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COMING EVENTS
1989 COUNTRY CONVENTION AT GERAlDTON

18th - 22nd SEPTEMBER
FULL DETAILS IN JUNE COURIER

DO NOT MISS THIS GREA T GET- TOGETHER
DON'T FORGET TO LET JACK CAREY KNOW

IF YOU ARE ATTENDING

BAROSSA SAFARI 1990 16th - 26th MARCH
WE ARE INTO THE COUNT-DOWN PERIOD. LATE STARTERS FINALISE YOUR BOOKINGS
NOW. ADVISE KEITH DIGNUM, PHONE (08) 356 2137. SWEEP TICKETS W.A. ONLY RETURN

BUTTS AND MONEY TO JACK CAREY. DO NOT SEND TO SOUTH AUSTRALIA.

ANNUAL REUNION LUNCHEON
ANZAC CLUB FRIDAY OCTOBER 20th

MEN ONLY
REFRESHMENTS FROM 11.30am - MAKE IT A GOOD ROLL UP

ANNUAL COMMEMORATION SERVICE
LOVEKIN DRIVE KINGS PARK

SUNDAY 19th NOVEMBER, 3.00pm
LET US HAVE A FULL MUSTER FOR THIS IMPORTANT DAY
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GERALDTON SAFARI NEWS
Organisers of the Geraldton Country
Convention on September 18-22, Peter
Barden, Eric Weller and Tom Foster, are
delighted with the response from various
parts of our great State. They are also ecstatic
that a member from Adelaide, Mark Jordan,
will be among our midst.

Information provided by Secretary Jack
Carey shows that those travelling by bus will
include Len Bagley, Betty IIlsley, Don and
Vida Turton, Clarrie and Grace Turner, Jack
and Norman Hasson, Doug and Edna
Fullarton, Alex and Wyn Thomson, Robbie
and Iris Rowan-Robinson, Dick Darrington,
Mick and Jean Morgan, Archie Campbell,
Elsie Wares, Jess Epps and Jack Carey.

Those travelling by car will include Jack
Fowler, Reg and Dot Harrington, Tony and
Barbara Bowers, Colin Doiq, Joy Louden,
Stan and Barbara Payne, Bernie and Babs
Langridge, Robert and Betty McDonald, Jack
and Gloria Poynton, Joe and Helen Poynton
and Peter and Pat Campbell. Travelling by air
will be Dorothy Boyland.

My inquiries at the Ocean Centre Hotel have
revealed that those staying at this new estab-
lishment in the centre of our fair city will
include all of those travelling by bus and air,
except Dick Darri ngton who has private
accommodation, as well as Gerry and Mary
McKenzie who will arrive at the hotel on
September 17, Jack Fowler, Colin Doiq, Joy
Louden, Robert and Betty McDonald, George
Bayliss, Gordon Holmes and Mark Jordon of
Adelaide.

Those with caravans will include Stan and
Barbara Payne, Jack and Gloria Poynton, Joe
and Helen Poynton and Peter and Pat
Campbell. It is likely that they will stay at the
Belair Caravan Park, where there is already a
booking under the name of Poynton.

Bernie and Babs Langridge will be staying
with Tom and Mary Foster.

We are all hoping that Blue and Edith
Prendergast of Dongara and Bruss Fagg of
Northampton will be amongst us on
September 18-22, we know Nip Cunningham
wil be.

Best wishes to you all.
Peter Barden

BAROSSA SAFARI
O. K. Dignum

24 Selkirk Ave
Seaton S.A. 5023

(08) 356 2137
20.7.89

Dear Arch,
Just a short note with some news for the
Courier. Firstly, Ron Mackey has had his
bypass operation on the 18.7.89. I rang tonight
and he is OK. Of course it was only two days
ago, so he isn't kicking a football yet. Bert
Bache is still making progress slowly, and if he
takes things easy and does the right things all
wil be well.
The raffle - all are now out, there is no more,
and the butts are coming back from N.S.W.
and Vic, very heartening, keep it up.
Accommodation - there is still some left, 5
cabins are still vacant, 2 rooms at the Vine and
2 rooms at the Top of the Valley, but these are
dearer than the others, they are newer ones.
We have two more starters for the roll call at
the Barossa, Jim McLaughlin and Jamie Priestly.
The rest of us here are fairly fit, the committee,
Mark Jordan, Kel and Ruby Carthew, Betty
and myself are still enthusiastic and hard at it.
Allen Hollow is affected with arthritis,
especially this time of the year. This year has
been very cold, and bed is not a bad place.
IMPORTANT - Back to the Safari. There are
two things we must tie up, people travelling by
air, bus and train have to get from the bus and
rail depots and the airport to Nuriootpa with
their luggage. I can assure you its a long, long
walk carrying luggage 75km. We will organise
transport, but we must know numbers. The
other important factor is cabin dwellers must
bring bedding, if this is not possible, let us
know.
The proposed itinerary and firm cost of
accommodation will appear in the next
Courier.
All the best,
Dig

MID YEAR SOCIAL
What a resounding success this function is
and how enjoyable it was this year. Fifty
people attended - a great roll up. A special
mention for the Busselton folk, Alex and Wyn
Thomson, Clarrie and Grace Turner, who
again made the return journey by train to join
us in a function that has proved to be so
popular. The starting time of 11am was none
too early as a number arrived well in advance
of that time.
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A fine buffet luncheon was presented by the
Anzac Club catering staff and their service
was first class, adding to the conviviality.
Never has one seen such animated conver-
sation so sustained, 11am to 3pm, al most non-
stop. Quite an achievement!
Len Bagley, our accomplished Master of
Ceremonies, made everything go with a
swing. Brief, humorous, right to the point, Len
gets his message over with authority. Thanks
for a fine job Len.
Jerry Haire, our recently appointed Vice-
President, welcomed everyone in his usual
dignified manner with well chosen, sincere
words. Jerry is a gifted speaker and made the
warmth and affection we all feel for each other
come to life. Thanks Jerry, what an asset you
are to the Association.
A good suggestion made by Jerry was that we
all wear our name tags to future tunctlons.

2/2nd HISTORY BOOK
There are a number of Colin Doig's public-
ation available once more. Contact with our
tireless Hon. Sec., Jack Carey, will see you in
possession of this fine Unit record.

W.W.C.P.
BOB BURNS continues to put up a grand fight
against stiff odds with his usual courage and
fotitude and with strong and loving support
from Joan. We all admire your grit Bob and
our love and prayers are with you both. God
bless.
TED LOUD had quite a period in hospital and
is now back home. A number of the boys saw
him and found the same rugged spirit that has
always been evident in Ted ever since he
joined the Unit. Good luck old timer and God
bless from us all.

VICTORIAN NEWS
We had a beautiful day for the Anzac March
and reunion afterwards - very warm and
sunny. Those present were Bruce McLaren,
Ken Monk, Harry Botterill, Bill Tucker, Alf
Harper, John Southwell, Norm Tillett, Jack

, Fox, Tom Nisbet, Rolf Baldwin, Bernie
Callinan, George Veitch, Alec Boast, Paul
Costelloe.
It was good to see Bruce McLaren down from
Queensland and looking so well. He and
Lorraine are coming back to Melbourne to live
next year - they miss the family who are in
Melbourne.

