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Foreword
        

        
By 
Brigadier 

C. J. Duff, 
dso

        
It is a privilege and a pleasure to be asked to write a foreword to this unofficial history of the Third New Zealand Divisional Artillery.

        
Put together, as it was, for a specific role, it was an unusual organisation, made up of unusual people from the 'gunner' point of view. Most of you had to learn in a hurry and many had to un-learn or adapt what you had learned on older equipment or in other arms of the service, but you did it and did it well.

        
Our task was unusual and there were no rules to guide us, but I think we can fairly claim to have found the answers and to have done all that was required of us in some very queer situations.

        
I was always fully aware of the dreariness of your existence in the islands, and I must record my admiration for the efforts which all ranks made to defeat the monotony and the climate and to avoid the dread mental disease of 'troppo.' With experience of both the Middle East and the Pacific, I know that none of you need think that your service was less difficult than that of the Second Division. It was less dangerous most of the time, but it was always more arduous and more trying.

        
To those who have written this story and also to my own loyal and co-operative staff—both officers and men—I send my sincere thanks. To those of you who are still serving and to those who have gone back to civil life I send my best wishes and a hope that you will remember that, soldier or civilian, 'you cannot bluff the gun.'
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Preface
        

        
It would be rank heresy to start anything military without a plan, bé it good or bad. But the New Zealand Artillery in the Pacific in the World War of 1939-1945 started from such small beginnings, expanded gently, then really burgeoned for a time, only to end in a rather flat 'pop.' The gunners conducted their unorthodox affairs spread through so many hole-and-corner islands that to evolve a plan for this unofficial history has not been easy. It was clear from the outset that no one teller-of-tales could tell the tale for all. In the end each unit provided its own scribe, and the tales which have been produced have been linked into this history, which is not a story so much as a collection of them. In this instance the historian is not a writer so much as a 'stringer of other men's pearls,' natural and cultured, large and small. If the string gives you pleasure and revives a flagging memory, then it has served its purpose.

        
We began in 1939 with the first few stalwarts of the Royal New Zealand Artillery who went to Fiji; we expanded until we had guns and gunners in Fiji, Fanning Island, Tonga, Norfolk, New Caledonia, Guadalcanal, Vella Lavella, Treasury Islands and Nissan, and we ended in 1944 with the disbandment of the Third New Zealand Division and the New Zealand Expeditionary Force in the Pacific. It has not been possible in this volume to follow the fortunes of those who were seconded to and did worthy service with units of the Fiji and Tongan Defence Forces and attached units, or who served in Fanning Island, but we have tried to record the life story of all units which finally merged in the artillery of the Third Division NZEFIP.

        
To cover even this in one volume has made it necessary to jettison that wealth of intimate domestic detail which supplies the light and shade of unit life, and we give you, only the bold outline pattern from which you may build your own tapestry and into its grey background of oppressive monotony, its black patches of frustration, weave the scarlet slash of occasional excitement, the brighter spots of home-made entertainment and domestic fun. These are the things we would have you remember, for the monotony you will never forget.
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Chapter One — Fiji





        

          
Chapter One

Fiji
        

        
At the outbreak of war in 1939, at the urgent request of the Fiji Government, New Zealand sent a few Royal New Zealand artillerymen to Fiji to assist in the emplacement of coastal batteries for the defence of Suva Harbour, and the organisation and instruction of the Fiji Artillery. From this small beginning grew a very real contribution of artillerymen, in numbers ever-increasing from 1939 to 1942, to the ranks of the Fiji Artillery, a very efficient regiment of garrison artillery which finally consisted of five heavy batteries with their attendant searchlights and complementary defences, officered and instructed mainly by New Zealanders, manned by a majority of native Fijians with a strong leavening of New Zealand NCOs and men. Their commanding officer, Major B. Wicksteed, RNZA, had every reason to be proud of his very fine unit. But seconded to the Fiji Defence Force, their story is their own and should take its place in the history when written of that Force. Most of them left Fiji in September 1942 on return to New Zealand, where they became part of 33 New Zealand Heavy Regiment, and enter this volume in the story of that unit.

        
The first New Zealand artillery unit to go to Fiji was 35 Battery, which was formed at Papakura Military Camp on 1 September 1940 from artillery personnel remaining after the Third Echelon had left for the Middle East. Placed under the command of Major (then Captain) 
C. H. Loughnan, MC, with Captain J. F. G. Stark as his battery captain, the unit had a special establishment of its own as an eight-gun 18 pounder battery with reinforcements. Of its guns six were designed for horse-drawn carriage, and for all we know those six are still the 

same to-day, resting their aged bones in peace. The other two did not appear for over a year, but when they did they had pneumatic tyres and we gazed wide-eyed at the wonders of modern science. The members were all volunteers. With a promise that they would have only six months' tropic service and then go on to the Middle East, and a haunting fear that some careless fool would extinguish the real war before they caught up with it, they sailed in three groups, one on the auxiliary cruiser 
Monowai, arriving at Suva on 1 November 1940, and the other two on successive trips of the transport 
Rangatira, arriving respectively at Lautoka on 14 November and at Suva on 22 November 1940.

        
By the end of December the greater part of the battery concentrated at Momi Bay with the duty of covering the Navula Passage through the reef to Lautoka. Had it known what fearsome engines of destruction jealously watched it in, and regretfully watched it out, many an ocean tramp would have sighed with relief at escaping unscathed. Life was not civilised at Momi, where it could be so blisteringly hot and windless that the wonder is that so many holes were dug and profanely completed. Not that mere holes are by now matters of moment, for the travels of the artillery in the Pacific may be followed by a trail of never-ceasing holes dug and refilled with ever-recurring blasphemy. But these were different. They were our first in a foreign field. Watched with pity by the poor benighted heathen, with suspicion by the Colonial Sugar Company, a few of whose loose chattels were disappearing, and with disapproving tolerance by the Colonial Office, we drove holes ever-deeper into knolls and hills which to this day with their titles of 'Loughnan's Hill' and 'Stark's Hill' commemorate the first gunner officers there.

        
One section only remained on the Suva side. It was camped in the Suvavou area at Larni Point, proudly placing its two pieces in position to cover the Great Passage and strengthen the defences of Suva Harbour. According to the Momi men these were the lucky ones, for on high days and holidays they could get into Suva, and they were the first to blaze the trail to the 'Garrick,' which from then was always the 'Gunners pub.' Many a 'Garrick' glass handle travelled with the Second Division through the desert and Italy or with the Third Division through the Solomons and now finds a chipped and honoured resting place in the middle of 'mum's' best crystal back home again in New Zealand.

        


        

          

[image: Viti Levu, main island of Fiji, was well known to artillerymen]
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But did we say Momi was windless? Yet on 20 February 1941 the war diary records that all tents save three went down in the path of the great hurricane which left a trail of damage and destruction on both sides of the island. Many times afterwards we were to have hurricane warnings and be on the fringe of powerful winds, but this time we were right in it, and we didn't like it. Those on the Suva side for weeks afterwards were assisting local residents to repair damage and restore communications and essential services. But on the Momi front there were few local residents and no essential services anyway.

        
We had read of tropical downpours, but it is doubtful if any of us really comprehended what was meant by this until the month of April 1941 when, on the Suva side, we had 45 inches of rain in 18 days. This is quite wet really, and it effectively blocked many roads and made our gun-positions look very sick indeed.

        
On 23 May the promised relief arrived by the 
Monowai and 105 very 'relieved' officers and other ranks sailed on the 
Rangatira for New Zealand, en route to the Middle East. The Pacific saw them no more. In that month Momi was vacated and all guns and the battery concentrated on the Suva side.

        
In June and July considerable reconnaissance was carried out for gun positions to give as wide a dispersal and coverage as possible to meet any hostile landing near Suva Peninsula. All this was looked on with grave suspicion by the gunners and we were right, for in July we had to prepare gun-pits near the gaol and near Buckhurst's residence. Now gun-pits on the Suva side are no mean feat, for the Suva Peninsula, underneath a mere sprinkling of topsoil, consists of pure soapstone which is not readily 'pitted' with pick and shovel, our only implements. In August the position at Lami Point was closed down and gun-pits, which were truly magnificent, prepared at Suva Point. A little, larger and we could have staged our own regatta in them at high tide. On 21 August the second relief arrived and the unrelieved portion of the battery embarked for New Zealand to follow the May draft to the Middle East.

        
Major Loughnan, the battery commander, was now the only remaining member of the original 35th Battery. In September pits were prepared at Nasese and in October near the race course. This completed our digging for a time and provided sufficient alternative positions for quick occupation to give fire support to 

troops opposing any landing in the immediate vicinity of Suva Peninsula. Meantime the battery lived at Samabula camp and in its leisure hours enjoyed such pleasures as were available in Suva before the war became grimly near with the entry of Japan into hostilities.

        
With 
7 December came Pearl Harbour, the news of which was received while the battery was on manoeuvre and occupying battle stations trying feverishly to think up intelligent signals to send to brigade headquarters. (We were then part of the 8th Brigade Group, the title of the 2 NZEF in Fiji at that time.) One artillery subaltern, fraternising with a local short-wave fan, received first news of Japan's act, and the battery gave brigade headquarters its first information that the war in the Pacific was becoming real. At this time a large scale expansion of the artillery with the force had been decided upon, and for a time it was planned to supplement our ranks with native Fijians. This would have brought its problems, and the idea was abandoned in favour of reinforcement from New Zealand. On 9 December the remaining two 18 pounders and four 4.5 howitzers arrived at Lautoka. They were fearsomely modern pieces with real pneumatic tyres and the battery split up once more, sending sufficient officers and men to the western area to form the skeleton organisation of three troops there, E troop with 18 pounders and F and G troopss with the howitzers. On Suva side was formed the skeleton organisation of A troop with 18 pounders, B troop with 4.5 howitzers, and C troop with 3.7 howitzers (newly arrived from New Zealand). D troop was left vacant, to be filled a month later with the arrival from New Zealand of a 25 pounder troop, complete with equipment and nearly all personnel except a troop commander and sergeant-major. On 11 December started the 'magnum opus' of the battery, the system of ammunition tunnels driven by 'blood, toil, sweat and tears' into the soap-stone under Levy's house on Waimanu Road.

        
Regardless of rank everyone toiled like navvies at this work. The real shift boss was more often a miner than an officer. A three-shift 24-hour working day was carried out and we counted ourselves lucky to strike a night shift and occasionally emerge to gulp a few breaths of cooler air. On 19 December arrived eight guns and 13 officers, and the skeleton organisation began to put on flesh. Training of potential NCOs on the 'new' equipment gave all the old hands who could make the grade a chance of 
pro-

motion in the new organisation of a seven-troop battery, probably unique in the British or any other Empire. The arrival of Captain W. A. Bryden and other officers and 143 other ranks on 6 January 1942 completed the corporate body then still known as 35th Battery. With four troops on the Suva side it was not possible to house them all in the spare space available at Samabula Camp and so dispersion began. The troops finally found their field station homes as follows:—A troop on Princes Road near Corbett's home, B troop in the middle of an Indian housing area (one will never forget their quaint notions of sanitation), C troop in palatial quarters to which they tenaciously clung in the internees' barracks near the Suva gaol, and D troop on Princes Road near the Tamavua hospital. From these areas they dug, blasted, picked and cursed out gun pits and observation posts to provide for 360 degree arcs of fire, a procedure which transcended all the book rules for field artillery and caused feverish preparation of position correction and concentration tables like mighty doubles charts. If all the arguments so produced were laid on top of each other, the Tower of Babel would be the merest dog-kennel. Out of this welter of mathematics was born the 'Gronoscope Mark I,' an ingenious application on plywood and talc, by one Bob Grono, of sundry simple formulæ. The resultant gadget, if properly used, would do almost anything except cook the breakfast, and was certainly most useful in co-ordinating the fire of all troops, though widely dispersed. It was later succeeded by further improved pattern gronoscopes of increasing ingenuity as they took in problems of moving targets with varying course and speed.

        
But the battery was always ingenious. We have forgotten to mention that in December 1941, at the time of Pearl Harbour, when there was not one anti-aircraft gun in Fiji, and while the battery still had only six 18 pounder field-guns of antique pattern, it provided for the first anti-aircraft protection of Suva by placing them at Vatuwaqa. Here they had their trails dug deep in miry pits. With a false setting on their 'TP 80' fuzes and a false angle of sight they were prepared to provide a barrage from 4,000 feet down to 500 feet over King's Wharf and other important objectives. Now with our Bofors and our heavy AA you may smile with disdain at that, but it would at least have been a deterrent, and had considerable merit for ingenuity and making the best possible use of the only available weapons. It would 

have been interesting technically to test this barrage out against air attack, but fortunately Fiji was spared this experience.

        
On 15 January 1942 arrived our first CRA, Lieutenant-Colonel Wilding. A small artillery headquarters was set up at Divisional Headquarters at Borrin's house. The force had now become a two-brigade division, with the 8th Brigade on the Suva side and the 14th in the western area around Nadi aerodrome and Namaka. Lieutenant-Colonel Wilding had only a short stay as he was required in New Zealand for coastal artillery work. On 6 February he was relieved by Lieutenant-Colonel J. P. Joyce, RNZA, who remained our CRA until our return to New Zealand later that year. In the course of going round the various gun-positions in the hand-over the two CRAs walked into a hornet's nest and in precipitous retreat Colonel Wilding dropped his precious pipe. His swoop to recover it lost him his hat, and the hornets descended on his bald pate with such venom that his retreat was as unsoldierly as his language unseemly. The hornets of Fiji are a power to be reckoned with and go looking for fight in the same way as the Fijians later did on Bougainville, to the discomfort of the Japanese.

        
January 1942 was a month of alarms and frequent stand-to's, bivouacking on battle stations; the whole Pacific was a-jitter and a-twitter as the Japanese moved rapidly south. It must have been obvious that our small forces could not have hoped completely to repel a Japanese landing of size if made with determination and overwhelming force. This thought of course is rather a grim background for training and preparation, but it is fair to say that on no occasion did anyone appear really daunted at the thought. If he did, he concealed it.

        
It was also a time of cut wires and communications. The poor signallers had an annoying time and patrolled their wire with rifles and dark suspicions. They shot no one but challenged many and startled quite a few whose purpose was probably more lusty than hostile. In the month of March all four troops on the Suva side had training shoots on the same day, culminating in a joint effort in the reef entrance at the Grand Passage. This, we felt, inspired the infantry with a little more respect for our potentialities and the conventional ribald jeers became mere jokes as they thought they might need us and use us. At this time also began the curfew restrictions which must have been a curb to the more amorous, and a curse to the late drinkers. Creeping quietly home 

in the black-out after the curfew hours was an eerie experience. One heard the shuffle of bare feet slowly coming nearer; one wondered whether some Indian, late-astir, had ideas of avenging the wrongs of Mother India; one felt the cool tenseness through rivulets of perspiration trickling down; one glanced fearfully over one's shoulder, only to see the gleam of white teeth and hear the 
bula of the Fijian's happy greeting. 
Bula vinaka burst from one in riotous relief. A race of happy children, with easy-going ways, the Fijians were wonderful parade-ground soldiers. They turned everything into an action drill which must have made many a Colonel Blimp burgeon with pride. But in the jungle they harked back 90 years and their savage ferocity and jungle-craft made them the terror of the Bougainville Japanese. But we must not let our love for the Fijians drown the note of our own trumpet. Also in this month of March the 8th Brigade, with attached artillery, held such a realistic brigade alarm and exercise that many of the local Indians took to the hills with all their wives and other impedimenta, while the Fijians trooped into town to see the fun. The resultant congestion was considerable and educational.

        
Meantime round in the western area 'things artillery' had been moving at a rapid tempo. The troops of 35 battery there were weaned from their mother unit and became 37 Battery, under the command of Major Bryden. Also under his command was a medium battery with six-inch howitzers, 60-pounder guns, and four American 155 mm guns manned by New Zealanders. Major Bryden's command was spread over Namaka, Vuda, Esivo and Momi. What with preparing their camps, their gun-pits and battle stations, calibrating so many different types of ordnance, the gunner's lot was not a happy one. Their war diary for this period is laconic, and does not solve for us the burning question of who landed that 'short' on Nadi aerodrome during the visit of many notables, including the Governor, Sir Harry Luke. The story (as we in Suva had it) that it bounced off Sir Harry's lap is almost certainly apocryphal, but it did land very close to many Indian labourers, and the visitors did not unduly prolong their visit of inspection.

        
Also in the western area appeared a mixed anti-aircraft group with light and heavy equipment and searchlights for the defence of Nadi aerodrome. As we left them there on our departure from Fiji, they and their prototypes on Suva Peninsula do not
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really form part of this story. They later returned to New Zealand and went to the Middle East forces as reinforcements. Suffice it to say, we were very glad to have them, as lone unidentified planes were reported about that time, and we had always had our doubts about the efficacy of that 18 pounder antiaircraft barrage, even though Major Loughnan had worked it out on his slide-rule, that magic wand which went everywhere with him, and told him the answer to all local problems.

        
During the months of March, April and May conditions were hard-working enough for the artillery in Suva, but they did not provide the diverting incidents which, the western area gunners experienced. They opened the month of April with the establishment of 155 mm sections at Esivo and Momi. A fortnight later they had a fire in the sector ammunition reserve pits by night, with the loss of 251 rounds. This gave timorous onlookers all the fun and fireworks of a Fifth of November show, with the spice of personal peril tossed in. They ended the month by nearly losing Lieutenant-Colonel Joyce and Major Bryden, who ran aground in a launch on an outlying reef island because of engine trouble, and were not heard of for many hours of agonized signals and search.

        
In the month of May the field gunners, in anticipation of the main route around the island being cut by coastal landings, reconnoitred overland routes to Singatoka, to Momi and to Nandi. Recorded baldly on paper in that way it sounds like a run along the main highway on a sunny Sunday afternoon in the family limousine. It was anything but that. Such reconnaissance meant hours and days of back-breaking toil in blistering heat, winching trucks through jungle-clad gullies and up rocky 
dongas, teetering perilously on narrow tracks, and finally winning through, but having their private doubts about whether they would like to do it again with guns and full equipment. But to those of us who didn't go, it was a scalp in their belts, a notch in their gun-butts and something to brag about, which they did not cease to do for many days and nights.

        
While all this was going on in the western area, the monotony of artillery life on the Suva peninsula was disturbed only by the ingenuity of Major Loughnan. This time he had embarked on an attempt to improve the mobility and quickness into action of his steel-and-wood wheeled 18 pounders and 
3.7 inch howitzers. He 

devised methods of mounting them on trucks and firing them from trucks, so that the gunner could go stalking his game like. a hunter and, when he had found it, turn round and deal with it with one quick squirt and then go on in search of further prey. It was interesting and effective and would have been very-useful, had there been hostile landings, in bringing maximum and effective fire to bear at short range at given points, after which it could have been transferred rapidly wherever required.

        
With May 1942 the rumours of relief became thicker and more frequent and, as usually happens, the tales that emanated from the dockworkers, the cooks and the sanitary fatigues, were proved by events to be far more reliable than the official pronouncements of the time. 'The Yanks are coming' was on everyone's lips. Everyone was agog and hoped for relief and return to New Zealand, with its prospect of further service or, at any rate, something more interesting than digging holes in Fiji and then sitting in them. And at the beginning of June arrived the advanced parties for the 37th American Division, a national Guard division from Ohio. By the end of June large bodies of American troops were installed everywhere and taking over the defences. We were not sorry to hand them over. It was interesting to see how the soldiers of another nation comported themselves, the way they went about things, and the equipment they had! We marvelled at and coveted their equipment; we rapidly acquired a taste for their cigarettes, which they certainly fostered with a generosity which knew no bounds. It was almost embarrassing. But we manfully stified our embarrassment and helped them out with any surpluses.

        
On 14 June All Nations Day at Suva was celebrated with a parade representing all allied forces in Fiji at that time. The units paraded near Government buildings before a large flagpole, from the yardarm of which flew the flags of seven nations. As they marched to the place of parade through lined streets, the various units received a great reception and looked bronzed and fit, with bands in front and bands throughout the column. Alone and small, even uninvited, for no one knew their ship would be there, marched a little detachment from the Free French Navy. A tiny French sloop had put into Suva that day. France might be down and nearly out, but these gallant hearts would not leave her unrepresented in this concourse of freedom-loving nations. And so a little band of about a dozen marched along at the rear 

until they were ushered into a place of honour before the mast. There they followed the procedure and drill throughout. It mattered not a whit that their English was not sufficient to follow the various commands for salutes and 'presents.' Their officer waited for the first movement, guessed the rest and gave his own orders to his tiny handful, who gravely executed the drill. It was a moving sight and it was spirit such as this, as much as arms and munitions, which brought final victory to the Allied arms. At that time victory looked a long way off. Singapore and the Philippines had fallen; Guadalcanal had not yet seen the American landing. We were going backwards everywhere, but we could still hope. The end of June brought more American troops on the United States Army transport 
President Coolidge, which left for New Zealand at the beginning of July with a large part of the 14th Brigade and all 37 Battery and the Medium Group and an advanced party from 35 Battery. The 
President Coolidge was shuttling United States troops to Fiji and New Zealand troops back to New Zealand. She returned from Auckland and embarked the rest of us on 17 July, sailing from Suva on 20 July, and some of us thought that our finest view of Suva was over the back rail of the outward-bound ship. HMNZS 
Leander sailed with us, bearing Sir Harry Luke, who was also leaving Fiji at the conclusion of his term of office.

        
Of the voyage home we say this, that never to that time had we travelled in a troopship so well appointed or which provided such excellent meals. It was our first experience of the American troopship habit of only two meals a day, but what meals they were. She still had a lot of her pre-Pearl Harbour tinned foods aboard, and trooping was a novelty to her. After a meal we tottered with distended diaphragms feebly to our bunks and rested for a time, then took a little exercise and more rest in readiness for the next big meal. The 
Cooiidge was lost some months later in the New Hebrides when she ran into a friendly mine, fortunately without loss of life, although she was crowded with American troops at the time. As we passed her graveyard about a year later we sighed with regret at the thought of all that cutlery and crockery we had left unpillaged, from some obscure motive of right and wrong, only to have it go to the bottom of the ocean a few months later. It didn't seem right somehow. Perhaps that is why, when opportunity of acquiring knocked at our door later in island warfare it didn't have to knock twice; in fact we usually met it at the gate.

        


        
We arrived at Auckland on 23 July, disembarked the following day and moved out to Opaheke camp, of which the least said is soonest mended. From 28 July to 16 August we were on disembarkation leave, which was very welcome. It was a damp winter. We needed lots of woollen clothes and blankets, and still the wind bit keenly. Those who had brought back whiskey from Fiji were astounded at their popularity and their large circle of friends, for the drought had started in New Zealand and the Americans were paying fantastic prices for any kind of intoxication. We couldn't and didn't compete, but thought regretfully once more of the Garrick and the Club. On 17 August, when everyone was back from leave, all the gunners—35 Battery, 37 Battery, the Medium Group and the 8 and 14 Brigade Anti-tank troops—moved to Papakura Camp B block. (We forgot to mention the birth of these tiny units about April and their initial training on; American 37 mm guns. Suffice it to say that they were born of artillery and infantry parents, suffered training for a short period and then came home with us later to form the nucleus for the 53 and 54 Anti-tank Batteries.) There and in C block also lived, in glorious assembly, the gunners of all ranks who had been in Fiji and remained in confused but happy comradeship until 2 September 1942, when from their numbers emerged 17 Field Regiment, 53 and 54 Anti-tank Batteries, and 144 Independent Battery, who tell their own stories later in this book.

        
All this sounds very light-hearted and entertaining if you picture it in beautiful weather and ideal conditions, but picture it instead in wilting heat and sweaty humidity, with mosquitoes singing their high song of triumph, with rain pouring down only to rise again in billowing steam: with black thunder-clouds masking a molten sky, with sheet and fork lightning splitting the heavens, and perhaps you will understand why we didn't like it much. An electrical thunderstorm in the Pacific doesn't mean the little penny-flare we see in New Zealand; it means a full-power show with billions of volts dancing and threatening, and sometimes striking. And rain so solid that it blankets out everything; thunder so intense your little soul thinks it's the Day of Judgment and shrinks in craven fear. Heat so all-pervading that the night brings little relaxation and you lie with only a sheet over you to prevent a chill and a mosquito net to get some peace from the little devils. In the morning your canvas cot is damp with your 

sweat, and you feel like a log till you've had a cold shower—if you can get it. Food so uninteresting that it attracts the cockroaches far more than it attracts you; septic sores and tropic ulcers that eat their way into the flesh and leave their mark for ever. Then you come home to be told that special football-ground concessions are for 
overseas soldiers, and somebody else calls you a 
coconut bomber or a 
pineapple fusilier, and thinks you're unduly touchv when you remark on his safe essentiality. Those were the bad moments we had from others' ignorance. The good moments can never be taken away from our memories. The blood-red and pigeon-grey sunsets over Suva Bay, the creaming surf out on the reef, the happy Fijians, the flaring flamboyant trees in Suva, all one's laundry done for 12/6 a month, Johnnie Walker Black Label for 16/- a bottle, English Craven "A" cigarettes in sealed 50's, silk stockings and beautiful materials in the shops, water melon dripping coolness, pineapples and bananas, iced beer, dinner at the Grand Pacific, the lounge at Macdonald's, the bar at the Garrick—take your choice of those memories and admit to yourself honestly that you would have been sorry had you missed any of them.
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I


We are Born to Learn Something of Each Other

          
Traditional army custom is being well observed in the compiling of this history. The writer is not a journalist, nor has he kept any diary during the time of the events to be recorded. The situation was briefly,' What, you've never written any history stuff before? Well, now try your hand with this.' It can be seen therefore that, by army standards, he is fully qualified to write such a history! Many of the incidents to be related have been dragged from the dimming memory of those few who, fortunately, have been close at hand when this was written. It is not easy to think back over the past two years and, in any case, who wants to? Other material has been pieced together from diaries, photographs; even from personal letters. Ranks have been mentioned as they were when the division moved back to New Zealand. It is addressed solely to those loyal warriors who at one time or another were on the strength of headquarters. It will have little interest for a stranger. Should there be any grave omissions, or glaring inaccuracies, then it is hoped that the reader will be tolerant.

          
Someone once wrote of man that he was born, he suffered and he died. And. so it was with the Third New Zealand Division, whose artillery was commanded by Brigadier C. S. J. Duff, DSO, RNZA. The division was formed in a time of extreme emergency. It consisted of men who were anxious to fight for the Empire. The American marines on Guadalcanal were anxiously 

awaiting army reinforcements. There morale was still good, but there was news of a further attempt by the Japanese to drive south. In August 1942 the situation had so deteriorated that it was thought that the New Zealand Division might have to move direct to Guadalcanal. Early in September, however, the position improved, and it was agreed that we would go to New Caledonia to allow the US American Division to reinforce the marines at Guadalcanal. From then on a constant war was waged against boredom, tropical diseases, mosquitoes, mud and the humidity of the tropics. The stench of the jungle is something to be experienced. It is impossible to describe. There were grumbles, but the men reacted magnificently to a job which simply had to be done. They were not in the islands from choice.

          
As a jungle division the Third New Zealand Division earned the highest praise from the Americans. Among their own countrymen recognition of its achievements appeared to be halfhearted. After returning to New Zealand with the prospect of action further afield, the division was disbanded with a stroke of a pen. We did not expect any ceremonial dismissal, yet in all modesty it is asked that in the future a more tolerant and reasoned judgment might obtain in connection with our not inconsiderable accomplishments carried out under entirely new conditions of warfare.

          
Headquarters, Third New Zealand Divisional Artillery, first saw the light of day on 17 August 1942 at Grande Vue Camp, Manurewa. Artillery personnel of New Zealand forces in Fiji had returned to the Dominion on 25 July 1942 and all records of the headquarters party had been stored,' m this camp under the care of Lieutenant A. F. Grant, who was relieved on the formation of the new headquarters. The camp, which was also that of divisional headquarters, was situated on the sunny slopes of a large hill overlooking the township of Manurewa and, for the most part, consisted of small army huts dotted in and out of some magnificent New Zealand manuka. In fact there was little to suggest a military institution and, at first sight, apart from the personnel and army vehicles, it might well have been taken for a modern motor camp. At this stage headquarters personnel lived and fed with those of divisional headquarters. Further personnel who joined headquarters on reaching Necal were, at this time, with 17th Anti-aircraft Brigade at Pahautanui under command of Colonel V. A. Young, MC, RA. It was here that the anti-aircraft 

and coast elements of divisional artillery were being trained, with a separate staff, although the brigade headquarters, as such, would not accompany the force overseas. Instead, as CRA, Brigadier Duff had had experience not only of field and coast artillery but also of anti-aircraft, the unusual organisation was evolved of having one CRA with two staffs, one for controlling field and anti-tank units and the other for anti-aircraft and coast, each with its own brigade major, staff captain and liaison officer, but with one common intelligence officer. This organisation is believed to be unique in the British Service. It was originally thought that these two elements, that of field artillery and that of static anti-aircraft and coast defence would be operating separately, although probably within a small area, but the deployment of the force in Necal changed this conception. It is recorded here that on arrival overseas the two staffs worked and lived together harmoniously and functioned satisfactorily as a combined staff.

          
The headquarters continued at Manurewa until 5 October 1942 when the unit moved to Papakura Military Camp. This was only a temporary measure as the whole of divisional artillery was soon to move into country districts for training purposes. The next four days were spent in the comparative luxury of D block. It was here, too, that the unit as a whole got to know each other "better. One learnt of the other fellow's hobbies, of his family, and of the life he was soon to leave behind him. On one occasion, in the midst of pondering over the intricacies of the move of all artillery units down to Tirau district, an officer swung around the corner of what passed for an office and there, sitting on an old box outside the door, was the duty driver of the day engrossed with his needlework, and doing it well too. On 10 October 1942 the Unit proceeded by road and rail to the Tirau domain where a tented camp was pitched under the capable guidance of Sergeant-Major Bickerton, or 'Bick' as he was known to most of us. Every era produces its famous men; be they statesmen or gangsters. 'Bick' was one of the world's greatest 'acquirers.' He came of a great family of 'acquirers '—the gunners. It was once said of him that if a quartermaster observed even casually in the course of conversation that he was worried over the shortage of a few nuts and bolts, 'Bick' would show up in an hour or two with a 25-pounder gun which he had 'found in the bush.' And so, on arrival at Tirau, the odd bit of timber and oil drum found





[image: The cookhouse which served Headquarters Divisional Artillery on Nissan Island, where rain water was collected in empty oil drums because of the shortage of water Brigadier Duff in his small dinghy on the Nissan lagoon. These small craft were used for observation work The Hunter Liggett in which Divisional Artillery Headquarters moved north from New Caledonia to Guadalcanal]
The cookhouse which served Headquarters Divisional Artillery on Nissan Island, where rain water was collected in empty oil drums because of the shortage of water


Brigadier Duff in his small dinghy on the Nissan lagoon. These small craft were used for observation work


The 
Hunter Liggett in which Divisional Artillery Headquarters moved north from New Caledonia to Guadalcanal







[image: Dawn breaks over the Tontouta Airfield, New Caledonia, revealing the huge aircraft parked there in readiness for flights to New Zealand, Fiji, Australia and Guadalcanal. The 28th Heavy Anti-aircraft Regiment, one of the guns of which can be seen on the right, was responsible for the defence of this airfield]
Dawn breaks over the Tontouta Airfield, New Caledonia, revealing the huge aircraft parked there in readiness for flights to New Zealand, Fiji, Australia and Guadalcanal. The 28th Heavy Anti-aircraft Regiment, one of the guns of which can be seen on the right, was responsible for the defence of this airfield










[image: Above: Guns of 203 Battery, 28th Heavy Anti-aircraft Regiment, sited for the defence of Tontouta Airfield in New Caledonia. Right: The famous mile-long pine avenue on Norfolk Island which was sacrificed so that a tactical airfield could be constructed. The first aeroplane, a New Zealand Hudson, landing on the new airfield on Christmas Day, 1942]

Above: Guns of 203 Battery, 28th Heavy Anti-aircraft Regiment, sited for the defence of Tontouta Airfield in New Caledonia. 
Right: The famous mile-long pine avenue on Norfolk Island which was sacrificed so that a tactical airfield could be constructed. The first aeroplane, a New Zealand Hudson, landing on the new airfield on Christmas Day, 1942



its way into our camp. Local residents, too, were most generous in their different ways. It must be remembered that there were many other gunners in the district, many of whom had never been in the country before. Now, for the first time, came the pleasant opportunity of meeting country people and entering country homes. The hospitality of the people of Putaruru, Tirau and Okoroire was magnificent. Halls were hired, dances and social evenings were organised, and no expense was spared in order to make the leisure hours of the men enjoyable. Those were happy days, leaving happy memories, which the passing of time will never dim.

          
Time here was spent in ordinary routine administration. The staff of Headquarters Divisional Artillery (Field) consisted of the following:—Brigade Major: 
Major N. W. M. Hawkins, NZA; staff captain: 
Captain O. J. Cooke, NZA; intelligence officer: Captain E. H. Fowke, NZA; liaison officer: 
Captain J. L. M. Horrocks, NZA. The anti-aircraft and coast staff who were training at Pahautanui consisted of 
Major C. D. B. Campling, RA, as brigade major, and 
Captain J. A. Crawley, NZA, as staff captain. Both these staffs were aided by a very capable and hardworking body of clerks. No thought of union hours ever entered their heads, and appreciation should be recorded of their untiring efforts. They were headed by the redoubtable Bickerton as chief clerk and under him were Sergeant Burns and Sergeant Miller. On the AA side came Sergeant D. A. Pointon who, since returning to New Zealand, has won the Wellington lawn tennis championship, and Bombardier Davidson, not forgetting a particularly peculiar person, one Cosson. It was always thought that Gunner Cosson had, in his youth, swallowed a musician's metronome of slow tempo and that, on awakening each morning, he wound himself up like a clock. His speech was slow and deliberate and this, together with a certain sphinx-like expression, gave his listener something of a surprise on learning that hidden within was a dry wit that always amused. Unfortunately for us he joined the air force shortly before the division moved from Necal to the Solomons. He was replaced by Bombardier McCrorie, who came from the then recently disbanded 33rd Heavy Regiment. On account of his courtesy and efficiency officers of headquarters staff had the greatest respect for this quiet, unassuming clerk.

          
Routine administration went on. Looking back, part of a day 

went something like this: Returns asked for by division! Passed on to units! 'Can we let you know to-morrow?' 'No, send them in by 5 o'clock' Must think ahead. Ah, yes, envelopes can be addressed. No sign of those! returns. 'Get the adjutant on the phone.' 'What, they left by motor-cycle orderly. They haven't arrived yet. Sorry, looked in the wrong basket. They are here all right.' 'Have we any timber? Good God, this is artillery headquarters. What's that—can you get some timber? How much do you want? You don't know yet—it was only an enquiry? Well this is not an enquiry agency.' 'Sergeant Burns, Where's that file dealing with indents—haven't seen it for ages.' 'On your table, sir.' 'So it is, thank you.' 'Get division on the phone for me. Sergeant-major, where are you?' 'Division on the phone, sir, Lieutenant-Colonel—speaking.' 'Is that you, colonel?' 'What's that? Higher authority not to be kept waiting on the phone! Sorry, sir. Yes, next time I'll ring you myself.' 'Now, sergeant-major, how is camp construction getting on, are the men getting their beer each evening ? Hadn't we better have a lock-up place for the supplies. Theft and all that. See what you can do,' 'Phone, sir.' 'Is that you, Oswald-Twizzle?' 'Whom do you want?' 'Is that you, Ossic?' 'Oh, you want Captain Cooke. No, he's out just now. Had to go around to Okoroire pub to see about hot baths for the men.' 'Message from the regiment, sir. Would you amend their return of personnel by adding a column for lance bombardiers. Also, sir, the 53rd Anti-tank Battery want their return amended tq read 70 gunners and six sergeants not 70 sergeants and six gunners.' 'Take a letter, will you, Sergeant Burns.' 'To all units, the importance of accuracy in furnishing returns to this HQ, etc., etc. No, the brigadier will sign it.' And so evolved, through aches and pains, the organisation which at one time controlled more troops than any of the infantry brigades in the division, some 180 officers and 3,500 men.

          
It was during these early days that a most useful gift, a Shaddock stove, was made to the unit by the local schoolmaster —himself an old soldier. This stove was one of our most prized possessions. It went with us to New Caledonia, and thence to Guadalcanal and 
Vella Lavella. Back it came with the unit to Guadalcanal, and went with the second echelon to Green Island. When artillery headquarters moved back to New Caledonia it found a place on a 30-cwt truck. It was always intended to bring it back to New Zealand and return it to the Tirau School with 

a suitable inscription, but in the move back to New Zealand it was left behind as being too heavy to pack in a case. On 22 October the brigadier called a conference of unit commanders, indicating the intention of moving overseas. Faces were a study. Some had done this sort of thing before, others were obviously thankful that it had come at last; on one face there was the unmistakable sign that some money was going to change hands. For the next few days excitement was high. On 25 October orders were received from division for the move of the advanced parties overseas. Captain Fowke was to be in charge of the headquarters party, which comprised Sergeant Miller; Lance Bombardier Smith and Gunners Battersby and Stephens. They left on 28 October, embarking the next day at Wellington on the US transport 
Crescent City.

          
From now on the tempo of our daily existence increased. Unit stores began to arrive from ordnance and it became obvious to all that we were soon to move overseas. Whither and when? Excitement was increased by the sudden announcement that seven days' leave was to be granted, and just as suddenly so it seemed, was the leave over. More ordnance stores arrived. Instructions for packing and marking followed. Surely it would be soon; like so many Micawbers we sat waiting for something to turn up. We waited from day to day until, to our amazement, orders came for the move of our headquarters only and not for the other artillery units. More hurried packing began. Vaccinations followed. Time must be made for last minute good-byes. The people will miss us. They said so. We have made some jolly good friends. Aren't the girls in the telephone exchange good sorts?

          
And so we left; saddened not only on account of our thoughts of loved ones at home, but also that the kindnesses and gracious acts of the people of Tirau, Okoroire and Putaruru would be a thing of the past. The more fortunate of us departed for Wellington by MT convoy on the morning of 27 November. We were to spend the night at Waiouru. As it was intended to move into the tropics, light drill uniforms were worn by all ranks. Heavy coats had been withdrawn from issue. Waiouru has never seemed so cold as it did that evening in the wind and rain. Two blankets and a four men hut were all we had between us and the outside world, and army huts are draughty. The weather next morning was no better; it was still showery and there was still the cold wind. During the months that were to follow how we 

longed for that cold wind! Every man's desire, then, was to be able to roll on a frosty lawn. Breakfast—well it just had to be stew, but it was hot. By 9 o'clock we were on the road again and, as we went south, it gradually cleared. For lunch the convoy stopped outside Levin. Someone suggested a meat pie. Everybody wanted one. It might be years before we got another. And so to Wellington, where personnel embarked on the US transport 
President Monroe. That evening came our first acquaintance with American food and American cooking. 'Not bad stuff this spam —always looks so nice in advertisements. It must be good.' But as Lord Atkin, an eminent justiciar, said in answer to an incorrect assertion of fact, 'Short, simple and wrong.' We came to hate the stuff. 'Coffee?' 'Yes, I'll try a little but I'd rather have a good cup of tea.' I suppose we'll get used to it.' Finally to bed. The men on top of holds 'tween decks, with bunks in tiers, some six high. There was not much air but it was warmer than Waiouru. 'Do you know even the perishing sergeants have posh quarters up on the main deck?' 'Yes, in cabins with carpets on the floor.' 'Old Dave won't half be laughing at us. He's becoming one of those blinking capitalists.'

          
The next few days were noteworthy solely for the daily opening of the ship's PX store. Here we found good cigarettes at less than three pence for 20; delicious orange drink; peanuts, candy bars, even polaroid glasses; in fact all things not found in our own canteens. Gradually we settled down again. We were grateful for these few days alongside the wharf. Letters could be written, last minute shopping was possible. This parting might be easy after all. Our peaceful existence was broken by the arrival of 3 December and with it the remainder of headquarters, who had come down by train. For the first time we met the antiaircraft and coast fellows who were joining us. They could even talk! By 1500 hours the last hawser was cast off. There were no cheers, no laughter. From the top of some building a handkerchief waved. Here and there! a mouth tightened perceptibly. If only it could be by train—it is so much quicker. A good-bye and then gone. One could, with effort, preserve a certain dignity, but here with Wellington fading in the distance one's throat felt dry and there was a dull ache.

          
The next few days were spent in eating and sleeping, interrupted only by periods of' light boat drill. Gradually it became hotter. Once there was a general alarm when a ship was sighted 

on the horizon. She proved friendly. Meals aboard were good. The officers, warrant officers and some staff sergeants used the ship's saloon just as it had been in peace time. One staff sergeant was so ungrateful as to be ill over the back of an all-unsuspecting-officer. Notwithstanding the apologies, it is thought that this episode was always an excuse at a later date for a good laugh in the sergeants' Mess. The lounge, too, was much the same, with a large painting of President Monroe looking down on whoever might be seated there. Ironical it was that a man who did everything possible to prevent America from meddling in European affairs should lend his name to a US ship now carrying British subjects to a French possession in in order to assist in a war that began in Poland.
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II


We Learn of other People and Places

          
Everyone was up early on the morning of the 7th. There in the distance was our first glimpse of New Caledonia. How many of us thought it would be like this? Away to our stern, on the horizon, were three of America's largest battleships with blinker lights flashing like so many city lights. Between us were several fussy destroyers, their bow waves rising high out of the water. There had been news of a Japanese submarine in these waters. Near at hand were the tiny coral islets forming part of the reef which entirely surrounded the island, in some places as-far as 15 miles from the shore. In contrast to the brilliant colouring of these small islands lapped by waters of the deepest blue was the dull ruggedness of this far-flung French possession, now partly obscured by low-lying clouds. As these broke we caught a glimpse of precipitous hills rising sharply from a narrow coastal belt and clad to the peak with heavy bush. It was with a sense of relief that we crept through a narrow entrance in the reef, pausing only to take a French pilot aboard from a quaint launch which had slipped off from one of these islets on which stood the lighthouse of Ile Amédée. As we passed Ile Nou and slowly swung round to our anchorage, the scene which unfolded will long be remembered. We were by this time within the harbour limits. Lying peacefully at anchor were at least a hundred ships; from aircraft carriers to battleships, from large cargo vessels to 

oil tankers. Further in through the haze of heat could be distinguished several liberty ships disgorging their cargoes at the small wharf. All around were small naval craft dashing hither and thither from one vessel to another. High above the town itself were barrage balloons reflecting the rays of the sun with their silvery sides. Save for the lazy brown smoke curling upwards from the nickel docks the atmosphere appeared alert. To all of us, here for the first time, was definite proof of the ability to oust the Jap from the islands to the north.

          
All day we lay at anchor. On the morning of 8 December we went ashore in a dirty little coastal vessel. Amusement was caused by the Frenchman in charge giving his orders to a native crew by vigorously gesticulating with his arms and raising his shrill voice. It was strange, too, to see a tame pig running around the deck. As more men came aboard so the pig had to give up possession of his latest corner until finally, grunting and squeaking, he scampered below. Major Campling, who had gone across earlier, met us at the wharf. This was our first meeting with the brigade major, ack-ack. An Englishman of florid countenance with twinkling eyes and a crooked smile, here was a man we were all to like so much. He had arrived in New Zealand a few months earlier, on loan from the British Army, in order to establish and perfect the anti-aircraft defences of the country. One suspects that he agreed to come with the division to New Caledonia simply because it was one part of the world he had not seen and, if there was to be any action, well it would be good fun too. 'Actually,' as he so often used to say, he didn't move north with us, but was recalled to England to prepare further anti-aircraft units for D-day in France. Under his guidance we found ourselves at a New Zealand transit camp at Dumbea some 15 miles from Noumea. The heat was now terrific and very glad we were to find a river near by in which to wash and swim. On the other side was an American cavalry unit, but what did it matter if there were horses in the river too.

          
On 15 December we moved up the island by motor transport, pausing here and there while one of our vehicles was dragged back on the road after being ditched. All along there was good reason for believing the American report that already there had been some 46 fatal road accidents among their transport drivers. Once we had a fleeting glimpse of a 30-cwt truck upside down after it had gone over a bank. Later we saw one of our three-

tonners over on its side, its load ot motor cycles scattered near by. A stop was made at Oua Tom for lunch.

          
Thence to Moindah, which was to be our home for the next eight months, It was our home only because we made it such. On arrival we found nothing but niaouli trees on all sides. Here again we found ourselves alongside a typical New Caledonian stream, with crystal clear water. Here, too, were the members of the advanced party. Curly Battersby in his topee, looking as if. he had arrived from Poona, or strayed from Livingstone's party in darkest Africa. There was Ron Scott also—the 'brig's' batman—who had come over ahead of us. He told of an amusing incident involving the 'brig's' washing. For some days they had been camped near a native mission where Ron used to take the officers' laundry. There would be some washing for a major, a little for a captain and a good deal for the brigadier. Names and ranks were always given and on collecting the washing Ron always paid far less for the 'brig's' share than for either of the other two. This did not seem at all equitable to the captain, who made discreet inquiries himself, only to find that the mission, in its simplicity, was confusing brigadier with 
brigadier—the French for corporal!

          
A perusal of the war diary shows the following colourless entry for 25 December:—'Christmas Day celebrated in traditional manner. Officers and senior NCO's served the men at dinner. Major-General Barrowclough visited the men and wished them seasonal greetings. Officers dined at 1900 hours and had as guests seven members of the staff of the 25th US Evacuation Hospital. Major-General Barrowclough visited the mess during the evening accompanied by Colonel Woods and Lieutenant-Colonel Taber, of US Army. Captain Fowke, Captain Cooke, Captain Horrocks and Captain Crawley and three other ranks suffering from slight attacks of dysentery.' Apparently the intelligence officer was security conscious in not referring to the 'seven members' as 'seven nurses.' In an appreciation of the situation the 'G' staff had sited our camp only some five miles away from a large American hospital. On the approach of Christmas one politically minded officer thought that the 
entente cordiale could be brought up to date by issuing an invitation for seven of the nurses to have dinner in the officers' mess on Christmas Day.

          
The men's dinner was at midday. The sergeants had been busy all the morning decorating the men's mess which, at that 

time, was only a salvaged pyramidal tent. Green foliage had been liberally used and the quartermaster had generously provided sheets as table cloths. On the tables were a few of those things which go so far towards maintaining morale, such as cigarettes, candy, raisins and chocolate. Each, man had a quart bottle of beer. Turkey came from American sources and was the personal responsibility of Bombardier Stone. The arrival of American turkeys at Christmas and on Thanksgiving Days, no matter where we were, was always a source of wonderment and gratitude.

          
Newspaper men missed a scoop that day in not getting a photo of the brigadier carving. Although a stern disciplinarian in a rather democratic division, he was able to unbend at the right moment. Officers waited on the men and did all the orderly duties. Christmas Day in the army is a day we will always remember. For a few brief moments the unavoidable barrier which divides officers and men is down and there is a cordial atmosphere of good fellowship. There was also some good fellowship in the officers' mess that evening. The nurses had already had their Christmas dinner at midday, but let it be recorded that, no doubt at some great personal discomfort, they did full justice to the excellent meal prepared by Stone and Shepherd. As a memento of the occasion each girl was presented with an ash tray from the base of a 25-pounder cartridge case. Major Campling and Captain Horrocks had also some amusement in providing each with a small bouquet of flowers. These had been prepared by a Madame Hardi of Poya. Madame was the native wife of a Frenchman. She was fat, coarse and very dark, but withal there was a naughty twinkle in her eye. On asking for some 
petites bouquettes it was explained that they were for 
une occasion speciale. In fact, 
nous avons des femmes, whereupon the old lady burst out with a rascally smile, 
Oh, la la, and if those nurses could have seen the grin on madame's face it is doubtful whether they would have come at all. The evening was a huge success. 
You Are My Sunshine was sung to New Zealanders for the first time, and when the hour came for taking the nurses home there was still liquor available. Lest the above incidents may now cause some to think that the original cryptic entry in the war diary be wholly fictitious, let it here be confirmed that those mentioned were, in fact, suffering from a distressing complaint but only of a momentary nature as it was, save for Captain 

Crawley, who was confined to his bed for the evening. To him the whole party seemed unnecessary.

          
As the days went by the whole camp took on an air of permanency and everyone became more acclimatised—that is, all except the office clerks, who used to work under very trying conditions. Office fittings had been built into a three-ton truck before we left New Zealand. After use on the New Caledonian roads it could be seen that every divisional vehicle should have a front wheel drive, and so the fittings were transferred to a 30-cwt. The same canvas awning was adapted. With the strong sun beating down on it, added to which the truck was all metal, the heat inside was terrific. On walking up a few steps to get inside one felt as if one were entering a boiler room. In those early days of exhausting heat what a blessing was the Moindah River. 'In the cool of the evening,' as the 'brig' used to say, men could be seen washing all down its left bank, as it passed the divisional area. By the judicious use of fallen trees and large stones, a sizeable dam had been built byj the men, enabling them to swim. Each flood, and there were many, would wash it away, but, like the beaver, fellows would set to work again and repair the damage.

          
During this settling in period special reference should be made to the arduous duties of the sanitary NCO. Gus Herkt was a high-pressure salesman in civil life, and he certainly carried his talents into the army. The high standard he set was such as was never seen in any other unit. He gave to the work a certain artistic touch and maintained throughout an energetic keenness tempered only by a decent sense of proportion. His dignity was preserved to the last. He left us at Guadalcanal through fracturing his skull, caused by playing water-polo. As a result of his efforts, the unit was at all times impressed with the necessity for good sanitation, and the fellows who followed Gus all performed their duties well. Of good performance, too, was old 
Wellington, a four-wheel-drive Marmon Herrington. History does not relate how it came to be in the possession of the advanced party, although it has been suggested that the truck, along with two others, was simply a gift to the 17th Field Regiment, those quietly efficient acquirers, from the Americans, who in turn got it from the Australian contingent when it left New Caledonia. Hard work had worn the truck down to a back tray, a steering wheel and seat, together with the usual bonnet and radiator. There were also two badly battered front mudguards and four 

wheels still symmetrically rounded. Buried in this wreckage was a superb engine which never failed. One of the primary uses 
Wellington was put to was the pulling out or pushing over of niaouli trees. These trees are very shallow rooted and 
Wellington would be stood off a few yards and then charged at a particular tree. If not successful the first time, the operation was repeated. Ultimately the tree was dragged away by being hooked on at the rear of the truck. Then, too, 
Wellington carried metal for paths, delivered water, took away rubbish, in fact did everything that was asked of it save once when it ran down a sharp incline and finished up in Dave Vorback's drain. Now, Vorback's drain was something to be proud of. It wasn't just an ordinary drain, but was commenced certainly in the usual way the staff captain had of giving orders by saying, 'I wonder if you would dig a drain.' Dave Vorback happened to be the recipient of this veiled command and at once applied his practical senses. The need for the drain was obvious whenever it rained, as a miniature lake was caused near the officers' mess. This in turn had the effect of virtually separating one half of the camp from the other. One fine day Dave got his gang together and the drain was dug some four feet wide and three feet deep. Our immediate neighbours were personnel from ASC headquarters. Some of them thought the artillery were becoming infantry-minded and had begun constructing earthworks; others thought it might be a tank obstacle. Those still in doubt had their queries answered the next time it rained, for Sergeant Vorback's drain acted perfectly and discharged all the flood water from the camp site on to the ASC area. It is understood that the ASC then began to dig hurriedly in order to pass the water on to signals, but by this time division came to hear of it and co-ordination was then used in the shape of the D and E platoon, who extended the drain into channels where it could cause no friction between units.

          
Friction needs lubrication and for lubrication we must go to 
Hotel de Vorback. This history would not be complete without a dissertation on the good times had by those who were privileged to eat there. Whether one got any lubrication depended on the mood of the occupants, for 
Hotel de Vorback was the large native type 
bure which comprised the officers' mess and anteroom. Adjoining the mess was a large cookhouse with concrete floor, at the far end of which, and slightly raised, was the stove which had come from Tirau. The 
bure was erected by 
head-

quarters with the assistance of native labour. The staff used to get many a laugh out of listening to Dave Vorback, in the loudest of voices, giving long instructions in frequently profane English to the natives, who spoke only French and their own native tongue. They looked puzzled, but somehow Dave would make them understand. As a housewarming the officers had asked some New Zealand nurses to come to dinner and, as the day approached, it could be seen that all help and the weather too would be needed to finish the 
bure. It was finished in time. Dave saw to that. Hence, at the brigadier's suggestion, was born 
Hotel de Vorback with its large painted sign over the entrance. Dave even assisted in wheeling into position the artillery trailer which was to be used as a bar and bar-cupboard. This trailer had, in reality, been found in the bush and was adapted by taking out the ammunition trays and substituting thin steel plates so that the bottles could stand upright on them. The two doors were fastened by means of a short length of strong steel chain. The ends of the chain were passed through the handles of the two doors and then padlocked tightly together. It was the practice of officers at artillery headquarters to pool all supplies of liquor and these were always placed in the trailer. It should be added that few officers ever came to 
Hotel de Vorback without being offered a drink. Although only a small mess, the staff continued this practice all through the Solomons except for a brief period in 
Vella Lavella, when supplies were non-existent.

          
Of the pleasant evenings spent in 
Hotel de Vorback, little enjoyment could have been had without the co-operation of Ken Shepherd, who was a most willing cook. He spent many weary hours preparing special meals for the mess, and it is not easy to cook in the tropics. There were several dinners given for commanding officers; there were a few given for New Zealand nurses and one for American nurses. Many evenings can be recalled generally, but the detail has vanished for any particular dinner to be described in full. There was the occasion when an American nurse announced to the brigadier, 'Say, I've been dated by majors and colonels but you're my first brigadier.' And what of the impromptu party held by some of the staff when Captain Fowke suddenly astounded the others by saying he was a railway engine and proceeded to demonstrate all around the ante-room. Other incidents could be recorded, but some officers may think 

they are being libelled. A warning is now issued, though, lest they be mentioned by Sergeant Miller.

          
Karl Miller was the hardworking sergeant under the control of the intelligence officer. He was an excellent draughtsman with a keen eye for detail. His capacity for learning was almost unlimited and many times was he to be seen typing voluminous sheets of information gleaned from this magazine and that. A schoolmaster in civil life, in Karl Miller the British Empire had a zealous champion. Yet withal he had a certain bitterness. He had little praise for either political party. He saw no good in the army. On one occasion someone saw him with a nasty glint in his eye and learnt that he was typing some more pages for his book. The whole ghastly secret then came out, for it was his avowed intention to show the army to the people in its proper light. Its blunders, its inconsistencies, its incompetency, its waste, were all being set down in writing by Karl Miller in order that a foolish public might believe. In moments of minor confusion many times was this warning jokingly repeated at headquarters: 'You'd better be careful or you'll be in Sergeant Miller's book.'

          
There was nearly confusion one day at a heavy AA battery. It all began so innocently too. The brigadier just happened to call in and was so pleased to find law and order prevailing that he had one of his 'hunches.' This 'hunch' was that Major —— had not thought out a plan to move his guns to alternative positions. On being asked the direct question, Major —— said of course he had a plan, whereupon the 'brig' began to tap his fly-switch against his leg. This should have warned the energetic major. Then the 'brig' said, 'How long will it take?' 'About three hours,' came the prompt reply. But the reply was too prompt, for had the major paused to think, he would have realised that the 'brig' would consider that far too long to carry out such a simple movement. The 'brig' went on tapping his leg with his fly-switch. When the major, very red in the face, said it would take about an hour, the 'brig' said once again, 'And you have a plan.' 'Yes, sir,' said the major. 'All you need then is the word to go,' mocked the 'brig.' Yes, sir,' said the major, and so he was trapped. For the 'brig' went on tapping his leg with his fly-switch and said 'Go.' The major laughed and when he did so he would shake all over. Then he suddenly stopped laughing and said, 'You don't mean that, do you, sir?' 'I do,' replied the 'brig.' And with great presence of mind the major turned, and 

there, coming towards him, was Lieutenant ——. 'Prepare to move to alternative positions, he barked at him. To his everlasting credit Lieutenant —— simply called for a sergeant, although, as he turned away, he could be heard softly singing, 'Mad dogs and Englishmen go out in the noonday sun.' And it was a very hot day. A sergeant soon appeared and was ordered by the lieutenant, 'Prepare to move to alternative positions.' Now the poor sergeant was simply magnificent and called out for his gunners, but before he' could pass on such a command to them the 'brig' stopped what was obviously going to be a most complicated manoeuvre. 'You haven't much of a plan,' he said to the major, who was an honest man and agreed.

          
During these months there were several changes in the staff. In March, Captain Cooke was replaced by Captain Swan as staff captain (field and anti-tank). In May, Major Hawkins left for a special course in New Zealand and his place was taken temporarily by Captain Fowke, whose appointment as IO was filled by Lieutenant Chrystall. Captain Crawley, who had gone to staff college in May, handed over to Lieutenant Duignan. Major Spragg became brigade major in July when Captain Fowke went as second-in-command of 54 Anti-Tank Battery. In July, as the move north necessitated a reversion to normal practice, the AA and CD appointments were abolished. At this time Lieutenant Duignan handed over to Captain Swan and, on the division moving north, departed to New Zealand to complete a course at staff college. He did not join headquarters again until January 1944, when he arrived at Guadalcanal. In August Lieutenant R. C. Owen joined headquarters from the 38th Field Regiment to act as a liaison officer. Later, at Green Island, he became camp commandant. Another change was Lieutenant A. N. King, who came as a liaison officer from 29 Light AA Regiment. Lieutenant Conlon, NZAOC, also joined the headquarters as OME. The only other change worth recording is that Captain Horrocks got a new batman, Percy James. In the months to follow Percy was a great asset, not only to his boss, but also to the unit as a whole. He had what was almost a complete disregard for higher authority and something more than the average 'New Zealander's cheek.' His rather sullen expression was instanty broken by his smile, which took the corners of his mouth almost around to his ears. It was that rascally smile that saved Percy many a rebuff. His chief aim in life appeared to be the 'doing' of citizens of 

the USA and there were many opportunities. It is strongly suspected that, on drawing his issue of beer, he sold it to the Americans for a dollar or even two dollars a bottle.

          
Relaxation in New Caledonia was catered for in many ways. The brigadier authorised the use of a truck occasionally to take men out for the day. There would be a picnic to Houailou or Bourail Beach. There were two race meetings up in the 14th Brigade area and then there were hot baths. Who first thought of the idea is not known. An oil drum was cut in halt lengthwise and thoroughly cleaned out. In order to have a hot bath one had only to heat water and put it in the half drum. It was so simple. Yet it is just the ordinary simple things of life that appear such a luxury in the islands. Captain Swan and Captain Horrocks even used to take it in turns having the first use of the hot water. Then there were movies at the nearby American hospital. Morale is an important factor in the life of a soldier and, at the risk of making what may prove to be a controversial statement, the US authorities appear to cater for it far more than does our own branch of the service. What our existence would have been like during our first sojourn in New Caledonia without the good nature of our American allies is not difficult to imagine, and our everlasting gratitude has been won by their welfare services.

          
Although only some 40 strong in personnel, artillery headquarters took a keen interest in all forms of sport. On first arriving in New Caledonia there were no playing fields and little time for improving grounds to make them suitable for cricket and football. It was natural, therefore, that our attention should turn to deck tennis, which provided a strenuous form of exercise with little effort involved in preparing the sites. Each evening both officers and men could be seen playing. They were always stripped to the waist and everyone carried his towel to wipe off the perspiration. In February, grounds in the divisional area became available for cricket and baseball. As the rainy season progressed they became suitable for football. They were not the type we were accustomed to in New Zealand. The grass was of a tussock variety and difficult to cut. For a while artillery headquarters fielded a cricket team each week. Much success was achieved. A practice net was even set up in our camp area. As seems inevitable in army life, keenness in time faded, and baseball then became popular. We played our first game on Saturday, 6 February, against Divisional Ordnance Workshops. We were 

successful. A team was then entered in the competition and won the first round. Three players were chosen for a representative game. The most spectacular games were played against the A team of DOW and against Div Sigs. In the match against DOW the seventh innings opened with the score 34 to 26 in favour of the opposition. With luck on our side we finally won by a margin of one run, having knocked up nine runs, including two 'homers,' before our third man went out. The first game against Div Sigs was played in pouring rain. Boots were of no use so everyone played in bare feet. After an exciting game we were beaten by two runs. The return match was played on 3 April and was the final game of the first round of the competition. The final score of 14 to 13 in our favour proves what a struggle the Sigs put up. Later in the month we were able to field two teams for baseball and these continued the success of the original team in that out of four games played each team, lost only once. Seven players were chosen for representative games on Saturday, 17 July, when a team from Plaine des Gaiacs airfield visited Moindah sports ground. Two games were played, the Moindah team being successful on both occasions.

          
Football, too, had its enthusiasts, notably Ben Smith, the ordnance warrant officer attached to headquarters. Lieutenants Duignan and Chrystall played once or twice and one of the mainstays in the scrummages was Alf Paltridge. With the move north attention was again directed to deck tennis and it is claimed that headquarters performed well. At Vella, Darry Pointon and Bob Shannon were runners up in an island competition held at Christmas. Later, at Green Island, both officers and men played all comers and had few defeats. Matches were played with other artillery units and many pleasant afternoons were spent in this strenuous form of relaxation.

          
In June it was decided to reorganise the Third Division for amphibious operations. Difficulties in obtaining reinforcements necessitated a reduction in the strength of formations. As at that time artillery was by far the largest formation in the division it was only natural that heavy reductions should be made. The 33rd Heavy Regiment was to be disbanded, although the brigadier did his utmost to retain a, battery of four 155 mm guns. Lack of personnel also meant the end of 28 Heavy AA Regiment. It was sad to see these fine units disbanded. Following this reorganisation Captain Swan and another officer found themselves 

one evening in Nouméa. They were in a staff car and with the most innocent of intentions were on their way along the waterfront to a US naval hospital. Two American sailors thumbed a ride and got into the back seat. They saw at once that they were riding with New Zealanders and asked where the two officers were camped. The reply was that they were some distance up the island, miles away from the so-called civilisation of Noumea and, in fact, were surrounded everywhere by niaoulis. Conversation then dropped a moment until one of the sailors leant forward and most confidentially asked,' Say, buddy, what are the niaouli women like ?'

          
With August came obvious signs that the division was about to move on. There was a great deal of energy expended during the next few days. Staff Kitney had lost the emancipated look he usually wore and appeared worried over details of packing the QM store. Everything had to be in two-man loads. Up at the office files were being sorted. Lieutenant Owen left Noumea to take charge temporarily of a transit camp. By 16 August the loading of the QM and office trucks was completed and already some of the tents had been struck. Lieutenant Chrystall, who was to be the officer in charge of the ship's loading party, departed with Lieutenant King on 17 August, accompanied by 11 other ranks. By the evening all tents had been struck and everyone was sleeping in the mess huts. The next two days were spent in cleaning up. Cookhouses had to be left tidy. Gus Herkt was busy with his GS shovel and small notices. On the 20th a large fire was started to burn all rubbish. Personal packing was completed and by 2200 hours the unit was on the main road ready to proceed south to Noumea. Earlier in the evening mail had been delivered. It is recalled that during the nine months spent in New Caledonia a few officers and men had from time to time been returned to New Zealand for special courses. One officer, on opening a letter from his wife just when the convoy moved off, read after the usual fond endearments, 'Isn't it about time they sent you home for a course?' If only she could have known!

          
Once again on the move. What a sight it was going over Moindou Pass, headlights stretching back for miles as the convoy slowly made its way south. Trucks went over the bank; injuries to personnel; the officer driving a leading car going to sleep at the wheel; gratitude to the YMCA for its stew and cup or hot 

tea in the early morning. Then our arrival at Nouméa with the unexpected 'Who are you ?'; that search for someone in authority to ascertain what to do; and finally to the US transport 
Hunter Liggett, where we climbed up rope nets. And so to our quarters, which were to prove such an inferno with the ship's laundry just above us. All these impressions rise mistily out of the past as we look back, including Gus Herkt and his half bottle of rum given to him by an officer just before embarking.
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III


We Begin to Suffer

          
For three days we lay at anchor in Noumea Harbour, slipping out silently on 24 August. Then came Efate Island, in the New Hebrides, on 26 August, where we had our first experience of amphibious operations. More impressions—the almost unbearable wait in our quarters, fully equipped, with so little air to breathe; the intense heat so that everything was wet with perspiration; scaling down nets into landing barges; the feeling of being almost grilled by the hot tropical sun before reaching the shade of coconut palms ashore. Then back up the nets, this time more slowly. Not to be forgotten was the evening spent ashore in a coffee plantation; the heavy rain and the mosquitoes. What a horrible nightmare it all seems now! It is so easy to forget the beauty of our anchorage in Vila Harbour with its calm blue waters disturbed only by landing craft hurrying to and from the beach, the brilliance of the tropical vegetation and the whiteness of the coral highways; the delicious drink of cool clear water at a US water point, after a march of some miles; the absurdity of drinking cherry brandy by the glassful.

