you could say Houailou they had the stag well and truly hogtied and safe on the bank. In spite of all the things they say about RSM's and their marksmanship, it was discovered that the Tommy gun had done its dastardly work only too well. Result—venison for supper, a new 14 point stag hat rack for the Sergeant's Mess—and ask Captain George sometime just where that fine deerskin rug came from.

        

        

          

            
Transport on Vella Lavella
          

          
One heavy dug-out canoe, one light canoe, two outriggers, and two Jap collapsible boats plied a useful trade. This weird assortment of mixed native and military craft was operated by the transport 

platoon which called itself the Umomo General Freight and Passenger (No Deadheads) Transport Corporation (Unlicensed). The corporation was to be found in the waters round about Umomo Island after the Japs had flown. It performed full time duty fetching and carrying water, food and munitiions between companies on the coast. There was no cash fare for passengers or goods, but anyone wanting a ride from one bay to another worked his passage at the end of a punting pole or a broken down paddle. Fastest of the fleet was the Cutty Sark, an outrigger. This outrigger carried eight passengers and several hundred pounds of cargo. The Queen Mary, the big dug-out boat propelled by four oars, took a load of three quarters of a ton, but moved terribly slowly.

          


        

        

          

            
Disbanding The Unit
          

          
It was our fervent hope, as we slammed the lids on the crates and painted the shipping numbers on the cases in Necal in August 1944 that never again would we sight the unit equipment; that the gear which had accompanied us to Fiji and a dosen other islands, and on a dozen ships, would be but a memory. It was an empty hope! Late in September Colonel Moffat detailed a small group from the unit to take over the equipment and to prepare to clear the unit's ledger by handing it over to an ordnance depot in New Zealand.

          
For this job he detailed the quartermaster, Captain Johnnie Rose, who assembled around him, as furloughs expired, Sergeant Cam Gillespie, Lance-Corporals Hugh Murray and Vic Lovell, Alan Barnhill and Joe Johansen. The equipment and vehicles of the entire division, as ships brought them to Auckland, had been dumped in a former American camp, Camp Ewart, later known as Mangere Crossing Camp, near Otahuhu. It was an impressive sight to see the 3,000 vehicles row on row on row, and to wander through warehouse after ware-house each stacked roof high with the equipment of the 90 odd accounting units of the force.

          
Camp Ewart became the base of the Third (New Zealand) Division and in time an Army Ordnance Depot moved up from Trentham to prepare to receive the equipment of the units. It was a slow task. All the equipment so carefully and tenderly packed in Necal had to be uncrated and checked and sorted and cleaned and polished. But in time the kitchen gear shone with a brilliance never known before; web equipment had been scrubbed, and the 'Tacks, Brass, 3/4 inch, Shoemakers for the use of', had been counted and the ordnance was satisfied.

          
But then came the paper war and weeks went by while a busy hum rose from the office as checks were made in the ledger to find out where truck No. 123 was which we had had in Fiji and didn't have now, and where were the emergency rations which once we had but now could not find.

          
In time the ledger was nicely ruled off. Then the auditor checked it, and for weeks he listed his queries on pages. Then on trial we were to satisfy him that the No. 48 wireless set shown as 'Lost as the result of enemy action in Vella' had actually been lost and
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was not in our kitbags as a trophy of war. After much questioning he pronounced himself satisfied and set his seal of approval on the stores ledger and the regimental funds accounts.

          
And thus with the stroke of the pen the 35th (New Zealand) Battalion went out of existence, for on 24 January 1945 the following obituary notice appeared through the 3 NZ Division Base routine orders:

          
'A certificate of clearance by audit of the stores, equipment and vehicle ledgers, and the Regimental and Canteen Funds Accounts has been granted to the 35 NZ Battalion.'

          

            
'Long May it Rest in Peace.'

            


J. D. Rose, Captain.
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Now comes the story of the men behind the scenes; those who kept the wheels turning, those who built the mess rooms, and those who fried the 'spam'; those who kept the flies at bay and those who ran the mail. The administration platoon of the battalion, often known as No. 4, lived a full life throughout the history of the unit-full in that, wet or fine, in action or in rest areas, on holidays or on work days, the personnel of the platoon rarely knew rest. At all time the cry of the unit for food and clothing from the Q and for stores from the canteen was insatiable. The wheels of twice the amount of unit transport could have been kept turning twice as long to supply the demand. Schemes for employing the pioneers on bigger, brighter and better 
bures were endless.

          
But alone midst the ceaseless activity around them stood two whom the remainder of the unit heartfully wished could have been extended more often—the butcher boys, Hank and Stan. These two stalwarts really felt for the unit as the piles of empty meat tins round the cookhouse grew, but when the ASC, in the fullness of its heart, sent fresh meat then Hank and Stan really earned their pay. But unfortunately the meat came not as often as we could have wished! Hank and Stan also carried No. 4's banner into the firing line and they are not likely to forget their experiences when their tiny force was ambushed by the Japs on Vella, and cut off from the battalion for a week.

          
Never far from the butchers, no matter where we were camped, was the boot repairing shop where Gordon Attwood and Jacko and the other shoemakers reigned. Here the boots came in and the boots 

went out and the work seemed to go on for ever. Even so, the odd minute could always be snatched for Arts and Crafts or for obliging a fellow with a hair cut, at a price! From here, too, could be heard the cry of 'Veek', the call of the ration sergeant, Doug Watts, to his henchman, Vic Lovell. To these two and the team of cooks, the gratitude of the unit has never been fully expressed, for the difficulties of ration supplies and ration scales and the preparation and cooking in the kitchens are not always apparent nor appreciated by those 'not in the know'. High morale in a unit can be linked up to a large degree with the satisfaction of physical needs and in particular by the ample provision of good wholesome food. Our rations in quantity and quality were not, at times, all that could be desired and even now the dull monotony of the staple diet of Fiji days, corn cobs, dried peas, taro root, sago, and little else, can be vividly recalled. Although at first it was a real pleasure to go on to American rations, with their tins of fruit cocktail and grapefruit juice, we soon longed for real food into which we could dig our teeth. However, grimmer days were ahead; days when the thought of real meals was only a tantalising memory, and the very look of C and K rations had a revulsion and indigestibility about them that only experience can teach. And so to Sergeant Cook, Tom Coath, Corporal Snow Atkinson, and their band of cooks and kitchen hands who, under often poor and varying conditions did their best with the food for the boys, we now say 'Thanks'.

          
And thinking of cookhouses brings a picture to mind of incinerators and piles of burnt tins, of fly traps and grease traps; and from there we go straight on to our old friend with the pipe, Corporal Jim Ashby, head of the sanitation and hygiene detail. Jim was a conscientious and willing worker and really revelled in the job. Thanks to him and to 'Flash' Parminter conditions round our camps were truly hygienic. A daily visitor to the cookhouse, too, was the water duties man. A number of MT drivers were associated with the water-cart, and never were they so busy as on Nissan Island, where the total absence of fresh water meant long trips to the CB distillation plants and late hours on coral studded mud tracks.

          
Earlier we spoke of Hank Jesson, but of his love of firearms we left the telling till now. Hank was an acquisition to any armourer's shop, and Armourer-Sergeant Snow Bruns found him a willing and able help. Snow came to us shortly before our move from Necal to 

the Solomons, staying with the unit throughout its remaining life, and the award of a mention in dispatches for his work during the Vella operations was a reflection of his conscientious efficiency. In January 1945 he was in hospital with his fourth bout of malaria and we hope he will not have any lasting effects. Snow was the first change of armourer since Fiji, when Bert Adamson, Bill Pearson, and Sid Withers all wore the hammer and pincers badge in succession. Armourer-Sergeant Bill Pearson was killed in action while attached to another battalion during the landing on the Treasuries, and though his stay with 35th at Namaka was not long, those who knew him well remember his pleasant personality. One of our lone workers was our one and only unit tailor, Bob Drummond. The work he did in Necal was so valuable in patching clothing and mending bedcot canvasses that we often wondered how we would have got on without him at that stage, when new clothing and equipment were so difficult to come by. When the battalion moved north Bob was transferred to Base and when last seen was a happy member of the tailor's shop at BOD.

          
Corporal Ben Bennett will need no re-introduction. The battalion post office was the source of those comforting and long awaited letters from home, and who in their turn has not clustered round the Post Office tent and asked, 'When's the next mail due, Ben?' Sorting of inward mail was the one task within the unit for which fatigues did not require to be detailed—there were always volunteers in plenty to speed up the job. Ben is now wearing civilian clothes with distinction and we only hope that his re-acquaintance with 'Gorgeous' on arrival back in New Zealand came up to expectations. Bulk canteen work was another responsibility covered within the platoon and Pat Cameron had many cares with the provision of the creature comforts of beer and cigarettes, and the hundred and one other items that were obtainable from the American PXs. and which made all the difference to our Spartan standard of living.

          
One section of the platoon which really knew the meaning of the Divisional motto, 'Improvise', were the Pioneers. Many were the 
bures and huts that went up and were held together by wire and old nails salvaged from ration cases; and will they ever forget crate building out of the odd pieces of timber gathered as flotsam along the foreshore at Népoui? And think of the magnificent sets of black-smith's and artificer's tools sent so regularly to the unit by ordnance 

despite the total absence of any utility for the tools! Yes, from building concert stages to repairing Coleman lamps; from target frames to officers-mess arm-chairs, Sergeant Morton and Sergeant De Latour and their band of merry men were ever on call. Most of the gang are now plying their civilian trade but we only hope that they are not now faced with some of the difficulties they knew when 'On Active Service!'

          
The boys of the Q store received much good-natured abuse and yet, with all, in few other units within the limit of outside supply, were troops better provided with clothing and equipment. Those who reigned on and off in the battalion store, Bert Bull, Ralph Potter, Ken Spiller, knew that work and responsibility was their lot, but the room for initiative and interest of the work more than compensated. The Q sign indicated many stores over the years—from outbuildings on McNicholl's farm at Te Aroha to the copra sheds at Joro Plantation on Vella Lavella, and from a cabin on the ill-fated 
President Coolidge to dugout and outrigger canoes during the action at Timbala Bay.

          
Few of the battalion realised the nature and extent of the work done on paper by the Q office. The difficulty of the detailed accounting procedure with an inadequate war accounting staff, and more often than not office conditions, necessitated many extra hours of work night after night. It was a continual fight to get on top of the returns demanded by DADOS, but there was always the hope that 'some day' the work would be up-to-date and that never a file would be found sitting on a desktop, marked 'for action' or 'pending'. Unfortunately the millenium was never reached! But Ron Barker, Curley Power, Harry Rowe, Hugh Murray, and Joe Johansen all qualified the hard way, through the lessons of experience, as first class Q M clerks.

          
Now comes the saga of the MT boys, the largest group within the platoon. Only those who have sweated the length of a coral-strewn track behind the wheel of a six-by-four; or eased it over the wreckage of the jungle following in the path of the tanks; or driven axle deep in the sea from LST to shore, can truly appreciate the task to be credited to these boys. Yes, the MT boys have memories! Who among them will forget the joyful homebound convoy, Namaka to Suva, and the wagers laid as to which trucks would make it, of the thrill of excitement of receiving jeeps of our own at Paerata and their 

tryout at the Kaimais; of the corrugations and red dust of Necal and Percy the Pig and Fanny the Fawn; or the seaside camp at Maravari the envy of all troops on Vella Lavella; or the hard slogging from. Green 2 to South Point at the fair time of a mile an hour! And who has not heard of the time when the MT forsook their trucks and, with barge and canoe and captured Jap punt and the Queen Mary, kept the supplies moving forward in Vella. A word must be said here of the platoon's only battle casualty, Private R. J. Fitzgerald, of the MT drivers who was killed in action on Vella. Fits volunteered at the start of the operations to join the guerilla platoon and was with it as a rifleman when it was cut off by the Japs. The story of his endurance and example during those desperate days makes stirring reading, and it is an irony of fate that he should have swum out to the comparative safety of the evacuation barge only to receive a sniper's bullet while manning a bren gun and giving covering fire to the remainder of the platoon.

          
We used to wonder where the unit would have been if there had not been the efficient group of mechanics and fitters to work on, among many other things, the portable cookers which seemed to give endless trouble. Sergeant Scott and his mechanics performed wonders with few tools and inadequate stocks of spares, and to this group lies the credit for 'keeping the wheels turning' when the abused vehicles had just about 'had it!'

          
Now our story comes to an end and the thanks of the officers responsible for the various sections at different stages of the platoon's history go out to the personnel for a good job well done. The Regimental Quartermaster Sergeant, WO II Bob Buckland, was awarded the MBE for his services in the last honours list for the force, and the citation which reads in part, 'During the whole length of his service he has never spared himself and has shown great dilligence and devotion to duty thus contributing very materially towards the successful organisation of his unit', may be taken to cover all the personnel of the administrative platoon. Major Moses, Captain Johnnie Rose, quartermasters; Lieutenants Bill Small, Allan Hill and Mont-gomery (Monty) of the transport; and Lieutenants Len Harvey and Colin Becroft of the pioneers; all know that without the cooperation and loyal support and the disregard for personal comfort and long hours of the men of the platoon the story of the 35th Battalion in the Pacific might not be making such happy reading.

          


          
No doubt, whenever two or three of No. 4 gather in freezing works or in Italy, in the city or on farms, there will be many a toast, silent or otherwise, to the days on Bure Hill, Te Aroha, the grave-yard camp on the 'Canal', and South Point on the 'gem of the Pacific', Nissan, and to those lifelong friends we made during those hectic days.
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Vella Days
          

          

            
Written by the Medical Officer
          

          
It has often been stated that this is a medical war. How true that is of jungle warfare!

