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Editorial

Christmas 1942 will be for all of us somewhat different

from previous ones. Because of this change there is a'tendenyy
to feel sad and reflective as we approach it. Nevertheless,we

can be happy without being hypocritical the more so as .re

enter into and fully appreciate the sigmfance of the festival.
For essentially, it is the annual celebration of the greatest
event of all history - namely ,

the birth of the Son of God.

Tn this is the greatest evidence of the love of Goa for His

creatures. Unfortunately, this seems to be a fact which, the

world has if not forgotten at least neglected. And what. is uhe

significance of this day for those of us who observe it ? Is it

not correct to say that we have been prone to exploit the

occasion for our own pleasure rather than pay homage to Him, to

Whom we owe its existence ? It was discovered by the well

known Dickens character Scrooge, and so we, too shall find tnn

this season will have a new. and a greater significance or us u.s

we honour the' event commemorated,- and forsake the rut ox sen

and pleasure seeking.
O', come, let us adore Him,

Christ the Lord.

A MEDICAL ORDERLY’S APOLOGY.

Prom rifleman to mortars

Prom mortars to the gun
To G.L. cross the ocean

Ere half a year’s been done.,

And finally to medical-

Prom mortars a far cry.

I often wonder what the hell

The wherefore and the why,.
We cane here rathet unprepared
And we owe a lot of thanks

Por drugs and beds and thought-
ful heads

To.the goddam good old Yanks..
So now I’m dippin’ in a tin /

And doping out the pills

Using good old aspirin
Por a multitude of ills.

But now we have another

Called sulphatmazinc.
It’s saved us lots of bother

Prom.— You know what I mean.

pron that”"awfu 1 sick of sits

and flits

It’s name I cannot say.

But it keeps the hoys a noving

By moonlight and By day.
It’s bandages and triple dy
And good old number nines

And argyrol for muddy eyes
- You can give me Beer for mine

But we’re in this war together
Be it medical or guns,
Be it fair or stormy weather

Every goddam mother’s sons

Got a job that must be done.

And though I must admit

The comparison is fine ’
When you’re shoving 3.7 s
A-screaming to the heavens,

Remember 1 I’ll be shoving
number nines.



THE BOYS OF R.H.O.

You should see. them on parade,
All lined up straight and true;
Batmen, clerks and R.A.P.

Drivers, storemen - you’ll agree

That soldiers they will never be

The boys of R.H.Q.

Just why they joined the army
When they should be in a zoo,
The Colonel wonders every time

He sees them straggling into' line;.

My God I Must I a’dmit they’re mine

The boys of R.H.Q.

The Major’s given up the ghost
Of straightening•out this crew.

Their drill is such an awful mess;
Their motto is ’By God and guess’
But still they’re gunners (more or

The boys of R.H.Q.

The R.S.M. once cherished hopes
To discipline imbue. . •
The only time, to his despair,
He found he had his muster there

Was when paraded for their beer.

The boys of R.H.Q.

CHRISTMAS CAROL.

I hear the hells on Xmas Ray
But no I it .only is reveille.
“Eeot on the floor” the serg-

eant yells
And that sure ain’t no Xmas

Bells.

THE BOOK OF NOWONDA.

And it came" to'.pass in-those .days that the hosts of the Ac-

Ac Headquarters did hangup their shields and bucklers and
.

did

encamp; and certain of their young men did journey afar being

mighty hunters of "butterflies* It was rumoured, moreover, that

there were in those parts barbarians spying out the land, and

behold the young men did come across one like unto a barbarian

’while hunting, and did straightway run to the Captain, of the

Host, saying, ’’Lord, we did see in a river bed one- which did.
seem unto us like a barbarian*” So all the young men and migh-

ty men of valour, did take up their arms and did pursue the barb

arian with Tommy guns and chariots and caught him not and they
returned unto their encampment sorrowing.

THUS -SAITH NOWONDA.

WHERE’S OUR MAIL.

Maybe it’s on the ocean

Tosses by wind and hail.

Maybe it’s with old Davy Jones;
Where’s our ruddy mail.

We can do without tobacco

Yle can do without our ale.

In blinding tears we’re asking
Where’s our ruddy mail.

Neath the blazing sun we labour
And every ’Don RJ hails,
”Hey,cobber, can you tell us

’’Where’s our ruddy mail”.

(Reproduced from- 86 Bty Ch.Ch.)

REFLECTION.