Alf Harper, up from Geelong, looking very
well. Has had a bad patch with back trouble
which interfered with his golf but happy to say
things are getting better. Baldy looking well as
always - he certainly enjoys his Anzac Days.
Bernie looking very well and said he is OK
again after his accident. Jim Stephens from
the 2/4th Commando Squadron lives in
Devonport, Tasmania and told us he met Merv
Jones over there and poor old Merv is having a
very bad time. He sent his regards to us all.
Thanks Merv for your kind words and we all
wish you the very best. Keep the chin up, we
are all thinking of you. Fred Broadhurst
missed the march and reunion. He has had
another stint in hospital but is coming along
fine - can't keep a good man down.
Arnold Webb had a stroke and was sent down
to the Prince Henry Hospital in Melbourne. I
went in to see him and he was looking pretty
good. It affected his speech and right side but
his speech is getting better and he has some
movement in his right toes and hand and
should be on the road to recovery.
We had the showing of the 2nd Independent
Coy film on Timor by Colin South on the SBS
Channel- it is a very good film and the boys
taking part in it were excellent.
That's all for now, regards to all.
Harry Botterill

WELCOME TO A
CHARMING LADY

Patsy Thatcher will not be known to many
people but she is as polished and tenacious as
the lady called Margaret!
Tom Nisbet, always ready to help anyone,
rang to verbally introduce Patsy who was
coming west to gain a background on the East
Tirnorese who have settled in Australia.
On behalf of Tom Nisbet, may I express a
sincere thank you to all our boys who so
readily assisted Patsy in her endeavours,
particularly Ray Aitken and Muriel.
The East Timorese held a function in their
beautiful Portuguese hall in East Fremantle, to
which our Association boys were invited.
Patsy was also invited. They gave her close
support in her quest for knowledge and she in
turn endeared herself to them. Thanks to Jack
and Delys Carey, Don and Vida Turton for
representing the Association. If there were
others, please accept our thanks and my
apologies for not recording your names.
Patsy is doinq a thesis for a higher University
Degree and I think she has become so
involved in the East Timorese assimilation in
Australia that a book may one day appear.
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A plea to help in Patsy's project. If anyone has
records or cuttings from any publication
during the Indonesian annexation of East
Timor and the migration of the Timorese to
Australia, Patsy would appreciate your co-
operation by loaning or giving them to her to
make her records much more complete.
Thank you, in anticipation. Address:

Mrs P. Thatcher
6 Park Road

Middle Park 3026
Thank you for coming Patsy, with your
husband and daughter who support you so
ably in creating a history of those we love so
well.

VETERANS PENSIONS RISE
4 PER CENT

Veterans' Affairs pensions rise by 4 per cent
today (June 15, 1989) in line with six monthly
Consumper Price Index movements, the
Minister for Veterans' Affairs, Ben
Humphreys, announced.
"Across the board it will mean rises of from
about $7 to almost $20 a fortnight," Mr
Humphreys said.
The fortnightly pensions will be:
Disability Pensions
Special (TPI) rate
Intermediate
Extreme disability allowance
General (100 per cent)
War and defence widows
Service Pensions
Veteran
Married couple (each)
Service pensioner wife

or widow

$481.50
331.60
272.25
181.50
282.40

258.40
215.40

215.40
This means a single veteran could receive an
annual service pension of $6718.40. If the
veteran has a 100 per cent disability pension
the combined annual rate would be
$11,437.40. This could rise to $15,340 if the
veteran receives the intermediate rate of
disability pension.
A married veteran and spouse can now
receive a combined annual service pension
rate of $11,200.80. If the veteran has an
extreme disability allowance the total annual
rate for the couple could be $18,480.90.
Should the veteran be a TPI pensioner, the
couple could receive an annual rate of
$24,141.
In addition there would be other benefits such
as a telephone rental concession. There may
also be additional pensions for children, rent
assistance and other tax-free allowances.

Disability pensions are tax free. Service
pensions, are however, subject to the income
and asset test and income other than disability
pension is taken into account in applying this
test.

THANK YOU
B. Smith

97 Spinaway Parade
Falcon 6210

A brief note enclosing a long overdue
donation to the Courier with my sincere
apologies for such neglect.
I wish to take this opportunity to thank all the
2/2nd friends who have been so wonderful
during my four months in Fremantle and
Bethesda Hospitals and since my return home
two months ago. Their constant visits, phone
calls, cards and many messages of encourage-
ment, assistance with my personal business
and offers of transport when I was unable to
cope, make me realise how close and caring
every member of our fine Unit is.

My thanks also to our dear Timorese friends,
especially Alzira and Ligia (Frank)
Carvalheira, their daughter Lucia Soares and
family and Yolanda Rodriguez who were
constant visitors to Fremantle and Bethesda
Hospitals. No wonder we admire these beaut-
iful people so.
Thank you, one and all and may God bless
you.
Kindest regards to all.
Beryl Smith
EDITOR: You have put up a great fight to
regain health Beryl. Well done. Our love, and
God bless.

THANK YOU from a great
friend of the ASSOCIATION,

IVAN DAVIES OAM
491/31 Williams Rd

Nedlands 6009
Dear Mr Carey,
Thank you for your very kind letter re my
OAM.
I assure you that any time I can be of assist-
ance to any of your members it gives me great
pleasure to do so.
There is supposed to be a "restructuring" of
the V.E. Act by December 1989, and new
appointments to the Veterans' Review Board.
It might be an idea if your Association
discussed it and made representations to the
Minister, if you suggest any amendments or
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improvements in administration.
Yours sincerely,
Ivan Davies

CORRESPONDENCE
CORNER

R. Harrington
PO Box 35

Bolgart 6568
A bit of news of ,Jack Spencer. I wrote before
how some people jumped his claim while he
was too sick to look after his own interests and
it was too late when I found out to be able to do
anything about it. It transpired that the claim
was no use to those scavengers so they sold it
back to Jack, making a crooked quid on the
side. He is happy now to be in his own home
on his own lease.

My nephew, Tim Harrington and Robyn have
kind of adopted the old chap and go visit him
occasionally and he visits them when he gets
to town. I was speaking to Tim recently and he
said the old guy is in great order now. He has a
little dog that gives him a lot of joy, and
obviously the dog gets a fair amount of joy out
of Jack too. He still digs away at that seam that
is going to lead him to the big strike. No doubt
all the gold wouldn't change his life style at all.
It is a pity he is so far away.

Had a ring from Stan Sadler who had visited
Jack Sheehan and said that old Jack was
delighted. When I saw him last he said how he
would like to see Stan and Charlie. It is a fact
of life that that old enemy, Time, is overtaking
a lot of good intentions and it becomes harder
each year to motivate oneself to travel too far.

We've had confirmation of our booking for a
caravan site for the Safari, thanks to Dig. Col
and Norma, Dot's sister and my brother, are
going with us so we feel a bit excited about it
all. Just might spend some time over there,
depending on the weather.

It is staying very dry, which is makng it difficult
to plan our annual trip north. I always go to
Latham to help a nephew with his cropping.
When that is done we are heading for
Cararang Station at Shark Bay for a month,
then a month at Exmouth. By that time the
weather down here should have settled down
to a livable degree.