          
September, 1943, found the 35th Battalion in the jungle of Vella Lavella, matched against crack Japanese marines. The mental strain of the first encounter against the enemy proved no less than the physical hardships. Besides enemy bombs and bullets, the troops had to contend with heat and tropical diseases—no mean adversaries. Maiaria, skin rashes of all kinds, accidental injuries, tropical sores, hook-worm and dysentry—these were the things to be feared even more than the wily Jap.

          
The battalion medical services were organised, therefore, to treat not only battle casualties, but also sickness. All supplies were carried in portable haversacks, usually on the back, but in the trek up the coast, the main battalion medical supplies were able to be transported in native canoes. As soon as battalion headquarters moved forward, the battalion aid-post packed its equipment and reached its new site as soon as possible. There, a tarpaulin for protection against torrential rains was erected, and under it medical equipment such as blood plasma, splints, drugs, dressings and instruments was set out in preparation for casualties. It usually took eight men to get one wounded stretcher case back to the RAP, and the stretcher bearers found their work difficult in the extreme. However, the long months of training in New Zealand and Necal enabled them to carry out their tasks creditably and well. When a man was wounded, first-aid was given on the spot by the company medical orderlies, and evacuation was carried out as rapidly as possible, first to the aid post where additional treatment was given, and thence by barge to the advanced dressing station.

          
Even the transport of sick and wounded has its lighter side. On one occasion, a party of bearers conveyed a suspected case of acute appendicitis up hill and down dale, through swamp and jungle for a 

distance of nearly two miles back to the medical officer, to find their patient was suffering merely from the common 'belly ache', due to an unaccustomed diet of C and K ration. The perspiring stretcher bearers were not at all pleased when they later sighted their victim strolling about unconcernedly, and expressed themselves in no uncertain manner. Among other things it was suggested that the diet be persevered with!

          
When the battle was over, the work of the Medical Section carried on. The continual stream of sick required to be treated, while the unit anti-malarial squad was kept busily engaged in spraying swamps with oil to prevent the breeding of the malarial mosquito. Yes, it was a testing time for both men and equipment; a time when the men of the 35th Battalion came to realise to the full the consequence of 'war in the raw'. Vella Lavella—an island paradise! Perhaps!
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The Story of a Stag
          

          
It so happened that one of the local dogs (four legged) ran a deer into the river at a point close to Battalion Headquarters. This was in the days of Nepoui. The stag found temporary safety in deep water until the RSM appeared, complete with Tommy gun which he discharged without any apparent inconvenience to the deer. Now it chanced that the adjutant, Captain D. George, strolling to breakfast, came on the scene to investigate. Summing up the situation at a glance the adjutant flung himself, fully dressed, into the turgid flood, put a headlock on the stag and hollered lustily to RSM Ivers for a piece of rope. The RSM, equally clad, also flung himself into the tide, and before you could say Houailou they had the stag well and truly hogtied and safe on the bank. In spite of all the things they say about RSM's and their marksmanship, it was discovered that the Tommy gun had done its dastardly work only too well. Result—venison for supper, a new 14 point stag hat rack for the Sergeant's Mess—and ask Captain George sometime just where that fine deerskin rug came from.
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Transport on Vella Lavella
          

          
One heavy dug-out canoe, one light canoe, two outriggers, and two Jap collapsible boats plied a useful trade. This weird assortment of mixed native and military craft was operated by the transport 

platoon which called itself the Umomo General Freight and Passenger (No Deadheads) Transport Corporation (Unlicensed). The corporation was to be found in the waters round about Umomo Island after the Japs had flown. It performed full time duty fetching and carrying water, food and munitiions between companies on the coast. There was no cash fare for passengers or goods, but anyone wanting a ride from one bay to another worked his passage at the end of a punting pole or a broken down paddle. Fastest of the fleet was the Cutty Sark, an outrigger. This outrigger carried eight passengers and several hundred pounds of cargo. The Queen Mary, the big dug-out boat propelled by four oars, took a load of three quarters of a ton, but moved terribly slowly.
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Disbanding The Unit
          

          
It was our fervent hope, as we slammed the lids on the crates and painted the shipping numbers on the cases in Necal in August 1944 that never again would we sight the unit equipment; that the gear which had accompanied us to Fiji and a dosen other islands, and on a dozen ships, would be but a memory. It was an empty hope! Late in September Colonel Moffat detailed a small group from the unit to take over the equipment and to prepare to clear the unit's ledger by handing it over to an ordnance depot in New Zealand.

          
For this job he detailed the quartermaster, Captain Johnnie Rose, who assembled around him, as furloughs expired, Sergeant Cam Gillespie, Lance-Corporals Hugh Murray and Vic Lovell, Alan Barnhill and Joe Johansen. The equipment and vehicles of the entire division, as ships brought them to Auckland, had been dumped in a former American camp, Camp Ewart, later known as Mangere Crossing Camp, near Otahuhu. It was an impressive sight to see the 3,000 vehicles row on row on row, and to wander through warehouse after ware-house each stacked roof high with the equipment of the 90 odd accounting units of the force.

          
Camp Ewart became the base of the Third (New Zealand) Division and in time an Army Ordnance Depot moved up from Trentham to prepare to receive the equipment of the units. It was a slow task. All the equipment so carefully and tenderly packed in Necal had to be uncrated and checked and sorted and cleaned and polished. But in time the kitchen gear shone with a brilliance never known before; web equipment had been scrubbed, and the 'Tacks, Brass, 3/4 inch, Shoemakers for the use of', had been counted and the ordnance was satisfied.

          
But then came the paper war and weeks went by while a busy hum rose from the office as checks were made in the ledger to find out where truck No. 123 was which we had had in Fiji and didn't have now, and where were the emergency rations which once we had but now could not find.

          
In time the ledger was nicely ruled off. Then the auditor checked it, and for weeks he listed his queries on pages. Then on trial we were to satisfy him that the No. 48 wireless set shown as 'Lost as the result of enemy action in Vella' had actually been lost and
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was not in our kitbags as a trophy of war. After much questioning he pronounced himself satisfied and set his seal of approval on the stores ledger and the regimental funds accounts.

          
And thus with the stroke of the pen the 35th (New Zealand) Battalion went out of existence, for on 24 January 1945 the following obituary notice appeared through the 3 NZ Division Base routine orders:

          
'A certificate of clearance by audit of the stores, equipment and vehicle ledgers, and the Regimental and Canteen Funds Accounts has been granted to the 35 NZ Battalion.'

          

            
'Long May it Rest in Peace.'

            


J. D. Rose, Captain.
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Chapter Fourteen

For Gallantry
        

        

          
His Majesty the King was graciously pleased to approve awards to the following members of the 35th Battalion:

          

            

	Distinguished Service Order: Lieutenant-Colonel 
C. F. Seaward, MG.

	Member of the Most Excellent Order of the British Empire: Warrant-Officer II, 
R. A. Buckland.

	Military Cross: Captain 
G. D. Falloon, Chaplain of the Forces. Distinguished Conduct Medal: Sergeant T. J. Walsh. Military Medal: Private R. Armour.

	Mentioned in Despatches: Captain 
J. L. Colgrave, Captain G. D. Falloon, Lieutenant J. W. Beaumont, Armourer-Sergeant J. Bruns, Sergeant H. L. Nelson, Private C. T. J. Beckham,


          

          
Following are the citations to the above awards.

        

        

          
Lieutenant-Colonel 
C. F. Seaward, DSO, MC.

          
This officer commanded the 35th Battalion. In the initial stages of the operation (Vella Lavella) he showed great resourcefulness in getting his battalion within striking distance of the enemy. At first contact at Timbala on 28 September 1943, he went through to the forward platoons and, regardless of his own safety, personally directed the action at a most critical period. It was due mainly to his splendid example and good leadership that the enemy was pinned down in the final position. He has commanded the battalion since January 1942. The high state of efficiency displayed by all ranks in their 

first engagement was a direct result of the unflagging energy and personality which Lieutenant-Colonel Seaward displayed during his period of command.

        

        

          
WO II 
R. A. Buckland, MBE

          
67194, WO II Robert Alfred Buckland, 35th Battalion, held the appointment of RQMS of this battalion from the time of its going to Fiji, and served in that capacity for a period of over two years covering the campaigns in Vella Lavella and Nissan Island. During the whole length of his service he has never spared himself and has shown great diligence and devotion to duty, thus contributing very materially towards the successful organisation of his unit. He has also done yoeman service in the organisation of the sporting activities of his unit, thereby assisting in a large measure with the maintenance of morale during long and difficult periods under tropical conditions. The high esteem in which he is held by all ranks is a reflection of the excellence of his service to the battalion.

        

        

          

            
Captain 
G. D. Falloon, MC.
          

          
254619, Reverend George David Falloon, CF (IV Class), attached to 35th Battalion, showed an outstanding devotion to duty during the Vella Lavella campaign and a complete disregard of his own safety in order to succour the sick, wounded and fighting soldier. In spite of the presence of the enemy, he carried heavy loads of comforts, unescorted, to the forward troops under the worst possible jungle conditions, and his part in holding the morale of the men cannot be assessed too highly. He personally assisted and supervised the bringing in of all killed in action, overcoming almost insurmountable difficulties. One example stands out of his work in this respect, and that was the recovery of the bodies of a group who had been killed in an evacuation. Regardless of the enemy he went out some 400 yards across the reef and brought in ail the bodies, a hazardous and strenuous task. His fearlessness and presence in the front line was an inspiration to all, and no man is held in higher regard for the part he played during the campaign.

        

        

          
Sergeant 
T. J. Walsh, DCM.

          
This NCO performed outstanding work as a patrol leader right through the operations carried out by the 35th Battalion in the northern part of Vella Lavella during the period 28 September to 2 
Octob-

er 1943. Repeatedly, and at great personal risk, he pushed forward and gained information of the utmost value. His uncanny bush sense, combined with his absolute disregard for his own safety, enabled him to pin-point enemy machine gun positions on at least three occasions. The result was that the artillery were able to concentrate on these positions, and thereby enable the infantry to get forward without heavy casualties. This NCO set a standard of leadership of the highest order.

        

        

          
Private R. Armour, MM.

          
From 28 September to 2 October 1943, this man acted as runner to his company during the operations at Timbala Bay in Vella Lavella. By his determination and courage under fire he was successful in bringing back information of the greatest importance. On one occasion, when unable to break through the enemy lines, he swam out to sea and round the enemy's flank, again under fire from enemy positions ashore, and although practically exhausted, succeeded in delivering his report. His courage and determination were an example to his fellow soldiers.

          
The following awards were made in recognition of long service.

          

            

	The Efficiency Decoration: Lieutenant-Colonel 
J. F. Moffat.

	The Efficiency Medal: WO II 
T. H. Evans.
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His Majesty the King was graciously pleased to approve awards to the following members of the 35th Battalion:

          

            

	Distinguished Service Order: Lieutenant-Colonel 
C. F. Seaward, MG.

	Member of the Most Excellent Order of the British Empire: Warrant-Officer II, 
R. A. Buckland.

	Military Cross: Captain 
G. D. Falloon, Chaplain of the Forces. Distinguished Conduct Medal: Sergeant T. J. Walsh. Military Medal: Private R. Armour.

	Mentioned in Despatches: Captain 
J. L. Colgrave, Captain G. D. Falloon, Lieutenant J. W. Beaumont, Armourer-Sergeant J. Bruns, Sergeant H. L. Nelson, Private C. T. J. Beckham,


          

          
Following are the citations to the above awards.
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Lieutenant-Colonel 
C. F. Seaward, DSO, MC.

          
This officer commanded the 35th Battalion. In the initial stages of the operation (Vella Lavella) he showed great resourcefulness in getting his battalion within striking distance of the enemy. At first contact at Timbala on 28 September 1943, he went through to the forward platoons and, regardless of his own safety, personally directed the action at a most critical period. It was due mainly to his splendid example and good leadership that the enemy was pinned down in the final position. He has commanded the battalion since January 1942. The high state of efficiency displayed by all ranks in their 

first engagement was a direct result of the unflagging energy and personality which Lieutenant-Colonel Seaward displayed during his period of command.
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WO II 
R. A. Buckland, MBE

          
67194, WO II Robert Alfred Buckland, 35th Battalion, held the appointment of RQMS of this battalion from the time of its going to Fiji, and served in that capacity for a period of over two years covering the campaigns in Vella Lavella and Nissan Island. During the whole length of his service he has never spared himself and has shown great diligence and devotion to duty, thus contributing very materially towards the successful organisation of his unit. He has also done yoeman service in the organisation of the sporting activities of his unit, thereby assisting in a large measure with the maintenance of morale during long and difficult periods under tropical conditions. The high esteem in which he is held by all ranks is a reflection of the excellence of his service to the battalion.
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Captain 
G. D. Falloon, MC.
          

          
254619, Reverend George David Falloon, CF (IV Class), attached to 35th Battalion, showed an outstanding devotion to duty during the Vella Lavella campaign and a complete disregard of his own safety in order to succour the sick, wounded and fighting soldier. In spite of the presence of the enemy, he carried heavy loads of comforts, unescorted, to the forward troops under the worst possible jungle conditions, and his part in holding the morale of the men cannot be assessed too highly. He personally assisted and supervised the bringing in of all killed in action, overcoming almost insurmountable difficulties. One example stands out of his work in this respect, and that was the recovery of the bodies of a group who had been killed in an evacuation. Regardless of the enemy he went out some 400 yards across the reef and brought in ail the bodies, a hazardous and strenuous task. His fearlessness and presence in the front line was an inspiration to all, and no man is held in higher regard for the part he played during the campaign.
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Sergeant 
T. J. Walsh, DCM.