          
An incident of our stay here is worth recording. An exercise from the ship involved everyone spending a night ashore. Communications were to be established and emergency rations were to be used. This was to be our first acquaintance with the American C ration which New Zealanders did not find at all palatable. It was simply hash in varying forms. Cases of these rations had been collected from the ASC and an officer was detailed to see that the men were issued with their share. Now this officer knew little about the C ration and, lest anyone should 

be like Oliver Twist and return to ask for more, he made the unit file past him and, as each man collected his ration, his name was ticked off. Had he but known, his action was entirely unnecessary—no one ever came back for more—never!

          
Early on the morning of 1 September we sailed out of Vila Harbour and, shortly after losing sight of land, we joined a convoy of four other transports and six destroyers. The next day was memorable, for a 'general alarm' went just before breakfast. Later it was learnt that four torpedoes had been fired from long range at USS 
Fuller, which was to our rear. At 1100 hours on 3 September, 
Hunter Liggett anchored off Lunga Beach. Ahead, in the distance, was Cape Esperance, where the Japs, only a few months earlier, had made their last stand. Over our bow, to starboard, lay small Savo Island, the scene of a naval battle when HMAS 
Canberra and three other cruisers were sunk in a matter of minutes. To our starboard, also, was Florida Island, with Tulagi, now a large American naval base.

          
Unlike the Americans at that time, the New Zealanders went to the high ground for camp sites, and so we found ourselves on a ridge looking over the water to Florida Island. Fox-holes were an early priority but the ground was hard and the sun was hot. On 13 September came our first Jap air raid. Next morning showed shoulders, then heads, disappearing as fox-holes were deepened and finished. As the moon came to the full so the raids were more frequent. There was the occasion when two Jap bombers were shot down in quick succession by a night fighter. Then came the night of 10-11 October when, just after midnight, two liberty ships were torpedoed by dive bombers off Lunga Point.

          
As the days went by the heat increased. A temperature of 96 degrees Fahrenheit in the shade was recorded by the air force meteorological section now attached to artillery headquarters. Temperatures registered in the sun were between 120 degrees and 130 degrees Fahrenheit. The meteorological section consisted of four men commanded by Pilot-Officer Fountain. Captain Horrocks and Percy James had left shortly after our arrival to go with the 14th Brigade to 
Vella Lavella; Lieutenant Owen went with 8th Brigade to Treasury. With the 8th Brigade gone on 26 October, it seemed as if artillery headquarters was going to be left behind. Brigadier Duff was going backwards and forwards to the northern islands. Some other officers had made a trip by 

air to Vila plantation on Kolorabangara, which had only just been cleared of the enemy. Lieutenant King became our first casualty from malaria. It was becoming obvious to all that the unit was getting restive.

          
Spirits rose when on 6 November, after leaving behind a small rear party under Captain Crawley, the balance of headquarters embarked for 
Vella Lavella on an LCI (landing craft— infantry). This was our first acquaintance with these trim little craft. Powered with six Gray diesel motors, they have a speed of some 16 to 20 knots. They can each carry 200 fully equipped troops together with about ten tons of cargo. 
Vella Lavella was reached early next morning. It was here that we had the most pleasant camp during our time in the Solomons. It was sited on a small promontory beneath the shade of a small coconut grove. The sea was at our very doorstep. As one sat in a tent looking out across the oily waters, there could be seen some 15 miles away the gentle slopes of Kolombangara rising majestically to over 5,000 feet. While we were grateful for the shade afforded by the coconut palms, as the days went by a minor war of nerves was waged with falling coconuts. It seemed worse at night, especially when one was awakened by a coconut striking the tent with a dull thud. Captain Horrocks returned to the unit and brought with him a message which he had intercepted while listening to the Treasury landing. It came from a New York radio station and is reprinted here for historical interest only:—

          
'Up till now New Zealand's war effort in the Pacific has been confined to air and sea patrol. With landings in 
Vella Lavella and Mono Island comes the first mention of an amphibious New Zealand division in this theatre of operations. The use of these hard-hitting troops, world famous for their ferocity in battle, is evidence that they are anxious to emulate the splendid example of their brothers in the Middle East.'

          
On 22 November the rear party arrived, together with Lieutenants Owen and Rogers, who had come down from the Treasury Islands. The latter was to replace Lieutenant King. From now on until Christmas life was routine administration. With their wooden floors, tents began to take on a permanent look. There was the superb layout of 'Whyworry Whare.' For the first time, too, there came into being a tent for hobbies, where knives could be fashioned, where rings and watch straps could be shaped. There was Major Spragg's bird bath made from a large inverted 

clam shell, the idea conceived and constructed by Dick Ankers, whose artistic eye did full justice to the undertaking. In the evenings there were movies or quiz sessions; once the 'brig' gave an excellent lecture on the North-West Frontier. Some of the discomforts suffered in the tropics made their first appearance, discomforts such as tropical sores and prickly heat. With the coming of December our thoughts turned to Christmas. Some excellent Christmas cards were prepared by Karl Miller and Graham Shepherd. On 19 December the dedication service was held at the island cemetery. How impressive it was in its simplicity! There was the still unfinished native chapel; the US and NZ guards of honour facing one another across the graves; little mounds of white coral edged with blackish earth. Then there was the native choir. New Zealanders on Vella had good reason to remember the help given to them by the natives in finding and driving the Japanese from the island. The natives had expressed a wish to be allowed to care for the cemetery after we had gone. They were here this day dressed in black and white, paying homage to those who had fallen in the cause which they dearly regarded as their own. Theirs was a dignity which we marvelled at as the ceremony proceeded. In particular our eyes fastened on the white crosses where lay our comrades from an ack-ack battery, gunners who had fought to the last to drive off dive bombers from a landing beach. Would that their parents and wives could have seen the tribute paid to them that day! In some small measure they might have found comfort.

          
Christmas Day 1943 was a day best remembered by its dinner. Here is a copy of the menu:—

          

Menu

 Roast Turkey

 with

 
Cranberry Sauce and 
Gravy

 Roast Potatoes Green Peas

 Boiled Turnips Cremed Potatoes

 White Cheese Sauce

 Christmas Pudding

 with

 
Cherry Sauce

 Beer

 Iced Lemon Drink

 Candy and 
Cigarettes

 Cafe Noir and 
Cafe Au Lait

 Waiters

          
Brig Duff, Major Spragg, Capt Swan, Capt Horrocks Lieut Crawley, Lieut Chrystall, Lieut Owen, Lieut Conlon

 and

 WO's and 
Sergeants

          


          
The day was partly spoilt for two gunners who had inadvertently omitted to carry out their picket duties on Christmas Eve. Certainly the festive spirit of Noel was abroad that night, but so was the duty officer. Between Christmas and New Year there were swimming sports, deck tennis competitions, followed by movies and concerts in the evenings. During this time two New Zealand ships, 
Matai and 
Tui, were hove-to just off our point. Some of us were lucky enough to get on board. The festive season was well catered for by amateur distillers in the unit. For a few weeks prior to Christmas, fruit, raisins and yeast had been allowed to ferment in large containers. When the fermentation was far enough advanced—indicated usually by the smell—the liquid was poured off and then heated. The vapour this caused was passed through a system of pipes condensing at the other end into what was popularly called 'alcohol.' The addition of grapefruit juice made a reasonably potent! drink known as 'plonk.'

          
With the New Year came a warning order for further amphibious operations. To plan for this it was necessary to move artillery headquarters back to Guadalcanal. Leaving behind a rear party to bring! equipment and transport, the remainder of headquarters left by air on 13 January. Orders for this rear party to be packed and ready to leave on an LCT (landing craft tanks) by 0900 hours the next day. Emergency rations were to be used on the voyage. Accordingly tents were struck early that morning and everything was ready for the convoy to move off down to the beach when word came that there would be no move before 1630 hours. Then began the meanderings of these unfortunates. Actually, while eating a meagre lunch, advice came that another night would have to be spent ashore. Further rations were allotted on a generous scale by 16 MT Company. A few tarpaulins were so placed as to give shelter for the night. At least that was the idea. That night it rained as it had never done before on Vella. Nothing remained dry and with little sleep the party was in no mood for further frustration. This time, however, orders were final and at 0900 hours the.convoy of some seven fully loaded vehicles boarded an LCT after several tons of ordnance stores and mail had been loaded on deck. This party consisted of an officer and some 22 other ranks, and when it is mentioned that an LCT does not normally carry personnel—in fact has no accommodation for them—then perhaps some little 

idea can be formed of the discomfort suffered. Bedcots had been retained and where there was room for one then down it went. To give shelter tarpaulins were strung from one vehicle to another. All around was an almost unbearable heat radiating from the iron sides and deck of our small landing craft. The situation seemed ominous.

          
There were still no orders for sailing. On the contrary the captain, a young ensign of about 21 years, thought everything might have to be unloaded as the vessel might be needed, for a mission in a more forward theatre of operations. This was only obviated by the arrival of another LCT, which was sent forward instead. It was then intimated that there would be no sailing orders until this craft returned. It might take three days. Emergency rations had only been drawn for the normal voyage—two or three days. Happily, an ASC unit was not far away. The officer in charge of the party went ashore and made arrangements for a hot evening meal. On bringing it down to where the LCT had been berthed he found no sign of her, but was told that she had had to pull out in order to go alongside a tanker to refuel. When she would be back no one seemed to know. A small landing craft was then obtained and officer and hot meal raced out from the sheltered anchorage to where the LCT was heaving up and down on the swell between Kolambangara and Vella. Somehow, despite a heavy swell, the meal was served and eaten and, after refuelling, the LCT put back into its normal anchorage. That night it again rained steadily. Monday dawned with more rain and, in the midst of a proper hate session, the officer in charge stated that arrangements had been made for the whole party to be accommodated in a nearby ASC camp. Everyone scrambled ashore only to find that the tents they were to sleep in leaked almost as badly as the tarpaulins. Yet the food was good and washing was possible. There were movies at night, though, and there were some land crabs too—as big as large dinner plates. Three days went by. After the evening meal on Thursday everyone embarked again as the LCT was to join a convoy early in the morning. Yet Friday came and still the craft remained. Shortly after breakfast a small convoy appeared on the horizon and, as it grew in size, activity was noted aboard the LCT. Soon her three Gray diesel motors were started and she joined the convoy.

          
All that day the hot sun beat down on the metal deck until 

it was too hot to touch with the naked hand. Slowly the convoy-slipped by Wana Wana Island and Arundel until, as evening approached, there ahead was Rendova, its northern tip rising to over 3,000 feet. On looking up one could see some SO to 60 dive-bombers, their mission fulfilled, returning to Munda airfield. As the small convoy approached the sheltered harbour of Rendova, Munda was clearly visible.

          
It was now dusk and the planes had landed. The purple tints which these tropical islands take on in the late afternoon were fading. Nearby islands were becoming a blur, save where the brilliant sunset showed them up in sharp relief. As the convoy crept through the entrance the whole scene seemed to spring to life again. There were PT boats preparing for an evening patrol. Several gunboats were moored alongside a large oil tanker made of concrete. In the background, almost lost in its camouflage paint, was a tender for Catalina flying boats. Large landing craft were also noticed. In all there were over 50 vessels and yet a moment earlier no one would have thought it possible. A brief stop was made for refuelling and then out into the night, edging down the narrow waters between New Georgia and Rendova Islands. The next day was again blisteringly hot. During the afternoon it could be seen that,' the convoy was making for the Russell Islands. By the time the narrow harbour was reached it was dark. Lights began to twinkle and shortly the scene bore comparison with any large city. In moving to its anchorage, the convoy passed liberty ships under a blaze of light, unloading as quickly as possible. The world never seems to go to sleep in these parts.

          
Impressions of the night before led one, the next morning, to look for large rows of warehouses and city streets. But in the light of day there was nothing but the dense jungle growth with here and there row upon row of coconut palms. Roads, huts and tents could be glimpsed through the undergrowth. It was amazing to see large ships berthed so that a hand could almost be stretched out to touch the steep banks. With its deep anchorage well inshore no wonder this island had become such a huge forward base. All that day the party spent ashore. Royalty was never better entertained than our fellows by the Americans. After the movies that evening the convoy left for Guadalcanal, only 60 miles to the south east, reaching there early the next morning, 

when the officer in charge of the party found he had earned the title of 'Admiral' amongst his friends.
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IV


We Reach Maturity but Suffer the While

          
For the next few weeks artillery headquarters had only one purpose; to plan for the landing on Green Islands (Operation Squarepeg). For this operation artillery personnel had to be gathered from three different islands. For the first time we were to have three American units under our command and good liaison with them in the planning stage was of the utmost importance. Not only had the staff to be thoroughly conversant with American army and naval terms, but they had to be able to understand the broad lazy drawl of Lieutenant-Colonel Jere Moore from New Georgia, and his other 'rebel' officers. In the main, 967 AA Gun Battalion was from the south and it was thought for that reason it had chosen the code word 'Rebel.' Certainly at first it was difficult to understand them but later it was found that we did speak the same language. There was the handsome Major 'Pee Willie' Ferrell; Lieutenant Tom Wann from Minnesota—when not smiling he was worrying over obtaining his captaincy. Easy to remember was Captain Jack Smolens— 'Think of Smolensk,' he used to say. Then there was courteous Lieutenant Joe Aherne, the adjutant, commissioned in the field for good work at Guadalcanal during a heavy raid. These were interesting days, finished off usually with a visit to 'Hollywood Bowl' for the movies. With its ceremony and surroundings this was quite the most magnificent open-air theatre in the Solomons. Major Spragg left temporarily on 28 January to go with the commando raiders to Green Island. His reconnaissance carried out, he returned on 2 February. Conferences became more frequent; there were despatches for units. Discussion with radar personnel took place. Talks with air spotters followed. Liaison had to be made with US naval forces participating, to study their methods of fire control in case fire from naval ships should be needed to support the landing. Maps and models were studied. On 9 February the first packing was begun and on the 12th, in the afternoon, the first echelon embarked on LCIs for Vella 

Lavella. Two later echelons were to follow, the first under Captain Crawley, the second under Lieutenant Owen. The sight leaving Guadalcanal was inspiring. There were 12 LCIs in line screened by six destroyers. Bringing up the rear was a vessel which looked strangely out of place until someone said it was used for salvaging any craft which might strike uncharted reefs. Shortly after lunch the next day, Vella again loomed out of the haze. Slowly we all wheeled, making for a landing beach, while the destroyer escort raced up and down the channel between Vella and Kolombangara lest there be a lurking Jap submarine in these waters. More troops were taken on board. Above was the ceaseless drone of friendly aircraft on patrol. How secure we felt!

          
At 0900 hours on 14 February we were passing the Treasury Islands. From now on there were friendly planes covering our approach. During the night there were two night fighters. Even so, several LCIs were bombed and strafed. Dawn on the 15th saw us off Nissan Island. It was only the activity that caused one to look again, for land was scarcely visible. The highest point is only 100 feet above sea level. But there ahead, by straining our eyes, we could see the first wave going in from the APDs (assault personnel destroyers). These were some of the old four-stack flush deck type, 50 of which were transferred by the US to England in return for the lease of naval bases. They had now been modified; two funnels and two boilers had been removed and they now carried four small landing craft to convey each wave of men to the beach. These destroyers had been in a separate convoy and had come by a different route. The first was to hit the beach half an hour before personnel from the LCIs landed. As we circled, awaiting our turn to go through the narrow entrance into the lagoon, an alarm was sounded. Above us were Japanese aircraft about to attack. Orders were for everyone to| go below but they were difficult to enforce. There was suddenly a loud cheer as first one and then two more enemy planes were shot down by New Zealand fighters and fire from the destroyers. By now we could see signs of heavy mortar fire ashore.

          
During the next few minutes, away on the horizon, we noticed the barrage balloons of the convoy of LSTs (landing ship tanks). These were much bigger vessels and were carrying all the heavy equipment such as bulldozers, guns and vehicles. As a protection against hostile aircraft each had unleashed the barrage balloon 

carried on deck. By now we were in line again and racing towards this tropical atoll. Slowing down to pass through the narrow entrance, our hearts were glad to see our own troops patrolling on either side. They had prevented any enemy fire being brought to bear on us at such close quarters. Hurriedly we turned sharply to starboard and headed for the white coral beach. Everyone was alert and ready. Aircraft flew low overhead. They were friendly. Then came a slight bump. Yet the ramps were not lowered. Someone had sighted a Jap barge well camouflaged under overhanging branches. The LSTs were now in the lagoon. They had seen it too. Motors roared in reverse. We backed away and then came the crack of 20 mm oerlikons as they blazed shore-wards. Support was soon added by the 'de-plonk-de-plonk' of 40 mm Bofors. Even 50 calibre tracer could be easily seen. The atmosphere was tense, eased only on one ship by the US captain rushing forward and firing his 45 colt revolver! Suddenly the fire died down. Again we edged in. There was another bump: the bow rose slightly and the ramps were lowered. As we raced up the beach, away to the left came the spatter of a machine gun. We had landed on Nissan Island.

          
In this unofficial history it is not thought necessary to record the official part played by artillery headquarters during the next few days. By 1030 hours line communication had been established with divisional headquarters and 17 Field Regiment. Other artillery units could be contacted by wireless. For the first few hours artillery headquarters could be seen disappearing below ground as fox-holes were dug. In siting headquarters, part of a swamp, unfortunately, had been chosen, and this was not conducive to comfort. One advantage, perhaps, was that a large hole was dug into which seeped brackish water. With this we were able to wash. Green Island had no natural fresh water and it was some days before the salt water distilling plants began to function properly. As was expected, there was an air raid the first night. Because the radars were not functioning the heavy AA could not fire. When they are in action one is not filled with such a helpless feeling. The terrific crack of a 90 mm gives a great uplift to morale; there is that feeling of 'hitting back.' But this night all one could do was to hug the ground a little closer. Gradually the peculiar whirr of their motors could be heard. Would they pass to the right or left? No, these seemed to be coming directly at us. Suddenly the engines stopped and in the 

stillness could be heard the swish, swish, as the planes went into a dive. Hearts began to beat a little faster. In the night, when you cannot see a yard ahead in the jungle, it always seems as if 
they are. looking for you personally. There was the roar of motors in full throttle as each climbed out of his dive. Above the roar could be heard a horrible whine. Bombs, and several of them too. Tenseness grew. The whine became deeper and there was the swish, swish again. Then a kind of smothered 'wumph, wumph' and instantly one relaxed. These must have landed somewhere near an unloading beach. 'Bick,' with a small party, had gone down earlier to watch our dump of unit equipment. There was relief the next morning when they appeared.

          
The first evening will also be remembered for an incident which might have had its tragic side. An officer had gone out from headquarters to investigate a breakdown in communications of one of the artillery units. Lest anyone should mistake him for an infiltrating Jap, he left us, calling out his name in a very loud voice. Some little time later he returned, but by now his voice must have grown tired, or perhaps he felt he was on friendly ground. At any rate an NCO on the perimeter of the camp decided that the noise was not wandering pigs. He reached for a grenade, raised himself quietly and flung the grenade in the direction of the sound—two, three, four seconds, and then bang! There was silence for a brief moment, followed by a string of oaths. The grenade had missed its mark; the officer was safe.

          
Having completed a reconnaissance of the new camp area, a small advanced party moved down to the southern end of the island on 22 February. This was to be our final camp site in the Solomons. Only the previous day about 70 Japs had been found in this area and it was reported that there were still several roaming the jungle tracks. Many times was the party awakened that night by noises in the undergrowth, though by now we had become accustomed to the jungle waking up at night. There was always the shrill 'yap, yap' of the jungle toad, so well camouflaged that it was a waste of time looking for it. One could also hear the screech of iguanas. Near at hand rats squeaked, always loud and frantic when they were caught in the vice-like grip of a large land crab. These last could be heard clattering all over the ground as their inquisitiveness took them into everything which might be lying on the ground, whether it be a haversack or a pair of boots. As the days went by more trees were cut down, and as 

the undergrowth was cleared another tent would be erected. Early on our arrival at Green Island, Captain Swan left and his place as staff captain was filled by Captain Crawley.

          
Twice during our four months' stay on the island there was an unpleasant plague of small furry caterpillars. On crawling over the skin they left a slight swelling which, at first, was itchy, and then became painfully sensitive to touch. These caterpillars let themselves down from the trees on their thin threads and, having reached the ground, they then began to climb again. They were such a distressing inconvenience that there arose a practice of taking some simple precautions. On waking in the morning, the tent and one's clothes were searched. People inspected each other when they met. The last thing at night was always the habit of making sure there were none inside the mosquito net before it was tucked in.

          
On 20 March we had our first visit from the official photographer, who took many photographs. In the evening he returned and caught the 'brig' in his bath. This bath was a piece of canvas which fitted inside a light folding frame. It had travelled with the brigadier all over the world. There was one day when suddenly a snap kit inspection was called to find out if any US equipment was held by members of the division. Some of the articles recovered from the unit were 45 colt revolvers, carbines, even two 30 Browning machine guns. One fellow had a large boatswain's lamp used by the US navy; another reluctantly parted with an airman's flying jacket. Once again boredom was relieved by the movies. There was even a USO show, when Eddie Peabody, of banjo fame, entertained us. In the late afternoons we often played deck tennis. In April, a draft left for return to essential industry. Major Spragg. went with them and Captain Horrocks became acting brigade major on 14 April.

          
The staff will always remember the relief occasioned when the Mark XVI radars were removed. These were surface radars attached to the coast artillery. When operating they picked up all manner of things, from ionized clouds to lumps of land which were submerged at high tide. Unfortunately, there was no means of telling whether the object reported was friendly or otherwise. Liberty ships which came to Green Island could not enter the narrow passage, so during the daytime they lay off the entrance. At night they retired on a set course to a certain point, when they changed course for another point, and so on. By the morning 

they would again be off the entrance into the lagoon. It follows, therefore, that all through the night reports would be coming in for checking, to see whether the objects reported might be a liberty ship on her 'retirement' track. Several times, too, it was thought that Jap barges were approaching, but on investigation it was found that the objects were American PT boats whose intended arrival had not been notified.

          
On 13 June work was begun in striking the camp. Never has it seemed so easy; and never has it been done so quickly and willingly. For the last night everyone was able to sleep under cover. Early on the 15th advice was received that we would be embarking at about 1430 hours. American officers paid a last call, and many of the men were noticed saying good-bye to other allied friends. The 967 Gun Battalion sent a party over to gather up the chickens which had been wandering around the camp. We had gone to Green Islands with the Americans to establish bases for air operations and PT boat patrols. Our engineers had helped to construct the two airfields; the bomber strip over 8,000 feet long was the longest in the Pacific theatre. During our stay many of us had made lasting friends with American sailors, soldiers and airmen. In parting from them we were sorry. The thought that this time we were going back towards New Zealand filled us with gladness. Our particular friends from 967 Battalion took us to Halis Wharf, where we embarked on an LCT. It was very hot. Someone was passing round the bottle. Without asking what it was, Percy James took a mouthful but opened his mouth too wide. He spluttered and coughed. Tears came into his eyes. He thought it was coco-cola. It was neat rum!

          
Slowly the LCT ploughed across the lagoon to the entrance. There were five large vessels lying off the island and arguments could be heard as to which was our ship. For a while we circled and then approached a liberty ship, US transport 
Rotanin. Once more, fully equipped, we climbed up the nets. Discipline was not so severe. There was a lot of excited talk and loud laughter. One officer had difficulty in scaling up with a small puppy inside his shirt. Having been given a meal, everyone went up on deck and gazed out towards Nissan Island. How long had we waited for this situation! Other troops were taking our place and we were returning, at least to New Caledonia, probably to New Zealand. As it grew dark, lights could be seen ashore. One felt the ship shudder and almost imperceptibly Nissan and its lights began to 

fade. We were under way. A soft cheer was heard passing round the ship.
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V


We Pass into Obscurity

          
By the end of the second day we were once more anchored off Lunga Point, Guadalcanal. We could see ashore where ridges had been levelled and terraced by bulldozers. Everywhere there were rows of prefabricated huts; huge storehouses could also be seen. The Americans, at last, were going to higher ground for camp sites. Early the next morning we left and after two days' sailing, reached Nepoui on 21 June. After ten months we had returned to New Caledonia. How different it was now! Roads were wider. Camps were more comfortable. Prefabricated huts were quite a common sight. Our camp was in the old artillery training depot in Nemeara Valley. For the first time artillery units were all together. We got to know each other better; perhaps those fellows at artillery headquarters were not so bad after all; perhaps those b units weren't really so slack. We even had our own movies. We were allowed plenty of time off to see a little of the country. Tropical sores and prickly heat disappeared. It was even cold at night! Some of us may well remember how our knees shook as we talked again to a girl—the first for over nine months. We began to get more fresh food, including mandarins and oranges. Twice a week we had ice cream for dinner. Tomatoes and lettuces could be purchased from the French, who had improved their gardens in our absence, and once again we went on a search for chickens to roast. Eggs, too, could be bought but at a shilling each! No wonder the French fowls were vain! This time our own canteen had quite a selection of articles from which to choose. The officers' mess was built from two prefabricated huts. The officers even lined it with wallboard and one remembers the 'brig' helping in this too!

          
During June and July there was superb entertainment provided by the NBC concert party, the repertory group and the RNZAF band. By the end of the month three leave drafts had departed for New Zealand. Headquarters was now dwindling. Early in August we began to pack again. Cigarettes, new shirts, sheets and towels—perhaps a box of cigars—all these had to be 

squeezed in somehow. On the convoy down to Noumea there was an odd carton of beer on the back of the truck. We almost cheered as we passed through Bourail. Once more we went over the Pass, only this time it was in daylight. Then we passed quickly through Moindou and La Foa. By this time the French population lined the road to wave us good-bye. On our arrival in their country we had been regarded with some suspicion. Many of us had learned a little French and seen something of French homes. We were now departing as their friends. As we went south the roads became better. Boulapari presented a deserted appearance. In sharp contrast was the activity and traffic through Tontouta, where we caught our last glimpse of the onetime gigantic air base. On we rushed to Paita and thence through the beautiful Dumbéa Valley to Noumea. The next two days were spent in a transit camp capable of handling 10,000 troops. On the Sunday afternoon Bob Hope was performing to a large audience nearby, but it was useless trying to get near him. With 14 August came news of our embarkation for New Zealand. Once more we climbed on to trucks, this time bound for the waterfront. There was the eager scramble up the ship's gangway. For the first time we were on a Norwegian vessel, the 
Torrens. We left Noumea that afternoon in brilliant sunshine. For two years we had been together. We had learnt that discomfort and danger, faced in common, are still the strongest bonds of union between man and man. For the future our lives would lie apart, but this record of our 'joint endeavour' may serve to revive memories grave and gay.
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Chapter Three

17th 
Field Regiment

        
Our parent units, 35 and 37 Batteries, and the medium artillery units of Fiji story have told their tales, and now give place to us. On 2 September 1942 by divisional instruction they bore a lusty child and called it 17 Field Regiment, whose birth saw their passing. They gave us all they had and were no more. They gave us their officers and men and their accounting headaches too, but above all they gave us the ability to be with complete imperturbability chivvied around thousands of miles of sea, sunshine and sunless jungle, to dig and refill hundreds of futile holes in always impervious materials. We never lost, nor ever wanted to lose, our Fiji spirit of humorous resignation.

        
At first we had only our two batteries—35 commanded by 
Major N. W. M. Hawkins, and 37 by 
Captain D. O. Watson, the third battery being a territorial one to join us later. Major W. A. Bryden was our regimental second-in-command, and on 3 September our new CO arrived, Lieutenant-Colonel H. W. D. Blake, who had already had operational service in the Middle East. Twenty LAD joined us from the old 8th Brigade and E section signals came from territorials and both were with us throughout our life. We swore at and by them and would have no other.

        
Each day saw something new—jeeps, bren carriers, ceremonial parades, and reinforcements so new they still thought they were going to fight the war for Democracy and not just go to the Pacific. On 17 September arrived eleven new officers but old friends—some of our old warrant-officers and NCOs from Fiji who had left us, months before to sit commission examinations and now rejoined us as 'one pippers.' 
Major A. G. Coulam took
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Guns and supplies crowd a landing craft which is on its way to Matusuroto on 26th September, 1943. Artillery supplies were ferried round the coast of 
Vella Lavella



Major L. J. Fahey, commander of 12 Battery, 17th Field Regiment observing from a native canoe off 
Vella Lavella.


Officers of headquarters 17th Field Regiment in the jungle on Nissan Island







[image: A panorama of Blanche Harbour, Treasury Islands, from an artillery observation post on Mono Island. Below:The command post of 52 Battery on Stirling Island A 37 Battery gun team of the 17th Field Regiment on Nissan Island. Manhandling a 25-pounder into position in the jungle. This was really lough work for men of 38th Field Regiment, some of whom are shown here]
A panorama of Blanche Harbour, Treasury Islands, from an artillery observation post on Mono Island. 
Below:The command post of 52 Battery on Stirling Island A 37 Battery gun team of the 17th Field Regiment on Nissan Island. Manhandling a 25-pounder into position in the jungle. This was really lough work for men of 38th Field Regiment, some of whom are shown here
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A 37-Battery gun team of the 17th Field Reginment on Nissan Island. Officers of Regimental Headquarters, 29th Light: Anti-aircraft Regiment, outside their quarters



command of 35 Battery from Major Hawkins, who left us for Artillery Headquarters as brigade major.

        
Papakura was obviously too comfortable for us to be left there long. Sure enough, early in October, we were warned for the Waikato. But before we went there, we said farewell to the Independent Troop which marched out under command of Captain C. S. Dickson and departed for Norfolk Island. We saw them no more for about six months until they rejoined us in New Caledonia.

        
On 10 October we moved to Tirau in the Waikato into the centre of the most hospitable community one could ever wish to find. For nearly three months they opened their homes and their hearts to us, and appeared to suffer our fools gladly. We all have kindly memories of the Waikato and little Tirau, small in size but large in heart. On 15 October marched in from Grey-town our third battery—12 Battery under command of Major R. V. M. Wylde-Browne. Early in November came a large reinforcement draft to replace the Independent Troop. We were now: complete but suffering badly from growing pains, and the inevitable shaking-down process. An advanced party had left us at the end of October, consisting of Major Bryden, Lieutenant Murdoch and eight NCOs, so we knew our stay in New Zealand was not likely to be long. This knowledge helped to cure the growing pains. The external warmth from 'mine host's' sulphur baths and the internal warmth from his wares were good for most troubles.

        
From 1 to 7 December we conducted our calibration shooting near Lake Rerewhakaitu under the shadow of Mount Tarawera. Tarawera showed commendable restraint and didn't boil in anger, but among those present it was the only one that didn't. From time to time many lofty scones were done a rich nut-brown. Accommodation at the calibration range was limited, as also was transport, and so we were the victims of an ingenious shuttle system of batteries to and fro between Rerewhakaitu and Tirau. One felt rather like a commercial traveller and never knew from one night to the next where would be one's bed or who one's sleeping partner. After the completion of calibration we had about ten days of comparative peace, interrupted only by the usual training, maintenance, small-arms and the inevitable lecture on military law and discipline. On 18 December we started to pack, and how we packed for the next four days, afterwards 

loading on to goods trains for two days. On Christmas Day, of all days, with that special perversity of the army we had to dismantle our cookhouses and hand in blankets just to help the festive spirit. But Tirau hospitality came to light again, and between their open doors and the superhuman efforts of our own cooks we still had our Christmas dinner and a modest amount of celebration on the modicum of ale available.

        
On 27 December 1942 we embarked at Auckland on the American transport 
West Point, which sailed on 29 December so-full of troops that Mr. Plimsoll must have looked vainly for his line. One had to take one's turn for everything—even to taking a deep breath. But that didn't matter much—there were so many of us down below it was better not to breathe too deeply anyway. On the day we sailed we all carried out an abandon ship drill—in which a good time was had by all. It was nice to think of sardines again after years of rationing. The next day was perfect weather and the sea calm, which was fortunate, for in that ship there was no chance of giving a wide berth to a queasy stomach. On 31 December we had another abandon ship drill, which was a definite improvement. In fact if a submarine had given us 24 hours' notice in writing of attack, we could have abandoned ship with credit to all concerned.

        
And so dawned the fateful year 1943, with us moving into Noumea Harbour, threading our majestic way with caution through a large slice of the world's assorted shipping tugging impatiently at its chains. Next day half of us transhipped to the 
Weltevreden and sailed up the west coast of New Caledonia to the port of Nepoui, a magic name conveying in anticipation many pipe-dreams of romantic palms and tropic beauty, but in realisation a little dock with big demands for incessant dock fatigues. A small and tricky reef-entrance and a hairpin-bend channel brought us to it, but we were to come to it many times in the next few months over roads of red iron dust that permeated everywhere.

        
The other half of the regiment arrived by the 
Weltevreden on 4 January. At Nepoui we were met by our advanced party which had been in Necal for about ten weeks without being visibly impressed. The 35 Battery went north to Taom, where they were to stay for our whole time in Necal, while 12 and 37 Batteries and regimental headquarters established themselves in pleasant places by the Nepoui stream, where we lasted for just
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three weeks until the stream gave us our option of leaving quietly or swimming. We left quietly and moved to the other side of the road on some higher ground. This is a feature of New Caledonian rivers, which can be peaceful prattling rills in the morning and raging torrents by nightfall, for when it rains, it really rains. We had been at Nepoui only three days when we had a hurricane warning. We carried out the orthodox precautions, but it didn't arrive. The ignorant thought they would almost sooner have had the hurricane than the precautions, but those who had had experience of Fiji hurricanes were grateful that it was only a warning this time. Still it seemed a little unfair that it should come at a time when a mild epidemic of dysentery was helping to make life a burden.

        
Deer were reputed to be plentiful in the immediate surroundings, but though international deer-stalking partners made the welkin ring with fusillades of shots, we have no memories of succulent Necal venison, so can only conclude their shots were ill directed. Training began almost at once in spite of dock unloading parties, camp construction and the fact that very little of our guns, transport and equipment had yet appeared since we parted from it at Tirau. United States instructors were very helpful. They taught us how to play baseball and they instructed us how to prepare, disguise and use their rations, but they couldn't teach us to like Vienna sausage or Spam—tolerate, yes, because we had to or starve, but like it, never.

        
At this time in the Division we were trying to satisfy the field artillery needs of the two brigades—8 and 14, for we were then the division's only field regiment, and so it was inevitable that we would have to spread ourselves somewhat. Surrounded as we were by niaouli scrub, thoughts naturally turned to the delights that must await the earnest seeker in the country's only town, Noumea. And so the announcement on 4 February of Noumea leave in small parties by rotation was hailed with glee, premature of course, for it never did rotate far enough for many of us to get there. Anyway even if it had, what good would it have done us, for our school-boy French somehow hadn't included the conversational gambits and approaches necessary to convey our particular desires (stockings, of course, to send home).

        
On 8 February the motor-transport party joined us from New Zealand and we were once again complete. True, 35 Battery was 

80 miles north of regimental headquarters, and a few days later 37 Battery moved about 70 miles south to Bouloupari but still we were all on the same island. The unfortunate 12 Battery was now cursed with a larger share of Nepoui dock fatigues and grew to detest the little port. The 37 Battery camped by the Ouameni River, a stream which joined them in their camp on one occasion and satisfactorily accounted for a number of equipment losses. From this camp they functioned in training with 8 Brigade apparently to their mutual satisfaction. In this area later in the month of February they had their first training shoot which the war diary records was later the 
subject of a review and criticism by the CRA and CO. Perhaps 'object' would have been a better word than 'subject.' The 35 Battery shot at Ouaco where they lived and trained with 14 Brigade and 12 Battery shot at Mueo, both being accorded the same review and criticism as 37 Battery.

        
The end of February saw Routine Orders fretting about the wearing of identity discs, those little trinkets which later became a routine with us; without them one felt naked though fully clothed, and with them one felt fully clothed though naked. But here the serpent entered Eden. Women arrived in the island— nurses and WAACs—and when in sight of roads or public places bathers had to be decorously attired in reasonably modest attire. Also at this time authority found it necessary to utter a warning about the sanctity of animal life. The desire for fresh meat in preference to Spam had led to a high mortality rate amongst the local fauna and bird life, and this had to be discouraged, although the writer still has memories of seven turkeys shot by a picket in self-defence. In February, Captain J. H. Murdoch replaced as Adjutant Captain R. E. Williams, who became a troop commander with 35 Battery.

        
March ushered in the rains. Rivers reacted immediately, thus making travelling and training difficult and unpleasant, and maintenance work heavy on all transport. The end of the month saw the opening of the 14th Brigade roadhouse at Taom, an excellent innovation for an area with so little civilization. It did not supply the amenities popularly attributed to many American road houses, but it did supply many a real want. It also saw the organisation of useful unit concert parties, and for ingenuity and genuine entertainment value in the regiment 37 Battery concert party set a magnificent standard. April brought more settled weather and we set about teaching all our non-swimmers how to swim, or at 

least to flounder along for 30 yards. All batteries had further training in this month also, and the review was a little kinder so perhaps the performance had improved. On 11 April the second-in-command, Major Bryden, left for New Zealand to command a new field regiment which was being formed for service with the division. His place was taken by 
Major J. G. Warrington, from 33 Heavy Regiment. A few days later the command of 37 Battery was taken over by Major L. D. Lovelock from Major D. O. Watson, who was joining the new field regiment in New Zealand.

        
The end of April saw us preparing for and carrying out an exercise crossing the Pouembout River—a river so shallow that the exercise had to be timed for full tide so that we would have to bridge and boat the river, and not fool everyone by wading. The weather was not co-operative. One's memories are largely of having to winch ammunition trucks through seas of mud, while frenzied jeeps entangled themselves in our phone wire and steadily towed it away. One didn't mind the lost wire so much, but it was a little disquieting, while talking quietly to higher authority, to have the phone wrenched out of one's hand and chase it vainly while higher authority's voice sounded more and more aggravated whenever one got near enough to the telephone to hear it. The field where we were in position looked next morning like the cross-roads of the world, for every bogged truck had sought out a new and harder track for itself.

        
In May another roadhouse was opened in the divisional area at Moindah and the divisional band went on tour for our entertainment. The Kiwi Concert Party also gave us excellent fare of varied sort and open-air cinema shows became more readily available. The 37 Battery staged its own concert party performance with home-made instruments, lighting effects, and considerable choreography and balletomania, all inspired by 
Captain J. H. Hamilton and a band of enthusiastic stalwarts. The battery also found time to take part in the Tonta exercise, a feature of which was the ferrying by night of the entire battery over the Tontouta River—no mean stream. Later in the month the engineers demonstrated their powers by towing sledges carrying guns and ammunition with tractors through mangrove swamps, scrub and up steep gradients. This gave us valuable experience and much gun maintenance.

        
Dengue fever ushered in the month of June 1943. Now 

dengue fever is one of those recurrent troubles of tropical civilisation which one could well do without. Spread by the busy little mosquito, it is calculated to reduce the phlegmatic to salt tears of the bluest melancholy and the most virile to a shambling wreck. Being so far from civilisation and crowded conditions it didn't affect us much, nor were we sorry. About this time we became more and more conscious of one of the more evil forms of insect life that shared our passing moments. The black widow spider, so called because after mating the female regularly eats her unresisting spouse, is a jet-black creature with a scarlet splash on its back. It nests in the most awkward places in army camps, and can bite with a fierce intensity which can have fatal results if the victim is not in good health. The insect life of the island was considerable, ranging from the beauty of the emerald blue butterfly to the harmless ugliness of the largest spiders we ever saw alive. A cave on the island, high in the mountains, was carpeted deep in a deposit, dropped through countless ages by myriads of bats that hung from the roof, squeaking and chittering in the light of our torches, then taking off in a thousand squadrons that flew all about us. With memories of Dracula and Vampires we emerged into the grateful sunlight. We say nothing of mosquitoes here; we said so much to them and of them that our vocabulary is exhausted.

        
June produced a divisional exercise in the Moindou area with the usual accompaniments of bad weather, blocked roads, bogged trucks and lost tempers. In this month we also lost something else more important—we lost 'Holy Joe' Ward, our padre with the Irish face, the nose and ears that bespoke a boxing past, but an understanding heart and lots of that real Christianity which knows no denominational barrier. He went to the anti-tankers and we missed his cheery company. July was to bring the new field regiment to New Caledonia, so June had us preparing to concentrate the regiment in the Taom area in the north. About this time the war diary records 
torrential rain in the Nepoui area. On 21 June regimental headquarters and 12 Battery moved to Toam, in time to enjoy the first race meeting of the 14th Brigade Northern Racing Club—a magnificent show with all the trimmings of stands, lawn, birdcage, saddling paddock and tote, and real horses of doubtful vintage and variable speed. The club had its second and last meeting a month later. By now, no doubt, the course and its improvements have returned to the scrub, but the 

club served its purpose of providing an occasional bright patch in the drab pattern of garrison duty and training. July gave the 35 Battery a trip to Noumea where for a fortnight the whole battery participated in landing and amphibious exercises on and off the ill-fated 
John Penn, soon to be sunk by Jap air action at Guadalcanal. This amphibious training was our first taste of what we were scheduled to carry out soon in the Solomons— amphibious operations against the Japanese.

        
On 17 July 37 Battery moved north and joined the rest of us at Taom, and for the first time since leaving far-off Tirau the regiment was all together again within a small area. Calibration shooting and our first real regimental live shell practice carried us over with a bang into August. The news of our impending move to operations brought pouring in all the equipment we had had on outstanding; indent for many months. This nearly took that happy smile from the faces of the regimental quarter-master. Captain R. E. Ham, and his RQM, Warrant-Officer McDonald. Our RSM. Les. Matheson. ex-Middle East and a tower of strength to the regiment in many ways throughout its whole life, proved his worth daily in this time of hurry and haste. The 12 Battery had the misfortune to lose to hospital its commander, Major Wylde-Browne. His place was taken by 
Major L. J. Fahey. Equipment and reinforcements poured in apace, and truck-loads of packed stores poured out even faster to Noumea, our port of embarkation. On 13 August 12 Battery left 
for Noumea where, on the following day, it embarked on the 
President Hayes., The next day saw 35 Battery and half regimental headquarters on the 
President Jackson, and on 16 August we were all afloat when 37 Battery and the remainder of regimental headquarters were aboard the 
President Adams. These three sister ships were clean and excellently-run troopships, and we liked them. They had been in every amphibious American operation to date and knew their drill.

        
For two days we carried out landing exercises from them in Noumea Harbour and then set sail in the afternoon of 18 August 1943 en route for New Zealand's first operational participation in the Pacific War.

        
The next day we had our first atebrin parade and studied with interest the bitter little yellow pellets, soon to become a regular part of our daily life, half each day and a whole one for Sunday. On 20 August we anchored in Vila Harbour, Efate, in 

the New Hebrides, the traditional tropical island of the storybooks. There it all was—the white beach, the rolling surf, the coconut palms, the green shallowing waters, and the three beautiful ships swinging gently at anchor in the moist warmth. Furnished with peacetime civilisation trimmings of iced drinks, electric fans, and scurrying stewards, it would have been easy to take. But within the three ships all was bustle of conference and orders and activity, and for the next four days we were up and down the nets on the ship's sides, landing and re-embarking and doing all those things that go to make an amphibious soldier into what Kipling calls

        

          

            

              
A kind of a giddy harumfrodite,
            


            

Soldier and sailor too.
          

        

        
Now all this climbing up and down nets looks easy in pictures and a 35-foot ship's side a mere bagatelle, but from the barge, looking upwards, the far-off promenade deck seems as far away as the flag that tops the Empire State Building. Equipment, weighing about 40 lbs, grows heavier with each look at the towering eminence. There is nothing else for it but to climb, and the sigh of relief as one clambers over the rail is frank and unashamed. Hands get sweaty and hot and it is easy to slip, as did our second-in-command almost from the rail of the 
President Adams. No fairy himself, and weighed down with equipment, he entered the water with a kind of involuntary back dive. Two American sailors from the barge joined him there to see if they could assist, but one in his hurry forgot to remove his raincoat and helmet, and after uttering a word or two of comfort, had to look to his own safety. The other, a pint-size but great in heart, was so small that the major could have submerged him with ease. They chatted amicably together in aquatic international amity and a shower of detachable life-saving aids from the ship, until a barge pulled alongside, and the major came aboard again for the second time that day. To sea at dawn on 25 August and northwards through glassy tropic seas, to anchor off Point Cruz and the mouth of the notorious Matanikau River at Guadalcanal on 27 August. Here the New Zealanders surprised and delighted the United States Navy by completely unloading the ships in seven hours—no mean feat using barges and in the distressing heat of Guadalcanal. Quite important too, for air attack on shipping here was still an occasional feature. Only three weeks previously the 
John Penn and others had been sunk right there in 


Iron-bottom Bay, the graveyard of 
97 good allied ships, including Australia's cruiser 
Canberra and many good American ships.

        
Our first day on Guadalcanal may not have been the hottest we recorded but it seemed to be. The heat on the coast was just shimmering" and dancing among the shell-scarred trunks of what had been trees before the war started there a year previously. Camp construction brought with it many grisly discoveries, to which one gradually became inured, together with all the attendant smells of a one-time battle area. We were camped hard by the beach. Sleep was easy with calm, waters lapping only a few feet away. Camp construction always ended with an afternoon swim and clean up. Our regimental headquarters handyman, ever an enthusiast, had secreted some red and blue paint from our truck signs. After erecting our patent latrines, he painted them in artillery colours, the seats being a tasteful blue. Now heat does not always dry paint, and so the CO and the brigadier looked slightly zoological as they strolled nudely down to the sea that afternoon, innocently unaware of their blue bases. The CO, a retiring type, removed his paint himself with some acrobatics and a system of mirrors, but the brigadier, a more rugged type, unashamedly had it removed for him by a batman.

        
September brought with it the rigid enforcement of all methods of malarial discipline and control, discipline which earned our gratitude later when so few of us in the division suffered malaria, that recurrent devastating fever so feared in tropical warfare. It had taken a heavy toll of the American marines in their early months on Guadalcanal. We were learning and learning fast. We saw planes returning to Henderson Field from raids further north and crashing in the sea; we saw Jap planes shot down in night raids; we dug fox-holes with more zeal and fervour than ever before; we saw and heard an ammunition and bomb dump go up in a day-long fire and explosion; we had long marches through old battle areas and learned types of jungle country and defences likely to be encountered. We built OPs and conducted 'jungle shoots' with sound ranging. It had to be by sound for one could not see far in jungle, and so the secret was to get as close to the target as possible and bring fire down close to oneself—a slightly ticklish procedure, but effective if one survived. An impressive memory was a talk-to all ranks by the Rev. Walter Baddeley, DSO, MC, Bishop of Melanesia, on the history and customs of the Solomons Group. The night was 

calm, warm and starlit and, as we listened to the quiet voice of this missionary, it was difficult! to realise that this man, a battalion commander in the 1914-1918 war, had chosen to spend his life with these people and had remained with them throughout the Japanese occupation.

        
On 13 September the advanced party left for 
Vella Lavella, and with it went Major Warrington. Expectation became certainty—operations were ahead of us immediately on Vella. After the departure of the advanced party we went through the now familiar packing routine, the while we completed our jungle exercises in the foothills leading to Mount Austin. The routine is an old one and rather dull in retrospect, except for the exciting night when a Yank night-fighter shot down two Jap marauders in flames in quick succession. So we shall follow the fortunes of the advanced party. With the usual fate of such parties this one was split in two by the usual magnificent 'planning.' The artillery officers duly travelled on one ship well in advance, but the remainder, with the advanced equipment, arrived after the main body. But the officer party had quite an exciting time— landing at Munda (not long captured and at that time the most forward allied airfield) for one day and spending the waiting hours by inspecting the airfield with its fringe of crashed Jap planes. While there an American plane, limping in from a dogfight, crashed with the unconscious pilot fallen forward on his trigger buttons. The war became real—for the first time we were shot at by our allies—albeit unconsciously. We left the field—it wasn't our war anyway. The whole thing was getting too international for comfort. We appeared to be an unexpected problem to General Griswold's 14th Corps headquarters, but the problem was solved by sending us up to Vella by PT boat at midnight—a really thrilling experience. As we left Munda and proceeded by Higgins boat to the PT base at Rendova, the Nip bombers arrived and, caught in the searchlights, took violent evasive action. Every doughboy for miles around poured his heart and his tracer into the sky. It was a gorgeous send-off from Munda, which we never saw again. Three PT boats took our party from Rendova to Vella. In brilliant moonlight, with only the slightest lift in the glistening seas, we left a creaming zig-zag in our 40-knot wake. Words cannot recapture the wonder of it all. At our destination these powerful craft whispered in silently off Biloa, where a Higgins boat took us inshore to spend the remaining hours of 

night nipping in and out of fox-holes while the anti-aircraft guns above crashed and lit the area with recurrent flashes as they tried to deter the Jap from his insistent attempts to bomb the radar only one hundred yards away. Such was Biloa in its infancy. The Americans were holding a section of the island while the Japs held the rest, and our allies were constructing a fighter field, daily repairing the previous night's bomb damage.

        
The next day, 15 September, the advanced party went north along the coast by Higgins boat, being gently strafed by Jap fighters en route. The fighters were pushed off by AA fire, for which we were profoundly grateful. As field gunners we began to take a more kindly interest in our previously slightly pitied AA brethren. The American bargee headed out into the open blue, and when urged to head for the shore talked about wrecking his boat on the reef. Finally, he yielded to our arguments and put us ashore, where we stayed under cover until our friends the enemy departed. Then, proceeding warily up the coast, we were landed at Marivari as guests of a small American reconnaissance unit, whose hospitality knew no bounds. Nothing was too much trouble for them. Having heard of the idiosyncracies of New Zealanders, they almost drowned us in tea whenever we returned to their camp. They were a grand crowd, and belonged to the 25th American Division who we were to grow to like and respect. With their assistance, transport and tea we reconnoitred and pegged out our claims to bivouac and camp sites for our units soon to arrive.

        
Meantime, back in Guadalcanal, jungle shooting and packing were completed. Regimental Headquarters, 12 Battery and 35 Battery embarked on 16 September at Kukum and Kukumbona beaches and sailed on 17 September for 
Vella Lavella, leaving 
37 Battery, now under command Major R. G. Bannister, to follow later. En route to Vella they voted in the 1943 New Zealand Parliamentary elections. The unfortunate advanced party was disfranchised, as all the voting papers went back on the ships which unloaded and got out as rapidly as possible because of air attack. American fighter cover drove off an incipient attack from the landing beaches, downing two Jap planes. 
Vella Lavella had no real roads, only jungle tracks where the peaceful native strode. Within a few hours of the 14th Brigade's arrival artillery quads were in demand everywhere, rescuing bogged trucks laden with unit equipment. Jungle life commenced in earnest, for Vella, 

though not a large land mass, was genuine jungle and units had to carve their camps from a solid wall of vegetation. Fox-holes were a first consideration, for here we were north of all allied air fields and yellow bombing fingers reached nightly for the partly built airstrip and the naval small-boat base being prepared at Biloa. Nights of bounding in and out of fox-holes soon taught the cunning ones to dig their fox-holes inside their tents and put their camp-stretchers right down in them. Only a direct hit could then disturb the hole-dweller, and a direct hit would probably end his worries finally anyway. Vella had a real Solomons climate—seldom a day when rain did not fall, rain that rose again in sticky humid heat. It was all right on the beaches and open plantation areas where the breezes from the Kula Gulf fanned off the mosquitoes, but in the damp jungle shades the 
anopheles mosquito welcomed our arrival. In readiness for the operations to begin in a few days we doubled our atebrin dosage. Anti-malarial discipline was rigidly enforced and willingly obeyed. Its only breaches were inadvertent.

        
On 20 September conferences were held to detail our part in the operations. A composite force of 600 to 800 Japanese was still holding areas in the north and west of the island, areas that were required for the establishment of radar stations to give early warning of any Jap approach from Bougainville. The 14th Brigade was to eliminate the Jap from 
Vella Lavella and Brigadier Potter, undertook to do this in a fortnight from the opening round. The 12 Battery was to fight with 35 Battalion and 35 Battery with 37 Battalion. RHQ was to co-operate the work of both batteries and provide the necessary liaison and technical assistance at Brigade Headquarters. Our first issue of American green herringbone jungle suit and cap was made on 21 September and a curious crew we looked, but it was reasonably serviceable and far less obvious than our khaki garb. The general scheme of operations was for the combat teams to proceed by barge around the island, landing at various bays en route and patrolling until they encountered Jap opposition. Then they were to withdraw to the last safe bay, establish themselves there and work forward, eliminating opposition until the Japanese were well enclosed in the two jaws of the trap. These tactics were very successful. On 22 September the first parties left, 12 Battery party for Mundi Mundi, and 35 Battery for Paraso Bay. Further parties left by barge daily, taking guns, ammunition and all the 

impediments with which artillery always moves. They landed in various places and established themselves. Those few words sound simple but will remind us all of hours of back-breaking toil, clearing arcs of fire, digging and building gun-pits, digging interminable fox-holes, sweating and learning. Meantime 37 Battery sailed from Guadalcanal on 24 September. It was an uneventful trip, made eventful on arrival by Jap marauder planes which attacked the landing ships at their most vulnerable moments, when they were ashore and emptying. Some planes met their proper fate, but so did one LST, which was bombed and burned out. The death roll included both Americans and New Zealanders. Bombing and ground-strafing of beaches brought regimental working parties under hostile fire, which they suffered with profanity but no particular liking. All 37 Battery were eventually got ashore and into their camp area. They were a little displeased to find that they were only in reserve for the Vella operations but were cheered by the prospect of a later show at Gizo. The regimental commander, Lieutenant-Colonel H. W. D. Blake, who had been ill since before leaving New Caledonia but had been hoping to improve, was at this stage finally refused medical permission to go forward to command the artillery operations. This was a disappointment to him as, after operational service in the Middle East, he had been in command of the regiment from its birth. He had seen it through all its training and now, on the eve of operations, he had to give place to the second-in-command, Major Warrington who, on 26 September, went forward with a small headquarters consisting of the adjutant, Captain Murdoch, and two other ranks, Gunners Houchen and Palmer, to Matu Soroto Bay. Here they set up their headquarters on a narrow neck of land in an old coconut plantation near Brigade Headquarters, and about 50 yards from 12 Battery guns. There was not room to get further away, which was regrettable, as the target seemed all too attractive. Patrols of 35 Battalion had located part of the main body of Japanese at Tim-bala Bay and Umomo Island. Having done so they established themselves 'one back' at Pakoi Bay and maintained contact ready for the match to open. The 37 Battalion was still moving from the east round the north end of the island, and had not yet encountered the main body of the Japanese on the northern end of the pincer movement. However they had encountered a large 

barge, taken possession of it and slain its owners after a short but bloody foray.

        
On 27 September preparations were completed for opening the match on the next day. This is a laconic description of a day of hard work and feverish activity—feverish because we were new to this fighting in earnest—knew what was going to happen but didn't quite know how we would like it. And from this point for some days it really becomes the story of 12 Battery, for regimental headquarters was more co-ordinating liaison than anything else. On 28 September at 0630 hours the ball opened (an uncomfortable hour dawn in the tropics—uncomfortable anywhere, but more so in tropics). The 12 Battery opened up with the destruction of a radio station hut and watchtower on Umomo. Then it switched to some slightly desultory troop fire on various points of interest to the infantry. Apparently our efforts were to the customer's satisfaction for our report back from combat headquarters was that the artillery had done a good job. Gun service was of a high standard and all ranks reacted well. This description is the sort of bald tale a war diary tells but it is fair to become discursive at this stage and tell how some of the difficulties were overcome. One of the necessities of artillery is to have good observation and control of fire. In the drill books and in open country this is easy, but in jungle, where one tree is the twin of the next and there are millions of them to every square mile, where nature's fertility has gone prodigal and wasteful, the gunner is confronted with real difficulties. Surprise is the object for opening a show, and so 12 Battery's commander, 
Major L. J. Fahey, reverted to his youth, stripped fairly extensively, blackened himself with some noisome concoction of dubbin, bootblack and grease and sallied forth in a native canoe off Pakoi Bay and controlled his fire by radio from there. This sounds easy and quite fun in retrospect, but he and his wireless operator were under fire and quite glad to get back when the job was done. Meantime his two troop commanders, Captain T. M. McKewen and 
Captain P. M. Blundell, with their OP parties, had moved out with forward infantry patrols to contact the Japanese—an unpleasant task for anyone. Jungle is no place for humans because fifty yards in from the beach and there is no beach any more, no sea, no sound, no sunshine—just nature gone crazily generous in a weltering opaque tangle of trees and fallen trunks, vines and creeper. It has eyes but no view, heat but no 

comfort. The sweat silently dams up and spills over in little rivulets down one's spine, cooled by the icy chills of fear. As you catfoot through the bog or stumble on the spikes of coral, you have the feeling that slant eyes are watching and yellow fingers tensing on the trigger. And then it comes, and you go to ground perhaps for ever, or maybe it's not your turn yet. You've found where 'they' are but you're still not sure where 'it' came from. Every moving leaf is a menace; mossy veils on the trees loom and threaten. You daren't move. Then the guns begin and you sigh with relief. The gunner's voice risks his betrayal, but it has to be done, and it is done. Such is the life of the jungle OP party with the 'coconut-bombers,' the 'banana fusiliers.' The thin telephone line is literally a life-line. Times without number it brought relief and encouragement. Captain Peter Blundell earned his Military Cross in the jungle and met his death in the open later in Italy. Captain McKewen and his signaller, Gunner McArthur, both received mentions in despatches for] their work within yards of the enemy position at Machine-Gun Gully on the fourth day of the operations.

        
But this story is jumping ahead of itself—we're still at 28 September, the opening day. When the tumult and the shouting died the infantry moved forward into the previously Jap-held Timbala village and found it evacuated but still smelling sourly of Japanese. Meantime B Company on the right and deep in had established contact, but the failure of wireless communications, a frequent happening in dense jungle, resulted in no further calls for artillery fire that day. On Wednesday, 29 September, ranging was carried out on a new area from Timbala Bay northwards at first light and an effective barrage put down on the area later in the morning. Later in the day, when communications with forward and right companies became effective, some ranging was carried out but abandoned when the infantry withdrew into a perimeter for the night. During both days the rain had been very heavy and if anything can make jungle combat worse, rain can. Rain was a daily habit with 
Vella Lavella and mangrove swamps became muddy lakes with water concealing treacherous sprawling roots, mud became slush, clothes were sodden and boots a rotten pulp. And so on 30 September the companies rested and prepared to move forward again the next day, with a timed concentration of artillery fire to assist.

        
On 1 October the guns supplied the arranged concentration to 
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nice effect and the infantry companies moved north of Timbala Bay. Later in the afternoon Captain McKewen engaged Machine Gun Gully and brought effective fire on to it. Meantime two platoons of infantry were cut off and under Lieutenant Beaumont held off sustained Japanese attacks. It is their story and a. very gallant one too, but they will no doubt tell it in the story of 35 Battalion. We were able to assist them next day in their attempts to assist Beaumont. Saturday, 2 October, dawned bright and fair and encouraged Jap planes to become interested. The nearest allied airfied at that time was far to the south at Munda and so we had to rely for cover on intermittent daylight patrols. We were bound to attract some attention. And it came. The area in which 12 Battery guns and regimental headquarters were located was bombed, fortunately without casualty to field artillery personnel, but it was an indication of what might be expected. Consequently preparations were made to move some of our eggs from the Matusuroto basket by shifting one troop forward to Pakoi Bay. About this time the Japanese were running short of food and so each night a float-plane arrived with food for the enemy and bombs for us. He was not quite sure where his own friends were, so he distributed his red and white striped parachutes of food with reasonable impartiality. The Japanese jungle food in compressed form seemed more palatable to us than our own, though that may have been due to our being tired of our C and K rations on alternate days. His bombs, few in number and fairly small, were entirely reserved for us and were not so palatable as his rations. He was known to the locals as 'Washing-machine Charlie' from the peculiar sound of his motor as he loafed up and down at what seemed in the velvety blackness of night to be tree-top height. The jungle, silent as the grave in the dusk of full moon, comes to life at night. Night birds whistle, scream, flutter and croak; cicadas and insects keep up an incessant chatter, each in its own key, and the tree-frogs or toads have a shrill noise all their own. The red eyes of an alligator in the stream, the flickering light of a firefly, the glimmer of phosphorescent wood all carry a potential menace. Every gleam is a threat and every movement alien. Lying in a fox-hole, reeking with insect repellent and stale humanity, sweating in itching discomfort, slapping wearily at ants (black, brown and red), one started at any scuttling, scrabbling sound on the rim of the foxhole. Was it an armed alien hand or was it just another land-

crab
? You longed for a cigarette but dared not light one; you sighed for the morning. Every night was an age of discomfort.

        
In the meantime 35 Battery, with the combat team moving round from the north end of the island, had taken up positions at Varuasi and was ready to join battle as soon as the infantry made contact moving down the coast. The 12 Battery and 25 Battery guns were now within about eight miles of each other, with the Japs in between, while 37 Battery was sitting disconsolate in reserve on the other side of the island. On Saturday, 2 October, Lieutenant Steel, of 12 Battery, from an infantry barge completed some registration of the Japanese-held area, and was on this barge when the infantry made a gallant but costly daylight attempt to rescue Lieutenant Beaumont and his two platoons who had fought their way through the Japanese lines and reached the beach. Lieutenant Steel was able to assist with neutralising fire on both sides of their beach-head, but the infantry swimmers were not able to reach the shore with their lines and were killed as they swam. The rescue was postponed until the night, when it was successfully effected under cover of darkness. That same day Captain Blundell, Fooding in the jungle, engaged enemy jungle positions and assisted infantry patrols with fire.

        
On Sunday, 3 October, Captain McKewen, again at the request of the infantry, engaged his old enemy, Machine-Gun Gully. This time the infantry subsequently moved forward. The irony of jungle gunnery was shown when they did move forward. It is-most difficult, because of countless tree-trunks and in unmarked country, without good observation to obtain a direct hit on a pinpoint target, but the infantry found that McKewen had landed one right in the forked root of a tree where a machine gun had been. The round was still there unexploded. It must have been at least disconcerting to the former occupants to have it land in their laps. The Japs appeared now to be hemmed into an area between Timbala and Warambari Bays and so, on the night of 3-4 October, 12 Battery opened up harassing fire at irregular intervals in areas just to keep the Japs awake and uncomfortable and to upset their morale. Of course it kept us all awake too, but it did our morale a lot of good on the principle of 'The guns, thank God, the guns.' It all had to be done with circumspection for gun flashes by night are very revealing to Jap planes which had the air above us all to themselves.

        
Forward parties and patrols in jungle fighting require 
fre-

quent change to relieve the strain and to get them even temporary respite from mud, slush and constant vigilance. Captain McKewen and his party were relieved this day and Captain Blundell, now with excellent line communication to both troops, remained in support of the two forward companies. Major Warrington proceeded by barge to Varuasi and 'tied in' 35 Battery (Major Coulam) on to a common grid with 12 Battery and arranged for registration of 35 Battery guns on to points already registered by 12 Battery. In returning to Matusuroto, personnel on the barge fished a rather sodden sullen Japanese out of the water. The two native boys with us wished to translate him to a happier world but we brought him in. On later interrogation by interpreters at brigade headquarters he professed to know nothing, which was probably true, for.any Japanese prisoner was usually quite prepared to tell all he knew in return for a little kindness.

        
On 4 October 12 Battery assisted in observation of 35 Battery guns. Both batteries were now ready to join in producing whatever answer was required in the Jap-held territory, which was now reduced to an area from Marquana Bay to Warambari Bay and the trap was ready to be sprung. During the night this area was treated to harassing fire at irregular intervals from 12 Battery. On the morning of 5 October a conference was held at brigade headquarters of senior officers of both combat teams and plans were made for 37 Battalion from the north to force an entrance into and land at Warambari and 35 Battalion to move forward to Marquana. When 37 Battalion infantry landed at Warambari they encountered fierce opposition for a time and the OP parties from 35 Battery came under fire for the first time. They acquitted themselves creditably and used their guns to effect on both sides of the bay, assisting the infantry to establish themselves there. During the night of 5-6 October both batteries fired harassing fire on the Jap-held area, particularly around where their main strength appeared to be. Lieutenant Springhall and a fresh OP party relieved Captain Blundell and party who had acquitted themselves well and indefatigably from the commencement of operations.

        
On 6 October the guns were fairly quiet most of the day as infantry patrols probed deep into Jap territory and the opportunity was taken to move A troop 12 Battery to Pakoi Bay. The 35 Battery D troop, with Captain R. E. Williams observing, did some precision shelling of a machine-gun position at the request 

of 37 Battalion infantry. Late in the afternoon 12 Battery shelled the tiny Bolondu Island in the middle of Marquana Bay to deal with some Japanese concentrated there. That night both batteries commenced harassing fire but were forced to stop owing to the considerable number of low-flying Jap aircraft which were showing great interest in the area. Having no aircraft of our own and having to keep our positions concealed prevented our firing, although interesting noises of barges off-shore off Marquana were very tempting. We sternly resisted the temptation which in the light of later knowledge probably saved a good many of our lives. Next day, 7 October, infantry patrols probed deeper between Warambari and Marquana and by nightfall we held the south side of Marquana Bay and were approaching the other side from the north. The guns put down a smoke screen to assist a patrol to approach and land on Bolondu but no real opposition was encountered, although one solitary Jap prisoner was taken. He gave us full details of the Jap headquarters and position on the north shore of Marquana and preparations were made to shell it extensively next morning and for the infantry to move in afterwards and complete the job. Next morning the infantry moved in to find the place empty save for sundry dead and hastily buried Japs. The prisoner's information was accurate but belated, for the enemy had been evacuated on the night of 6-7 October by barge and boat with three Japanese destroyers sitting off the reef praying for us to open up. If we had, their heavier armament could have created havoc in our positions as revealed by the gun-flashes.