Cheerio for now. Regards,
Reg Harrington

B. T. C. Smith
40 Moroney St

Bairnsdale 3875
Thank you for the Courier. You will know what
to do with my donation without any
acknowledgement.
Kindest regards.
Bruce

12 Milbong St
Caloundra 4551

Thanks for the Courier each month. Cheque
enclosed.
Yours faithfully,
Col Andrews

156 Wilson St
Burnie, 7320

Thought it was about time to write as it is 15
months since we all met at Phillip Island.
What a marvellous Safari it was. Noreen and I
would like to thank all those very kind people
who made us so welcome and our stay so
enjoyable. We will be attending the one at the
Barossa and hope to see everyone there.
Have enclosed a cheque for the Courier.
Yours faithfully,
Max Miller

2/7 Fleming St
Glenorchy 7010

Howdy,
I know I won't get writer's cramp because it
has taken me over 40 years to think of writing
my first note to you, let alone my second, but I
keep in touch with a couple of the boys from
here.
As you know, the Tasmanian Tigers are
supposed to be extinct but there are some two
legged ones still on the prowl over here.
Am enclosing four photos for Bob Smyth's
Rogues Gallery, in case you are getting short
of them.
Please keep the Courier coming as we really
appreciate it.
Hope to see you all in the Barossa. Gerald
Slade and his wife also hope to be there.
Hope this note finds you all reasonably well as
it leaves us here.
Regards to you all.
G. R. Watts

EDITOR:. Thanks for your letter and the
photos - nice to hear from you and the
photos will sure fit the Rogues Gallery.
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Jack Peattie,
11 Denre Street,

West Tamworth 2340
14/7/1989

Dear Arch,
Excepting for cold, wintery weather, all is well
with Marj and myself. Healthwise, we've had
a good run of late so hope that it keeps that
way for us.
At the end of last year and the beginning of
this, we spent a bit over four months with our
daughter and family in Sarawak. Managed to
do quite a bit of travelling around up the
inland rivers to the caves and mountains via
the river supply boats, then into long boats
for the last bit.
With all its problems, the Malaysian part of
northern Borneo is still a wonderful place to
visit and comparatively safe. Many people
speak good English and others know
enough, so with my limited knowledge of
Malay and a little patience, plus a lot of
humour and laughs, you can get anywhere
on your own initiative.
Like most developing countries, politics and
religion are different to what we are used to,
but as long as you listen and don't rock the
boat, everything is O.K. For any of the things
that we don't approve of, you can look at our
own past and present history and see things
as bad or worse.
We arrived back, had a short time at home
and then down to Young to the Craigs' for the
mini-safari. This was well reported in the
Courier so suffice to say, we had a great time
and feel really indebted to Betty and Keith
and all who made it so successful. I've been
in touch with Betty a couple of times since we
came back and although Keith had a rough
time for a while all was going well again.
Keith was taking Betty out for their 40th wed-
ding anniversary the last time I rang - Good
on you, Mate, you take some stopping!
I managed to organise a trip to our son's
place in Sydney so that we were there for
Anzac Day and despite the weather, it was
great to see the old faces again.
Had a call from Joyce Smith last night as she
and Beryl were passing througn Tamworth on
their way to Queensland to visit Joyce's
mother. Joyce says she's feeling pretty good
and looking forward to the South Aussie
safari next year.
Ray "Blue" Westerweller gave me a donation
for the Courier while we were in Young so I'll
double it and send it with this letter.
I've tried to ring Ray and Betty three or four
times over the last fortnight but guess that he
could have moved away from the cold for a
while. He wasn't feeling 100% last time I saw
him so hope all is O.K.

All the best from Marj and myself.
Jack Peattie.
EDITOR: Thanks Jack and Marj for all the
news which the members will enjoy. Nice to
know you are in good health, just keep it that
way. Regards from all in the West.

DONATIONS TO COURIER
281711989

Peter Alexander
Bruce Smith
Les Halse
Arch Campbell
Jess Epps
Col Andrew
John Poynton
Blue Westerweller

Betty Hopkins
Jerry Hoire

Dick Darrington
R.on Dook

Col Criddle
Beryl Smith

Jack Peattie

Editor: Am sure everyone will be interested in
this. Our thanks to Warrnambool Legacy
Club.

ORIGIN OF THE
"LAST POST"

Associated with all Anzac Day Services, there
is possibly no finer Ser~ice Call.
The "Last Post" was first used in the 17th
century as part of a drum-beating ceremony
for the posting of the guard - but its present
form derives more directly from the 18th cen-
tury, when the bugle was adopted more
universally. Previously, most calls were
played with fife and drum.
It was first notated in 1798 as the "Second
Post".
"Setting the Watch" was a bugle call which
began the tattoo period, calling troops home
to barracks.
The "Second Post" ended the tattoo period,
and at its last notes all troops were to be in
bed.
That call is now known as the "Last Post",
and is played on solemn ceremonial
occasions.
Originally, the "Last Post" ended the labours
and pleasures of the day. By a natural and
poetical progression of ideas, it became cus-
tomary to sound the same call at military
funerals, signifying an end to life's labours
and pleasures.
When the call is heard in sad funeral rites,
with its final cadence whispering "lights out ...
lights out", its solemn and majestic grandeur
cannot be mistaken.
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Two-up has had its fair spin
The g..... of Two-up came under fire In the
Queensland Parliament recently. DON

PETERSEN looks at Ita colourful history.

TWO-UP is at least a century older than
federation.
The first recorded reference to spinning
coppers is contained in a letter to the Sydney
Gazette of April 15, 1804, in which an irate
citizen said:
"The little chuck-farthing mob that generally
assembles at the quay in the afternoon should
be dispersed by officers of the Crown."
This probably is the truest clue to its origins:
pitch and toss, which had been played on
English village greens and cobblestoned
alleys for centuries.
It was about the only form of gambling avail-
able to miners on Australia's earliest gold-
fields.
When the troopers - later the police -
weren't running the games they were chasing
the entrepreneurs who were.
It is not so long ago that a town of any size in
Australia had one or two two-up schools
operating under terms of harassment or
protection.
Servicemen attending a postwar games picnic
race meeting in the Kimberleys last year were
intrigued to hear a public address announce-
ment that the two-up game would be held
behind the betting ring after the last race.
They were even more delighted to discover
that it was being run by a stubby-toting police
sergeant, all in the interest - superficially
illegal - of local charities, of course.
Sadly, it probably is only in the outback and in
some of the nation's casinos that the game is
now played.
Sad, because "come in spinner" - the call to
head or tail riches which has echoed down
nearly three centuries - is as Australian as
Waltzing Matilda and because it probably is
the fairest gamble in the world - a 50-50
chance of winning or losing on the toss of two
bright discs.
Australia is about luck.
No other nation invests as much per head of
population on chance. The laws governing
betting have always been cheerily ignored,
the penalties being until recently not much
more than a slap on the wrist.
Two-up is popularly known as the "swy" from
the German "zwie," which means two.
In Brisbane, as in other large population
centres, the game has virtually disappeared. A

corruption of it, loaded heavily in favour of the
organisers, exists only in the casinos.
Why it died no one knows. Huge games once
existed in Torwood and the swamps now
known as Eagle Farm.
As in other places, the games gave rise to
legendary and often hilarious confrontations
between players and police.
For very obvious reasons, the game that once
fired enthusiasms on Australia's diggings
found a ready place, a kind of immortality, in
fact, among wartime Diggers.
The first is that it is easily portable. It needs
only a ring, a couple of coins (three are better
because you then get an instant result) and a
stick known as a kip.
Gambling is at best a diversion. Horror
demands diversion if men are to remain sane.

