TIMOR AND JAVA
I was introduced to Harry Medlin by the Late Dr Les Poidevin who was a Prisoner of War of the Japanese, several years ago, when I was doing a video interview of Les in Adelaide.  It has been a privilege to meet these two Gentlemen.  Since that time I have returned to Adelaide and stayed with and interviewed Harry Medlin.  He continues to be a source of encouragement to me to seek out and tell of the experiences of Prisoners of the Japanese.  In fact, Harry has been waiting patiently for me to reproduce the papers he has put together about his own experiences.  The Medlin account of POW life on Timor and Java commences with the following short feature which is a verbatim copy of material which Harry provided to the Weekend Australian in 2007.  It is worth reading.

DR. HARRY MEDLIN

Dr. Harry Medlin, an academic physicist, has lived alone in Crafters, Adelaide, since the death of his wife Diane in 1997.  He has two children and five grandchildren, and remains sharp and determinedly mobile.

I’m 87, the devil’s cricket number you know.  At the moment I’m concentrating on writing my reminiscences, for which I have a PC and a laptop, with a wireless router connection between them.  I spend a lot of time doing that.  I also have an exercise bike; I can watch the telly while I’m pedalling away at 40kmh.

I’m intellectually able.  In fact, I’m staggered by what I’m able to recall.  I’ve always believed that unless you have some mechanical damage to your brain, or drink yourself stupid, the information is in there.  The question is, how do you find it?

I don’t feel old.  If you feel old, then you are bloody old.  I feel all right.  I had a terrible bloody year last year, in and out of hospital.  Started off with malaria, then pneumonia and gastroenteritis.  Then I got bitten by a spider.  But the liver, lungs and kidneys are okay.  The nurse came one day and said, “You cholesterol’s 2.6, you’ll live to be 100.”  I said, “I don’t want to be bloody 100.”  I’d be a cranky old coot.

I have post-beriberi neuropathy – I was a Japanese POW.  Beriberi is a vitamin B deficiency.  We were on 140g of rice a day.  Had the war gone another year, none of us would have lived – in fact, one-third of us died, including my own brother.  After I got home it all went away over about two years.  In the last five years, though, it’s been coming back.  I have no feeling in my feet.  I have to be very careful.  I went to sleep one night in front of a bar radiator and burnt the hell out of my leg.

I’ve always had a thirst for an education, and I still have.  I’m a visiting professor at Adelaide University.  I retired as rank of reader, associate professor, compulsorily at the end of the year at which I turned 65.

You’re not dead in the water just because you turn 65.  I carried on in all sorts of [honorary] ways.  I generated a course called Physics, Man & Society to communicate the great ideas of physics to students who have no physics or mathematics background.  Anyway, I gave it up because the “lunatic lesbian Left” – before their demise – attacked it because of the word “man”.

Am I happy?  I would say I feel placid.  I try to be placatory in dealing with other people.  I am tolerant of posturing, I believe in debate and the resolution of issues.  I read the paper, and I always watch the news at night.

Physically I’m in good shape but if I had, say, a stroke, and was immobilised, and somebody wanted to put me in one of these stinking homes … I’m only half-joking when I say I might pay a call on Philip Nitschke [the euthanasia advocate, and a former student].  I know what it’s like to be incontinent.  I’m very much aware of what might happen.  I think I said almost straight out to you:  it won’t happen again.  I’m not interested. I’ve been there, done that.

My friends are dying off quite regularly.  For some reason I seem to be chosen to give eulogies.  I’ve just given my 27th.  You’ve just got to hack it, don’t you?  I’m an atheist:  I think when I die, my body will rot.  And that’s the stone bloody end to it.  It saddens me when I hear that part of the Anglican burial thing – “in the sure and certain hope of the Resurrection”.  But it amuses me, too.

If there is [some greater force at work in the universe}, I hold it with contempt.  Because I would like to think if there were such a thing it would have made it possible for me to understand the universe.  We haven’t the faintest bloody idea what’s going on.

*******
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Edwin Harry (Harry) Medlin was born at Orroroo South Australia on 4 January 1920.  His primary education was at the State schools of Orroroo, Blackwood and Henley Beach from 1925 to 1932.  The then attended the South Australian School of Mines and Industries from 1936 to 1939.  Around this time he enlisted in the Militia and rapidly rose to the rank of Captain.  On 29 July 1941 he enlisted in the Australian Imperial Force (AIF) in the Corps of Engineers.  When enlisting in the AIF he was required to take a reduction of rank.  Following time in Darwin where he was the Adjutant to the Chief Military Engineer he was posted as the second in command of 2/1 Fort Company Royal Australian Engineers on the island of Timor.  On 14 January 1942, he was detached to the Combined Defence Headquarters of Sparrow Force, Timor.  On 20 February the Japanese invasion force lead by para-troopers made their first assault on Timor.  Subsequently the invasion force was estimated to be over 20,000 Japanese.  The defending Allied force was around 3,000.  The Allied Force surrendered on 23 February 1942.  Thus began more than three years as Prisoners of War (of the Japanese).  
The following are papers describing Harry Medlin’s personal recollection of the events of 1942 to 1945 whilst on Timor and Java.  The papers have been written under the following titles –