        
It seemed a disappointing finish. Although we had done our job and slain many of the enemy and cleared the island of the remainder it would have seemed more complete if the land forces had forced the surrender or death of them all. But our objective had been achieved. Brigadier Potter had undertaken to complete the operation in a fortnight and we had done it in 10 days. We were mightily cheered when we heard the news that the Jap evacuees, with their escort of a light cruiser, eight destroyers and sundry gunboats, were met by a small squadron of American destroyers which sank the cruiser and two destroyers and sank or dispersed the barges. Enemy casualties were heavy and a number of prisoners were taken.

        
So ended the battle for 
Vella Lavella and our first taste of action from which we learned much and earned the 
commenda-

tion of allied commanders. One American radio station, referring to us in a broadcast as 'the New Zealanders, world-renowned for their ferocity in battle,' rather over-stated the position. The feeling in action was not ferocity, but rather a curious sensation of tense excitement mingled with trepidation and followed when it is all over, by a flat reaction from which we all suffered. Those of the regiment who had taken part received high praise for their efficiency and tenacity of purpose. It would be invidious to single out men or groups for special mention. A gunner on the guns may not have actually seen a Japanese but he fought them in his own particular sphere and was bombed in the process. The OP parties and linesmen did particularly fine jobs maintaining contact and communication under fire and in the worst of jungle conditions. Divisional Signals personnel of E section carried out hazardous work laying and maintaining lines throughout the operations under constant threat of infiltration and death. No man can do more than his opportunities allow. Our 'baby' unit, 12 Battery, had the greater opportunities and supplied all the answers; 35 Battery, with much less opportunity, earned the respect and commendation of its combat team.

        
While operations had been in progress on the north-west coast of Vella, those of the regiment not in action had been having a busy time clearing camp sites, improving conditions and keeping up ammunition and food supply to forward areas. Lieutenant-Colonel Blake had been evacuated through sickness and Major Warrington, who was in command of artillery operations, became acting regimental commander with the temporary rank of lieutenant-colonel for a few weeks until Lieutenant-Colonel Blake's successor could be brought up from the artillery training depot at New Caledonia.

        
On the night of 9-10 October Japanese air activity was intensified and our forward and gun areas were again bombed. On 10 October a tour of the former enemy areas revealed how much shell-fire can be swallowed up by the jungle without very extensive damage being apparent. Except for a few native guides who worked with us, the natives had wisely taken to the hills during the Japanese occupation and the operations, but they now began to drift back again towards their former villages. It was educational to come upon a little native boy gazing reflectively at one of our shell-holes, and perhaps marvelling at the 'wonders' of civilisation.

        


        
On 10 October the acting commander returned from the forward operational area and plans were put in hand immediately to dispose the troops around the coast so as to give each artillery troop a reasonable camp area plus complete artillery coverage of the whole Vella Coast. A reconnaissance of Gizo Island was made on, 13 October with a view to using the brigade reserve troops, 30 Battalion, and our 37 Battery to eliminate the Japanese, but the island had been evacuated. On 15 October troop movements were effected by barge and our troops became located as follows:—

        

          

            

              
	12 Battery
              
	Battery HQ
              
	Major L.J Fahey
              
	
                
Ouaso
              
            

            

              
	12 Battery
              
	A Troop
              
	Captain T M. McKewen
              
	
                
Nyanga
              
            

            

              
	12 Battery
              
	B Troop
              
	
Captain P. M. Blundell
              
	
                
Matusuroto
              
            

            

              
	35 Battery
              
	Battery HQ
              
	Major A. G. Coulain
              
	
                
Boro
              
            

            

              
	35 Battery
              
	C Troop
              
	Captain C. P. McElwee
              
	
                
Varuasi
              
            

            

              
	35 Battery
              
	D Troop
              
	Captain R. E. Williams
              
	
                
Boro
              
            

            

              
	37 Battery
              
	Battery HQ
              
	Major R. G. Bannister
              
	
                
Supato
              
            

            

              
	37 Battery
              
	E Troop
              
	Captain E. P. Rogers
              
	
                
Serulando
              
            

            

              
	37 Battery
              
	F Troop
              
	Captain P. S. Thomson
              
	
                
Supato
              
            

          

        

        
It was now the task of 8 Brigade to land on 1 reasury islands, which they did on 
27 October. It was obvious now that we would be remaining on Vella for some months. Camps were therefore organised to the best of our limited powers and in the best areas available. In most instances camps were by the water's edge, where good swimming was available. Other amenities were devised by initiative, ingenuity and improvisation, and, we regret to add, by scrounging from our better-provided and ever-generous allies. But through all this welter of improvement of conditions, training for further operations and the maintenance of equipment had to go on apace. Maintenance of equipment is an unwelcome chore even in temperate climates, but in tropical humidity, with daily rain, steel uncared for will rust overnight, leather will mildew and canvas will rot; ammunition will deteriorate rapidly. We cursed and cared for our tons and tons of valuable equipment and war-like stores.

        
But not only does equipment rust and rot in jungle conditions. Men and morale go the same way as monotony takes its toll along with skin troubles, tropical ulcers and septic sores, hookworm, malaria and all the other serpents in this novelist's Garden of Eden. A multitude of methods of combating monotony sprang up. We organised and carried out canoe regattas, swimming sports, race meetings with total isators, and investments on tin 

horses moved by the fall of dice, card tournaments, impromptu speech and debating contests, quiz sessions, spelling bees, community sings, and the publication of local unit newspapers (the 
Nyanga Chronicle, the 
Coral Strand). Lectures were arranged by the local Methodist missionary, a Mr. Sylvester, who had remained on the island with the natives through the Japanese occupation and was known to us as 'the Bish.' He was a very sincere, hard-working ex-grocer from Dunedin, whose work with the natives must have done much to inculcate in them a courageous and unswerving loyalty to the British Empire, which stood us in magnificent stead during the operations. So keenly did the regiment appreciate the efforts of the natives that by voluntary subscription over £300 was raised from 17th Field Regiment and the sum handed to the natives to be used through the mission for the erection of a ward in the hospital to be built at Biloa to replace the hospital destroyed during the war.

        
Lieutenant Stewart, of E Section Signals, was replaced during this time by Lieutenant T. C. Eady. During operations the maps of Vella had been found to be inaccurate and so, partly for training and partly for record purposes, our survey section, under Lieutenant I. E. Berendsen, carried out by barge, canoe and wading a complete coastal traverse of Vella from Doveli or Boro round; to Serulando. All six troops were tied in with accurate triangulation which would have materially assisted in bringing down supporting fire had any Jap landing been made. In a few weeks the surveyors suffered lifetime of discomfort.

        
Divisional Artillery Headquarters arrived on 7 November and soon afterwards we reverted from 14 Brigade command to the command of Brigadier Duff. On 14 November our new commander, Lieutenant-Colonel B. Wicksteed, RNZA (formerly in command of 33 Heavy Regiment and also the Artillery Training Depot), arrived and assumed command of the regiment. Major Warrington resumed his former duties as second-in-command. Major R. V. Wylde-Browne returned from New Caledonia to resume command of his 12 Battery and Major Fahey was posted to 53 Anti-Tank Battery. Sir Cyril Newall, Governor-General of New Zealand, travelled round Vella by fast PT boat on 18 November and called at every camp. His hand must have been tired by nightfall with greeting every man. His interest was appreciated by all. On 29 November we were issued with 'New Zealand' shoulder flashes which, if we had worn them, would 

no doubt have enabled the natives to distinguish us from Japanese or Americans.

        
Early in December Captain Blundell, MC, was posted as battery captain, 144 Battery (then at Guadalcanal), and his place as troop commander of B troop was taken by 
Captain T. M. V. Bain, later to earn a Military Cross in Italy. About this time all men over a certain age were marched out and returned to New Zealand. With them we lost 
Major A. G. Coulam and Captain R. McGregor, commander and battery captain respectively of 35 Battery. Their places were taken by 
Major R. K. G. Macindoe (later killed in Italy) and Captain R. E. Williams. Captain I. Faulconbridge took Captain Williams's place as D troop commander. At the beginning of November we had received our first supplies of fresh bread, meat and butter since leaving Guadalcanal. Now, on 7 December, came a much more momentous day —our first beer issue since leaving New Caledonia—and the welkin rang with a limited sort of wassail. Also this day we were honourably represented in the island boxing championships by Gunner Barnao, so poor Barney had to refrain from drinking until after the bouts—a tantalising imposition for him.

        
Lieutenant R. Keenan, on promotion to OME 8 Brigade, handed over his command of our 20 LAD to Lieutenant, Burt, who was soon after transferred, his place being taken by Lieutenant Sherson, who remained with us until our demise. Our LAD was an excellent team and at all times gave us magnificent co-operation and service. It formed a very real part of our happy family at regimental headquarters, as did E section, Divisional Signals. Both these units take their meed of praise and share of whatever credit we achieved throughout our whole active army life. About this time the war diary of 37 Battery contained a cryptic reference to a very successful 'Shove-halfpenny' tournament. Later in the month of December there wasi reference to E troop's 'Ye Olde Englishe Fayre,' though its mention of canoe races seems hardly in keeping with the yeomen of England. Such things, of course, were all part of our Christmas week celebrations, performed in traditional style. The arrival of mail, fresh bread, turkeys (with heartfelt thanks to our American allies), fresh vegetables and a little beer was all very timely. In accordance with the best traditions, officers and NCOs waited upon the men. Notable at regimental headquarters was the visit of 

Santa Claus (Signalman 'Skip' Harris) in his jeep, with parcels and ribald comments for many local celebrities. With such insanities did we maintain our sanity in the jungle. About a fortnight before Christmas regimental headquarters opened its own open-air theatre, the Hippodrome, with stage, lighting effects, curtains and all the trimmings, including Major-General Barrow-clough as a first-night guest. Thereafter we had about one show a week of our own devising and arrangement. Among the successful entertainments we recall the American naval base band, with Chaplain Ayers as trombonist comedian, and very good too; the native male choir with its shrill, plaintive harmony and traditional action songs, and a unique display of valuable native insignia and tribal emblems; the excellent revue show of our own and the Anti-Aircraft artillerymen, with its assistance of Divisional Signals. A feature of this show was a magnificent hula dance portrayed by our cook, Sergeant Alan Day, and a female impersonator which was so realistic in its portrayal of elemental tropic passions that one questions whether the Hays office would have passed it even for our audience. But none of these entertainments or their organisation could be allowed to interfere with the purpose for which we were there, and for which we drew our pay. Training went on apace with miniature jungle sound ranges everywhere, and 35 Battery carried out live shell practice at Tambama late in December.

        
After the successful occupation of the Treasury Group by our 8 Brigade and the American landings at Empress Augusta Bay on Bougainville, it was no longer necessary for 14 Brigade and our regiment to be spread around Vella. Early in January 1944 a regimental area was chosen at Ruravai, on the east coast of Vella, right alongside the sea and facing Kolombangara across the gulf, with Choiseul a smudge on the north-eastern horizon. And to that spot, through three days of pouring rain and filthy conditions by barge and boat, came all the bits and pieces of the regiment. We were all together again for the first time since leaving Guadalcanal. At this stage we lost our quarter-master, Captain R. E. Ham, who was held in affectionate esteem by all ranks. He was taken to field ambulance and soon afterwards he was evacuated to New Caledonia. He was sadly missed both in his duties and in mess. Combined training with infantry officers was undertaken, instructing them in bringing down shell fire 

at their own call if occasion warranted. Lieutenant-Colonel Wick-steed held a conference of all officers and we knew what was afoot. After a visit to Guadalcanal from 18 to 20 January for a conference at Divisional Artillery Headquarters, which had returned there, he returned with all the news. We were scheduled for Nissan, or, as it is more familiarly known, Green Island, a small coral atoll group close to New Britain. Once again, if we were successful, we would be at the spearhead of the advance in our command and close to Rabaul, the nearest Japanese stronghold with the enemy also still behind us on Bougainville.

        
The 30 Battalion, at the end of January 1944, conducted a reconnaissance of the group in some strength, and returned with detailed information to amplify the air photography. Our survey section prepared a large scale model of the group in relief and every member of the regiment was shown this model, which indicated landing places, likely opposition, and all relevant data. We had found that the informed New Zealander showed great initiative and resource. Into the middle of this hurly-burly of speculation and planning came Lieutenant R. G. King as intelligence officer and Lieutenant W. F. Winstone as ammunition officer. Shortly afterwards Lieutenant King became adjutant and Captain J. H. Murdoch was made quarter-master to replace Captain Ham. On 6, 
7 and 8 February the regiment carried out its own regimental training operations near Valpata, using its own Jap barges salvaged from the reefs and repaired by battery mechanics.

        
The malaria season was at hand and atebrin was increased to six tablets a man a week. As usual when time became short, fairly large stocks of beer arrived through the canteens and the drought became almost a flood. Because it had missed the Vella operations 37 Battery was detailed first battery to land on Nissan, and with parties from the other two batteries and from regimental headquarters left Vella on 12 and 13 February. The convoys left daily at their varying rates of speed and arrived simultaneously at dawn on 15 February off the/ entrance to the Nissan lagoon. The convoys were attacked by Jap aircraft, but these were beaten off with the loss of at least two planes. Others limped off but may have made Rabaul. The combat troops were all New Zealanders, but there were several thousand American 'Seabees' for the construction of fighter and bomber strips at Tangalan; naval men to set up a PT boat base at Sirot and to set up a landing craft pool at Pokonian.

        


        
The landing was effected against only minor opposition. The New Zealanders then established and consolidated themselves and swept the islands clear of all Japanese, the artillery's part being to lend support to infantry when they encountered opposition. About 8.30 am Regimental Headquarters and 12 Battery parties landed at Pokonian while the OP parties of 35 and 37 Batteries landed at South Tangalan and North Tangalan respectively. Radio communication between all parties was established by 10 a.m., at which time the guns of 37 Battery landed at Pokonian. However, a bogged truck blocked beach exits for nearly an hour, and the first gun was not away from the beach until 10.55, but it was ready to open fire at 11.15, which, in tropical jungle conditions with no roads, was no mean feat. All eight guns were in action with shallow pits dug and logged and arcs of fire cleared by afternoon. This short sentence covers hours of weary toil in hard coral under the worst possible conditions. While this was going on the survey troop had established a datum point and this was carried to all guns by regimental survey section. There were no calls for fire from the infantry that day and no targets presented themselves to us, so we contented ourselves with registration during the afternoon and the improvement of communications and set up our defensive perimeters against infiltration by night.

        
During the night, when we had no air cover whatever, Rabaul sent over its marauders and we were bombed, with some slight casualties in E troop. Next day, since business was by no means brisk, better permanent gun positions were chosen to give more complete coverage of most parts of the island. Guns were moved, with more back-breaking toil in clearing arcs of fire and blasting pits from unyielding coral. To make matters worse, allied bulldozers tore out our line communications several times a day, for they changed their roadways every time they changed their minds. As in all other island operations our linesmen earned full marks for their unremitting toil in trying conditions.

        
The OP parties kept moving with infantry patrols as they combed the island, but no enemy contacts were made and the guns roared only occasionally as registration was completed on various points. On 18 February an observing officer of 144 Battery used F troop guns to destroy two enemy barges and drove the Japs from the surrounding area. On 19 February all 37 Battery guns joined with 144 Battery in firing an effective 

concentration on the Mission area, which was effective. When the infantry subsequently entered the area they met with no opposition and found much hastily-discarded equipment. On 20 February came an infantry skirmish at Tanaheran. Though the guns were ready and begging for employment the infantry chose to do it with the assistance of mortars and tanks. Business was really poor for the gunners on Nissan, for the Japanese had apparently used the atoll group merely as a barge staging area in running food down to beleaguered Bougainville and were not holding Nissan in strength. Its value to us was that it gave us a site for airfields less than half-an-hour's flying time from Rabaul, still a stronghold in Japanese hands.

        
With the fight for Tanaheran over and the corpses removed when they became offensive the battle for Nissan ended. Our last shot had been fired in anger, though at that time we did not know it. But we are racing ahead of our story and had better return to it. While all this tumult and shouting was going on at Nissan, back at Raravai, on Vella, we loaded our 12 and 35 Battery guns, more stores, ammunition and equipment with the second echelon from Narovai beach by night from 17 to 19 February. Though magnificently paper-planned, someone's arithmetic must have slipped on cubic capacity, for the LSTs would have required elastic sides to take the mountains of goods of all arms and units stacked there. We loaded by night, and those with the most transport and the most strident voices got most on. We left a little behind, but not much, and the second echelon landed quietly at 
7 am on 20 February at Nissan—12 Battery at Pokonian and 35 Battery across the lagoon at Tangalan. Only 40 all ranks were now left at Vella and they loaded remaining gear and shook the Vella mud from their feet on 23 February, landing at Nissan two days later. The rest of February was spent in sorting unit equipment from a sea of chaotic mud and establishing ourselves in our various camps around the main island. We spent 29 February registering various points about the island by shooting, and the early part of March saw us fairly well established. On 9 March we were warned for our next operation—reserve for the attack on Kavieng, an attack which never took place, as American strength was increasing fast and Japanese opposition receding. Kavieng was by-passed, but that is not our story.

        
The old bugbear of working parties began again as Liberty 

ships started to arrive in the roadstead off the island and had to be unloaded. They could not enter the lagoon and had to discharge outside. These ships would have made an attractive target for bombing, but that did not happen. The Seabees converted jungle and plantation into a fighter strip in less than 28 days, with a bomber strip alongside it soon afterwards. Though we were sometimes bombed by night we spent peaceful days. Nissan had no fresh-water stream or pool and there was no catchment area for rainwater. When we landed we carried water for two days. Thereafter all water for drinking and cooking had to be drawn from the lagoon and distilled. That sounds easy, but there were 18,000 allied personnel on the small atoll and they required a lot of water. All washing water had to be caught from the rainfall by ingenious split bamboo spouting along the tents draining into petrol drums. In March we received the congratulations of Admiral Nimitz for our successful occupation in the following message:—' The bold, skilful and effective manner with which units of South Pacific Forces carry out one operation after another has my great admiration. Warm congratulations to you and your entire command.'

        
We have remarked before on the generosity of our allies with their equipment, but on 24 March it was deemed necessary by us to call for the collection and return of all American equipment. When one saw the miscellany of things one blushed for one's countrymen and could well understand the feelings of the American who said his solution of the Japanese war was to 'put you Kiwis on one island with all the Japanese and in a week the war would be over for you'd have all their equipment.'

        
Major Wylde-Browne, Commander of 12 Battery, was evacuated through sickness and his battery captain, Captain E. H. Carew, attained his majority and took his place. 
Captain J. H. Hamilton was transferred from 37 Battery to 12 Battery as battery captain, and Captain A. F. Grant came from 144 Battery to be battery captain of 37 Battery. At this time 35 Battery lost a deservedly popular NCO in Bombardier A. T. Thompson who died as a result of burns received from the explosion of a home-made petrol burner he was tending. Once again, as soon as camps were in reasonable trim, training started for the next move. All guns were calibrated by seawards firing, with reams of mathematics and calculation subsequently to produce the answer. Open-air movies and concerts began about this time 

and we participated in an axemen's carnival held on the other side of the lagoon. The regiment also organised a series of 1000 artillery art unions which proved to be a deservedly popular method of re-distribution of wealth.

        
On 
7 April the writing on the wall appeared for the Division. Manpower problems in New Zealand resulted in the production of a scheme called the 'Release of Personnel for Essential Industries.' Everyone was required to fill in a card informing the authorities in New Zealand whether he would like to volunteer to return home, and what he would like to work at when he got there. Many just said 'No' to the whole scheme, while others, after much seeking of advice abetted by cynical doubt said 'Yes, they would like to be railway-men, or bushmen, etc' By 24 April a large number of those men found themselves on board the USS 
Wharton en route to New Caledonia. We saw them no more, but we wished them well, for they had served us well as friends and soldiers. About this time we again had visits from the New Zealand naval vessels 
Matai, Kiwi and others which we were always glad to see in the Solomons. Frequent visits were exchanged betwixt ship and shore, and returning warriors frequently reached camp in a healthy aura of naval rum, evidence of the high standard of naval hospitality.

        
On Vella the natives had constructed at Marivari a magnificent chapel and cemetery for the allied fallen and tended it with loving care. On Nissan we constructed our own cemetery for allied fallen. Nissan by this time had busy airfields. As well as fighters being based there, it was a staging field for Liberators returning from bombing Truk and the Carolines. The locally-based and staging fighters, some manned by New Zealanders, called at Nissan, picked up a bomb each, and did the 25 minute 'milk delivery' to Rabaul, repeating the trip as often as they felt inclined during the day. PT boat squadrons went out each night on marauding excursions around New Britain and elsewhere, making life miserable for the Japanese. But our work on Nissan was completed and we gave place to American garrison troops.

        
Before we left Nissan many troops were suffering from the considerable increase in skin troubles and varying types of dermatitis. A 'hookworm' test disclosed many unsuspecting victims and exposed them to the rather unpleasant cure. However we bore with complete equanimity the plague of caterpillars which 

affected divisional headquarters—pretty little red and yellow ones, all furry, that exuded acid from the fur as they humped their way over the skin, leaving a bright red spreading weal.

        
On 20 May our operational role ceased and we packed our operational equipment. From then until 29 May our time was fully occupied in packing and getting everything and everyone aboard the USS 
Naos, where our atebrin ceased once and for all. We sailed from Nissan and were not sorry to go. On 31 May we sighted our old friends 
Vella Lavella and Kolombangara through the murk of a gathering storm which drove us south. In the early dawn of 5 June we sighted New Caledonia where we landed in the afternoon at Nepoui, our old port of hard work. We reached the artillery training depot at Néméara at 7.30 pm where a hot meal and a warmer welcome awaited us. Everyone of us, returning from near the equator to a freezing 66 degree temperature, was feeling the cold. We were happy to get extra blankets and a large mail. The next few days we settled in, finding the early mornings very cold and ourselves very loath to get up. Fortunately our base kits had been kept for us in perfect condition, and our winter woollies were soon in use. Great coats, a garment unknown to us for many a day, were issued and appreciated. A real feature of our return was to see and hear the NBC party of entertainers. Not only was their show good but they were real white women in long frocks. Some of us must have looked, spoken and acted like hillbillies from the deepest Ozarks. Also deservedly popular was the repertory party and the piano playing of Henri Penn, who for two hours one night played from memory whatever we asked for. Very few requested swing numbers. June in New Caledonia was only a brief interlude. The division had clearly 'had it' and was moving fast to manpower destruction. Further essential industry parties left for New Zealand.

        
At this stage, as a result of burns received in a petrol fire, we lost Gunner Jack Parkhill, a genial and popular driver and Otago provincial footballer who had been with many of us through Fiji and the Solomons. He was well liked by all ranks, and the fund of over £300 subscribed by the remaining members of the regiment would in no way compensate his widow and the little boy he hardly knew.

        
July was a month of farewells and of packing. The batteries parted with the guns and equipment which they had jealously 
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A view of camps and installations on He Nou, in Nouméa Harbour. In the middle foreground is a seaplane base. The 33rd Heavy Regiment was stationed on this island for a time.
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Going ashore from landing craft on Mélé Beach, near Vila, in the New Hebrides, where units practised amphibious exercises before going to the Solomons.
Below: Shells falling on Umomo Island during the engagement on Vell a Lavella. These were the first shots fired against the enemy by 17th Field Regiment



kept for nearly two years and which had served them so well. Regiment took them over and all were prepared for handing over to a force rear party, a sea voyage and then for final disposal in New Zealand. Though we had not been officially told so, everyone at heart knew we wouldn't see them again, and that the days of the regiment were numbered. In August Major Warring-ton became second-in-command of a force rear party of over 1,000 men, including some 40 of ours who took over all camps, vehicles and stores. Except for a small group remaining with force rear party, the remainder of the regiment was moved into a staging area camp at Tene Valley and on 10 August went aboard the USS 
Torrens for return to New Zealand where they had their overseas leave. Some medically unfit were discharged from the army and resumed civilian occupations; others went to Italy with 14th and 15th reinforcements and acquitted themselves well there. The last remnant of the regiment was a small accounting party of five who, with Major Warrington, spent from November 1944 to April 1945 in Mangere Camp outside Auckland, completing all regimental records, unpacking, assembling and accounting for all equipment to the slightly dubious satisfaction of the Audit Department, and then taking their various ways.

        
And so the regiment was no more. It had been our employer, our home and our family for a long time, and we had, with some reason, grown to be proud of it. By and large we were a happy family. We had our family rows—but from formation through training and operations to final disbandment we moved forward along a path of steady achievement made possible largely by the sinking of self in the promotion of a common welfare and purpose. When our final disbandment came there was none of us but felt a sense of indefinable loss. There is none of us but will be happy to meet again any other who served with him in the 17th New Zealand Field Regiment.
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Chapter Four

28th 
Heavy aa Regiment

        
'Almost' would serve as the motto of the 28th Heavy Antiaircraft Regiment, the first regiment of its kind that New Zealand has sent overseas. There were several occasions when it seemed that the `moment had at last arrived when we should have our share in battering at the Jap. But to the disgust and disappointment of all the regiment never fired a shot in anger. Although it has no battle honours, and it is now only a memory, the heavy AA played its part in those dangerous days of not so long ago and was one of the first units flung into the breach at a time when it seemed that nothing could stop the southward push of the Japanese. So urgent was the need for airfield defence at that time that we left for New Caledonia without our final leave. Incidentally we sailed past the ship taking the South Island draft on its leave. That really hurt.

        
In the middle of August 1942 advanced parties from Auckland and Wellington entered Pahautanui Camp, a little over 20 miles from Wellington. Here they spent the next few days cleaning up the camp and, as far as possible, making it ready for the influx of trainees. The nucleus of the new regiment was supplied from the two heavy AA regiments then in existence in Auckland and Wellington. To this were added recruits from field artillery, engineer, infantry and ASC units throughout both islands of New Zealand. So the AA units could justifiably claim to be fully representative of the Dominion. Any doubt of this was settled by a glance at destination rolls. After a short stay at Pahautanui, the translation of which we were told meant 'a place of winds,' and no one doubted that for a moment, we moved to Judgeford and here set up a regimental camp. Not 

before, however, an unofficial route march had taken place. No one regretted our move and if Judgeford left much to be desired, in comparison with such camps as Papakura or Burnham, it was at least an improvement. Here we settled down to our training with determination, broken only by a spell of special leave, which the majority shrewdly suspected was final leave. Here also we had added to us a workshops section and at the last moment, out of the blue, a signal section led by a large lieutenant of genial habits and unquenchable thirst. And so inoculated, tabulated, card-indexed and photographed the 28th Heavy AA Regiment was ready for whatever lay ahead. After a short period during which everyone's hopes about final leave were roused and dashed alternately, the CRA visited the regiment and grimly warned us that we might have to fight our way ashore and wished us luck. So we said good-bye to Judgeford, which had become quite a familiar spot, good-bye to the YM and the canteen, still only having suspicions about who 
did get away with that barrel of beer, and entrained at Plimmerton, leaving our guns to follow.

        
From the wharf the ship looked quite large and then small as we got closer; finally, as we all got on board, most of us were prepared to swear she had rubber sides to carry what she did. On official documents she appeared as T49 and that letter and number figures prominently on all the gear we took aboard. Her 'society' name was the US army transport 
Maui and she had been the pride of the San Francisco-Honolulu run, a long time ago. On 5 November at a little before midday we left Wellington, quite a fair crowd on the wharf seeing us off. Three days later, after an uneventful trip up the east coast and a short, and for many, tantalising stay in Auckland, we finally left New Zealand with a destroyer escort. Our destination was still a matter of conjecture for most of the troops. Fatigues of all varieties, PT, lounging on the decks and, most of all, standing in line for meals of which there were only two a day for other ranks filled each day. As we got further north, lookouts were increased and American and New Zealand gun crews were on their toes for submarines. Eventually, as a certain officer said on a festive occasion,' thanks to the skill in navigation of our gallant cousins and allies and the vigilance of a senior officer with a rifle,' we passed safely through sub-infested waters and dropped anchor in Noumea, the chief port and capital city of New Caledonia, on 

11th November. Armistice day was celebrated throughout the ship.

        
At this stage our companions on the voyage, the 29th Light AA and 33rd Heavy Coastal Regiments left us to follow their own destinies. For us remained the job of unloading the ship. F Troop, 204th Battery (there never was another troop) went ashore and moved to Camp Stevens at Anse Vata, acting as shore party; the bulk of the regiment went to a staging camp at Dumbea, and the residue stayed on the ship. Most of the unloading" was done in the harbour, cargo being transferred by winch to flat barges which were then towed to a wharf for unloading. Apart from some anxious moments with a 6-inch coastal gun and mounting, and a barge which didn't quite make the wharf, resulting in a Bofors barrel and several boxes of ammunition going to the bottom and a box containing a typewriter floating gently on the water, the unloading proceeded, as the navy says, without incident. Those on the ship had one interesting experience. After unloading in the harbour for over a week, the 
Maui was able to come alongside the wharf to complete her unloading. To this end she up-anchored and went out through the boom, sailing round the outside of He Nou. Just inside the boom were anchored units of the American Navy which had been engaged with the enemy. Very few were without some signs of battle and some, as was easily seen, had taken some heavy knocks. This was our first contact with war, and it was very real; the enemy also shoots, we noticed.

        
From time to time odd, dust-stained and weary figures would come to Noumea and visit the ship. They told frightening stories of the heat, of strenuous bayonet practice with the temperature of 1,000 degrees centigrade, of mosquitoes, and chile con carne. Later they spoke of dysentery, of which there was an outbreak at Dumbea. One officer managed to have it sufficiently badly to go to hospital and here (it was an American hospital), he was a centre of interest, being the first live, well nearly alive, 'Noo Zealander' to fall into their hands. He later escaped. At this juncture we were not allowed to say in letters home where we had landed and many and varied were the means by which the wily other rank attempted to convey the news to those at home. When the unloading of T49 was completed, those left on the ship caught up with the regiment at Dumbea, and F troop came under command of the 33rd Heavy Regiment. They augmented 

the AA defenses of Nouméa and for this purpose were linked operationally to the American 30th Coast Artillery (AA) Regiment and conformed to their procedure for alarms, alerts and all other pleasantries.

        
So on 23 November, with no regrets, RHQ, 203rd Battery and 208th Battery of the 29th Light AA Regiment, who now came under command of the 28th Regiment, quitted Dumbéa and set sail for the deployment area. After a sweaty, dusty journey in trucks and blazing heat we reached the Oua Tom area and established a temporary camp, just off the main road. Although we did not know it at the time, the regiment was fated never to be together again as it had been in Judgeford. Each battery from then on 'dre'ed its own weird.' The 204th basked on tropic beaches close to the bright lights of the busy metropolis, the 202nd in the far north at Plaine des Gaiacs became somewhat of a social centre with the visits it received from celebrities, political and military, and established a reputation for variegated eccentricity among all ranks. Regimental Headquarters and the 203rd Battery went quietly crazy amongst the niaoulis, those gnarled, forlorn looking trees which formed the omnipresent and only landscape in the west of New Caledonia, and collected fearsome yarns about voracious mosquitoes, all of which were true, incidentally. The report that two mosquitoes were seen dragging a screaming gunner into the bush at Oua Tom with intent to devour him is somewhat exaggerated; there were at least six mosquitoes. The close of November saw camps established and gun positions chosen. The 202nd Battery moved from Dumbea to Plaine des Gaiacs and F Troop lightered its guns across to Ile Nou. As the guns were of the static type and had to be placed on trailers, this was a ticklish job but was accomplished without mishap. The piano given to the regiment by our good friend, Captain Murray, skipper of the 
Maui, also arrived at RHQ in good condition and was first used at a church service at Oua Tom on the last Sunday of the month.

        
There was a wealth of quiet fun in the routine orders of those days. We were told that our pay would be in dollars and that the rate of exchange was in our favour; that our dress was slack (it never did reach the desired degree of impeccability and there were quite regular periodic blasts about it); that we could not send PX goods back to New Zealand; thus dashing the hopes of many; junior officers were given a slap on the wrist for 

approaching American officers direct, with intent to scrounge or win things of all kinds. All ranks were warned that the local brandy contained 30 per cent kerosene (shades of Hokonui) and that a certain distressing complaint was prevalent in Necal.

        
On 7 December an alert was declared at Oua Tom. The US authorities were expecting a Japanese air attack, and the new planes then at Oua Tom airfield were kept at full readiness. Nothing happened, however, and four days later the 203rd Battery guns arrived. From the American infantry regiment camped in the Oua Tom area it was reported on the 13th that three men had landed in a rubber dinghy from a submarine just south of the Oua Toma airfield. A state of full alert was immediately proclaimed and working parties carried their arms with them wherever they went. The alert lasted for three days but no. sign of the three men ever came to light. It was while listening to an account from his battery commander of a short personal armed reconnaissance he had made during this period that the career of a promising young officer was almost cut short—a bullet of 38 calibre winging its way gaily past him. The battery commander to this day, it is said, has never found the catch. Only four days prior to Christmas another full alert was ordered at Oua Tom. For a brief while it looked as though there was going to be a real picnic. The adjutant said that ten thousand Japs had landed on the beach and returns must be sent to brigade in triplicate. The quartermaster said quadruplicate. The IO at last saw himself with something worthwhile to write in the war diary and a few hundred gunners wondered what the devil had happened. What the light of the following dawn revealed was an inoffensive little coastal steamer that had anchored inside the reef for the night and quietly went on its way in the daylight.

        
This was unknown then to the American and New Zealand defenders of the area and after Oua Tom had discovered that there were no flares to hand, Tontouta sent up two bombers to identify the strange craft. D troop of the heavy battery was instructed to fire at the flares if the identification was unsatisfactory. Just to keep the ball rolling, C troop were ordered to fire at the flashes of D troop's shells. As nothing could be seen of the coast from C troop's gun position, the troop commander climbed to the top of the local mountain, Mie Pin, and spent the night there with a telephone and, as soon as they found him, several million mosquitoes. However, although the US bombers 

could not identify the ship, they advised against firing, wisely as it turned out. By this time affairs were somewhat tense and the CO, Lieutenant-Colonel W. S. McKinnon, delivered himself to the American base commandant of the Oua Tom airfield, Major T. Bowers, of the immortal words, 'I'll sink it or shift it, I'm standing by,' words it may be said that were acclaimed with gusto and repeated at many a smoko, formal or otherwise. However, in the morning the innocent cause of the 'flap' steamed brightly out of the bay where she had anchored and proceeded. The CO, not to be baulked of his share of the fun, ordered D troop to fire off several rounds at a small island off the coast that had never said a word the whole time.

        
Late in December the main body of the Third New Zealand Division passed through Oua Tom on its way to the divisional area, centred round Moindah. They paused for a halt and a meal at Hyde Park, a large open space on the side of the main road opposite RHQ, where the AA, heavy and light, staged all sorts of functions at all sorts of times; football matches, bonfires, drill and cricket. Our first Christmas overseas was very much like other days. By this time the regiment had settled to the routine of watches, gun drill and stand-to. However, the appearance of meat (to our uneducated palates the American rations were mostly slop and slush), and a beer issue, distinguished the day. We were to find with increasing intensity in the days ahead that as operational units we were very strictly tied to our gun sites. Jollifications had to be taken a bit at a time.

        
A little previous to this a convoy of guns and vehicles for the 202nd Heavy Battery had passed through and, seeing them at their bivouac area, the CRA, Brigadier C. S. J. Duff, DSO, RNZA, had them paraded before him. What he saw was obviously not to his liking, and he said so—very loud and clear, and followed it up by a memo to the CO in which he referred to the gallant band as a 'down-at-heel gypsy camp.' In spite of it all, the regiment lived. One factor which made it difficult for men to appear smartly dressed was the rate at which shirts wore out. The sweat rotted the material and in a short while shirts would split across the shoulders or down the back. Unfortunately, there were no supplies for a long time with which the derelict shirts could be replaced.

        
In the first week of the New Year a party of NZANS, 56 of them in fact, stopped in the Oua Tom area for lunch on their 

way through to Bourail. They had travelled in open trucks, and when the dust and grime of their journey was removed, and powder puffs had been wielded, it was seen that they were real New Zealand girls, fresh from our native land and with all the latest news. A few days after that Oua Tom got a warning that a tornado or a hurricane or something of that unpleasant nature was on its way. So the powers that be decided to anticipate this visitor and staged one of their own. Tents were lowered, kit bags packed and men instructed in what to do; the workshops section cooked their breakfast for the next day, put it in hot boxes and then pulled down the kitchen. These measures were so effective that the hurricane, realising it could hardly improve on what had already been done, did not bother to appear. About this time a regimental band was formed, under the enthusiastic and able leadership of Sergeant W. Gosper, and sundry afternoons at RHQ resounded with the strains of music.

        
Militarily speaking, the following four months were devoid of incident. All, in fact, was quiet on the Necal front. But to the gunner digging latrines and gonophone pits, building huts and storehouses, cleaning guns, training in all the parts of his job that would fit him to meet the enemy, life was anything but quiet. There were those interminable stand-tos at dawn and dusk, waiting, watching for the enemy that never came; the alerts which each time brought a feeling that here at last might be something that would justify our existence, and always petered out into nothing. Looking back on it, a six month's spell seems short by contrast with the whole span of life, but to those on the spot, doing this job in the heat and the sweat with no respite, it seemed to them that their task was hopeless and almost useless. They were plagued, some of them, almost to the breaking point with mosquitoes, and sometimes water was inadequate, as for one battery whose nearest river supply was seven miles away. They fretted when mail from home brought news of the exploits of the Second Division. They grumbled fiercely at the food, which was as monotonous as the niaoulis; (the advertisements for spam and sausages Vienna style made everyone of us who read them murderous) but they stuck it out. Articles in certain New Zealand periodicals which prated of movies, ice cream and surfing almost made them claw the air and profanely demand the blood of the man who wrote such. It just was not true. They were there and they knew it.
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Later, as the American forces arrived in greater numbers on the island and Noumea became a vast base and other secondary-points in the island also grew, conditions improved. Movies made their appearance and no one in the unit had fewer than two shows a week. Some had more a night. For the 204th Battery, once the work of establishing the gun position and the camp was finished, there was wonderful swimming and regular leave in Noumea. And ever and anon one of the barrage balloons broke loose. Unfortunately by the time the 204th Battery had secured permission to fire the balloon had always drifted out of range. Any suspicions that a gunner was bribed to turn a couple of balloons adrift are unfounded. In the first week of February Major E. M. Luxford, battery commander 202nd, and 
Captain B. S. Cole, battery commander 204th, visited RHQ, and as this was the first time that there had been anything in the nature of a regimental get-together, the occasion was not allowed to go unheeded. A sucking pig was consumed, many speeches of a ribald character were made, and the proceedings terminated with some hilarity.

        
The Rt. Hon. J. G. Coates, a member of the Cabinet, and the GOC, Major-General H. E. Barrowclough, CB, DSO, MC, paid RHQ a visit on 26 February. On the 28th the 
CO and Lieutenant J. Humphrey attended at the American Forces cemetery, Noumea, the funeral of Gunner J. E. Moore of the 204th Battery, who had died in a US hospital in Noumea after a short illness.

        
By this time we had experienced tropical rain and knew how quickly the rivers of New Caledonia flooded, and also how quickly they emptied. We had become accustomed to the erratic and pathetically inadequate supplies of beer, and never ceased to grumble at the onerous conditions of sale. We were forbidden to cut the sleeves from American shirts with which we had been issued, and bidden to wear trunks when bathing within sight of the road. Competing in the 8th Brigade sports meeting held at Ouenghi on 6 March, the regimental team was placed third. This was a very creditable performance considering how difficult it was to assemble members of the team with the regiment scattered over a couple of hundred miles and stand-tos having priority over training. Two days after that there was another hurricane warning but no hurricane. This time, however, one must admit there was torrential rain. This, after all, was the rainv season, and we had to learn to put up with it. One effect 

of the rain was to cause the black widow spiders to seek a dry spot for self-protection. The whimsical little creatures mostly selected lavatory seats. Convinced that forewarned is forearmed, routine orders published a drawing of a black widow spider, so there would be no mistake, and gave details of treatment to be given to any unfortunate victim. This was on the lines of snakebite treatment and mentioned one-inch cuts and razor blades and sucking the wound to extract the venom. It was unfortunate that the author of that particular routine order had not followed up the clue of the spiders' resting places. The first victim received a bite in a portion of his anatomy which made the suggested treatment impossible and caused ill-bred folk to make, hilariously, the most ribald suggestions. Later it was learned that a senior officer had found the right defence to this below-the-belt attack, as it were, and countered the coy widow by enveloping the vulnerable parts in the flap of his shirt.

        
Towards the the middle of March Captain H. H. Craig left to take over the 214th Light AA Battery and Major G. F. J. Hall marched into the regiment as administrative officer. Rugby football began and a committee was formed and decided to enter the 8th Brigade competition. Later in the month the 204th Battery had the doubtful pleasure of seeing five New Zealand Kitty-hawks force-landed in and around Noumea harbour. All pilots were safe, however. April opened with a return visit from the 8th Brigade conceit party and on the 10th of the month Captain R. H. Stevenson and 20 reinforcements arrived from Norfolk Island. They were part of the composite battery which, under the leadership of Major J. M. Ewen, had left New Zealand some weeks before the regiment and became part of N Force. We were glad to see the wandering boys but within 24 hours those of us who had never seen Norfolk Island were heartily sick of the place. All the ex-Norfolk personnel were loud, long and enthusiastic in praise of the island.

        
Captain T. Scott and Lieutenant H. H. Grey, then on a tour of duty at the information centre in Nouméa, caught dengue fever. An outbreak of dengue fever spread and both Nouméa and Bourail were out of bounds to those not on duty there. The GOC visited B troop at Plaine des Gaiacs and the Third Division band visited Oua Tom. Leave to the transit camp in Vallee des Colons, Nouméa, was started; RHQ conducted jungle exercises (without casualties too) and a sports meeting was held at 

Moindah on Anzac Day to select a team to represent the artillery at the divisional sports then in the offing. April glided into May. Mr Wardlaw arrived in the Oua Tom area as YMCA secretary and proved a real acquisition; the divisional sports were held at Moindah on 8 May and Gunner Middleton of the 203rd Battery assisted the artillery to score its 16 points with a first in the hop, step and jump and second in the high jump.

        
Although not even the majority of the officers in the Oua Tom area knew it at the time, the stay of RHQ and the 203rd Heavy Battery was now almost ended. On 14 May the advanced parties from the 202nd Battery HQ and the 203rd Battery HQ were ordered to move to the 29 Light AA Regimental HQ and the 28th Heavy AA Regimental HQ respectively by the 16th of the month. This was under way when the anti-aircraft defences of Oua Tom were ordered to pull out and move to Tontouta. At the same time Lieutenant-Colonel McKinnon left the heavy regiment to take over command of the 29 Light AA Regiment. In his place came Lieutenant-Colonel C. D. B. Campling, who had previously served as brigade major to the AA Brigade. RHQ then set out for Moindah where, after a brisk period of toil, it established what many considered the most pleasant camp in Necal, and certainly one with the best swimming pool in the island. The 202nd Heavy Battery, its HQ now where the old 29th Light AA Regimental HQ was, became regional command HQ for the Plaine des Gaiacs area and had alternately the 207th and 209th Light AA Batteries attached to it. The 203rd Heavy Battery, led by Major H. G. St. V. Beechey, ambled down to Tontouta and, after having been moved out of several paddocks by some American officers, finally discovered one in which it could rest undisturbed. Here the regional command was fortunate enough to secure a private house, complete with outdoor plunge bath, for its headquarters. The routine of setting up gun positions and camps was soon in full swing. Life at Tontouta was a great change and a welcome one from Oua Tom. There were three well-stocked post exchanges; there was a beer garden at the Red Cross centre which dispensed good ale, and all the time planes were coming and going; there was a bustle and an air of purpose about the whole area which was stimulating after the almost funereal atmosphere of Oua Tom. Incidentally, Noumea was not far away, and if you went for a walk to one or other of the PXs, who was to know if vou thumbed a lift 

from one of the stream of trucks constantly going in that direction and went for a brief, and enjoyable because illicit, tour of the capital.

        
In June personnel from HMS 
Victorious paid a visit to regional command at Tontouta. There was a beer issue on the day of their visit, a Sunday, a cricket match—which the AA won —and a soccer match at which the sailors soon ran rings round the AA team. Later the 203rd Battery played a team from an American paratrooper unit at rugby football. Battery won 11-5 but the marines were good and gave the battery a real run for its money. A Kiwi concert party at the Red Cross centre at Tontouta provided a welcome entertainment for the troops in the area, and at Moindah, regimental HQ attended a USO show given at Div Ordnance Workshops. The first week of July saw the first shoot by the regiment since landing in Necal. Nearly 400 rounds were fired, all troops participating. B troop shot down a drogue. At regimental HQ the divisional band gave a concert and on 17 July the regimental team tied with a team from the 29th Light AA Regiment at rugby football, score five all. This was a worthwhile achievement as the 29th team was runner-up in the Barrowclough Cup competition, in which the 28th Regiment could not compete.

        
On 25 July an unidentified aircraft was over Noumea. It was illuminated for a short time but was lost because of cloudy conditions. The Ile Nou gunners swore it was a Jap and bewailed their missed opportunity. The battery at Tontouta was also on its toes but the aircraft was never within range. It was the nearest the regiment came to going to war, but not near enough. Towards the end of the month, the RNZAF selection committee came round the regiment and latrinograms flew round thick and fast. In spite of a vigorous letter from the CO in which he trenchantly condemned rumour mongers and bade them to put the rumours in unbelievable places, the belief persisted that our days as a regiment were numbered. It was known then that the Div was going forward and a few of the officers nursed a faint hope that at least one battery of the heavies might go with it. On 11 August, however, a definite blow came. Orders were received that the 202nd and 204th batteries were to be relieved of operational duties on 15th August and personnel marched into ATD. That put an end to all hopes and ended all rumours. It was fact. And so, four days later, these two 
bat-

teries heard the order 'Cease Firing.' The same day personnel from the regiment for the RNZAF left on their way to New Zealand. Reinforcements for the 29th Light AA Regiment were taken from 202nd Battery and from then until the end of September, when all guns were out of action and the bulk of the personnel at ATD, the story is one of ever more rapid disintegration. Infantry, field artillery, ASC and medical corps staked their claims and batches of men were quickly transferred. The wheel had come full circle and to a large extent personnel returned whence they had come. On 
7 October RHQ quietly and unostentatiously died, and except for guards at Plaine des Gaiacs and Tontouta, personnel were all in ATD. The 28th Heavy AA Regiment had ceased to exist—twelve months after it had been called into being.

        
And that is the end of the story. No glory, no romance! Instead, a record of unremitting; vigilance and toil under conditions the reverse of pleasant. Monotony was our enemy rather than the Japanese. Mosquitoes and niaoulis will bulk largely in the memories of all ranks, but such memories should not obscure the finer ones. That we were ready at all times, that we never gave in to our difficulties and hardships; these things also should be remembered. And if ever a heavy AA regiment should be reconstituted, it could take as its motto, springing from the story of the old regiment: 'There when wanted.'

		

		

[image: ]
		

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Gunners: an intimate record of units of the 3rd New Zealand Divisional Artillery in the Pacific from 1940 until 1945

Chapter Five — 29th Light aa Regiment

Contents


	
I — Formation and Training 

p. 102

	
II — Life in New Caledonia 

p. 104

	
III — New Caledonia to Guadalcanal 

p. 113

	
IV — Forward Base—Preparations at Guadalcanal 

p. 114

	
V — On Vella Lavella 

p. 116

	
VI — The Treasuries Landing 

p. 121

	
VII — The Capture of the Green Islands 

p. 128

	
VIII — The Return to New Zealand 

p. 134

	
IX — In Review 

p. 136








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Gunners: an intimate record of units of the 3rd New Zealand Divisional Artillery in the Pacific from 1940 until 1945

I — Formation and Training





          
I


Formation and Training

          
In the middle of August 1942 the 29th Light Anti-aircraft Regiment was formed at Pahautanui under the command of Major (later Lieutenant-Colonel) 
F. M. Yendell. Pahautanui, although a brand new camp, could not be described as palatial, for in those days the demand on manpower and materials was heavy and minimum standards had to suffice. Mud was abundant but everything else seemed to be in short supply. At the outset three batteries, numbered 207, 208 and 214, each of three troops, and twelve 40mm Bofors guns were set up. The 209th Battery was formed at the end of September from later postings to the camp. In addition a light anti-aircraft workshops section (NZOC) and a signals detachment (X Section, 3 NZ Divisional Signals) were permanently attached to the regiment. Even without these attached sections, the regiment was easily the largest unit in the Third Division, its full strength being somewhat over 1,000 all ranks. Territorial units supplied personnel trained on the Bofors gun in static positions and their experience proved valuable in the early stages at Pahautanui, as the remainder had been drawn from all branches of the service and many had never even seen their new weapon. Special anti-aircraft instruction had been given to the senior officers in a conversion course and to the subalterns in their cadet training unit. Few of the regiment had served overseas previously.

          
The end of the first month saw some order emerging from the initial confusion. Guns and some transport were available 

for training and technical equipment was arriving steadily. Dental inspections, inoculations and vaccinations were under way and a steady stream of returns was flowing through proper or improper channels to the appropriate higher authorities. Gun drill was in full swing and prospective NCOs were being sorted out. About the middle of September this busy scene was very properly interrupted to give all ranks seven days' leave, which indicated that the regiment was soon due to leave its home pastures. After this break, training was resumed and a live shell shoot with towed targets at Titahi Bay, small arms practices at Trentham and some rugged route marching rounded out a busy programme for October.

          
At the beginning of October one troop each from the 207th and 208th Batteries, which had been withdrawn to form the light anti-aircraft component of the 215th Composite Battery, left for Norfolk Island and were temporarily lost to the regiment, although most of the personnel concerned returned as reinforcements in New Caledonia after their tour of duty on Norfolk had ended. From the middle of October onwards things moved quickly at Pahautanui. All ranks were looking forward to a further week's furlough, promised for the early part of November, when the order to move came and all hopes of furlough were abandoned in the inevitable pre-embarkation flurry. Transport and equipment poured in and every man gathered up an immense variety of tropical garb and gear. And so with web equipment and sea kits bulging 35 officers and 635 other ranks embarked on the USA transport 
Maui at Wellington on the bitterly cold night of 4 November 1942. Together with the 28th Heavy Antiaircraft Regiment, the 33rd Heavy Regiment and several small base details who embarked on the same ship, we were the first unit of the division to sail for New Caledonia. The force that sailed on the 
Maui comprised RHQ with the attached signals and workshops sections and all batteries except the 209th, which followed on another ship a month later.

          
Life at sea was a new experience for most of the regiment. The weather was reasonably good but most of us found it hard to get sufficient nourishment from the two meals a day provided by the 
Maui. On the voyage the discomforts of troopship travel were eased by several entertainments, in which all units took part, and the regimental band had an appreciative audience for its efforts. The band under the leadership of Gunner O. A. 

Cheesman promised to become a great asset, but unfortunately the players became scattered in New Caledonia and its activities had to be abandoned.

          
The 
Maui reached Noumea on Armistice Day, just in time to see a squadron of United States warships steaming out in formation, a splendid and most heartening sight. We dropped anchor amidst a surprising concentration of shipping and spent the rest of the afternoon and evening surveying the brown, bare slopes of New Caledonia and the bustling harbour scene, meditating on the possibilities of our future. The following morning we were ferried ashore in dazzling heat to be greeted at the wharf by Major Miller and a small advanced party who had left a few days before us.
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II


Life in New Caledonia

          
During our very early days in New Caledonia some parts of the regiment were thrown into close contact with United States forces on the island. Immediately after landing the regiment went to a US naval camp at Dumbéa, a few miles north of Noumea, where we had the luxury of a cold shower bath, open-air style, and there we met the 
culicene mosquito and the niaouli tree—the two best established permanent residents of the country.

          
From this camp the initial deployment of the regiment, which was closely linked for this purpose with the 28th Heavy Antiaircraft Regiment, was carried out. The 207th and 208th Batteries were allotted operational roles in aerodrome defence, the former going to the Plaine des Gaiacs aerodrome, some 170 miles from Noumea on the west coast, and the latter setting up at Oua Tom, about 65 miles from Noumea. RHQ, together with the workshops and signals sections, moved to Plaine des Gaiacs also and assumed responsibility for the entire anti-aircraft defences of that area, to which had also been posted the 202nd Battery of the 28th Regiment. This battery was under the operational control of the 29th Regiment and made use of its workshops and signals sections in exchange for the 208th Battery receiving similar facilities from the 28th Regiment at Oua Tom.

          
The 214th Battery was left in the Nouméa area, where it was fully occupied in unloading stores and equipment now 
arriv-

ing in increasing quantities from New Zealand. Early in December the 209th Battery arrived, together with a handful of stragglers from other batteries who had, for various reasons, failed to embark on the 
Maui. The 209th then took over its share of the working parties at Noumea while the 214th moved north to the Nepoui Valley, just below Plaine des Gaiacs, to find that another port in that district was busy taking cargo ashore with the assistance of soldier labour, so here again the 214th Battery did its share. At the very end of December the 209th Battery travelled north and set up camp at Taom River. Consequently the beginning of 1943 found the regiment widely distributed over New Caledonia. Everybody had had a remarkably good Christmas, considering the novelty of the surroundings; in most instances a turkey dinner and a certain amount of bottled cheer had been available.

          
At this stage some explanation of the differences between life in the aerodrome defence batteries and the mobile batteries is called for. For the first six months in New Caledonia the 207th and 208th Batteries were the static units and, although 209th and 214th later alternated with them in providing aerodrome defence, the two original batteries bore the brunt of preparing gun pits and setting up communications and the other necessary organisation to carry out the task. Appearances notwithstanding, life on the airfields was by no means a picnic. Both batteries were fully operational, which meant that they had to observe stand-to periods at dawn and dusk and in addition were liable to be (and in fact sometimes were) alerted at any hour of day or night to meet a threat of enemy air attack. In normal conditions all except perhaps two or three men from each gun detachment had always to be within shouting distance of the gun in order to ensure a full crew in case of emergency. Bearing in mind that the manning requirements were suspended only in exceptional cases, as for example where men were needed for urgent fatigue duties or a gun was being overhauled; that a full training programme was carried out as well and that much hard work was necessary to establish guns, ammunition and equipment in their positions, to provide reasonable living conditions for the men and later, to reconstruct gun pits which did not stand the test of appalling weather, it will be appreciated that the static batteries were quite as fully occupied as any soldiers in the division. The fact that the 207th and 208th Batteries were very 

short handed until April 1943, when reinforcements from the Norfolk Island force brought them up to strength, added to the burden carried by their personnel. The static batteries, however, had some definite advantages. They were generally within reach of cinema entertainments and canteens and had recreational facilities which were unknown to the other two batteries. They became experts at the art of living in gun detachments of perhaps a dozen men, each gathered around its own gun and perhaps half a mile away from the next. This could be a very happy and independent style of living, save in the few cases where one or two misfits disturbed the serenity of an entire crew. It was to become the universal system of living in the forward areas and by that time enough shuffling had been done to ensure that most detachments worked harmoniously together.

          
Most members of the regiment have florid memories of mosquitoes and mud on the airfields. Several of the gun posts were as badly infested by mosquitoes as anywhere on the island and on some of them protective covering was needed all day as well as at night. Some gun sites had actually to be abandoned for this reason. Wet weather, distressingly common in New Caledonia during the summer, was also a bugbear at the airfields. The only means of reaching some of the guns with water and rations was by dirt track through the bush. Transport without four-wheel drive was quite inadequate in wet weather and in the worst places the only remedy was to use the Bedford gun tractors, which laboriously winched themselves along from tree to tree. Training on the airfields, although sometimes dull by comparison with the lot of the mobile batteries, was good preparation for the conditions found later in the Solomons. Gun drill was persisted in until every gunner was fully accustomed to every position of the gun. Special air co-operation was occasionally provided by American fighter planes, but the layers found most of their 'targets' in the streams of aircraft that were constantly using the fields. Another task of the gun crews was the maintenance of watches and the reporting of unusual incidents. This function proved useful in one or two cases where friendly aircraft came to grief and it also started a long trail of investigation at Plaine des Gaiacs when a mysterious series of lights appeared off the coast. By this time, the 'hot loop,' the telephone link between all guns, troop and battery headquarters and gun operations room, had been introduced to the regiment. Later, as its 

possibilities were more clearly seen, this chain of contact far outstripped its original function of providing an operational and administrative link with each gun. News, rumour and anecdote (rising to a peak after each mail day) and full, frank and often luridly abusive discussions of personalities, gun detachments and rival troops made for brisk traffic at any hour of day or night; subject always to a stentorian 'Clear the line' from battery headquarters when any instruction or alert was to be announced.

          
In May 1943 anti-aircraft defence at Oua Tom was discontinued and the 208th Battery, together with the 203rd Battery of the 28th Regiment, took over from the Americans at Ton-touta, some 30 miles nearer Noumea. Regional command at Tontouta was assumed by Major H. G. St. V. Beechey, battery commander of the 203rd Battery. In contrast with the other two batteries the 209th and 214th had much movement. The 214th Battery had been originally cast for a mobile role and although it never had a full muster of vehicles at Pahautanui its transport was brought up to strength shortly after the battery arrived in New Caledonia. The 209th Battery was formed later and was not given mobile status until it arrived in New Caledonia. Its vehicles were somewhat late in arriving and consequently the drivers had to pick up their knowledge as they went along. That both batteries eventually succeeded in reaching high efficiency was shown by the fact that their road convoy work in brigade manceuvres and elsewhere became almost a model.

          
Life in the mobile batteries differed considerably from that on the airfields. The 209th and 214th were camped in battery areas and troops kept their individuality by occupying smaller sub-areas and organising their own messes. In both batteries change of location was the order of the day. Training took anything from a troop to the whole battery perambulating around the countryside for periods ranging from a day to a week and there were several changes which involved the erection of completely new camps. In March 1943 the 209th Battery, less a small party left behind to guard stores and equipment, moved 
en bloc from Taom River to Noumea, where it was employed for about a month dock labouring. On completion of its tour of duty at Noumea the battery returned to Taom, gathering 
en route G troop, which had been detached from it for over three months to undergo mobile training with the 214th Battery. The reunited battery again settled down to a further spell of manceuvres, 

based at Taom, until the end of May, when it exchanged positions and transport with the 207th Battery and embarked on the period of alternate spells of aerodrome defence and mobile exercises which lasted for the rest of the time in New Caledonia. The 214th Battery also had its changes. The danger of flooding caused abandonment of its first camp site (but not of its liquid reserves) in the Népoui Valley, when a good deal of work had been done on the camp. The battery then moved to higher ground on the north side of the valley, where it hacked new living quarters out of unattractive scrubby country. Although the construction of a further new camp was involved there were few complaints when orders came in April to move south to the 8th Brigade area, where the battery camped near the Ouenghi River until the middle of June before proceeding to Tontouta to relieve the 208th Battery in much the same sort of change over scheme as had been put into operation by the 209th and 207th Batteries at Plaine des Gaiacs.

          
The mobile life was also a strenuous one. It started as soon as the regiment reached New Caledonia in the sense that it was necessary to move all the component parts of the regiment by road to their sundry destinations. As the scale of transport was never sufficient to move the whole regiment and its impedimenta at once the job had to be done piecemeal with what vehicles were available. Drivers were in very constant employment at the start and, by the time they had delivered the batteries and RHQ to their destinations, carted numerous working parties and assisted other units who were relatively less well equipped with trucks, many of them had seen most of the length of the island's one and only main highway, Route Coloniale No. 1, in all its many moods. It was not long before they were to get off the highway, for mobile work in New Caledonia meant large doses of cross country travel by day and night with guns in tow and trucks laden with heavy equipment.

          
In February 1943 Captain W. A. White, RA, who had been introduced to the regiment at Pahautanui, arrived in New Caledonia to instruct in mobile tactics. He spent a week with the 209th Battery, followed by a month with the 214th. The use of light anti-aircraft equipment in conditions such as we met in New Caledonia necessitated several changes from normal text-took practice and 'Chalky's Conferences,' in which the whole battery took part and submitted suggestions, wise and otherwise. 

Mobile training started off with troop tasks, in which the guns of a troop were deployed to guard a vital point or a road convoy,. and, as the training progressed, schemes involving two troops or the whole battery were carried out, sometimes in conjunction with an infantry battalion. Later both the 209th and 214th Batteries took part in large scale brigade manoeuvres.

          
All these exercises called for a vast amount of work in all sorts of conditions. The men became accustomed to constant packing and unpacking of equipment, often at short notice, and much manhandling of guns. Although most of the guns on issue to the regiment were not equipped with the best type of mounting for mobile work they were repeatedly hauled, winched or pushed by brute force into all sorts of places and the unwieldy rire control instruments were lugged in with them. The nature of the work called for resourcefulness and improvisation—many problems had to be met by a common sense decision on the spot. In some of the manoeuvres the weather was kind, but in others, notably 'Bula,' the mud will never be forgotten by some of the participants—particularly by those whose transport even with chains and 4-wheel drive engaged was bogged down for hours at a stretch. The handling of guns and equipment did not complete the job. The gunners had to dig in, and if time allowed, prepare pits and alternative positions and look to their all round defence. This was sometimes done with great thoroughness, as witness the case of a battery commander on a tour of inspection of his guns during a brigade exercise who vanished up to his neck in a deeply dug and well camouflaged weapon pit. However, the manoeuvres had their compensations. They gave the mobile batteries constant changes of scenery and opportunities to fraternise with the French inhabitants and sample the local fruits. The trips which were made by all batteries to the American antiaircraft training school at Mt. Dore, south of Noumea, for live shell practice shoots were invariably most popular outings. The setting was a most pleasant one, a white sandy beach fringed with palms, and the Americans were co-operative and often generous in supplying a few extra boxes of ammunition to supplement the rather meagre New Zealand scale of issue. There-was a hundred yards of beach front thickly studded with antiaircraft guns of all sorts which threw up great volumes of tracer when the target came within range. The sight of such lavish expenditure of ammunition was almost too much for some of us, 

and more astounding was the fact that nobody seemed to worry about gathering up the empty shell cases or the neat metal ammunition boxes, many of which travelled back to our camp as souvenirs.

          
The regular turns about in aerodrome defence and mobile work undoubtedly assisted the growth of regimental solidarity. The mobile batteries had often been inclined to picture the static batteries as 'Sitting on their backsides on the aerodrome doing nothing' while the static batteries fondly imagined that the 209th and 214th were the original 'Playboys of the Pacific.' Experience of the other way of life gave everybody a change and nearly everybody welcomed it. It may be mentioned that a reorganisation of all batteries from three troops of four guns each to four troops of three guns each was carried out early in 1943. The troops were relettered in alphabetical order commencing with the 207th Battery and following on through 208th, 209th and 214th. Tn order to avoid confusion with the letter 'I' there was no J troop in the 209th Battery, and the last troop of the 214th Battery, although originally allocated the letter 'Q,' was later changed to R troop, following a request from a somewhat worried troop commander who said that his men were developing high-pitched voices. Meanwhile RHQ, somewhat like a hen with a brood of wandering chicks, plugged along at Plaine des Gaiacs, often in a sea of mud and handicapped by the patent difficulty of administering four widely dispersed batteries. The signals section did good work in establishing radio links between RHQ and the outlying batteries, but contact by these means was limited to fixed hours and conditions sometimes made it impossible.

          
In May 1943 it was decided that RHQ should leave Plaine des Gaiacs and move to a site just north of Bourail, which was more centrally placed for contact with the batteries and incidentally much more attractive to RHQ personnel, who could now spend their week-ends in a more populous and interesting area and enjoy the surf at Bourail beach or the sights at Houailou, one of the chief points of interest on the east coast of the island. Just before this change of location (which evoked some mild amusement in the 209th and the 214th Batteries at the thought of RHQ 'going mobile') Lieutenant-Colonel Yendell relinquished command of the regiment after having steered it safely through a difficult formative period. He was succeeded by Lieutenant-Colonel W. S. McKinnon, who came from command of the 28th 

Regiment. The regiment had now been brought up to full strength for the first time by reinforcements from the Norfolk Island force, including many members of the two troops which had been detached from the 207th and the 208th at Pahautanui.

          
Towards the end of June it became obvious that our days in New Caledonia were numbered. The detachment of A troop, 207th Battery, for special amphibious training operations with units of the 14th Brigade gave some clue to the future. Amphibious training exercises and jungle range practices for small arms, which emphasised quick recognition of targets in dense bush, were introduced. The rumour market was soon in full cry and gradually the news emerged that the division would move north to an undisclosed destination in three groups—the 14th Brigade first, closed destination in three groups—the 14th Brigade first, followed by the Divisional Headquarters group and finally lay the 8th Brigade. Only the barest minimum of transport was to be taken and in view of this the Bedford tractors were stripped of their top hamper and adapted to carry fire control instruments. Reinforcements were also received just before the move. Just at this time the 28th Regiment was being disbanded and then, as also in the future, many reinforcements were drawn from this unit. The 214th Battery was lucky in being able to absorb the 203rd Battery band together with all its instruments, and although it could not function when the battery got into action, it blew harmonious strains on Guadalcanal.