In at least two world wars and several other
military actions Australians have found that
diversion in two-up.
One example is sufficient to make the point.
In Timor in 1942 an Australian commando
force was pined down by numerically superior
Japanese troops.
"The boys were down in the dumps. The Nips
could take us at any time," recalls one of the
besieged commandos, David Sheehan.
"So I produced a couple of pennies. We'd just
had our first pay since landing on the island
and we weren't sure if we were going to live to
spend it.
"Pretty soon all the troops joined in and after a
while we forgot all about the Japs. Everybody
was happy, even the losers."
The unit's commanding officer descended on
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Terry Paul

George Fletcher
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BOB SMYTH's ROGUES GALLERY - SEQUENCE 7

Jim McLaughlin Peter Alexander Colin Hodson

Dick Darrington Syd McKinley 'Bulla' Tait
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the game demanding to know who had started
it.
Told it was Sheehan, the officer said: "Well,
the man deserves a VC."
Sheehan survived to return to the goldfields of
Western Australia, becoming in 1985 the
owner of the first legal two-up game in
Kalgoorlie. He had run the thing there since
the end of the war anyway.
Tony White, owner of Napoleon's Military
Bookshop in Brisbane and a man whose eyes
glint at the rustle of pennies, expects half a
dozen or more RSL clubs to stage two-up
games on Tuesday.
"They've always done it. The tradition is
there," he said yesterday.

At each game someone would be rattling a tin
for the club's charities.
The game itself is a ritual of remembrance,
with just hundreds, rather than thousands, of
dollars at stake.
"I guess the stakes might be a little higher than
last year," he said. "The two-dollar note which
was the minimum has gone so now it could be
five.
"But no one is going to stop it. Would you like
to be the policeman who tried?"

EDITOR: Courtesy "Bulla Teit' and thanks for
the story. Am sure you were among the lucky
ones!!!

THE PETER ALEXANDER STORY - Part 2
The forty five men on board the Jap landing
barge headed out towards the ship anchored
in the bay, consisted of twenty officers and
twenty five OR's.
The ship turned out to be a captured Dutch
cargo vessel, which the Japs turned into a
troop carrier. Up the side of the boat on a rope
ladder, across the deck to the forward hole
where a steel ladder went from the top down
some thirty or forty feet to the bottom.
Wooden platforms about three feet apart ran
right around the hole, one can imagine how
many Jap troops went to a watery grave, when
one of these troop ships went to the bottom.
We were not sure where we were headed, but
according to some of the hundred odd Japs
who were camped in the hole, Java was their
destination.
Conditions were not too bad, we were allowed
on deck for about twenty minutes each day.
To use the 100 was a real balancing act, two
planks extended at an angle over the stern
with a hand rail and a box on the end. It was
OK if the sea was calm, but a bit awkward if the
ship had a roll up.
The food was rice twice a day with a mug of
fish soup. Although the hole of the boat used
to get a bit hot during the day, there was no
shortage of water for drinking.
The twenty minute break on deck each day
was interesting, the ships course took her just
off the islands of Flores, Sumba, Lombok and
Bali, a wonderful sight viewed from the ship.
Another great sight was the number of
porpoises swimming alongside. Would have
made a great trip under different
circumstances.
The last island in this group was Madura, this
is where the boat docked. The POW's were
told to get what gear they had and get up on

deck. This is where they were going to spend
the rest of the trip. No one had any argument
against this, if there happened to be any
bombs or torpedoes flying around, that hole
was the last place we would want to be.
When the hole was emptied out, the locals
proceeded to fill it with block salt. This took
the best part of two days. When the hole was
finally filled, the boat cast off and headed
north along the coast of Java.
After another two days we eventually berthed
at "Tanjong Pryok" the port for the capital city
of Java "Batavia."
After leaving the boat we were marched
across the wharf and onto a train, which then
proceeded to take us in to Batavia, about a half
hour run.
On reaching the station we were bundled out
and onto trucks which took us to a camp on
the edge of the city
The camp was a Dutch Barracks called
"Bicycle Camp." There was a real mixture of
nationalities here, Dutch, Poms, Yanks and
Aussies. The Yanks consisted of sailors off the
"Houston" which was sunk along with the
"Perth" in the "Sunda Straights" battle. There
was also a Texan Artillery unit.
Bicycle camp was a big improvement on the
one in Timor. Most of the buildings were tiled
roof and cement floors, which proved a bit
hard to sleep on.
The meals were still rice and watery stew,
although a couple of days we did get a small
bun which tasted great.
The Yanks appeared to live a bit better than
other POW's, they seemed to have an endless
supply of Dutch money which was the only
money the local native vendors would take, if
you were lucky enough to contact one while
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on aworking party. Jap invasion money was
taboo - the locals called it "monkey money."
There was one way to get a few Dutch guilders
off the Yanks, if you were lucky enough to
come across a cat while out on a working
party, the Yanks called them "Alley rabbits."
Six guilders for a good size one.
Work consisted mainly of going down to
"Tanjong Pryok" the port and helping load
boats heading for Japan. Items included
furniture, cars, trucks and fridges. They
ransacked most of the Dutch homes.
Life was not exactly boring, working around
the wharfs took up about eight hours, then the
drive back to camp was usually full of interest.
The road was always teaming with bikes and I
got the impression the Jap drivers must have
had a bet to see who could knock the most
over. The locals sure took evasive action when
they seen the trucks bearing down on them.
There was always some entertainment each
night. The Yanks had a really good band and
the concert party that had been brought
together put on some great shows.
The Yanks also introduced Volleyball. A team
made up from the "Perth" became real experts
at the game and had some great tussles
against the Yanks.
Health in the camp was reasonable, apart from
the occasional bout of Malaria and skin
rashes.
The guards were always on the prowl, ready to
put the boot into anyone who failed to salute
them. The worst two Japs were known as
"B. B." and "B.B.C~" - "Boy Bastard" and "Boy
Bastards Cobber." They would always get
around together and would go off duty
feeling, I'm sure, very disappointed if they had
not bashed at least three or four victims.
We had been in the camp about six weeks,
when orders came to pack our gear we were
on the move again. There was much guessing
as to where we were headed, one comedian
said he had an idea we were headed for the
"Garden City of Bandung" way up in the hills
for a well earned rest.
Guessing as to our destination soon came to
an end when the trucks stopped outside the
Batavia railway station. With the guards
screaming orders (they always liked to put on
a show if there were any locals around) it was
into the station and on to the train. There was
only one way that train was going - down to
the wharf. It looked like another boat ride to
somewhere.
There were one or two respectable looking
boats tied up at the wharf and there was also
one that looked like it should have been sent
to the breakers yard years ago, looked a sad
sight with great chunks of rust peeling off the
sides. Sure enough this was the one we w_ere

ordered up the side of, across the decks and
down into the hole.
I think everyone had the same thoughts, if
there were any subs around they stayed away
from this boat, one torpedo and it would
disintegrate.
The hole set up was the same as the boat we
arrived on, the wooden platforms runing right
around and the steel ladders going down to
the bottom.
There were quite a few Japs in the hole, they
appeared to be in good spirits. Told us they
were going home on leave. I wonder how
many of them made it, we were to learn later
that the Japs were begining to loose quite a
few ships in the South China sea.
It was well into the night when we felt the ship
get under way. A few POS's who had gone up
top to use the 100said the going would be slow
for a start owing to the number of wrecks that
lay in and around the harbour.
Condition in the hole was not too bad. I expect
we were lucky being a part of only forty five
and having Japs down there too.