          
This NCO performed outstanding work as a patrol leader right through the operations carried out by the 35th Battalion in the northern part of Vella Lavella during the period 28 September to 2 
Octob-

er 1943. Repeatedly, and at great personal risk, he pushed forward and gained information of the utmost value. His uncanny bush sense, combined with his absolute disregard for his own safety, enabled him to pin-point enemy machine gun positions on at least three occasions. The result was that the artillery were able to concentrate on these positions, and thereby enable the infantry to get forward without heavy casualties. This NCO set a standard of leadership of the highest order.
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Private R. Armour, MM.

          
From 28 September to 2 October 1943, this man acted as runner to his company during the operations at Timbala Bay in Vella Lavella. By his determination and courage under fire he was successful in bringing back information of the greatest importance. On one occasion, when unable to break through the enemy lines, he swam out to sea and round the enemy's flank, again under fire from enemy positions ashore, and although practically exhausted, succeeded in delivering his report. His courage and determination were an example to his fellow soldiers.

          
The following awards were made in recognition of long service.

          

            

	The Efficiency Decoration: Lieutenant-Colonel 
J. F. Moffat.

	The Efficiency Medal: WO II 
T. H. Evans.


          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The 35th Battalion

Chapter Fifteen — Sports





        

          
Chapter Fifteen

Sports
        

        

          
It is greatly regretted that the notes on sports are confined to mere results, which are not a full record. With the battalion disinter-grating under manpower direction, and the sudden departure of the balance of our old members in a reinforcement for the Second Division, it has been impossible to gather sufficient material from which to work.

        

        

          

            
Athletics
          

          
Early in the historical narrative, the grand gala sports day, held on the Nandi cricket ground was mentioned. After a week's preparation the grounds were complete with circular track, jumping pits and so on. So many entries had been received for handicap events that it was necessary to run off the preliminaries on the Friday afternoon preceeding the main sports day. On the Saturday a large crowd of spectators, including local inhabitants and New Zealand soldiers, witnessed some thrilling finishes. Programmes had been printed and no doubt many of the original members of the battalion still possess these as souvenirs of the occasion. At the conclusion of this successful day, Brigadier Potter presented the prises, and the Kava Bowl, which was awarded to the company which aggregated the highest points.

          
Following are the results:—

          

            

	100 
Yards Handicap: (Final): First, 
McDonald, S. A. (D Coy.), 4 yards. Second, Woods, H. R., (Bren), 9 yards. Third, Hayward, R. J., (D Coy.), 5 yards.

	220 
Yards Handicap: First, 
Sheerin, P. J. (D Coy.), 8 yards. Second, Kelaey, C. J., (HQ Coy.), 14 Eards. Third, Wynyard, J. D., (D Coy.), 8 yards.



	440 
Yards Handicap: First, 
Bridge, T. E. C., (C Coy.), 30 yards. Second, Hayward, R. J., (D Coy.), 15 yards. Third, Dean, R. L., (A Coy.). 35 yards.

	880 
Yards Handicap: First, 
Bates, L. J., (D Coy.), 35 yards. Second, Smith, E. A., {A Coy.), 40 yards. Third, Thompson, K. H. L., {C Coy.), 10 yards.

	1 
Mile Handicap: First, Murton, D., {B Coy.), 100 yards. Second, 
Bates, L. J., (D Coy.), 100 yards. Third, Thompson, K. H. L., (C Coy.), 20 yards.

	100 
Yards Open: First, Schubert, N., Bombardier, (37 Bty.). Second, 
Wishart, P. W., Lieutenant, (37 Bn.). Third, Walker. G. P., Private, (Brig. HQ).

	880 
Yards Open: First, 
Crossman, H. R., Sergeant, (37 Bn.). Second, Smith E. A. F., La nee-Corp oral, (37 Bn.). Third, Feisst, O. R., Lsmce-Corporal, (35 Bn, Bren).

	1 
Mile Relay: First, C Company. Second, D Company, Third, B company.

	880 
Yards Open Relay: First, 37 Battalion. Second, 35 Battalion. Third, Namaka Administration HQ.

	
Long Jump: First, 
Kelsey, C. J., (HQ Coy.). Second, Jackson, R. A., (D Coy.). Third, Clinch, A., (B Coy.).

	
Putting Shot: First, 
Kelsey, C. J., (HQ Coy.). Second, Silvester, G., (A Coy.). Third, Neate, W. J., (D Coy.).

	
High Jump: First, 
Kelsey, C. J., (HQ Coy.). Second, Silvester, G. (A Coy.), Third, Clinch, A., (B Coy.).

	
Cycle Race: First, Shaw. Second, Manuel. Third, Turner.

	
Officers' Dash: First, Lieutenant Brinkman, A. Second, Major McNamara, S.

	
Points for Kata Bowl: First, D Coy., 30 points. Second, HQ Coy. 18 points. Third, C Coy., 12 points. Fourth, A coy., 10 points.


          

          
Many sports days were held, mainly on a company basis. The next battalion day was held in Nepoui Valley. After much levelling and grass-cutting a presentable Kiwi stadium emerged. A large flat area had been chosen and the stadium was complete with grandstand and totalisator. On the day of the battalion sports the 37th Battalion Pipe Band entertained the spectators with selections. The Kava Bowl was again won by D company with 26 points, A and HQ companies being placed equal second with 23 points each. Following are some results: 100 
Yards Championship: Hocking, Sheerin, Carey. 10.6 Seconds.

          

            

	220 
Yards Championship: Hocking, Sheerin, Carey. 23 Seconds.

	440 
Yards Championship: Ormsby, Jackson, Warburton. 55 Seconds.

	880 
Yards Championship: Ormsby, Armour, Blok. 2.12 Minutes.

	
Mile Championship: Murton, Bates, Thompson, 4.45 Minutes.

	
Hop, Step and Jump: Kitchen, Burns, Mitchell. 38 feet 10 inches.

	
Broad Jump: Mitchell, Ormsby, Nicholson. 18 feet 6 inches.

	
High Jump: Charman, Kitchen, Johnson. 5 feet 4 inches.

	
Shot Putt: Johnson, Smith, Cotterall. 30 feet 11 inches.

	
Relay: HQ, D, A Companies.

	100 
Yards Handicap: Orr, Stewart, Singleton. 11 Seconds.

	220 
Yards Handicap: Thompson, Hookham, Donaldson. 23 3-5 Seconds.

	440 
Yards Handicap: McCormick, Taylor, Wells. 57 3-5 Seconds.

	880 
Yards Handicap: Smith, Crossman, O'Connor. 2.12 Minutes.



	220 
Yards Visitors: Lee, Stewart, Edwards. 24 3-5 Seconds.

	100 
Yards Sergeants: Gourlie, Dowdell, Allingham. 11 Seconds.

	75 
Yards Officers: Edwards, Avery, Bennett. 71/2 Seconds.

	
Hop, Step and Jump Open: Edwards, Stewart, Hendren. 36 feet 4 inches.

	
Throwing Cricket Ball: Wills, Armour, Avery. 100 Yards 1 foot.


          

          
This was the last field sports day held. Our activities in the forward areas were limited to such pastimes as tennaquoits owing to the lack of suitable grounds.

        

        

          

            
Rugby
          

          
Despite the concrete-like surfaces of the playing fields of Fiji, rugby was always followed with interest. Injuries were seldom serious but practically every player suffered abrasions. These often turned septic and this caused a number of good players to withdraw from playing the game. On the ground at Namaka Camp many thrilling battles were watched by large crowds. During the week days company contests were held. Unfortunately no records or results are available from the Fijian days.

          
On the return to New Zealand in July 1942, the rugby fans turned out in full strength. This time the grounds were more to our liking. Each Wednesday afternoon company games were played, while on Saturdays inter-unit competitions were held. Once again it is regretted that no results are available other than the result of a match at Te Aroha. This was between our battalion and the 37th Battalion. Te Aroha residents filled Rugby Park to witness this match, the gate proceeds being given to the National Patriotic Fund Board. The result was a win for the 37th Battalion after a closely contested game.

          
In Necal, at Nepoui Valley, the flat area lent itself to sports and before long two fine fields were constructed. The main field was complete with two grandstands. The most thrilling battle witnessed on this ground was when the 37th Battalion played the 2,9th Battalion in the semi-final of the Barrowclough Cup. The result was 11-6 in favour of the 37th Battalion.

          


          
In the Barrowclough Cup competition the battalion was eliminat' ed after a hard match with a fine team from the 30th Battalion. This match was played on 3 July, the result being: 30 Battalion 11 points: 35 Battalion nil.

          
When the unit returned to Necal after its tour of the forward area, rugby started off again. An organised competition was unfortunately impossible, and the units finally became too depleted to put a team on the field. The unit had its wins and losses, and it is unfortunate that a chronicle of results cannot be given.

        

        

          

            
Soccer
          

          
The battalion was lucky in having the nucleus of the Papakura Army Team which won the Drummond Cup, defeating the Navy, Air Force and Auckland. Thus when the unit was formed and sent to Fiji inter-company games were soon organised and even if head-quarters company were strong enough to play 'the rest' we enjoyed our football. Our most serious rivals were the Engineers whom we managed to beat twice at the area office grounds, but our greatest surprise was when we were beaten at Lautoka by the Indian team, to the score of 6-0. These dusky lads were very fast and wily and play ed good soccer, some even playing in bare feet. Players who represented the Battalion were: Orr, J., Scott, J., Mills, S., Thompson, K., Lees, J., Gilchrist, J., Grant, C., Robinson, E., Stevens, N., Beever, J., Roberts, S.

          
When the battalion moved back to New Zealand we continued our soccer at Paerata with Saturday games arranged against units at Papakura by the Divisional Sports Committee. Summer came and footballs were put away until we arrived in Necal. In Nepoui Valley a regular competition was arranged by the area office, and with the proper grounds marked out and jungle boots provided competition became very keen. Most units in the area had two teams play ing. This was the brightest period in the battalion's history as far as playing gear and players was concerned, and as far as can be remembered the unit senior team was unbeaten. Even the 30th Battalion was sent back with a loss of three goals to one. The battalion's senior and junior teams were: Foggo, J., Gilchrist, J., Scott, J., Orr, J., Lees, J., Thompson, K., Mills, S., Grant, C., Loveridge, McInnes, McNabb, Hare, Beever, Hamilton and Carson. Grey, Pears, Vessey, Miller, Camplin, Kinnis, Neely, Cormack, Scott, Loveridge, Johnston.

          


          
On our return to Necal we tried to build up a team again, but with men sick and being manpowered we found we had to teach men, who were keen to get fit, the rudiments of the game. Never-theless, we were grateful for the games against other units in Tene Valley at that time.

        

        

          

            
Cricket
          

          
Naturally with the hot weather in Fiji, cricket was very popular with the men and regular inter-company games were played in sports periods and weekends. Enough gear was supplied by the National Patriotic Fund Board for all games and though no inter-battalion matches were played, we were twice the guests of Mr. P. A. Snow, the Nandi District Commissioner. We lost both these matches on a very fast, matted concrete wicket to the fast bowling of the Fijians and the sound captainship of Mr. Snow. Personalities of the battalion teams included: Bonsall, Learning, Smith, Boyd, Mills, Stokes, Boland, Peach, Evans, Warner, Stevens and Budd.

          
Back in New Zealand again we found ourselves in the open spaces at Te Aroha and with the approach of summer the bat and ball appeared after the day's training. The men seemed quite content to spend the long evenings at cricket, and Saturday and Sunday games were sometimes organised. Then came the golden era of sports in New Caledonia. Each company had a wicket, but headquarters company cut out a wicket and kept a good surface with the aid of a 'home made' roller. This was the main wicket for inter-unit games. All companies were strong and some good matches were played. HQ company showed its keenness by arrranging regular matches with other units in the valley and are pleased to remember the hospitality shown on return matches with the anti-tank, artillery and engineers at Nepoui. The climax of the season was reached when a game with the 37th Battalion was arranged. After trials, over several afternoons, the following players were selected to travel to Taom for the match: Avery, Buckland, Buick, Budd, Cotterall, Evans, Farrell, Hare, Hill, McCormack, and Mills (Captain). This was the most exciting game in the unit's history. The 37th Battalion batted first and made 223 for 8 wickets declared. Scores were:—

          


          

            

              

                
	Whitelaw, c. Hill, b. Mills
                
	39
              

              

                
	Smith, c. Budd, b. Mills
                
	32
              

              

                
	Miller, lbw. b. Cotterall
                
	17
              

              

                
	Brown, b. Hill
                
	3
              

              

                
	Cook, c. Evans, b. Hare
                
	16
              

              

                
	Sugden, c. Avery, b. McCormack
                
	19
              

              

                
	Dean, b. Mills
                
	42
              

              

                
	Smith, not out
                
	32
              

              

                
	Elems, b. Mills
                
	0
              

              

                
	Hadler, not out
                
	20
              

              

                
	Extras
                
	20
              

              

                
	
                
	Total 223
              

            

          

          
The unit replied with 241 and passed the 37th Battalion total with five minutes to spare. Scores were:—

          

            

              

                
	Buckland, c. Dean, b. Bulman
                
	30
              

              

                
	Buiek, lbw. b. Smith,
                
	19
              

              

                
	Avery, run out
                
	55
              

              

                
	Cotterall, c. Hadler, b. Smith
                
	42
              

              

                
	Mills, c. Hadler, b. Smith
                
	35
              

              

                
	McCormack, c. Bulman, b. Sugden
                
	14
              

              

                
	Evans, c. Whitelaw, b. Sugden
                
	2
              

              

                
	Hare, c. Elems, b. Sugden
                
	0
              

              

                
	Budd. c. Hadler, b. Smith
                
	20
              

              

                
	Farrell, not out
                
	6
              

              

                
	Hill lbw., b. Cook
                
	0
              

              

                
	Extras
                
	18
              

              

                
	
                
	Total 241
              

            

          

          
Then came the move north and on our return to Necal we took up cricket for relaxation, but it wasn't long before we were on our way to greener fields and the chapter of army cricket was closed to many.