          
As the boxes were packed and the tents folded up for the next stage of the journey, many of the men reflected on their sojourn in New Caledonia. It is idle to deny that most of us disliked the place. The hardness of the training was probably a blessing in disguise, as there were few ways in which one could spare time to advantage, especially in the north, where a day's leave offered little amusement except inspection of the airfields or exploration of the dismal attractions of three or four derelict villages. The mud or dust and the monotony of the scenery were alike depressing. Swimming, for which facilities were generally good, often came to the rescue and many men learned to swim in the clean and refreshing rivers. Other sports, however, suffered for lack of equipment, particularly in the early stages. In this respect the regiment was badly off compared with many other units, who had acquired fair stocks of gear in Fiji and elsewhere. Rugby football was encouraged as the winter months 

approached and the regimental team gave an excellent performance in reaching the final of the divisional championship for the Barrowclough Cup, before being beaten by the 37th Battalion-After the establishment of the New Zealand transit camp at Noumea small leave parties were billetted there for a week at a time. These were most popular, although the restricted accommodation meant that very few men could enjoy this leave. However, other schemes were introduced to provide a few day's break, notably rest camps at Pagoumene, which catered for men from the Plaine des Gaiacs region, and at Thio for the 8th Brigade area which included the 208th and 214th Batteries. Part of the attraction of leave, particularly at Noumea, was the opportunity for spending money. The New Zealand Canteen Board, although it did what it could, was a poor and erratic source of supply and the prospect of hunting through American PXs was always welcome. Civilian shops, although generally denuded of stocks, were also industriously searched for treasures. Entertainments improved as time went along and during the last few months in New Caledonia cinema shows were quite frequent and within range of all batteries. The divisional band and the Kiwi and Tui concert parties made regular tours which were well received and batteries put on their own entertainments, the 208th in particular being noted for the success of its productions.

          
The health of the regiment was generally good in New Caledonia, apart from a large number of mild settling-down complaints in the early stages, but most of the constitutional defects which had been overlooked in New Zealand were found out there and the victims weeded out. The remainder, once acclimatised, fared well and although the summer was severe, both in heat and humidity, the clear days and cool nights of the winter months were delightful. There were a few tropical pitfalls to overcome, including the black widow spider, a few poisonous plants and several hurricane warnings, which necessitated endless work dropping tents, making everything secure and re-erecting camp when the 'flap' had passed. On one celebrated occasion a battery quartermaster decided to use a nearby truck as an extra anchor for his large stores tent when a blow was predicted. Next morning the wind had subsided and the driver, blissfully unware that he had anything in tow, drove his truck off and pulled the tent down on a very irate staff-sergeant and his stores. Only the onlookers enjoyed the joke.

          


          

            

[image: Loading guns from the beach in Nouméa Harbour for transhipment to the transports going north. Below: A gun crew of the 29th Light Anti-aircraft Regiment at its post overlooking the lagoon at Nissan Island. Uniforms were reduced to a minimum during the day]
Loading guns from the beach in Nouméa Harbour for transhipment to the transports going north. 
Below: A gun crew of the 29th Light Anti-aircraft Regiment at its post overlooking the lagoon at Nissan Island. Uniforms were reduced to a minimum during the day
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Members of the 4th Survey Troop during manoeuvres in New Caledonia. 
Below: Members of the same troop at Torahatup, a small native village in the jungle on Nissan Island, where their camp was established


          

          


          
Summing up New Caledonia, it may be said that the batteries, especially the mobile batteries which were often isolated and almost constantly on the move, did not share the enthusiasm of the official war correspondent who painted such glowing-pictures for the benefit of the folks at home. However, despite the dull routine and the deadening influence of garrison duty, most of the regiment would agree that much of the training justified itself later.
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III


New Caledonia to Guadalcanal

          
For this move the regiment was split into three groups—a state of affairs which was now regarded as quite normal. The 207th Battery with the 14th Brigade sailed from Noumea for its unknown (but generally suspected) destination on 18 August; RHQ, the 208th and 209th Batteries followed with the divisional troops group five days later and the 214th with the 8th Brigade on 4 September. Both brigade groups were organised into combat teams in accordance with American practice and three ships were allocated to each—
President Jackson, President Adams, and 
President Hayes. The same ships returned to Noumea for the 8th Brigade after delivering the 14th Brigade to Guadalcanal.

          
One ship was allotted to each of the three infantry battalions of each brigade, together with engineer and artillery support and supply, medical and other details for each battalion, the idea being to set up a self-contained combat team in each ship. Each battery in the brigade groups had one troop allocated to each combat team and one troop spare. The divisional troops travelled in the transports 
Hunter Liggett, which carried RHQ and the 209th Battery, and 
Fuller which took the 208th. All ships of all three convoys carried some and no ship less than one troop of the regiment—a formidable dispersal of forces.

          
Each convoy with its destroyer escort proceeded by a circuitous route to Vila Harbour in the New Hebrides and spent four or five days there while amphibious training exercises were carried out at Mélé Beach nearby. This was new to most of the regiment, but we soon got used to climbing up and down cargo nets hung over the ship's side and hauling guns, vehicles and equipment ashore from landing barges. The surroundings 

were more like the storied South Seas than New Caledonia had been and birds and butterflies of great brilliance were common.

          
Life at sea was according to the usual pattern—very hot and very crowded. The only incident occurred early one morning when torpedoes were fired (happily without effect) at the second convoy when it was nearing the Solomons.

          
Disembarking at Guadalcanal became quite a competitive business. When it became known that the 14th Brigade had earned praise from the Americans for a smart performance in unloading, it was up to the 8th Brigade, using the same ships and handling roughly the same amount of equipment, to go one better. This it duly did, although groans were heard from one gun detachment, who saw their predictor being roughly handled by being rolled up the beach end over end by a gang of husky strangers who were innocent of the knowledge that they were playing fast and loose with mechanism which was not only as heavy but also as delicate and temperamental as a prima donna. The label 'Handle with care' meant little to the Third Div stevedores, unless there were bottles in the box.
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IV


Forward Base—Preparations at Guadalcanal

          
It was obvious as we waded ashore at Kukum Beach that we had come to a battlefield. The shell-torn palms, the rusting hulks of Japanese ships and odd souvenirs of war lying about were evidence of that and occasional charges of explosives still infested the undergrowth as a member of RHQ, who set one off by tripping over it, had good reason to know. The island was well within range of enemy bombers at that time and the 207th Battery, which arrived on 27 August, had its first condition red almost immediately. This time nothing happened but there was enough enemy activity in the area to justify the deployment of some guns throughout the New Zealand areas. However, when the bombs did start falling, the Japanese were clearly concentrating on the airfields and shipping some miles away. Our guns consequently had no targets within range. The middle of September brought with it a full moon and for several nights the distinctive surging beat of 'Washing Machine Charley' was 

heard overhead. We became accustomed to the wail of sirens, the crump of bombs dropping in the distance and the interruption of picture shows by the demands of the blackout. It was the rule that everybody not actively engaged on the guns should take cover during these raids, but when the danger was remote quite a large gallery would gather to watch the fun. One night we saw an enemy bomber held firmly in the searchlights with flak bursting all around him. Suddenly a broken red line linked up with the target, which faltered and fell, flaring up as it did so. We had no sooner identified the red line as the tracer fire of a night fighter when the beam moved a little to one side and exactly the same thing happened again. This was the first action most of us had seen and we could only have been more satisfied if one of our own guns had done the job. Although small isolated raids continued the emphasis soon shifted to training. With packs up we relearned the geography of the Solomons by toiling up and down the steep ridges and struggling through the jungle trying to dodge the vines. Wild life was much more varied than in New Caledonia. There were all types of lizards, from iguanas downwards, swarms of gaudy chattering parakeets and cooing pigeons, and there were said to be crocodiles in several of the rivers. We found that jungle noises at night were all that the books had said and more. Timber trees were plentiful, but we were still a little irritated to find that oranges and bananas did not grow on every corner.

          
The most enjoyable training was a two-day amphibious exercise to Florida Island, in which RHQ, the 208th and 214th Batteries took part, the other batteries having by this time left for 
Vella Lavella. The trip was made in the landing craft—LCIs and APDs—which were subsequently used in all the landings made by the division and whose special design made rapid unloading of troops and equipment much easier than with the large troop transports. The exercise involved preliminary loading of the ships and landing of men and material. After the crates (always euphemistically described as 'two-man loads' in the Solomons) had been heaved ashore and stacked on the sandy beach under huge overhanging trees, all ranks with one accord plunged into the clear blue water and got themselves cool and clean again. It was a reasonably good imitation of a water-siders' picnic until the whistle blew for reloading and return to base.

          


          
Future events were in all minds and, for the first time, all our doings seemed to be pointed with a real purpose. After the 207th Battery, and later the 209th, proceeded with the 14th Brigade to 
Vella Lavella in September speculation was rife as to the plans for the other two batteries. The stage was set when RHQ and the 208th joined the 214th in the 8th Brigade group. The information that the 207th and the 209th had each made a 'kill' at Vella was warmly greeted and the other two batteries polished up their guns and made ready for sport. Near the end of October the story was told and on the 25th and 26th of that month the 8th Brigade group set off to assault the Treasuries. Equipment and transport for these moves had again been cut down from what we thought was the irreducible minimum and the first echelons carried only the very bare necessities. However, jungle clothing of mixed design and hue was readily available, as were medical and anti-mosquito supplies. Although the climate was much more trying than anything yet met, health on the island was good. Anti-malarial precautions were stressed continually and the basis of the discipline that later stood the whole division in good stead in meeting this menace was truly laid.

          
Life was busy, but the hum of activity lifted morale and once the uncertainty as to where we were going had been dispelled there was a general feeling of anxiety to get on with the job.
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V


On Vella Lavella

          
The task of clearing the remaining Japanese from 
Vella Lavella island was allotted to the 14th Brigade. American forces had already cleared the southern part of the island but there were between 500 to 700 of the enemy left in the north-western sector. The brigade was organised into three combat teams, one troop of the 207th Battery being allocated to each: A troop to the 37th Battalion team, C troop to the 35th Battalion team and B troop to the 30th Battalion team. D troop remained under the control of battery headquarters.

          
On 18 September, battery HQ of 207th and A and C troops in their respective teams disembarked at Maravari after an 
un-

eventful trip in landing craft from Guadalcanal. D troop landed at Uzamba on the same day. As attacks from the air were still considered likely the troops were deployed at the respective landing beaches immediately they got ashore. B troop arrived with the 30th Battalion team a week later. The landing areas were moderately civilised in the sense that plantations and native villages were dotted along the coast, providing breaks in the dense forest, and some road making had been done.

          
On 21 September reconnaissance parties, including the troop commanders of A and C troops, left by barge for the forward areas. The 37th Battalion party went along the north coast to Doveli Cove, where A troop eventually came ashore a day or so later, while the 35th Battalion party, coming up from the south, picked on Matusoroto Bay as its base, and C troop disembarked there on 24 September. Both troops had been pruned down for the operation. There were no roads nor any heavy road-making equipment in the sector and communications with base areas on the island were by sea only. All equipment taken had to be manhandled and consequently the bulky and weighty fire control instruments were, left behind as was camp and cooking gear. Half a shelter tent and the proverbial toothbrush and spare pair of socks were about all the personal gear that could be carried on the man. Gun teams were cut down to nine men and they were nine very busy soldiers. No early warning information was available and the approach of enemy aircraft was signalled by spotters on each gun—up to three men at a time being employed on this task during daylight hours.

          
Once the guns were ashore the tasks of clearing the jungle to provide arcs of fire and of setting up gun emplacements were undertaken forthwith. Much to the disgust of C troop all sandbags at Matusoroto had been sequestrated to satisfy the requirements of Brigade HQ for its command post, and as coconut logs were being levered painfully into position where the sandbags should have been, hearty denunciations of all higher formations, their ancestry and habits thickened the air. While the digging in process was going on the infantry were making steady progress in reducing the enemy remnants and by 7 October, after some hard fighting in most severe conditions, the two teams completed their task at Marquana Bay.

          
Although not in the firing line, both troops encountered many of the hardships peculiar to the combat area. The look-out kept 

was not in vain, for 'C 2' gun bagged one of a group of dive bombers which ventured into Matusoroto Bay after breakfast one morning. In the closing stages of the campaign a large Japanese flying boat flew over every night to drop supplies to the dwindling enemy garrison. Both troops were anxious to get at it, but the target would have been almost impossible to see and it was considered that anti-aircraft fire would only reveal our positions without offering a reasonable chance of success. Both troops remained in the forward area for some weeks after the fighting ended but conditions became gradually more civilised. The greatest landmark was the change to B rations (i.e. the normal type of meals with bread) on 18 October. By this time most of the men were quite unable to face any more of the American army field rations, C and K, on which they had existed for more than three weeks without a break. Kitbags and camp gear were brought around by barge and mail also began to appear regularly. There were still occasional alerts but the bombs dropped in the distance or in the sea. Meanwhile B and D troops had been holding the fort at Joroveto village on the south-east coast and it happened that they got quite as much shooting as the troops in the combat zone. D troop was, in fact, the first of the regiment to engage an enemy target. This was 21 September and although the enemy was not hit he showed no inclination to press home his attack. Guns from the same troop engaged two more planes over Vella Gulf four days later but no positive results were seen.

          
During the last few days of September enemy air activity was increasing and on 1 October the main body of the 209th Battery arrived from Guadalcanal in a large convoy which proved irresistible bait to the Japanese. Despite the curtain of fire put up by the guns on the ships and ashore, the Japs made persistent attacks on the landing craft when most of the 209th guns were still mounted on the decks of the LSTs on which they had travelled. A detachment from K troop, under Sergeant L. A, Donovan, distinguished itself by getting smartly back into position after it had been scattered by the blast of a near miss and shooting down one of the attacking planes. Then occurred the most tragic event in the history of the regiment when a bomb landed directly on another LST, killing 
Sergeant M. J. Healy, of M troop, his whole detachment and several Americans. Several others were wounded, the gun and much equipment destroyed 

and the ship was set on fire by the explosion. in the resulting confusion Battery Sergeant-Major W. D. Campbell and Gunner W. G. Donnelly—to mention only two—played a gallant part in getting wounded personnel off the ship and salvaging equipment. Later in the day another gun crew had a miraculous escape when a bomb crashed through the deck alongside them and failed to explode. Some 207th Battery guns on the beach had a busy day also and 'B 2' gun claimed a probable kill, although it could not be credited to them for certain as no wreckage could be discovered. The 209th got ashore without further incident and the victims of the raid were buried on the following day. A monument was later erected to their memory by members of the battery and it was unveiled on 28 November at Nairovai by Major G. H. Turner in the presence of Major-General Barrow-clough, who praised the good work done by both batteries in the 
Vella Lavella engagement.

          
Early in October a gun operations room was set up, to which the two troops of the 207th Battery at Joroveto and the southernmost troop of the 209th were linked by 'hot loop.' This enabled early information of targets picked up by radar to be conveyed to the guns without delay. The 209th Battery was used mainly for beach protection at first but later settled down along the east coast from the mouth of the Mumia River northwards to Biporo. Battery HQ was at Ruravai, linked up by a road with Joroveto and Barakoma to the south. The tasks of the battery included the protection of an American battery of 90 mm anti-aircraft guns and their radar installation at Ruravai and the 209th guns were linked with the American early warning circuit. Stand-to at dawn and dusk was the rule at Vella until just before Christ-mas, by which time attacks had fallen off and it was considered that the early warning system was reliable enough to ensure that the guns would be manned in ample time in the event of a raid. The ending of the stand-to periods, which were a continual strain on the gun detachments and were rather a sore point with many, was received with acclamation.

          
The re-introduction of a training syllabus was received with grunts all round, but the programme was not unduly strenuous and the completion of camp construction and the dropping of stand-tos eased the burden considerably, but maintenance of equipment always called for vigilance and constant work in the hostile climate of the Solomons. Working parties could also be 

relied on to fill in those idle moments. To make up for the lack of. enemy planes, live shoots were carried out by day and night and bush patrols and small arms training were later added to the syllabus. Grenade throwing was also indulged in, to the discom-forture of Hec Sutherland, the battery sergeant-major of 207th, who trusted in the protective power of a tree once too often and was injured by a burst which came from the wrong angle.

          
After combat operations had ceased recreation was encouraged and both batteries combined to represent the regiment in swimming sports which were held at Joroveto on 27 December. Christmas was celebrated by an excellent dinner and the relaxation of duties to the greatest possible extent. YMCA huts were set up and a roadhouse for recreational purposes was opened in a former plantation building near Joroveto. The National Patriotic Fund Board service showed a marked improvement about this time and a number of welcome extras were supplied for the festive season. By the end of the year occasional refrigerated cargoes of food began to arrive and fresh meat, butter and vegetables were very welcome items for a few days after each ship came in. Entertainments followed the usual island pattern. Picture shows were soon introduced and there were occasional visits from the Kiwi concert party, the divisional band and sundry American entertainers. A native choir gave one or two performances which impressed all who heard them. The natives of 
Vella Lavella in particular gave great help to our forces and, in common with the natives of the other islands on which the division fought, they undertook to care for the graves of our fallen.

          
Vella was blessed with abundant streams and rivers and the water supply was never the problem here that it later became on the Treasuries and Nissan Island. However, the island was otherwise quite typical of the Solomons and had their normal characteristics; humid heat, scorching sun, drenching rain, magnificent timber, creeping mangroves, jungle creatures, jungle noises, 'jungle juice,' land crabs, scorpions, bats, birds, bugs, coconuts, the mosquito 
anopheles and General Mud. Hardened no less by these surroundings than by their introduction to com-bat, the two batteries moved on to take part in the Green Islands occupation, heartily sick of the Solomons, but confident of their quality and determined to give of their best as long as duty called.
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VI


The Treasuries Landing

          
The attack on the Treasury Island carried out by the 8th Brigade group and attached American forces was designed to occupy the islands and establish there air and sea bases to support further operations in the Northern Solomons, notably the landing at Empress Augusta Bay, which took place five days later. Sea transport for the operation was provided by the US Navy and a substantial part of the air cover by RNZAF All antiaircraft forces engaged in the landing were under the command of Lieutenant-Colonel McKinnon, and the first echelon, in addition to RHQ, the 208th and 214th Batteries, included four 90 mm guns, a radar and some administrative personnel of the 198th Coast Artillery (Anti-aircraft) Regiment of the American Army. The remainder of that regiment, with further 90 mm and 37 mm guns and searchlights followed in subsequent waves.

          
The voyage from Guadalcanal was made in landing craft, including two LSTs, each carrying Bofors guns on deck, and a number of LCIs and APDs with an escort of destroyers. As the APDs left Guadalcanal on 26 October they were crossed by a large flight of Liberators returning from Bougainville, where they had been destroying Japanese runways. As the convoy neared the Treasuries before dawn on 27 October all ranks pulled on their jungle suits, gulped breakfast in the dark and wondered how the first opposed landing of New Zealand troops since Gallipoli would fare. All ranks had been briefed with the plan of action and had some idea of what to expect when they got ashore.

          
Just as dawn was breaking the reconnaissance personnel of RHQ and the two batteries transhipped from the APDs to small barges and followed the first wave of infantry in after an interval of ten minutes. By the time the barges were under way the supporting naval bombardment had started and although it turned out later that the fire had done little damage, its moral effect was good. The parties walked ashore just west of Falamai Point on Mono Island to find that the infantry had pushed ahead into the jungle, leaving the beach apparently quiet and deserted No sooner, however, had the regimental and battery report centres been set up than a hail of fire ranging up and down the beaches 

drove all ranks to ground at the double. The first wave of infantry left a few isolated enemy strong-points near Falamai and one of these caused some trouble to the reconnaissance parties of E and H troops of the 208th Battery when they landed from the LCIs. The two troop commanders, Lieutenants H. W. Milne and J. Lendrum, promptly organised a bayonet charge and Gunner M. J. Compton, showing great initiative, shot at least three of the Japs and earned for himself the Military Medal— the only decoration for bravery won by the regiment. Even after the charge some of the enemy held out and Gunner Compton tried again to get at them with grenades. They were very well sheltered, however, and it took a bulldozer to crush the nest and put it out of action.

          
About an hour later LST 399, with the 208th Battery guns aboard, had nosed into Orange 1 beach, a sandy strip forming the west side of Falamai peninsula, while LST 485, with the 214th Battery guns, faced a rocky shore about half a mile further west. The 208th Battery was to be deployed near Falamai village and the landing beaches, while the 214th guns were to provide supplementary protection until they could be ferried across the harbour to Wilson and Stirling Islands. Meanwhile patrols from the 34th Battalion were searching Stirling (which was found to be free of Japs) and troop reconnaissance parties from the 214th Battery were following them up and selecting sites for their guns and battery HQ. A party from RHQ under Major Morris was also on Stirling siting the gun operations room and headquarters.

          
The LSTs had not been beached and most of the guns were still aboard when both were attacked by mortar and light artillery fire coming from an enemy vantage point on the bush-clad slopes overlooking the beach. Some direct hits were scored on both vessels and the 208th Battery lost a gun from F troop, the detachment commander, Sergeant L. J. Rickard, and five of his crew being killed. Many others were wounded, including several members of the 214th Battery on the other LST. There were also casualties on the beaches, where two or three men were killed by flying splinters and several others, including Lieutenants J. Lendrum and K. W. Jeffrey of the 208th Battery, were injured. The attacks continued spasmodically throughout the morning until a party from the 36th Battalion captured the enemy weapons and disposed of their crews. Captain R. Telford, battery captain 

of the 208th Battery, had to get LST 399 unloaded and, although injured early in the action by a mortar fragment which caused his temporary collapse, he rose again to overcome one difficulty after another and was an inspiration to his men. In addition to the wrecked gun and casualties on board he had to cope with many unexpected interruptions, as when the LST had to pull out from the shore to avoid explosions from a burning ammunition dump nearby. On the other LST 
Captain I. G. Scott, performing a similar function for 214 Battery, was also slightly injured in the mortar attack and had damage, casualties and severe delay to contend with. He also did a most creditable job and his efforts were officially commended by the American naval authorities. Although most of the wounded on board the ships were attended to on the spot and evacuated to Guadalcanal without going ashore at all, the medical officer, Captain Clark and his staff had a busy-day on Mono looking after casualties.
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There was no further ground opposition by the enemy during the day and guns and heavy equipment came off the ships 

smoothly once the space for them had been cleared ashore. The first enemy plane was seen during the afternoon crossing Stirling Island at great speed. Although guns of both batteries engaged, the target was scarcely within range and the chase had to be left to friendly fighters. By nightfall all guns of the 208th Battery were ready for action in provisional positions along the beach and the 214th Battery had three guns on Wilson Island, eight on Stirling and one was left overnight on Mono. The radar was not yet operating and no early warning was available for the raids that disturbed the first night. Although many feet were itching to get to the firing pedals when the bombers came in low the targets were invisible and fire orders at the time prohibited the engagement of unseen targets. There were no fireworks except for an occasional flare-up when a bomb struck something inflammable. Some technical equipment, ammunition and tools were destroyed in these raids but no, gun positions were hit. During the night Gunner D. Austin, of the 208th Battery, earned for himself a well-deserved Mention in Despatches by taking prompt action to put out a flare which was threatening to ignite a petrol, dump.

          
Apart from the raids the knowledge that the enemy was close made the night an anxious one for everybody on Mono, Many stories were told of the Japs who had filtered through our lines, sneaked past our guns and made weird clacking noises in the darkness. Each man dug or scraped himself a hole in the coral and made himself as comfortable as possible until it was his turn to watch, but it was a noisy night and not many slept. During the following day the deployment of the guns was completed. Work started at once on the construction of gunpits and foxholes and the clearing of vegetation to provide a field of fire. The guns of the 208th Battery on Mono were generally accessible by tracks, but most of the 214th guns on Stirling were delivered by barge direct to their positions, and until roads were made, were dependent on the barges for supply. The same applied to the guns on Watson and Wilson Islands during their stay in the Treasuries. Communications within 214th Battery in particular assumed quite a nautical flavour and a barge was allotted to the battery to make a grand tour of the gun sites daily with passengers, rations, water and other supplies. A barge master was appointed in the person of Gunner C. W. Catlow, who rapidly became known as 'The Admiral.' He handled much cargo 
with-

out loss or hitch and gained such a reputation with the US naval barge operating personnel that he was sometimes able to get a boat to meet an emergency when all the usual and proper methods had been tried and failed. On the second night the bombers returned soon after dark. It was decided to fire concentrations at the sound of the enemy planes and these tactics, though expensive, had some success. The 208th Battery opened its score by destroying a plane whose glowing exhaust attracted such a stream of fire that it was impossible to say which gun, if any, played the decisive part. Credit for the success was therefore given to the battery.

          
After the first two or three days the radar was linked up with gun operations room and 'hot loops' for all batteries were getting into operation. Line communications were very troublesome for many weeks as the links across Blanche Harbour proved unsatisfactory and land lines were constantly being broken by bulldozers and falling trees. The signallers were among the busiest men in both batteries and the signals section attached to RHQ (' Dyson's Dead-end Kids') also did work of the highest order. The early warning system was hampered by non-co-operation from friendly pilots who, despite constant warnings, often failed to identify themselves. The Japs dropped metallic 'phantoms' to distract the radar operators but this trick was soon discovered, and apart from one or two bad lapses, the radar warnings were fairly reliable. The performance of the searchlights, however, was most disappointing. Daylight targets were almost unheard of, and as orders generally prohibited shooting at night unless targets were illuminated, the work of the searchlights was important. They were never able to do more than 'flick' an enemy plane during a raid, much to the disgust of the gunners, who were anxious to spray any bombers which sounded within range.

          
Some excitement was caused on 1 November when, just as dawn was breaking, the lookouts of several guns reported white ghostly shapes floating in the air over the western entrance of the harbour. Inspired no doubt by memories of the damage done on other fronts by parachutists, gun operations ordered fire from all guns within range and several guns got away a few rounds each before the shapes resolved themselves into barrage balloons flying above some LSTs just entering the harbour. Several days later a Japanese fighter sneaked in very fast over Stirling Island 

just as another convoy was coming in and dropped a single bomb close to an LST. Guns of O troop, 214th Battery, on Wilson Island engaged the plane and drew smoke, which may have indicated a hit. At all events an American destroyer outside the harbour took up the attack and destroyed the enemy for certain.

          
Conditions for the first few days were uncomfortable and somewhat confused. The loss by enemy action of vitally necessary stores and tools was a blow, and the amount of movement and transhipping that was carried out under rushed conditions on the first day resulted in the temporary loss of much personal gear. However, it was not long before the second and third echelons arrived with tents, beds, kitbags and other trimmings that made for some comfort. Food was short at first and the difficulties of distributing it to individual gun sites intensified the problem. Major Craig earned the gratitude of the 214th Battery by his untiring work in the first two or three days distributing rations to very widely dispersed guns, many of which could be reached by sea only. Although fresh water was somewhat short, nobody could complain of lack of rain and when drums became available much rain-water was collected for washing purposes. Bathing in the sea, although popular with many, appeared to intensify most skin troubles, so most bathing was done in fresh water 'bird baths' or under improvised showers.

          
About three weeks after the landing a reshuffle of gun positions took N troop of the 214th Battery to Watson Island to replace G troop of the 208th, who took up new positions on Mono. There was no enforced stand-to at dawn or dusk on the Treasuries, but when the moon was up the detachments were constantly being hauled out to man their guns. There were 17 alarms on the busiest day and from four to six interruptions each night were common. Although enemy activity dropped off before Christmas it rose again when the airfield on Stirling Island was completed just before the New Year. This tempting target attracted the largest raids in the history of the regiment on the night of 12-13 January. There were three main attacks, each carried out by six or more aircraft. The 214th Battery fired over 2,200 rounds and the 208th about 1,600 during the night and even some of the light machine-guns joined in the fun. Neighbouring units, no doubt dazzled by the flow of tracer, entered into the spirit of the thing and N troop crews on Watson Island got useful assistance from members of the 36th Battalion and 

from US naval personnel, who helped to carry and clip ammunition. Headquarters staffs also had a busy night getting the ammunition around to their guns. Most of the bombs went into the sea when the fire was at its hottest and no damage or casualties were suffered in the regiment. Another raid a week later caught the radar napping. No alert was given until the first bomb had fallen. Several bombs were dropped on Stirling Island near the 214th Battery positions and Gunner T. Crannitch received severe injuries from which he died shortly afterwards. 
Captain I. G. Scott was wounded in the same attack and several others were either wounded or had very narrow escapes.

          
Apart from the surfeit of raids, life soon settled down into much the same pattern as that of the other two batteries at Vella. Pictures started at the end of the first month and several alternative programmes were soon available each night—air-raid sirens permitting. The harbour became dotted with home-made canoes and small craft and two gala days, devoted mainly to swimming and boating, were held. Recreation and YMCA tents were also set up and under the able supervision of George Edwards they catered nobly for the respective headquarters and all gun detachments near enough to enjoy them. Unfortunately the gun crews in remote positions seldom had amenities of this kind. A special treat was provided for several RHQ personnel who were temporarily exchanged for members of gun detachments and most of them were surprised to find life on the guns so good. Their experience of air raids had been limited to diving into fox-holes or listening to a blow by blow description delivered from an observation post high up a tree and the sight of the activity in the gunpits at such times was an inspiration to them.

          
Early in 1944 it became known that a further operation was pending and RHQ and the signals section returned to Guadalcanal to make ready. The 207th and 209th Batteries were the original choices for the task but the other two were roped in by a change of plan and by the end of January the whole regiment was preparing to take part in the Green Island engagement. The 208th and 214th were allocated to the second echelon, and as they were the only units going from the Treasuries, it was arranged that they should take all their equipment at once instead of leaving the lower priority items to be picked up later. So on 18 and 19 February the two batteries loaded their goods on an LSI' and an APD each, and heartened by the news that 

the first echelon had landed successfully two or three days earlier, set off on the next step to Tokyo.
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VII


The Capture of the Green Islands

          
The move to destroy the enemy on the Green Islands gave the regiment, with all batteries united in action for the first time, the distinction of being the only unit of the division to play an active and substantial part in all the three Solomons operations. The whole division, less the 8th Brigade group, was engaged and supplementary anti-aircraft forces were provided by the 967th Anti-aircraft Gun Battalion of 90 mm guns and the 362nd Searchlight Battalion, both units of the American army which had enviable combat records on Guadalcanal.

          
The operation was planned at Guadalcanal and RHQ accordingly returned thither from the Treasuries in January for a short but busy stay. While the commanding officer was engaged in conferences and visits to all batteries to discuss the plan of action, his second-in-command scoured all sources of supply for tools and equipment; the adjutant was wrestling with schedules, loading tables and appendices; the rank and file were tossing grenades and firing small arms practices and the signal channels were buzzing with orders and counter-orders. As the operation involved loading of ships at Guadalcanal, Vella and the Treasuries the arrangements were most complicated, but the problem was eased a little by previous experience of such movements. This was also borne in mind by the rank and file, who were firmly resolved not to be caught again with nothing better than rations C and K for the first few days. Consequently most gun teams built up reserves of more attractive food, which were divided up and packed in stray spaces.

          
Reinforcements from New Caledonia to replace the gaps left by casualties and illness had brought all batteries very nearly to full strength and among the most valuable additions was a small radar section under the command of Lieutenant C. L. E. Wood, which came direct from New Zealand to Guadalcanal on 10 February and proceeded to Nissan with the second echelon. After the section had shown its paces with its New Zealand-made equipment, the only fault that most members of the regiment
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could find was that it had not been operating at the Treasuries. Supplies also were replenished. The guns of the 209th and 208th Batteries which had been lost in action were replaced and the regiment was generally better equipped for this action than it had ever been before. Tools for digging-in were provided in reasonable quantities and explosives also—a necessity on Nissan, where an assault on the ground surface was more likely to result in a damaged pickaxe than a hole. The operation was preceded by a reconnaissance in force carried out by the 30th Battalion in which Lieutenant J. A, C. Macartney, of the 209th Battery, acted as observer for the regiment.

          
The first echelon convoy was shadowed by enemy planes and part of it was attacked, although not damaged, during the night of 14-15 February. Next morning at daybreak two planes dived on the LSTs as they were nearing their destination but they met heavy fire from the convoy and both scored some hits on one of the planes. This finished the air effort of the Japs for the time being and the landings proceeded without further air opposition. The 207th Battery landed on the inner side of the Pokonian plantation and the 209th Battery, with RHQ, proceeded across the lagoon to Tangalan plantation. No land opposition was met at either place, which was apparently not what was expected by the captain in charge of an allied unit which landed at Tangalan. As soon as the boat touched land he stationed himself at the head of his warriors, raised his right arm, uttered the stirring call 'Follow me, men' and charged down the ramp. Unfortunately his first point of contact with the shore was a slime covered rock and his virile dash came to an undignified end on the floor of the lagoon.

          
Deployment in the coconut plantations of Nissan was easier than it had been on the Treasuries, although some outlying guns had to get through formidable jungle to reach their positions. Bulldozers had been allocated to clear tracks and gun sites and useful assistance was also given by the Valentines of the New Zealand Tank Squadron, which proved most effective in beating down bush and small trees to provide access to difficult positions. At the end of the first day several guns of each battery were in position and the rest were ready for action in temporary sites while they were waiting for access to be provided or sites to be cleared. Several radar sets were ashore and a gun operations room was being operated by the 967th Gun Battalion, where 

Lieutenant W. H. Cummings was on duty as liaison officer for the regiment. During the night the Jap bombers returned, making attacks on Barahun Island and the Tangalan plantation. Bombs were dropped but caused no damage or casualties except injuries to some natives. With the radar not yet operating efficiently and the searchlights not in action, conditions were poor for shooting. However, a detachment of M troop, 209th Battery, was able to see the outline of a raider in the dark and fired a few rounds at it. To their surprise the plane replied with a burst of machine-gun fire, which happily went wide. The following night the Tangalan area was again attacked. The alerts lasted most of the night but concentrations of fire put up when the planes were heard approaching persuaded them to veer off seawards where two of them were shot down by allied night fighters.

          
The first few days were occupied with getting established and setting up communications. RHQ, after two false starts elsewhere, eventually came to rest on the edge of the lagoon north of Tangalan plantation; the 209th Battery had its headquarters in the plantation and the 207th found an attractive site near the tip of the Pokonian plantation. Meanwhile the construction of two airstrips had started and was proceeding day and night at Tangalan. The second echelon, including the 208th and 214th Batteries and the radar section, arrived on 20 February. Their trip had been uneventful except for the grounding of one of the LSTs of the convoy while it was negotiating the lagoon entrance. This caused 'scone-doing' on board for upwards of an hour, but the ship was eventually refloated and proceeded safely to her landing point. The 208th Battery had been selected to guard the southern end of the island but it was at least ten days before the deployment of the battery could be completed. The 214th Battery in the north-eastern sector had similar difficulties. N troop was disposed along the shore of the lagoon north of Tangalan, while the rest of the battery went to a staging area adjoining RHQ until access to their various sites could be provided. Bulldozers were now hard to get owing to the priority of the aerodrome work but the tanks again came to the rescue and helped several guns into their designated spots.

          
Heavy rains and bad roads threw a great strain on the vehicles, most of which were well-tried veterans. Breakdowns became increasingly common. Only a few of the workshops 
per-

sonnel had come forward from the Treasuries and they had been absorbed into the main island workshops, leaving the regiment without an attached ordnance section but, thanks to some capable mechanics in the batteries, enough trucks were always kept rolling to avoid large scale dislocation. By the end of the month all guns were in place except those in P troop, 214th Battery, who still had to get down a steep cliff on the seafront of the east coast. Further up the coast to the north, a party from O troop of the same battery had had some excitement getting their gun into position when they spotted two Japs below them on the beach. One was promptly shot but the other escaped into the jungle and was not seen again although a patrol was quickly formed to search the area. Meanwhile C troop of 207th had moved to Marahun Island, where the American patrol torpedo boat base was situated in very pleasant surroundings. The troop was fortunate in being able to mess with the Americans whose living standards were high. Several gun detachments on Nissan also arranged to meal with nearby American units and the system generally worked well.

          
The 208th and 214th Batteries had brought their full equipment with them but the rest had to wait until the third wave arrived for their tents, beds and kitbags. By now most of the regiment were old enough hands at island-hopping to exist comfortably for a few days on the very limited baggage they could take with them at first. Experience had shown them what was necessary and what was not and had suggested where desirable items could be packed away in nooks and crannies. 'Desirable items' were many and various, according to the tastes of the detachment; one crew landed with a red parrot riding on its gun.

          
By the beginning of March the radar section had been set up at Tangalan and was taking its turn with the other radars on the island in searching for enemy planes. Genuine targets proved to be very rare but on 11 March, just before dawn, a single plane came in, dropped a bomb in the sea and made off rapidly. A system was then introduced of having three rounds fired into the air by certain Bofors immediately a condition red was ordered, with the object of conveying the warning to outlying units. The display of tracer may also have served to warn the enemy for it was noticed once or twice that, although hostile planes were plotted in the vicinity, they did not come any closer 

after the shots had gone up. The sea approaches were also carefully watched and on 21 February the 207th Battery reported the presence of a suspicious looking barge, which was found on investigation by PT boats to contain four Japanese, three of whom were killed and the other taken prisoner. After that, although there were several scares, no enemy activity at sea was seen but the lookouts on the guns were commended several times for speedy action in reporting aircraft accidents, thus enabling rescue craft to be sent to the spot. Work on the airfields went ahead fast, the fighter strip being operational on 16 March, and towards the end of the month the bomber field was launching flights of Liberators for attacks on Truk. Bombadier C. T. Eddie and Gunner A. Hunter, of a 209th Battery gun, did good work one evening in withdrawing a severely wounded pilot from the close vicinity of a Liberator which, badly shot up, had crashed on landing. About a week later the crew baled out of another badly damaged plane over the island and one of the airmen landed neatly in the headquarters of 209th.

          
After a few weeks on the atoll the main problem, with enemy air activity non-existent and building completed, was to endure another spell of garrison duty. Vigilance, however, had to be maintained, for the guns were still operational and there was still a chance that one of the alerts which came along every few days might mean real trouble. A training syllabus was revived. All possible recreational activity was encouraged. Deck tennis was the likeliest form of exercise. Swimming was good in the lagoon, although a lookout had always to be kept for sharks, sting-rays, jagged coral and other traps for the unwary. Boating in various kinds of craft was popular, as was fishing, either by the antiquated hook and line or by the more modern and effective 'percussion' technique. Some members of the regiment took part in an axeman's carnival which was held at Easter but, despite their experience in knocking down trees around their gun sites, they took no prizes.

          
Although the tempo of life had become generally easier, working parties continued. During March several changes of troop commanders between batteries within the regiment were made but many of them scarcely had time to take effect before the scheme for sending men back to essential industries in New Zealand was announced. The news of this plan, for once heralded by previous rumours, broke at the beginning of April and 

a froth of activity resulted. A large percentage of the regiment volunteered for work in the industries named. It was soon announced that the 207th and 208th Batteries were to return almost immediately to New Caledonia 
en route for New Zealand with those members of the regiment, numbering 456, who had been selected for the first draft.

          
On 15 April the 207th and 208th Batteries ceased to be operational and guns, personnel and equipment were concentrated at the respective battery headquarters. The following day the necessary exchange of men between all batteries took place. O troop of the 214th Battery was moved to Pokonian to fill the gap left there by the departure of the 207th and preparations for the voyage continued. At last the transports arrived and were loaded. All personnel were embarked on the USS 
Wharton which sailed on 24 April. Most of the equipment went on another ship. While the personal gear was being loaded one of the barges taking it out to the ship was swamped and about 80 kitbags containing many personal possessions of great value to their owners were lost. Meanwhile remaining personnel were spread out to fill the gaps left in the 209th and 214th. Conditions on the island improved somewhat about this time. The first beer issue since Christmas came along and canteen supplies increased in quantity and variety. Picture shows, boxing contests and YMCA activities flourished and Padre Castle did excellent welfare work in visiting the gun detachments while George Edwards kept the ball rolling at RHQ. Educational courses provided by AEWS grew in popularity and hobbies sprang up like mushrooms. AH types of metal work were popular, shell cases were cut up, mounted, engraved or polished and eager scavengers picked over other treasures. Prizes were awarded out of regimental funds for small arms shooting and also for a deck tennis tournament in which X signals section scooped the pool, Signalman McKinley winning the singles and Corporal Tucker and Signalman Hutton the doubles.

          
Although the presence of new and unknown voices on the 'hot loops' tended to stifle normal activity for a time, the rumour market was not quiet for long and when American officers came around inspecting gun sites it was pretty definite that relief was not far off. On 25 May the 925 US (Automatic Weapons) Battalion arrived on the island and during the next few days it took over all the positions of the 209th and 214th, whose guns were 

withdrawn to concentration areas. Part of the 209th was the first to get away, sailing on the USS 
Mintaka on 31 May. On the same day the commanding officer left by air for New Zealand prior to proceeding to England to attend a course at Cam-berley and the familiar call 'Where are you, Conway?' became a mere echo of the past at RHQ. Lieutenant-Colonel McKinnon had been in command of the regiment for almost exactly a year, including the whole period of active operations. He was succeeded as regimental commander by the second in command, Major H. H. Craig in an acting capacity. The rest of the regiment hung about ready to move at a few hours' notice, scanning the sea for a view of the long awaited ships. RHQ and the rest of the 209th Battery left by the USS 
Rotanin on 15 June, but the 214th remained kicking its heels in impatience until 6 July, when it embarked with the last remnants of the division in USS 
Celeno.
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VIII


The Return to New Zealand

          
The journey home involved some weeks' delay in New Caledonia for the purpose of assuring that any 'delayed action' by the malaria bug might be nipped in the bud. The men selected for the first essential industry draft were transferred to Base Reception Depot on their arrival in New Caledonia. After some weeks spent in medical examinations, interviews with the manpower authorities, refitting and sampling the amenities now provided for the soldiery in New Caledonia, they got back to Auckland early in June. The remainder of the first shipload from Nissan included the battery cadres of the 207th and 208th Batteries, who got busy at once building camps on sites opposite the Artillery Training Depot at Nemeara. Equipment returning from the forward area had also to be checked, sorted and repacked for transit to New Zealand and guns were scraped and painted. Although some help was given by working parties from BRD, these tasks kept the cadres, each only about 20 strong, fully occupied for some time. The other two batteries went through the same performance on their arrival.

          
Towards the end of June some 70 men from the 207th and 208th cadres and the first two troops of the 209th to return were 

taken to the 4th General Hospital to act as 'guinea pigs' in a series of clinical tests which were taken to find what impact the climate and diseases of the Solomons had made on the division generally. Some of them were rewarded for this contribution to science by being posted to the first furlough draft to New Zealand, which set sail very early in July. Prior to this 22 men had been withdrawn for service in a works company carrying out the demolition of camps in New Zealand, and at the end of July the second selection of essential industry personnel was made. These men were likewise sent to Base Reception Depot and ultimately worked their way through the formalities to their homes. Another 45 men were taken to join the force rear party, which had the task of closing down the business of the division in New Caledonia. The rest were to return together and all preparations were made to that end, but true to the tradition that no plan was too good to change, the 214th Battery was squeezed off the boat at the last minute. Strangely enough there was little complaint at the news. However, the delay was not long and with its packing completed the battery was able to enjoy a few days' break in Noumea before sailing. Nevertheless, few really believed that they were on their way home until the twinkling lights of Auckland greeted them on the evening of 22 August.

          
The enforced delay in New Caledonia had proved less irksome than many had anticipated. Few members of the regiment were condemned to hang about with nothing to do which was the curse of existence for so much of the time in the Solomons. The climate felt bracing after the stifling heat (and the water in the rivers even more so) and nobody objected to work that was pointed with the incentive of catching a boat in the right direction. Recreational facilities had been greatly increased since the regiment had gone north and the camp areas at Nemeara were within easy reach of the Kiwi Club at Bourail beach and the Bourail Club. Leave was generous and leave parties went to Noumea and also to Bourail beach for a few days at a time. Picture shows were much more numerous than before and a fairly regular beer ration was obtainable. Fresh fruit was plentiful and ice-cream appeared on the menu once a week. Sartorial elegance also enjoyed a renaissance. Comfort was the first consideration in dress (or lack of it) in the Solomons, where the average soldier was usually clad in part only of one of many different styles of jungle clothing. However, with the return to 

home pastures in sight, the irons at the YMCA worked overtime and a general and quite voluntary sprucing up process took place.

          
All these things no doubt helped to build up the soldiers for their first contact with the unenlightened public of New Zealand. There is a story of a gunner who met a man in a country bar not long after his return. The conversation ran something like this:

          
Local Inhabitant: Have you been away, Dig?

          
Gunner (perhaps expecting a modest 'shout'): Yes, I spent a couple of years with the Third Div.

          
Local Inhabitant: Third Div? Oh yes, you mucked around in the Islands, didn't you? I thought perhaps you had seen some action.
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IX


In Review

          
In summing up the work of the regiment, it must be borne in mind that it was the first of its kind to be formed in New Zealand for overseas service. The 14th Light Anti-aircraft Regiment with the Second Division had been formed in the Middle East, and despite its distinguished record in the field, its doings could not always be used as precedents for the 29th Regiment, which fought under vastly different conditions. The regiment was a new unit doing a new job and often had to work out its methods as it went along. The first year in particular was a period of experiment and trial and error. War establishments were hacked about—sometimes to meet with the necessity of cutting the coat according to the cloth, the cloth being often in very short supply. In the formative period it must be confessed that the regiment did not enjoy any great popularity in the division. Few outsiders knew or were interested in the capabilities or the limitations of the Bofors gun. Far from being upset by this attitude, the men kept at their arduous training in New Caledonia and slowly built up a substantial amount of confidence in themselves and their guns. Their reward came in the forward areas where the advertising effect of streams of red tracer made handsome capital for the benefit of our reputation. In casualties the regiment had more than its share, in working parties it supplied its quota and in action it performed as well as it could with the very limited number of visible targets offering.

          


          
The organisation of the regiment was very different from that of a field regiment. The batteries were each much larger than a field battery and were accounting units in their own right. They could and often did operate entirely independent of regimental control and in practice, if not in theory, were generally self-contained as far as the maintenance and repair of guns, vehicles and equipment was concerned. In all except some major repair undertakings, for which they had no equipment, it was a matter of pride with the batteries to do their own work and to do it more quickly and efficiently than it could be done outside. On the administrative side the batteries were also capable of independent action—hence occasional outbreaks of 'dangerous thoughts' in the batteries, where cynical voices would ask what justification RHQ had for its existence. Although a feeling of regimental solidarity did in time grow the men regarded themselves first as members of their respective batteries and only in a secondary sense as members of the regiment. Nevertheless a strong bond of fellow feeling did grow up between the batteries and when the first essential industry draft left Nissan Island, the residues of the 207th and 208th merged very successfully with the other two batteries.

          
The telling of this story has been an interesting if somewhat difficult task. Every effort has been made to keep the balance between the batteries and to unearth every incident worthy of preservation. Much good material has unfortunately been crowded out and 'personalities' have had to be cut to the bone: partly because the limits of space are inexorable and partly because this is the story of the regiment and not of each battery. Consequently many who were very rightly labelled as heroes in their own sphere have had to be passed over because they are known only to perhaps a quarter of the readers of this tale. However, a general tribute is very properly due to many individuals, both at RHQ and in the batteries, who consistently and quietly did more than duty demanded, or who, by the force of their personalities, kept morale alive in the darkest days. It was from such men as these that the regiment drew much of its strength and gave us our happiest memories of Pacific operations and service.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Gunners: an intimate record of units of the 3rd New Zealand Divisional Artillery in the Pacific from 1940 until 1945

Chapter Six — The 33rd Heavy Regiment





        

Chapter Six


The 33rd 
Heavy Regiment

          
In 1940 the first New Zealanders went to Fiji to serve in the artillery, and for the first time for many of them, to experience tropical conditions. The comments on their stay there are many and varied and on the whole it was with no feeling of regret that they left the islands on their return to New Zealand in 1942, after varying periods of time spent in that 'tropical paradise.' But what was this which awaited them in New Zealand? Were we out of the frying pan Into the fire? Pahautanui! After the expiration of disembarkation leave this was to be our home for the next two months. Having become more or less acclimatised to tropical heat, it was not a very welcome change when, in September, 1942, we arrived in the camp to find a bitterly cold southerly wind blowing straight from the Southern Alps—and it continued to blow for the whole two months we were stationed there. In these surroundings the 33rd Heavy Regiment, New Zealand Artillery, was born on 14 September, 1942.

          
At its formation the regiment consisted of regimental headquarters, and three batteries, the 150th, 151st and 152nd Heavy Batteries. Personnel drawn from the various forts and artillery camps in New Zealand went into the 150th Battery, the majority of the other three units being composed of men who had returned from a period of service in Fiji. Lieutenant-Colonel B. Wick-steed was appointed to command the regiment with Major J. R. Marshall as fire commander and Second-Lieutenant E. J. Manders as adjutant. During September and October the regiment was organised, equipped and trained to a certain degree. On 10 October 1942, tbe 152nd Heavy Battery under command of 
Major G. L. Falck, marched out of camp and embarked for what turned out to be Norfolk Island, where it remained for about three 

months. Personnel of this battery were detached from the regiment and did not return to it. The regiment thus consisted from then on of two batteries, one of them, the 150th under command of Major H. C. F. Petersen, being equipped with 6-inch guns and the other, the 151st under command of Major J. G. War-rington, with American guns of 155 mm calibre. A shoot was carried out at Opau Battery with 6-inch guns shortly before the regiment, together with the 28th Heavy Anti-aircraft Regiment and the 29th Light Anti-aircraft Regiment, embarked for New Caledonia on 4 November 1942. Units marched out of Pahau-tanui Camp at about 7 pm and proceeded by train to the ship's side, embarking about 1 am after a long wait on the wharf and in the train. Most of us had a good idea that we were going to New Caledonia, but no one was certain and it was not until we actually arrived in Noumea Harbour that our conjectures were proved correct. On the way we called at Auckland and spent a day and a half anchored in the stream gazing at familiar landmarks and wondering when we should see them again. Two meals a day were all we were allowed on board ship, and during a short period we remained at the Queen's Wharf a roaring trade was done in fruit, pies and other food, in an endeavour to satisfy our appetites. This ship was the 
Maui, an American troopship, popularly named by the troops as the 'Hell-ship' because of the cramped quarters. The day we arrived in Noumea Harbour was almost perfect, the only thing marring the day being the fact that it was not a New Zealand port into which we were sailing. However, this fact soon faded somewhat into the background as interest was aroused in what we saw and in conjecture as to what the various landmarks were. We were too busy to think about anything much. It was Armistice Day when we arrived and a flight of about 34 planes were flying overhead as we sailed up the channel to the harbour entrance. We anchored just off the island of Ile Nou and immediately began to disembark, the 151st Battery proceeding direct by barge to their new home and the rest of the troops proceeding to an American camp at Ouen Toro where a very welcome hot meal was awaiting us. Quiet soon settled down on the camp that night as we drifted into a deep sleep, our first on land for seven days. Our welcome at this camp could not have been more cordial. Every facility and courtesy was given us and our short stay there was made most enjoyable by the efforts of our allies. Unloading the ship 

was commenced the morning after our arrival and at the same time the commanding officer and a party of officers reconnoitred and selected sites for the various batteries. Our role was to be that of coastal defence in Noumea Harbour, and we were destined to be there for about nine months.

          
Sites on Ile Nou were selected for regimental headquarters and also for the 150th Heavy Battery; the 151st Heavy Battery was sited at Point Tere, Naia, 30 miles by road from Noumea. As soon as the sites had been finally chosen a start was made on preparing gun positions and camps, but much hard work was necessary before the positions were ready for occupation and action. Regimental headquarters was situated amid the remains of an old French prison and was generally referred to as 'The Ruins.' This was on the harbour side of the island, in a sheltered spot and with a good view of almost the entire harbour. The 150th Battery was on the other side of the island in a hollow just below the positions selected for the guns. A good beach, where bathing was possible at all tides, was a decided asset to the camp. 'Sleepy Hollow,' as this camp was known, was a hive of activity as tents and buildings were erected and guns were placed in position. The 151st Heavy Battery also was fortunate in having a good beach adjacent to the battery area. Unlike the other two camps, which were within easy disance of Noumea, this camp, 'Naia-by-the-Sea,' was in a much more inaccessible spot. It was reached by a drive of about nine miles over extremely bad roads from the main road, a drive which tried the temper of many a driver. The workshops section, which was attached to the regiment, had its headquarters in the metropolis a short distance from the Nickel Docks. This camp was moved later to a position in the Vallee des Colons, two miles from the centre of Noumea. The signals section was quartered on Ile Nou in the same camp as regimental headquarters.

          
Early in December, the 204th Troop Heavy Anti-aircraft Battery moved to a site on Ile Nou quite close to the 150th Battery. This camp later became known as 'Cactus Grove.' The troop was actually part of the 28th Regiment, but it was used for harbour defence and became attached to the 33rd Heavy Regiment. The signals section soon had communications (of a sort) operating between the various batteries, Noumea and headquarters. Much wireless interference and telephone induction between them provoked periodical bouts of bad language and 

abuse, as something always seemed to go wrong in the middle of an important conversation. However, we soon took this state of affairs as a matter of course. By Christmas time all the batteries were well established and had 24-hour manning of the guns in operation. There was still a lot to be done in the way of putting finishing touches to gun positions and camp sites, but we would have been able to give a good account of ourselves had the occasion arisen. That it never did arise was merely because of the fortunes of war. On Christmas Day a church service was held at the 150th Battery site and attended by all available personnel. Christmas dinner was celebrated in traditional army style, turkeys gracing the table for the occasion. Despite the fact that mess-rooms had not been completed, decorations covered over the shortcomings, and the result achieved was most creditable. The festive spirit was very much in evidence everywhere. On Boxing-Day sports meeting's were held at the various batteries and as many men as possible took part in these to make them a great success.

          
New Year's Eve was celebrated in the usual way throughout the regiment, large bonfires at midnight adding to the fun. On 3 January 1943 the first issue of the unit newspaper, 
Gunflash, was produced at regimental headquarters, on Ile Nou. This consisted of a four-page weekly paper which was published regularly until the unit finally disbanded. It contained sports results, news concerning various personnel, reports of events of note in the unit, a 'Who's Zoo' column, and other features which were a source of interest and amusement each week. The following lines were published in the first issue, and are republished here to illustrate how the 'beautiful blue Pacific' illusion invariably faded in disillusion.

          

            
Verse—It'S All in The Point of View

Fijian Memories No. 2


            

              
With the rippling grace of Diana,
            


            

              
Slim as the sapling pine,
            


            

              
Not like her dear old mother,
            


            

Who's built on the Juno line.


            

              
Just a natural untamed beauty,
            


            

              
No coquettish trick or knack
            


            

              
With a smile like the dawn of summer,
            


            

Too b— 
bad she's 
Black.
          

          


          
On New Year's Day the 150th Battery held its first swimming sports in the bay adjacent to the camp. Members of the 204th Battery and regimental headquarters also took part in some of the events and helped to make the day a success. The next day everyone was back at work again, getting the guns emplaced and the camps in ship-shape order. By this time the camps were taking on an air of permanency, and all sorts of contrivances and devices had been improvised by the men to make their quarters as comfortable as possible, The majority of tents were fitted with wooden floors and the sides were raised to give more headroom. Benzine lamps, and later on electric light, added materially to general comfort. Messrooms and storerooms were mainly of the native 
bure type, while at regimental headquarters use was made of the ruins of the French prison. Wooden frameworks covered by tarpaulins or malthoid made quite satisfactory buildings.

          
On 7 January a hurricane warning was received and those who had experienced one in Fiji in February 1941 were fully aware of what this might mean. All work went by the board while preparations were made to safeguard all equipment and personal belongings in case the threat developed. Luckily we had only a stiff blow which did minor damage to tents and buildings. The prospect of a hurricane is not a pleasant one in the tropics.

          
About this time a personality at 'Naia-by-the-Sea' came into prominence—one Michael, the rooster. Doubtless members of the 151st Battery and also of other units of the regiment will long remember this creature's strange and persistent taste for ducks. The 151st Battery seemed to specialise in collecting as large a variety of animals as could be found, pigs, roosters, ducks, hens, cattle, dogs (all shapes, sizes, breeds and habits), goats, pigeons, all these found a home at Naia at one time or another. Naia was a peaceful spot—usually—though it had its ups and downs.

          
On arrival in New Caledonia a good deal of confusion was caused by the right hand rule of the road. The French, of course, favour the continental rule. However, it did not take the Kiwis long to adapt themselves to driving on the wrong side of the road, and the number of near misses and arguments soon diminished to negligible proportions. The fact that the majority of cars and trucks were fitted with left hand drive facilitated this change to new conditions. All this time work was proceeding steadily at the various batteries. Tents were becoming more and 

more comfortable (at the expense of the American timber supplies be it noted); camp facilities were being constantly improved, and gun positions were nearing perfection. Electric lighting had been installed in some quarters and the 'seaside bungalow' at regimental headquarters added to the general atmosphere of comfort at the 'Ruins.' All was going well. All except the signals section. Rarely was a telephone conversation carried to a successful conclusion. In fact things finally reached a stage where, if no interruptions were caused by a flow of American accents, or a torrent of rapid and unintelligible French, the subscriber felt he had been cheated of something. It is a wonder the wires did not curl up with some of the abuse hurled at them.

          
About the middle of February the 150th Heavy Battery held a shoot from Ile Nou which was reported by the unit paper in this flippant manner:

		

		

		

        

          

            
'The Guns Went Boom'
          

          
Oh my! I do love the New Zealanders. Not very long ago they invited me to a 'shoot' and my! wasn't it lovely and exciting. I got up, Oh! so early in the morning, and put on my prettiest dress and my lovely high hat. I was told not to put any powder on as the concussion from the dear little cannons would blow it all off. They did look lovely, all painted a gorgeous apple green with black spots all over the long part in front. It was so cute. Some of the guns had sort of lace shirts over them, cameos or something, the nice soldiers told me, but they looked for all the world like big hair nets.

          
Well, I arrived at a quarter to eight, and the officer who invited me had the dearest little way of telling me the time for the fun to start. He said something about eight hundred hours. But the New Zealanders are so lovely! Well, at eight o'cl——no, I must be like the soldiers—at 800 hours we were all ready. I stood with my fingers in my ears and waited for the pop. I saw all sorts of people there. The poor little boys who were going to make the guns go off all had soup plates on their heads; quite the cutest little hats I have seen—I must get one in the spring. Then there was such a nice man with a duster in his hand. He was different from all the others— he had a red hat band. He looked as if all the guns belonged to him. Then there was—Oh, what was he called? He was not very big and had a moustache, and he had a different hat 

—a nice pointed one. He was looking worried, and at 8.15 he came and told me I could take my fingers out of my ears because the first pop was held up or something. They spoke of the target boat, and I could not help crying a teeny weeny little bit as I thought of all the brave men on the boat who were such good sports as to let the cannons take shots at them. I suppose though that they were all happy on the boat because when the pops did start none of the cannon balls went very near the boat. I suppose the man pointing the rifle had a friend on board. It was kind of him not to hit the boat.

          
After about an hour and a quarter, the first pop went off, Oh my! Did 1 jump, Well——! Before it went off I heard all sorts of things called out. The first I heard was 'Take the posts away!' I couldn't see them but I suppose they must have been there. Then the man with the moustache called out in a very loud voice 'Engaged.' He seemed very angry. I suppose that someone was on the telephone line. Then the boys on the shooter called out like they were playing a game, 'Ready, set, go,' or something like that, and then pop! off went the rifle. Oh my, what a bang! Then I heard someone call out 'Fire,' and I don't blame him because I thought there was a fire too when I saw the flame come out of the pointed end. But I did wonder how he knew there would be a fire. I suppose he had fired a rifle before. Then—would you believe it— how calm the New Zealanders are. The men in the dear little house above the guns found time to play a game of poker. I heard them say 'I'll raise you 200.' Can you beat it. Such a bold bid. Oh, I love New Zealanders!

          
Oh, then a terrible thing happened. One of the rifles wouldn't go pop and everyone got oh! so excited. The man in the red hat got angry, and the man with the moustache got angry, and everyone got angry. A man cried out from near one of the cannons 'Number two out on vacation!' It sounded like that and I could not make it out as the soldiers all seemed keen on firing the rifles. They were really playing soldiers for once, and my, did they get angry too. Ooh, it was awful! They got it going again later on but for some reason no one seemed pleased. I think that it might have been that the man with the moustache was not pleased because all the cannon balls seemed to go into the sea such a long way from the boat. I think he was mean—and if I could have put him into the





[image: One of the jungle sites occupied by E troop of the 54th Anti-tank Battery at Soanatalu, in the Treasury Islands. Below: Sorting out some of the gear from the dumps on the beach at Guadalcanal where the division went ashore]
One of the jungle sites occupied by E troop of the 54th Anti-tank Battery at Soanatalu, in the Treasury Islands. 
Below: Sorting out some of the gear from the dumps on the beach at Guadalcanal where the division went ashore
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A live shoot by the 54th Anti-lank Battery guns at Wilson Point, Stirling Island. 
Below: Members of the 4th Survey Troop on one of the 'highways' on Nissan Island. The base of the tree in the background indicates the size of some of these jungle giants



boat I would, just to see how he liked the cannon balls coming nearer and nearer.

          
Well, as more and more guns went off everyone of any importance got meaner and meaner—and all because they did not hit the boat. I was pleased, because I think it would have been awful if they had hit the boat—don't you? I love New Zealanders.

          
The beer garden in Noumea, which was conducted by the Americans, was a popular resort for those who had leave in the town. Even though it was open only for a short time in the afternoon some of the more sportive seemed to do pretty well out of it! This beer garden was also the scene of many boxing and wrestling matches which were staged by the Americans at frequent intervals. The New Zealanders participated quite often in these events and put up some good performances.

          
Cricket, of course, was played on all and every occasion and some good games were staged at different times. The 150th Battery had quite a passable wicket at 'Sleepy Hollow,' and 'Naia-by-the-Sea' also possessed a reasonably good one. No regular competition was organised but Wednesday and Saturday afternoons were always the occasions for a game. A further match at Naia between the l5lst Battery eleven and a regimental headquarters team produced these 'Slip Catches ':

          
Mr. Chapman batting in his overcoat.

          
Sergeant Armstrong attired in a very attractive white ensemble catching a 151st player's bat at mid-off.

          
Bombardier MacIndoe trying to convince himself he was bowling well after taking three wickets in one over.

          
Gunner Hopkins going out first ball and Bombardier Sanders' innings of 54.

          
Mr. King walking home when the motor bike wouldn't go.

          
(This match was played in the rain—and when we say rain, we mean RAIN!)

          
On 1 March 1943 a member of the 204th Battery, Gunner Moore, was buried' in the American cemetery at Noumea. He died of sickness, and the loss of a popular member of the battery was mourned by all who had come in contact with him. A firing party was provided by members of the 204th Battery. About the middle of the next month Sergeant George Herdman, of the 151st Battery, died as the result of accidental shooting while 

cleaning his rifle. The following is the obituary notice inserted in 
Gunflash:

          
'It is with the deepest regret that we have ail learned of the sad death of Sergeant George Herdman last Tuesday. Sergeant Herdman, a member of the RNZA, was with many of us for some time at North Head and in Fiji, before joining the 33rd Heavy Regiment, and made many a friend during that time. George's cheery manner under all conditions of service, and his most likeable disposition, will be sadly missed and long remembered by all who have come in contact with him.'

          
So far no mention has been made of the lesser known members of a battery, but the following, from the pages of 
Gunflash may or may not enlighten some student of this history!

        

		

		

		

		

		

		

        

          

            
'Gunners, Specs, and Whatnots'
          

          
These gun chaps look after the guns, watching them carefully all day and all night, keep the shells polished, do gun drill, and in an action I understand they put the polished shells in the gun (very carefully so as not to scratch the polish) and then they put a charge in too, close the door, play around with some gadgets, and then if everything is OK the gun goes 'bang,' the shell rushes out (the other end by the way) and everybody is extraordinarily pleased. It must be very nice. However, sometimes I believe the gun won't go off 'bang' and so somebody plays around and everybody stands around in little groups looking very grave and the officer in charge of the gun mutters to himself various imprecations he has learnt from the gunners. Then the chap playing about discovers that they have forgotten to put in the shell or something and so they start all over again and this time the gun really goes off 'bang' and the shell rushes out and falls in the water, or it may even hit a target. And if it does hit the target the gunners shake hands and say 'Jolly good shot, sir,' or 'Well played,' or words to that effect.

          
Now the 'spec' question is rather a difficult one because they are highly technical people and speak only in terms of 'x' or, on occasion, 'y.' They dash around the hills carrying odd shaped bundles taking angles here and there, and putting up poles with white flags on them so they can find their way about. They get frightfully annoyed if somebody moves them —the poles I mean. They also sit up in the O Pip looking for 

Japs and calculating the mean density of a sergeant's brain. And of course they have the plotting room, but nobody is allowed in there because they must concentrate and they sit in there talking to FOP who has rung up to say there is a ship coming over the reef and it's either a minesweeper or an aircraft carrier and the bearing is about 361 degrees or something. Sometimes they let balloons go up and watch them until they go out of sight; then they ring the guns and say 'Add three,' or something like that. Nobody knows why this is because it is so highly technical.