There was much speculation as to where we
were headed. Having Japs on board going
home on leave, it could be Japan or perhaps
Singapore seeing we were headed north.
The meals were mainly rice and fish soup. I
was passing the kitchen on my way to the 100
and stopped to have a look at the soup being
made. The fish being used were not gutted,
they were chopped into four or five pieces
then swept into the boiler set against the
chopping block.
After three days of sailing what must have
been through rather calm seas, we were
ordered up out of the hole to get our first look
at Singapore.
After tying up we went down onto the wharf,
then onto some trucks which came alongside,
so it now appeared certain we were not going
to Japan. I don't think anyone was unhappy
about leaving that "rust bucket."
There were a few prisoners working around
the wharf but no one had a chance to have a
yarn with them.
After travelling quite a few miles a huge grey
building appeared on the horizon. "Changi
Jail" not a very nice sight. I think everyone
heaved a sigh of relief when the trucks rolled
past.

We did not realise it then but the jail would
become our home in another eighteen months
or so.

The trucks conti nued on thei r way for another
two orthree miles to Selarang, which in peace
time housed the main units of the British
forces on Singapore.
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It consisted of many huge barracks which
housed the soldiers and there were also areas
of parkland on which were built many homes
for the Officers.
What a marvellous time these officers must
have enjoyed during peace time on Singapore
and Malay. Wonderful parties, Malay and
Chinese servants to do their every bidding.
How they must have hated those Japs for
interrupting all this.
Settling in at Selarang did not take much
doing, plenty of open space to move around in
and there did not appear to be a lot of Jap
guards around, mainly Indian Sikhs who had
gone over to the Japs at the end of hostilities.
One of the barracks had been converted into a
hospital and the Doctors did have some
medical supplies, so the sick were able to get
some attention.
The meals were even an improvement, now
and again one found a very small portion of
meat in the stew, it was a change to get a big of
fried rice apart from the boiled stuff.

The Japs even allowed the POW's to start their
own garden, this began by clearing a large
rubber plantation.
Entertainment was provided by a concert
party, which put on some really good shows.
There was some really great talent in that
camp.
It was in Selarang we were to spend our first
Christmas. I can still remember Christmas
dinner, a pie made from bully beef. There was
also a pudding, I can't remember what the
ingredients were, but there was one thing I
won't forget in a hurry, it had chocolate sauce
poured over it, what a feast.
The camp had quite a good library, so there
was no shortage of reading material.
The main job was helping to clear rubber trees
to make more ground for gardening. It was
beginning to produce sweet potatoes,
Chinese cabbage and egg fruit. I think the
Japs had the idea that at some stage the
POWs might become self supporting.
Another job I helped in was trying to get the
sewerage working again. The main blockages
in the pipes were caused by hundreds of
condoms - those Poms sure had other past
times besides parade ground drill.
The life at Selarang was reasonably good but
this was to come to an end in the middle of
April. The Officers in charge were told to bring
together some 10,000 men, these would be
split into two groups "P' and "H" forces.
All the Japs would say was that we would be
going to a land of "Milk and Honey" and could
even take the sick personnel along if we liked.
Most of the twenty five O.H's who had
travelled together from Timor were on "F"

force when the trucks eventually pulled away
from Selarang and headed towards
Singapore.
Was it to be another boat ride. Apparently not.
When Singapore was reached the trucks
turned away from the wharf and headed into
the railway station.
Lined up in the station was a long string of
steel railway waggons. Into each one was
jammed forty men. I must say life down the
hole of the boats was much more comfortable
to this. Each man had to squat with his knees
up under his chin. There was no way anyone
was going to lie down.
The train eventually got underway, which did
ease conditions slightly, by bringing a bit of
air into a steel hot box. They proved to be hot
boxes by day and freezers by night.
The train crawled across Singapore, over the
causeway and into Malay.
Darkness came and with it the cold, no
prisoner was dressed to be locked in a fridge
and that is exactly what these railcars felt like.
My mind went back to the night Ispent tied to
that tree in the hills of Timor.
The sun coming up the next morning was a
welcome sight, but it was only a matter of two
or three hours and we were all sweltering in
that hot box again.
Sometime into the afternoon the train reached
the capital of Malay "Kuala Lumpur" it was
here we were given a feed of curry and rice,
prepared by some Indians. Boy, those
bastards must have been born with fire proof
mouths. That curry was red hot. It had to be
eaten, there was nothing else. Everyone was
looking for water, but there was always a
shortage of that.
The train journeyed on up through Alor Star,
the last of the big towns in Malay, then on
across the border into Thailand.

Conditions in the trucks were not improving. I
think half the blokes in each truck were
suffering from diarrhoea. To relieve the
kidneys was no big deal, providing one stood
right at the end of the doorway. One or two
blokes were not very popular when they tried
it standing in the middle of the doorway. The
wind promptly sprayed it straight back inside
and over the nearest bodies.

Using the bowels could be a risky business.
There were many bridges along the line in
Thailand, the edges of which were very close
to the lines and there was also a hand rail on
each side.

The bloke relieving himself had to hang onto
the edge of the door with one hand, while a
mate hung onto his other arm. There also had
to be a lookout to spot the bridges coming up
ahead. The chap was then pulled back inside.
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I have heard the old saying - pull your head
in, never pull your "arse" in.
The local natives apparently used to walk very
close to the line, but they soon gave this idea
away when they seen a train bearing down on
them with thirty or forty bear arses sticking
out of the trucks spraying excreta in all
directions.
The ride into Thailand finally came to an end
at a place called "Banpong."
I don't think anyone was sorry to leave those
trucks behind. We were marched through the
town down to the edge of a river, where we
were given a feed. There seemed to be no
shortage of food, I never seen so much rice,
eggs and green vegetables. The Japs said we
were going to a land of milk and honey, they
should have said "passing through."
At dusk we were lined up on a road and then
told to start walking. This went on right
through the night with only two or three
breaks. I was to find in the nights to come that
it is possible to walk in one sleep.
The next morning we arrived at Kanburi, a
reasonably big staging camp. There were
many long bamboo huts to rest up in. It was
still hard to get any sleep owing to the heat
and the millions of sand flies. These little
bastards loved to get into ones eyes and ears.
With the sun setting it was out onto the road
and ready for the next leg of the journey north.
We had heard rumours at Kanburi that the
Japs had started building a railway from
Burma which was to come through Thailand
and join up with the line which came north
from Bankok.
Apparently the British had surveyed the line in
peace time, but because of the jungle and
rugged terrain, reckoned the cost in money
and human lives would be too great, so they
gave the idea away.
The Japs wanted this railway badly to get their
troops and materials overland and into
Burma, instead of having to take them by boat.
The American subs were beginning to take a
heavy toll of their shipping.
Once more it was off along the road, which
continued on for another five or six miles, then
it came to a sudden end and became a very
narrow jungle path. The POW's must have
been spread out over a mile or more and it was
that black, one could hardly distinguish the
man in front.
The fifteen minute break was sure welcome. I
think half the men were asleep before their
bodies hit the ground. Even the noise of
monkeys and the millions of insects,
especially the borers, they sounded for all the
world like a saw mill going, failed to keep them
awake.