Gunner Jones ate what he found

on his plate
And never as people do now

Lid he note the degree of potato
and pea

He ate it Because it was chow.

Undisturbed ? at dinner he sat

Destroying an ant or a fly
To think it was lacking in this

• or in that

Or a couple of vitamins' shy.
He cheerfully chewed every

species of food

Untroubled by worries or fear,

Lest his health might be hurt

by some fancy dessert

Thus losing his chance of a beer.
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CAMP LIFE. 3

Well, .you remember we left Dumbea one morning. The Mayor
turned out with his retinue all dressed in native array. They

offered us a Highland Hilly Billy band, but we only wanted the

Padre with his harmonica. At our head was a quartet of batmen

carrying a huge photo of Bob Semple. All along the promenade
were tropical fruit trees 9 and the Officers shinned up the palm
trees and threw the boys coconuts and bananas. Our equipment was

a bit in the way so we throw it in a heap and carried the fruit

instead. This was quite safe as Hirohito had telegraphed to say
that they would not be attacking until Tuesday. After an hour

or so we had a meal served by local spinsters and took up the

trail again finally to' land up at a spot alongside the Oua Tom.

There admidst cheering the Head Man announced that we had broken

the road record established years ago by a local poacher who had

stolen a rabbit and was chased from Noumea by the local cop.

We had a bit of trouble with the electric light here and as a

result the electric stoves were not in use* but we found that

the gas ones worked quite well. The view from. there was not too

good so the Head Man shifted us to a delightful little spot up

the road. The batmen offered to do the cooking and fatigues
while the Officers started putting up the mens* mess shelter so

the men lounged around in the luxuriant grass and swam in the

big pool which fringed the camp. There were no problems about

eating. ’’/hen we wanted meat we simply lassoed a deer or two or

shota cow in one of thepaddocks around us. The' food position

was first class. We just let the boys wander through the ration

store and sort out what they fancied. They then took it to the

cooks who prepared it according to individual suggestions. There

was always too much food so rarely was the demand for a second

helping; in fact many chaps didn’t bother to have more than one

meal a day but preferred to stay in bed and read the local morn-

ing paper. Nobody ever bothered to get the man up as we

■were all too fit and after all our history books prove that one

white man in 1668 was. as good as ten Japs. At. night the padre

would go to the piano and swing ”St Louis Blues/’ while the M.O.

played an accompaniment on the jaw bones of a deer which he

had run over in his car. The R.S.M. would give his version of

’Nicky, Nanky, Noo’ in French while the 2 i/c would tap dance

in the most modern style. Despite our protestsx the 0.0. opened
a ’Jet Canteen and as no one wants to deprive the Wharf at

home of their quoto the boys limit themselves to 1 pint per.day.
We ’posted a man at the gate with a ’Welcome to all Meals’ sign

andnif it was not for the casuals who drifted in we would be

hard put to it to store our surplus food. The Heads instituted

a plane ferry service to N.Z. but the results were most disa-

ppointing as the lads simply refused to go preferring to stay

with the local girls. They stated that if the N.Z. girls wanted

to see them they will have to come over here to God’s Own

Country, New Caledonia, the place we have learned to love so well.

SOCIAL NOTES.

Remember, Major Beechey, there’s
a catch in every revolver - the

safety catch.

A recent visitor to R.H.Q.
from 204 was 2/Lt.Me Intyre. The

purpose of his visit was never

discovered but a good time was

had by all.

A Sig. Sgt recently lost his

beer coupon.After a fruitless

search he concluded that it

must be deeply interred.

The Adjutant was seen to return

to camp on a recent evening with

a towel under his arm. Questioned
later he said that he was return-

ing from his first swim on the

island. All ranks are urged to

follow this example of cleanli-
ness.

We learn that a very popular 204

Officer has been transferred.

In commemoration of his services
a handsome edifice has been

built and named l stall Pala-

ce M
«



L.O.C.4
Prom the . dark ages to the present ?news has been a need

which had to be satisfied and so newspapers came into being. As

time marched on the dissemination of news has improved by leaps
and bounds. From the olden-time* newspaper to the present day
machine printed paper is a far. cry. Nothing unusual is now seen

in telegraph or rddio news a We have telegrams , cablegrams and

radiograms. But now to all these commonplace marvels must be

added a marvel of invention 'which will intrigue the experts for

years to cose, viz’the Craptogram. The craptogram is the most

amazing advance incnews dissemination since telepathy died out

with the Egyptians? amazing in so far as little or no concen-

tration is required to give even -the lowest in the army strata

an inkling of important events allmost before their conception.
The craptogram needs no intricate mechanism to function? the