          
And then of course there are the Sigs. Their occupations are severally:—



	(a)
	Working the exchange and surprising everybody now and then by giving a right number. This entirely disorganises their communications system.


	(b)
	Talking on the 'Walkie-Talkie' saying 'Hullo, Hobo, Bobo calling, I get you about seven.' This is intimately related to:


	(c)
	The harbour defence line. This was put in to enable the Sigs to get plenty of fresh air and practice and exercise.


	(d)
	Ringing everybody up at frequent intervals and saying 'Testing—Gimme a buzz.'


	(e)
	Building boats.



          
The drivers. During the night the drivers go to bed in the ordinary way but during the day they prefer to lie in the dirt under a track or a jeep reaching out occasionally for an odd spanner or something of that sort. They emerge at mealtimes, which is a great relief to those who think they have been the victims of a motoring accident.

        

		

		

		

		

		

		

        

          

            
'Ile Nou Nights'
          

          
The bright moonlit night was peaceful and still. Not a sound could be heard to mar the beauty of the scene save the gentle lapping of the waves on the beach. Suddenly a plaintive voice rent the silence. 'This —— moon,' it said in aggrieved tones,' is not—— well drying my—— clothes a——bit!'

          
The weekly 'Who's Zoo' published by the unit was the source of much amusement and interest among the various members of the regiment. All and sundry were written up in this column to form an everlasting testimony to their habits and personalities. 

until there appeared in the 'wanted' column of the paper an advertisement for' some foolhardy individual to commit hara-kiri—or else write up the colonel for "Who's Zoo."' Someone volunteered, and they didn't commit hara-kiri. The article produced was a fitting close to a series which ran successfully through many issues of the rag. From then on 'Who's Zoo' was banned, not by the CO but by' High Military Authority.'

          
About the middle of March another hurricane warning was received but no hurricane eventuated, though a pretty stiff blow did considerable damage to tents and buildings and made things a bit uncomfortable for a while. At Naia most of the battery area was flooded and a good deal of damage was done to stores and rations. The water rose to a considerable depth. Drainage works that would have opened Mr. Semple's eyes were the order of the day. Fortunately the water soon drained away and things were restored to normal again. Also during March several live shoots were held at the 150th and 151st Batteries. Despite some preliminary 'gunshot' effects, these proceeded without much incident and some good shooting was observed. The US minesweeper towing the target did get a little touchy at one stage and showed a desire to be alone when a round went reasonably close. But only its feelings were hurt. Towards the end of the month the 151st Battery was again flooded out. The roads to the battery from the main highway were impassable and the battery was marooned for a few days. Not that 151 minded much—they had a happy home and no one could get at them.

          
The 33rd Heavy Regiment, while stationed in Noumea, came under the command of the American harbour defence group for all operational work, with Lieutenant-Colonel H. G. Fowler. US army, in command. This popular officer did much to cement the bonds of friendship between New Zealand and American troops stationed in the area, and it was with regret that we heard that he was to relinquish his command early in April.

          
Dengue fever became troublesome in April 1943, and a large proportion of the members of the regiment succumbed to it. All leave 
to Noumea was cancelled for some time, and so the men had to find amusements nearer home and in the camps. However, it was not a great while before the epidemic was over and normal routine resumed. On Anzac Day 1943 a parade was held at the 150th Battery and this was attended by all available personnel who made quite a good muster. The remainder of the day was 

devoted to sports, as was the custom on every day when there was any sort of a holiday or a break from the normal round.

          
In May the first of several of HM ships, with whose complements we became on good terms, visited Noumea. This was the HMS 
Athena and visits between ship and shore were soon proceeding in good style, while the more energetic soon had games of football in full swing. HMS 
Leander and the aircraft carrier HMS 
Victorious also visited the port and many were the friendships which sprang up from these visits. The 
Victorious ran a daily ferry service between Ile Nou and the ship and parties from the regiment were entertained on board daily, and shown the workings of a modern carrier. As the vast majority of the gunners had seen no more of a carrier than pictures in the papers, this was a most interesting experience and one which was appreciated by one and all. Several members of the regiment supplied a portion of a ship's concert which was held while she was in port, and we hope the crew derived as much pleasure from our share of the programme as we did from theirs. The many games of rugby, soccer, cricket and other sports which were played between teams from the regiment and from the ship were a most pleasant interlude for all concerned.

          
Early in May the football competition commenced and the results were published late each Saturday afternoon in 
Gunflash together with a commentary on play and a summary of the points won by each team to date. Some excellent football was witnessed during the course of the matches, even though the first few games were not of a particularly high standard. Play improved as the season advanced, however, and by the time the round was finished some excellent games, from the point of view of both the player and the spectator, had been played. Eight teams took part, two from each battery, and one each from regimental headquarters and base supply depot. Those units stationed on He Nou were fortunate in having a selection of picture shows to attend each evening, including Sundays. The American camps on the island all had their own open air theatres and showed films each night. It was not uncommon to be able to choose from four different pictures—and the latest pictures produced were shown long before they arrived in New Zealand. Also during our stay in this part of the colony, several stage shows were produced, notable among which were the appearance of Joe E. Brown and Artie Shaw's band.

          


          
During June and July all three batteries held practice shoots which went off successfully, some good shooting being registered. A period of training was held each day and from time to time shoots were held to test the value of this training. In a battery of this type, where most of the personnel were occupied in keeping a 24-hour watch, not a great deal could be done in this direction, but the results of the later shoots indicated that the men had received training sufficient to produce a high standard of gunnery. In July we received our first intimation that the batteries were going to hand over to an American force, and that we should move further afield. The exact destination was unknown at this stage and we could but make a conjecture on this point. Most of the month from then on was fully occupied in making preparation for a move, and gradually all our various-comforts and amenities disappeared from view as they were dismantled and packed for transporting to our new camp. Electric lighting, showers, tables, chairs, all were gradually claimed by those doing the packing, so that by the end of the month we were living with just the bare necessities of life. The one remaining feature which was not disturbed and which was bequeathed to our successors was the 'seaside bungalow' at the 'Ruins.' On 18 July one of the trucks which was carrying equipment and personnel from Ile Nou to our new site at Nemeara collided with an American truck and one gunner of the 151st Battery was killed—Gunner 'Dave' Harris. A quiet conscientious soldier, he had many friends in the regiment. Three others were admitted to hospital with various injuries. On the 23rd; of the month all packing had been completed andi a large proportion of the equipment and gear had already been dispatched to Nemeara. The remaining portion of the regiment then transferred its headquarters to what was to become Artillery Training Depot, leaving the Americans in undisputed possession of what had been our home for the past nine months.

          
It was with mingled feelings that we said good-bye to Ile Nou and Naia. Many were the good times we had enjoyed there, so close to Noumea itself, and with so many conveniences about us. We knew little or nothing of the camp to which we were proceeding, except that we would be a long way from the only town of any size in New Caledonia. The 151st Battery, with its mobile 155 mm guns, had high hopes of action with the division, but it was not to be. In the meantime the 152nd Battery had come 

from Norfolk Island and had been disbanded, so 'the writing was on the wall' for all of us. On 26 July 1943 the 33rd Heavy Regiment, New Zealand Artillery, was disbanded:, bringing to a close a short existence of only ten months. Personnel were absorbed into the newly formed Artillery Training Depot, which was to supply reinforcements to the division when it moved north a month later. Despite its brief period of existence as a regiment the 33rd was a happy unit. It had been formed, as stated earlier, from personnel who had already been overseas in Fiji, plus a proportion from units in New Zealand, and during the time we were together many firm and lasting friendships were made, so that the breaking up of the regiment, although bringing to a close a period of what was necessarily a monotonous existence, was viewed with a certain amount of regret when friends were parted. And so ended the career of what was one of New Zealand's youngest regiments, and at the same time, its shortest lived one. Theirs was no glorious and gallant battle story, but a record of quiet and watchful efficiency which would have told its tale in battle honours, had it been given but the opportunity.
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I


Early Days

          
The 38th Field Regiment was perhaps as good an example as any of the differences between this war and other wars. There was no romance in its formation, it did a job, and when that was done it passed out of existence with the same lack of ceremony. But that was in keeping with the spirit of its men; they were realists. They had no time for the jingoistic flapdoodle which misguided propagandists have held to be essential for bolstering up morale. The spur to effort was the fact that a thing needed doing, not mock heroics, appeals to the glory of war, waving banners, impassioned speeches and similar hokum. They had grasped, in fact, the essential point that as citizens who had been prepared to take what a country offered in peace, they must do what it asked of them in war.

          
So they went where none of them wanted to go, and their vindication is that they did everything that was ever asked of them. That is all that can be said of any unit, however illustrious its history. The rest is opportunity, which may lead to fame. But, stripped of the fanfare of publicity, no unit can say more than that it did its job and did it well. The 38th could say that.

          
The 38th Field Regiment, with a section of Divisional Signals and 42nd LAD attached, was formed some months after the rest 

of the Third Division had left for New Caledonia—a sort of afterthought. There are those who maintain it was always an afterthought when anything was being handed out, but that by the way. Actually it and the ill-fated 37th were formed to create the standard three 25-pounder field regiments in a division, until then represented in the Third Division only by the 17th Regiment.

          
Its members assembled at Papakura Camp on 12 April 1943 and comprised as choice a collection of ill-assorted soldiers as the army at its wierdest could produce. They came from 35 different units and within a few days that had arisen to 45. Only 39 per cent had even a brief experience of field gunnery and 41 per cent had never been in any type of artillery unit. The largest group of these 'foreigners' came from armoured units—24 per cent. They were bright boys all the same, these 'tin can soldiers,' and their driving ability proved valuable to the regiment throughout its career. Also they provided an evergreen subject for argument. If the man-hours spent on the subject of tanks versus guns were laid end to end they'd make a whale of a good furlough. The argument remained unsolved to the finish and the tank men retained their never-failing formula to meet any conceivable circumstance—' What else can you expect from the bloody artillery.' Farmers comprised the largest occupational class, a circumstance which proved very handy when it came to the odd spot of bush carpentry. Anyone who has tried to build a camp with a unit of city clerks knows how helpless they can be at this sort of job. There was a larger proportion of older men with wives and families, businesses or farms of their own, or similar responsibilities, than in most units, which is natural enough in a unit formed late in the day. There were, however, plenty of men just over 21, and others of all ages who had been held back from earlier drafts as essential to their units.

          
Their conglomerate origin was, indeed, counter-balanced by their quality. Except for a very few officers and NCOs they did not have the experience of tropical service which stood other units in good stead, but on the other hand they had not suffered the chastening experience of others in Fiji and other parts of the Pacific and consequently were less 'browned off.' It must be admitted that they picked this up as quickly as they learned the parts of a 25-pounder, but at least the other units had a start. More than half the original personnel came from the South 

Island and most of the remainder from the Central Military District. A leavening of Aucklanders was later transferred from the 37th.

          
The regiment retained many happy memories of its first commanding officer, Lieutenant-Colonel G. R. Powles, and enjoyed meeting him again on numerous occasions overseas. The second-in-command, Major A. D. Morris, and battery commander of the 49th Battery, Major D. O. Watson, both had previous experience in the Third Division, while the remaining two battery commanders, Major S. Menzies (50th Battery) and Major R. F. Spragg (52nd Battery) were among the few original members of the unit from Auckland Province. It was just as well that regimental headquarters at this initial stage had a sense of humour, or the recurrent flaps that were inflicted on it at increasingly short intervals would have rapidly induced a state of nervous prostration. However, Major Morris, the adjutant, Captain H. M. James, and intelligence officer, Lieutenant B. de C. Thomson, proved imperturbable flap-handlers and even seemed to thrive on it.

          
Efforts to teach the unit something about artillery nevertheless had a rough spin. Equipment trickled in at any old time. Even before the guns could be calibrated orders were received to prepare 150 men of 49th Battery for embarkation and they left a day later, 27 May. Then no fewer than 95 personnel posted to the unit were found to be ineligible for overseas for various reasons and had to be replaced. The 50th Battery was practically on its way to Muriwai to complete calibration when embarkation orders arrived and 170 of them left on 13 June. The 52nd Battery did get in a shoot, but in weather not again encountered until the Solomons. Equipment had to be packed (naturally there were no cases), sent to Wellington and loaded, though the men were leaving from Auckland.

          
The 'snafu' or rather climatic series of 'snafus,' reached an all-time high early in July when simultaneously a large number of men was drafted out to the air force; orders were given to send the whole unit on furlough; the 37th Field Regiment, which had been training in the adjacent block at Papakura, was disbanded, making many experienced gunners available; the commanding officer of the 37th, Lieutenant-Colonel W. A. Bryden, took over from Lieutenant-Colonel Powles, and orders were received for embarkation of the remaining personnel. Last days 

in New Zealand are a blurred memory of frantic telegrams recalling men, selection and drafting of personnel from the 37th, preparation and repreparation of rolls, orders and counter-orders until finally cancellations were arriving before the original instructions. Eventually 254 personnel left by three different ships on 13 July, leaving 180, most of whom could not be got back from furlough in time, to come on by another boat on 26 July. Including parties which travelled with the equipment, the regiment finally went to the war in eight different vessels over a period of two months.
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II


New Caledonia

          
He is a rare soldier indeed who leaves for the first time with a light heart. What remains of that first departure now? A chill pre-dawn breeze ruffling the pools still standing from overnight rain, cheerful lights in the mess, false heartiness as we pile from the trucks, no band, no flags, no speeches, thank God. Just a silent departure in the dark, another bunch of men who won't be seen about town for a while. Last glimpses of familiar scenes—a milkman on his rounds, early workers hurrying for trams, the city silhouetted against the growing light. Morose waits while the inevitable muddle about who the hell we are anyway is straightened out at the ship. First shock of what troop quarters look like on a transport. Struggle to stow gear in the available space. Khaki lines along the rails—yes, the third along past the green roof—you'll see it better as we go through the boom. Wonder if the family's on the verandah—lawn slopes away out of sight at the back—too steep for a woman to cut.

          
Well, that's the last of that. It feels better now the break's over and there's no turning back. Think about the present and try to forget until the hurt dies down. Dinner already—unearthly hour to eat—oh yes, get it over before blackout. Wonderful stuff this American food. Wonder we never go for it in New Zealand. Sweepers man your brooms, clean sweep fore and aft. Mysterious hootings and scufflings before dawn, dim red lights in the corridors. Sleepy inquiries what the hell it's all about-General quarters—never heard of him—back to sleep—let the crew worry it out. Not bad this American food. So there's no 

convoy. Sitting shot for a sub. Big place the sea. Get a bit tired of this Yank food in time I should think. Boat drill. Bet the officers are doing all right with those Yank nurses. The smoking lamp is out on all weather decks. Flying fish. Oh for a decent New Zealand meal.

          
Lighthouse, white coral beaches, coconut trees—interminable approach to Noumea. Look at those ships, look at the camps, look at the planes, look at the equipment, look at the barrage balloons. You must hand it to the Yanks, they've got a lot of stuff. Javanese scavenging for scraps with that absurdly preoccupied air. There, that one's not a Javo—she must be a native. Well, she's certainly not Dorothy Lamour. Respectful hanging on the words of the ASC drivers. Worldly-wise these chaps, been here for months. Pink house up there on the right if you're interested. Roadside hovels. Wonder what these people lived on before they did the Yank's washing? What a 
dirty place it is. Looks as if leprosy is the least you'd get in there. Niaouli trees.

          
Well, they were right when they told us it's no tropical paradise. Hell, what a lot of Yanks there are. Traffic is thicker than in Queen Street. Niaouli trees. French linguist comes into his own, aided by the fact that all road signs are repeated in English anyway. Niaouli trees. So this is home now. Niaouli trees. Only a few days and now this. You're on your own now all right. Docile tramping round getting camp established, getting lost in the niaouli, sharp grass seeds sticking through the stockings, half-hearted meals on piles of equipment. Numb, lost feeling that one came to recognise in all new arrivals in the first few days. Coming back from up north months later this was a haven of peace, lovely climate, undeveloped but a country of grand possibilities. But the first few days out from home; hell, what a hole! New Caledonia.

          
While awaiting the arrival of the rest of the regiment the portion of the 49th in the first party, and later the part of the 50th which formed the second, had had plenty of fun trying to get camp established and push ahead with much-needed training without adequate equipment for either. The camp, on the banks of the Ouenghi River, south of Boulapari, afforded excellent swimming but was isolated from civilisation and most sources of supply. Hence the unit learned its scrounging in a hard school and was soon able to hold: its own in this art, even with units with years of intensive training in Fiji and elsewhere. New 

Zealanders have acquired an unequalled reputation throughout the Pacific in this and it can only be said of the 38th that the country's reputation was fully upheld, take it which way you like.

          
In spite of manifold handicaps the advanced parties had pushed ahead with camp construction, which was just as well Colonel Bryden found an unenviable task before him when he arrived. The division was about to change from a garrison role to an active one. With the guns of two batteries still uncali-brated and in any case not yet arrived, many of the personnel drafted into the unit only a few days before departure, many of the remainder untrained in artillery, 180 men back in New Zealand, many NCOs yet to be appointed, and the entire unit in need of reorganising, the regiment had to learn amphibious technique, adapt it to artillery work involving, among other things, the cutting out of most of its transport, and be prepared to move forward, possibly into action, almost immediately. In the circumstances few of us saw Necal on this visit. Camp construction was reduced to a bare minimum and hard work over long hours became the order of the day, work which involved: packing, live shoots, amphibious training, repacking and disposal of equipment not now needed.

          
First aid and anti-malarial lectures were given by the doctor. There was keen support for the proposition by one master brain that if, as had been stated, the Japs suffered more than anyone else from malaria, the best malaria precaution would be to keep' well away from the Japs. The big 'five-holer' controversy arose between regimental headquarters and 52nd Battery. While other amenities were woefully short, a beautifully made piece of woodwork was delivered to headquarters. The 52nd claimed that headquarters could not decently use it all; not if they were doing as much other work as alleged. Working on a population basis, the 52nd cut off three holes and sent the other two back to headquarters. Headquarters protested that this was a violation of the agreement and demanded another hole. The controversy then became vulgar.

          
Both the 49th and 50th Batteries had sturdy mess huts roofed with niaouli bark, but the rest of the regiment led a truly open. air life most of the time. One small touch; of comfort was the establishment of a YMCA, but otherwise the chief relaxation was an occasional Sunday afternoon hitch-hiking trip to Tontouta for 

a glimpse of a big American air base and to make the acquaint-ance of the American PX. The PX, indeed, deserves honourable mention in any Pacific war history. It and a British canteen are as different as chalk from cheese, though many fulfil roughly the same purpose. A canteen sells the equivalent of 'firewood, ironware and cheap tin trays,' and if the wares of a PX include neither 'cedanvood and sandalwood and sweet white wine' nor 'topazes and cinnamon and gold moidores,' its goods are as typical of the nation—chewing gum and orange juice and shiny magazines; not to mention cigars, cigarette cases, after-shaving lotions, sickly sweet candy, billfolds, moccasins, coca-cola, and salted peanuts. Just to be able to spend more money on some civilised non-necessity is a tremendous morale builder where shops do not exist and fulfils a need that the free issues in the forward area can never replace. Many changes in organisation had been going on throughout this period. 
Major N. W. M. Hawkins had: replaced Major Morris as second-in-command; 
Major G. L. Falck took over the 52nd Battery from Major Spragg, the original section of divisional signals was replaced by that from the 28th Heavy Regiment, which had been disbanded, and the personnel from the 37th Field Regiment were distributed evenly among the batteries. As the 42nd LAD was not going forward, it was detached from the unit.

          
The time was now drawing near. Tents were struck simultaneously with the first heavy rain so far encountered and last days in Necal were spent in a very wet state in improvised bivvies of niaouli bark. On 2 September the regiment moved for the first time as a unit to Noumea and embarked in three sections as part of the 8th Brigade Group; the 49th Battery in the 
President Adams, the 50th in the 
President Hayes and the 52nd in the 
President Jackson, with regimental headquarters divided between the latter two.
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III


New Hebrides and Guadalcanal

          
Northward again. New ideas of heat, new ideas of comfort, new ideas of the minimum space a man and his baggage can occupy and still live. 'The three-tiered confusion of chaotic comradeship, rifles, steel helmets, packs and wet clothing strewn 

everywhere in the sweaty heat.' Picturesque Efate in the New Hebrides. Learning to use a landing net with full pack up. American sea talk on the speakers again. New amphibious expressions, waves, flights, lines of departure. Landing exercises on Mélé Beach. Plunges through the surf, dash into the trees. Copious draughts of coconut milk. Unfortunate after-effects. Hospitable Yanks of the 198th CA (AA), later encountered in the Treasuries. Amazing gallery of pin-up girls in the barracks. Full scale landing with guns and equipment in a rising surf. Night ashore in bivvies.

          
Dingy little town Vila. Smells too. Lot of junk in the shops. Still this red wine isn't bad. Cosmopolitan mixture of French, British, Chinese and natives. Seems to be plenty of liquor about, gin even. Better have one or two while it lasts. Place gets a bit better as you see more of it. Whisky even. Well, this town has possibilities after all. Lesh buy a Christmas present. Wun-nerful the things you come across in these shops. Have nother drink too. What more canyonewan lovely town, lovely harbour, lovely girlsh. Cumn hava dring. Lovelies lil townina Psifc.

          
North again to the Solomons. One recalls a heavily satirical 'prospectus' issued by the 'Guadalcanal Travel Association' which said the last word on that famed island. 'Come,' it said, more or less freely paraphrased, 'to romantic drenched Guadalcanal, you who wish to put the cares of civilisation behind you and seek (rapid) release from this world. Here you will find all the glamour of the Southern Seas. Here no sound disturbs the serene stillness except the occasional whimsical bang of a Japanese mortar, the breezy ping of a sniper's rifle, the bark of a vulture, or the night-long yelps, squeals, squeaks and groans of the happy denizens of the jungle. Come and bask in its sunlit sands, lulled by the soothing murmur of a golden nimbus of bloodsucking insects muscled like bull-gorillas, and the soft slob of bodies gently floating at the water's edge. Bathe in its ultramarine waters and sport with the festive sharks, long surfeited on the rotting carcases of defunct Samurai. Or sit beneath its mighty trees and hear the streams chuckling through picturesque Japanese eye-sockets. Or would you taste the night life of this delectable spot! Then come with me to a native village for experiences vouchsafed only to those who really get off the beaten track. Share with the simple savages their tasty jungle meal of spam and K rations and listen to their age-old chant, "Pardon 

me boy, is that the Chatanooga Choo Choo?" And as you wend your way home through the AA spangled night you can look forward to a long sleep undisturbed by anything more serious than a 250 1b. bomb. Yes, come to lovely Guadalcanal, and bring your straight-jacket with you, you dim-witted clod.'

          
Though things were a little less violent, it took the unit no time at all to arrive at the same conclusion. The ships reached Point Cruz, near the mouth of the Matanikau, on the morning of 14 September and unloaded in record time. Transporting guns and equipment and making camp in a formidable stretch of jungle near Wright's Road brought new experiences of thirst. It seemed necessary to have a drink every few minutes but it was all lost again in sweat almost immediately. The Japanese marked the occasion with an air raid the first night which caused damage and casualties on Henderson Field. Next morning, foxholes condescendingly begun the previous day went down to a prodigious depth as if by magic with no order from anyone.

          
After a false start when all but the 50th Battery moved to a new camp on the seafront and had to return when it was found to be unavailable, the work of establishing camp went on apace. This first introduction to the jungle was an eye-opener. Its thickness, thorniness, humidity, the magnificence of its giant mahogany and teak trees, the unearthly racket that began at sundown and continued all night from a myriad of birds, insects and animals, became essential facts of everyday life. Brilliant red and green parakeets, snakes, flying foxes, incredible butterflies, spiders with webs that would support a rifle, three foot long iguanas, insects, eerie little fireflies flitting about their mysterious errands like tiny electric torches became our only neighbours. It was strange in this wild spot to trudge off through the mud to outdoor pictures or a show by the Kiwi concert party, armed with tin hat and mosquito repellent, and after the black-out gloom of New Zealand cities, to see lights everywhere until the siren sounded. A big moment during one of the raids was to see enemy planes come down in flames for the first time—two in close succession on the night of 20-21 September. Falling ack ack fragments were always a danger at this site and several tents were hit by jagged pieces.

          
Camp was in an area that had been the scene of heavy fighting not long before. Removal of Jap bodies in a highly unpleasant state was an early essential but, even so, grisly remains were 

several times brought to light by men digging holes about the camp. Ammunition belonging to both sides lay about in the utmost profusion. Weapons and other equipmcent accumulated to such an extent that an extra craft would have been needed to carry them. However, the thought of lugging these souvenirs ashore in an opposed landing led to rapid jettisoning in favour of something more useful. Many bewailed the loss of them later when they heard Americans offering astronomical prices for similar mementoes in the Treasuries.

          
The unit settled down to solid training, and the month spent here, involving as it did much live shell practice, was quite in-valuable. By the time the regiment went into action the colonel's indefatigable efforts had welded the group of untrained, uncoordinated individuals which reached New Caledonia such a short time before into an efficient fighting force. The worth of his unceasing labours was soon to be strikingly proved. Days and nights were spent out on battery and regimental shooting, observed and jungle targets, shooting with infantry observers, jungle traverses and small arms shooting on jungle ranges. Transport was reduced almost to vanishing point and surplus drivers were trained as signallers and bren gunners. It was a race against time. The 14th Brigade was already on 
Vella Lavella and reports of the action were coming back for study. The 49th Battery and elements of the others took part in an exercise on Florida Isand. Packing began for the new type of move by APDs, LSTs and LCIs. Jungle dress and camouflage paint converted the whole outfit into the deceased image of something the cat brought in.

          
There was time, though, for occasional relaxation. A riotously successful evening race was held by the 52 Battery on 9 October. 'Horses' were cut from aluminium from a wrecked plane, attached to signal wire and wound in on metal spindles. The tote was a masterpiece of decoration and included all the usual amenities. Pedigrees were deplorable—Faux Pas, by Cock Pheasant, out of Season (cost the owner £25 and costs, said the announcer; Bombardier W. A. McLeod, one of the perpetrators of the enterprise); The Wizard, by Breakfast, out of Anything (owner, the battery cook); Skondooah by King Alfred (who did the first scone, the announcer explained) out of Screamer (we couldn't help hearing that this horse has been getting in a lot of early morning practice); Mistake, by Pitfall, 

out of Dusky Maiden (has been costing the owner 15s a week for some time). Delay in reaching the saddling paddock in the big race (open to majors and over) brought a rebuke from the announcer, who ordered them to report 'on the double.' A certain restiveness at the post also roused his ire. 'Now there'll be no mucking about. The next offender goes straight to a court martial.' A report that some of the riders had concealed batteries on their persons met a prompt retort—' I'm not a bit surprised.' No one succeeded in taking advantage of the offer of free admission for ladies accompanied by soldiers in uniform, nor was it necessary to invoke the rule that no woman of ill fame would be admitted. An optimistic committee declared, that alchoholic liquor would not be permitted on the course and any found would be confiscated by the committee 'if possible.'

          
But more serious matters were brewing. Packing complete, the 49th Battery, with part of regimental headquarters and parties from the 50th and 52nd Batteries, embarked on 25 October in LSTs and LCIs with the first echelon of the 8th Brigade Group for the attack on the Treasuries Islands, a small group to the south of Bougainville.
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IV


Opposed Landing

          
Adventuring in enemy seas in small ships, the behaviour of the said ships in the slightest sea, a diet of cold C ration, and watching a densely forested enemy island diraw inexorably nearer, all cause the same leaden feeling in the pit of the stomach. It remains for someone to find a relationship between love and 'spam.' It is not within the scope of this unofficial history to give any detailed account of operations, but a brief outline of what was after all the unit's most important activity is necessary in any record of its doings. The story of the landing on Treasury has of course been told—the initial shelling by destroyers and the main attack going ashore early on the morning of 
27 October 1943, at Falamai, the only cleared area in the group and the Japanese garrison's chief centre.

          
The regiment's forward observation parties went ashore with the second wave of infantry to meet opposition from strong points by-passed in the initial landing, chiefly in fox-holes and 

native huts. 
Captain F. J. Mitchell assisted in the destruction of a pill-box by engaging the occupants with his tommy gun while a bulldozer was run over the emplacement. As the LSTs with the guns on board came nosing in toward the beach they came under sudden heavy fire from enemy mortars, Warrant-Officer 2nd Class L. W. Woods being wounded. Meanwhile the LCIs had set down regimental headquarters, the 49th Battery rear headquarters and a reconnaissance party from the 50th Battery on Stirling Island, at a spot different from that originally planned. Nevertheless a gun area was found and clearing commenced. Colonel Bryden arrived at Falamai from Stirling to find three guns ashore and took charge of the task of finding barges, ferrying the guns to Stirling and getting them manhandled ashore.

          
After the first gun left, Falamai came under heavy mortar and mountain gun fire and on returning again from Stirling, the Colonel found that Second-Lieutenant G. G. Sandeman had been killed, several wounded including Sergeant F. J. Oram (fatally as it proved) and Major Watson, one gun hit and set on fire, and a loaded jeep and a 30-cwt truck with much of the technical equipment destroyed. 
Captain H. J. Greig had collected a party and set out to seek the Jap mortar post. Throughout the day Sergeant E. J. Brown had been doing sterling work obtaining barges and collecting men to load them and ferry guns and equipment and for his work on the beach on this and subsequent days was subsequently mentioned in despatches Major Menzies, who had been engaged in reconnaissance and clearing of gun sites on Stirling, transferred to Falamai to take charge of forward headquarters on Mono in place of Major Watson. The work of transferring the guns and laying submarine cable was pushed on to such good effect that both troops of the 49th Battery were in action and had registered tasks for the infantry battalions by nightfall. It was an uncomfortable night in the extreme. Bombs fell within 100 yards of the gun positions as well as near the parties at Falamai, who also had to contend with Jap infiltration, small arms, grenade and mortar fire.

          
The regiment had landed an unusual type of organisation in this first echelon. Apart from the skeleton regimental headquarters and the 50th Battery recce party, it was, from a unit point of view, a 49th Battery show, though all parts of the unit were represented. The 49th Battery provided the firing end, and in addition to its own two observation parties, headed by Captain 

Mitchell and Captain Greig, there were two from the 50th Battery under Captain N. L. Norman and Captain J. C. Pawson to enable the infantry battalions to detach companies and still have artillery support. In addition 
Captain D. J. S. Millar (52nd Battery) had taken part in an entirely separate landing at Soanatalu on the northern coast of Mono with a group known as Loganforce. During the second day Lieutenant A. Manson (52nd Battery) who had been sent to Munda, New Georgia, as one of the regiment's air observers, registered the guns on Malsi and Toaloko Point from an aircraft, and Lieutenant P. F. Hewitt (49th Battery) engaged a suspected mountain gun site by observation from a barge. The one battery had seven sources of calls for fire, and indeed, B troop at one stage was registering three different tasks simultaneously.

          
There is no space to detail all the targets engaged in the following days and nights—SOS, defensive and harassing fire tasks called for by the battalions, concentrations and predicted fire on enemy positions—but it is a record of a heavy task well done. The guns were sited so that fire could be brought down at call on any part of Mono Island. Indeed harassing fire brought down was of much help to Loganforce, more than 60 miles away at Soanatalu, which was defending its perimeter in some of the hardest fighting of the campaign against determined attacks by Japanese survivors from the Falamai fighting. Second-Lieutenant W. N. Vautier, the survey officer, after preparing gun positions on the first day and surveying the troops in, had taken over command post officer's duties from Lieutenant Hewitt, who had been injured, and he had an arduous job as so many of the tasks involved predicted shooting. All the officers were working under pressure as casualties and injuries did not permit reliefs, and night firing allowed the gun crews little rest. Snipers remained a constant danger to advanced headquarters and forward observation parties. For the signallers it was a time of heart-breaking toil in keeping communications open, of constant maintenance of lines, both under-water and on land, damaged by the continued frequent bombing attacks, broken by bulldozers or cut by Japs, all the time with a sniper's bullet likely from every tree; of lugging radio sets and wire through jungle mud and slush and trying to keep equipment dry and serviceable in spite of heavy rain. How well they did their work is shown by the fact that artillery communications proved a vital link in the 

operation and were heavily loaded at all times with traffic from other units. For the forward observation parties it was a story of long exhausting treks through atrocious country to Ulapu, Malsi and Soanatalu with the infantry patrols. Laden like pack-horses they yet managed to take forward communications as they went, ready to bring down artillery support as required, to report progress of the patrol, or to call for smoke rounds to check positions.

          
The 50th Battery landed on 1 November and at once began registration. Major Menzies returned to his own battery, and Captain J. G. R. Morley took over the 49th until a replacement for Major Watson could arrive. The 52nd Battery arrived on 6 November and the balance of equipment, including vehicles, tents and bedcots on 11 November. From first to last the operation called for unusual skill and stamina. The rapid improvisations necessary to meet the host of unusual circumstances not encountered in normal operations would have fully tested a unit with long experience in all branches of artillery work. The various types of fire called for, the many observing officers engaged, and consequent abnormal signal layout, all called for a high technical standard. The job was accomplished by a unit formed less than six months before from men mostly inexperienced in field gunnery, which had in that time been involved in three major moves and had had to learn amphibious operations from scratch.
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V


Garrison Duty, Treasury Style

          
From a distance the Treasury Islands were the South Seas of romance come true. Mono, its steep forested hills rising to over 1.000 feet, and Stirling, a long narrow coral outcrop to the south, were divided by the calm, deep, island-dotted waters of Blanche Harbour. But it took only a few minutes ashore in the steamy, enervating jungle which covered almost every inch of it to realise that the sooner this unspoiled beauty was spoiled the better for all concerned. Man may be vile but nature in these parts is viler. Everything stank of rotting vegetation and decay and it was only when American bulldozers, not to mention New Zealanders supplied with little but their own hands, swept tracts of it clear of vegetation, that it became at all habitable. Only a handful of natives live on the Treasuries and as they produce 

in neglected overgrown forest clearings barely enough for their own needs the bounteous tropical fruits of the fairy stories were conspicuously lacking. Coconuts were the only local products available and no one who was there will ever look a coconut in the eye again.

          
Food was, indeed, perilously short for several weeks and consisted chiefly of K and C rations. On the morning of 27 November a Jap plane in broad daylight made an attack on the LST just arriving with rations for the next week, this at a time when supplies were down to a few tins of the M and V hash portion of the C ration. Nobody breathed again until it was certain that the ship was unharmed. There were times when atebrin, to ward off malaria, salt tablets, to replace losses from sweat, and vitamin pills, seemed to form quite a large portion of the diet. American food, a novelty for perhaps a week, was a rapidly acquired distaste to most people. Fruit and tomato juices and tinned fruit did not pall, but dehydrated eggs, spam and Vienna sausage soon became equivalent to terms of abuse.

          
The supply and equipment position also remained unsatisfactory for many months. Many of those with pistols went ashore with them stuffed in pockets or tied on with string because holsters, indented for months previously, had not arrived. The supply of shovels and axes was for long inadequate. Long after the action many had neither leather nor jungle boots in reasonable condition and went about with makeshift repairs, soles flapping at every step. Even technical equipment lost in action took months to replace. The simultaneous marked increase in American apparel among the troops at this stage might have been a mystery to anyone unacquainted with the Third Division. In such an ideal breeding ground for fungus diseases, skin troubles, which had beset some men even in New Caledonia, became almost universal. It was soon no novelty to see men with faces and bodies painted all colours of the rainbow, and bearing a close resemblance to some of the more highly and embarrassingly tinted monkeys at the zoo. The most virulent local scourge, loosely known as jungle itch, caused swellings and intense irritation about the ankles and was eventually traced to a minute insect. Its ravages greatly diminished after undergrowth was cleared. After the 49th Battery moved to Mono, ringworm was rife, and several men from each battery suffered so severly from septic sores and weeping eczema that they had to be evacuated.

          


          
The humidity also caused rust so violent that rifles had to be cleaned twice a day; mildew which rapidly ruined leatherware; failure or insulation in wireless sets and other signal equipment; and fungus growth on binocular and dial sights. The weather indeed, always had something new up its sleeve. Violent thunderstorms which burned telephone cable for miles and set fire to thatched roofs, cloudbursts when several inches of rain fell in an hour, gusts of wind which felled 100 foot trees across the tents, all added to the spice of life.

          
The batteries were originally sited at intervals along the north coast of Stirling Island, with the 49th to the west and the 52nd the most easterly, regimental headquarters being near the 49th. For long there was doubt regarding the move of one battery to Mono to cover the southern approaches to the group and long hours of conferences and reconnaissance were spent by the commanding officer and other officers in obtaining a decision from the Island Command and finding a site. Eventually the 49th Battery moved on 1 and 4 January 1944 to a commanding feature north-west of Falamai, the two troops being separated by rather over 100 feet. Construction and keeping open of the steep mountain road to these positions, especially during the rainy season, was a constant heavy strain on this battery. Expansion of the airfield and dock on Stirling left the position of the rest of the regiment extremely precarious to the end. Regimental headquarters had the worst time of it and had to move three times. Its longest stay was at Lakemba Cove, toward the eastern end of Stirling. F troop, of 52nd Battery, had to make new gun positions further east because of dock construction, and was continually having to move tents as more space was required. The same applied to the 50th Battery because of airfield and road building. The astounding development of Stirling Island prompted by the discovery that it had great possibilities as a bomber and fighter strip, and that Blanche Harbour afforded an excellent deep water anchorage, was the outstanding event of this period, The methods of American Seabees and the vast amount of equipment at their disposal were a source of amazement which only increased with the passage of time.

          
Needless to say this also involved work for the New Zea-landers and the 38th got its full share. The unit was on the job from the first, helping to clear the airstrip, unloading supplies first from LSTs and LCTs on the beaches and later form Liberty 

ships at the wharf, and stacking bombs and petrol in the extensive system of dumps. It would have been hard work anywhere but in that climate it was deadly. During all this time the regiment remained in an operational role. Forward observation parties were maintained at Soanatalu and Malsi with the 34th Battalion and at Falamai with the 29th, with lines back to the batteries, involving incidentally much strenuous maintenance work by the signallers. Each battery supported one of the battalions in accordance with the defence plan and battle practices as well as normal training were held each morning. Several times when unidentified craft were reported off the coast it seemed that these arrangements might be tested but the vessels, if hostile, never came within range.

          
The finding of suitable ranges for live shoots in such difficult country involved much reconnaissance and the peculiar difficulties of ranging in jungle were driven home by painful experience. Regimental shooting and close target ranging in the jungle was constantly practised and the special attention given to these problems was shown in greatly improved results. In March, following live shell practices with the infantry, it looked as if further action was ahead, and the regiment was placed on 48 hours' notice to move. But the opportunity to put the past months' training into effect was not to come.

          
For weeks there were air raids almost nightly. During the action it was reported that the planes were definitely seeking the gun sites and care had to be used in night firing. For a time after that, however, few bombs were dropped, although planes were sometimes over four or five times a night from Bougainville airfields, only a few minutes' flying time away. These raids were voted good shows, resembling a glorified Fifth of November. The heavy concentration of anti-aircraft of all calibres in the area, glowing lines of tracer, tremendous reverberation of sound, an occasional glimpse of a plane twisting and turning in the searchlights, provided a first class spectacle which was shown with pride to reinforcements by the 'old hands' perched on rocks or diving boards at the water's edge. All this changed abruptly, however, when the Japs inconsiderately started dropping bombs much too close for comfort. The only part of the regiment unmoved by this was the 49th Battery which, from its vantage point well away from other military objectives, formed the irritating habit of lying on its hilltop and enjoying the show,





[image: Equipment and men of the 53rd Anti-tank Battery at Matusnroto on Vella Lavella, where the heavy jungle made movement difficult. Below: Digging out a bogged jeep on a road in the early days of the Treasury show]
Equipment and men of the 53rd Anti-tank Battery at Matusnroto on 
Vella Lavella, where the heavy jungle made movement difficult. 
Below: Digging out a bogged jeep on a road in the early days of the Treasury show







[image: A camp site of the 144th Independent Battery overlooking the lagoon on Nissan Island which was beautiful despite the discomfort. Below: The same battery's 'fleet' of small craft which sailed in safety on sheltered waters]
A camp site of the 144th Independent Battery overlooking the lagoon on Nissan Island which was beautiful despite the discomfort. 
Below: The same battery's 'fleet' of small craft which sailed in safety on sheltered waters







[image: Roots of pandanus, growing in coral rock, on the south coast of Nissan Island. A short but hitter engagement was fought out near this area. Below: An artillery observation post on the lagoon at Nissan Island]
Roots of pandanus, growing in coral rock, on the south coast of Nissan Island. A short but hitter engagement was fought out near this area. 
Below: An artillery observation post on the lagoon at Nissan Island







[image: The 144th Independent Battery lines were on a high ridge overlooking the roadstead off Guadalcanal. Below: The Union Jack flying again over the remains of Falamai village on Mono Island after the New Zealand landing]
The 144th Independent Battery lines were on a high ridge overlooking the roadstead off Guadalcanal. 
Below: The Union Jack flying again over the remains of Falamai village on Mono Island after the New Zealand landing



and even on occasion giving a running telephone account of proceedings to less fortunate colleagues in other batteries, together with a few well-chosen words of appreciation of the spectacle.

          
The rest of the regiment deepened its fox-holes, added splinter-proof tops, and went to earth with increasing speed on every raid. It was too hot at this time even to sleep in pyjamas, let alone blankets, and it was not unusual to see a heavy sleeper who had wakened late, ignoring the mosquito menace and scurrying to his fox-hole clad only in a tin helmet. Extreme discomfiture fell also to an officer who spent several minutes of one condition red bawling 'Put that light out,' with lusty and picturesque variations, only to find he had been addressing his remarks to an unsuspecting and distinctly unco-operative firefly.

          
The 50th Battery, being nearest the airfield, was chiefly endangered by these raids. The heaviest attack on 12-13 January lasted almost all night. Several members of the unit who were visiting American friends at a nearby anti-aircraft unit found themselves landed with a job and were carrying ammunition almost all night to meet the prodigious demands of the guns. There were 57 casualties in this raid but the unit escaped with nothing more serious than a few splinters in the 50th Battery area. This same battery was well in the firing line on the night of 20 January. Five bombs landed in the battery headquarters and C troop area. One man received a scalp wound, but although tents, bedcots, equipment and personal gear suffered, the foxholes proved miraculously effective. There were also several daylight hit and run raids. In the last of these just after day-light on 15 February the 52nd Battery had a rude awakening. Pickets saw the plane, coming in low, open its bomb bays as it approached the battery, and simultaneously begin machine-gun strafing. The battery escaped both bombs and bullets though a neighbouring unit suffered.

          
Three-day treks round Mono always provided a sporting chance of encountering a stray Jap. A 50th Battery party saw one near Laifa Point as late as 10 March. He was in good condition and armed with an automatic rifle. He disappeared into the jungle and search proved fruitless. These occasional appearances of fit and well Japs led to a large-scale search of Mono in April for a suspected coast-watching station. Patrols from the regiment found a dead Jap, well armed and equipped, but otherwise the hunt returned empty-handed.
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VI


Off the Record

          
Looking back on the months spent in the Treasuries, one of the most surprising facts is that boredom was kept so well at bay. The plentiful and praiseworthy supply of films at both New Zealand and American open-air theatres, USO shows, the Kiwi concert party and the divisional band all helped, but for the most part the troops made their own fun. Each battery was devoted to its own sport. Regimental headquarters and the 49th favoured volley ball, the 50th excelled at football, the 52nd at water polo and swimming. The 49th Battery took a title at the island boxing championships (Gunner G. H. Briggs). Regiment was third at an acquatic carnival at Falamai on Boxing Day and was runner-up in a tug-o-war contest at a big gala day in March, 1944. At this function the 49th Battery conducted a poker darts stall which did a roaring trade. Native canoe and yacht making were universally popular, though some of the results showed all the characteristics of submarines. Inter-battery wood chopping and tug-o-war contests resulted in wins for the 52nd. There was a phase when every second man was making souvenirs out of perspex, shell cases or coconut shell and Lance-Bombardier N. M. McLaren (52 Battery) won the award for best exhibit at a Treasury Islands handicrafts exhibition.

          
To supplement the Christmas festivities, when officers and sergeants served the men in gaily decorated messes, each battery staged a concert and these parties went on tour round the regiment. Lieutenant R. M. R. Turnbull, Lieutenant G. S. Martin and Sergeant C. F, P. Martin were leading spirits in the 49th Battery show, Gunner J. F, Botting and Gunner H. G. Fraser in the 50th Battery, and Gunner A. L. Ward in the 52nd Battery, The latter was an indefatigable organiser of entertainments and was also responsible for a highly successful wives, sweethearts and babies show and helped organise several debates. Smoke concerts (on the rare occasions when there was any beer), mock courts, cards and draughts tournaments and race meetings helped to fill in the evenings. Sergeant M. E. Griffiths wrote and produced a riotously popular play, 'The Mystery of Mona Stirling,' showing a truly masterly touch in overcoming by illusion and somewhat lurid reference the impossibility of providing any 

visible sex interest. One of the worthiest and most sustained efforts for the good of the regiment stands to the credit of Gunner D. A. Rees, of the 52nd Battery. It is doubtful if his achievement in issuing a news sheet of world doings daily from the time the unit was first in Necal, throughout the period in the forward area, and in Necal again until the end, has ever received the recognition it deserves, and tribute is gladly paid here. Working almost entirely in his off-duty hours, he was to be found at the most outlandish hours of the night listening to any available news broadcast and taking it down in shorthand, to be typed for the noticeboard next morning. As the sets failed one after another through dampness, he was forced to go further afield for his news and eventually had to listen by telephone on a link with the divisional signals set at regimental headquarters, contending with frequent interruptions through the line being required for other purposes. Once he was even seen, notebook on knee, trying to catch what was audible above the wind and waves, of a news broadcast from a ship lying half a mile away in the harbour. But in best newspaper tradition, the news always came out.

          
The other journalistic effort was a very periodical periodical, 
The Forty-Niner, edited by Sergeant Martin and Lieutenant Turnbull. The first issue published in New Caledonia was preoccupied with a remark by an august parliamentary personage on seeing the 49th Battery contingent at a ceremonial parade. This remark, which was ever after addressed to the 49th in moments of stress, is alleged to have been, 'What are these?' One scribe suggested that this was carrying brevity a little too far and suspected that the personage was afraid of being found out in his plagiarism. The full quotation, as copied from Shake-spear's 
Macbeth, he added, is, 'What are these, so withered and so wild in their attire that look not like the inhabitants of earth and yet are on it.'

          
Every unit has its 'characters,' but it is during a static period like the later months on Treasury that their worth is tested and they emerge as just a nuisance or a source of diversion and entertainment. In the latter class undoubtedly was Tommy (Gunner T. C. Le Quesne). Gunner Rees won a contest for humorous prose in the 
Kiwi News with his article 'Batman Superb' describing his passages at arms with his 'boss,' Lieutenant J. C. Graham, which was certainly not exaggerated. Tommy it was 

who was interrupted in his labours by a visiting High Military-Authority. They regarded each other with mutual interest for some moments when the HMA sensed that something was lacking and saluted. Tommy tolerantly returned the salute and went on with his bedmaking. 'Well I was bloody busy,' he remarked later in explanation of the whole incident. He also moved one of the battery 'poets' to perpetrate the following:

          

            

              

                
'A rube of a batman Le Quesne
              


              

                
Drove his master almost insane,
              


              

                
Till the long-suffering latter
              


              

                
Rose and smote the mad hatter
              


              

                
Requiescat in Pace Le Quesne.'
              
            

          

          
While in the Treasuries Gunner D. B. Barry, the 52nd Battery's canteen manager, constantly had for sale large and varied stocks. He was even able to supply other batteries and infantry units with surplus items almost unknown in those parts. Only gradually did his 
modus operandi leak out. Almost before a ship lost way on arriving in harbour he was aboard accompanied by a stooge who incessantly addressed him as 'sir' in such a respectful, not to say awe-stricken, tone that Gunner Barry had little difficulty in persuading the ship's canteen manager to supply so obviously important and influential a personage with the best of what he had in stock. These the stooge bore away while Gunner Barry as often as not agreed to honour the ship by accepting an invitation to dinner. When New Zealand naval vessels arrived, however, he had to admit defeat in speed off the mark to Major R. M. Foreman, of the 54th Anti-tank Battery, who had the advantage of his own private intelligence system. It used to be said that no one ever reached one of these ships less than three beers after 'Bruiser.'

          
One of the worst afflictions that beset the regiment was an outbreak of instruments variously termed tonettes, song flutes and sweet potatoes, distributed by AEWS which, in spite of its many other good works, had much to answer for on this account. Six men sitting solemnly in a tent practising six different 'tunes' on these fiendish instruments produced in massed effect a dirge of such indescribable melancholy as to make a Scot rend his bagpipes in despair. One of the most persistent offenders was Lieutenant G. S. Martin, who added to the offence by ascribing his efforts to Tschaikowsky and others. The predominance of 

farmers in the regiment was responsible for young farmers' clubs being among the most permanently successful institutions.

          
For those of lower tastes experiments in making coconut homebrew and sampling that mysterious and hard-come-by beverage, jungle juice, provided a diversion, often followed by moments of deep repentance. Then there were those people, affected their friends declared by either the foregoing or the climate, who swore their tent floors at night swarmed with landcrabs as large as dinner-plates and spent hours devising elaborate traps for them. Captain J. B. McFarlane for weeks disturbed his tent mates with wild swipes under his bed with a machete and pointed to a hole under one bed leg as evidence that the daddy of all crabs was trying to swallow him. However, he remained unconvinced to the last that it was the crab which ate a pineapple he brought back from the centre of Mono.

          
The survey section argument circle was a definite part of the life of regimental headquarters. It used to be said that anyone could be guaranteed an argument on anything at any time by visiting the surveyors. Certain it is that while others were expending energy on divers exhausting pastimes the surveyors could frequently be found taking a knotty problem to pieces at their ease. From early Necal days when singsongs round a bonfire on the river bank were a favourite evening relaxation, Gunner W. H. Aitken was a leading spirit in musical entertainment at headquarters, while Sergeant J. E. Corbett's repertoire of one song was always a star turn.

          
The 50th Battery's sound strategic position on a stretch of bumpy road and near a sharp corner was much envied in early days on Treasury. Other batteries swore that this battery's principal fatigue was a road picket whose duties were (a) to deepen the potholes in the road and (b) to spirit away with all possible speed the cases of supplies that consequently fell off passing lorries. The leading gambling spirits in the 50th Battery were the cooks (dehydrated eggs being sufficient of a gamble for the remainder). There was a certain amount of opposition, however, from a Saturday night poker school in the officers' mess, at which officers from other parts of the unit were regular guests. The matter came to a head when the cooks challenged the battery commander, Major Menzies, and second-in-command, Captain L. G. Mitchell, to a 500 match, and triumphantly retained their supremacy.

          


          
Whatever other diversions presented themselves, however, rumour always ran a good second to 'Maori PT' as favourite indoor sport. For long nothing more was asked of a rumour teller than that he should be able to find some new spot on the map to which the regiment was going. This culminated in the report that one battery was to land in France and another in China and carry out a pincer movement on the world. After every known spot on the earth's surface had been covered, however, it became necessary to advance some really convincing proof and nothing counted as a good rumour unless it came from the milkman's wife's cousin on the Christchurch trams. There was sympathy for the advertiser in 
The Forty-Niner who announced simply 'Wanted—the Dinkum Oil.' As a morale builder mail was head and shoulders above all else. The most vituperative bellows of a sergeant-major produced a negligible effect compared with the mild announcement at any hour of the day or night that 'mail's in.' It should also be noted that the correspondents to the newspapers who declare that most of the contents of parcels are thrown away could certainly not have been on Treasury. Food was never so plentiful or varied that anything in a parcel was ever thrown away unless it had gone very bad indeed on the journey.
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Going Home

          
During the months in the Treasuries there had been many changes in personnel, those sent back through sickness being replaced from the Artillery Training Depot, mostly men from the disbanded anti-aircraft or heavy regiments. Transfers had also necessitated several changes in executive positions. 
Major E. I. Henton arrived in November to replace Major Watson, wounded in the action. However, Major Watson returned later in the same month to succeed Major Hawkins as regimental second-in-command. Major G. W. Waddell took over the 49th Battery from Major Henton early in April 1944. There were also three changes of adjutant. Captain D. W. K. Ross succeeded Captain James in November, and he was followed by Captain J. B. McFarlane and finally by Lieutenant B. de C Thomson, who had been intelligence officer from the formation of the unit. 

It was now obvious that the next move would be back, not forward. The unit's return proved to be just as piecemeal as its going overseas. On 26 April 1944, 399 volunteers for essential industry left by the 
President Monroe. The 49th Battery and later the 52nd ceased to be operational and the packing of stores was pushed ahead. The first load of equipment left on 30 April. After one more live shoot the 50th Battery came out of action and all remaining personnel left by the USS 
Trypn on 15 May, leaving a good deal of equipment stacked at the dock site to be sent by a later vessel. After months of heat, sweat, unchanging jungle scene and unceasing roar of aircraft engines, New Caledonia had a very different aspect than on the first visit. Néméara Valley, north of Bourail, where the regiment made its camp, seemed a cool and delightful spot, ideal for restoring frayed nerves. Skin troubles disappeared, men began to gain in weight and the pallid atebrin yellow was replaced with a healthy tan. There was still plenty of work—camp building, extrication of equipment unloaded at Nouméa and Népoui, sorting, cleaning and packing in sections for return to ordnance, complete overhaul and repainting of all guns.

          
But there were many pleasant breaks—spells at the Kiwi Club at Bourail Beach, visits of concert parties and bands. Sunday trips over the hills to Houailou with glimpses of native life along the road, magnificently cooked French meals at the Halfway House, bargaining in execrable French with the Kanakas for oranges and bananas, shopping at Nouméa, touch with civilised thought again through lectures sent round by the AEWS, deer stalking, football, cricket and hockey matches. There was a fine showing by the regiment's three representatives at the Necal track and field championships in July, when Lieutenant J. C. Bennett, Bombardier F. B. Schroder and Gunner D. R. McCardle all gained places. In Mr L. J. Steele, who joined the unit shortly after leaving Treasury, the regiment gained a live-wire YMCA secretary, and during this period in Necal we had a large and comfortable YMCA building complete with stage, supper buffet, ping-pong tables, library, canteen and reading room. Its most striking feature was a mural executed by Mr Steele covering the whole of one wall depicting native life as we who had most emphatically 'had' the South Seas, had once fondly imagined it.

          
The unit was shrinking rapidly now in spite of transfers from 

the nearby Artillery Training Depot. On 21-22 June 63 more men left for return to essential industry and 18 for a divisional working party for New Zealand on 27 June. Furlough drafts on 1, 6 and 10 July accounted for another 62. Regiment evacuated its last camp on 10 August and all except 48 unfortunates held for the force rear party reached Auckland by the USAT 
Torrens on 17 August. It was perhaps the worst trip of all, but with furlough ahead who cared. Indeed furlough so absorbed all attention that the unit passed to its demise almost unhonoured and unsung.

          
But an organisation which has absorbed 18 months of a man's life cannot just pass into the night like that. It lived a brief space and saw much sorrow; let it lie, the historian might be tempted to say and pass on to other things, to the problems of those re-entering civil life, to the careers of those going overseas again, who knows where. But each and every one of them will indelibly be influenced for good or ill by the times here described. Whether they will be weakened in body or spirit or find new strengths and reserves of character as a result cannot be foretold. But if this account recalls some of the good times and bad and is some little help to anyone seeking to put his own memories into perspective it will have served its purpose.
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Chapter Eight

144th 
Independent Battery

        
The battery was proud of its name. Through the circumstances of the unit's life and activities the 'Independent' came to have a special meaning to all ranks of the battery. Of course the 
esprit de corps of every unit produces this feeling to a certain extent, but with the '144' this feeling was enhanced by the peculiarity of its equipment and the closeness of the mutual association among the personnel. The battery was equipped with 
3.7 howitzers, firing a 191b shell with a maximum range of 6,500 yards. These guns were originally designed as pack artillery and came to pieces in an ingenious manner so that they could be carried on mule or horse back. For use with motor transport they had been fitted with pneumatic tyres, but still retained most of the original lightness and mobility. Four of the guns issued to the battery had seen some service with the Royal Marines of two well known cruisers of the British Navy. Nevertheless the equipment was not by any means old or out-of-date, and the guns were capable of shooting with astonishing accuracy. The battery's most strenuous efforts in training were aimed at attaining the greatest mobility and accuracy. Indeed the various unintentional parodies on the unit's name produced by mistranslations—usually American—of the abbreviation 'Ind' became a special source of joy. For instance there was '144th Indian Battery' (with special reference to the North-west Frontier) and the Guadalcanal telephone directory's listing of '144th Infantry Battery,' crowned with the glorious title in an American training order, '144th Infantry Assault Battery, Third New Zealand Marine Amphibious Division.' Although the battery was not formed until 1 September 1942, and thus had no corporate 

existence in Fiji, its members were mainly comprised of the former medium troop and C troop of 35th Battery which had gone to Fiji in 1941, with some extra added from New Zealand territorials. Thus about 90 per cent of all ranks were old Fijians who had already served for some time in close association with one another. Throughout the battery's existence, although there were the usual changes amongst officers, the warrant officers, noncommissioned officers and other ranks changed very little, so that this comparatively small band of some 200 gunners with years of serving together became closely knit with personal associations leaving, in retrospect the happiest memories, and helping at times greatly to alleviate the irksome tropical conditions.

        
Actually, of course, the 'Independent' meant that the battery was an independent command and not part of a regiment or subject to regimental control. The result was an added flexibility in the general programme of work and play. These measures provided many opportunities for the. exercise of the New Zealand gunner's versatility, and enhanced the feeling of pride with which in course of time all ranks regarded their corporate existence. After the first concentration at Papakura in September 1942, the battery moved to Tirau, where it camped under canvas in pleasant surroundings. The battery commander was 
Major L. J. Fahey, with Captain J. G. Warrington as battery captain. Lieutenants J. G. R. Morley, and J. E. G. Maxwell, and Second-Lieutenants 
T. M. V. Bain, I. H. Broun, O. C. deal, T. F. Morton, J. W. Hart, and J. W. Jordan. Of these officers only Lieutenant Morton was to see the battery through to the end. The warrant officers were J. Cumming (BSM), B. C. Pussell (TSM A troop), and F. J. Murray (TSM B troop), and remained with the unit practically throughout its existence. Some of the gun sergeants who held early appointments and who also kept going right through were A. Bell, N. P. Boland, A. McEvoy, J. E. Norman, W. G. Nolan, A. W, Robinson, and S. J. Wade.

        
The period at Tirau was one of organisation and of hard training with limited equipment, for little motor transport and no guns had yet arrived. To make up for the absence of the guns, trial hauls were held using logs of equivalent weight to the various parts of the guns and much sweat was poured out in the Kaimai ranges and surrounding country to see just how well the guns could be manhandled through 'jungle' in pieces. 

Superior authority provided a magnificent sledge as one experiment, but as it took six men to haul the sledge unloaded the experiment was adjudged not a success. A group of especially doughty men was formed as a 'commando' section, who carried out special training in bush work and 'jungle warfare' with the idea of assisting the battery to defend itself if attacked by the prowling Jap. The commandos also acted as guides in some of the battery's bush treks. On one occasion the BSM, the redoubtable Slim Cumming, lost confidence in the tortuous track followed by the guide, and seizing the lightest log representing the smallest part of the gun, made off direct as he thought for camp, falling immediately into a bog up to his waist. The commandos received slightly more respect from him after that. As more equipment came to hand the signallers and specialists were able to get down to training also, and finally, in November, the guns arrived. Even then they had to be sent to ordnance for overhaul and there was only enough, motor transport to move one troop at a time. However much 'manoeuvre' was done in search of the goal of mobility. Early in December the battery moved down to the vicinity of Lake Rerewhakaitu, near Rotorua, to carry out calibration of the guns. By this time all ranks had taken their final leave and it was clear that embarkation was imminent.

        
Even in these early days the sporting side of the battery's activities was well to the fore. The footballers found the soft green fields of their native land a welcome relief from the hard heat of Fiji. Lance-Sergeant (Jimmie) J. L. Burns was to the fore in organising local games and played half for the Third Division in two games the divisional team played in Auckland. W. Green, A. Fitch, J. Hart, C. Campbell, and A. White played in divisional artillery team. The local residents of the Tirau district provided much kindly hospitality, but Gunner Wilkes was tragically killed while horse-riding. The highlight of local entertainment was reached when late in December, after the battery-had paid a visit to the camp of the 1st Battalion Auckland Regiment at Tauranga, given an artillery demonstration and indulged in cricket and tennis, the residents of Tauranga gave a ball for all ranks. When the evening was in full swing there came the signal to pack and move, so back to camp to begin next morning an orgy of striking tents and packing boxes and swift movement culminating in embarkation and departure from Auckland in the 

UST 
West Point on 29 December. Few in the unit really knew the division's destination but when on New Year's Day 1943 the great ship twisted round the tortuous course past the Phare Amédée, there were many growls of 'New Caledonia—another garrison job,' with epithets appropriate to the occasion. However, there it was! With the rush of disembarkation and movement to the unit's area and the excitement of strange places and people spirits were not low for long.

        
The camp which was to be the battery's home for the next eight months was perfectly chosen in a small secluded valley at Néméara, under the shadow of Mt. Boa. Here, on niaouli-covered flats beside a small stream strenuous camp development was soon under way. Captain I, F. Dixon (who had replaced Captain Warrington as battery captain) with characteristic energy planned and pushed through the erection of a native style 
bure large enough to seat the whole battery at mess and still have room for servery and canteen annexes. With the assistance of native thatchers and of heavy poles from a disused Japanese stockade nearby a building was soon produced which was the envy of many another unit. Construction of paths, levelling of tent floors, building of camp ovens, of ammunition shelters, gun shelters, ration store, sumps and drains, even a bridge over the stream, proceeded apace along with all the multitude of tasks incidental to camp building—tasks which were already nearly second nature to many and soon were to become so to all. Washing presented no problem with the stream just provided for the purpose, but no natural amenity ever seemed quite good enough for a New Zealand gunner, so made into a swimming pool it must be. Here Padre Castle, who had been with us since Tirau days, came strongly to the fore, and with his persistent enthusiasm, the practical aid of John Tolson, and much willing labour a swimming pool was made fit for racing, diving and water polo. Not to be outdone by the padre's efforts battery headquarters erected an improvised sound shell and stage on one side of the pool and terraced the opposite bank, producing a perfect open air theatre with the sound crossing the still water of the swimming pool. All this had of course to be done when time permitted, because it could not be forgotten that the primary purpose of the battery's presence in New Caledonia was not to build itself a beautiful camp.

        
The unit was there as part of a force for the defence of New 

Caledonia, to train and operate for this purpose and later to train for offensive action in the Solomon Islands. In retrospect the training and operational activities of this period do not loom very large, because they were accepted as just so much part of the day's work. What are remembered are the sports and games, the recreational fun and personal contacts, and the little things connected with the business of living. In a record such as this much more space must be given to these latter things, not because they took up more time—they didn't—-but because both then and now they seemed more important than the every day business of being a soldier.

        
Training was spasmodic at first because it was a month before the equipment arrived, and then motor transport was in very short supply. However, it was possible to have a live shell practice at Poya late in February, although the official records complain bitterly even at the end of April that the battery had only eight vehicles instead of its war establishment of 39. Actually, although the transport position was to improve before leaving New Caledonia, it was to become worse later from operational necessity, and the battery, in common with other units in the division, was constantly under the strain of attempting to train and operate with less than the designed number of vehicles. This caused many headaches for those responsible for organisation, but much hard physical work and inconvenience for the men. Indeed it was one of the factors producing what became the keynote of life in this island warfare—namely the 'working party.' In the early months of 1943 the unit records begin to complain of the many working parties disrupting training, later in New Caledonia the situation eased somewhat, but further on in the Solomons there were to come times when the unit seemed to exist for the sole purpose of providing working parties. Sometime the work done was constructive, such as to build or metal a road or to dig latrines or sumps or to erect some other unit's tents, but nearly always it was just lifting and loading—boxes, crates and ammunition on to and off trucks, wharves, beaches and dumps. Within the unit it meant keeping special rosters of duty, having special meals prepared at odd times, and special off duty periods for the men concerned. For the men it meant off to work at any time, sometimes in the middle of the night, travel sometimes many miles over rough roads or no roads at all, hard back-breaking sweaty toil in stifling heat on poor food, being 

supplied by the unit from a distance away, and many strains and bruises and sometimes broken limbs.

        
However, training did go on, more vehicles arrived and by June the battery was able to take part in the two series of divisional manoeuvres—the 'Scylla' exercise, and the 'Bula' exercise. The rain in the 'Bula' exercise and the consequent mud sorely tried the endurance and patience of all, but created opportunities also. Through very fine driving and clever use of winches the drivers proved their worth and were able to put the guns in where wanted when other types of equipment found the conditions too difficult. The ration department, too, under Bombardier A. E. Swinburne, rose to the occasion and supplied hot drinks and meals in the most unexpected but very welcome places. In these exercises the battery learnt what mobility in semi-tropical and practically roadless conditions really meant, and the experience proved most valuable later, when conditions were to become truly tropical and actually roadless.