        

        

          

            
Hockey
          

          
Rugby, being the most popular game, took up all available grounds in Fiji. Undaunted by this, the hockey enthusiasts of the unit search' ed for a field. By the kind permission of the Hindu headmaster of the Nandi school the school grounds were made available to us, but not until much hard labour had been expended. For a whole afternoon a unit truck towed a mower borrowed from the RNZAF. After cane knives had completed the work and lines were marked out, a fairly rough ground resulted. Not enough players were available from each company to permit of a company competition, so teams were picked on each playing day and everyone enjoyed hitting the pill (when the grass didn't hide it). The 37th Battalion was very keen on the game, especially as its commanding officer and second-in-command formed 

a formidable pair of full backs. A game was soon arranged and the battalion team set forth to play the match on the other team's excellent ground. It was an exciting and tough match. The 37th Battalion had turned out in full force to spur its team to victory, but we made up for the lack of supporters by leaving the field as the victors. The score was 35th, 1; 37th, o. A return match was played on the same ground a few weeks later. On this occasion a rainstorm turned the ground into a mud bath, and much fun was had by both players and spectators. The match resulted in a draw; neither side scored a point.

          
Back in New Zealand, at Paerata, the rugby ground was allocated to hockey for the first half of a Wednesday afternoon. On Saturdays an inter-unit competition was arranged and the unit again kept its fine record. Although the main Auckland competition had started, the Hockey Association allowed two army teams (from the Fiji forces) to be entered. The competition was started again, several members of the battalion being members of one team which acquitted itself really well, only suffering two defeats. Unfortunately with the brigade's transfer to Te Aroha these teams had to be withdrawn from the main competition. In Necal a fairly good ground was available and every Saturday practices were held, but no competition matches were played. Our old rivals, the 37th Battalion, were too far away for a match to be arranged. On the return to Necal hockey started again, and hope was held of having some keen games on a very good ground. However, with the leave and manpower drafts depleting the ranks, only one game against the 30th Battalion was played. This was more of a friendly game than a match, but the battalion team showed great promise and decisively beat the other team.

        

        

          

            
Other Results
          

          
Below are a few results of sports tournaments and other competitions held in the forward area:—

          
Battalion winners in Brigade Arts and Crafts Competition:

          

            

	Coconut work: Private Imms. C. E., Second. Private Plummer, T., Third. Model Yachts: Lance-Corporal Dare, J., First. Sergeant Wright, C, Second.

	Shell work: Corporal Boese, W., First. Private Soper, E., Second. Woodwork: Private Smith, G., Highly Commended. Knives: Private Atwood, G., First.



	Field day held at Nissan prior to break up of unit:

	Tennaquoit: Bn. HQ. Swimming: D Company. Tug-o'-war: HQ Company. Canoe race: C Company.


          

          
The Falloon Cup was presented to D company which scored the highest total of points in the day's competition. Brigadier L. Potter presented the cup and other prises. The Falloon Cup was a master-piece of arts and crafts work by one of the pioneer section boys. A cigarette tin seemed to predominate.

          
Harbour swim at Nissan Island: Distance 1 1/2 miles.

          

            

	First: Lance-Sergeant G. Mason, time: 33 minutes 45 seconds. Second: Private Camplin, time: 35 minutes. Third: Private Andrew, time: 37 minutes.


          

          
Battalion championship shoot (Nissan Island))

          

            
Possible Score: 90


	First: Lance-Corporal Seymour, E., 81. Second: Major Bell, G. H., and Private Staehurski equal, 78. Fourth: Lance-Corporal Berry, B., 77. Fifth: Sergeant Skinner, D., 76.
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It is greatly regretted that the notes on sports are confined to mere results, which are not a full record. With the battalion disinter-grating under manpower direction, and the sudden departure of the balance of our old members in a reinforcement for the Second Division, it has been impossible to gather sufficient material from which to work.
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Athletics
          

          
Early in the historical narrative, the grand gala sports day, held on the Nandi cricket ground was mentioned. After a week's preparation the grounds were complete with circular track, jumping pits and so on. So many entries had been received for handicap events that it was necessary to run off the preliminaries on the Friday afternoon preceeding the main sports day. On the Saturday a large crowd of spectators, including local inhabitants and New Zealand soldiers, witnessed some thrilling finishes. Programmes had been printed and no doubt many of the original members of the battalion still possess these as souvenirs of the occasion. At the conclusion of this successful day, Brigadier Potter presented the prises, and the Kava Bowl, which was awarded to the company which aggregated the highest points.

          
Following are the results:—

          

            

	100 
Yards Handicap: (Final): First, 
McDonald, S. A. (D Coy.), 4 yards. Second, Woods, H. R., (Bren), 9 yards. Third, Hayward, R. J., (D Coy.), 5 yards.

	220 
Yards Handicap: First, 
Sheerin, P. J. (D Coy.), 8 yards. Second, Kelaey, C. J., (HQ Coy.), 14 Eards. Third, Wynyard, J. D., (D Coy.), 8 yards.



	440 
Yards Handicap: First, 
Bridge, T. E. C., (C Coy.), 30 yards. Second, Hayward, R. J., (D Coy.), 15 yards. Third, Dean, R. L., (A Coy.). 35 yards.

	880 
Yards Handicap: First, 
Bates, L. J., (D Coy.), 35 yards. Second, Smith, E. A., {A Coy.), 40 yards. Third, Thompson, K. H. L., {C Coy.), 10 yards.

	1 
Mile Handicap: First, Murton, D., {B Coy.), 100 yards. Second, 
Bates, L. J., (D Coy.), 100 yards. Third, Thompson, K. H. L., (C Coy.), 20 yards.

	100 
Yards Open: First, Schubert, N., Bombardier, (37 Bty.). Second, 
Wishart, P. W., Lieutenant, (37 Bn.). Third, Walker. G. P., Private, (Brig. HQ).

	880 
Yards Open: First, 
Crossman, H. R., Sergeant, (37 Bn.). Second, Smith E. A. F., La nee-Corp oral, (37 Bn.). Third, Feisst, O. R., Lsmce-Corporal, (35 Bn, Bren).

	1 
Mile Relay: First, C Company. Second, D Company, Third, B company.

	880 
Yards Open Relay: First, 37 Battalion. Second, 35 Battalion. Third, Namaka Administration HQ.

	
Long Jump: First, 
Kelsey, C. J., (HQ Coy.). Second, Jackson, R. A., (D Coy.). Third, Clinch, A., (B Coy.).

	
Putting Shot: First, 
Kelsey, C. J., (HQ Coy.). Second, Silvester, G., (A Coy.). Third, Neate, W. J., (D Coy.).

	
High Jump: First, 
Kelsey, C. J., (HQ Coy.). Second, Silvester, G. (A Coy.), Third, Clinch, A., (B Coy.).

	
Cycle Race: First, Shaw. Second, Manuel. Third, Turner.

	
Officers' Dash: First, Lieutenant Brinkman, A. Second, Major McNamara, S.

	
Points for Kata Bowl: First, D Coy., 30 points. Second, HQ Coy. 18 points. Third, C Coy., 12 points. Fourth, A coy., 10 points.


          

          
Many sports days were held, mainly on a company basis. The next battalion day was held in Nepoui Valley. After much levelling and grass-cutting a presentable Kiwi stadium emerged. A large flat area had been chosen and the stadium was complete with grandstand and totalisator. On the day of the battalion sports the 37th Battalion Pipe Band entertained the spectators with selections. The Kava Bowl was again won by D company with 26 points, A and HQ companies being placed equal second with 23 points each. Following are some results: 100 
Yards Championship: Hocking, Sheerin, Carey. 10.6 Seconds.

          

            

	220 
Yards Championship: Hocking, Sheerin, Carey. 23 Seconds.

	440 
Yards Championship: Ormsby, Jackson, Warburton. 55 Seconds.

	880 
Yards Championship: Ormsby, Armour, Blok. 2.12 Minutes.

	
Mile Championship: Murton, Bates, Thompson, 4.45 Minutes.

	
Hop, Step and Jump: Kitchen, Burns, Mitchell. 38 feet 10 inches.

	
Broad Jump: Mitchell, Ormsby, Nicholson. 18 feet 6 inches.

	
High Jump: Charman, Kitchen, Johnson. 5 feet 4 inches.

	
Shot Putt: Johnson, Smith, Cotterall. 30 feet 11 inches.

	
Relay: HQ, D, A Companies.

	100 
Yards Handicap: Orr, Stewart, Singleton. 11 Seconds.

	220 
Yards Handicap: Thompson, Hookham, Donaldson. 23 3-5 Seconds.

	440 
Yards Handicap: McCormick, Taylor, Wells. 57 3-5 Seconds.

	880 
Yards Handicap: Smith, Crossman, O'Connor. 2.12 Minutes.



	220 
Yards Visitors: Lee, Stewart, Edwards. 24 3-5 Seconds.

	100 
Yards Sergeants: Gourlie, Dowdell, Allingham. 11 Seconds.

	75 
Yards Officers: Edwards, Avery, Bennett. 71/2 Seconds.

	
Hop, Step and Jump Open: Edwards, Stewart, Hendren. 36 feet 4 inches.

	
Throwing Cricket Ball: Wills, Armour, Avery. 100 Yards 1 foot.


          

          
This was the last field sports day held. Our activities in the forward areas were limited to such pastimes as tennaquoits owing to the lack of suitable grounds.
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Rugby
          

          
Despite the concrete-like surfaces of the playing fields of Fiji, rugby was always followed with interest. Injuries were seldom serious but practically every player suffered abrasions. These often turned septic and this caused a number of good players to withdraw from playing the game. On the ground at Namaka Camp many thrilling battles were watched by large crowds. During the week days company contests were held. Unfortunately no records or results are available from the Fijian days.

          
On the return to New Zealand in July 1942, the rugby fans turned out in full strength. This time the grounds were more to our liking. Each Wednesday afternoon company games were played, while on Saturdays inter-unit competitions were held. Once again it is regretted that no results are available other than the result of a match at Te Aroha. This was between our battalion and the 37th Battalion. Te Aroha residents filled Rugby Park to witness this match, the gate proceeds being given to the National Patriotic Fund Board. The result was a win for the 37th Battalion after a closely contested game.

          
In Necal, at Nepoui Valley, the flat area lent itself to sports and before long two fine fields were constructed. The main field was complete with two grandstands. The most thrilling battle witnessed on this ground was when the 37th Battalion played the 2,9th Battalion in the semi-final of the Barrowclough Cup. The result was 11-6 in favour of the 37th Battalion.

          


          
In the Barrowclough Cup competition the battalion was eliminat' ed after a hard match with a fine team from the 30th Battalion. This match was played on 3 July, the result being: 30 Battalion 11 points: 35 Battalion nil.

          
When the unit returned to Necal after its tour of the forward area, rugby started off again. An organised competition was unfortunately impossible, and the units finally became too depleted to put a team on the field. The unit had its wins and losses, and it is unfortunate that a chronicle of results cannot be given.
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Soccer
          

          
The battalion was lucky in having the nucleus of the Papakura Army Team which won the Drummond Cup, defeating the Navy, Air Force and Auckland. Thus when the unit was formed and sent to Fiji inter-company games were soon organised and even if head-quarters company were strong enough to play 'the rest' we enjoyed our football. Our most serious rivals were the Engineers whom we managed to beat twice at the area office grounds, but our greatest surprise was when we were beaten at Lautoka by the Indian team, to the score of 6-0. These dusky lads were very fast and wily and play ed good soccer, some even playing in bare feet. Players who represented the Battalion were: Orr, J., Scott, J., Mills, S., Thompson, K., Lees, J., Gilchrist, J., Grant, C., Robinson, E., Stevens, N., Beever, J., Roberts, S.

          
When the battalion moved back to New Zealand we continued our soccer at Paerata with Saturday games arranged against units at Papakura by the Divisional Sports Committee. Summer came and footballs were put away until we arrived in Necal. In Nepoui Valley a regular competition was arranged by the area office, and with the proper grounds marked out and jungle boots provided competition became very keen. Most units in the area had two teams play ing. This was the brightest period in the battalion's history as far as playing gear and players was concerned, and as far as can be remembered the unit senior team was unbeaten. Even the 30th Battalion was sent back with a loss of three goals to one. The battalion's senior and junior teams were: Foggo, J., Gilchrist, J., Scott, J., Orr, J., Lees, J., Thompson, K., Mills, S., Grant, C., Loveridge, McInnes, McNabb, Hare, Beever, Hamilton and Carson. Grey, Pears, Vessey, Miller, Camplin, Kinnis, Neely, Cormack, Scott, Loveridge, Johnston.

          


          
On our return to Necal we tried to build up a team again, but with men sick and being manpowered we found we had to teach men, who were keen to get fit, the rudiments of the game. Never-theless, we were grateful for the games against other units in Tene Valley at that time.
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Cricket
          

          
Naturally with the hot weather in Fiji, cricket was very popular with the men and regular inter-company games were played in sports periods and weekends. Enough gear was supplied by the National Patriotic Fund Board for all games and though no inter-battalion matches were played, we were twice the guests of Mr. P. A. Snow, the Nandi District Commissioner. We lost both these matches on a very fast, matted concrete wicket to the fast bowling of the Fijians and the sound captainship of Mr. Snow. Personalities of the battalion teams included: Bonsall, Learning, Smith, Boyd, Mills, Stokes, Boland, Peach, Evans, Warner, Stevens and Budd.