only requirement,being that more than one scat is in operation.
A fine, example of craptogram news is the following report of

certain troop movements gleaned by the official war correspond-
ent. ...A vast gathering of soldiers were encamped in a

certain area on the outskirts of a certain town. They had 'been

through an intensive period of training and were expecting the

call to move on at any moment. Despite the general expectation
a sudden call at an unearthly hour in the night, caught, them nap-
ping. In very short time the camp was a riot of milling men

rushing helter-skelter - like lost ants whose home had been des-

troyed"'- with sundry articles of equipment which did not seem

to have a resting place. Officers also were rushing around in a

burst of-., energy and directing operations. Out on the parade
ground which was several times smaller- than required the Direct-

ional Officer was in full swing.
” X Bty will go to Area 8. H Bty to spot numbered 0 on Map KD/1.
Q Bty will enter forest on left of X. A Bty to right and slight-
ly ahead 1 cof■ H. ; All S.M’s to go to a reputable school of instru-

ction --Mr .Biastit, get me. some more ' pencils—. B Bty to.'go
back to bed- until further notice. Mr. Trivial,cancel the dispos
ition of X Bty and send to the School- of Instruction' for a S.M.
Hey I gunner, whore do you think you’re going ? All right, make

it snappy and on your way back see if you can find a S.M. ”

At this stage when chaos was emerging out of order the

O.G.i/c of the Unified. Command Dept in. the disturbed area came on

the scene. Hair standing on end and eyes emitting blue sparks,he
strode with measured tread up to the Directional officer.

“Hum - blah - dammit® What•the heck do you think your.’e
doing Mr .Blank ! What’s. going on round hero What are all these

men doing here at this tine of night, I said, what’s going on ?

With raised eyebrows the D.O. answered haughtily. “We’re

moving out, Sir, and you’d better pull up your socks. if you dont

want to get left.” “ Your staff have already moved up to the
left flank, slightly behind X but in advance of 0. My authority
Sir, is craptogram No. 10.“

The 0.0. i/c Unified Command stared blankly at' the D.OJL

His eyes dimmed and he cried partly to himself and partly to :

those within hearing as he rushed off for his shaving gear and

stretchers-
“Why doesn’t someone tell me these things”.

ON PIT.
Not cricket ! We understand thht in the duel between D Tp and

203 B.H.Q. Skipper Donald has lostaversatile bat-man, while BHQ
are pleased to announce that they have secured the survives of

a Newnan.
Xmas is nigh. Brom certain information we understand that

things are brewing down at B Tp.208.
Theme Song at Gas D.P. ’’You can take a drum of petrol, yet

”But you must make Old Laing Sign”.



NEW CALEDONIA. 5
Many of you may wonder why Nev/ Caledonia has such a name

and is a Branch Colony. Gleaned through numerous channels of -

information at our disposal we have to hand this and other data
.which we shall endeavour to set down concisely for your infer-. -

mation. It is pointless telling you like a, guide book where the ;
Island is situated or of the beauties of the Dumbea river,since
you know these things so this . diatribe will have to take the-.--.'
form of an article. The : Island was given ’its name by Capt.Cook
who discovered it in 1774 and thought the coast line similar to
the coast of Scotland. It was not until 1843 that the Drench
flag ’was hoisted there by a party of Roman Catholic missionar-

ies,. Cook having considered 'the natives of a non too friendly
disposition. New Caledonia was' only a penal settlement from

1864 to 1895, many of the deportees being sentenced for political
■ reasons. After their sentences.were completed the convicts were

given the option of returning to Prance or of settling the Colony,
so that today there are not.one hundred of the original convicts
alive on the Island, and these were all young men when sentenced.
There were no four-footed animals in the country before the sett-
lers- came but deer were imported from the Phillipines and N.Z.
Domestic pigs also escaped and.ran wild as did dogs. These are

the only wild animals-.in New Caledonia and there are no snakes.
Of the revolution of 1940 much will be. written later, but what
appears to have* happened briefly is this;- The then Governor,
after .the fall of Prance, declared the colony a follower of Vichy

■ and proclaimed martial law. The bushmen and small tradesmen,how-
ever, were of a different opinion, and being all owners of some

type of firearm, armed .themselves, and the country folk descended
on Noumea. In the outskirts of the town they found.themselves
faced by the regular soldiers, sent there to bar their way.-The
authorities, however, had reckoned without the townspeople ■who’.'-
-marched.out of the town taking the military in the rear., and the
bushmen entered Noumea without a shot being fired, flocking •toi
the banner of Governor Sautot, who landed■ in’Noumea. at the

dramatic moment. Had it not been for these bushmen and’citizens
we .! would probably have.' arrived in New

_
Caledonia under vastly'/

different circumstances.