With the breaking of the dawn we again
entered another staging camp. The rice that
we had to consume at each camp was usually
dumped on a bamboo mat out in the open and
covered not with a net but a mass of flies.
Half the men were suffering from diarrhoea
and it seemed that the other half would soon
be joining them. Most mens feet were a mass
of blisters and a lot had discarded their boots,
preferring to walk in bare feet.
Any protest by our Officers to the guards
received little sympathy, usually a bashing for
the one lodging the protest.
Night after night the march went on, many
men falling by the way side. When this
happened they were always help along by
their mates.
The Japs made it quite clear that no man
would be left on the side of the track alive. It
would either be a bullet or a bayonet to put
him out of his misery.
At last, after what seemed an eternity, we had
covered a distance of some two hundred and
fifty miles, we marched into what was to prove
to be a real hell camp.
The camp contained about six unfinished
bamboo huts and was set on the side of a small
hill, the name "Songurai" would have been
etched in the minds of the few hundred who
survived, for years to come.
Luckily for "F" force we had a Dr Bruce Hunt
with us. He stood up to the Japs and told them
if they did not allow the camp to be completed
and latrines dug there would not be any fit
men left to help build the railway.
We already had our first death from Cholera
on the march up. There was also another
menace on they way, the wet season was just
about to begin.
The Japs eventually gave us two days to finish
the huts and latrines. The men were in no
condition to handle the work, which was to
come. Any strength they had left had been
sapped on the march up.
The diet was still rice and a brown bean, both
of which were riddled with weevils, so most of
the goodness had been eaten out before it got
to the POW's.
Work on the railway began, cutting away the
jungle, forming the track, getting teak logs for
the building of a bridge and blasting away an
outcrop of rock for ballast.
The wet eventually arrived. The rain just
bucketed out of the skies, turning the road
which joined up the camps into a sea of black
mud.
The trucks which brought the rice to Songurai
from the camp further north found it
impossible to get through.
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The only way our camp survived was by a
dozen men walking the fifteen miles or so
through the mud and slush to bring back rice
for the camp to eat.
Conditions gradually worsened. The men
were going down with all types of diseases,
Malaria, Dysentery, Diphtheria, Ulcers, Beri-
Beri and the most frightening of all- Cholera.
The two or three doctors in the camp could do
little, they had very few medical instruments
and hardly any medical supplies.
A small ulcer on the shin would, in a matter of
a few days, have eaten away half the shin. One
doctor used to try gouging the rotting flesh
out with a small spoon. The pain the patient
suffered would have been indescribable. Nine
out of ten would eventually pass out.
When the doctor would have to eventually
amputate, this was done with a saw borrowed
from the Japs. The operating theatre was a
small table out in the open set under a
mosquito net. Very few of the patients
survived.
Work on the railway went on despite incessant
rain. The Jap guards would arrive at the camp
at day break and if they asked for one hundred
men, one hundred it had to be.
One day I witnessed two patients being
carried out of the so called hospital hut to
make up the required number.
Those two men were to lie out in the rain for up
to nine hours or more.
After about three weeks on the railway, I was
given a job up on "Cholera Hill." What a
horrific sight. Two tents full of near skeletons.
Cholera and dysentry cases, the dysentry
patients lying in their own excreta, too weak to
crawl to the trenches, which had been dug for
latrines.
These were a sorry sight filled by the rains and
overflowing millions of maggots crawling all
over the ground. I thought to myself, this has
got to be "Hell."
The death toll was begining to climb to as
many as six a day, all these bodies had to be
cremated and to find enough wood to keep the
fire going was a major problem.
I finished up with a job on the cremation when
one of the two blokes doing the job took sick.
It was much better than being flogged to death
out on the railway. There was a tent to sit in out
of the rain when one was not gathering wood
and best of all no Japs would come up there.
I was begining to think someone up there was
still watching over me, then the Japs put in an
order for twenty fit men.
What a laugh, twenty fit men, we should have
all been in intensive care.
One of the Doctors eventually sorted out
twenty men, I was one of them.

It was at this point I was separated from the
mates I had leftTimorwith.1 was wondering if
I would ever see them again.
The small group set off back down the road for
a distance of some five miles to a camp called
"Niki" which was situated on a river.
It was here we were handed over to a new
guard who ushered us onto a small boat which
looked to belong to a couple of local Thais.
One of the Thais who appeared to be in charge
of the boat, had trouble in getting the motorto
fire, probably a bit of dampness, there sure ws
plenty of that about.
The river was running a banker, all types of
debris was being carried along by the swift
flowing current, including a few corpses, no
one gave them a second glance.
The Japs had driven thousands of Asians up
onto the railway to work and these were dying
in their hundreds. We did have some
organisation, they had none. It was survival of
the fittest. The vultures must have thought all
their birthdays had come at once.
The motor was eventually coached into
starting and we headed out into the middle of
the river where it was caught up in the current
and really carried along at a fast rate. One or
two other craft coming up stream hardly
appeared to be making any progress at all.
After about half an hours travelling, the
darkness began to close in, along with heavy
rain, lightening and thunder. I was keeping the
fingers crossed we did not tangle with one of
those large logs I had seen skimming along on
the surface of the water.
I think if we had gone into that water in our
state of health, there would have been very
few survivors.
After what seemed like a journey of some
three hours, lights appeared in the distance.
The Thais began the difficult job of edging the
boat into the small jetty that ran along side the
bank.
The Jap guards appeared much older than the
ones we had come across in other camps. It
appeared that when they got too old for the
front line, they were put in charge of camps
that were used to feed and water the
thousands of Jap soldiers who passed
through on their way to Burma.
When ordered off the boat onto the jetty there
was no screaming or being urged along with
rifle butts. They actually seemed human.
We were marched along the jetty, then up a
slight incline and up to a small bamboo hut.
The hut appeared well built and with a
bamboo floor raised about two feet off the
ground, no sides, but the thatched roof came
within a few feet of the ground, so no rain
would blow in.
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Accommodation wise we appeared to have
taken a trick. It appeared much better than the
stinking, leaking, lice infected huts at
Songuai.
When we had unloaded what gear we had,
which was very little, I still had my sleeping
bag, a pair of tattered shorts, a shirt that had
seen better days and a set of "Dutch" eating
utensils. Boots were a thing of the past. The
biggest percentage of the POW's were now
bare-footed. One of the guards told us to get
oureating gear and took us overto a large hut
which housed many huge cast iron dishes
used for the cooking of rice.
Here we were given a big serve of rice and a
stew which actually had meat in it. Seemed
too good to be true.
We were still wondering what the work was
going to entail.
One thing we did enjoy was a good nights
sleep away from the crys of the suffering ulcer
patients and stench of the excreta from the
dysentry victims.
The next morning we were all up at day break,
no screaming guards, it seemed too good to
be true. One or two of these old guards were
doing exercises. We were told to join in.
Although no one felt much like it we made an
effort.
After a wash in the river, looking back I think it
would have been the first wash we had since
leaving Singapore, although we had hardly
been dry since the rains started.
Another feed of rice and stew for breakfast,
then we were lined up and given our jobs. A
couple of men to give a hand in the kitchen.
Two men to boil water in a couple of forty four
gallon drums, a couple to cut wood, the rest to
unload barges bringing rice and other
supplies up the river.
This is the camp the Japs should have sent
twenty sick men to after Songurai it was like a
rest camp. There was even a Jap Doctor on
site who spoke some English. He said he once
went to England with a Jap soccer team and if
we ever had any sickness to come and see
him.
The Japs continued to pass through in their
thousands heading for Burma. It sure done
one good to see them arriving at Konquita
dead beat, covered in mud and slush. There
was always one or two with a small wooden
box slung around the neck, this box would
have contained a small portion of ashes from a
Jap who had fallen by the wayside.
The one sorry sight was to witness Jap
Officers mounted on beautiful thoroughbred
race horses, taken from stables in Malay and
Hong Kong and being ridden to death in these
terrible conditions. Now and then one was
seen to be pulling a mountain gun.