          
Back in New Zealand again we found ourselves in the open spaces at Te Aroha and with the approach of summer the bat and ball appeared after the day's training. The men seemed quite content to spend the long evenings at cricket, and Saturday and Sunday games were sometimes organised. Then came the golden era of sports in New Caledonia. Each company had a wicket, but headquarters company cut out a wicket and kept a good surface with the aid of a 'home made' roller. This was the main wicket for inter-unit games. All companies were strong and some good matches were played. HQ company showed its keenness by arrranging regular matches with other units in the valley and are pleased to remember the hospitality shown on return matches with the anti-tank, artillery and engineers at Nepoui. The climax of the season was reached when a game with the 37th Battalion was arranged. After trials, over several afternoons, the following players were selected to travel to Taom for the match: Avery, Buckland, Buick, Budd, Cotterall, Evans, Farrell, Hare, Hill, McCormack, and Mills (Captain). This was the most exciting game in the unit's history. The 37th Battalion batted first and made 223 for 8 wickets declared. Scores were:—

          


          

            

              

                
	Whitelaw, c. Hill, b. Mills
                
	39
              

              

                
	Smith, c. Budd, b. Mills
                
	32
              

              

                
	Miller, lbw. b. Cotterall
                
	17
              

              

                
	Brown, b. Hill
                
	3
              

              

                
	Cook, c. Evans, b. Hare
                
	16
              

              

                
	Sugden, c. Avery, b. McCormack
                
	19
              

              

                
	Dean, b. Mills
                
	42
              

              

                
	Smith, not out
                
	32
              

              

                
	Elems, b. Mills
                
	0
              

              

                
	Hadler, not out
                
	20
              

              

                
	Extras
                
	20
              

              

                
	
                
	Total 223
              

            

          

          
The unit replied with 241 and passed the 37th Battalion total with five minutes to spare. Scores were:—

          

            

              

                
	Buckland, c. Dean, b. Bulman
                
	30
              

              

                
	Buiek, lbw. b. Smith,
                
	19
              

              

                
	Avery, run out
                
	55
              

              

                
	Cotterall, c. Hadler, b. Smith
                
	42
              

              

                
	Mills, c. Hadler, b. Smith
                
	35
              

              

                
	McCormack, c. Bulman, b. Sugden
                
	14
              

              

                
	Evans, c. Whitelaw, b. Sugden
                
	2
              

              

                
	Hare, c. Elems, b. Sugden
                
	0
              

              

                
	Budd. c. Hadler, b. Smith
                
	20
              

              

                
	Farrell, not out
                
	6
              

              

                
	Hill lbw., b. Cook
                
	0
              

              

                
	Extras
                
	18
              

              

                
	
                
	Total 241
              

            

          

          
Then came the move north and on our return to Necal we took up cricket for relaxation, but it wasn't long before we were on our way to greener fields and the chapter of army cricket was closed to many.
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Hockey
          

          
Rugby, being the most popular game, took up all available grounds in Fiji. Undaunted by this, the hockey enthusiasts of the unit search' ed for a field. By the kind permission of the Hindu headmaster of the Nandi school the school grounds were made available to us, but not until much hard labour had been expended. For a whole afternoon a unit truck towed a mower borrowed from the RNZAF. After cane knives had completed the work and lines were marked out, a fairly rough ground resulted. Not enough players were available from each company to permit of a company competition, so teams were picked on each playing day and everyone enjoyed hitting the pill (when the grass didn't hide it). The 37th Battalion was very keen on the game, especially as its commanding officer and second-in-command formed 

a formidable pair of full backs. A game was soon arranged and the battalion team set forth to play the match on the other team's excellent ground. It was an exciting and tough match. The 37th Battalion had turned out in full force to spur its team to victory, but we made up for the lack of supporters by leaving the field as the victors. The score was 35th, 1; 37th, o. A return match was played on the same ground a few weeks later. On this occasion a rainstorm turned the ground into a mud bath, and much fun was had by both players and spectators. The match resulted in a draw; neither side scored a point.

          
Back in New Zealand, at Paerata, the rugby ground was allocated to hockey for the first half of a Wednesday afternoon. On Saturdays an inter-unit competition was arranged and the unit again kept its fine record. Although the main Auckland competition had started, the Hockey Association allowed two army teams (from the Fiji forces) to be entered. The competition was started again, several members of the battalion being members of one team which acquitted itself really well, only suffering two defeats. Unfortunately with the brigade's transfer to Te Aroha these teams had to be withdrawn from the main competition. In Necal a fairly good ground was available and every Saturday practices were held, but no competition matches were played. Our old rivals, the 37th Battalion, were too far away for a match to be arranged. On the return to Necal hockey started again, and hope was held of having some keen games on a very good ground. However, with the leave and manpower drafts depleting the ranks, only one game against the 30th Battalion was played. This was more of a friendly game than a match, but the battalion team showed great promise and decisively beat the other team.
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Other Results
          

          
Below are a few results of sports tournaments and other competitions held in the forward area:—

          
Battalion winners in Brigade Arts and Crafts Competition:

          

            

	Coconut work: Private Imms. C. E., Second. Private Plummer, T., Third. Model Yachts: Lance-Corporal Dare, J., First. Sergeant Wright, C, Second.

	Shell work: Corporal Boese, W., First. Private Soper, E., Second. Woodwork: Private Smith, G., Highly Commended. Knives: Private Atwood, G., First.



	Field day held at Nissan prior to break up of unit:

	Tennaquoit: Bn. HQ. Swimming: D Company. Tug-o'-war: HQ Company. Canoe race: C Company.


          

          
The Falloon Cup was presented to D company which scored the highest total of points in the day's competition. Brigadier L. Potter presented the cup and other prises. The Falloon Cup was a master-piece of arts and crafts work by one of the pioneer section boys. A cigarette tin seemed to predominate.

          
Harbour swim at Nissan Island: Distance 1 1/2 miles.

          

            

	First: Lance-Sergeant G. Mason, time: 33 minutes 45 seconds. Second: Private Camplin, time: 35 minutes. Third: Private Andrew, time: 37 minutes.


          

          
Battalion championship shoot (Nissan Island))

          

            
Possible Score: 90


	First: Lance-Corporal Seymour, E., 81. Second: Major Bell, G. H., and Private Staehurski equal, 78. Fourth: Lance-Corporal Berry, B., 77. Fifth: Sergeant Skinner, D., 76.
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Chapter Sixteen

Roll of Honour
        

        

          

            
'Greater love hath no man than this,
          

          

            
That a man lay down his life for his friends.'
          

        

        

          
Killed in action—Vella Lavella


	60193 Lieutenant 
Ormsby, M. M.

	13 691 Second Lieutenant 
Griffiths, C. D.

	33205 Warrant Officer II 
Roche, R. A.

	499063 Corporal 
Johnstone, N. A.

	68264 Corporal Stewart, G. McF.

	404316 Private 
Bird, D. R.

	70037 Private 
Burnard, S. E. A.

	67741 Private 
Clements, C. F.

	70616 Private 
Cole, H. S.

	74059 Private 
Cooper, T. P.

	70771 Private 
Corcoran, H. G.

	67836 Private 
Fitzgerald, R. J.

	73649 Private 
Flaxman, W. C.

	462116 Private Hislop, S.

	244917 Private 
Hulena, T. J.

	70625 Private 
Langridge, E. L.

	74256 Private 
McCormick, A. F.

	74264 Private 
Pratt, W. M.

	74143 Private 
Tankard, G. G.

	70687 Private 
Warburton, A. R.


        

        

          
Died of wounds—Vella Lavella


	16674 Lieutenant 
Crawford, J. R.

	248442 Private 
Borrell, G. J.


        

        


        

          
Died of sickness—New Zealand


	67057 Sergeant 
Undrill, A. L.


        

        

          
'Come unto me all ye that travail and are heavily laden, and I will give you rest.'
        

        

          
Wounded in action—Vella Lave


	49952 Corporal Clifford, M.

	68153 Corporal 
Hill, D. M.

	68260 Corporal 
Simpson, G. C.

	72841 Lance-Corporal 
Thom, J. M.

	74058 Private 
Beaven, S. W. T.

	634675 Private 
Butterworth, J. W.

	617549 Private 
Callaghan, J. L. H.

	70383 Private Cameron, B.

	453397 Private 
Cormack, C. D.

	73298 Private 
Gibson, J. S. R.

	454078 Private 
Hall, L. S.

	70909 Private 
Melville, A. V.

	66932 Private 
Murton, D. C.

	67777 Private 
O'Sullivan, P. M.

	68019 Private 
Park, R. J.

	68101 Private 
Schicker, A. S.

	097713 Private 
Scott, D. L.

	73829 Private 
Spiers, F. W.

	67047 Private 
Thorpe, D. T.

	47434 Private 
Urquhart, W. A.


        

        

          
Slightly wounded in action


	296166 Private 
Riddell, C. W.

	437315 Private 
Skinner, G. F.


        

        

          
Nissan Island


	Wounded in action (While attached to Brigade HQ carrier platoon)

	67997 Private 
Carter, H. T.

	533340 Private 
Findlay, J. C.

	417402 Private 
Stannard, R. C.
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To Our Fallen
        

        

          
Dedicated to my Comrades of the 35th Battalion


          

            
With smiles on their faces, and a wave of good cheer,
          


          

            
'Bon Voyage', they cried, 'we'll be home by New Year.
          


          

For some of them, 'Yes', for some of them, 'No',


          

            
A price must be paid to defeat any foe.
          
        

        

          

            
Now the battle is over, and those whom you Knew,
          


          

            
No more will we see them in mess or pay queue,
          


          

            
Neath tall shady palms, where thunder resounds,
          


          

            
For freedom and justice can have no bounds.
          
        

        

          

            
The angry waves beat on the coral girt shore,
          


          

            
Where our comrades are resting in peace evermore,
          


          

            
Our padre has blessed them, with God-given grace,
          


          

            
And a little white cross marks each man's resting place.
          
        

        

          

            
We miss them so much, these comrades of ours,
          


          

            
Who rest neath the splendour of tropical flowers,
          


          

            
They fought a great fight so the world may be free,
          


          

            
And they'll live for ever in our memory.
          
          
            

Private W. A. Dobb.
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On The March
        

        

          

            
"Tis very well to write reviews,
          


          

            
And sit inside and keep dry shoe's,
          


          

            
But facts are facts, and just choose
          


          

            
To correct what appeared in the Kiwi news,
          


          

            
Forty miles to march.
          
        

        

          

            
"Twas sixteen dead to the first lunch stop,
          


          

            
Our spirits then were right on top,
          


          

            
Midst tropical rain and mozzies galore,
          


          

            
To read the report sure gets us raw,
          


          

            
Forty miles to march.
          
        

        

          

            
The first day's hop was twenty three,
          


          

            
Just seventeen more a la Kiwi,
          


          

            
But the poor old footsore infantry,
          


          

            
Knew this day's effort was one of three,
          


          

            
Forty still to march.
          
        

        

          

            
And so through Kone thence to Voh,
          


          

            
The morale of the troops was far from low,
          


          

            
In spite of camping at river level,
          


          

            
Where mosquitoes were just the very devil.
          


          

            
Still a score to march.
          
        

        

          

            
Late Thursday afternoon we totter,
          


          

            
To give salute to Brig. L. Potter;
          


          

            
An event proclaimed with acclamation,
          


          

            
We'd reached our final destination.
          


          

            
Sixty five miles marched.
          
        

        

          

            
To you who sit inside and pen,
          


          

            
The story of the marching men,
          


          

            
If doubt occurs, what we go through,
          


          

            
On metalled road with hobnailed shoe,
          


          

            
Come out and do a march.
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Retreat
        

        

          

            

	
                
The hush that comes with twilight's peace, steals o'er the valley's breast,
              

	
                
The mystic shades are softer now, on Je Jehari's crest,
              

	
                
With twisted trunks like tortured ghosts, the grey niaoulis stand,
              

	
                
Amidst the pale lantana tufts, that crouch on either hand.
              

	
                
The hush that comes with twilight's peace, steals o'er the valley's breast,
              

	
                
When after day's long-suffered hour, the sun 'Scourged land see\s rest,
              

	
                
And tremolo cicada song is trilling to the night,
              

	
                
E'er playful comes the will o-wisp with wayward dancing light.
              

	
                
Then suddenly, like thunder, rolls the bolder beat of drums,
              

	
                
Arresting all, and dominant, the great crescendo comes,
              

	
                
And as the rain precedes the storm, with measured noble beat,
              

	
                
As once they skirled 'mid Scotland's hills, the bagpipes sound retreat.
              

	
                
'Tis mem'ry's hour, and we recall those silent men who lie,
              

	
                
Up where the teeming jungles rot, beneath a tortured sky;
              

	No 
words of ours can voice our thoughts; our tongues are stricken dumb,

	
                
They speak for us, and weep for us, the bagpipe and the drum.
              


          

          

            
—Alasdair.

          

        

        

          

            

              
Isa Lei
            
          

          
(The words of this famous song are given here to help many of the old hands who know the tune but not the words).

          

            

              
Isa, isa, vulagi lasa dina,
            


            

              
Nomu lako au sana rarawa kina,
            


            

              
Ava beka koya mai cakava,
            


            

              
Nomo lako au na sega ni lasa.
            
          

        

        

          

            
Chorus
          

          

            

Isa lei—
Nanoqu rarawa,


            

              
Miko sana vodo e na mataka,
            


            

              
Bau nonuma, na nodatau lasa,
            


            

              
Mai Suva, nonuma tikonga.
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The hush that comes with twilight's peace, steals o'er the valley's breast,
              

	
                
The mystic shades are softer now, on Je Jehari's crest,
              

	
                
With twisted trunks like tortured ghosts, the grey niaoulis stand,
              

	
                
Amidst the pale lantana tufts, that crouch on either hand.
              

	
                
The hush that comes with twilight's peace, steals o'er the valley's breast,
              

	
                
When after day's long-suffered hour, the sun 'Scourged land see\s rest,
              

	
                
And tremolo cicada song is trilling to the night,
              

	
                
E'er playful comes the will o-wisp with wayward dancing light.
              