        
At about this time or a little later whispers began to be heard of some great change looming for the division. Training was switched to beach landing parties and assault flights and waves rather than of vehicles and road convoy groups. This changeover was getting under way by the middle of July, when Major G. R. Powles took over the command of the battery. By the end of July it was in full swing, and many trial loads and trial packs were carried out. The great problem was how much of the technical artillery equipment and signal gear could be carried on man-back, and how much and what items could be put into one truck. For it became clear that the acute transport shortage which had worried the battery with earlier stages of its training was going to be nothing to the almost complete absence of vehicles after a beach landing. As the pressure increased and the official orders began to come out the checking and packing of equipment began in earnest. The battery quartermaster sergeant, Staff-Sergeant C. S. Forde, suddenly found that ordnance was fulfilling his indents with incredible speed. Stores, which had been on requisition for months, suddenly came rolling in and much more besides-—some were actually offered without being asked for, a circumstance calculated to galvanise any good quartermaster to hectic activity. Clothing dropped in like manna from heaven, and there was now no excuse for rags and tatters. The cynics carefully explained that as ordnance had to move it 

was much easier for them to push all their stuff out to units. Perhaps so, but still it was found to be no joke moving from one uncivilised country to another. Take the little matter of boxes and crates. In New Zealand there had been plenty of boxes, plenty of board timber, of nails, wire, etc., but here it was not so. The locally produced timber was in short supply, was heavy and sometimes green, so that the nails failed to hold. Nevertheless, the carpentry team under Gunners J. K. Banks and C. G. Smith, by keeping hard at it with a will, made in a week all the boxes and crates necessary to carry the battery equipment—and nothing heavier than a two-man load, or so the orders went, for it was found that in the eyes of some packers, the battery must have been composed largely of Samsons and Sandows.

        
There was time for another live shell practice, this time close to the camp, and a good round of small arms firing, before the move began in earnest. It opened for the battery with the lending of 20 drivers and 10 trucks to help in the moving of the 14th Brigade on the long run from their area at Taom right down to Nouméa. There a last minute reorganisation was caused by the departure of those who had volunteered to join the Air Force, including Captain J. P. Cooney who had been battery captain for the last five months, and the arrival of reinforcements to bring the unit up to full strength. Captain K. R. G. Macindoe came as battery captain. Tents were struck on 17 August and on the night of the 20th the main body of the unit moved to Nouméa—a long dusty run, which according to orders had to be completed to time at all costs. One battery truck, the driver blinded by dust and approaching headlights, left the road and capsized. No one was hurt, and the occupants, driver and all, mounted the next truck and carried on, blithely and completely, again according to orders, abandoning a battery truck contrary to established routine. In the hot sun of an early Nouméan morning a tired and dusty band gathered by Nickel Dock to make the next step forward in their military history.

        
It was, however, in the recreational life in Necal that the battery had laid such a solid foundation of effort and good comradeship. For glamour, perhaps the swimming in the padre's pool took first place. It was a boon to all, and a popular 
rendezvous. Highlights were learners' sessions, until only one per cent could not swim, and polo matches, and carnivals. The 

regular polo team was Sergeants Norman, Tolson, and Robertson, Bombardier Tolson and Gunners Hutchins, Thompson and Watson, who defeated all comers save the redoubtable 1st Scots. Carnivals progressed from a simple domestic one, to a night meeting with ATD under the lights of trucks, Coleman lamps and torches, and culminated in the grand occasion when the battery made history in the division by entertaining the newly arrived WAACs to an afternoon of mixed swimming sports. They joined in with a will, but nobody remembers the serious side of the day. as the water polo was the big event. Here 'Tubby' Norman played the big man until the girls got to him and well and truly sank him, while a new trick was discovered when it was found that some of our players deliberately courted tackling by the visitors. It was hard to leave that pool.

        
In other sports too, we had much fun and some success. Athletics particularly, seemed to suit us, for the battery team won the 15th Brigade championships against many much larger units. Star performers were Spencer Wade (880 yards), Dick Boyd (½ mile walk), John Preston (high jump), Tolson brothers (saw cut) and the tug-o'-war team lead by Slim Cuimming. That night was the first beer issue, so victory was well and happily celebrated. Members of the battery also did well in the divisional championships, where Spencer Wade won the mile comfortably, and Major Fahey amidst great enthusiasm and amusement won his heat in the field officer's bicycle race and came third in the final. In cricket there were many good games. Memorable were the infliction of its only defeat on the 54th Anti-tank Battery when the battery scored 200 for seven wickets (Dentice 88 not out) against the opponent's total of 
67, and the 7th Field Ambulance game when Dentice and Lust passed the opponent's score of 113 before each retired. Throughout the games Bill Miller, Dentice and Murray shone with the bat, and Miller and Price with the ball. Rugby, of course, had to be played, notwithstanding the hard grounds, heat, and lack of footwear. The system of playing as many men as possible gave all interested the opportunity of displaying their form, and Angus Mackay as selector was constantly experimenting. The most notable of many friendly games and hard tussles were with our rivals and neighbours, the 29th MT Company. 'Punter' Burns captained the first XV and later representative teams also, while 'Wrong Way' Bill Green, 'Off Side' Colin Hardie, and 'Warrior' Ted 

White, to mention only a few, always played sound strong football in the good New Zealand tradition. In soccer too, the battery was to the fore. Here, with poor support at the beginning, the enthusiasts worked up a team which won through to the finals of the Dove Cup, and after two strenuous draws 'halved' the cup with BRD. Prior to joining the battery only five members of this team had ever played soccer before, and the success was a tribute not only to the enthusiasm of Jock Williamson and Shorty Baker, but also to the keen willing spirit in the battery.

        
But all this was behind us, that sweltering morning on the Nickel Docks. It was not so good now. A climb, laden with full equipment up the rope nets hanging down the tall—very tall —sides of the US 
Hunter Liggett followed by a descent into the stuffy depths which, although we didn't know then, were to be our home for the next eleven days, gave a taste of things to come. The move to Guadalcanal was to be combined with amphibious training. We were not quite sure what that last expression meant; but we soon found out.

        
A few days later, after the usual round of general quarters and abandon ship stations, we arrived at Vila in the New Hebrides. Here, amidst scenes of tropical beauty which affected even the most hardened, amphibious training began by climbing up and down the sides of the ship carrying nothing at all, and working up to the climax of a full scale landing exercise with all equipment including guns, vehicles and ammunition, which were unloaded from the ship's hold to landing craft, and then manhandled up the soft sand of the beach. By nightfall the battery was ashore, fully deployed for action, and in need of rest. The usual rain that night served merely to soak but not to wake the sleepers. In the course of the 'action' Gunner Brightwell became our first casualty—a falling coconut can deliver no mean blow, and he was laid away for several days. The exercise had given everyone far greater confidence in the handling of equipment over land and water, and had convinced all ranks that no matter how difficult it was to get all the men and guns and vehicles and stores off the ship, on to the landing craft, on to the beach and up into the jungle, it was vastly more difficult to get all the stuff back on to the ship again. No withdrawal could therefore be contemplated. Life on board ship was only just bearable. The ventilating system kept failing and without a draught of air the living quarters became unbelievably 

foul. The mess deck had the atmosphere of a turkish bath. Sleeping on deck at night helped ('the smoking lamp is out, topside'), and after many complaints on the highest level had failed, Lieutenant R. N. Grono completely restored the ventilation by privately arranging with one of the ship's electrical staff to refrain from switching off the fan motors. A few mornings later, after eleven days on board ship, we were steaming along the coast of Guadalcanal making preparations for a hurried disembarkation. We were now within range of the Japanese bombers, as many good ships had found to their cost, and it was essential to complete unloading in the fastest possible time. The troops were on their mettle, and in 
7 hours 50 minues the ship lay empty. We, and all that belonged to us, were ashore upon that island of which we had heard so much. The time was a record for the ship.

        
Ashore, Lance-Sergeant Robertson, as our advanced party man, led the way to the allotted camp-site—on a series of bare rocky spurs overlooking the strip of battered jungle and coconut palms fringing the coast. It was hard back and tool-breaking work digging the camp in; it was roasting hot in the sun; any water, fresh or salt, was far away; and early opinions of the man who chose the site were not favourable. However, as time wore on and our stay lengthened from days into months, we ceased to envy those camped in the jungle, for we had few mosquitoes, not much mud, and a fresh breeze every day. These more than compensated for the rocky ground—and then there was the view. From a height of about 300 feet we looked out over the Savo Sea, the grave of many ships, to Florida and Tulagi, blue in the distance, while round to the right was the shipping in Lunga Roads, and behind us, swinging out to the left to end in the grand point of Cape Esperance, were the high ridges and peaks of the central mountains—the whole painted in the ever-changing richness of the tropical colouring, and seen against a moving panorama of gleaming cloud masses set in the brilliant sky. Many times on the island base were we bored, tired, hungry, bad-tempered, and ill and many times cursed the fate that brought us there, yet not one remained unimpressed by the glory of that scene, and in retrospect its beauty gives to memory a glamour which experience lacked.

        
Camp construction was, of course, the first requirement, but the battery was in an operational area, and as soon as the bare 

necessities of tents, cook-houses, and fox-holes had been done, improvements to living conditions had to be fitted in with the other main pre-occupations of the time-training and working parties. For the first time training could be carried out tinder conditions similar to those in which we expected to fight. This meant careful attention by the officers to shooting at targets hidden in the depths of the jungle, and by signallers to the problems of wireless and communications under these conditions. Plenty of 25-pounder ammunition was available so that the officers were allowed to have a series of practice shoots with the guns of the three batteries of the 38th Field Regiment. The targets were built to resemble Japanese fox-holes cunningly concealed in the jungle, and observation was from covered trenches only some 50 to 100 yards from the target. In these conditions it was imperative to judge the fall of the shell from the sound of the burst in the jungle, as few bursts could be seen. Later, in the bottom of a jungle-covered ravine near the camp, a miniature range was constructed to scale, where directional hearing was further trained by listening to the correctly placed shot of a Tommy gun, fired by a perspiring gunner crawling amongst the mud, rotten vegetation and insects. Here the proceedings were rudely interrupted one day when an unfortunate signaller thought himself attacked by dragons—it turned out to be only a lizard but it was five feet long. Before the 38th Field Regiment moved on to the Treasuries the battery had further practice in manoeuvring and shooting with it under regimental control. The signallers found their task immensely difficult—the physical exertion alone was tiring even to the strongest. As an example it is recorded that on one occasion between two points only a mile apart on the map it was necessary because of the heavy jungle and precipitous ravines, to lay three and a half miles of telephone wire and it took three and a quarter hours to do it. Wire had to be laid, because in the hot dampness amongst the dense and tall foliage wireless was unreliable. Nevertheless by hard training and with the aid of practice morse sets rigged in the mess, the signallers improved their technique noticeably, as a result of which they were later to earn much praise. There was also a spate of small-arms training. With plenty of ammunition allotted interesting practices and competitions could be arranged with rifle, pistol, Bren and Tommy-gun, and even the much despised anti-tank rifle. Competitions with neighbouring units, and sweeps 

on the results provided an interest which helped to counterbalance the general lack of facilities for recreation. There were also round trips taken in groups through the jungle to accustom all ranks to cross country work in the tropics. It was found, though, that these held no terrors for the average bush-conscious New Zealander, and indeed many of the hardier spirits roamed occasionally for recreation in the mountains.

        
Working parties of course were endless. Guadalcanal was being built by the American forces into a great forward base, and unlimited quantities of stores of all kinds had to be unloaded from ships and taken to dumps. The only manpower available was that already on the island, so all troops had to be used, black and white, American and New Zealand. Our usual stamping ground was Kukum Beach, and when built, Kukum Pier. Here by virtue of long sweaty association at all hours of the day and night we worked in well with the nearby American units on similar jobs and found a ready willingness to provide us with some of the more attractive specimens of their equipment. It was the genesis of the verse that later seemed to us to be so appropriate. A parody of the American marine's hymn, its authorship is not claimed by the battery, but it is printed here to preserve an amusing, if grossly exaggerated, picture of one side of the battery's activities:—

        

          

            

              
From the wharves of 'Uncle Kukum'
            


            

              
To the shores of Pinipel,
            


            

              
We maintain the reputation
            


            

              
Which we have earned so well,
            


            

              
We handle crates and cases,
            


            

              
Bombs, rations, and machines
            


            

              
While we load the stores and win the wars
            


            

For the United States marines.
          

          

            

              
We labour in the daytime
            


            

              
And beneath the floodlight glare,
            


            

              
While a never-ending line of trucks
            


            

Appear from everywhere.


            

              
They do not guess that our prowess
            


            

Is all behind the scenes.


            

              
As we do the chores and pinch the stores
            


            

Of the United States marines.
            


          

          

            

              
Oh! they call us 'jungle smashers'
            


            

              
And they say that we fight the Japs,
            


            

              
And we wear the shoulder flashes
            


            

Just to show we've been in scraps,


            

              
But the booty we have taken there
            


            

              
Is nothing when it's seen
            


            

              
By the blomning pile we've captured
            


            

From the United States marines.
          

        

        
During the first month or so, new surroundings and the excitement of the occasional air raid, and the hope of moving into action fairly soon, kept spirits up, but gradually interest flagged and it was difficult to find any stimulus for effort. Individual resource, however, triumphed in the end and many spare moments were spent in making the odd trinkets and knife handles dear to a Kiwi's heart, and in 'rest' periods the battery area clanged like a foundry. Many local card games, and Dean Paris's 'housey' whiled away evenings. The major's account of his visit of inspection to the Japanese position on Kolom-bangara provided interest and discussion. Committees were formed to run cricket, tenakoits, baseball, soccer, and swimming, but in the combination of the heat and hard ground the last was the only really effective effort. No one could resist the joy of that tepid blue sea, and the construction of a swimming pool in a rock bound corner on the beach enabled a carnival to be held, which cheered us up immensely. Good fresh water showers at the camp site, ingeniously designed by the battery sergeant-major, were invaluable and much credit was due to the regular solid work of the various groups responsible for keeping the camp life going although at the time these men did not receive the general recognition they deserved. The organisation built up and tested in New Caledonia now proved itself, with much credit to the men concerned. For instance the anti-malarial squad under Lance-Bombardier Lewis had a hard task to cover a wide area round the camp, clean out swamps and creeks and keep a constant watch for standing water. These methods effectively kept down the dreaded 
anopheles in the camp area. Then there Was-the sanitary side under Gunner O'Reilly, and the water supply under Gunner Cargill, both of whom worked at thankless tasks in good spirit. In the office Lance-Sergeant Simpson had to-cope with a multitude of tasks from making out pay rolls to 

winding the air raid siren on the nightly condition red. The canteen was run by Gunner Dentice who rationed out the limited supplies with even hand, while Lance-Sergeant McKay kept the accounts. Bombardier Cronin watched over the RAP with much practical experience and ever-ready advice. Last but not least were the cooks. The hardships of cooking army rations with improvised equipment and in the tropical heat were indeed severe and it is remarkable that the cooks produced the good results they did. Another group of men who carried out most responsible jobs were the mechanics under Lance-Sergeants Burns and Garr, who kept the battery vehicles on the road, and the artificers under Bombardier Knowles, who kept the guns in order. These tasks meant skilled work in rough workshops and in emergencies. One of the highlights of the mechanics' efforts was the reconstruction of our 'shadow' jeep. Abandoned obviously a long time ago, at the bottom of a steep gully on Guadalcanal, we found a sadly wrecked jeep. It was suggested that it would be good practice in the use of the tractor winches to pull the wreck up the cliff the necessary 100 feet or so to the track above. This being done, the mechanics, amongst whom Gunner May was prominent, being trained to be curious, discovered the engine to be sound, and thus began a great scheme which was no less than to effect a complete repair to the whole jeep. After many weeks of work, assisted by supplies of several vital spare parts from ordnance, the job was finished, painted, and put on the road. As the battery was entitled to possess only one jeep, the reconstructed one was given the same marks and number as the official jeep. Its use was governed by discreet rules, the most important of which was that on no account was it to become involved in a collision with its official twin, for this would have not been easy to explain. It was later taken forward —duly noted on the official schedules—to Nissan Island where in the mud and coral rock it did yeoman service, and returned ultimately with the battery vehicles to New Caledonia. It could not be brought back to New Zealand as officially it did not exist, and so it was finally given to a United States Navy transport ship.

        
Changes in personnel occurred towards the end of the pre-Christmas period. Several went back as over-age, among whom was Lieutenant I. N. Grono. Captain Macindoe left to take command of 35th Battery and was replaced by Captain P. M. 
Blun-

dell, who came to us from Vella where he had won the Military Cross in action with 17th Field Regiment. The CQMS, Staff-Sergeant Forde, left for medical reasons, and Staff-Sergeant D. S. Paris took his place. Captain Ross left B troop to become adjutant of the 38th Regiment, in place of Captain. James who came to our B troop. Lieutenant Groom became CPO as Lieutenant Bain had gone to the 17th Field Regiment, and Lieutenant Jordan, ACPO. Lieutenants Leckie and Cleal also joined us again after being away since early New Caledonia days. Padre Castle had left in July, and Padre Ward had taken his place soon after our arrival on Guadalcanal. He was not with us for more than a couple of months when he, too, left, and Mr R. G. Qearwater, YMCA secretary, was posted to us.

        
With the approach of Christmas, coral paths and young coconut palms made their appearance in the camp and improvements were made to the men's mess. A new cook house was planned and laid out. The battery Christmas card, designed by the major, and drawn by Harry Fleck, showed the spirit of the times. This card was prompted by the card received from Headquarters Div Arty, which showed a single Kiwi with one leg on 
Vella Lavella and one on Mono, and merely conveyed Christmas wishes without comment. As a variation in interest the December practice shoot contained a smoke screen effort, to be put down in front of a band of 'commandos' led by Sergeant Anderson. The screen was put down in front of them all right, but only just, and these intrepid spirits received a rude shock, and were not silent about it on their return to the gun positions. A direct laying gun competition was won by Sergeant Norman, who was satisfied he had landed his shell dead on the target. After a visit to the target area he was rather more silent about his effort. Christmas was celebrated in a three-day programme, including a swimming carnival and a race meeting. Christmas dinner in the men's mess, served by the officers, with lashings of American turkey was a welcome feast, and the issue of beer produced a festive spirit culminating in an evening sing-song. The race meeting was notable for the number of hitherto unknown steeds of doubtful parentage which lined up to the barrier. For instance there were Sergeant Garr's Hangover by Juice out of Jungle; Bombardier Swinburne's Starvation by Always out of Rations; Sergeant Nolan's Mistake by Split Pin out of Buffer, and Major Powle's 

Chagrin by Left out of Battle. In this way, and helped by the 'Natpat' parcels, it was not such a bad Christmas.

        
A few days afterwards the major was summoned to 'Div Arty' at 
Vella Lavella, and then rumours had full play. The odd cries of 'Home's the caper' which of late had been heard from certain HQ tents redoubled in force, but the knowing ones wagged their heads and plumped for a move north and not south. A message from the major ordering the cessation of building operations made the move a certainty, for every time in the battery's history a new cookhouse had been built or partly built, the battery had immediately been ordered to move on. On his return the news was told—the battery was to take part in the division's next operation—the occupation of Nissan. It was a strange feeling to have been for so long on the verge of encounters which never came off and now to be definitely allocated to a task.

        
Now, of course, all activity became purposeful, and work was carried out with noticeable zest. Packing was an old story, and presented no problems. Equipment was in good shape-thanks to care by everyone, and was fairly complete, particularly as regards personal gear for the issue of jungle suits had greatly improved the clothing position. When preliminary orders for the operation came out, however, it was seen that a great deal of organisation would be required to fit the battery into the scheme. The battery was to take part in the landing, and most of the equipment and personnel were to go in the first echelon of ships and landing craft. Control and observation parties had to land early, with the infantry, and the remainder had to be split up amongst several vessels to fit in with the requirements of other units and of the various landing beaches. In all, the battery was to travel in eight different vessels—APDs, LCIs, and LSTs. Personnel were shuffled round, and the right man put into approximately the right place. Then a full scale exercise with all equipment was carried out just to make sure that the various bits and pieces fitted together properly.

        
By then, much information was becoming available about the nature of operation and the plan for the landing. With the aid of excellent air photographs and a scale model it was possible to choose exactly where the guns were to go and to pick the actual gun position in advance. Thus everyone was given a complete and clear idea of what his individual job was to be and where he was to go. This was most necessary, because the plan
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The kitchen at the Artillery Training Depot in New Caledonia. 
Below: During the landing at Falamai, in the Treasuries, direct hits were scored by the Japanese on some o1 the guns. This shows part of the equipment destroyed
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The Governor-General of New Zealand, Marshal of the Royal Air Force, Sir Cyril Newall, meeting personnel of the Artillery Training Depot in New Caledonia. 
Below: Guns of the 144th Independent during a calibration shoot on Nissan



of operations was not simple from the battery's point of view. The battery was to support the 30th Battalion, which had the task of landing on Pokonian Plantation and clearing south of the entrance passage down to the bottom of Nissan Island, and north of the entrance passage over Earahun, and Sirot Islands. The battalion was thus to advance in two directly opposite directions, and to each of these advances was allotted one troop of the battery. Close examinations of the air photographs showed that the troop which was to fire north and support the advances northwards would have to be sited south of the troop which was to fire south in support of the southwards advance, and further, that in the limited area available, the only possible way to site the guns was so that one troop's guns fired directly over the heads of the other troop's guns, which would be only a quarter of a mile away. This arrangement must be almost unique in the history of field artillery, and developed in an even more peculiar manner in the course of the action, as will be seen. It was also found that some of the battery personnel including the whole of B troop's guns, were not to land at Pokonian Plantation, but on several of the beaches across on the other side of the lagoon and were to be ferried across by small craft. All these factors meant responsibility on the signallers to maintain communications between such scattered groups with different tasks. However, by the time we moved off from Guadalcanal everyone knew what he had to do and was confident that he could do it.

        
After more live shell practice everything was ready and on 11 February the first parties—those in the slowest ships, the LSTs—loaded and left, followed on succeeding days by the remainder of the first echelon, and leaving with no regrets the rest under Captain Blundell to clear up and come on later. A call was made at 
Vella Lavella to pick up 14th Brigade units, and when the advanced parties in the APDs touched there a practice landing was carried out. This was most useful, as it provided the first opportunity to contact the 30th Battalion and know its detailed plan. Then the convoy sailed forward to its rendezvous off Nissan Island, where with a precision we all greatly admired, all the various groups of vessels of different speeds and sizes together with their escorts, duly arrived on time in the dark of the early morning on 15 February. On the way up air attacks had been made on us, but the air cover was far too good for the enemy and the only effect was to add to the excitement of the 

troops, and to do no damage. According to plan the first wave of assault troops moved oft in small landing craft, passed through the entrance and at 0640 hours hit the beach on the lagoon side of Pokonian Plantation. This first wave consisted of 200 men, of whom 150 were from the 30th Battalion, 40 were 144th Battery, and ten were 208th Light AA Battery. This high proportion of gunners in a party of shock troops may have been a tribute to the fighting qualities of artillery personnel, but it was hardly appreciated at the time. There was no opposition but there were anxious moments to be gone through before this was discovered. The next feeling was one of complete familiarity as we recognised objects long well known from air photographs and even identified individual trees. The whole complicated machinery of landing operations now functioned steadily in the absence of any contact with the Japanese.

        
A furious fusillade from an LCI moving in to the most southern of Pokonian beaches indicated a discovery of something. The - A troop observation party under Captain Grant moving south with C Company of 30th. Battalion were forced to take hurried cover, but the firing stopped in a few minutes and nothing more was heard. Whether anything hostile was in that locality was doubtful. The observation party carried on, laying telephone line as it went, and by 1100 hours was able to commence registration, for the first gun had by then been landed and was in position. A number of ranging shots, fired during the day, helped the forward infantry to fix their positions on the map. Back at the Pokonian Plantation, Lance-Bombardier White, driving the battery's only gun tractor, had a strenous and difficult job towing the guns off the LST at a landing place which proved most unsatisfactory—deep in sea water and mud with scattered lumps of jagged coral rock. Vehicles stuck and heavy loads fell off into the sea, but by 1700 hours all guns of A troop and the necessary ammunition had been put into position by this one tractor. In the meantime B troop observation party under Captain James, had landed on Barahun Island with B Company, 30th Battalion. The transhipment of the B troop guns, complete with one jeep, and the rest of the personnel from the other side of the lagoon was made very quickly in small craft. The guns were all put into position by the one jeep, driven by Gunner B. Phillips, by 1400 hours, thus being all in position before A troop, contrary to expectations. B troop proceeded to range on various points, 

and then engaged its first real target. A Japanese barge, hidden amongst overhanging trees on the shore of Sirot Island, was exchanging fire with an LCI gunboat, which could not see its opponent well. From his position in a landing craft Captain James was able to see it better, and silenced it with several rounds of gunfire. B troop guns were firing directly over the Pokonian landing beach, and over A troop's position, and several times had to stop firing because the LSTs barrage balloons got in the line of fire.

        
Nightfall found the battery in several groups—the BC's party and the A troop observation party about a mile and a half south of Pokonian Plantation with A and C company of the 30th Battalion; the two troop gun positions and the battery command post in the Pokonian Plantation area within about a quarter of a mile of one another; and the B troop observation party north on Barahun Island with B Company 30th Battalion. It had been a hard day, but everyone had reason to be satisfied for, while the infantry had been told not to expect artillery support until the following day, the battery had found it possible to be ready to give such support after midday on the first day. The training in speed of movement had been justified. As yet little was known of the enemy's whereabouts, so defensive fire tasks were arranged for the night, and in the forward areas all went to ground in defended posts. As the night wore on a few bombs were dropped from casual enemy raiders, and in the Pokonian Plantation area there was little rest. Here a large number of troops had by now been landed, including. New Zealand and American anti-aircraft units, and supply units, and New Zealand Divisional Artillery Headquarters, and Third Division Headquarters. It was inevitable that a few should find the darkness and night noises too much for their excited nerves, with the result that shots were fired and grenades thrown in various directions. One or two well-known individuals in the battery contributed to the night's entertainment, a fact which they were not allowed to forget for a long time. In the forward areas there was comparative quiet, apart from the insistent clamour of the jungle noises to which we had by now become partially accustomed, but on Barahun Island, by a tragic accident, Gunner Mouldey was accidentally shot.

        
The next day was a settling-in period for the gun positions, while on both our fronts the observation parties moved forward 

with the infantry, in the north clearing Barahun Island, and in the south advancing well down towards the mission. In both cases ranging shots were fired systematically and regularly so as to be ready to open fire whenever required. It was now known that parties of Japanese were concentrated in the mission area, and that there were also some on Sirot Island to the north of Barahun, so that preparations were being made to close in on them. By this time the engineers were hard at work making roads south from Pokonian with bulldozers, and wherever the bulldozer went they broke our telephone wires. It had not been possible to lay out on the map beforehand the routes of the roads, and no matter how far from existing tracks our wires were laid it seemed to the sweating signallers that the bulldozers deliberately sought them out. Wire laying in the jungle is most exhausting work, and by keeping solidly at it during the whole period of the action the signallers kept line communications going but only by laying 28 miles of wire in five days before the island was cleared of the enemy. Wireless communications among all parts of the battery was at all times first class and in the case of the party moving north was the only means of communication. Indeed our wireless links on the northern front were frequently the only means by which the infantry company could, and did, communicate with its battalion headquarters. The work of the battery signallers in the action and in particular of Sergeant N. Sample, the NCO in charge, was recognised later by the award to him of a mention in despatches.

        
The second night was quieter, and early next morning the battery made its first change of position. The infantry were to land on and clear Sirot Island, and an artillery concentration was required on their landing beach just prior to landing. A troop therefore turned right about, took up a position facing north, and joined with B troop in firing this concentration. The infantry advances to the north and south were now getting beyond range from our original positions so that the day was quiet from our point of view and opportunity was taken to reconnoitre positions for each troop so as to cover the final areas where enemy opposition was expected. At first light on the 18 February a further stage in the battery's unorthodox movements was begun. A troop moved south some three miles over a rough jungle track to a position in a native clearing from which the whole of the bottom end of Nissan Island could be reached. A troop 
observa-

tion party had a strenuous tussle with mangrove swamps and very thick undergrowth in order to reach a point giving a good view of the mission and waited for some time half-submerged in water for the order to commence ranging. The plan for the following day required a series of concentrations on selected spots in the mission area to be put down by A troop and by 37 Battery, 17 Field Regiment, which would then also be covering this area. The necessary ranging for these concentrations could not be done until our patrols were known to be well clear, which was not until about half an hour before dark. By this time the A troop observation party had been withdrawn to within the forward infantry's night perimeter, and the ranging for the troop and for 37th Battery was carried out by our BC from a conveniently commandeered native canoe paddled out into the lagoon. B troop's move this day had been distinctly amphibious, as it took ship complete in an LCT and moved to the northern tip of Barahun Island. While it was on the way, the infantry on Sirot Island called for fire upon a suspected area and the B troop observation party, which had remained in close touch, was able to comply by using a troop of 37th Battery, following a previous arrangement whereby this troop was to be on call to us during the move. This was all the artillery fire that was to be required on Sirot Island, as the enemy party was overcome that day, and B troop thus made no use of its new position. There were, however, compensations, for the guns were at the water's edge on a perfect beach of coral sand, and swimming was the order of the day for all off duty personnel.

        
All this movement, and the dispersion of the various groups of the battery had thrown a great strain on the battery's transport —one jeep and two tractors—and much credit is due to the drivers. The battery's jeep—the official one—in particular proved itself time and again. After its initial performance of pulling a whole troop into action, it was continually on the move supplying and carrying reliefs to forward parties, carrying ammunition, messages, and on reconnaissance. In the first three days, when roads were practically non-existent, it covered 247 miles over mud, roots and rocks and in swamps and sea water, nearly all in double low gear and sometimes with incredible loads. All ranks came to regard that little vehicle with admiration and affection.

        
On the morning of the 19th the concentrations on the mission area were duly fired, and the infantry closed in from both sides 

—the 35th Battalion from the east and the 30th Battalion from the west, but found nothing but signs of hasty evacuation. At nightfall the battery was informed that the enemy party was believed to be east of the mission and that no further fire support would be required. The second echelon arrived next day in LSTs from Guadalcanal, bringing the remaining battery personnel and some much needed vehicles, and the BC reconnoitred for the battery's next position which was to be on the other side of the lagoon south of where the airstrip was being made, covering the south and east coasts against possible landings. During the day the enemy party was discovered unexpectedly to the west of the mission, near the native village of Taneheran, and about a mile south of A troop's gun position. Captain Grant with the A troop observation party was on the spot with Major Bullen of the 30th Battalion, whose task it was to deal with this situation. Grant was naturally most anxious to fire, but the decision was against the use of artillery in view of the necessity of keeping the enemy closely hemmed in on the cliff edge so that they would not escape us again. The complete success of Major Bullen's plan was its own justification, but needless to say A troop was very disappointed. Unwittingly the infantry had rubbed salt into our wound by commandeering our faithful jeep to bring up ammunition for their assault.

        
There was now nothing left to do but to proceed with the move to our new position and take up the static role for the defence of the island. There was still plenty of room for the unusual, and the BC's party carried on the battery tradition by making the move across the lagoon in native canoes. The navigation of these, complete with outriggers, proved an art more difficult to acquire than was at first apparent. A troop moved back to Pokonian Plantation and there embarked with battery headquarters upon an LCT which moved to Barahun Island and picked up B troop, before crossing to the other side of the lagoon. The combined mass of men, vehicles, guns and stores comprising all the battery and its goods and chattels crammed on to the deck of this craft was an extraordinary spectacle which cried out for cameras, but there were none available. After several energetic and crashing attempts in good American style to ram the craft in closer to the shore, we had to be content with taking off in four feet of water and wading some fifty 

yards. It was an exhausted band which finally and very late in the day of 23 February arrived in the area of the new camp.

        
The new camp had been chosen from operational necessity, meaning that the guns had to be put into the positions required for their operational tasks, and the camp area had to be fitted in nearby. Each of the troop gun positions was in a small native clearing in the centre of the land strip forming that side of the island, and they were about 500 yards apart. The troop camps were in the thick jungle alongside the clearings. Battery headquarters was again about 500 yards away, on the edge of the lagoon, but also in thick jungle. Indeed we never ceased to wonder at the density of the growth and the height and size of the trees on this small coral atoll. Cutting them down was exhausting and dangerous work but it was essential to let in light and air to the camp sites and to clear fields of fire for the guns. Lance-Bombardier Ward was injured by a falling tree, and had to be evacuated to Guadalcanal, but fortunately made a good recovery. Now began what was to be easily the most uncomfortable few months in the battery's history. This perfect specimen of coral atoll complete with blue lagoon and coral beaches proved highly unsatisfactory to live on. Intense heat and suffocating humidity, a camp site infested with rats, strictly rationed supplies of fresh water, and very little opportunity for relaxation and none for change of scene, combined after a while to produce an exhaustion of spirit which could be combated only by constant effort. The usual working parties were accepted and borne with resignation, and the business of living occupied most of the time. For instance every effort had to be made to supplement the fresh water ration by using the rain. In the tropical downpours it was not unusual for two 40-gallon drums to be filled off one tent in about twenty minutes, and at the same time the occupants could strip and soap and wash themselves as well' as under a man-made shower. Food was sufficient in quantity but deadly dull in variety, and the occasional fish food from judicious grenade throwing in the lagoon was most welcome, as were several pork meals provided by the pigs left behind by the natives when they were removed to make way for the troops. One of the headquarter's cooks made fame by shooting at a lone fowl near the cookhouse and hitting a pig which was all unknown in the jungle some feet away. A spice of variety was added by the necessary organisation into three completely separate groups-—the two troops and 

headquarters which each lived, cooked and ate by itself. But again the sea provided the main means of relaxation. The water in the lagoon was too warm to be refreshing, and the sea on the outer coast difficult of access and the Pacific rollers on the coral rocks too fearsome for all but the strongest swimmer, yet the daily bathe was always welcome. Then there was boating—starting with the voyage of the BC's party. The flagship of the fleet was a true New Zealand style 12-foot square bilge centre boarder, which sailed across the lagoon without any difficulty. This craft was built by Smith, Dickson and Lewis, and no one was indiscreet enough to ask where the timber came from.

        
And so the days of heat and mildew wore on. The principle event was the calibration of the guns. This was done by firing out to sea and observing the spots where the shells fell, and was spread over a number of days. It was a welcome change from routine, although somewhat of a busman's holiday. A combined American and New Zealand axeman's carnival was held on 1 April when the Tolson brothers again distinguished themselves at the cross-cut saw, and where the general's speech, with its indication of an impending return to New Zealand, gave rise to the usual crop of rumours. Sooner than expected definite orders came. Over half the battery was to be affected, but it still seemed that the division and with it the battery might be re-formed for a new task. On that morning of the battery parade when the BC explained the orders—a parade in name only, for all ranks gathered round sitting on the pandanus roots, which HQ men had walked on and tripped over for the last two months, and with choice items of washing hanging on tent lines over head— few really believed that this was the end of the old 144th. So much lay behind, so much unforgettable fellowship and achievement, and withal so little seemed really to have been done compared with the capacity we knew the battery had, that we recoiled from the thought that it was all over. Yet it was so, for immediately in the reorganisation of the artillery units for the move the battery was completely changed. With Major Spragg temporarily in command, Major Powles assumed command of the whole artillery draft going home. About half the personnel of the battery were transferred to other units and their places taken by men from those units who were to go in the first draft. Upon the usual packing rush, the false alarm for embarkation, the comfortable voyage to New Caledonia on USS 
Wharton, the eventual return 

to New Zealand, it is not necessary to enlarge. For Nissan Island was our last corporate memory and it was there that was ended a life enriched by the comradeship of our fellows, a life which none of us will ever forget.
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Chapter Nine

53rd 
Anti-Tank Battery

        
The first anti-tank units of the New Zealand Expeditionary Force in the Pacific came Into being in February 1942 with the formation, in Fiji, of two anti-tank troops, one in the 8th Brigade area under the command of Second-Lieutenant J. Stafford and the other in the 14th Brigade area with Second-Lieu tenant D. H. Steer in command. The 8th Brigade troop, which later formed the basis of the 53rd Anti-tank Battery and the one with which we are at present concerned, was equipped with three US 37-millimetre anti-tank guns. The personnel of this troop was drawn from artillery and infantry units in the Suva area. This troop of 30 men spent some time training in Samambula Camp. It later deployed its guns in an anti-submarine role around Suva Bay, one at Lami Point and the other two on the waterfront in the vicinity of the New Zealand Club, while the personnel were billeted in buildings which were once part of the Suva civil gaol.

        
Training was strenuous in this humid climate but living conditions were good when compared with some of the islands lived in later. As the unit was stationed within easy reach of Suva, leave periods were easily filled in, and beer, a great morale builder, was plentiful, although there were occasional droughts. In July, with other units of the Fiji force, the troop embarked on the 
President Coolidge for the journey home. On arrival in New Zealand, all personnel proceeded on 14 days' leave.

        
At the conclusion of disembarkation leave personnel of the troop were camped for a short time at Opaheke, in the Papakura district. In August the unit moved to Papakura Military Camp where all artillery units were being concentrated for the purpose of reorganisation. When this reorganisation took place the 
anti-

tank troop formed the nucleus of a new unit, the 53rd Anti-tank Battery. 
Major A. G. Coulam was the first battery commander and on his transfer shortly afterwards 
Captain L. D. Lovelock who, in November, was promoted to the rank of major, was placed in command. The other officers were selected from artillery units recently returned from Fiji and the balance of other ranks mainly from South Island territorial artillery units. It appeared that a predominance of southerners in the battery would be a great advantage to Aucklanders when week-end leave came round, but they were quickly disillusioned, for the South Island boys so enjoyed Auckland that they were always ready to go there on leave. New equipment, this time 2-pounder anti-tank guns, was issued and the task of welding all ranks into a trained team began. The period of training in Papakura was short, for in early October orders were received to move to the Waikato district. Our stay in Papakura had been a pleasant one and many were disappointed to leave that well-appointed camp.

        
The battery's new camp site, on a farm property about two miles from the Okoroire railway station, was soon made quite comfortable. The local residents welcomed our arrival and did all in their power to make our stay a happy one. Most of the neighbouring homes were open to the troops. Dances held at Tirau, Matamata, and Putaruru were always looked forward to and well patronised by all ranks. The Okoroire hotel and nearby mineral baths proved extremely popular in off duty hours. Many lasting friendships were made in the Tirau district. Some of our members scored great successes with the local ladies. One of our 'great lovers 'was a despatch rider for a time and as this gave him opportunities of moving around and carrying out a thorough reconnaissance, he made a deep impression in the district. But the more serious business of training had to receive close attention. After the camp was established intensive and strenuous training covering all aspects of anti-tank work was carried out. The country proved ideal for the. purpose and the battery held manoeuvres over a wide area extending as far as Putaruru, Mata-mata, Te Aroha, and the Kaimai and Mamaku Ranges.

        
The battery commander, in an endeavour to reciprocate the kindness extended by the neighbouring farmers to him and to the unit as a whole, made great use of the talents of individual members of the battery in assisting local residents. A few men helped with shearing, one made alterations to a house, one repaired a 

motor-car, another was able to put an electric sewing machine in commission again, while still another repaired a beer pump at the local hotel. This last job was not the enjoyable one it was expected to be, judging by the sober condition in which the soldier returned to camp. These hardly appear to be military duties, but they made for greater co-operation between the local people and the unit.

        
On 28 October Major Lovelock and two other ranks left for New Caledonia as part of an artillery advanced party. Their task was to select suitable camp sites and prepare for the arrival of the units. The week before Christmas was spent striking tents, crating stores, and loading equipment on trains at Tirau station preparatory to our move overseas. Christmas leave was restricted, so most of us were forced to spend that period in camp. Many were invited to local homes and enjoyed their turkey dinners while the more unfortunate messed in the open field that was once our camp. However, supplies from the unit wet canteen did much to brighten the atmosphere.

        
After an early reveille on the morning of 27 December 1942 the unit entrained at Tirau and proceeded to Auckland, where we embarked on the USS 
West Point, previously named the USS America and in 1941 converted into a troopship. Two days were spent aboard ship in the Auckland harbour, during which time troops were instructed as to ship's routine and given emergency drills. At 1000 hours on the 29th the ship sailed and after two uneventful days at sea entered Noumea harbour and anchored in the stream. The following morning, 1 January 1943, the battery disembarked from the 
West Point and went aboard a Dutch freighter which took us to Nepoui. After one night at Nepoui we set off by road for Taom in the north of New Caledonia.

        
The country, judged by New Zealand standards, was very barren. The main growth appeared to be niaouli and gaiac trees, although we were to find later areas suitable for certain types of farming, such as the production of fat stock. The roads to our part of the country were bad, due possibly to the fact that they were now bearing extremely heavy traffic. Later American and New Zealand engineers made considerable improvements to these roads. The homes of some of the French who had been long resident in this island and those of the natives, Javanese, Ton-kinese and Kanaka were neglected and there was a general atmosphere of poverty about the place. Arriving in the summer, 

which is the wet season and when the mosquitoes are most plentiful, did not help us to regard our new home with any degree of enthusiasm. However, we were to discover later that this was not such a bad place after all. We were comparatively fortunate in the selection of our new camp site. It was situated in fairly open country, where the mosquitoes were not so prevalent, although still in large numbers, near a small stream known as the Taom River. Camp construction began immediately. The area was cleared, tents erected, and work started on the building of a cookhouse and messhuts. These mess huts and cookhouses were built in native style with thatched or niaouli-bark roofs. Such tasks were performed with some difficulty principally because of the distance to be travelled in search of materials and the lack of suitable tools, which arrived some time later.

        
Major Lovelock, while acting in his capacity as a member of the advanced party, had travelled a very considerable mileage and had made himself familiar with the whole island from Noumea to Pagoumene in the far north. The information he had gathered of the island and of its people was invaluable to the unit later. We knew where to take our laundry and where to buy eggs, bread and wine. Our unit commander left in early February for New Zealand to attend a tactical course. The new commander, who was previously second-in-command of the battery, was 
Major E. I. Henton, well known for his fund of stories of the varied and highly diverting incidents in the life of Pon-sonby and Talbot.

        
After the arrival of guns and other equipment the unit carried out six months of intensive training. This training was done under difficult conditions; the rise in temperature from our New Zealand climate was very apparent, and the-mosquitoes, although not malaria carriers, were troublesome. Troop, battery, and brigade manoeuvres and live shell shooting took up a large part of training time. Manoeuvres made a break from camp life and gave us an opportunity of seeing the country and meeting the people, whom we found to be most hospitable. The battery took part in a brigade exercise, the 'Styx/ usually pronounced 'Stynx,' which involved a river crossing by night and the traversing, without the benefit of a previous reconnaissance, of nearly two miles of lightly wooded country. This manoeuvre was carried out with some difficulty. Our guns were towed by Bren carriers lent and driven by the co-operative infantry, and assisted every few yards 

by heaving gunners. One of the senior officers hardly entered into the spirit of the game, for he was rather displeased when he found that one of our carriers was towing behind it a few hundred yards of telephone cable. Although we did not wait to hear his full story, it appeared that his main grievance was that, on the end of that cable, and coming along too, was his head-quarter's telephone. The hours of hard work in the rnud and the discomfort and lack of sleep were more than compensated for by the arrival, late next morning, of a staggering quartermaster with the remains of a jar of rum!

        
The difference in language did, for a time, present some difficulty, but it was found that a mixture of English, French, and the sign language did suffice to make us understood. Some of the people could, however, speak a little English. For most of the men a large French vocabulary was not necessary. Although the wants and desires of a few may have been a little difficult to express, requests were usually confined to the purchase of fruit, eggs, and sometimes wine.

        
Sport was always a welcome change from training. One afternoon a week was set aside for the playing of cricket, and later, football. The best attended match on the battery's sports ground was on the occasion when the North Islanders of the unit played, and defeated, the boys from the South Island. The battery bookmakers handled many dollars that day. The match was played to show which of the two was the better island and to put an end to the interminable discussions on the merits and demerits of each. Unfortunately, the fact that the game had proven the case for the North Island was accepted after the match by only the minority, that is, all the North Islanders. After a dam had been put across the Taom River a fine swimming pool resulted. This was always a popular spot, particularly during siesta periods and when the day's work was over. Week-end deer-stalldng expeditions were organised, but deer were not plentiful in this area, but the parties did manage to have quite a lot of fun. The excellent roadhouse, built by men of the 14th Brigade and controlled by their representatives, and the local open-air theatre were the centres of our social life. A racecourse was built in the Taom area by the men of the local units. Considerable work went into the making of the track and the erection of buildings. The finished job was a tribute to the adaptability and the ability for improvisation of the builders. Colonel Dix, 

a local resident, on whose property we were camped, supplied numerous horses for the race meetings. The coming move prevented our having more than two meetings, but the enjoyment obtained from these gatherings more than compensated for the hard work put in by the men in constructing the course.

        
In April the guns of the battery, 2-pounders, were replaced by the heavier 6-pounders. This change of equipment involved learning a new gun drill and the introduction of a few technical problems and necessitated more live shell practice, but the latter was ever welcome. In July rumour had it that we were to move again. This proved to be true, for in early August striking camp and packing equipment began. Here use was made of some 1,500 feet of timber which we had cut from native trees with the use of a borrowed circular saw powered by a tractor. Packing was more involved this time, for instead of moving as a unit as had been done in the past, the battery had been split up and troops were attached to battalion combat teams, A troop to the 37th Battalion, B troop to the 30th Battalion, and C troop to the 35th Battalion combat team. The troops of the battery left for Noumea on the 13, 14 and 15 August and embarked on three 'President' ships immediately on arrival there. The method of embarkation was new to us. Personnel were taken out to the ships in small landing barges and went aboard by climbing up rope nets hanging over the sides of the ships. Although a lot of personal gear had been left behind at base, packs were heavy, so this proved quite a difficult operation for the first time.

        
On the 17 August amphibious exercises were carried out in the Noumea Harbour and on the following day the convoy sailed. Life aboard ship was reasonably pleasant, although no trip through tropical waters on a troopship is a pleasure cruise. Emergency drills were carried out periodically, decks were swept by troops, cooks supplied to assist ship's cooks, a large number of 'chow hands' were on duty daily, and ship's guns had to be manned. Quarters were not spacious and extremely hot, for portholes were always locked. Periods between drills and duties were more enjoyable as they were spent up on deck in reading or yarning, with perhaps a little gambling in a quiet corner, or just doing nothing. Ship's canteens were usually open to troops and almost everyone stocked up with cigarettes and cigars. Motion pictures were shown nightly. Cinemas were small but with two screenings each night everyone who wished could attend the 

movies. It was found that one of the greatest advantages of life aboard ship was that it was nearly always possible to avoid the officers and sergeant-major when they were on the prowl for extra 'chow-hands' or for someone to sweep decks..

        
Land was sighted on 29 August and on, that day the troopships sailed into Vila Harbour on Efate, an island in the southern portion of the New Hebrides. Escort ships stood guard outside. The small town in the enclosed harbour and the palm-fringed foreshore appeared from the ship to be very beautiful. General leave to go ashore was, unfortunately, not granted. To obtain permission to visit the town field rank was necessary or, alternatively, great powers of persuasion. Those fortunate enough to see Vila were impressed and agreed that the drinks available there were excellent. Full-scale and realistic landing exercises which involved unloading from the ships everything that had been put in at Noumea, were practised on Mele Beach, about eight miles along the coast from Vila. The island of Efate, with its long coral sand beaches and tropical vegetation, together with a pleasant climate, was the nearest approach we had seen, or did ever see, to those island paradises depicted on travel posters and the movies. This island was the first that the battery had visited where the malaria carrying anophelene mosquito was to be found, so extra precautions were taken while ashore at night. Atebrin was taken, insect repellent applied, sometimes under pressure as it made the skin hotter and stickier, and mosquito nets carefully tucked in.

        
Our stay in the New Hebrides was a short one, for on 24 August the convoy moved again on its way to Guadalcanal. As the convoy proceeded in a northerly direction the temperature greatly increased. Landfall was made after a three-day journey. The ships stood some distance off-shore while personnel and equipment were loaded into landing barges which were beached for the purpose of unloading. The temperature was very high, particularly to those troops working in the holds of the ships, but all transports were unloaded in record time. Sergeant Sid Shrimpton, who had come forward a week before the battery as an advanced party, met us on the beach and led us to our new camp site, which he had previously reconnoitred and split up into troop areas. For the period of the stay in Guadalcanal the troops reverted to the control of battery headquarters—much to the disappointment of troop personnel. As every man carried
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his own field rations for 24 hours cooking presented no problems for the first day. As usual, work soon started on the construction of a cookhouse, messroom, fox-holes (this last a new custom but very soon a familiar one) and the erection of tents.

        
Guadalcanal was the first of our island homes where fighting; against the Japanese had taken place. Large and scattered American cemeteries, beached ships, the large amount of expended cartridge cases in the shallow water and on the coral beaches, and the damaged condition of the trees bore testimony to the bitter fighting that had taken place. Souvenir hunters were soon on the job and many articles of enemy equipment were found as part of the interior decoration of the tents. Coincident with the completion of camp construction, preparations for the next move to 
Vella Lavella were begun. Again tents were struck, equipment and stores packed, and guns prepared for the shift. The battery was again split and troops attached, as before, to infantry battalion combat (earns. On this occasion the headquarters of the battery was kept more or less intact and attached, temporarily, to the 30th Battalion combat team. Captain J. G. McClennan was sent forward as an advanced party for the battery. The equipment of A and C troops, plus a small party of men from these troops, was loaded on LSTs and the balance of personnel, together with a battery headquarters advanced party consisting of Lieutenant J. Stedman and Lance-Bombardier Bruce Armstrong. embarked on an LCI and sailed on 16 September. The two-day journey was uneventful although several alerts were sounded as the nearby New Georgia Group and 
Vella Lavella were being; bombed.

        
When unloading commenced on the beaches at 
Vella Lavella on the morning of 18 September, enemy planes made a determined effort to get at the shipping, but American and New Zealand fighter planes and anti-aircraft fire, as well as heavy fire from all ships of the convoy, drove them off before casualties were caused. Morale increased considerably when several enemy planes were seen in flames plunging into the sea. After the attack unloading operations proceeded very rapidly so that the job could be finished before another visit was received. A and C troops were taken to small areas allotted as temporary camp sites. A troop at Gill's Plantation alongside the Joroveto River, and C troop at a position about one mile from the Maravari River in the direction of the airstrip. No roads existed at this stage and the transportation 

of equipment and supplies along the jungle tracks was extremely difficult. Small areas on which there was sufficient space to erect tents were hewn from the jungle and a temporary home set up. Rain came every day and camps were always wet; many hours each night and day were spent in fox-holes as the Japanese bombers were over very often, and lights or fires were not per-mitted after dusk. Four days after the arrival of A and C troops Captain McClennan and Lieutenant D. Taylor went to the north of the island with parties from the 37th and 35th Battalion combat teams respectively to carry out a reconnaissance. They were followed on 26 September by A troop which went to the north-east of the island with the 37th Battalion combat team and C troop which went to the north-west with the 35th Battalion com-bat team to assist in the operation of clearing the Japanese from the island. Equipment and personal gear were restricted to a minimum, no vehicles were taken, and only essential men went forward.

        
The following month was the most trying period of our stay in the Solomons. Guns and ammunition were transported by barge and had to be manhandled into position, usually through dense undergrowth and deep mud. Units with which we were working were always most helpful in this respect and were ever willing to lend a hand. Our homes were fox-holes. Here the smaller man was to be envied, for the larger man had to shift what seemed to be many yards of earth and rocks in order to obtain a hole large enough to give protection. Field rations carried by every man and for a time eaten cold were unpalatable and not very satisfying for long periods. Even on this island, where rainfall was so heavy, drinking water was scarce and had to be transported long distances during the initial stages on the northern parts of the island. Those living near the coast could obtain washing water, hard and salty, by digging small wells about 50 to 100 yards from the shore. The humidity and intense heat were uncomfortable, although the sun was usually hidden by the trees. Mosquitoes, including 
anopheles, became prevalent as the wet season progressed. One should not be misled by the term 'wet season.' It is not intended to suggest that any other season is dry. Far from it; it is only less wet, and is often known as the rainy season. The presence of snakes did not add to the joys of life. Many, no doubt, were harmless, but prudent people treated them all as if they were highly dangerous.

        


        
Meanwhile B troop and battery headquarters arrived in 
Vella Lavella on 25 September, after interference from enemy planes which were beaten back by covering fighters and anti-aircraft fire. They proceeded to the area alongside the Joroveto River prev-iously occupied by A troop, and set about making a camp. This work was retarded as a large number of men and all the unit trucks were required daily to assist in the construction of a road along the coast. After three weeks in this position B troop and battery headquarters moved to the Mumia River area, approxi-mately one mile from the large site. On these islands distances were often expressed in terms of travelling time. It was not unusual for trucks to take an hour to cover a distance of one mile. Gun pits were dug and guns placed along the coastline. After the undergrowth had been cleared and several trees felled this area proved a good camp site. Mumia Bay, within 200 yards of the camp, was a suitable spot for swimming. A large part of the time was spent in performing duties in the 14th Brigade area, such as the unloading of ships. Both American and New Zealand units quickly had open-air cinemas functioning within reason-able distance of this camp and pictures were shown every night. These attracted thousands of spectators, as evenings otherwise passed very slowly, even with air raids to break the monotony.

        
The first position occupied by A troop when it moved north was near Boro village, which had been deserted by the natives on the arrival of the Japanese. Guns were placed, with much heaving and loss of sweat, covering Doveli Cove. Enemy air activity was not very great in this area although bombs were dropped during the first few days. The droning of planes snoop-ing around all night became a nuisance and did not induce good sound sleep, but damage was negligible. As the infantry moved forward the anti-tank gunners went along too. The next move was to Tambama, where guns were again deployed in an anti-barge role. With guns in position, gunners spent a large part of the time unloading supply barges. Another shift followed quickly, back to Boro this time, in which place the troops settled down for three months. Tents, bedcots, cooking gear, kitbags and other equipment began to arrive, so a camp was prepared. Until this time troops had only one small haversack of personal gear, so that the arrival of kitbags and a change of clothing were eagerly awaited. Constructing camp took some time for patrols, wire laying, unloading barges, and road making became almost daily 

duties. Normal rations—that is, tinned American food, replaced field rations. Army food was supplemented by fish caught in unorthodox fashion by tossing hand grenades into the water.

        
When C troop went to the north-west of 
Vella Lavella on 26 September the first deployment took place at Matusoroto Bay. On 2 October enemy fighters and bombers approached the area and attacked troop localities. Bombs fell among C troop guns, wounding Gunner 'Red' Oxton, shaking the gun detach-ments for a time, and causing damage to gun ammunition. Dur-ing the fortnight of operations, as well as manning their guns. the men volunteered and went to the forward company areas to bury infantry dead and to give assistance and to provide cover for parties engaged in laying mines in the combat team area. After all Japanese resistance on the island had ceased the guns were moved to Marquana Bay, a very unpleasant and unhealthy area. This was followed shortly afterwards by the arrival of kitbags and camp equipment, such as tents and cooking gear, which had been left at the old camp near the Maravari River. The guns were manhandled, with the help of a neigbouring in-fantry company, through 500 yards of jungle, a task that took three days, and were placed in positions covering the bay. Camp construction was a lengthy job as much work was required to be done to make the area accessible and habitable. Trees and under-growth were cleared to make space for tents. A swamp near the camp, a good breeding ground for mosquitoes, was drained into the sea. A jetty 120 feet in length, decked corduroy fashion with wood, was built of logs. This was accessible to barges, on which the troop was dependent for its supplies, and obviated the neces-sity of hauling guns and carrying supplies over 500 yards of muddy track. Septic, sores became very common, so it was neces-sary to begin an interchange of personnel with the battery head-quarters to give troops a rest from this locality. As soon as camp construction was completed, the troop settled down to org-anised training.

        
In November Major Henton left the battery to take up the position of battery commander of the 49th Battery, 38th Field Regiment, and was replaced by 
Major L. J. Fahey, of the 17th Field Regiment. Major Fahey achieved fame as a brewer of very fine liqueurs. Tobacco jars were found to be suitable ves-sels for the brewing of the mixture, so pipe smokers were con-strained to find an alternative container for their tobacco. If the 

liqueurs, when tested, burnt with a pale blue flame they were considered fit for human consumption. For those who wished to retain the use of their senses but temporarily to lose the use of their limbs his special brew of 'jungle juice' was to be recom-mended. Anyone passing the major's tent, which was equipped as a brewery and sleeping quarters, was always treated to a gurgling sound, not caused by drinking officers, but by the various concoctions turning themselves into alcoholic drinks. Christmas found the troops still out in positions scattered around the island. Special rations were supplied, these including American turkey, New Zealand fresh vegetables, and the necessary ingredients for Christmas dinner. Cooks did a very good job with their improvised ovens in preparing our Christmas dinner. A letter and parcel mail and an issue of beer arrived in time for the festive season. These helped considerably to make our Christmas as enjoyable as any Christmas away from home can be.

        
In early January 1944 the battery regrouped and established a camp about 300 yards from the site last occupied by B troop and battery headquarters, still near the Mumia River and in close proximity to Mumia Bay. The site was prepared by the personnel of B troop and headquarters prior to the move, so the shift was quickly effected. The concentration of the battery had many advantages although the troops did regret the loss of a little independence. Control was easier and facilities for training and entertainment were better in this locality. Between moves and camp construction and the several duties outside the unit, train-ing, consisting of a large amount of live shell practice, was carried out. On 9 February 1944 the unit lost one of its most competent non-commissioned officers when Sergeant Jack Swin-burne was accidentally killed. His loss was felt very deeply by all who had served with him. He was one of the original members of the battery and had been associated with anti-tank since his transfer, in Fiji, to Lieutenant Stafford's troop.

        
Mumia Bay, excellent for its swimming, was also found 
to be suitable for yachting. Native canoes, difficult to handle to anyone but a native, were converted to yachts and an outrigger added. This conversion was coincident with the disappearance of some unit tent spinnakers. Our keenest yachtsmen, Bombar-diers Cullimore and Daly, appeared to derive endless pleasure from sailing their craft around the bay on every occasion when they were free from duties. 'Pop' Dunstan, one of the unit 

mechanics, was appointed to the position of first or second engineer—'Pop's' version of his appointment varies a little from the official one—to use the 14th Brigade barge, HMS 
Confident, which had been captured from the Japanese by the 37th Battalion. This barge did good service in transporting supplies around the coast to outlying units as well as providing a pleasant life for its crew away from the mosquitoes and all the things that fly or crawl through the jungle. On the occasion of an air raid 'Pop' once proved to us conclusively that the uncontrolled use of small arms is of little use against aircraft, when he unsuccessfully, together with numerous heavy and light anti-aircraft guns, took part with his 38 pistol in an engagement with an enemy plane.

        
The gunners received the 'dinkum oil' shortly after Christ-mas about an impending move. This information was received by those in authority on 1 February 1944. B troop was to move first, followed by the rest of the battery in a later echelon. The combat team organisation had in the meantime been dispensed with and the battery had reverted to the command of Brigadier Duff, CRA. B troop equipment, including one truck, and a small party of men were loaded on an LCT on 9 February. This ship, a very slow one, sailed as soon as it was loaded. Ships from several of the Solomon Islands arrived at 
Vella Lavella within the next three days and loading commenced at a number of beaches. The personnel of B troop, accompanied by Major Fahey, embarked on an LST on 13 February and sailed shortly after embarkation. On the way north ships from the Treasury Islands joined the convoy. This formidable convoy, with each troop and cargo ship flying a barrage balloon and with its strong naval and air escort, made an impressive sight. While off Bougainville the APDs, loaded with the assault troops, passed the slower moving convoy. When within sight of the Green Islands, on the early morning of 15 February, enemy planes attacked the shipping. The well dis-persed naval and air escort accounted for a number and prevented all but a few planes getting through to the troop and cargo ships. Numbers of bombs were dropped, but no damage was done. The heavy barrage from ships' guns and our own aircraft accounted for the few planes that did get near the convoy. B troop landed at Pokonian plantation and immediately sited its guns to cover the main entrance to the lagoon, the channel between Nissan and Barahun Islands. Later two of the troop guns were transferred to North Barahun to deny the use of the shallow passage between 

Barahun and Sirot Islands to small hostile surface craft. Nissan was bombed several times during the first night but heavy concen-trations of anti-aircraft fire proved discouraging to the raiders, causing them to keep high and reducing the accuracy of their bombing. Little damage was done.

        
While B troop was on this island battery headquarters and A and C troops were proceeding with preparations for their move. On 22 February the bulk of the equipment was loaded on an LST and on the following day personnel embarked on an LCI. The convoy sailed on the morning of 23 February. Green Islands were sighted on 25 February. Headquarters and A and C troops disembarked at Pokonian plantation and camped there in an area alongside the one section of B troop left on Nissan. Two days later this section left to join the other section on North Barahun. At the same time A troop moved to South Barahun and C troop to North Nissan, With all guns deployed in an anti-barge role, the three channels leading into the lagoon which were suitable for shallow draught ships only, were effec-tively covered.

        
This group of islands, which lies only four and a half degrees south of the equator, has an extremely hot climate. Living con-ditions were similar to those obtaining on 
Vella Lavella. Pup tents, recent additions to our personal equipment, made it pos-sible for troops to keep dry at night. In the case of those over six feet in height only the feet, or head if preferred, got wet. Field rations, C and K, were varied by the issue of the more attractive J or jungle rations. As there are no rivers or streams on these islands the supply of fresh water was always limited and therefore strict rationing was necessary. The supply was obtained by the distillation of salt water. Later when tents had arrived and were erected washing water was obtainable by drain-ing rain water off the tents. The only means of transportation in the early stages was by barge as no roads existed prior to the arrival of American and New Zealand forces. The mail service was very good, letters from the North Island taking sometimes only three days to reach the forward areas.

        
With the arrival of camp equipment the task of building camps commenced. Troops quickly settled down to life in troop positions. Working parties were frequently called for. The air strip at Nissan had suddenly become an important one. It was within bombing range of Truk and for a time planes from the 

Torokina strip in Bougainville were accommodated there, as life on Bougainville was being made most unpleasant by the Japanese. With considerable air activity enormous quantities of supplies were required. The unloading of these supplies took up a large part of the time of the troops. In April the appeal for troops to return to New Zealand to take employment in essential industries was received. Those chosen to return in the first draft were transferred to the 144th Eattery and on 24 April embarked with that unit on the USS 
Wharton for the journey back to New Caledonia. The trip was the most enjoyable one so far experienced, partly because troops were in the process of returning home and partly because travelling conditions were better than usual, with comparatively comfortable quarters and good meals. Atebrin was no longer being taken, and all troops were allowed as much time as possible to themselves. The cutlery aboard ship was considered by the troops to be plentiful and of a high standard. Perhaps because of the reported shortage in New Zealand and perhaps because New Zealanders are natural scroungers (and these particular ones were very proficient), considerable quantities of cutlery disappeared. The American authorities pointed out that other passengers might travel aboard the ship at a later date and would, no doubt, like to be fed but they made it quite clear that, with almost the entire ship's stock gone, this would be a difficult matter. In those circumstances the troops felt it only right to co-operate and hand back all cutlery marked 'USN.' The trip was a most profitable one for the 
Wharton, for she arrived at Nouméa with more cutlery aboard than she had had for a very long time. On arrival at Nouméa troops were taken to the base training depot near Bourail where they were issued with new clothing, medically boarded, and given as much leave as possible while waiting passage to New Zealand.

        
It was now known that all New Zealand troops on the islands were to move back to New Caledonia. To facilitate the future move, A troop closed on to B troop on Barahun and C troop moved from North Nissan and joined up with battery headquar-ters at Pokonian plantation. On 29 May the battery, plus a few men who had been transferred from the 144th Battery before it left Green Island, embarked on the USS 
Naos for return to New Caledonia. Here the battery was slowly broken up. Small numbers of men returned to New Zealand at intervals to go into 

essential industry and, later, furlough drafts. Of those who re-turned for furlough some were accepted for essential industry and the remainder, if fit, became replacements for personnel returning from the Second Division. In this manner the 53rd Anti-tank Battery ended its days but not its memories, for it was at all times a happy unit and associations formed there will survive both the war and the final peace.
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Chapter Ten

54th 
Anti-Tank Battery

        
On 2 September 1942 the unit became officially the 54th Anti-tank Battery. Officers were posted from artillery units returned from Fiji and from officers newly posted to the Third Division. Captain R. M. Foreman was placed in command; Captain J. P. Cooney became battery captain and Second-Lieutenants D. H. Steer, "W. G. D. Wilcox, R. N. Wilson, J. C Bennett, H. R. Black, M. F. LePine, H. Muller and J. F. Scarrott were posted as unit officers. The nucleus of NCOs and other ranks was formed by the men from the old 14th Brigade Anti-tank Troop. The establishment for the unit had been set at 131 all ranks and up till mid-September newly posted men were still arriving. There was an air of expectancy at Papakura which was heightened when the battery commander was called to a lecture by the GOC, Major-General Barrowclough. However, the continuance of normal routine counteracted any likely rumours.