To kill germs, water must be boiled
thoroughly. We made sure the water in those
drums was never brought to the boil, luke
warm was near enough for the Japs, after they
had departed we would stoke up the fire and
bring it to the boil for our own use.
Now and then one was even able to raise a
laugh, something I was begining to think
would never happen again.
I remember one day this Jap officer came
running up saying "All men must come quick
and build a meadow, the cows approach." We
set to and built a bamboo yard into which a
dozen or so Yaks were later driven.
The Asians would be lost without their
bamboo. It is used for numerous purposes,
the main one being for buildings. A four room
home can be erected in a day, all from
bamboo, except the roof covering, which is
made from throngs off the palm trees. No nails
are used only ties made from bark.
One afternoon I started to develop some
aches and pains in the body and legs. It did not
appear to be Malaria symptoms. Come
evening the pain still persisted, so with two of
the other blokes, one had diarrhoea and the
other one felt he had Malaria coming on, we
decided to go over and see the Jap doctor.
The Doc and his assistant were in the hut,
there was also another Jap, both he and the
Doc were as drunk as lords.
Apparently this Jap had just arrived down
from Burma. He was a Chemist and was on his
way back to Japan and they were celebrating.
The Doc was in a singing mood and asked if
we knew "Dinah." Said he learnt that song
when he was in England.
We finally got him round to listen to our woes.
The two mates were given tablets, then the
Doc's assistant proceeded to fill a needle with
some mixture which looked as though it
should have been given to a horse, but it was
eventually injected into my arm.
The mates told me the next day I was out on
my feet before we reached the hut.
I woke the next day feeling pretty good, no
aches, no pain. Whatever was in that needle
sure worked.

One day an Asian was seen staggering along
the road, probably one who had been driven
up from Malay to work on the railway. He
collapsed opposite the camp. The Japs made
it clear no one was to go near him. I think they
were scared stiff he was dying from cholera.

For three days he lay there, then a Jap finally
arrived at our hut, he was dressed in overalls,
rubber boots and wearing a mask over the
nose. He told a couple of mates to get some
digging tools and he led them over to the
body. A hole was dug and the Asian
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disappeared in - on the end of the Japs boot.
One of the mates said he believed that the
poor bloke was still breathing when the Jap
booted him into the hole. Life was sure cheap
in Burma and Thailand.
Elephants played a big part in the building of
the railway, dragging the heavy teak logs out
of the jungles for the construction of bridges.
The Burmese and Thais, who were lucky
enough to own one of these marvellous
beasts, really doted over them. After each
days work they would be taken down to the
river for a wash and a scrub up.
We were to witness a sad spectacle. A large
elephant was crossing a very old wooden
bridge that spanned a stream flowing down to
the main river. The elephant had on its back its
owner and two Japs seated in a basket. When
only a few yards on to the bridge, the decking
gave way. The elephant let out a roar and
disappeared from sight. For a few seconds he
was caught up in the cross beams underneath,
but these gave way under the weight and he
crashed down on to the ground at the edge of
the stream.
Luckily the Thai jumped clear but unluckily
the Japs also escaped. There was no way the
Thai's friends could console him, he was grief
stricken.
About a week later that elephant was begining
to make its presence felt by releasing a strong
odour which drifted across the camp when the
wind blew in the wrong direction.
The Japs told the POW's to get some shovels
and go bury it.
What a hopeless job. The ground was rock
hard, the elephant was blown up to almsot
twice its original size. There was enough gas
inside it to have lit up a small village for a week.
Then someone go the bright idea of
sharpening the end of a bamboo stick and
driving it into the hide and so release the gas.
It sure worked, the elephant was deflated like
a pricked balloon and the escaping gas
cleared the area for half a mile around.
The Japs were not amused, they were never
noted for their sense of humour.
The problem was eventually solved by
bringing in a truck load of wood and a couple
of gallons of kerosene.
The weeks dragged by. We heard rumours to
the effect that Italy was out of the war and the
Russians were pushing the Germans back.
The Jap troops coming through the camp
were getting younger. When we first came to
Konquita the rank of the troops heading for
Burma were three Star, then it got down to two
Star, now it was one Star - mere school boys.
The Jap recruiting officers back in Japan must
have been scraping the bottom of the barrel
looking for cannon fodder.

One day the Japs announced that the railway
had been completed and that all the men
would be going back to Niki, the camp we had
boarded the boat at for the ride down the river.
The POW's were sorry to hear this, the
treatment we received at Konquita was a far
cry from that metered out at that "Hell" camp
Songurai, we often wondered how many of
our mates had survived.
Most of the twenty men had actually put on
weight and sickness had mainly been an
occasional bout of Malaria or Diarrhoea.
The thirty odd mile trek back up to Niki was a
push-over compared with the same march we
had covered some five months previous.
Conditions had also improved with the finish
of the wet.
There were other Australians at Niki. One of
the Officers in charge was Ben Barnett. Ben
went to England as wicket keeper in the
Australian Eleven 1938.
The chores at Niki were much the same as
Konquita. Fetching water from the river and
cutting wood for the kitchen fires.
One day a mate and I happened to be sawing
up a log of wood close to the railway siding,
when we were to witness our first train pull in
from the Burma end.
Among the assortment of trucks and vans was
a flat top on which were seated twenty odd
Chinese. When ordered off by the Jap guards,
all but two or three just rolled over the side
onto the ground. They then proceeded to
shuffle along on their behinds, the reason for
this was that the whole of their shins had been
eaten away by tropical ulcers. They must have
been in agony, but to have tried to stand up
would have been torture.
They eventually disappeared into the jungle.
We never needed to guess as to their fate,
there were no hospitals or nursinq homes in
there.
But why make them suffer a bumpy ride on the
train, why couldn't they have disposed of them
at the place where they worked. One could
never fathom out the Jap way of thinking.
There was one thing for sure, if he could make
his victim suffer a little more, he would.

After a few weeks had passed, one just semed
to loose track of time. That old saying "You
would not know what day it was" was sure true
up on the railway. No one even knew what
month it was, not that it mattered, they were
not going any place.

Niki was overrun with a plague of rats, most
camps had them but Niki appeared to have
hundreds more. They we're under huts, in
huts, night time they made sleep almost
impossible, what with their racing over ones
body, fighting and squealing. Even the Pied
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Piper would have had his work cut out trying
to get rid of that plague.
I did see an Asian doing his bit, he was
barbecuing three to supplement his meagre
ration of rice.
I was to feel the effects of these rodents when I
went down with a bout of typhus, a disease
spread by the fleas, carried by rats. A high
fever and vomiting stayed with me for about
three days. The English doctor at the camp
had nothing to give me, it was just a case of
letting it run its course.
Luckily I had put on a few pound at Konquita,
but I was still a bag of bones when I eventually
managed to get on the feet again.
No one protested when the Japs told us to get
our gear and go over to the railway siding,
where we boarded a couple of railway trucks.
It was to be a little more comfortable than the
trip up from Singapore.
It was late in the afternoon when the train
finally got underway. No records were being
broken over this new line and it was well into
the night when we pulled into a siding, given a
feed of rice and a piece of dried fish and told to
bed down on the edge of the track.
At daybreak we got underway again. I never
realised on the march up that the country was
so mountainous. Perhaps that was because
we walked through the night. What a ride. I
never seen so many bridges and cuttings.
Passing over some of those bridges really
took the breath away, especially the two tier
ones. They swayed at least a foot.
Lots of rolling stock was seen lying at the foot
of steep embankments.
Finally after two days of travel we reached
Kanburi, the big base camp we left for the
march up.