	
                
Then suddenly, like thunder, rolls the bolder beat of drums,
              

	
                
Arresting all, and dominant, the great crescendo comes,
              

	
                
And as the rain precedes the storm, with measured noble beat,
              

	
                
As once they skirled 'mid Scotland's hills, the bagpipes sound retreat.
              

	
                
'Tis mem'ry's hour, and we recall those silent men who lie,
              

	
                
Up where the teeming jungles rot, beneath a tortured sky;
              

	No 
words of ours can voice our thoughts; our tongues are stricken dumb,

	
                
They speak for us, and weep for us, the bagpipe and the drum.
              


          

          

            
—Alasdair.
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Isa Lei
            
          

          
(The words of this famous song are given here to help many of the old hands who know the tune but not the words).

          

            

              
Isa, isa, vulagi lasa dina,
            


            

              
Nomu lako au sana rarawa kina,
            


            

              
Ava beka koya mai cakava,
            


            

              
Nomo lako au na sega ni lasa.
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Chorus
          

          

            

Isa lei—
Nanoqu rarawa,


            

              
Miko sana vodo e na mataka,
            


            

              
Bau nonuma, na nodatau lasa,
            


            

              
Mai Suva, nonuma tikonga.
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Battalion Nominal Roll
        

        
The following roll of personnel who have served with the battalion has been compiled from the records available at the time the unit ceased to exist. Every effort has been made to include accurately-all those who have been with the unit at any stage. Personnel have been grouped according to rank. Because of frequent changes of non-commissioned officers, these may not be accurate in each instance. The last rank held, or the highest rank held for a considerable period, has detemined the group. In order to indicate the places where each member has served the following abbreviations have been used:—

        

          

	a Original member of the battalion who has served continuously and in all operations.

	f Served with the unit in Fiji,

	n Served with the unit in New Caledonia,

	v With the unit for Vella Lavella operations,

	g With the unit for Green Island operations:


        

        
Other abbreviations used are as follows:—

        

          

	k Killed in action.

	w Wounded in action.

	x Died of wounds.

	s Died of sickness

	d Mentioned in despatches.


        

        

          

              
Lieutenant-Colonels
            


	f Murphy, W., MC NZSC

	f 
Tomline, G. H., MC

	fnv 
Seaward, C. F., DSO, MC

	g 
Moffat, J. F., ED


        

        

          

              
Majors
            


	f 
Barker, E. L.

	K 
Bell, G. H.

	f 
Campbell, A. J. E.

	fn 
Cornwall, F. C., MC


        

        


        

          
Majors (Cont.)


	nv 
Fletcher, W. V. R.

	fnv Haslett, K.

	f 
McNamara, S. A., DCM

	
Marshall, J. R. a Moses, S. L'.

	fg 
Ronaldson, C. W. H.


        

        

          
Captains


	a 
Batty, E. J.

	nvg 
Colgrave, J. L. d. NZMC attd.

	n 
Connolly, J. A.

	a 
Cotterall, H. B.

	nvg 
Felton, N. E. G.

	g 
Hopwood, F. B.

	g 
Hutchinson, W. J. B.

	a 
Jackson, J. H.

	f 
Kermode, L. A. NZSC

	nv 
Knewstubb, E. O.

	f 
Moss, C. C.

	fg 
Muir, A. E.

	fnv 
Roberston, A. J.,

	a 
Rose, J. D.

	nv 
Sanft, A. E. F.

	a 
Stronach, J. F. B.


        

        

          
Lieutenants


	fnv 
Albon, J. S.

	nv 
Avery, N. E.

	fnvg 
Beaumont, J. W. d

	a 
Becroft, C. K.

	fg 
Brady, C. D.

	g 
Breach, S. E. A.

	a 
Brinkman, A. H. L.

	g 
Campbell, A. H.

	fn 
Caughey, W. G.

	f 
Chatfield, A. D.

	nvg 
Clouston, R. P.

	nv 
Crawford, J. R.

	f 
Donovan, B. W.

	fn 
George, D. S.

	a 
Graham, D. G.

	f 
Hargrave, C. D.

	n 
Harvey, L. A.

	fnv 
Hill, A. G.

	g 
Holland, E. S. F.

	f 
Jackson, W. L. H. NZMC attd.

	g 
Kay, A. W.

	f 
Leslie, J. C.

	fn 
Lockett, R. B.

	g 
McDonald, A. B.

	nvg McMillan L. T.

	fnv 
McNeight, W. J.

	
              
Miles, F. J.
            

	a 
Montgomery, F. B.

	nvg 
Moore, J. R. E.

	fnv 
Ormsby, M. M. K.

	O'
Sullivan, W. M.

	fn 
Robinson, N. C.

	
Rolleston, G. L. NZMC attd.

	a 
Rust, W. S.

	f 
Sandston, G. C. C.

	vg Saunders. W. F.

	fnvg 
Shaw, W. R.

	nvg Sinclair, R.

	f 
Steel, H. V.

	fnv Sweeney, F.

	a 
Walkley, R. H.


        

        

          
Second-Lieutenants


	f 
Barry, J. R.

	nv 
Griffiths, C. D. K.

	f 
Lowry, A. G.

	f 
Scott, T. G.

	f 
Small, W. W.

	f 
Watkins, H. L.

	f 
Wills, K. A.


        

        

          
Chaplains IV, Class, (attached)


	n Columb, F.

	nvg 
Falloon, G. D. MC, d.

	n 
Hall, N. C.

	f 
Ryan, W. E.,


        

        

          
YMCA (attached)


	nv 
Pycroft, L. T. J.

	g 
Williams, R. C.


        

        

          
Warrant-Officers 1st Class


	fn Ivers, J.

	a 
Smith, S. B.


        

        

          
Warrant-Officers 2nd Class


	fnv 
Bee, G. F.

	g Blummont, J.

	a 
Buckland, R. A. MBE

	nv 
Cross, C. J.

	a 
Evans, T. H. EM

	g 
Gapes, A. D.

	a 
Gilchrist, J. G.

	f 
Hamilton, G. H.

	g 
Leatherland, W. J.

	fn McGaffin, N.

	fn McKay, D.

	f 
McMillan, R. S.

	fn 
Rennie, M. J.

	fnv 
Roche, R. A. k

	fnv White, F.


        

        

          
Staff-Sergeants


	fn 
Black, L. J.

	a 
Brown, N. D.

	a 
Bull, W. A.

	a 
Comrie, D. A.

	a Drummond, J.

	f 
Hunt, G. B.

	f 
Iverson, F. L.

	n 
Levy, S. G.

	f 
Mclnnes, E. M.

	f 
Scholium, D. T.

	g 
Thornton, P. B.

	a Woods, A.


        

        

          
Sergeants


	f 
Adamson, C. B.

	fn 
Alexander, F. H.

	fn 
Allingham, R. E.

	f 
Beamish, D. H.

	a Beever, J.

	a Berry, B.

	nvg 
Blackford, R. M.

	nvg 
Boese, W. H.

	a 
Boland, P. J.

	fn 
Bonsall, G. N.

	a 
Boyd, A. F.

	a 
Bridge, T. E. C.

	a Brodie, P.



	nvg 
Bruns, J. d. NZOC attd

	a 
Cadwallader, A. R.

	a Clarke, L. G.

	a 
Coath, T. C.

	a Crawford. J. A.

	a Cullen, H. W.

	fn Davies, E.

	a DeLatour, G.

	fn 
Donnelly, A. E.

	a 
Dowdell, M. K.

	nvg 
Parrell, R. R.

	a 
Flexman, D. V.

	fnv 
Gay, A. E. P.

	a 
Gibbs, C. G.

	fn 
Gillard, A. T.

	a 
Gillespie, H. C.

	fn 
Gourlie, J. G.

	fnv 
Greenem, L. K.

	nvg 
Hinton, H. D.

	g 
Hooke, J. C. S.

	f Hooper, J. P.

	fn 
Hughes, S. A.

	fnvg Ingham, E.

	f Jaffrey, D.

	f Jessup. R. W.

	nvg Johnson, R. W.

	f 
Jordan, C. E.

	f 
Kay, S. G. H.

	f 
Keeler, P. W.

	fn 
Laing, W. L.

	fn 
Lang, J. D.

	a 
Laughton, H. A.

	fnv 
Learning, H. W.

	fn 
Lloyd, R. H.

	f McDonald, D. M.

	fnv McGhie. W. Q.

	fn 
MeKinnon, L. E. I.

	nv 
McLeod, W. G. C.

	f 
Massey, A. G.

	f 
Mercer, H. N.

	f Morton, E. M.

	n 
Moselen, A. J.

	f 
Neate, W. J.

	a 
Nelson, H. L.

	nvg Nichol, R. S.

	fn 
Norton, W. R.

	fn 
Olsen, R. W.

	fn O'
Sullivan, C. P.

	a 
Peach, A. E.

	nvg 
Piddock, A. M.

	a 
Pilcher, A. N.

	f 
Robinson, W. A.

	f 
Roscoe, O. L.

	f 
Rowland, G. R.

	f 
Sanders, L. J.

	f 
Scarlio, J. G.

	a Scott, G.

	a 
Sim, P. J.

	a 
Skinner, D. N.

	f Smith, E. J.

	fn 
Stenhouse, L. V.

	fn 
Stevens, N. B.

	a 
Terrace, R. D.

	nvg 
Thrupp, F. T.

	fnv 
Trigg, S. W.

	f 
Undrill, A. L. g

	a 
Walsh, T. J. DCM

	f 
Warner, B. H.

	a Watts, D. N.

	f Webber, R.

	
              
White, N. B. E.
            

	f Whitehead, J.

	a 
Wills, B. W.

	fn 
Withera, S. C. NZOC attd.

	a 
Wright, C. V.


        

        

          
Lance-Sergeants


	a 
Boyd, W. L.

	a 
Hankers, T. M.

	nvg 
Lee, D. G.

	nvg 
McDell, W. J. A.

	a 
McDonald, N. H.

	a 
McGregor, E. R.

	a 
Mason, G. C.

	a 
Poynter, A. G.

	fng 
Patton, T. W.


        

        

          
Corporals


	f 
Adams, H. H.

	f 
Allen, G. J.

	fn 
Ashby, J. H.

	f 
Atkins, H. E.

	a 
Atkinson, E. S.

	n Barker, A.

	f Barker R. N.

	f 
Barrott, N. S.

	nvg 
Bartlett, R. E.

	a 
Beaty, P. P.

	a 
Beckham, C. T. J. d.

	a 
Bennett, B. E.

	a 
Berghan, J. U.

	f 
Best, J. A.

	nvg Blight, W.

	a Blomfield. A.

	
              
Boese, K. F.
            

	nvg 
Bowman, A. J. H.

	fnvg 
Bradley, F. G.

	f Bruce, T.

	nvg 
Budd, D. H.

	a 
Buick, R. F.

	fn 
Burke, G. G.

	f Campbell, R. D.

	f 
Canavan, C. M.

	f 
Carney, C. E.

	f Caundle. W. J.

	fnv 
Chisholm, R. A. J.

	nvg 
Clark, T. A.

	fnv 
Clifford, M. W.

	
              
Connolly, R, H.
            

	fnvg 
Cutler, E. S.

	nvg 
Dane, J. P.

	a 
Dawkins, R. G.

	fnvg 
Dawson, J. T.

	f 
DeBaugh, G. W. G.

	g Dixon, W. McJ.

	f 
Ellingham, F, G.

	a 
Evans, A. E. H.

	f 
Evans, 0. L.

	a 
Feisst, C. R.

	a Foote, 
G, R. B.

	fnvg 
Fraser, E. W. B.

	f 
Fraser, K. J. P. L.

	nvg 
Gaddes, D. W. M.

	a 
Gardyne, E. P.

	a 
Grace, C. L.

	a 
Grant, W. C.

	a 
Hayward, C. B.

	nvg 
Hayward, J. C.

	f 
Hayward, S. L.

	fnvg 
Hemingway, C. D.

	fnv 
Hill, D. M. w.

	fnv 
Hocking, J. E. M.



	fnv 
Hookham, T. W.

	f 
Horrocks, P. L.

	a 
Hosking, J. M. T.

	f 
Hull, J. C.

	a 
Johnson, C. G.

	nv Johnstone. N. A. k.

	a 
Jolly, C. A.

	f Kelsey. C. J.

	f 
Kidd, E. L.

	n 
King, L. G.

	fng 
King, W. J.

	f 
Krone, H. C.

	a 
Lansdale, R. N.

	f 
Law, R. A. A.

	fnv 
Lees, J. W.

	fnvg 
Loveridge, A. B.

	f 
McFarlane, J. R.

	fnvg McKee, R.

	nvg 
Mackenzie, H. G.

	fnvg 
Macshane, H. A.

	nvg Major, J.

	a, 
Meade, C. J.

	f 
Miller, C. M.

	a 
Mills, H. S.

	nvg Mitchell, R. G.

	
              
Murrell, R. H.
            

	a 
Neal, D. A.

	nvg 
Nolan, E. A.

	fnv 
Nopa, E. L.

	fnv Orr, J.

	g 
Parkhill, A. A. R.

	f 
Perry, W. J.

	f 
Petry, C. J.

	a 
Plummer, T. J.

	fnvg 
Potier, P. L.

	nvg Richards, R. E.

	f 
Roberts, A. E.

	a 
Rowe, W. A.

	a Schollard. J. C.

	a Shand, A.

	fn 
Sheerin, P. J.

	a 
Simpson, G. C. w.

	f Spackman, D.

	fn Stewart, D. G.

	fnv Stewart G. McF. k.

	f 
Stott, D. D.

	a 
Thomas, H. L.

	fng Thomson, D. R.

	a 
Trott, N. M.

	f 
Trotter, R. H. R.

	f 
Turnbull, D. G.

	nvg 
Turner, J. H.

	a 
Vessey, F. A.

	g 
Wakely, M. S.

	a 
Waldman, R. G.

	nv 
Walker, A. W.

	f 
Wareham, P. G.

	nvg 
Wells, A. R.

	f Williams, W.

	nvg 
Wykes, K. C.

	a Wynyard, J. D.

	f Zambucka, C.