        
The unit was finally brought up to strength by the arrival of men from the 9th Heavy Regiment, but in the main we were drawn from all parts of New Zealand. The days were spent in getting to know one another, and it was obvious that the officers were the subject of special scrutiny. The battery commander seemed more than happy with his command and lectured to the unit on his ideas of what went and what did not. Despite this, there is definite evidence that the fence at Papakura was not high enough and on a number of occasions the officers had ex-cellent reason to believe that all was not as it seemed, and the old 'crime only if caught' theory was put into practice. The catching was successful oh occasions and the 'public account' benefited thereby. 

On arrival of the twelve 2-pounders, all hands set to with a will to learn all that was to be learned both of the equipment and of the gun drill. The officers by this time had had ample oppor-tunity to learn of the CRA's view of artillery standards and Brigadier Duff paid us frequent visits which were usually pre-ceded by a minor flap, gradually diminishing in intensity as time passed. Among the newly-appointed NCO's were some ex-infantry, so certain of the arts of the PBI were passed on. By the end of September we had really settled down; we began to feel like a unit and one can be forgiven for saying that a trace or two of unit pride was in evidence. This was heightened by demonstrations given to the infantry and by one or two exercises that we did with the 30th Battalion. There was early evidence that 'ale' was not only the word that Germans said to Hitler, and the last train to Papakura often carried members of the 54th, with possibly one over the eight.

        
With the arrival of October came many rumours, some highly coloured, some pessimistic, some bearing the stamp of the practical joker, but it was obvious that a move was imminent. The battery commander periodically dashed off to Divisional Artillery Headquarters; then Captain Cooney departed, obviously for some time if the highly explosive language heard from the gunners who loaded his gear on to a truck was any indication. On 10 October the move was announced and off we went to the country.

        
The location of Tirau was known to some of us as just a township on the Rotorua line, but after our train journey from Papakura we found, what will be to all of us, the ideal unit camp site. We found that things were well set up. We were away from other units and the layout of the area was all that could be hoped. A pleasant stream flowed through the area and the cook-house, later named the 'River Grill,' was set up near the stream. The hot springs and baths at Okoroire were within easy distance and arrangements were made for hot baths at frequent intervals. The unit canteen was functioning well and an obvious choice for custodian, both dry and wet, was found in Gunner McQuame. His pre-war connections proved of great value. The local landowners were only too ready to allow us to perform our training on their farms and many valuable exercises were carried out there. At this stage, the 54th had come to regard itself as a unit and felt that when the time came it would be a force to be reckoned with. The newly appointed BSM, Sergeant-Major 

Owens, was on the job and the sergeants kept all hands busy. There was much hard work and there was also much hard 'playing.' The name of the gunner who, having visited the local hos-telry, attempted to fight the whole of the 12th Field Battery had better be left unsaid. The battery commander rescued the 12th Battery by conveying the gunner back to camp. Football was played on a really good field within the area and some good games heightened the troop competition. The game—Headquarters versus F troop—was particularly spirited. Possibly this was because of the appearance on the headquarters side of the battery commander, second-in-command, and the sergeant-major. During the game these three retired injured, in order of seniority.

        
All of our motor transport had now arrived and full oppor-tunity was taken for driving practice. Motor-cycles were tried out by those who had not previously had the pleasure and it is feared that some of the officers cut rather poor figures. Exercises with the infantry battalions were going on all the time and each troop was given its turn, so that we began to get acquainted and see our place in the general scheme of things.

        
Many of us had by this time become friendly with farmers in the locality and one sergeant was picked as having found his soul mate. Many pleasant hours were spent in these homes and it was a great change to spend an evening with reasonable and proper home comforts. The unit sign-writer was trying his prentice hand and many notices of a humorous and semi-military nature were in evidence. He made a great job of the newly-found battery motto, 
Nil Bastardis Carborundum. The battery com-mander had his doubts as to the brigadier's acceptance of this motto, but his fears were put to rest on the occasion of the CRA's first visit. At this particular time, our unit sign and number was the cause of many remarks from other units who did not at that «arly stage appreciate the manner of men we were. The No. '13' was promised to bring all forms of dire results and the diamond shape with the yellow streak around it, brought its share of comment. It subsequently proved to be the luckiest of numbers and we lived up to our motto. Some of the men had made good friends among the residents of the Te Poi district and we were all their guests at a dance in the local hall. It was a great evening and the supper placed before us allowed our 'food-spoilers/ Darky, Chook and Sunny, to stay put in their beds and keep their porridge and savoury mince for another dav. 

Many were the incidents but their authors must remain anony-mous as, for example, the gunner who lost his way after leave and slept the night in a cream stand, and the photo of the battery commander in the creek wearing nothing but his identity discs and the job he had in rinding the negative.

        
The days of November came to a close. They were days when we knew that we were learning for a job and we applied ourselves. It was evident that 'Bruiser' had been to a conference with Brigadier Duff. The medical officers started to look at our paybooks and fill us with more of the germs we already had and a lot of new ones. There were quite a few of us who deplored the advances of modern medical science. Then such things as-shorts, mosquito nets and other tropical gear began to turn up at the 'Q' store. Leave was put upon a slightly more liberal basis, the pace of training was stepped up, certain of us were put to making packing cases and crates and we then became certain that something was 'cooking.' Would we be home for Christmas? A short furlough was suddenly granted us, but we knew as the days at home drew to a close that our folks would not see us again for many a day. Back at camp we wondered, 'Would we go before Christmas?' Perhaps some of us did have thoughts-of action. We felt justified by past happenings. Then came the day. During battery parade, 'Bruiser' with many papers and a serious look, told us that we were under order to embark and were now on active service. Captain Cooney informed us, too, that our possible crimes would take a far more serious form and we cursed his legal mind. The grape-vine had it that embarkation rolls were being prepared. The pile of packing cases grew. The guns were made ready for travelling and Farmer Read and Gunner Wally had the 'good oil.' We blessed the battery com-mander for keeping open our canteen and we had many visitors to share a bottle of ale with us. The guns and packing cases were taken to the railway yard and loaded. Tents were struck and there was a great coming and going of heads, lesser and greater.

        
Routine orders of 27 December 1942 read 'Reveille 0330.' This was it. Early on the afternoon of the 27th we got the story. Very few of us went to bed. We had had our last Christmas in New Zealand perhaps for many days to come. The officers had waited on us and we thanked our stars that they were not permanent orderlies. We talked of many things that night and we finished all the beer in the canteen. At last 0330 came. 

On to trucks and off along the dark road towards the Tirau station. Dawn came as we boarded the train. It was light enough to see Second Lieutenant Bennett bidding one of the blossoms of Tirau a pathetic farewell on the station. Appropriate sad music was supplied by Gunner 'Timebomb' Timewell upon his clarinet which was played through the carriage window. On the station, held back by last-minute information, was our battery comman-der, who was destined for an array course before embarking. We knew that he would have given much to be with us. Some of our drivers who were to take our motor transport to another port of embarkation were there too. Auckland was our destination. The journey was occupied in sleeping. On leaving the train at the ship's side, we beheld an outsize in ships with troops all over the place. On board we went down into the depths to quarters that reminded us of the days of galley slaves. We drew consolation from the fact that our Mr Black was the messing officer for the ship. Rules were stringent. A walk on the deck was not permitted at any but limited hours but we thought we could and we did get around that. No signs of sailing were in evidence and we settled down to spend our first night aboard. We were tired and sleep came easily. But the food was not good and there was not much of it. The music on the ship was largely composed of the tune 'In the Mood/ which we definitely were not. The new day came and there were the signs. We had started on our journey. But no! Another day and another long night—the heat and two meals a day were beginning to sap our full-fed morale. The dawn of 29 December at last came and this time the signs were definite. At 1030 the ship got under way and before we had left the harbour limits we realised that she was a fast ship and that brought consolation.

        
We now knew our destination to be New Caledonia. The motion did not upset us a great deal for we were kept busy with inspections, parades and keeping out of the way of the BSM. The time passed fairly quickly, but sleep did not come easily and we were glad when word went round the ship on the morning of the 31st that the hospitable or otherwise shores of New Caledonia would be sighted that morning. All eyes were strained and there were many false alarms. Finally at about 2.30 pm the French pilot came aboard and the big ship wended its way through warlike craft of all shapes and sizes into the inner harbour of, Nouméa. It did not look a pleasant land. Perhaps first 
impres-

sions are right. It was clear that one more night would be spent on board. The heat in our quarters was terrific and not many of us slept. Perhaps we were wondering what the New Year would bring, perhaps we were thinking of bygone years and of our present thirst. The first day of 1943. In mid-morning the ship received a visit from our GOC and he gave us his best wishes for the New Year. We wondered then, as we did many times later, how much he would tell us. Were we to stay in New Caledonia as a garrison or were we getting a job to do? Things did begin to move. An advanced party from the unit left the ship. But another night was to pass before we were told to hang all our gear upon our person and prepare to disembark. Over the side we went and aboard a French freighter with the high sounding name of 
Vingarten. Our thirst and the smell decried an idea that the name of the ship could be translated as 'wine garden.'

        
Off we started up the coast and our impression of New Caledonia improved, for parts of it reminded us of our home. It was an interesting journey and a picturesque one. Green verdant hills, blue sky and the surf on the reef inshore. And we did enjoy the sea breeze. We finally found ourselves off an entrance to the reef and passed into the calmer water finally to tie up at a small wharf. Disembarkation commenced and we embussed, the meanwhile being regaled by the drivers with a lurid description of the country, which left us with no delusions. Nepoui Valley was to be our home. And this was the Nepoui wharf. How well we would know it in the days to come. The journey to our camp area will live in our memories for ever. We felt certain that the locals, if any human being could live here, had spent their lifetime grinding the country into dust especially for this day. Nature could not be so unkind. It was a dark red, we were hot, and though the journey was not more than five miles, at its end we all looked like fugitives from an explosion in a brick yard. Once again our advanced party had 'done us proud' and we looked with pleasure at our new home. Again a stream, but we were to spend a night or so in a staging camp before we finally got to it. We worked with a will and we were happy with the result, particularly with the cookhouse. The American rations were strange to our palates and we began on what was to be our favourite grouse. Will one ever forget the Vienna sausage, the first plate of chile con carne or that first pink slice 

of spam! The stream was good after a day on the gun park or unpacking cases. Sleeping under our nets was strange to many but we used them, for the mosquitoes during the day gave us h—1. There were consolations, however. Canteen supplies came to hand and we thought of those at home as we paid our 50 cents for a carton of 200 cigarettes. It was obvious to us that we should have to find our fun within our own camp, for evenings at the local cabaret or afternoon leaves in the local pub were completely out. What! No cabaret, no pub? What sort of place is this ? What few local French we saw did not seem friendly and the Javanese and Kanakas had little appeal.

        
We were moderately happy, even despite an epidemic of 'Caledonian Capers,' when the bombardier in charge of excavations was a busy man. An outsize in spanners was thrown in the works by a Frenchman who predicted that he had known a flood of at least six feet over the area now occupied by our humble dwellings. So shift it was. Not far, only to the other side of the creek, but all our work was to be done again. Once it was over we were happy.

        
Though many miles from the brigade headquarters we were now members of the 8th Brigade. We had brushed up our gun drill and were on the job again so that we were ready to take part in an exercise with the brigade. It was a good show and we were able to get an idea of what would be expected of us We did not enjoy our first experience of New Caledonian rain, especially as it chose to arrive after a hurricane warning and our tents had been struck. January flowed into February and we were quite accustomed to all the dictates of overseas service. There was always a rush for mail from home and we sorted out what we could say in our letters and what we could not, for we saw much to interest ourselves. Particularly of interest was an American officer who arrived each day in our area by plane to collect his bread. Active service conditions lent a new seriousness to our work and we all felt that the unit was reaching a stage of efficiency. Suggestions of a live shoot were in the air. During this period our first beer issue arrived—at least it looked like beer and was almost the same colour. During periods of leave we found our way into the French villages but this meant a long journey and a disappointing one. The alcoholic beverages were sampled occasionally with dire results and still more dire after-maths.

        


        
On 3 April the battery commander arrived from New Zealand and there was talk that our 2-pounders were to go. During this week Captain Cooney was transferred to 144th Independent Battery and 
Captain O. J. Cooke arrived from headquarters to become battery captain. Our desire for a live shoot was fulfilled and our first opportunity to fire the 2-pounders came in the middle of April. The moving target was troublesome at first but we soon settled down. As the range was close beside the airfield, the danger to aircraft caused many stoppages, together with the fact that tracers started many fires in the long grass that covered the range. About this time we were visited by the Hon. Walter Nash who gave us his view of things generally. He appeared to be as uncomfortable as we had been on our first day in this 'Gem of the Pacific.'

        
At this time, too, we were enjoying something unique in sports, for each Saturday afternoon two football teams and a cricket team took the field. Inter-troop soccer matches were held after the day's work. The humourous remarks, not printable here, will be remembered by all—nobody was immune from them. Our life was not without its lighter side. There was that memorable occasion when the battery commander invited a local colonel, ex anti-tank, Middle East, to dinner, and wishing to do the right thing, had a guard mounted at the gate. A lookout was posted to give warning of the approach of the august guest, so that he could be paid a compliment by the guard. Unfortunately the visiting colonel chose other than the authorised entrance to the camp. The sergeant managed to get the 'present arms' over, but only just. When questioned, the lookout man, not knowing that the colonel in question was fond of a suit of near-white drill which made him unrecognisable, said 'I thought that — was a—Javanese.' Another night to be remembered was that on which the battery sergeant-major and the troop sergeants had their fire. At this time, night attire was of one's own choosing, and memory brings back a clear picture of one man who stood reflected in the glow, clad only in a very abbreviated jersey, offering anything from the DSO to a share in his estate to the man who would rescue his complete set of dentures from the furnace. All this was accompanied by the explosion of ammunition which had been stored in the tent for temporary safe keeping.

        
The big event of these days was the arrival of our new guns, 

the 6-pounders, which at that time had been seen only by the battery commander, who was plied with questions concerning them. Guns were quickly allocated to troops and the work of cleaning, painting and general outline of the equipment was gone over. We were anxious to try out these new guns and all new features were noted with care. The country close to us was not favourable to the use of artillery but our work on the gun was interspersed with route marches, compass marches and movement through some of the thicker country. We had not long to wait for our first shoot and the zeroing of the equipment was soon under way. We were really impressed with our new gun. Our first shoot was a great success, being on a target towed on Nepoui Bay by a Higgins boat, and at the finish of the practice many successive hits were obtained.

        
At this time the divisional football competition was in progress, but our entry was shortlived for we were beaten in the first round by divisional headquarters. Shame! But we worked hard, for in addition to learning about the new weapon we were carrying out many practices with small arms. It would occupy much more space than is available in this narrative to record all our doings. Many things happened over the months and the area in which we lived had been improved. We had tried to dam up the stream but it was not successful. The first flood swept it away, taking with it a fine new footbridge which had been erected with much sweat and tears by our neighbours the 4th Survey Troop. A roadhouse and movie theatre had been erected near our camp, so we were saved the long and dusty journey to the airfield. June and July were busy months, for the unit took part in exercises some distance away and spent many days away from our own camp. Some of the exercises were real tests, but we were learning fast the things that could be done and those that could not or should not be done.

        
As in the early days of the unit at Papakura, there was an air of expectancy which was heightened by the summoning of the battery commander to a conference called by the GOC. There were many alterations to our unit. Captain Cooke had left for a course in New Zealand, Mr Black had returned, Mr Wilcox was transferred to the 144th Battery, Mr Muller to the artillery training depot and Captain E. H. Fowke from divisional artillery had arrived to become battery captain. Lieutenant R. Buist from the 17th Field Regiment had been posted and we welcomed the 

arrival of our padre, Captain A. S. Ward. It was hard luck that at this late stage we were to lose twelve of the original members of the unit to the RNZAF, for it was evident from the changes in our training syllabus that 'something was on the stove.'

        
A shingle beach near our camp was used as a landing beach, while upon the other side of the creek a ramp for trucks was marked out and the guns were manhandled into action midst detonations supplied by the engineers—all of it in the early hours of dawn. Our moving target live shoot took place on the range of our friends of the 53rd at the Taom area, but it was marked by the failure of the sledges to stand up to the shock of impact of the rounds.

        
In mid-August our fate was known. We were for the forward area. It gave colour and reason for the numbers of conditions red we had had during our stay and though they were somewhat different from others we experienced we did learn from them. The 14th Brigade was moving to embark at Nouméa and our sister unit, the 53rd, stopped with us on its way south. We knew that our turn was coming. Once again all unnecessary equipment was returned and the balance stoutly cased; guns with all stores were secured and we awaited orders to join the 8th Brigade under whose command we had been placed. On 22 August orders arrived and the battery moved to the Bouloupari area near 8th Brigade Headquarters ready for the word. These few days were unpleasant, for all but bare necessities had been returned and continuous rain made conditions extremely difficult. At last came the order to embark—battery headquarters and G troop under command 34th Battalion, E troop under command 36th Battalion and F troop under command 29th Battalion.

        
On 2 September battery headquarters and G troop embarked upon USS 
President Hayes, E on 
President Jackson and F on 
President Adams. We were to undergo a trying experience, for though we had practised on rope nets, the weight of our gear, together with the height of the ship's side, gave quite a few of us an anxious feeling, but all 'made it.' We remained in harbour to practise climbing up and down the nets and to take part in practice landings on a beach within the harbour. At 1430 hours 4 September the convoy sailed in company with an escort of destroyers. The sea breeze was good, but the heat below was stifling and we were pleased to arrive at Vila in the New Hebrides on the 6th. It was our first sight of a real tropic isle though even 

then we had our doubts about Dorothy Lamour. Six days were spent at Vila, where we had our first real taste of amphibious warfare. But many valuable lessons were learned there. A very-small number were permitted ashore, though there was little of real interest. The battery commander attended a reception given by the British Commissioner.

        
On 12 September the convoy put to sea again and finally arrived off Kukum Beach, Guadalcanal, on the 14th. Unloading was quickly got under way, for the area was subject to enemy air activity. The heat was oppressive and as soon as possible the battery moved from its beach to its area in a valley in the foot-hills of the island. We were not to wait long for our first taste of real active service. At 0450 on the 15th, condition red was sounded and the drone of enemy aircraft was heard. Anti-aircraft fire was intense and the falling fragments kept everyone below ground in fox-holes which we fortunately found in our area. Amongst other hostilities, the general election was held on 19 September and everyone had an opportunity to vote.

        
All through September we were kept busy, for in addition to a more intensified programme of training, that old bogey of working parties, which we thought we had left behind in Necal, returned with renewed vigour. It was particularly hot with a high humidity and the route marches we undertook were very real tests of endurance. There was great coming and going. The 14th Brigade spared no pains to tells us that they were to be the first and soon our own battery commander spent many hours at 8th Brigade Headquarters and many talks with our own officers followed.

        
After the 14th Brigade left we busied ourselves with our own preparations, for our show was under way. Then the news of the 14th Brigade began to come through. There were casualties, not many, but enough to make us think that New Zealand was now really interested in the Pacific war. As our day came nearer we waited for word, for we knew that we all could not go in the first assault. By the process that defies all security, we knew that the 8th Brigade was to make an opposed landing on the islands of the Treasury Group, off the southern tip of Bougainville Island. A skeleton battery headquarters including the battery commander, Lieutenant Bennett and Padre Ward, and G troop did a practice landing from the craft to be used in the actual assault, on nearby Florida Island. The balance of the battery was 

divided into two echelons to land at Treasury five and ten days after D-day. Lieutenants Steer and Buist with F troop were with the first echelon and Captain Fowke, Lieutenants Black and Scarrott with E troop with the second. We felt that we had a good chance. We were used to air activity, for we had had many conditions red, and had seen enemy planes shot down. We had seen our own ships sunk by enemy air or under water action. The battery commander had been appointed beachmaster for the landing with Lieutenant Bennett as assistant. G troop was divided, two guns going with each of the 36th and 29th Battalions, who were to make the landing.

        
The great day came and at noon the troop embarked on LST 399 and sailed that night, 25 October. The beach party, with Lieutenant LePine, embarked on APD15 and sailed at noon on the 26th. As we look back, we can feel again as we felt then, responding to the cries of 'Good luck and good hunting.' The convoy, travelling as it did at varying speeds, joined up off the Treasury Group in the early hours of the 27th, and approached the two islands. A light rain caused zero hour to be put back from 0600 to 0630. The naval bombardment opened and the assault waves left the APDs. Two waves went in and the beach organisation was put in hand, though the enemy had only retired a short distance. As the LCIs and LSTs beached, G troop was disembarked, happily without casualty though there were many close calls due to enemy mortar fire. Things went well though the shelling continued. A more sober aspect was brought by the appearance of casualties and the knowledge that our padre had been busy with a ceremony that meant but one thing. But our infantry carried the day and as it wore on the shelling diminished and the beach area was quieter. The four guns of G troop were sited in an anti-landing craft role within the perimeter, and covering the seaward approach to the Falamai village area. Zero aircraft passed over in the early afternoon at high speed, this being due to the fact that our pals of the RNZAF had us under their wing.

        
The first night ashore was not pleasant. Jungle noises, small arms fire, and finally a bomb from an enemy seaplane in the middle of the dump area made things somewhat lively. Enemy infiltrations did not add a feeling of complete security. A fine day dawned and we felt that the Treasury Group was ours. G troop immediately started to improve gun pits and ready themselves 

for action. The parties working on the beach were hampered considerably by enemy snipers. The transfer of supplies to Stirling Island had continued since shortly after the landing. The first three 
days provided many exciting incidents but at the end of that time things were well in hand and our infantry had the Jap on the run. The beach area was quiet and the stores dumps almost depleted. G troop was well in position and the beach job finished so that the battery commander and Lieutenant Bennett with Padre Ward moved to Stirling Island adjacent to the US advanced navy base who controlled all friendly shipping movement within the area. This was made necessary because the unit had been given an anti-craft role for the operation.

        
Meanwhile the echelons at Guadalcanal had seized on every scrap of news that came through and the news was good. Number '13' had stuck by us—it was definitely lucky. On the 30th the first echelon party with F troop embarked on LST 71 at Kukum Beach for the move to the Treasuries. They arrived in Blanche Harbour on the morning of 2 November and were transhipped immediately to Stirling Island into positions previously reconnoitred and where they found themselves covering the arcs of fire of G troop. Air activity was moderate to intense and many hours were spent in the fox-holes. Everyone had some experience of bombing. All movement was by boat as there were no roads or even tracks, but the settling-in process proceeded. Rations improved and we were glad to see the last of the C ration. Work during the day was arduous, for lack of sleep was evident and the infantry were still in action on the far side of the main island. Our nocturnal visitors were now receiving a hot reception from our own light anti-aircraft fire and from the US heavies.

        
By the middle of November, all effective resistance had ceased and the landing at Empress Augusta Bay, which we had covered, had been successful. The remainder of battery headquarters with Captain Fowke and Lieutenants Scarrott and Black and E troop arrived on the 7th and E troop was placed under command 34th Battalion, two guns being sited each in the Malsi and Soanatalu area. Effective resistance had not ceased at this time and they had their moments. Throughout the month, air activity continued and though an intensive barrage was put up bombs were dropped causing damage and casualties. The month drew to a close with the whole battery well in and as comfortable as conditions 

allowed. During this period there were the lighter moments, but we were not together and there was not the interchange of information as in the past. The opening of December brought tropical storms, with rain the like of which we had never seen. Thunder storms were accompanied by vivid lightning and gusts of wind increased to gale force. The tent and chapel which Father Ward had erected with considerable care and pride was razed to the ground. Shipping was now using Blanche Harbour to a considerable extent and the battery commander and battery captain were able to spend an enjoyable hour aboard HMNZS 
Matai at the invitation of Commander Holden. At this time, the first of our beer issue turned up and some hoarding took place as the issue was on the basis of two bottles a month. But we were fast making friends—battery headquarters with its neighbours of the US navy base, E troop with its friends of the 34th Battalion, G troop with the 29th Battalion and E troop with the 36th. Some of our gunner companions of the 38th Field had formed a very lucrative association with the US Navy PT Squadron and the CBs. Early in December came Lieutenant Steer's promotion to captain and his transfer to artillery training depot, together with Lieutenants Bennett and Scarrott.

        
All troops were beginning to feel the effects of the climate and the insects which abounded caused skin infections which placed many upon the sick report. Lieutenant Buist was evacuted to the casualty clearing station at Guadalcanal and others received treatment at the Field Ambulance. Inward mail at this time was beyond value and much pleasure was expressed at the speed of its transit. As the unit was on a continuous operational role, it was not possible for members to move round to any extent. As many as possible were permitted to attend the dedication of the cemetery at Falamai. It was possible to obtain some relaxation from the movies, though conditions red were still with us and there were many interruptions. The morning of Christmas Eve was ushered in by a heavy earthquake and one gun of E troop was moved to a more secure platform. However, falling coconuts were the chief danger during the 'quake. Mr Black had been slightly injured by permitting his head to dispute the law of gravity with a falling coconut. There was no one keen to emulate his example.

        
Much interest was shown in the growing airfield on Stirling Island and this interest was increased by the emergency landing 

of a damaged Liberator on Christmas Eve. It was evident to us at this time that Rabaul, the Jap stronghold north of our area, was receiving a pounding, for heavy bombers passed overhead at all hours of the day and night. We still continued to have much disturbed rest and a night without at least two conditions red was a rare exception. There were many during the day but with the exception of one dive bomber in early December, none approached the island.

        
Christmas Day was celebrated in traditional fashion when the officers waited at table and served a meal of turkey and plum pudding. An aquatic carnival was held at Falamai but transport difficulties prevented many from attending. New Year's Day coincided with the arrival of Lieutenants H. Muller, H. Keenan and Second-Lieutenant Sotheran who were to replace Captain Steer and Lieutenants Bennett and Scarrott. Mr, Muller went to E troop at the western entrance to the Blanche Harbour, Mr Sotheran to the eastern entrance and Mr Keenan to Soanatalu.

        
Apart from air activity, life had now taken on its normal trend. There was much swimming and the purchase of canoes from the natives and the building of boats and rafts gave opportunity for change. The battery was getting along very well, considering the altered role which had been given it. Cooking and all duties in most instances was done by gun crews. Difficulties had to be overcome as the sickness rate was still high, and at this time instructions were received for the transfer of our RNZA personnel to New Caledonia. Many good friends went. The airfield was now operational for fighters and medium bombers and we took a very real interest in their doings. During January some excitement was caused when a Zero which passed through the harbour was shot down by three P38s and E troop was lucky enough to have front seats for the naval bombardment of the Shortland Islands. During one night raid in mid-January a bomb was dropped which resulted in a fair number of casualties to a US unit. The AA barrage was the heaviest to date and lasted for over an hour. Many condolences were offered to the taxpayer. On 20 January battery headquarters moved to Mono Island as the old site was required for airfield extension. The night before the move brought about our closest call. A 250 1b bomb landed at the entrance of battery headquarters and all but a few tents were perforated. E troop guns at Soanatalu were moved as the storm earlier had undermined their platform. 
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Below: Headquarters personnel of the 54th Anti-Tank Battery taken in the Treasury Island. Below on the opposite page is a picture of guns of the 17th Field Regiment being taken ashore from the landing craft on the rough coral beach
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Christmas dinner, 1943, in the sergeants' mess at the Artillery Training Depot in New Caledonia



Lieutenant H. R. Cashmore arrived at the end of January as a replacement for Lieutenant Buist. He was posted to Soanatalu and Lieutenant Keenan took over E troop; Lieutenant Black joined battery headquarters.

        
For some time it had been felt that with the arrival of liberty ships in the harbour, the old story would return. On the last day of January a request for working parties came, together with the instruction of the brigade commander that our operational role had ceased. We were now getting more sleep at night and it almost appeared that we had ceased to be in a forward area. The divisional concert party and the divisional band gave performances and with the nightly movie life was bearable. We were brought back to earth by an occasional 'red' and warnings of 'sea bogies.' We had our first live shoot in the area during this month on towed targets and some excellent scores were put up. Other branches of the service were invited and complimentary remarks were passed. Working parties continued in March. The gun which the 36th Battalion had captured and left in our keeping was returned to them, this being due to the arrival in the area of the official photographer who took group photos of all sections of the battery. The non-arrival of parcels from home for three to five months was relieved but not all the parcels were in good condition.

        
The CRA visited the unit for the first time since immediately following the landing but as his time was limited, he confined his unit inspection to the immediate harbour area. Many members of the unit were members of the crews of the small yachts that now plied the harbour and the battery sergeant-major had been elected a member of the sailing committee. A highly successful carnival was held in the Falamai beach area and this gave everyone a real opportunity to meet friends. The working parties continued with renewed vigour but it was felt that many of our battery fully recouped themselves with their efforts. A kit inspection for the confiscation of US stores was held and though little was found, there are grounds for belief that much was not brought forth. As the days moved into April, rumours increased until the old query of 'when do we move out?' was replaced by the announcement that men were invited to apply for essential work at home. This occasioned much filling in of forms at the orderly room and explanations and indecision. There were many volunteers, and as the move was imminent, a concentration area 

was set up near Falamai, to which the first draft withdrew prior to embarking. There was great excitement and anticipation. Further rumours flew about when it was announced that 50 per cent of the unit equipment would travel with the draft. We were brought back to realities at this point when a section of the battery was attached to a composite unit for a search of the island for suspected Jap coast watchers. A very strenuous three days was spent in trying weather conditions but no Japs were unearthed.

        
By this time it had become clear that the balance of the battery would soon follow the essential industry volunteers. All guns and a portion of equipment were prepared for shipping. On 25 April the home draft embarked on USS 
President Monroe and the battery was reduced from 120 to 
67 all ranks. To those of us who remained, it was a sad day because of the loss of so many of our friends. On the 27th the guns and stores were loaded aboard USS 
Abigail Adams, our ammunition having been previously handed back to the ASC. It was decided to concentrate the remainder of the battery in the Cummings Point area at the western end of Stirling Island. Settling in was easy—we had done just this so many times and it was an already formed area. It was obvious that our stay would not be long for there were frequent conferences at brigade headquarters. The equipment, all that remained of it, was again packed and we awaited details. On 11 May a warning order was issued informing us that the unit would embark on USS 
Tryon on the 15th. The GOC. with Brigadier Goss, had an informal talk with all ranks on the Sunday night before our departure.

        
The great day dawned fine and clear and although everyone anticipated a sweltering session during the embarkation nothing was a trouble. Everything seemed to move on oiled wheels. Our trucks and guns were left in the dock area and we returned to camp to await the arrival of the ship and the order to move. It came about noon and we moved by truck back to the dock. Standing around in the tropic sun was no joke but how glad we were to bear it. At 3 pm we were all aboard and our quarters seemed good to gaze upon. At 6 pm, after a good evening meal which promised well, we stood on deck and watched the Treasury Group slowly disappear. Once outside Blanche Harbour speed was increased and our former home, with all its experiences of seven months, slipped from our sight into the tropic night. Final
con-

viction that we had left it came with the announcement that it was no longer necessary to take atebrin.

        
All next day was spent at sea and the ship's routine was a tonic. The meals were good and the company pleasant. The destroyer escort had left us that morning and the good ship 
Tryon was drinking up the miles to New Caledonia. Just before dusk the promised land was sighted but a drop in temperature warned us that we were getting well south. The only excitement of the day was provided by the sight of a derelict life float and its subsequent sinking by the ship's guns. Before we went to our bunks, 'the well-informed' had it on the best of authority that we would arrive at Noumea before noon the following day. For once they were right and memories of New Year 1943 returned as we passed the lighthouse and Ile Nou and dropped anchor in the harbour. We were sorry that the 'well-informed' had not sent a signal to those ashore, for we found that we were not expected and disembarkation would have to wait until the next day. However, advanced parties with the minimum of unit gear disembarked and proceeded to the artillery training depot area at Nemeara. On 19 May the battery disembarked on to 'sea mules,' gazed with a well-founded affection on the good ship 
Tryon and chugged its way ashore. Trucks awaited us and we started on our long journey up the island. For many this was their first view of Noumea and the sight of the female sex was extremely pleasant. After lunch on the road at Bouloupari we proceeded on our way, reaching the artillery training depot at 3 pm. Tents were already erected, extra blankets issued, for the wind was keen, and a really good wash and an excellent meal rounded off the day. Later we rejoined our artillery friends of the 14th Brigade and were able to exchange experiences over a glass of ale. Our companions of the draft of the 
President Monroe were in their area awaiting embarkation, so that we did not see them as often as we would have wished. The routine in camp was a quiet one. Base kit was drawn and many fears laid to rest, for it was in excellent condition. The days until the end of May we spent awaiting immediate return to New Zealand. We were able to spend considerable time at the clubs at Tene Valley and Bourail Beach where New Zealand WAACs lent colour and, in spots, romance to a few of the bolder spirits. Equipment from the second ship had come to hand and there was work to be done. Guns were stripped down and cleaned 

and the reduced unit did really well. While this work proceeded it was upon a limited basis and much time off was allowed. Leave was given for a week's stay at the beach; there were trucks for picnics and to take us to concert parties, one of which was from New Zealand broadcasting service. All these contributed to the enjoyment of the days that passed. The beer ration was considerably eased and life was almost as good as at home, but not quite. A committee from the unit was formed to make arrangements for a unit dance. This was a great success. The Town Hall at Bourail was filled to capacity and the partners were provided by the WAACs and the local 
mamselles. Prior to the dance the battery commander was approached and tested on the subject of liquid refreshment. He consented 
to the use of fruit juice with a small admixture of something stronger but not greater than l/24th part. On being invited to partake during the evening he expressed surprise that his drink had changed to a perfect glass of good beer. It can be safely said that it was the best evening the Town Hall had seen. Captain Fowke was marched out in a hurry to take up draft conducting duties. Sports to suit all tastes were available, though cricket and football were the more favoured in this department. It was a pleasant month but as July changed to August questions were again asked. A small draft had left for army work in New Zealand and we were a small unit. Then overnight word was received that a draft was to be prepared on the basis 'first away, first home.' A rush was made to finish the packing of unit equipment and a call was made for the 
West Point draft. After they had departed there remained only 12 of us, including the volunteer freezing workers who had not been called for.

        
Within the first few days of August word went round that a force rear party was to be formed and the orderly room pack of cards saw some happy countenances and some sad ones as the draw was shown. We were lucky and our quota was small. On the 4th and 5th all our remaining guns and equipment were handed over after a feverish compiling of vouchers. On the 6th we said good-bye to Nemeara from the back of a truck on our way to the Tene Valley Camp, where we spent a night in not the most comfortable circumstances. On the morning of the 8th we again embussed for our journey to Noumea to take our ship home but on arriving at the staging area we found that we would be due for a stay of some days. The amenities of the camp were 

poor but, together with an American bugler who did not appear to go to bed during our stay there, we managed to survive. Leave was upon a day to day basis and we spent some of this time chasing round the post exchanges filling up the few corners that remained in our bags. Finally, when all hope seemed lost, and we felt we had become fixtures, word came to move and on 15 August 1944 all those who remained in the battery, all that now remained of the 54th, embarked upon the USS 
Torrens. For the gunners it was a great experience. As the ship was full from stem to stern, all officers, of whom there were many, found themselves in troops' accommodation. The weather was heavy soon after leaving harbour at 2.30 pm and it was not long before a number, many of whom were officers, offered up a sacrifice to Father Neptune. Gunners swear that it was the first time in the history of troop movement that a sweeping fatigue was composed entirely of majors. The weather continued to be rough right until the evening before our arrival in Auckland. We could say that we were almost home when the ship dropped anchor in the harbour of Auckland at 8.30 am on 18 August. Papakura Camp, we found, had not changed. Those of us from Auckland were quickly on our way home while those from south were on their way within three days. So ends the history of the 54th. Perhaps there is at the moment of writing some unit, also the 54th, fighting on the soil of Germany or on the threshold of Northern Italy or, more fitting, in the jungles of Burma. We were a happy outfit and we hope that that other 34th is as good as we thought we were. We can do no better, nor pay them a greater compliment, than to hand on to them our motto—
Nil Bastardis Carborundum.
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Chapter Eleven

4th 
Survey Troop

        
The 4th Survey Troop emerged as a unit of Three Div Artillery on 3 September 1942. It learnt its quota of spherical 'trig,' and the meaning of 'log' table and theodolite, and then sweated its way through New Caledonian 
gaiac and Solomons jungle to peace with general disbandment in October 1944. Recruited from field and coast artillery, and from survey and NZEF personnel, the infant troop settled early to specialist training and leave wangling, each important in the scheme of things. A month in Papakura mobilisation camp, which was all too short for Auckland folk, preceded a move to Tirau in the train of the Artillery Corps. With the prospects of country quarters ahead thoughts of bright lights were less hopeful, but the spontaneous hospitality, which is so typical of Tirau, was yet untasted. Memories of the happy hours spent there and in nearby Okoroire and Putaruru were to help a lot during the dreariness of tropic days ahead.

        
The advanced party had established an admirable set-up in the Tirau Domain, close, but not too close, to Div Arty Headquarters, and there, amid the round of dances and other distractions, training recommenced. Survey people sweated through the interminable classes, drivers learned how not to do it, and everyone endeavoured, with determination, to lay the foundations of a good show. Range surveys for calibration shoots at Lake Rerewhakaitu in November offered a welcome diversion from lectures and camp chores and provided an opportunity to try out both survey and driving. All came through this first test in team work with top marks.

        
Lieutenants Tom Finlayson and Boyd Wright joined the 

troop shortly after its arrival at Tirau, and with Captain Sanderson, who had already been appointed to command, the unit was now at full strength, at least in officers. There were still one or two gaps in the ranks, however, and the loss of Gunner Tom McGahan and several others, who were withdrawn on the eve of embarkation, was generally disappointing. With final leave disposed of, December brought persistent rumours of sailing dates and destinations with equally persistent hopes for Christmas leave. Kit issues and the packing of equipment proceeded meanwhile, but with the near approach of the festive season optimism on the score of Christmas dinner with the family was at low ebb. Eventually a few of the more fortunate were able to spend a brief hour or two with relatives in Hamilton, but general leave was not forthcoming. Open invitations to Christmas dinner, from hosts of local friends, were eagerly accepted and for those who stayed at home Gunner George Tayles had prepared a very fine open-air feast.

        
The troop entrained, with other gunners from the Tirau district, on 27 December, and later that day, embarked on USS 
West Point at Auckland. Luxury liner travel was a new experience to most, and even the experienced few found some difficulty in sorting out the maze of alley and companionway on this huge ship. However, confusion was soon ironed out and in off duty moments all found a way to the port promenade deck, with faint hopes of a fleeting glimpse of friend or relative on passing ferry boats. Two days were spent on board before orders of 'all troops to quarters 'prefaced a sailing from Auckland at 1000 hours on 29 December. The somewhat crowded quarters were not unpleasant, and had they then been judged by later standards of travel, they would have been considered good. Food twice daily, navy style, was not popular, but this custom proved less troublesome with later experience. Throughout the voyage the weather was delightful, and the fascination of the blue waters of the Pacific in traditional mood eased the boredom of shipboard life. Periods on deck were all too short, though this was inevitable on such a crowded ship.

        
The 'dinkum oil' had long since established New Caledonia as the most probable among a number of rumoured destinations, but all remaining doubts were dispelled by the landfall made shortly after noon on 31 December. The remaining hours of 
West Point life, during the run in from the Ile Amédée 
light-

house to an anchorage off Ile Nou, were an absorbing introduction to coral seas, and interest in the unknown dispelled for the moment the thoughts of home so far away. Disembarkation orders ushered in the New Year, and long before dawn lost people and lost equipment had been rounded up and the troop was assembled and ready to go. The journey ashore, in a local steam tender, was eventually accomplished without incident, motor transport was waiting and a short run brought the troop to the transit camp at Dumbéa, where it was to await further orders.

        
The Dumbean interlude was refreshing. The clear water of the river adjoining the camp provided a much-needed opportunity for washing up and the equally urgent need for cooling off in the unaccustomed heat. Good business had been done in exchanging New Zealand issue bed slats for the more comfortable American army cot, but spam was still a novelty. Accommodation was reasonably good, and the three days of complete rest, during which one merely bathed and ate, was generally approved by all.

        
Most good things are soon ended, however, but with unknown scenes and fresh fields ahead, orders for the move north to Nepoui were quite popular. Embussing early on the morning of 4 January, the first stage in the unit's journeyings was completed with the arrival at the Nepoui staging camp at dusk. Impressions of New Caledonian countryside on this occasion were not altogether pleasant. Interest in the unusual was soon dispelled by the monotony of bleak hills, gaiac, niaouli and Iantana scrub which the fleeting glimpses of tiny village and foreign folk failed to lighten. The intense heat and the clouds of red dust encountered 
en route made travel in an open truck a trying business. A call at a good old-fashioned New Zealand 'pub' would have helped a lot.

        
The first essential after arrival at Népoui was the selection of a camp site within the limits of the unit's assigned area. One was eventually chosen in a clump of 
pin de fer on the river bank, and camp construction commenced on 6 January. The first 
bure, roofed with niaouli bark, was erected in good time and in fair shape, and the cookhouse staff, with its pots and pans, was installed there. Tent lines were set out in a shady spot overlooking a swimming pool, and within a day or two the troop had settled down to life in its new home.

        
Sergeant Basil Hall, with commendable zeal, a gang of willing 

workers and a winch truck, 'bulldozed' a cook stove into camp, but the food which subsequently emerged from its capacious oven well repaid the loss in skin and curses in bringing it home. This stove was a massive affair which could swallow a wood pile with greedy ease, but it served well during its stay with the troop. The thought of its two tons of plating in an amphibious operation could not be entertained though, so it returned to ordnance when the unit moved north to the Solomons.

        
The incessant clatter of New Caledonia's insects and the customs of its crawling vermin were equally annoying. The season for 'this' or 'that' brought each pest, in turn, to do its bit, but the local mosquito seemingly thrived all the year through. January brought the season of hurricane warnings, and the troop had scarcely settled in when the first of the series sent everyone scampering to strike tents and peg down. That night, spent in sodden misery waiting for the rain to stop, and for the blow that never came, did little to improve the popularity of later warnings.

        
Survey work for AA people was pressing at this stage, but theodolites and other necessary technical gear had not yet arrived from New Zealand. However, with equipment loaned by neighbouring American engineers, serious work was started in the Plaine des Gaiacs area on 18 January, and all who could be spared from camp duties turned out to help the surveyor folk. Even QMS 'Staff' White turned to on 'trig' building, whenever he could snatch an hour or two away from his ration stores. Farewells to Sergeant Wally Vautier, who was returning to Zealand with a well-earned recommendation for training as a cadet officer, had been said when the first mail from home folk arrived on 26 January. The first of the equally welcome but less frequent parcel deliveries followed some three weeks later.

        
With Plaine des Gaiacs triangulation well in hand, a party of survey people chaperoned by Lieutenant Tom Finlayson and Sergeant Alex Taylor left camp to commence similar work in the Oua Tom area some miles south on the road to Noumea. In the timely decision to detach a section for this assignment this party escaped the midnight move from the river bank. Late on the afternoon of 3 February, heavy rain in the hill country towards Mont Paouea, transformed the trickle of Nepoui's summertime river into a raging torrent. As hell itself would be easier faced than a court of enquiry should equipment be lost in a flood. 

the troop hurriedly moved to a nearby rocky hillside. That night in the rain was even more miserable than the earlier occasion of the hurricane warning. The local oldest inhabitant was very insistent with his warnings o£ rainy season floods, but none eventuated. However, as it was thought wise to play safe, construction of a new camp on the hillside commenced. The troop was temporarily short handed for the work involved, but this problem was solved by the arrival of fresh manpower. Sergeant Dave Archer's rearguard of drivers arrived from Tirau with much needed trucks and equipment. A few days later Bombardier Theo Olifent with Gunners Bernie Maschell and Arthur Hanna arrived opportunely for advanced survey training.

        
The new camp was soon established and training was resumed. The months that followed seemed to be just one long period of lectures and hard work, but the occasional break in the daily round of 'flash spotting' and astronomy did come along. Early in March, a section with Lieutenant Boyd Wright and Sergeant Bob Hamilton was detached for an assignment lasting three weeks at Ile Nou and Nouméa. Work at Taom offered a change of scenery to a few, and there was no shortage of applicants to join a section detailed for surveys at Anse Vata, the popular beach resort a few miles out of Nouméa.

        
Nightly showings at the Plaine des Gaiacs cinema were popular, despite the seven-odd miles of red dust to be endured in getting there. Both the Kiwi concert party and the divisional band brought occasional entertainment of the right kind to the Nepoui valley and a mobile cinema began operating in opposition to the Plaine des Gaiacs movies. Fishing trips to the outlying reef were organised, and fish netting expeditions with French friends offered interest and diversion in free hours. Sunday excursions to minor towns at Pouembout, Kone and Voh were popular, and an occasional day off for a trip to Bourail in the stores truck proved to be a welcome change from wilderness fare. The troop's football team scored well in the Népoui Valley contests, and racing fans were always ready for the next meeting of the 'Northern Racing Club.' Race days at Taom entailed 70 miles of dusty truck travel, and winnings were never even moderately fair, but these outings were always popular and well worth while. Bombardier Peter Newhook and Gunner Dave Archer, who had spent several months on Norfolk Island after leaving the troop at Papakura, rejoined the unit in April. 
Bom-

bardiers Alf Green, Leon Pitt and Hugh Thomson were 'attached ex-Norfolk', and with the arrival of several people from New Zealand, the unit could at last muster a full strength parade. At the conclusion of brigade and divisional manoeuvres in June, activities turned to amphibious training and to equipment packing in readiness for an early move to the Solomons. On 18 August the troop moved to Noumea for embarkation, and on the day following boarded USS 
Hunter Liggett. This ship was rather unlovely in looks and ways and offered little in the way of comforts of a modern trooper! In spite of crowded quarters, packed with troops and cargo, everyone survived the sixteen days on board.

        
In company with USS 
Fuller and escort, 
Liggett left Noumea on 24 August. Drills were frequent and exacting during the days that followed, and one learned to jump for stations at the first note of siren or bell. Two days out from Noumea a landfall was made, and before dusk the convoy had reached an anchorage in the exquisite harbour of Vila, the port of Efate Island. Palm fringed beaches of coral sand provided a welcome contrast to the grim hills of New Caledonia, and all would have been glad of an opportunity for a closer inspection of the township than that afforded from the ship's deck. Shore leave was not forthcoming, but the troop had its fill of Efate during the days of amphibious assault exercises on Mélé beach. Copious doses of net scrambling and landing craft were the order of both days and nights at Vila, and one learned that tropic soldiering could be unpleasant.

        
With exercises finally disposed of, the journey to the Solomons was resumed and everyone was glad of a rest from landing nets. The east coast of the island of San Cristobal was sighted at dawn on 3 September, and a few hours later the blue peaks and lowland jungle of Guadalcanal were abeam. Before noon the convoy had reached its destination, and troopships commenced disembarkation off Kukum beach. Despatch in unloading was of the utmost importance because of attacks on shipping, which were not infrequent at the time. Before nightfall rations, guns, trucks and equipment had been ferried ashore to beach dumps. The troop landed in a shell-torn plantation, near the Matanikau River, and all those who could be spared from ship details and unloading parties were transported to an assigned camp area. After a hasty and unattractive meal of K rations, 

the assorted tasks of camp building commenced. A detachment with Bombardier Alf Green had sorted equipment into a handy-unit pile; Gunner Joe Harris arrived with the first truckload of priority gear and prospects for the first night on Guadalcanal were reasonably bright by mid-afternoon. The camp, which was located on a ridge covered with 
kunai grass and some 200 odd feet above sea level, would have been much more attractive with some shade from the blazing sun. However, compensation was offering in the cooling sea breeze and comparative freedom from the mosquito pest of lower jungle-covered areas. The uninterrupted views, too, from Cape Esperance and Savo to Malaita and Florida Islands were well worth the 'blood and tears' of fox-hole digging. Guadalcanal's grass ridges were of coral formation and crowbars, rather than pick and shovel, were necessary during digging operations. High level bombing raids were a feature of moonlight nights, and sweat drenched toil at the foxholes had to go on in spite of unrelenting heat.

        
However, the troop soon settled to normal ways of life in the tropics. Staff-Sergeant Lloyd Kaye had ironed out the ration department and established a well-stocked storeroom; Gunner George Tayles had produced a fine oven attachment for the unit's field cooker and the troop's best effort in cookhouses, complete with concrete floor, had been constructed. Moreover, mail deliveries were regular and parcels also arrived at odd times. Training was resumed in the intervals between jobs of work on gun ranges and engineer construction projects. Bombardiers Vince Roigard and Peter Newhook, with 'Staff' Al Fellows and one or two others of the 'brains trust,' were detailed for training as a meteorological section, and other surveyor people were kept busy with the interminable exercises in jungle traverse and tri-angulation. Gunner Pat Southern had a never-ending job in keeping theodolites and other technical instruments in good shape in the humid conditions of the jungle climate. With November came the first of the bi-annual rainy seasons and a daily routine of coral shovelling on camp paths and tent floors to keep out the worst of a sea of slushy mud. The bath problem was eased, however, by introducing empty petrol drums to collect rainfall from tent flies. Rivers and streams were some distance from camp and were not particularly attractive to those who did not elect to disregard the tale of crocodiles.

        
Gunner Charlie Wright kept the troop well informed on the 

subject of jungle foods, but normal ration issues were preferred meanwhile in spite of the copious doses of spam. The cookhouse staff did produce an occasional boiling of green pawpaw and baked yams, as a welcome change from the dehydrated 'murphy.' The fruit supplies to which everyone had been accustomed while in New Caledonia were greatly missed but canteen stocks of the best in the canned variety were readily available. Deserted banana plantations were well culled by wandering troops and occasionally one found a ripe pawpaw which had been overlooked by other scavengers. Many hours were spent in jungle marches, to toughen muscles and accustom people to the tasks ahead. The jungle itself, from banyan and mahogany to lesser and unidentified tangle, was not unlike the bush of New Zealand's back country, but the fetid humidity and its crawling vermin were unique.

        
Compensations for heat and hard work were to be found, however, in the odd diversions that were offering. Cinema shows were as frequent as weather and Jap bombers would permit, and all the latest in screen productions found a way to the Solomons. In off duty hours, the souvenir hunter could always muster the energy and interest to explore local battle areas, while others preferred the popular pastime of model-making in spare moments. Gunner Viv Allott turned out a really fine line in Marconi-rigged yachts from a 'belly' tank and a few packing case lids. 
Rakiura floated well and sailed moderately but she was no lady on a beat to windward.

        
The first of a series of shooting competitions, with teams from the 144th Battery, was held on Thanksgiving Day, but on this occasion the troop team failed in its attempt to 'bring home the bacon.' A generous issue of turkey had arrived with the rations that day and prospects of a pre-Christmas feast would undoubtedly account for poor shooting. Gunner Jeff Bunning had volunteered to help George with cookhouse duties and well deserved his share of the general vote of thanks for the best meal on record. Members of the troop served a liberal apprenticeship in general stevedoring on the Kukum dock and were well hardened to the jobs of freight hauling, from ship to shore and from barge to beach, which were so much a feature of soldiering in the Solomons. An unfortunate accident brought a deep sorrow to the unit when Lieutenant Finlayson died on 15 October. He 

was a very popular officer and everyone had felt so justifiably-proud to claim him as a pal.

        
Christmas of 1943 brought a welcome parcel mail. One or two had come to hand since the unit's arrival in Guadalcanal, but the December issue was particularly welcome. The cookhouse staff produced a fine effort for Christmas dinner, and the quality of George's cooking on that occasion received general commendation. Officers performed quite satisfactorily in the role of waiters, and mess orderlies recruited from unit sergeants, worked well. Supplies of 'jungle juice' helped to enhance the festive spirit in keeping with the season. Fortunately all had recovered before the New Year ushered in preparations for another move.

        
As problems of shipping space called for the reduction of an assault force to bare essentials, only a detachment from the troop was to move forward with the first wave. Severe casualties in this detachment were not improbable, and a quota of 'key' men accordingly were to remain behind for subsequent drafts. With these factors in view, the troop was reorganised in sections, and each was detailed to move forward with successive echelons. The equipment and manpower needs of each detachment created some minor problems but men and gear were assigned in due course and packing proceeded. A meteorological section of RNZAF personnel, under the command of Flying Officer Mart Fountain, had been attached, but a decision had been reached to add 'met' observations to the normal survey duties of the troop. The RNZAF 'met' section marched out accordingly on 1 February and bequeathed its problems, its responsibilities and its headaches to the 4th Survey Troop. The prospect of manhandling the addition in heavy equipment which the unit had inherited Was not encouraging either.

        
The first section of survey personnel embarked with Captain Sanderson on 10 February for the assault on Green Island. The LST to which the section was assigned offered reasonably comfortable quarters and this mode of travel was not unpleasant. The ship was eventually crowded beyond normal capacity, however, and late comers were less fortunate in finding sleeping space. The final additions to the mixed company of American and 3 Div soldiery already aboard embarked 
en route at Mumia Beach, 
Vella Lavella. Survey people who moved with the first section will recall the all night loading there, With comparative 

freedom from the usual shipboard rules and in perfect weather, the five days spent on the way up passed pleasantly. One had little to do in the hours before D-day and folk who were not on KP duty were to be found as a rule asleep in some spare corner among the clutter of guns and cargo on top sides. Life was somewhat more complex for the crews of escorting 'cans' and the gunners at action stations throughout the ships of the convoy. All available Bofors guns had been mounted on the upper decks, and AA people were standing to in readiness to add their quota to the ship's fire power when needed. Assault craft, each crammed with machines and men, had swelled the convoy from stations 
en route, and before the coast of Jap-held Bougainville was sighted, the collection of ships and escort had grown to sizable proportions.

        
Jap airfields on Bougainville and elsewhere had been plastered by bombers, and no serious opposition was expected from that quarter. The near approach to Nissan Island, however, brought the convoy within easy range of Rabaul-based enemy aircraft, but air cover from the newly acquired Torokina airstrip at Empress Augusta Bay was now continuous and substantial. Interest in the jungle-clad shores of New Georgia, Vella and Teti-pari was somewhat casual during the first few days out from Guadalcanal, but as the journey neared an end, everyone was alert and ready for the job ahead. At dusk on 14 February the convoy had reached a point some miles west of Buka Island and was heading north for the following dawn attack on Green Island. The time had come for a last minute check of water bottle and weapons, before turning in for a few hours' sleep. Some preferred the cooler atmosphere of top sides in a silence broken only by the throbbing diesel motors, while others passed the hours of waiting in a desultory card game, below decks.

        
The following dawn brought the first sight of Nissan and other islands of the Green Group. It also brought the Jap bombers diving out of the rising sun. Nip pilots derived little profit from their attack on the LSTs of the convoy. Cables of barrage balloons had been eased out and the heavy concentration of fire from racing escort destroyers and ships' guns made that section of the fleet a tough nut to crack.. Overwhelming fighter cover had matters well in hand, and the few surviving Jap planes were soon driven off. Meanwhile the plantations at Pokonian and Tangalan had been softened up by air bombing, and infantry
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had landed from the APDs. The first of the 4th Survey detachment landed at the Pokonian plantation shortly after dawn.

        
Theodolites had been loaded in an easily accessible spot on the tank deck and were available for an immediate start on the more urgent survey jobs. A satisfactory site for a 'sun shot' was located and Sergeants Alex Taylor and Vic Thompson proceeded immediately with the production of grid bearings. 'Link' traverses were commenced by a team with Sergeant Bob Hamilton, while other people in the section manhandled equipment and precious water ashore to a unit dump. Long before nightfall the Survey Troop established an artillery grid and completed the immediate tasks necessary for fire control.

        
A section of headquarters perimeter defences had been assigned to surveyor personnel and all turned to with pick and shovel after a hasty evening meal of K ration. The water-filled fox-holes of that first night on Nissan were dismal. One lay in six inches or so of slush, with knife or grenade held tight, watching the deeper shadows for crawling Japs. Bombers arrived from Rabaul towards midnight but confined their attention to troops across the lagoon, at Tangalan. Sleep was out of the question, anyway. There was no let up in the work that followed. Adequate supplies of air-photo maps were available, but these were too inaccurate for the purposes of artillery fire control. Surveys in consequence had to keep pace with the guns and this was not an easy task for a small detachment in jungle country Meteor data was essential for gun range corrections, and the normal 'met' telegram had to be translated into terms familiar to the US Heavy AA gunners. However, the team on tap was an excellent one, and it did all and more than was expected of it. While fresh gun positions were being linked, base lines were chained and checked at Tangalan. Target areas in Jap territory were 'tied in,' and the first of a series of trig stations was established.

        
Sergeants Alex Taylor and Bob Hamilton were constantly on the move, and the first-class backing of Gunners Maurice Kelly, Charlie Wright, Bruce Morrison and 'Mac' McRae, helped considerably in keeping field work somewhat ahead of the exacting demands. The one jeep available had 'dug in' soon after landing, with heavy trucks bogged fore and aft, but it was back in service within an hour or two. The native trails were soon turned into quagmires in which there was little hope of dodging tree stumps 

and coral ledges. These roadless days on Nissan presented a severe test both to trucks and drivers, but Gunner Don Gillies and his jeep came through with top marks.

        
Computations under the best of conditions are a tiring job,. but hours of unremitting toil with a log book and pencil in a jungle fox-hole are by no means pleasant. However, Sergeant Vic Thompson, with Bombardiers Len Smith and Leon Pitt and Gunner Ken Bond, did the job and did it well. 'Staff' Al Fellows and Bombardier Vince Roigard were soon on the job with balloon flights and they produced the first of a long series of 'met' telegrams within 24 hours after landing. The jungle presented difficulties to meteorological observers, but eventually a relatively clear spot was found where most balloons would clear the tree tops. Night flights were conducted to produce 'met' data for dawn gun barrages, but as a rule the 'met' section spent its nights with a log book and candle helping the 'comps 'people with their survey calculations. As extensive jungle traversing would have been impracticable, a polygonal system of triangulation was established in the lagoon. Transport to shore line trig stations by LCVP craft was provided by the US port director, who was extremely helpful in affording priority to survey needs. An American Navy detachment of hydrographic surveyors was busy on lagoon and coast line surroundings, and these men worked in with the section whenever possible.

        
A move to a bivouac area near the Pokonian beach provided ready access to boat transport and reasonably dry fox-holes. The change to J rations, too, with an occasional hot meal, helped to make life more tolerable. All members of the troop were somewhat weary of long hours and little rest and were relieved when Lieutenant Boyd Wright and the second echelon detachment arrived on 20 February. The prospect of normal meals, with the arrival of cooks and rations was most heartening. With fresh surveyors, computers and 'met' observers available, the old hands were glad of an opportunity to rest for a few hours. There was little relief for anyone, however, while Jap resistance lasted.

        
Permanent camp sites were eventually allocated and the troop moved to an island jungle area a mile or two from the mission station. Bulldozers had been hard at work on a roading system, but the appalling native trails of coral outcrops and slush-filled holes still operated. The assigned camp site had few advantages and the many shortcomings were not minimised by the heavy 

rain, which was one of the unpleasant features of the move. The opportune arrival of Lieutenant Ian Berendsen with the third echelon detachment coincided with the move from Pokonian. Camp equipment and tentage had come to hand, and with willing workers on axe and crosscut saw the jungle growth was readily cleared. Tent lines and cook houses followed, and the troops returned to the more normal ways of life. All personnel enjoyed the first night of reasonable rest on a bedcot once more.

        
With the end of active combat duties, the unit was detailed to surveys for the first accurate mapping of the Green Islands group. 'Met' people continued regular observations, with the primary object of compiling meteorological records of the western Solomons zone. Mapping projects afforded little leisure during the ensuing three months. Surveys for American army coast defence guns and for field gun calibration were introduced and the troop averaged a normal working week of some 60 hours in consequence. Observations were taken to fix the geographic position of the islands. Base lines and provisional triangulation were carefully checked, and the many miles of new roading were traversed with theodolite and chain. Surveys of the airstrips were carried out, and numerous control points were established along the shores of the lagoon and outer coast. Pinipel was tied in to the main island group and surveys were carried out for the fixation of its coast line. Meanwhile the 'comps' section was inundated with field notes, and everyone in this department was kept busy on interminable calculations.

        
To give effect to daily work schedules, the manpower needs for camp duties were pruned to a bare minimum; even drivers and orderlies were pressed into service as chainmen. Everyone was needed and the effort of the troop's volunteer RAP staff, Bombardier Ken Gillies and Gunnner Bruce Morrison, in keeping all hands in the best possible physical shape for the job was commendable. Work was eventually completed early in May. Selections for return to industry in New Zealand had been made and the first draft embarked on 18 April. The troop's quota had thinned its ranks considerably, but for those who remained there was little survey work left to complete. The latter days of Nissan life were quite tolerable. Rain was frequent and tree toads annoying, but one had become inured to jungle pests and discomforts. Several cinemas operated nightly with a variety of programmes, and there was much to do in the odd hour of leisure.

Beer rations were frequent, food supplies good and mail service excellent.

        
Orders were duly received for a return to New Caledonia, and as everyone hoped, then on to New Zealand. Packing commenced soon after the completion of mapping surveys, and the troop was ready to move on 28 May. After an appalling night spent under a borrowed tarpaulin, embarkation commenced soon after the following dawn. An LCT provided transport to the troopship, which was lying off Barahun Island; before noon the journey back to New Caledonia had begun. USS 
Naos was an unpretentious Liberty ship, but quarters were fairly comfortable. However, all were glad of the ultimate landfall off the New Caledonian coast seven days out from Nissan. After some hours of delay, in a search for the passage through the reef, the troop disembarked on the Népoui dock.

        
Of the tale of the 4th Survey troop little to tell now remains. Transport was waiting at Nepoui, and in due course the unit reached ATD camp near Bourail where it was welcomed with prepared quarters and an excellent meal. The change from hard work to a spell of leisure was most welcome, and any spare time was easily filled. Kiwi and Bourail Beach Clubs were attractive and concert parties and cinema offered adequate entertainment during the evenings.

        
The earnest hopes for furlough were to be realised and the first draft for home marched out for embarkation at Noumea on 30 June. Others followed at short intervals until the final few of the rearguard were on the way. With furlough completed all too soon, the remaining members of the unit returned to mobilisation camps. Some were to serve again in the Middle East and others were returning to civilian life, as fate or fortune decreed. The 4th Survey Troop had played its part in the scheme of things and had carried out the tasks assigned to it. Every man had done his bit and had done it well, until the last 'round was closed.'
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Chapter Twelve
          


          
Artillery Training Depot
        

          
When, in July 1943, certain units of the Third Division. NZEFIP, including the 33rd Heavy Regiment and the 28th Heavy Anti-aircraft Regiment, were disbanded, personnel from these units were formed into the Artillery Training Depot, which officially began life on 26 July, 1943. Members of the Base Training Depot (artillery wing), then stationed in the Téné River valley, were also added to the total of personnel at the depot. This depot was established in the camp constructed by the 1st Scots Battalion at Nemeara, about 10 miles from Bourail, on the road to Houailou. The camp was well appointed when taken over by the artillery, having a good YMCA 
bure, a large amphitheatre with plenty of seating accommodation and a stage,. and many cookhouses, messrooms, office buildings and stores, as well as many roads (more or less non-muddy!). We were also-fortunate in having a good sized swimming pool which always had a fair depth of water.

          
The camp itself was situated in surroundings which the picnicker or camper of peace-time days would have found ideal. A stream wound it way through the area and the camp was established on the southern slopes of the valley through which this flowed. The niaouli tree was, of course, present. Tents were pitched among these trees and were usually fitted with wooden frameworks, and as and when timber was available, a wooden floor. Buildings which were in use as offices, storehouses, messrooms and kitchens were of native type, with either a thatched or niaouli bark roof. Plaited coconut fronds were used for the sides-of both tents and huts. Most of the cookhouses had a concrete floor and at first all cooking was done on an open grate fire and 

in Aldershot-type ovens. Later, however, oil burning stoves were obtained. Taking into consideration the fact that we were in the field and had to improvise and construct practically all our facilities and amenities, we were surprisingly well off and comfortable.

          
The large, well-equipped YMCA hut, controlled by Mr Len Piper, was the centre of the social life of the camp. The depot canteen was situated at one end of the hut, with the supper "buffet alongside, while at the opposite end was a barber's shop and a well-stocked library. Towards the end of our stay in the depot the floor was boarded in and a stage erected at one end. It was a big enough structure to house several hundred men when the weather prevented the pictures being shown in the open and a screen was erected at one end of the 
bure.

          
When the depot was formed, Lieutenant-Colonel B. Wicksteed, formerly commanding officer of the 33rd Heavy Regiment, was appointed to take charge. Major J. R. Marshall was second-in-command and Captain E. J. Manders the adjutant. 
Captain I. H. B. Dixon was appointed quartermaster. In August Lieutenant W. O'Meara took over from Captain Manders as adjutant, and at the same time the depot was divided into three sections, namely 4epot headquarters, A battery and B battery. It was not long before training started in earnest. With Captain I. G. Young as chief instructor things got moving and an energetic programme was soon under way. Lack of equipment hindered some of the training at the outset, but this deficiency was soon remedied and troops were able to embark on some extensive projects under the various instructors. Wednesday afternoons were devoted to re-creational training, a large variety of sports being catered for during these periods. A considerable number of all ranks was sent back to New Zealand from time to time for courses in. various subjects and by the time the depot was called upon to supply reinforcements to the troops in the forward area a high standard of efficiency had been achieved.