NEWS, VIEWS AND ABUSE FROM 202. BTY.
This programme comes to you from .goodness-knows-where in"

the Wild Vest of New Gaily by courtesy ’of Pete Eraser who so

kindly organised the cruise of the 2nd N.Z.E.P. I.P. to the
HOT SPOTS.

HE HEAR; That the length and

jaumber of letters handed into

Bty H.Q,. have been simply terr-
ific. Local censors are incensed
and rendered insensible after
reading same.

That crown caps are now’ paving
the floors of .'tents in this area

There’s a reason.

That wooden beds as used at the
Grand Hotel are now on issue to
the troops. Is this a war or a',

pleasure cruise ?

That a supply of marmalade suff-
icient to last for the duration

of the war and ten years there-
after seems to have'been' secured

by our Q.M.

HEADLINES 3 Marched Ins
Gnrs. D.B. Lager, Y. T. Mata and
K. Applcandplum who have been
A.VZ. L. since Judgeford days.

Q.M. ’Happy Jack’ heads the pop-
ularity contest of 202. You
ought to hear the boys talk

►about him at mess 1

•.Dor . Sales Island of New Caled&
onia,, lock' stock and barrel

(empty). including millions of
acres of desert. Or will exch-
ange for acre in any residen-
tial suburb of New Zealand.

Live Stock for Sale: Genu in e

Dumbea mosquitoes. Good biters
make lovely pats.. Place, orders
through local Q.M. store.



TOWN TALK FROM 2036

We hear the 2 i/c has a new Theme Song - •The Flowers that

Bloom on the Jeep J tra la”. Seeking coconuts and Hula

girls he strayed off the beaten track. Deep in the heart

of Naiouli Land he was espied dallying with the local

talent. Coypopinees (shielas to you) ogled the gallant

♦Capting’ as he strode through the village square, -and

the ’Capt ing’ was not backward* ‘And then*'*— he claims he

wanted to take photographs 1 Reminds us of the story about

coming in to see the etchings. * ,
We have it on good authority that ’Dolly’ Grey at the

close of ’.the present unseemly brawlmin the Pacific*intends
to open a country store in the backblocks of LT. Z/ At pres-

ent he is serving an apprenticeship at ♦Bamboo Bungholo l

handing out rations’ of cigs*, candy and matches-. He has a

deft hand with a cake of soap and is studying the life

story of Eb and Zeb.
The. firn of Middleton & Muddleton, ’Architects* Builders &

Purveyors of all sorts of nonsense wish it to be known • .
that any building contracts .will be mirthfully received.

Their motto is — ’We build ’em - You knock ’em down.if

you dare) Come and have your shower inside the house. "g .
Home was never like this’..(Allright -- Don’t say it.)
A notable occurcncc .at ’Mosquito Meadows *

the scenic

resort infested by C Troop was the arrival of a Tp.Sgt
’Silly .with the .Music’". Clutched in one hand was an acc-

ordeon, in the .other a trombone and in the other a bugle.
He. is . fitting a broom stick to, his chassis and will sweep

out the Orderly Room each day. \
Rumour has it that two Troop Commanders are looking for /

the soldier who camo-flaged hissclf away”. They need him*

Last Saturday there was a sound of revelry by night,.
.

The ale -- the beer — the PLONK. had arrived. .Emerging-" ■
from a' cloud of - forms and.' flinging:' coupons and instruct-

ions to right and left in‘gay'confusion* mine' host at

one ’Naiouli Arms’ set forth, foaming flagons of ale and

stoups of lager. laughter, beer, and jollity flowed gaily

through the sylvan glades. Asked by the Mad Newshound

why he was pouring his beer., down the gonophone a bombar-

dier replied that he was cutting out the middleman*
■♦• m m* ■**■» h* ********•* a* ***»■***•<»■••*•••» ••

Perhaps it’s a new type of American aircraft ?

Printed and published without care or responsibility

by the Editors, Padre Murray & Sgt. Lord at their

Office in Naiouli Chambers.
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