        

        

          
Lance-Corporals


	a Alexander, J. C.

	fnvg 
Auty, L, E,

	a Ball, L.

	a 
Barnes, L. T.

	fn 
Bates, L. J.

	a 
Bolton, R. E.

	a 
Braund, L. A.

	a Bublitz, R.

	a 
Bunn, W. N.

	a Charteris. W. P.

	f 
Clinch, H. A.

	fnv 
Coffin, W. J.

	a Cook, R. C.

	a 
Cooper, H. G.

	fnvg 
Courtier, W. J.

	fn 
Cowan, A. K.

	fnvg Diffin, J.

	nvg 
Donaldson, C. W.

	a 
Eyers, J. W.

	a 
Fenwick, A. R.

	a Ferguson, J. B.

	g 
Finlay, L. G.

	f 
Foulds, E. A.

	a 
Germann, F. P.

	a 
Giles, H. B.

	nvg 
Gittos, A. W.

	nv Gordon, H. W.

	a 
Hanson, E. S.

	fn Harrison, R.

	g 
Hart, R. M.

	f Hastings, A.

	a 
Hayward, R, J.

	nvg 
Higgins, J. W.

	a. 
Hoggart, G. W.

	f 
Holmes, A. H.

	a 
Hopper, L. F.

	nv 
Johnson, N. A.

	f 
Johnson, S. R.

	nvg 
Julian, L. K.

	a Kelliher, T.

	a Kinnis, J.

	f 
McGregor, A. A.

	a 
McKean, R. J. D.

	ng 
McNaughton, A. D.

	nvg 
Maddren, L. I.

	nvg Mannington, D.

	nvg 
Mason, B. A.

	a 
Metcalfe, A. C.

	nvg 
Miller, F. C.

	a 
Miller, G. N.

	a. 
Miller, T. W.

	f 
Moffat, R. C.

	fn Morrison, P.

	nvg 
Murray, H. A.

	fn 
Murray, H. C.

	a 
Mutch, A. A.

	nvg 
Neary, J. F.

	fn 
Nicholson, S. G.

	fnv 
Norton, A. W.

	nvg 
Pearce, F. G.

	fng 
Perniskie, T. D.

	fn 
Polglase, G. H.

	f 
Power, T. C. W.

	fn 
Randal, B. K.

	a 
Roe, G. A. W.

	nvg Rogers, G.

	a 
Roscoe, E. V.

	nvg 
Eosevear, W. J. D.

	nv Eowe, H, R.

	g 
Seymour, E. C.

	nvg 
Sherry, W. C.

	f 
Shirley, R. L.

	a Shuell, N.

	nvg Smith, A.

	fnvg 
Smith, E. A.

	fnv Smith, R. C.



	fnv 
Tankard, G. G. k.

	fnv Thorn, J. M. w.

	a 
Thomas, T. L.

	a 
Thurston, L. J. T.

	f 
Tolich, I. N.

	f 
Trembath, L. J.

	a Waites, D.

	n 
Walker, A. C.

	f 
Walls, J. R.


        

        

          
Privates


	a Adams, T. J.

	n Adams, W. R.

	f 
Adamson, C. R.

	fnvg Aitken, A. R.

	t 
Aitken, N. C.

	fnvg 
Aldous, C. J.

	g Alexander, E. J.

	
              Allen, F. B.
            

	
              Allen, H. K.
            

	t 
Alphors, L. G.

	i Amundsen, M.

	f Anderson, D.

	f Anderson, G. R.

	a Anderson, G. R.

	f Anderson, W. A.

	f 
Andresen, R. E.

	a Andrews, A. F.

	nvg Andrews, E. H.

	a Andrews, H. A.

	f Andrews, L. M.

	f Anstiss, L.

	nvg 
Appleton, L. H.

	a Apps, E.

	a 
Armitt, W. S.

	a Armour, E. MM

	nvg Armstrong, K. A.

	f 
Arnold, P. W.

	a Arnold, R.

	a 
Ashby, D. B.

	f Ashby, W. F.

	f 
Ashton, L. D.

	n 
Atkinson, D. D.

	f Attwood. C. E.

	a 
Attwood, G. F.

	a 
Atwell, R. S. O.

	f 
Aukett, W. G. J.

	nvg 
Austen, L. E.

	a Autridge, C.

	a Autridge, R.

	f Ayers, R. J.

	nvg Ayto. F.

	fnvg 
Bagrie, G. E.

	a Baker, A. N.

	f Baker, H. C.

	a Baker, R. A.

	fnv Bancroft. A. J.

	f Band. W.

	f Banks, N.

	a Barker, C.

	fnv Barnett. A. C.

	a 
Barnhill, A. T.

	nvg Barr, J. F.

	f Barratt, E. J.

	nvgr Barry. R. G.

	f Bartley, C. A.

	fn Batts. S. A.

	f 
Baylis, H. D.

	f 
Beange, R. K.

	fnv 
Beaven, S. W. T. w

	nvg: 
Beazley, N. L. V.

	f 
Becker, B. D.

	nv 
Beckett, R. H.

	a 
Bedggood, J. O.

	fn 
Belchamber, M. F.

	f Bell, H. C.

	g Bell. P. L. A.

	a 
Bellamy, G. L.

	a Benge, A. G.

	f Bennett, A. J.

	n Bennett, E. J.

	g Bennett, G. F.

	fnvg Benny, H. G.

	a 
Berge, C. J.

	nv Bickley, W. F. A.

	fnvg 
Billington, W. G.

	nv 
Bird, D. R. k

	fnvg 
Bird, K. R. C.

	f Black, D. F.

	fn 
Blackadder, T. H.

	a Blacklock, R. A.

	nvg Blair, J.

	f 
Blanks, H. R. L.

	
              Blay. F. W.
            

	fn 
Bleasel, G. E.

	a 
Blok, S. F. D.

	fn 
Blondell, J. D.

	fnvg 
Boal, W. J.

	n 
Bodman, I. B.

	f Borck, J.

	nv 
Borrell, G. J. k

	nvg 
Bothamley, C. J.

	fnvg 
Boundy, R. E.

	a 
Bowers, H. G.

	f Bowman, J. A.

	f Boyd, D. J.

	fnv Boyd, J. C. A.

	t Boyle, A.

	
              Boyle. E. C.
            

	nvg Braden, H.

	fnvg 
Bradford, D. G.

	fnv 
Bradford, J. C.

	a 
Bradford, W. J.

	a Bradley, A. J.

	nvg Bradley, M. J.

	n 
Brear, A. G.

	n Brett, J. A. F.

	f 
Brewster, A. W.

	fn 
Brewster, C. S.

	nvg Brien, P. C.

	fnv Britland, W. E.

	
              
Brittain, A. L.
            

	
              
Britton, R. T.
            

	g Broadhurst, W. H. N.

	a Brocklehurst, F.

	a Broderick, T.

	a Bronlund. G. T.

	fnv Brown, G. S.

	nvg Brown. K. C.

	n Brown. K. W.

	fn Brown, S. R.

	f Brown, W. T. M.

	g Brown, W. T. P.

	f Browne. 
D, W. H.

	fnvg Brownlie, G.

	a Brumby, L.

	a 
Bryant, N. A.

	a Bryant, R. J.

	f 
Bryant, R. N.

	a 
Bryson, W. J.

	nvg 
Buckthought, B. H.



	nvg Burgess. E. A.

	fn Burke, R. W.

	fnv 
Burnard, S. E. A. k

	fnvg Burns. B. F.

	nvg Burns, P.

	
              
Burrell, W. E.
            

	f Butler, W. D.

	nv 
Butterworth, J. W. w

	f 
Byerly, J. A.

	a Caldwell. J. H.

	nvg Caldwell, O.

	f 
Caldwell, W. D.

	nv 
Callaghan, J. L. H. w

	nv Cameron, B. W

	fnvg Cameron, B. P.

	a 
Camplin, L. M.

	f 
Cantell, G. F.

	fn 
Capell, N. C.

	n 
Carey, T. B.

	f Carmichael, K.

	a. Carrington, C. J.

	nvg Carson, W.

	a Carswell, J.

	a 
Carter, H. T. w

	nv 
Carter, R. H.

	fn Cassels, W. A.

	
              
Cassidy, A. V.
            

	g 
Cattin, M. P.

	f Caughey, J.

	fnv Cavanagh, N. J.

	nvg 
Challis, E. A.

	Chambers, J.

	f 
Channings, J. W. T.

	f 
Chaplin, N. J.

	a 
Charman, W. H.

	a 
Chase, L. G. H.

	fnvg 
Ching, R. D.

	fn Chitty. E. E.

	fnvg Christie, J. W.

	f 
Church, W. A. T.

	f 
Churchis, A. E.

	f 
Clare, F. R.

	f Clark. C. W.

	fn Clark, G. H.

	f Clark, S. A.

	f Clark, W.

	fnvg Clarke, A.

	fnvg Clark, A. J. C.

	fnv 
Clements, C. F. k

	f Clent. D. N.

	fn Climo, A. R.

	fnv 
Cole, H. S. k.

	fn Coleman, C. H.

	fn Coleman. R. H.

	g Collett. C. E.

	fnv 
Collie, W. M.

	nvg Collier, C.

	f Collins, R. W. G.

	nvg 
Collins, S. C.

	f Comer. V. E.

	g Condliffe. T. A. J.

	fnv 
Connell, A. F.

	f 
Conner, D. C.

	f Cook, C. R.

	nvg Cooke, G. K.

	f 
Cooper, B. L.

	f Cooper, L. J.

	fnv 
Cooper, T. P. k

	fnv 
Corcoran, H. G. k

	nv 
Cormack, C. D. w

	g 
Corney, R. J.

	f Corringham, J. T.

	f Cotterell. M. H.

	
              Coull, G. D.
            

	g 
Cowley, D. W.

	Cox, G, E.

	fnvg Cox, S. F.

	f Craig. P. R.

	a Craig, W. J. G.

	g Cramond, R. J.

	f 
Crane, F. H. F.

	a 
Crane, S. A.

	fnvg Crawford, T. F. J.

	n 
Crewther, R. T.

	fn 
Crighton, E. J.

	a 
Cromie, P. A.

	fnv 
Cromie, W. D.

	nvg Croueher, P.

	a 
Cubis, M. M.

	f Cullen, E. H.

	nvg 
Cumming, M. B.

	a Currie, F. W.

	a Curry, L. W.

	f 
Curry, N. H.

	a 
Dabb, W. A.

	f 
Backers, G. R.

	f 
Dagger, J. W.

	a 
Diikers, J. D. G.

	nvg 
Dakin, D. M. E.

	fnv Dalgety, S.

	a 
Dally, C. P.

	n Daniel, J. R.

	f 
Daniels, S. R.

	a Daniels. W. H.

	nv 
Darby, M. J. B.

	g Darling, J. R.

	fnvg 
Davidson, P. M. R.

	fn Davies, C. A.

	fn Davies, J.

	n Davis, C. P.

	nvg Davis. E. A.

	nv Davis, R.

	fn Davis. W. F.

	nvg Day, D. L.

	f 
Day, F. W.

	a Day. H. J.

	g 
Daynes, T. P.

	g 
Deacon, S. J.

	a 
Dean, R. W. L.

	f 
DeLany, M. J.

	ng Denton, A. C.

	f DeVenney, A.

	f Deverson, G.

	f DeVille. O. A.

	g 
Devoy, A. B.

	f Dibble. H. L.

	f Dick, J. A.

	nvg 
Dickey, W. J.

	fnvg 
Dippie, J. A.

	f 
Dobbie, R. D.

	a 
Dobson, G. C.

	fg Dodd, T. W.

	f 
Doel, I. W.

	f Dohertv, W.

	f 
Donaghy, R. J.

	f Donald, A. K.

	a Donaldson, J. A.

	n Donnellv. D. F.

	a 
Donnelly, R. A.

	n 
Donovan, G. E.

	fnv Douglas, D.

	nvg Douglas, F. W.



	f 
Dovell, M. A.

	f Dow, R.

	g 
Dowler, W. W.

	f 
Downer, D. G.

	f 
Doyle, G. S.

	g Draper, I. S.

	g 
Drayson, L. E.

	a 
Drower, E. W.

	n 
Druummond, R. H.

	a 
Ducker, L. B.

	fn 
Duffy, R. H. C.

	g Duggan, W. L.

	
              
Durbin, W. E.
            

	fn Dyer, R. E. J.

	f Eagle, H. A.

	
              
Eddy, H. H.
            

	f Edwards, A. H.

	
              
Ellery, N. W.
            

	nvg Elliott, G. K.

	f 
Ellis, B. L.

	f Ellis, G.

	g Ellis, W. R.

	nvg 
Elmiger, W. L.

	nvg Erceg, S.

	fn Evans, A. S.

	a Evans, D. W. T.

	a Evans, E. M.

	nvg Evans, H. S.

	nvg 
Evans, O. J. R.

	nvg 
Everitt, F. U.

	f 
Fabish, P. J.

	nv Farr, E.

	g 
Farrant, J. R.

	a Faul, C.

