How the 2/2 influenced me in my life.
When I was first asked if I would give this address today day, I was uncertain as to what to say. Looking around I know that many in this crowd have been influenced in life choices by the service of our fathers in the 2/2. And I can assure you that I was certainly one.
Although there are many situations that arise as you move through life, there will always be a handful of memorable impressions that will stay with you forever.
My first was my dear old Uncle Claude a former member of the 44th Bn gassed in France and having lost two brothers in the 16th & 32nd Bn’s. If an item was not nailed down in France, it was his. He had even sent home some of his souvenirs wrapped in the fabric of the Red Barron’s plane whom he always claimed was shot down by the 44th Bn. How well I still remember playing with his souvenirs and listening to his stories when I was 5 years old. At age 7 I was given the choice of boarding at Guildford or being a day boy at Christchurch. To the relief of my parents, I chose boarding. I believed it would bring a style of adventure with a “Billy Bunter” type of risky venture.
During my 7 years at Guildford, I did come home on odd weekends and holidays and that is where I was introduced to the men of the 2/2. It wasn’t long before I found I had all these Aunties and Uncles. Family BQ’s were not “family” they were unit reunions. Looking back, I suppose I could expect nothing more given Arch & May Campbell even went on Mum & Dad’s honeymoon. I soon realized these men had a special bond and although I obviously never served with them, I felt a form of kinship especially after one such BBQ I was given a Jap sword by Tom Nisbet which is still a treasured item in my collection today. Unfortunately, I did get into the odd bit of strife in my younger years at school, but it was always Uncle Arch Campbell who supported me and Aunty May who would settle Mum down. I loved Arch’s story of how angry he was that some jap who got his kit in Timor was running around in his East Perth Premiership jumper. I never got the chance to frame his jumper on the wall beside his premiership photo.
The unit Christmas parties at the South Perth Zoo were always a big hit, a guaranteed present and heaps of ice cream out of those big insulated green bags. I remember going to Kings Park with Dad to mow the lawn and tidy up the only part of the park which lawn grew between the trees of the fallen. As Dad was a fruit exporter and knew his way around container shipping, he seemed to always have container issues in getting special aid to the people of Timor. These containers gave vital assistance to the people who gave so much to the 2/2. Later in life my daughter Angela even engraved the donated tools with a 2/2 logo. 
Moving on, I went to the Harvey Ag school where I had another dose of influence through a book I read “Boldness be my Friend” by Richard Pape MM. I wrote to him, and he wrote back, and it was then I thought I would adopt his book title as a lifestyle. From Ag School I milked cows before joining Elders GM as a stockman. National Service was looming, and I was looking forward to being called up. But alas I wasn’t, so I went in and volunteered for Nasho’s. As I had to wait until the next intake, I did a quick hitchhike trip though SE Asia including Vietnam Cambodia and Laos.
Finally, I was in and off to Pucka. That finished and I was Corp allocated to Armour, when asked how I felt about it I told them no one in the 2/2 would talk to me, I had to have Infantry, so they agreed.
Off to the next Battalion going to Vietnam and bypassing Corp Training. 5 RAR sailed for Vietnam in February 1969 with me proudly wearing Dad’s slouch hat puggaree emblazoned with the colour patch of the 2/2 for good luck.
I will never forget the first ever 5-minute smoko on our first acclimatation operation. Humping the MG and 600 rounds plus water and everything else, dripping in sweat I could not help but think “God I still have over 12 more months of this” but then I thought that this would have been like Dad & his mates when they first arrived in Timor, and they made it. It was a tough tour with 10 killed and 60 wounded in the company of about 85 at any given time, with many of the wounded only making it due to fast helicopter evacuation. 
Finally, it was over and home we came. Dad had organized another family/unit BBQ, and the old boys made a fuss of me inviting me to be in the front rank of the 2/2 on Anzac Day, another experience I will always appreciate and never forget. Again, Arch Campbell encouraged me to join Legacy and along with Duncan Warren whose dad “hackka” was also a Legatee, we became the first Vietnam veterans to join Legacy.
It is hard to believe that it is now over 50 years ago and that we are both still staunch Legatee’s.
So, looking back, did being the son of a 2/2 man influence my life. Absolutely. The quality of these men was second to none. They radiated confidence, compassion, and a zest for life, and above all displayed the finest of all quality’s “loyalty”, not only to each other but their unit and country. As I meandered through life they were always there – a true inspiration to a young bloke like me who could have easily gone down the wrong path, but their constant presence pulled me back.
As I look at the members of our committee, I know this influence flows through the veins off all of them and as an example of just one, Peter Epps who has tirelessly compiled a dossier on all men who served in the 2/2 over 50 relentless years of research and now even has a daughter Chantelle on the committee.
In conclusion, I doubt that this influence on me is unique, and I feel many of you here today would have experienced similar memories of some of the finest troops ever musted for the 2nd AIF. I know that by being here today we can continue to honour these brave men and keep their memories alive for years to come. The men who tied up 10,000 japs from re-enforcing Kokoda and even received accolades from Winston Churchill as being the only Commonwealth troops still holding out in the SW Pacific.