          
Soon after we had established our new camp the social instinct asserted itself and the boys decided that a feminine touch about the place would not do any harm. So, after much discussion. and argument as to the most suitable type of function to hold, it was decided to hold a swimming carnival. And so, on 11 September 1943, Artillery Training Depot saw its first swimming championships. Unfortunately the depot pool was not in fit condition to use for the occasion as it had been washed out by heavy rain 

which flooded the river. But nearby a pool constructed by the 144th Independent Battery was still in good order and it was decided to use this. It was a gala day indeed. The sports were well attended by members of the NZANS and the Kiwi Company, WAAC, and the NZEF1P band livened the afternoon with good musical numbers. Two of the girls decided they could show the men something in the swimming line and took part in several of the events. They finished off the day by participating in the water polo. Not the least amusing incident was when one of the boys got possession of the ball and was promptly and in no uncertain manner ducked, and stood on, by one of the WAACs. At the conclusion of the sports the girls were entertained at dinner in the various messes, and afterwards at the pictures and supper. It was indeed an enjoyable day and the forerunner of many similar occasions. On the same day as the swimming carnival the first issue appeared of the depot newspaper, the 
Arty Antidote. This was a six-page paper which was published weekly, on Saturdays, and was the source of much amusement and interest to the members of the depot. It was compiled from contributions from various people and included sports reports, a list of functions for the coming week, sketches, poems, and each week a page was devoted to the history of New Caledonia.

          
About this time the sergeants' mess, a building of the native type with thatched roof, caught fire and was totally destroyed— much to the delight, apparently, of the assembled gunners who sat on the bank and cheered! The officers' mess, which was close by, was saved in the nick of time to the accompaniment of caustic remarks from the onlookers.

          
Just prior to the swimming sports held on 11 September, several committees were formed in the depot. Among these were a sports committee, an entertainment committee, and the regimental funds committee, all of which were on the job constantly and ensured that the men were never without some sort of sport or entertainment. Almost every evening there was some function in camp—pictures twice a week, a card evening once a week, usually an interesting talk on Tuesdays, and occasionally a concert or a ping-pong tournament. Saturday and Wednesday afternoons were well occupied with sports of all kinds. Regular football and cricket competitions were held in their respective seasons, and at one time or another practically every game ever invented was played. The energy of these committees and the time they 

so freely gave to make their functions a success are deserving of the thanks of all members of the depot, for life without their activities would have been dull and monotonous indeed.

          
September 1943 was a full month, on the 25th the base units swimming championships were held, also in the 144th Independent Battery pool, as the ATD river had been playing up again. The ATD team put up a good showing and the afternoon's sports were most successful. In the evening there were pictures until nine o'clock, and then the fun began. It was election night. A board had been set up in the YMCA and results received by radio were posted as they came through. Things were fairly quiet until about midnight, when it was possible to gain some idea of the state of the poll. Much good-natured rivalry was in evidence and sundry remarks and witticisms were hurled back and forth across the hut. One of our 'brighter' lads climbed up on to the platform and harangued all and sundry—one minute he was a staunch Labour supporter, and the next was exhorting his listeners to vote National.

          
An informal evening in the YMCA which was held in October was an occasion for much pressing of best shirts and trousers and oiling of hair; the depot turned out almost to a man to welcome the girls. Several items were arranged to entertain the multitude, and by the time the girls had contributed some extra talent to the show, the evening developed along the lines of an impromptu concert. Some time prior to this evening, arrangements had been made whereby members of the depot could make parties of four girls and four soldiers and obtain a truck for the day on Sundays. Many such trips were made, and there was always a waiting list for transport. A popular spot for these outings was Houailou, a village on the east coast of New Caledonia about 30 or 40 miles from ATD. The road leads over a range of hills, through some very beautiful scenery, and then down a valley until the settlement is found almost at the mouth of the Houailou River, then on up the coast a few miles to the Baie de Bas or to the Cascades.

          
An all day athletic sports meeting on 23 October was the next occasion when the sisters and WAACs were entertained. The NZEFIP and Scots bands were both in attendance and a tote was run on some of the events. The tote was practically a standard facility at any sports meeting in New Caledonia and 
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added considerably to the interest and excitement in the day's proceedings.

          
Amid pleasant surroundings and in good weather the sports were a pleasant break from camp routine. Keen finishes characterised many of the track events. The most successful competitor in the 12 events for which prizes were awarded was Bad-land, of E troop, while Schroder, of A troop, did well to collect six dollars.

          
Congratulations go to E troop in piling up the highest points to annex the Wicksteed Cup. The troop tally was 42½ points. The 204 Relay Cup was also won by E troop. The Marshall Cup for the most successful individual competitor went to Bad-land who displayed all round ability in both track and field events.

          
Championship winners were as follows:—One mile, E. Turner (A troop); Long jump, D. G. Crabb (A battery); High jump, G. R. Beard (B troop); Hop, step and jump, D. Hamilton (C troop); 440 yards, A. Badland (E troop); Shot put, A. Badland (E troop); 100 yards, F. Schroder (A troop); 880 yards, L. Little (F troop); 220 yards, A. Badland (E troop).

          
The day was carried to a successful conclusion after the WAACs and sisters had been entertained at dinner and in the evening in the camp. And it was not very long after this when the girls were again feted, this time at a dance arranged by depot headquarters at the YMCA hall in Bourail. ATD was unfortunate in not having a floor suitable for dancing and consequently we had to use the building in Bourail, a fact which reduced considerably the number of dances we had hoped to be able to run.

          
On 9 November 1943, Lieutenant-Colonel Wicksteed relinquished his command of the depot and left for the forward area to take over command of the 17th Field Regiment. It will be many years before the various farewells accorded 'Wickie' will be forgotten and the sight of certain persons indulging in a bath in the local stream, fully clothed, will live long in everyone's memory! On the Saturday following Lieutenant-Colonel Wicksteed's departure, the Artillery Training Depot received a visit from the Governor-General of New Zealand, Sir Cyril Newall. He inspected the camp and chatted informally for a moment with many of the men engaged in training, making his departure just after lunch.

          
About this time, a welcome addition to the menu was a supply, twice a week, of ice cream, provided by the National Patriotic 

Fund Board. It was usually served with fruit salad or tinned fruit and was a great treat on hot days. On 27 November 1943, at Noumea, one of our sergeants was married—to a French lassie. Charlie Coates was the lucky man, and Helene Berger the bride. As many friends of the couple as could be spared from their duties attended the ceremony and a very pleasant day was spent in Noumea. The bride looked charming as she came from the church on her husband's arm, and the bridal car was towed away by drag-ropes, whitewashed for the occasion, in traditional army style. The couple left the reception about ten o'clock carrying with them the good wishes of all at ATD. They have since returned to New Zealand and are living in Auckland.

          
After Colonel Wicksteed's departure for the forward area, Major Marshall acted as commanding officer of the depot, and on 30 November Major N. W.M. Hawkins arrived to take over this task, Major Marshall having been placed on the New Zealand roll. Major Hawkins was CO from then until the depot was disbanded in April of the following year. Two lectures of note about this time were a talk by Bishop Gerrard on his experiences while a prisoner of war in Italy, and Lieutenant-Colonel Seaward's address on the operations in 
Vella Lavella, in the Solomons. Both these talks were well attended and much appreciated by the audience.

          
During December B battery, the anti-aircraft section of ATD, held a fortnight's manceuvres, ending with a shoot at Mount Dore, near Nouméa.

          
All this time there had been progressing a cricket competition, in which the Artillery Training Depot put up a creditable performance. The teams were more or less constantly being changed through members being posted to the forward area and new members arriving, but nevertheless things went well on the whole and much enjoyment was derived by the various players. On Saturdays the competition was between base units in New Caledonia, and on Wednesdays an inter-depot competition which was keenly contested. Mr Len Piper, on Wednesday afternoons, started off a baseball team—or rather two teams—known as the 'Nat Pat Slashers.' There was quite a keen following and many games were played, the depot doing well against outside units. One of the Wednesday afternoon cricket matches inspired the following jingle:—

          


          

            

              

                

                  
A Maiden Over
                
                


                
Or 'Something passed in the slips.'
              


              

                
The moment was tense and his turn came to bat,
              


              

                
Unperturbed he donned gloves and adjusted his bat,
              


              

                
Corrected his pads and walked to the wicket,
              


              

With the calm of a man who is born to big cricket.
            

            

              

                
A model he was, of composure and grace,
              


              

                
As he flicked at the bowling irrespective of pace,
              


              

                
Straight balls he slogged at, and blocked any wides
              


              

While anything fast he swiped at besides.
            

            

              

                
Till a bowler quite wily threw one in the air,
              


              

                
' By cli,' said smart Alec,' What have we here?
              


              

                
This one for six is a Monty to go.'
              


              

When he missed with his bat it connected with his toe.
            

            

              

                
But he still batted on defiant and rash,
              


              

                
Until he was stumped when having a lash
              


              

                
And all zvho were absent they must live to rue it,
              


              

                
They missed the great innings of our Alec Hewitt!
              
              —By 'Fine Leg.'
            

          

          
In the Boxing Day match between representative teams from A and B zones, five players were selected from Artillery Training Depot to play for the B zone eleven. These were Ralph Stallworthy, Gordon Burgess, Alan Donald, Kirkham and Rudman.

          
Christmas Day 1943 dawned fine and clear, and the camp was astir early making preparations for the traditional Christmas dinner. Roast turkey was the order of the day, and of course, plum pudding, without which no Christmas celebration would be complete. In the gunners' messes at depot headquarters, A battery and B battery, the sergeants waited on the men's tables in the traditional style of the British Army and endeavoured to make the dinner a memorable one. Brigadier W. W. Dove, officer-in-charge of administration, NZEFIP, paid a visit to the camp and called at each mess during the meal sampling the local 'brew' and wishing the gunners the season's greetings. The official photographer made a photographic record of the various messes, and the dinner was followed by a long spell of 'Maori PT,' everyone having eaten his fill of turkey, plum pudding, ice cream, fruit salad, and the many other items on the menu. Pictures in the evening brought a successful day to a close.

          


          
The erection of an AEWS lecture hut in December was a decided asset to the depot. Prior to this all talks, lectures, and classes had to be held in the main YMCA building, and this naturally interfered with the use of the hut for the purpose for which it was intended. Several small groups of men attended regular classes on various subjects which were organised by the entertainment committee; text books and lectures were arranged through the Army Welfare and Education Service Headquarters in Bourail. Weekly card tournaments were also held in this building where the quieter atmosphere prevailed. Bridge, five hundred and crib were played in rotation and these contests were well attended and provided some very pleasant evenings. A team from the depot was usually sent to take part in a weekly five hundred tournament in Bourail, the boys more than once returning to camp after having swept the field.

          
About the. middle of December there appeared on all the notice-boards in the camps, and in all messrooms, large posters whose main lettering was—

          
'YMCA — 1900 hours — 3 Jan.'


          
together with a large question mark. The 
Arty Antidote also had various references to this mysterious event. Interest and speculation on this function raged through the camp for days, and many and varied were the conjectures as to the nature of the entertainment to be provided. But not one member of the depot hit upon the correct solution which was the best kept secret in the army. Monday evening arrived and by 6.45 pm the YMCA was well-nigh filled to capacity; by seven o'clock it was overflowing, and it was only with difficulty that a few seats were held in the front for the commanding officer and his party. Len Piper entertained the crowd from about 6.30 with a community sing, and shortly after the CO's arrival at seven o'clock this was interrupted by 'a clashing of cymbals and a sounding of trumpets.' The camp water cart arrived amidst a cloud of dust and to the accompaniment of much tooting of horns, pulling up with a flourish outside the YMCA. Three figures alighted. A conglomeration of odd pieces of apparel from bathing shorts to pyjama trousers could be identified, and as the trio made their 'stately' way to the rostrum (constructed from ping-pong tables and petrol drums) interest quickened and speculation ran even wilder in an endeavour to discover the nature of the proceedings which were to follow. The 'King and Queen 'for such were the 

two leading lights, followed by their Court Crier, seated themselves with much ceremony upon their respective thrones (one-holers) after the Crier had called upon the assembly to rise to receive their Majesties. As soon as the King and Queen had made themselves comfortable, the Court Crier proceeded to read the following:—

		

		

		

        

          

            
Proclamation

Oyez Oyez Oyez
          

          
To all whom these presents come. 
Whereas, divers persons of the Artillery Training Depot, by their various and divers deeds, misdeeds, Wicksteeds and hayseeds, have acquired unto themselves certain degrees of fame, notoriety, abuse, pity and sympathy, 
Therefore, in consideration of the time of the year, to wit, 
New Year, and in recognition of the services, dis-services and self-services of the said divers persons, 
His Most Gracious Majesty, Arthur, King of Kas-kara, Emperor of Néméara, Houailou, Bourail and the 'Top Flat,' Baldy Mark III, has been pleased to confer honours, titles and orders as hereinafter set forth. There followeth, therefore, Artillery Training Depot New Year's Honours list.

		  

		  

		  

		  

		  
At last we knew what the mystery was about. At least we thought we did. No one was prepared for what followed. The proceedings commenced with the commanding officer, Major Hawkins, being called to the platform to receive first honours. Space will not permit the publication of the full honours list (nor would the censor), but two or three items will suffice to bring back vivid memories to those who attended that historic function. The chief instructor of gunnery, Captain I. C. Young, was confronted with the following:—

          
Captain I. C. Young, C.I.G.

          
To all to whom these presents come, 
Greetings. Whereas, the said 
Invariably Calm Young, by virtue of training in the rain, sweating in the sun, shooting in the mud, chewing in the ranks, and springing off the suckers, has succeeded in masterfully mystifying the multitude in all aspects of gunnery, 
His Most Gracious Majesty has been pleased to confer upon the said 
Invariably Calm Young the title of C.I.G.—

		  

		  

		  

        

          

Curse Of The Innocent Gunner.

          
The order bestowed upon the RSM was greeted with loud 

acclamation and spirited cheers, while the following also received a good ovation:—

          
Bombardier S. G. 
Isherwood, I.R.A.

          
The said 
Sly Guy Isherwood has, through his pronounced and vast knowledge of beer kegs, wine dregs, WAAC's legs, and King's Regs., proved a tower of strength to the gunners of A battery during the period of strenuous festivities recently concluded, 
His Most Gracious Majesty has been pleased to confer upon the said 
Sly Guy Isherwood the order of the I.R.A.—

		  

          
>
Irrepressible Racketeers' Association.

		  

		  

		  

		  

		  

          
Incidental humour was added by the King and Queen (Sergeants Walton and Lord) with several large mutton bones, which were chewed nonchalantly and then thrown indiscriminately to the crowd—producing one black eye, one large bruise, and one large dent in the crown of somebody's hat. The 'anointing' of several of the recipients of honours with footpowder and/or water was received enthusiastically by the audience, though it was not quite so popular with the 'anointed.'

          
On the following Saturday, 8 January 1944, a concert was held in the amphitheatre, a variety of excellent items being supplied by members of the depot. A party of WAACs was invited to be present and they were entertained at dinner prior to the show, and to supper afterwards in the YMCA. It was unfortunate that there was no loud speaker system available for such functions as this. In the middle of January, the sports committee excelled all its earlier efforts (and that is saying a lot) in producing another night swimming carnival, this one being much better than anything ever seen at the depot. It was a beautiful evening and the setting was perfect. Once again the girls were present and nearby units were invited to compete in the various events, which they did to good effect. The inevitable tote was in operation on several events, and the band was present and played selections during the evening. The large crowd present and the enthusiasm and excitement which ran high were evidence in themselves of the success of the evening.

          
The following morning was filled with excitement. Both the officers' and sergeants' messes did their best to destroy themselves by fire in the early hours of the morning (shades of 'Mary Ann'?). Fortunately not much damage was done. And 

no sooner had everyone gone back to bed and settled down again when a sound of rifle fire was heard in the camp. An instinctive dive for fox-holes followed. No one was injured, however, and once more ATD relapsed into its customary state of somnolence.

          
Shortly after the depot had.been established, a camp pet was acquired in the shape of a young deer, Snuffy by name, and with an inquisitive nature he soon became a favourite with the members of the depot. No function was complete unless Snuffy was safely ensconced somewhere handy. His fondness for chocolate, fruit, sweets, in fact anything eatable, led him into many tents while the occupants were busy training, and many a soldier returned to his tent to find chocolate and candy wrappings, and odd bits of food scattered at random about the place and a very satisfied-looking Snuffy asleep under the bed. The various dogs about the camp did not seem to take kindly to our pet, but he was more than a match for them and woe betide any dog that came too close to his front legs. Eventually he took unto himself a wife—but very few at ATD ever caught sight of her. Snuffy kept her in the hills behind the camp (wise man) though he still visited the camp frequently on expeditions for his favourite tit-Bits. One Joe, a pet parakeet, caught and tamed in New Caledonia, also deserves mention and there was naturally the horde of assorted cats and dogs which can be found in and around any army camp. Where they came from nobody knows—but they came, they saw, and they stayed. A pet rooster inspired the following verses:—

          

            

              
'
Keeny's Kokkerel Kobber'


              

At early dawn the cock awakes.


              

                
Knowingly he blinks, and shakes
              


              

                
His feathers out and seems to say
              


              

                
'Time I announced another day.'
              
            

            

              

                
His voice scores to its fullest height,
              


              

                
He screams and crows with all his might,
              


              

                
But not for long; he leaves those parts
              


              

And journeys far when the shooting starts.
            

            

              

                
Too well he knows that Herbie's aim
              


              

                
Has caused the death of sundry game,
              


              

                
And just in time away he shoots,
              


              

Followed close by Herbie's boots.
            

            

              


              

                
When Scotty wakes from sleep profound,
              


              

                
The morning rent by strident sound,
              


              

                
There pledged he his solemn word,
              


              

To liquidate the hapless bird.
            

            

              

                
This challenge, though, was met by one,
              


              

                
Sir Patrick, Percy's champion,
              


              

                
Who promised death by worst means known,
              


              

To he that dare touch Percy's comb.
            

            

              

                
The cock by way of gratefulness
              


              

                
Launched a campaign of hatefulness,
              


              

                
For on Pat's bed that feathered knave
              


              

Saw fit, to-day, to misbehave.
            

            

              

                
' You won't come near my bed,
              


              

                
I trust,' Says Murray with unveiled disgust,
              


              

                
' If you're going to muck about,
              


              

                
You'll muck about outside, you lout'
              
            

          

          
On 30 January a party of sergeants and warrant officers from Artillery Training Depot and Con Depot made a trip to Kone together with several WAACs from Con Depot. Kone is a pleasant little French village about sixty miles north of Bourail and was a favourite resort of soldiers on leave. An excellent day's outing was marred in the evening when the truck on which the party was travelling went over a bank and overturned. One WAAC, Miss Marcelle Hartnell, was killed, one sergeant had his, arm broken, and the remainder of the 15 members of the party all suffered from shock or concussion to a degree.

          
The following articles and paragraphs extracted at random from the pages of the 
Arty Antidote will doubtless be of interest to those who were stationed at ATD.

		  

		  

		  

        

          

Gun Drill Amended

Preparation for action.

          


          


	(1)
	On the order 'prepare for action,' No. 1 and the detachment if standing fast will halt. No. 1 examines his pay book and springs smartly up to the bore, having first removed the axis of the piece and handed it to the blank file in the front rank. He winds and unwinds the zero line, sets the MPI to safety and calibrates the OP.


	(2)
	No. 2 seizes the last post firmly between both ears and levels the corrector of the moment over the hook of the off 

wheel, at the same time, in a low musical tone, reporting his opinion of the orderly sergeants to the No. 1 still up the spout of the piece.


	(3)
	No. 3 unstraps the chamber, unstraps the angle of sight and the quadrant elevation, sees that they are free from grit and dirt and smell, and replaces them on the recoil shield. He makes due allowance for the section commander and then with one deft movement of the left groin draws the brush 'piasaba' through the series.


	(4)
	No. 4 removes the crest clearance and splices the battery angle to the leg iron of the 'lead driver.' He withdraws the concentration from its pocket in the T tube and hands it to the GPO.


	(5)
	Nos. 5 and 6 remove all pins split and various from the line OT, place the rammer under both arms, insert the danger angle carefully in the centre driver, and then, with a scornful curl of the lip, remove the No. 1 from the bore by loading a shell up behind him.


	(6)
	As each No. 1 completes his task he reports to the wet canteen, being collected from there at intervals by the picket.


          
A. E. H

        

        

          
Advt. 
Wanted to Buy: Shawms; or would exchange for fowls.

          

            

              

                
'Dehydrated'
              
            


            

              
Stomach, oh my stomach,
            


            

              
What a dismal life you lead,
            


            

              
Tell me pray what could you do
            


            

With a good old-fashioned feed.
          

          

            

              
Visualise a juicy steak,
            


            

              
Or a plate of chips and fish,
            


            

              
A slice of lamb and fresh green peas,
            


            

Or some such tasty dish.
          

          

            

              
Conjure not such visions sweet,
            


            

              
For I know how long you've waited,
            


            

              
For just one feed without a veg,
            


            

              
That's labelled 
'Dehydrated.'
            
          

		  

		  

		  

		  

          


          
As has been evidenced throughout, much attention was of necessity given to sport and recreational training. Calls for personnel to proceed 'up top' were constant and usually hurried; in consequence of which many were anxious to be in a position to stand up to the extra rigours which service in the forward area demanded, and much keenness was shown in sport. Officers, like everyone else, came and went. This necessitated constant changes in the various appointments, but it can be fairly said 'that Lieutenants Cleal and Cox were particularly untiring in their efforts towards promoting sports. They were always looking for new opportunities to maintain interest and produce 'finds' for the base and allied meetings as they came round. During January the idea of a road race was conceived by our sports 'bloke,' Mr. Cox, and the idea was taken enthusiastically throughout the base. Much was the training done and many the side bets on the various contestants' chances of success. The course was set—ATD gate to BOD Bourail, the distance approximately nine miles and the day 2 February 1944. Having been over that particular stretch of road so many times most of us know just what such a run could be. Fortunately the time of the year gave us a damp day and the competitors were saved the inconvenience of, at least, a dusty trip. The depot was again in the honours—Sergeant Shannon of B battery came 'home.'

          
As the story of our depot unfolds, February seems to have been an even bigger and better month than ever, so far as variety of events is concerned. Our old friend Cupid had again been at work. No one quite knows who fired the first round, but it happened. On 5 February Staff-Sergeant Maurice Iggulden, the super-shrewd BQMS of A battery, found himself faced with the problem of keeping a very solemn appointment with Private Betty Findlay of the 'Waacery,' 4th General Hospital, Bougen. A great deal of effort and preparation had been carried out for the event, including a very concerted effort upon the bridegroom on the night 4-5 February by his fellow sergeants and others in their mess 'den' at Néméara. The great day dawned beautifully fine and quite a multitude of guests wended their way to Bougen for the occasion. Despite the fact that we were all on 'active service' the event lost none of its solemnity through lack of background and setting. A very fine outdoor altar had been constructed and suitably draped. The complete dignity and charm of our church at home was reproduced before us in Bougen Valley. The service 

was conducted by Padre D. H. V. Michael and the bride was given away by the CO of the hospital, Colonel E. G. Sayers. The reception which followed was an equal success—that's how friend Iggulden came to alter his allotment.

          
No story would be complete without a word on the efforts of those people to whom we look for spiritual guidance. Almost from the inception of the depot we had Padre R. W. Murray with us as our mainstay. Although he gave us some 'gruellings' on occasions, we thought a lot of him. Outside his purely ecclesiastical duties he was a fairly silent worker who quietly dug his toes in upon his wants and usually won out. Many of the amenities and social highlights of the depot could be quite definitely traced to his forethought and help. On 8 February he left us on transfer to CCS, Guadalcanal, his place being taken by Padre W. H. D. Hartley from DOW. The changing of a padre in a unit always seems to be an event—much conjecture and hearsay expressions of opinion as to what sort he is going to be—all of which invariably has the effect of putting the show on its best behaviour for a few days until everyone sums up the new arrival. This period was most trying on all ranks, as it precluded us from even whispering our frank opinions of each other in the plainest of terms. However, we soon found that Jim Hartley was one of us and prepared to share in our trials and help us over our stiles in much the same manner as his predecessor Bob Murray. Of course we must not overlook Padres A. S. Ward and O. T. Barag-wanath who, although not with us for long, contributed their share towards the general welfare of all.

          
Only too well do we appreciate what a 'wet' season in the tropics means and particularly the February habits of the weather in Néméara Valley. Admittedly we enjoyed a very sheltered spot, almost locked in by hills, including Mt. Boa, topped with its picturesque and unique cross carried there by a French missionary pilgrimage many years ago. The charm of the whole locality could be suddenly changed when, with little warning, Boa and her attendant hills would deliver through our stream much more water than our needs called for, and suddenly turning a lazy trickle of water into a raging torrent. No piece of equipment that the depot possessed played quite such an important part in our existence as our famous bridge. Without it we were virtually cut off by road from the outside world. Consequently it was always the centFe of attraction after a heavy downpour, particularly on 

the part of the quartermaster's staff, who could be seen precariously balanced on the stringers using bamboo poles in an endeavour to clear sundry flotsam which was jeopardising the security of our connection with the great outside. While this went on the general assembly of the depot, the local farmer and his family, watched and wagered on either bank. We cannot take unto ourselves the credit for its original construction but we do give full marks to those who did. It would be difficult to imagine any similar construction which took more punishment. Each successive flooding left its mark. Finally, during the eventful month of February 1944, the elements won their battle and on the morning of the 27th an exceptional rise of 14 inches took our then tottering bridge downstream. On this fateful morning it became apparent, from the silent way with which all ranks observed this disaster, that quite a sentiment had sprung up between them and their faithful servant.

          
Over the previous few weeks quite a deal of thought had been given to the possibility of this happening and the number of 'expert' bridge builders was amazing. There was the ingenious construction known as 'Shannon's Elevated Highway.' Space coes not permit going into details of construction or design—it was thoroughly unique and typified the great mind of its designer —but it worked. Then, further downstream, our attached friends, Divisional Sigs, had produced their 'brain child'—a foot suspension bridge—much more orthodox than the Shannon effort, "but requiring a lot of skill and practice in the art of how to cross it and still remain grade 1. Several techniques had to be practiced constantly before one felt in any way confident about making the trip. The decking was only 18 inches wide and sides were merely a very wide mesh of signal wire (unserviceable). However, we soon mastered the difficulties of normal crossings, even to the point of running the distance. Our friends across the road, the Light AA Regiment, the Field Regiment and the LAD could probably give us some interesting details of their experiences in going home via this bridge. To cap all our efforts in river-crossing problems the loss of our traffic bridge presented a very real and serious situation. No vehicle traffic could enter the camp area proper and we were faced with all the difficulties of supplies and water. However in a matter of hours our handy men, Gunners Cates and Johnson, those tiers of knots, splicers of rope, and sewers of canvas were on the job and from conveniently 

placed trees on either side had a wire line across and soon a 'flying fox' was running a regular ferry service. For many days this was our only means of supplying the needs of 500 men. As. it so happened this all coincided with the move out of A battery on a week's exercises and was the only means of moving out personal gear and all the other multifarious needs of a field battery. Such an arrangement could not, of course, be a permanent affair and very soon we had an ingenious ford across the stream. This filled our exit and entrance needs for the remainder of our stay. With the return of the division a little later, it came in for some very heavy work but stood the test. Force rear party, which occupied the area for a time after we had left for home, reported that on the day they vacated the camp the river developed another fit of temper and washed the ford beyond repair. Perhaps to some it may appear that much space has been taken by this section of our story but it did provide a great deal of interest and worry, and at times very hard work and excitement.

          
While training had been steadily progressing under the direction of Captain Young and his instructional staff, many difficulties had been encountered, the main one being that of insufficient equipment. It was not until the New Year that this problem was rectified and full scale battery manoeuvres and training could be undertaken by the field battery.

          
As has already been mentioned the depot mainly comprised personnel from the two heavy regiments and the general plan was that the 33rd Regiment personnel who had been handling 6-inch Mark VII and 155 mm equipment would convert to 25-pounder and 6-pounder and that 28 Heavy Anti-aircraft would convert from 3.7 inch static and mobile to 40 mm Bofors and thus fill the reinforcement needs for the Divison. Add to this something of N and T Force personnel, who had in some cases been trained on different equipments again. Then include a collection of old Fiji-ites who had manfully gone forward in the very early stages of our Pacific venture armed with such equipment as 3.7 inch, 4.5 inch and 6-inch howitzers, 18 and 60-pounders together with odd types of coast guns and the net result takes quite a little sorting out. Every gunner has his first love for some particular equipment, be it the latest model or something" antique. No matter what advantages are made in technical improvements he will always fondly refer to his 18-pounder, 4-inch, 3-inch, 20-cwt, heavy AA or whatever it is and proudly argue its 

merits against all comers. In consequence of this the arguments that were available on the slightest provocation were unbounded and terrific. This merging of so many types of gunners with all that previous service, experience and opinions did produce a much closer understanding of one another's problems, which in turn inevitably increased the 
esprit de corps of the divisional artillery as a whole. Although we had a comparatively sheltered existence in the depot, everyone was anxious to get his chance alongside a brother gunner 'up top.'

          
So on 28 February A battery moved out on its first full-scale field exercise and live shell practice. The weather had done its best to upset the carefully laid plans for the move, but everything was successfully transported across the stream by means of the swing bridge and 'flying fox' and the show got away to a good rolling start to spend some days in bivouac in the Muéo Valley area. For many of our 'concrete' gunners it was their first real try-out at coordinated field work; for others who had been away from mobile work in other branches of the corps it was a much needed refresher. Fortunately our spell of bad weather was localised to Néméara and fine weather was experienced for the whole stay at Muéo, where an excellent bivouac was established and training carried out.

          
It was unfortunate that the boys of A battery missed a grand show by the Kiwi concert party at the depot on 1 March. For quite a number of us it was their first performance and although the evening was showery the camp staff and B battery thoroughly enjoyed the splendid programme. The question of sport and entertainment, if forced beneath the surface through the pressure of training and work, never stayed there for long. Early in March plans were in hand by an enthusiastic sergeants' mess committee —lead by 'Baldy' Walton and ably assisted by his other bald-headed warrant officer friends, Cooper and If werson—for a race meeting, the object of which was to provide fun and enjoyment and at the same time recoup the regimental funds account purse. This had received a thrashing in the purchase of camp amenities. These fellows never did anything by halves and Saturday 12 March was no exception. The autumn meeting of the Néméara Jockey Club was a complete success in every way. The course was laid out in the amphitheatre area and was complete down to the bird-cage (bird inclusive) and jockeys in caps and colours. The day was fine and quite a crowd was present. These included 

a party of Sisters and WAACs who remained as guests for dinner and attended the base swimming carnival in the evening. The base band was also present and provided the musical atmosphere suitable to such occasions. As already mentioned the purpose of the meeting was to increase regimental funds, and this opened the way to all sorts of avenues of ways and means. A very fine race card was produced which had unlimited advertising space, all fully booked on the advertisers' behalf by the committee beforehand, at a fee decided and demanded of them. The medical and dental officers, Captains McIlroy and Paige, were given premier space at a fee of the odd dollar or so. Between races a 'gestapo' operated a system of injustices on people—particularly officers who seemed to be fair game for anything. The approach of this gang was heralded by a siren deftly attached to a gun tractor. This vehicle disgorged a posse of burly SS-cum-MPs— who pounced on the hapless victim and virtually dragged him to the stage where he was faced with the payment of further moneys. To argue was fata! and many dollars changed hands in this way. The racing itself, and the dividends, were very good. The day's takings from all sources yielded just over 100 dollars.

          
The sports officer, Mr. Cox, and his committee, had a heart-breaking job in keeping the camp pool in order as each successive flood took all equipment, pontoons, diving boards and dam down-stream. The main flood and several minor ones which followed had wrought their usual havoc and the fact that we were able to hold the base swimming carnival following the race meeting was a credit to the sports committee and really stretched our entertaining facilities to the limit for one day. The location and setting of the pool were really picturesque and lent themselves admirably to the comfortable seating of hundreds of spectators. On this particular occasion we had visitors from near and far. The night was a memorable one; the pool was completely floodlit and looked a veritable fairyland, with real live women for fairies. All messes again entertained their respective guests when the show was over.

          
Swimming contributed towards the physical fitness of all ranks and the popularity of Bourail Beach, with its splendid club facilities, necessitated the introduction of life-saving teams from the various base units to patrol the beach area. The depot was able to furnish a team which did regular tours of duty. From the way in which volunteers were forthcoming it can be fairly assumed that the Kiwi Club staff was an added attraction. The impression 

may now be abroad that all those various breeds of gunners who lived in the sanctity of this depot did nothing but sport on beaches, make love, drink beer and play games, but such is far from the truth. Training and more training was the order of each day and on ?23 March B battery (the clay bird gunners) left on still another exercise which covered a fairly wide field, including a start in the Bourail Beach area followed by a mobile exercise en route to Mt. Dore, Noumea. There they conducted a live shell practice at the American Naval Gunnery School.

          
By some manner of means these trips always managed to include a flying visit to Noumea for a spot of leave and then our ack ack brethren trekked back the 120 miles quite satisfied with their efforts and succeeded in making the rest of the gunners extremely envious by producing many purchases. Strangely enough, gunners always seemed to measure the degree of success of a show by the number of rounds they fired and these 'clay bird' fellows always had the edge in this respect. This would invariably lead to another of those interminable arguments on the respective merits of equipment. Whereas the field gunners would be content with a few rounds per gun these chaps would boastfully and in a loud voice, declare their efforts in hundreds a gun. It used to hurt a bit but they seldom hit anything anyway. Their efforts and arguments were always well supported by that great pair, the BSM, Denny Jones, and the BQMS, Tom Organ, who will always be remembered. If the BQMS had a fault it was his unexplainable habit of losing can-openers.

          
But, when the division was in action, we learned just how much fun life in an AA battery could be. Proportionately, they suffered the heaviest casualties of the divisional artillery, but did a great job.

          
With March now drawing to a close the sporting side of our life changed from cricket to winter games and again we were in the money. Our B battery cricket eleven won the base cricket championship. Unfortunately, serious competitive sport did not get going again as the future of the division was in some ways doubtful. Rumour was rife on all sorts of possibilities.

          
Early in April conjecture in the future was confirmed to a degree, when we were asked to conduct a reconnaissance of the valley with a view to settling the divisional artillery in and around the depot, as the division was coming back to Necal to rest. This involved a great deal of work and thought but it was a job we 
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tackled with great heart. It meant reunion on a grand scale, an opportunity to renew friendships and discuss experiences after an absence of ten months. The depot had functioned as a gunners' home and we wanted every soul in the divisional artillery to feel that he was coming 'home.' The major task of locating the best areas was finally completed and submitted. While waiting for further particulars we got busy on our ideas for the 'frills' to make all ranks as comfortable as possible. Our hopes of seeing everyone back were somewhat shattered when the 'bomb' fell on 11 April. What a memorable day that was! All ranks were assembled in the YMCA 
bure to hear the story—manpower for return to industry in New Zealand. It was impossible to guess the feelings of all. Some were thrilled at the thought of getting home under any pretext; others saw a few traps in the scheme and others again, despite the mysterious workings of the army, were going to stick it out. It was every man's own decision but it seemed to spell the end.

          
Nothing definite was known as to when the plan would materia-lise and training went on, including that of our anti-tank gunners who, although the smallest of our family, had stuck to the job on the 6-pounders despite a lot of horse-play as to whether their pop-guns worked or not. Finally a shoot was arranged but because of the difficulty in producing a mobile target on land, it was decided to do the practice seawards, on Nèpoui Harbour. This also produced more practical training as their role forward had been confined to one of beach and harbour defence.

          
This shoot, preceded by experiments for the most suitable type of target, was destined to be one of the most interesting and exciting we conducted. A great competitive spirit was introduced by the inclusion of Bofors and 25-pounders. On the morning of 19 April the convoy moved out and headed north through Nèpoui. The afternoon was spent in zeroing sights in preparation for the shooting on the following day. At first light next morning the guns moved down to the foreshore of the harbour. Meanwhile the range party had left for Nepoui dock where targets, rope, radio, and all the neccessary equipment was loaded aboard the towing craft—a Higgins boat. The day was gloriously fine and it really was a treat to be on the harbour. The targets towed perfectly and the trial run, to enable the American coxwain to become conversant with his court, was excellent. Things became reasonably hectic on the second live run when the target fouled 

and the coxwain was left to his own devices and changed course rather suddenly, with the result that we in the boat almost became the target. It is not a pleasant sensation to watch the Bofors tracer whizz by or hear the zing of a 6-pounder when it 'richs' within yards. However, the mistake was soon rectified and the shoot concluded very successfully; only one of the five targets used was worth taking home.

          
From here onwards events followed in quick succession. On our return from Nepoui we found that the first manpower draft was to be moved almost immediately and was to comprise troops already in the base area. This, of course, considerably reduced our depot strength and we were able to close completely the areas previously occupied by A and B batteries and consolidate what was left in the headquarters area. To see these areas vacated was not altogether a pleasant sight. They had been a hive of industry and life for nearly a year. A terrific amount of effort had been put into them and when tent sites were cleared it was really amazing to find just how well most of the tent homes had been constructed. These fellows like all others in the force, had improvisation down to a fine art. Training was for now a thing of the past and all remaining personnel were busy on plans for temporarily 'salting down' equipment and preparing for the home-coming of the boys from 'up top,' who were also considerably reduced in numbers as drafts were moving back to New Zealand almost direct from forward areas.

          
In the midst of all these happenings we were still able to enjoy even widely digressing pleasantries. The little man with the darts was about again. This time he caught one of the officers. On 22 April, Lieutenant Bill Cox and Sister Janet Middleton, of Kalavere Hospital were married at the Cathedral, Bourail, the setting and service being very impressive in the quaint precincts of this old French church. The reception was later held at the hospital where many depot-ites were entertained. Many will also remember that the festivity was continued and celebrated later in the night at the depot officers' mess—perhaps to some the incidents and effects of the 'Crump Cocktails' will recall the episode —or will it!

          
On 24 April we received another jolt as we lost our name and reverted to Artillery Wing, BTD. At first it seemed that we were also going to move there but fortunately this did not eventuate. 

With all our equipment and precious few men this would have been a very formidable task.

          
At the end of April we received our first guests when the cadres of 207th and 208th Light AA Batteries and '35th Field Battery arrived, along with a smattering of personnel from several other units, and we were able to put into action our homecoming plans. The depot again seemed to spring to life as these people got to work in preparation for the arrival of the remainder of the units. Nearly every ship yielded us a quota and all through May and June the population around us increased. What a treat it was to see the hillsides showing the glow of lamps again, to have the YMCA going full bore, and to meet and renew long-standing friendships. They were pleased to be back; we were equally pleased to see them. Finally, Headquarters Divisional Artillery arrived on 21 June, followed by 214th Light AA Battery on 6 July. What was left of the Corps was now safely and comfortably settled on the ground in the Nemeara Valley. Brigadier Duff set up his headquarters in the depot and the then small residue of ATD personnel, who were employed in preparing all our stores for return to BOD, were finally disposed of to the various artillery units. ATD was no more.

          
It would be an incomplete story if particular reference was not made to the various attached troops who provided essential services. The 42nd LAD, Div Sigs section, medical, dental and hygiene people. All these played their part admirably and were always willing to add their weight to any of our schemes to make a better show. Once the troops seriously began moving in from the forward area a great deal of effort was given to entertainment and all will remember the performances of the NBC concert party. Henri Penn and the repertory players, and the RNZAF band, together with a team of lecturers who gave their best.

          
In attempting to produce the story of the 'Base' gunners it has been impossible to recall all the incidents which occurred, not to mention all the people who contributed so much towards any success the depot achieved. Ours was not the honour and glory of actual battle and many excellent gunners were disappointed in not getting a crack, but such an organisation behind the fighting forces was necessary, and certain people, like it or not, had to be prepared to remain in the background and get on with the job. In addition to our normal function of artillery training we were often called on to supply personnel for other essential duties in 

the base. Perhaps a special tribute could be paid to our drivers who, tough fellows, were capable of doing a tough job. A suitable epilogue to this effort might have been a nominal roll of all who passed through the depot, but as this total would run into well over a thousand names this is not possible, so let us all remain anonymous.
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Chapter Thirteen
          


          
Norfolk
        

        
Early in October 1942, a very select band of warriors was gathered together and set sail for an unknown destination. This force, officially known as 'Nuts 'Force (possibly out of deference to the genius who planned it) consisted of a battalion of infantry, three artillery units, and detachments of ordnance, ASC and engineers. In short, the force was fairly complete and self-supporting. The Third New Zealand Division suffered a real loss when the force left the shores of the Dominion but this was subsequently adjusted when, in April 1943, the bulk of the force rejoined the division in Necal.

        
As this narrative is particularly concerned with the artillery units it might be as well if a little further light were thrown on the units concerned. They were as follows: 215th Composite Anti-aircraft Battery, commanded by Major J. M. Ewen, consisting of a troop of heavy AA equipped with four static 3.7 inch anti-aircraft guns and two troops of light AA equipped with eight 40 mm QF guns; the 152nd Heavy Battery, commanded by 
Major G. L. Falck, armed with four 155 mm guns; and finally a field troop of 25-pounders under the command of Captain C. S. Dickson.

        
A fortnight before this force sailed a reconnaissance party consisting of five officers and one other rank packed their bags and disappeared into the blue; and when we arrived at Norfolk Island—the secret is out and also the reason for 'nuts'—we found everything ready for us except the erection of camps. At least areas had been allotted to all the various units. N Force was moved from New Zealand in two flights, the first flight leaving from Auckland on the HMS 
Monowai and the TSS 
Wahine. 

The convoy arrived at Norfolk on 9 October 1942, and after cruising around the island the troops were eventually landed at Kingston. This was indeed a red letter day for the island. Never before had so much shipping been seen there. There was the American freighter 
Roseville discharging equipment for the aeerodrome, our supply vessel the SS 
Waipori, two troopships, two corvettes and an American destroyer.

        
Now a word in passing about the shipping facilities at Norfolk. There aren't any. The island possesses no harbours and all cargo has to be lightered ashore. This is a long and tedious job. Our equipment and stores were not unloaded for six weeks. Again, we were very fortunate in having the use of American equipment to supplement what little there was on the island. The weather was at its best when the first flight disembarked and the island was viewed with eager anticipation by hundreds of curious New Zealanders. Closer acquaintance with the island and its hospitable residents did not belie our first impressions. It certainly was a delightful spot and is very aptly called the 'Paradise of the Pacific' The island itself is approximately five miles by three and is noted for its extremely rugged coastline and high forbidding cliffs. Generally speaking the island took the form of. a plateau about two to three hundred feet above sea level, rising near the centre to a peak, known as Mt Pitt, which is just over 1,000 feet high. A wonderful panoramic view of the island could be obtained from the top of Mt Pitt and the coast and AA batteries quickly took advantage of this in establishing lookout points there. The island was well roaded in quantity but not in quality, and we soon found to our cost that with wet weather the roads were practically impassable to ordinary vehicles unless fitted with chains on all wheels.

        
With the arrival of the second flight on 14 October came the bad weather; rain fell more or less continuously for a week. Transport was almost immobilised, and as up to this stage no tents had come to hand, conditions became rather grim. Many were the ingeniously constructed shelters erected by the less fortunate ones who were not billetted in empty houses around the island. A week later, however, tents began to arrive and very soon our camps took shape. Rationing was a problem and the cooks were hard put to it to make the food at all appetising. Our first batch of army bread did not appear until five weeks after our landing and until then we subsisted mainly on bully beef and 

biscuits. Nevertheless we survived and our meagre rations were helped out in no small measure by extras bought and scrounged from the residents. We must pay a tribute to the generosity of the 'locals.' They took us to their hearts completely and succeeded in giving us a royal time despite the many restrictions imposed by the Administration—mainly, of course, in the interests of the residents themselves. Without those necessary restrictions we would have quickly eaten them out of house and home. The island, with its population of approximately 700 residents, could not possibly, at that stage, support an additional 1,500 hungry troops.

        
As our equipment came to hand from the ship, the artillery units began to dig gun pits, and many hours of heart-breaking and back-breaking toil went into this. The coast battery dragged two of its 'Long Toms' up to the top of Mt Pitt, the remaining two being sited on the rise overlooking Kingston. These were later moved and the whole battery concentrated on Mt Pitt. The field troop occupied a bivouac area in Collins Head Road, from which practically all the island could be covered. This area was, to all intents and purposes, at the centre of the island and the troop could be deployed quickly to any threatened part. Nobbs's Pad-dock, a large flat area, was the site chosen for the heavy troop of the AA battery. This paddock was situated near the centre of the island and was just clear of the end of No. 2 runway of the air-field. One light troop of four guns was deployed at Anson Bay as AA defence for the cable station there; the other troop was situated at Kingston and afforded protection for the administrative buildings and the GL section of the battery, which was also sited there. Several months later two of the heavy AA guns were moved to Headstone, and as the airfield took shape and became operational, the Bofors were withdrawn from their former positions and were deployed around the two strips. In addition to this the Bofors also supplied AA protection at the anchorages while shipping was lying there.

        
On arrival at the island we took over the garrison duties from Australians who were somewhere in the vicinity of company strength and under the command of Major Farlow. There was also the DMR (Department of Main Roads) from Australia and these people were responsible for the aerodrome construction. It is interesting to note that they also built the strip at Magenta, in New Caledonia. They did a magnificent job at Norfolk and are reminiscent of the Seabees, for whom later we all had such high 

regard. One of the beauty spots on Norfolk Island was the remarkable Pine Avenue. This avenue, a mile long, was a straight road bordered on both sides by stately and beautiful Norfolk pines. These trees were all well over 100 feet in height, and much to the sorrow of the residents, particularly the older ones, they were all uprooted to make way for the No. 1 runway. Such is the march of progress. Most of us were fortunate enough to see this famous avenue before it was despoiled.

        
Life soon settled down to the monotony so characteristic of garrison duty and many and loud were the murmurs of 'When are we going to get some mail?' Our hopes were raised on Saturday 7 November when one of the Tasman Airways flying boats paid the island a visit. It flew very low over the island and was seen to drop something. This proved to be several Auckland morning papers and a short note of greeting to the force commander, Lieutenant-Colonel J. W. Barry, from Major-General Barrowclough who, with several of his senior officers, was flying up to New Caledonia. On the same day the AA battery proofed its heavy guns and from then on became fully operational. Armistice Day was observed in the usual manner, each unit laying 
a wreath on the Cenotaph, where a short service was conducted. The two minutes' silence was marked by the firing of a gun at the commencement and end of the period. The answer to the mail problem came soon after this, when on 17 November we received another visit from the flying boat. This time it dropped seven bags of mail. After waiting six weeks for mail we received three deliveries in the one week. Several days later a surface mail, consisting of 302 bags, arrived by corvette, and again several days later, more mail was dropped from the flying boat. This had a great uplifting effect on morale.

        
As the pioneering work decreased we found that we had much more leisure time on our hands and thoughts turned in the direction of sport and entertainment. Enthusiastic committees were quickly formed and an ambitious and strenuous programme of sports was commenced. This embraced all tastes and included football, both rugby and association, cricket, baseball, swimming, tennis and bowls. Wednesday afternoons were set aside as com-pulsory sports days and every member of the force took part in some kind of sport. Inter-unit competition games were held on Saturday afternoons and many a strenuous and exciting match was fought out. As the weather grew warmer and grounds 
be-

came harder, football was dropped and its place taken by route marches. It is questionable which was the more strenuous of the two; however we noticed a remarkable falling off of attendances at the RAP. Infantry units achieved up to 22 miles in eight hours and other units had to cover 11 miles in four hours. To many of us, this was our first effort in that direction under almost tropical conditions and we found that 11 miles was quite far enough.

        
The force was very fortunate in having such a live wire chaplain as Padre K. Liggett, and under his capable guidance a force concert party was formed and gave many splendid performances to the troops and the local residents. The early shows were staged on the back of a lorry, but later a fine stage was erected in Bailey's Paddock. This was a natural amphitheatre and audiences of over 1,000 were catered for with ease. Towards the end of our sojourn at Norfolk the officers of the force decided to put on their own show and in view of the fact that there were only 66 officers in the force, their performance was very creditable. Who will ever forget the antics of a certain battery commander on that memorable night!

        
The Norfolk Island administration very kindly loaned a complete set of band instruments to the force and within a very short time our band practices were in full swing. The band was under the baton of Bombardier Norm Peez and he did a good job. This musical combination did much towards brightening up the various functions which were held on the island. They also gave strong backing to the force concert party and added variety to the concerts with instrumental duets, trios and solos. Shortly before Christmas it was decided to attempt, by some means, to repay the hospitality showered on the force as a whole by the residents, and accordingly on Sunday 13 December an 'At Home' was held at 'Devon,' the home of N Force Headquarters. The function took the form of a display of all types of weapons and ammunition, including a bren carrier and a 25-pounder gun. This was followed by afternoon tea and the odd noggin. There were also several sideshows and much amusement was caused by the appearance of a very Oriental-looking fortune teller, who proceeded to do 'her' stuff mid great hilarity. Altogether it was a very pleasant afternoon.

        
Shortly after this, to wit, the morning of 21 December, the 'Japanese' decided to make life a little more interesting for us and launched a terrific assault on the island. Finally, after a 

very strenuous morning, they were driven off with great loss. This exercise, if it did nothing else, gave the force signal section a very busy time. Of course the artillery played a big part in the defence of the island, and if their word could be accepted, succeeded in sinking several enemy ships. Much interest was added to our training by the inclusion of several live shell shoots. The coast battery conducted a shoot with the Kingston guns and later the guns at Mt Pitt had their turn. In March the field troop had its shoot which was brought to a successful conclusion by a night bombardment of Phillips Island. This tiny island, lying off the coast, suffered terrific punishment during all the artillery shoots. It is a well-known fact that gunners delight in firing their guns, and the more noise and smoke the better they like it. This was exemplified when the AA battery had its night shoot. On the night of 6 March a siren wailed and suddenly four heavies and five Bofors opened up with all they had, shattering the peaceful calm of the island. As very few people, either residents or troops, had any prior knowledge of this practice, a veil will be discreetly drawn over the rest of the proceedings. A day shoot was also held, but because of the lack of aerial targets, the gunners had to fire at their own shell bursts.

        
Christmas Day 1942 was another day of moment in the island history. Advice had been received that two RNZAF Lockheed Hudsons were flying over from New Zealand carrying a cargo of lamb, potatoes and green peas. These supplies, constituting our Christmas dinner, were to be dropped by parachute. One of the pilots, however, could not resist the temptation to set his machine down on the No. 1 runway, which had just been completed, and thus he had the distinction of landing the first aeroplane on Norfolk Island. This event caused a great deal of excitement and the' drome was crowded with sightseers—both army and local. The addition of the fresh meat and vegetables to our diet was unexpected and proved most acceptable to the force. Christmas pay was celebrated in the usual army fashion and most units had succeeded, by fair means or foul, in procuring those small delicacies which make all the difference between dinner and Christmas dinner.

        
The force sports committee had drawn up elaborate plans for an athletic sports meeting on Boxing Day. Prior to this event, units had held their own meetings with a view to sorting out their representatives and each unit entered a team to compete. 

Boxing Day dawned bright and clear and with the force band in. attendance the meeting went off with a swing. This form of entertainment proved most popular with the local residents, as was evidenced by the large crowd who attended. All the events proved interesting, and mid great excitement, the AA battery managed to snatch victory by a very close margin from the 36th Battalion, which was a close second. A tribute must be paid here to the members of the force sports committee who organised and conducted the meeting. Theirs was a very fine effort and much appreciated by all. Beer, as usual, was in short supply on the "island and recourse was often made to the local home brew. This potent concoction, known as 
suppe, was popularly thought to contain the following ingredients—methylated spirits, kerosene, Brasso and boot polish. Apparently the desired effects were obtained from this beverage and it was, on occasions, responsible for outbursts of expected brightness among members of the force. The Norfolk islanders frequently used their own 
patois and some of their quaint phrases began to colour our speech. This peculiar tongue was purely a spoken one and phrases such as 'What away you' and the reply, 'Cushu' or 'I guid' soon became common-place. This was almost the universal greeting on the island. We quickly learned, also, that the word 'native' was absolutely taboo, one being either an 'islander' or a 'mainlander,' according to one's origin.

        
The first official landing on the aerodrome took place on 29 December 1942, when two RNZAF Lockheed Hudsons set their wheels down on No. 1 runway. This event was well advertised and consequently there was a large crowd of sightseers on the strip. This marked the beginning of a more or less continual stream of aircraft, and to the islanders the novelty soon wore off. A fortnight later another event took place, though this was not an occasion for rejoicing. The force commander carried out a very thorough and searching inspection of all units in the force. In retrospect there were several amusing incidents, but at the time the humour was not so apparent.

        
Our next and very welcome visitor was the supply ship, this time the SS 
Karitane. Because of the lack of refrigerator space on the island, fresh meat could not possibly be included in our bill of fare. However, an experiment was made and 300 live sheep formed part of the cargo. The engineers built a special platform on one of the barges and the work of unloading this 

unusual cargo commenced. Everything went to plan, and with the exception of one unfortunate sheep, the entire flock was safely set ashore. This livestock made a very welcome addition to the rations, but like all good things, came to an end far too soon. With the advent of warmer weather, flies became troublesome and very drastic measures had to be taken, under the direction of the medical officer, to keep these pests under control. Several very efficient types of flytraps were manufactured by the engineers and these helped in no small measure to do away with this menace. Unlike our 3 Div brethren, who by this time had moved to New Caledonia, we were not troubled by mosquitoes but we were destined later to be plagued by these little pests. Fleas, however, did their level best to make our lives miserable and were the cause of much annoyance and blasphemy. The accepted method of ridding blankets of these pests was to lay the blankets out in the sun and when the warmth had brought the fleas out, the harvesting started. Fifty fleas a blanket was commonplace; the record haul from one blanket was in the vicinity of 150.

        
Two important sporting events took place during February. A force boxing tournament was staged at Bailey's Paddock and some very good bouts were witnessed. The 36th Battalion scored a clear-cut and decisive victory in this branch of sport. Emily Bay was the scene of the swimming championships and once again the battalion was triumphant. This bay provided ideal facilities for swimming, being almost entirely landlocked and possessing a beautiful white sandy beach. It soon proved a most popular place for recreation parties and in view of this a beach patrol was established, each unit taking its turn for a spell of duty. Needless to say, this tour of duty did not evoke the usual 'niggling' associated with fatigue parties.

        
The last day of February 1943 heralded another distinguished visitor to our island home in the person of the late Right Honourable J. G. Coates who, accompanied by several senior army staff officers, was on his way back to New Zealand after a visit to the division in New Caledonia. He visited nearly all the units on the island and left the next day for New Zealand. It was due to a remark reputed to have been made by one of the officers that most of us received our first inkling of a projected move. Rumours spread like wild-fire and endless speculations as to our destination took place all over the island. To many of us the news of a move was not unexpected, but where? News of American naval 
vic-

tories and the successful campaign in Guadalcanal indicated that the need for a garrison such as our force at Norfolk was becoming less and less. Opinion seemed to be divided equally as to whether we were bound for further north or back home. As March drew to a close, orders for the move were promulgated, but still our destination was shrouded in secrecy. There were many sighs of relief when it was realised that all our stores and equipment were to be left behind and we were to travel with personal gear and equipment only. In the midst of all the last minute preparations for the move the first batch of New Zealand P-40 fighter planes staged at Norfolk. They were accompanied by two Lockheed Hudsons and two Douglas transports. These were the ill-fated Kittyhawks which came to grief, in bad weather, at Nouméa.

        
The force was to move in three flights and the artillery units, less rear parties, were moving in the first flight. Accordingly, on 29 March 1943, we made our adieu to Norfolk and embarked on the troopship 
Wahine, which brought our replacements from New Zealand. Embarkation conditions were made very miserable by inclement weather. Heavy rain fell nearly all day. Everybody and everything was wet through and the high wind which sprang up caused endless difficulties at the ship's side. Kitbags suffered severely from rain and sea water and several were lost. Disaster nearly overtook us as the ship pulled out. She gave a terrific roll and it seemed touch and go whether she came back on an even keel. By this time the majority of the troops realised that the ship was heading north, although there were still a few who fondly thought they were bound for home. The artillery rear parties were more fortunate in their choice of an embarkation day and had ideal conditions for their move. The second flight sailed on 
7 April. That closes the chapter of N Force artillery.

        
In the words of the inimitable James Fitzpatrick 'And so it is with regret that we say farewell to this beautiful Pacific isle, etc, etc,' and with the majority of the force this sentiment was very true. In spite of all the hardships and monotony, our six months' stay at Norfolk was a very happy one and we are much indebted to the residents for their untiring efforts to 'send things along.' There were very few soldiers in the force who were not on visiting terms with at least one family, and who will ever forget the wonderful meals we shared. It is to be hoped that our endeavours in the way of entertainment repaid, in some small 

measure, our debt to the 'locals.' Most of us were keen to get on with 'the war for Democracy' and welcomed the possibility of something better than garrison duty, but we will retain many happy memories of what we knew as, and still think, 'The Paradise of the Pacific'

		

		

[image: ]
		

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Gunners: an intimate record of units of the 3rd New Zealand Divisional Artillery in the Pacific from 1940 until 1945

Chapter Fourteen — Awards and Casualties





        

Chapter Fourteen

 Awards and Casualties
 
        
HQ 
Divisional Artillery


	Honours and Awards:

	Brigadier C. S. J. Duff, DSO—Mentioned in Despatches.


        
1
7 
Field Regiment


	Casualties:


	Gunner J. C. Parkhill—Died of accidental injuries 20/6/44.

	Bombardier A. N. Thompson—Died o£ accidental injuries 17/3/44.

	Bombardier A. Parkinson—Wounded 2/10/43.

	Gunner L. McFetridge—Wounded 19/2/44.

	Lance-Bombardier A. G. Ross—Wounded 19/2/44.

	Bombardier P. C. McMahon—Wounded 16/3/44.



	Honours and Awards:


	
Captain P. M. Blundell—Military Cross (later killed in action in Italy).

	Warrant-Officer 2nd Class L. T. Matheson—Member of the Most Excellent Order of the British Empire.

	Sergeant H. J. Newberry—British Empire Medal.

	Lieutenant-Colonel H. W. D. Blake, ED.—Mentioned in Despatches.

	Captain T. M. McKewen—Mentioned in Despatches.

	Gunner L. D. McArthur—Mentioned in Despatches.

	Lance-Sergeant W. F. Perry—Mentioned in Despatches.




        
38 
Field Regiment


	Casualties:


	Lance-Sergeant L. J. Carnachan—Died of sickness 11/4/44.

	Gunner I. W. Graham—Died of accidental injuries 2/8/44.

	Gunner K. R. Lawrence—Accidentally killed 4/11/43.

	Sergeant F. J. Oram—Died of wounds 27/10/43.

	Second Lieutenant G. G. Sandeman—Killed in action 27/10/43.

	Major D. O. Watson—Wounded 27/10/43.

	Gunner R. C. Morrison—Wounded 27/10/43.

	Warrant-Officer 2nd Class L. W. Woods—Wounded 27/10/43.

	Gunner H. G. P. Pollard—Wounded 27/10/43.

	Gunner R. W. Hillas—Wounded 27/10/43.



	Honours and Awards:


	Sergeant (later Warrant-Officer 2nd Class) E. J. Brown—Mentioned in Despatches.




        


        
144 
Independent Battery


	Casualties:


	Gunner J. McGinley—Accidentally drowned 23/3/43.

	Gunner W. H. Mouldey—Killed on active service 15/2/44.



	Honours and Awards:


	Sergeant N. Sample—Mentioned in Despatches.




        
53 
Anti-tank Battery


	Casualties:


	Sergeant J. H. Swinburne—Accidentally shot 9/2/44.

	Gunner E. Oxton—Wounded 3/10/43.




        
33 
Heavy Regiment


	Casualties:


	Gunner D. D. Harris—Died as result of accident 18/7/43.

	Sergeant G. H. Herdman—Accidentally shot 13/4/43.




        
4 NZ 
Survey Troop


	Casualty:


	Lieutenant T. S, Finlayson—Accidentally killed 15/10/43.




        
28 
Heavy AA 
Regiment


	Casualty:


	Gunner F. E. Moore—Died in hospital 27/2/43.




        
29 
Light AA 
Regiment


	Casualties (Killed in action 1/10/43):


	Gunner N. C. Carmichael.

	Gunner R. P. Craw.

	Gunner S. Dawson.

	Gunner W. D. Feron.

	Gunner J. H. Hand.

	Temporary-Sergeant 
M. J. Healy.

	Gunner M. Lessels.

	Gunner J. A. McMahon.

	Lance-Bombardier R. W. Murray.

	Gunner N. W. J. Young.

	Lance-Bombardier K. P. Fitzgerald.

	Gunner E. N. Rae.

	Gunner A. Rose.

	Lance-Bombardier A. J. M. Haddock.



	(Died of wounds 1/10/43):


	Gunner H. R. Wells.



	(Wounded 2/10/43):


	Gunner L. S. Barton.



	(Wounded 3/10/43):


	Lance-Bombardier C. Annesley-Smith.

	Gunner C. E. Courtney.



	(Killed in action 27/10/43):


	Gunner R. A. Wilson.

	Gunner C. L. Scrimgeour.

	Gunner R. D. Clarke.

	Gunner A. E. Lowe.

	Gunner R. M. J. Jamieson.



	Sergeant L. J. Rickard.

	Gunner W. C. Hogg.

	Gunner F. G. Anderson.

	Gunner E. Regan.



	(Wounded 27/10/43):


	Lieutenant J. Lendrum.

	
Captain I. G. Scott.

	Captain R. Telford.

	Lieutenant K. V. Jeffery.

	Lance-Bombardier F. Wilson.

	Sergeant R. G. Denize.

	Gunner W. A. Morton.

	Gunner D. V. Eathorne.

	Temporary-Sergeant J. Donald.

	Gunner W. W. Teasey.

	Gunner A. H. Leaning.

	Gunner J. P. Fitzgerald.

	Gunner M. J. Parkinson.

	Gunner J. I. Nichol.

	Bombardier J. C. Dow.

	Gunner W. L. Evans.

	Gunner C. R. Gooch.

	Bombardier A. E. Lindeloff.

	Gunner K. W. Norrish.

	Gunner N. Dalzell.

	Gunner W. E. Webb.

	Gunner L. Keen.

	Gunner W. F. Heald.

	Gunner A. F. Syms.

	Gunner W. G. Nicolson.

	Gunner G. McLeod.

	Lance-Bombardier A. G. Stuart.

	Gunner R. J. Drinnan.

	Gunner R. I. Kean.

	Gunner J. C. Irvin.

	Gunner L. R. Gilbert.

	Gunner J. P. Egan.

	Gunner H. Summerhays.

	Gunner R. E. Redit.

	Warrant-Officer 2nd Class D. C. Moxon (Wounded 28/10/43).

	Sergeant F. G. Salt (Wounded 2/11/43).

	Gunner H. G. Dinnison (Wounded 2/11/43).

	Bombardier C. A. Eathorne (Wounded 3/11/43).

	Gunner J. R. Clegg (Died of sickness 3/12/43).

	Gunner L. B. Reid (Died of sickness 13/12/43).

	Gunner T. Crannitch (Died of wounds 20/1/44).

	
Captain I. G. Scott (Wounded 20/1/44).

	Gunner G. J. Stuck (Wounded 20/1/44).



	Honours and Awards:


	Guaner M. J. Compton—Military Medal.

	Lieutenant-Colonel W. S. McKinnon—Mentioned in Despatches.

	Major H. H. Craig—Mentioned in Despatches.



	Sergeant A. G. Sainty—Mentioned in Despatches.

	Gunner D. Austin—Mentioned in Despatches.

	Gunner M. J. Compton—Mentioned in Despatches.



	Citations for Gallantry:


	Military Cross.


	
Captain Peter Mellor Blundell.

	Citation: 'On 1 and 2 October 1943 at Timbala Bay, 
Vella Lavella, Captain Blundell engaged difficult jungle targets with energy and courage. On 2 October in particular regardless of his own safety he crawled forward in front of the infantry positions and engaged the enemy position with success, enabling this area to be cleared.'



	Military Medal:


	Gunner Michael James Compton.

	Citation: 'At the landing on Mono Island on 27 October 1943, as a member of a reconnaissance party, was among the first personnel to disembark, his party landing near an enemy strongpoint occupied by several Japanese with a machine gun. Gunner Compton on his own initiative worked his way round until he could see into the opening on the seaward side where he shot a Japanese. He then worked around to the rear of the fox-hole where he shot and killed two Japanese in the entrance. He kept the entrance blocked until the post was cleared by a bayonet party. By his coolness and courage Gunner Compton contributed largely to the silencing of the enemy position and prevented it from inflicting casualties on our personnel.'






        


        


        
The complete set of unofficial histories of the Third Division, 2nd NZEF IP, is as under:—

        

	Artillery Units

	Engineer Units

	Divisional Headquarters, 8th Brigade Headquarters, 14th Brigade Headquarters, and Divisional Signals

	Medical Units

	Base Units, 15th Brigade Headquarters, 1st Scots and Ruahine Battalions

	Army Service Corp Units

	Tank Squadron, Ordnance Units and Machine-gun Companies

	29th Battalion

	30th Battalion

	34th Battalion

	35th Battalion

	36th Battalion

	37th Battalion
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