	
              Ferguson, C. J.
            

	nvg 
Fernandez, B. G.

	nvg 
Findlay, J. C. w.

	f Finlay, G.

	fnvg Finlay. R. S.

	f 
Firmston, C. B.

	fn Fisher, G. W.

	ng Fisher, R. J. P.

	fnv 
Fitzgerald, R. J. k

	fn 
Fitzgiggons, A. J.

	f Fitzpatrick, P.

	fnv Flaxman. W. C. k

	f Fleet, W.

	n Fleming, D.

	nvg Fleming, I.

	nvg 
FlintofT, D. J.

	f 
Flowers, L. J.

	nvg Foggo, J.

	g Foote, E.

	fnvg 
Fortnam, J. A.

	a 
Forward, C. E.

	g Fowler, C. H.

	n Fowlie. A. J.

	a 
Fox, G. V.

	a 
Francis, B. R.

	fn Francis, G. A.

	a Francis, L. A.

	vg Fraser, C. H.

	nvg Fraser, F. W.

	f Fraser, G. W.

	f Fraser, R. B.

	Frazer, C.

	f Fryer, J. W.

	nvg 
Gainsford, H. G.

	f Gallagher, T. M.

	f 
Galley, J. W.

	fn 
Galloway, A. L.

	nvg 
Garard, F. W.

	fn Gardner, W.

	f Garford, W.

	nvg Garner, H. E.

	f Gaul, A.A.

	
              
Gavigan, G. O. G.
            

	
              
Gaylard, O. T.
            

	a Gevrard, J.

	f Gibbs, A. S.

	f Gibbs, R. F.

	fnv 
Gibson, J. S. R.

	wnvg Gibson, L.

	f 
Gilbert, C. V. W.

	a 
Gilelirist, D. M.

	f Giles, N. E.

	a 
Gillard, C. J.

	fn Gillies, A. J.

	f 
Goad, G. E.

	
              Goodall, J. A.
            

	nvg 
Goodson, S. P.

	a 
Goodwin, L. G.

	fn 
Goosman, B. A.

	f Gordon, C. L.

	a Gordon, J. D. M.

	f 
Gorrie, E. G.

	
              
Goscomb, W. J.
            

	f Gould, H. W.

	f 
Grainger, W. A.

	a Grant, W. K.

	g Gray, C.

	f Gray, E. E.

	nv Gray, J. T. C.
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	f 
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	fnv 
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	Griffiths, E.H.

	f 
Griffiths, F. L.

	g Groshinski, F.

	f 
Groves, C. W.

	f 
Guilford, E. T.

	f 
Gullett, G. W.

	f 
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	nvg 
Haar, L. R.

	f 
Hahgood, E. G.

	a 
Haigh, F. D.

	nvg 
Haines, G. J.

	a 
Haines, G. V.

	nvg 
Hall, L. S. w

	f Hall, W. E.

	fn 
Halliburton, W. R.

	g 
Halloran, R. F.

	a 
Halloran, S. G.

	f 
Hally, G. A.

	nvg 
Hamblin, H. E. L.

	nvg Hamilton, A.

	a Hancock, J. N.

	g 
Hanshy, A. P.

	a 
Hare, A. G.

	nv Harnell, H.

	f Harris, A.

	f Harris, A. P.

	f Harris, L. J.

	nvg Harris, L. W.

	a Harris, S. J.
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	a 
Hartley, W. F.

	
              
Harvey, T. F.
            

	fnv Haslett, S.

	n 
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	f Hawkins, L. A.

	f Hay, A. J.

	nvg Hayes, W, E.

	nvg Healey, G. W. R.

	n 
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	f 
Heam, J. S.

	fn 
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	nv 
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	f. 
Helms, F. S.
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	g Henderson, J. C.

	f 
Henson, C. S.

	fnv Heyes, T. P.

	f 
Hick, F. J.

	a 
Hickey, G. M.

	a Hill, E.

	a Hill, B. R.

	fnvg Hill, R. J.

	nv Hislop, S. k

	nvg 
Hitchener, E. H.

	a 
Hoar, H. T. B.

	fn 
Hobman, I. H.

	f 
Hogan, E. D.

	a 
Holdem, C. H.

	a 
Holdem, D. J.

	nvg 
Holdem, W. J.

	n 
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	fn 
Hopkin, B. W.

	f 
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	f 
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	g 
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	f 
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	a 
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	nv 
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	nvg 
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	a 
Hunter, B. D.
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	a 
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	a 
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	a 
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	fnvg 
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	f Jamieson, H. D.

	a 
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	nvg 
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	fn 
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	f 
Johansen, G. L.

	a 
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	g 
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	a 
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	a 
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	n 
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	f 
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	f 
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	g 
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	a 
Malaquin, F. W.

	a 
Malcolmson, A. R. T.

	a 
Mankelow, M. E.

	f Mann, H. J.

	a Mann, J. C.

	nvg 
Manning, A. R.

	nvg 
Manssen, V. T.

	a Manuel, N.

	f 
Marris, A. P.

	g Marsh, E. G.

	nvg 
Marsh, I. E.

	a 
Marsh, J. F.

	g Marshall, D. F.
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Marshall, S. B.
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              Martin, J. H.
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	f Mason, W. F.
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	Matthews, A.

	a Matthews, M. C.

	a 
Mattock, R. G.

	g 
May, A. T.
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	a 
Mayn, L. R. G.
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	a 
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	fnv Mee, J. E.
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	n 
Melling, W. J.
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Melrose, A. E.

	a 
Melville, A. V. w

	a 
Merriman, A. G.

	a 
Messenger, S. C.

	f 
Middleton, C. W.
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Milburn, I. C.
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	f Miller, J. H.

	n Miller R. J. L.

	f Mills, J. R.

	f 
Minhinnick, K. P.

	n 
Mirko, W. J.

	g 
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	nvg Missen, L. A. C.
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	f Moffat, W. J.

	g 
Mohan, J. J.

	f 
Molloy, G. M.

	a Monk, R. J.

	nvg Moody, J.

	a 
Moor, I. W.

	a Moore, D.

	fnv Moore, S.

	f Moore, W.

	g Moran, J. D.

	f Morrison, H. L.

	f Morrison, W. R. C.

	g 
Mortimer, H. H.

	g 
Moselen, D. E.

	fn Moudley, H.
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	nv Murdoch, A. J.
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	fnv Murphy, T. A.

	f Murray, C. C.

	f Murray, N. H.

	nv 
Murton, A. J.

	fnv 
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Nagel, E. W. J.

	n 
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	fn 
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	a 
Nash, J. J.

	nvg 
Nash, T. P.

	a 
Neely, J. T.

	f 
Neilson, D. E.

	f 
Nelson, R. E.

	f 
Neumann, N. R.

	fn 
Nevin, H. R.

	f 
Newcombe, N. A.

	a Newland, H. T.

	a 
Newlove, C. E.

	f 
Newman, O. P.

	a 
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              Nicholas, J. W.
            

	fn 
Nicholi, J. S.

	f 
Noble, W. W.

	a 
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	g 
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Nunn, E. L.
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	f 
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	g 
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	a 
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	g 
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	a 
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              Osborne, F. W. J.
            

	nvg Osborne, G. F.
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Shea, L. J.
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	fnv 
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	fn Park, J. H.

	fnv 
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	a Parker, R. F.

	fnv 
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	nvg Parsons, D.

	fnvg 
Parsons, K. R.

	a 
Parsons, R. N.

	f 
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	nvg 
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	nvg 
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	a 
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	fn 
Pell, E. J.

	f 
Pennell, S. T.

	a 
Perrett, W. J.
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	f 
Petterson, O. C.

	g 
Pfeifer, V. J.

	g Phelps, S. E.

	fnvg 
Pickering, J. D.

	f 
Pickles, L. R.

	nvg 
Pickworth, J. T.

	fnvg Pierce, J. B.

	fn 
Pigott, W. E.

	fn Pike, R. C.
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	a Pitoni, J.

	a Pitoni, S.

	a 
Podmore, L. H.

	a Porteous, F. J.

	g 
Porter, H. F. W.

	nvg 
Potter, R. A.

	a 
Poulsen, C. F.

	f 
Pragnell, C. E.
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	nvg Pratt, F. G. C.

	n Pratt, W. J.

	fnv 
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	nvg 
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	f 
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	f 
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	f 
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	a 
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	f Reed, J.

	nvg 
Reed, R. A.
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	n 
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	nvg 
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	f Reid, H. M.
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	nv 
Reilly, H. R. A.

	f Revell, H. E.
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	a Richards, G. H.

	fn 
Richmond, A. P.

	
              Richmond, L. E.
            

	nvg 
Riddell, C. W. w

	f 
Riddington, J. H.

	a 
Righton, W. H.

	a 
Riley, V. R.

	f 
Rissetto, K. W. E.

	g Ritchie, G. R.

	nvg 
Ritchie, H. A.

	f 
Ritchie, M. E.

	g 
Ritter, L. G.
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	f Robinson, J. W.

	f Rogers, H. J.

	a 
Rolton, A. A.

	a 
Rooney, J. L. J.

	f 
Roper, B. L. L.

	
              Rosemergy, R. E.
            

	f 
Rowbottom, S. H. K.

	nv 
Rumball, L. M.

	nv Ryan, W. P.

	nvg 
Ryder, A. I.

	a 
Saies, A. H.

	fnv 
Sale, W. B.

	nv 
Sandford, O. W.

	nvg 
Sanson, T. H.

	a 
Sargent, R. L.

	n Saundera, B.

	f Savage, J. H.

	a 
Saxton, P. R.

	fnv 
Schicker, A. S. w

	f Scholium, A.

	fnv 
SchrafEt, W. H.

	fnv 
Swtt, C. B.

	nv 
Seott, D. L. w

	f Scott, H. K.

	a Scott, J.

	f Scott, J. R.

	nv Scott, L. E.

	a Scott, N. W.

	a Scott, R. R.

	f Scott, W.

	f Scott, W. J.

	fnvg Sefton, A.

	n 
Selwyn, V. V.

	nvg 
Semmens, D. I.

	nvg 
Sharman, L. B.

	fnv Shaw, A. D. H.

	nvg Shaw, D. W.

	a Shaw, L.

	fn 
Shaw, L. G.

	fnvg 
Shea, J. H.

	a 
Shearman, S. E.

	nvg 
Shelly, F. B.



	fn 
Shepherd, D. G.

	nvg Shepherd, H. A.

	n 
Sherman, H. A.

	nvg 
Shields, C. H.

	f Silvester, G.

	nvg Sim, J.

	f Sim, W.

	a Sinclair, A.

	a 
Singleton, R. T.

	f Sis so 
us, A. E.

	nvg 
Skinner, G, F, w

	a 
Slinn, E. C.

	S 
Small, D. M.

	fnv 
Small, F. A. A.

	f 
Smart, W. A.

	a Smith, A. G.

	a Smith, A. J.

	a Smith, E. A.

	nvg Smith, G. A.

	nvg Smith, H. L.

	a. Smith, J. G.

	f Smith, J. W. G.

	fn Smith, L.

	a Smith, M. F.

	g Smith, 0. J.

	fn Smith, R. V.

	nvg Smith, S.

	f Smith, T. J.

	Sneddon, R.

	nvg 
Soper, E. R.

	
              Souter, I. J.
            

	g 
Sowerby, F. C.

	f Speedy, W. J.

	fnv 
Spiers, F. W. w

	a 
Spiller, K. R.

	f 
Spurden, L. E.

	nvg 
Staehurski, B. M.

	nvg Stanley, R. W. E.

	nv 
Stannard, R. C. w

	nvg 
Stapleton, F. E.

	f Steer, A. J.

	nvg Stephenson, "W.

	nvg Stewart, A. E. J-

	n Stewart, C. F.

	nvg Stewart. G. L.

	nvg 
Still, G. A.

	a Stokes, T.

	a 
Strawbridge, K. W.

	nvg 
Strong, E. R.

	f Sullivan, H.

	f 
Sullivan, S. L.

	in Summers, J.

	nvg 
Sundberg, E. B.

	nyg Sutherland, W. A.

	a 
Swindail, D. C.

	fnvg Taylor, A.

	f Taylor, A. N.

	
              Taylor, K. J.
            

	nvg Taylor, W. A.

	f 
Teal, D. R.

	fn 
Tenill, C. V.

	
              
Thomas, A. H.
            

	fnvg Thompson, C. H.

	nvg Thompson, F. W. G.

	nvg Thompson, N. A.

	g Thompson, W. D.

	f Thompson, W. H.

	a 
Thomson, K. H. L.

	nvg 
Thorburn, A. C.

	fnv 
Thorpe, D. T. w

	f 
Tinson, W. H.

	fnv Todd, C.

	n Todd. T. R.

	f Todd, W. J.

	f 
Toms, E. W.

	
              
Trainor, E. H.
            

	nvg 
Travers, A. E.

	nvg 
Tregoweth, F. G.

	f 
Tregurtha, H. A.

	f 
Tregurtha, W. A.

	Tripp, G.

	nv Tucker, W. S.

	f 
Tulloek, A. J.

	a Turner, K. A.

	f 
Turpin, J. C.

	f 
Turvey, E. W. M.

	a, 
Tyler, C. H.

	n Underwood, H.

	fn 
Underwood, R. M.

	a. 
Underwood, T. A.

	
              
Upton, W. M.
            

	f 
Utting, C. R.

	a Vear, H.

	ng 
Vette, H. P.

	nvg 
Vial, W. H.
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	a Waddington, J.

	nvg Wade, R.

	a 
Waite, E. R.

	nv Walker, C.

	f 
Wail, H. V.

	a Wallace, G.
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	f Walters, T. W.

	fnv 
Warburton, A. R. i

	n 
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	f Watson, J. A. C.

	nvg 
Wattam, J. A.

	a Webb, N. A.

	nvg Webb, S. F.

	t Webby, J. E.

	f Webster, O. R.
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	nvg 
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	nv West, A. L.

	ng West, J. A.

	f White, E. D.

	a White, H. D.

	nvg Whiting, J.

	nvg 
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	nvg 
Wiehman, D. E.

	fn 
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	fn 
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	f 
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	a Young, D. W.

	fn Young, H. C.
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Below is the battalion headquarters camp at Népoui, New Caledonia
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THE 35th BATTALION
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