We had been in the camp a week when the
remnants of "F" Force began to arrive. Boy
what a horrific sight, the average man was just
skin and bone.

About 4,000 died in camps occupied by "F"
and "H" Forces and another 7,000 in other
groups spread out along the trac.k. Asian
deaths would have been hard to number, the
final figure would have run into thousands.

After about two weeks in Kanburi all the men
who could make it to the railway were once
again packed into vans which headed south to
Singapore. No one was sorry to be heading
away from that Hell Hole.

After one terrible journey, Singapore was
finally reached. Trucks were waiting. We were
loaded onto these and I think everyone
heaved a sight of relief when we headed out of
the railway yards and away from the docks
and once again on the road to Selarang.

We learnt later that some of the last few
hundred POW's being brought down the line
were to experience the tragedy of being
bombed at one ortwo of the railway sidings by
Allied planes and seeing quite a few of their
mates killed.
To have come through the pain and the agony
felt in building the railway, then to have ones
life snuffed out by your own bombs, brings
one to the conclusion that someone up there
sure works in mysterious ways.
The woes of these POW's were not finished
yet. On arriving at Singapore they were taken
to the docks and herded into the holes of a
couple of ships. On the way to Japan one of
these boats was torpedoed by an Allied
submarine.
Although many POW's lost their lives, for
about one hundred and fifty their luck
changed. They were rescued by subs
operating in the area and taken to friendly
ports.
Being back in Selarang was a real tonic and
after several weeks most of the men were back
to reasonable health again.
The days were again filled in with gardening
and general jobs around the camp. Then in
early May, 1944, the three thousand odd
European civilians who occupied "Changi
Prison" were transferred to a camp in
Singapore.
The 12,000 POW's from Selarang were then
transferred to the jail. 500 were concentrated
in the main building and the rest in attap huts
inside and outside the jail walls.
After settling in to jail life the Japs once again
called for working parties. Some were taken
into Singapore to work on the wharfs, but the
bulk of men were put to work building an Air
Base on the tip of Changi.
Two shifts were worked. One from day break
to Midday and then from Midday to dusk. The
work entailed the construction of two runways
in the form of a cross.
Much of the land was swamp and had to be
filled in with soil brought in by a small steam
engine pulling a long rack of trucks. The
POW's job was to empty these into the swamp.
The Jap guards were still ranting and roaring.
Apparently this aerodrome had to be finished
in a hurry. There was one guard who was a real
bastard. He always dressed in white. He was
nicknamed the Icecream Man. He always
carried a bamboo rod and would lay into
anyone whose back wasn't bent.
One morning he arrived on the job and really
went berserk. When an interpreter eventually
came on the scene we were told that the Jap
had looked Icecream Man up in a Japanese
dictionary and the meaning given was a "man
of very low standing."
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The days continued to drag by. Our spirits
were lifted a little by a "Super-Fortress" which
flew over most days. We called him "Harry The
Hawk." Comments were made about the crew,
such as the lucky bastards heading back to
base for a roast tea - probably getting stuck
into a big bar of chocolate right now.
Food was always the main topic of
conversation. Beer and sex were never
mentioned.
One morning we had just sat down for a break
when the air raid siren at the naval base began
wailing. Then minutes or so later sounds of
approaching planes could be heard. Looking
to the north we spotted these huge silver
planes approaching.
Everyone was thinking the same thing - they
are going to wipe the naval base out. But no,
they kept coming straight for the drome.
There was no cover to dive for, so a hundred
odd bodies lay prone on the ground waiting
for the crunch of bombs, but nothing
happened.
We looked up to see the planes, one hundred
and twenty five of them, veering back in
towards Sing pore. After they had passed over
Singapore there was still no sound of bombs,
but suddenly great palls of smoke appeared in
the sky. We learnt later that only incendiary
bombs were dropped and that the whole of the
wharf area was burnt out.
Christmas '44 was celebrated in the jail. That
was the fourth Christmas away from home.
The POW's did receive something to lift their
spirits a little in the form of some mail.
Although most of it was two years old it was
still great to read.
Some of the POW's who still retained a sense
of humour had to laugh when some people
wrote to say things were tough in Australia,
what with butter, clothing and petrol being
rationed.
There were also lots of "Dear John" letters,
apparently the women found the Yanks
irresistable.
The news of the German surrender in May '45
was a great moral booster.
It was sad to see POW's still dying when we
knew that this life on hell was drawing to a
close.
It was about the end of May the Japs called for
working parties. A hundred or so of us were
loaded onto trucks and taken to camps set up
on the outskirts of Singapore. The work
entailed digging tunnels. The Japs were
getting ready for the Allied invasion which
they knew was not far distant.
Boy, working in those tunnels was really nerve
wracking. The earth overhead never wanted to
stay put. Timber frames were set up with head
boards above. It sure wasn't a pretty sight to
look back along a tunnel and see those head
boards sagging with the weight of dirt on
them.

Two tunnels would be dug about twenty yards
apart then the real heart stopper would come
when a cross cut would be dug so as to join the
tunnels up. There were a couple of cave-ins,
causing the deaths of three or four men.
The food situation on Singapore was
becoming critical. Most of the Asians we
passed to and from work appeared to be
starving. Our ration was down to two small
cups of rice and a mug of watery soup. Hardly
a diet for pick and shovel work.
One day we returned from work and were told
by the Australian Officer in charge of the
camp that the Yanks had dropped a huge
bomb on one of the Jap cities and the war was
over.
The end did not arrive one day too soon. A
huge Allied invasion force was standing off
the Malay coast. I don't think the Japs would
have spared any POW's if there had been a
landing.
A couple of days later we were loaded onto
trucks and taken back to Changi. POW's from
allover the island were eventually
congregated there. Transport planes flew in
and dropped huge canisters containing food
and medicine. A couple of paratroopers
dropped in to tell the Jap guards theirrule had
come to an end and that they would be taking
over.
Mountbatten and his good Lady paid us a visit.
She was inspecting huts built on the outside of
the jail, when on rounding a corner she came
face to face with about a dozen or so POW's
taking a shower. What a sight, not one of them
would have weighed over five stone.
Singapore was out of bounds, but a mate and I
managed to get a ride in. Met up with some
Australian sailors who took us out to their
boat, the H.M.A.S. Hawkesbury and put on a
roast dinner and a beer. I will always
remember that feed.
About a week after our liberation, we were
given new clothes and footwear. The boots
took a bit of getting used to.
There was one thing I was reluctant t9 part
with, that was my sleeping bag, although I
must admit there was the odd bug and lots of
lice still sharing it with me.
Finally the trucks arrived to transport us to the
Singapore docks and the boat we had waited
three and a half years for. A British ship called
the "Arawa." Up the gangway, across the deck
but not down into the hole.
A four berth cabin with sheets on the bunks.
This treatment was going to take a bit of
getting used to.
Standing on the stern of the Arawa and
watching Singapore slipping away in the
distance, I vowed that was one place I never
wanted to see again.
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