· Timor                                                               Approx 14 pages

· Action                                                              Approx 23 pages

· POW (J) Part 1                                                Approx 11 pages

· POW (J) Part 2                                                Approx 12 pages

· Entr’acte                                                          Approx 25 pages

· Tsuji                                                                 Approx  8 pages

The papers have been retained in these discrete sections as the author (Medlin) has cross referenced between the sections.  Each section has retained it’s page numbering.

Timor
         It is now (and probably was then) known that ‘the signal for war to begin was flashed from the flagship of the Japanese Combined Fleet at 5.30 pm, on 2 December 1941’; that signal read ‘NIITAKA YAMA NOBORE 1208’ or in translation ‘Climb Mount Niitaka 1208’ which meant that ‘hostilities against the USA, Great Britain and the Netherlands begin on 8 December.’(See Louis Allen: “Singapore 1941-1942”; Davis Poynter 1976, p.101.) [ All this was happening in the face of known massive Japanese troop and convoy movements and while the Japanese Ambassador to the USA, Admiral Nomura, was pretending to negotiate a peaceful settlement with President Roosevelt; so much for the purported ancient code of chivalry, Bushido, inculcating ‘courage, loyalty, courtesy and self-control.’(See Frank Owen: “The Fall of Singapore”; Pan 1962, p 11.) and also for the God/Emperor Meiji, Hirohito, and his Advisors.]

         It cannot be pretended that it was not known what was coming. In 1929 the then Prime Minister of Japan, General Baron Tanaka, presented to the Emperor the (in)famous Tanaka Memorial. Major-General Gordon Bennett in his “Why Singapore Fell” (Angus & Robertson, 1944, p.3) records a few statements from that Memorial, namely:--

· “Japan cannot remove the difficulties in Eastern Asia unless she adopts a policy of ‘ Blood and Iron’.

· ‘If we want to control China, we must first crush the US.

· ‘If we succeed in conquering China, the rest of the Asiatic count-ries and the South Sea countries will fear us and surrender to us.

· ‘Having China’s entire resources at our disposal, we shall proceed to conquer India, the (Malaysian/Indonesian/Australasian) Archipelago, Asia Minor, Central Asia and even Europe, but to get control of Manchuria and Mongolia is the first step if the Yamato (Japanese) race wishes to distinguish itself in continental Asia.”

Owen (op.cit. p.19) uses somewhat different words to express Tanaka’s proposals, namely:--

· “Grab China first! Then South-East Asia! Then India! Then Australasia! Then the Middle East! Then Europe—and finally, maybe the rest of the world.”

Owen even describes Tanaka’s Memorial as “this Nippon Leader’s own Mein Kampf.”  Why were Hitler and Tanaka not taken seriously??

                          

         Honolulu [Pearl Harbour] 7 Dec.), Manila and Singapore (both 8 Dec.) were all bombed in ‘sneak attacks’ by the Japanese in December 1941, those being the actual dates relative to the International Date Line. The escalating of the war was a massive mistake for Japan and its two Axis partners, Germany and Italy, because it brought the USA actively into WW2 on the side of the Allies. The numerical and industrial might of the world was then mobilised against the Axis with ultimate victory both in Europe and against Japan assured for the Allies, albeit with a tremendous waste both of lives and of resources. Japan had prepared itself well in all ways for war but particularly strategically, tactically, logistically and psychologically. Russell Braddon (in “The other 100 Years War”: Collins; 1983, p.21) refers to the booklet given to every Japanese soldier and called :--

           “READ THIS ALONE ---- AND THE WAR CAN BE WON”    

A translation by G.W. Sargent appears as Appendix 1 in “ Singapore 1941-       1942. The Japanese version of the Malayan Campaign of World War II”* by Colonel Masanobu Tsuji. [(Written 1951) Oxford, 1988; pp. 295-349].  The penultimate sentence reads ‘The implementation of the task of the Showa Restoration, which is to realize His Imperial Majesty’s desire for peace in the Far East, and to set Asia free, rests squarely on your shoulders.’ On 6 September 1940 in the 14th.year of Showa (the reign of Hirohito) it was decided in the Imperial Presence “to complete the necessary preparations for war..........resolving, as a matter of national preservation, not to avoid war with the United States.” (Tsuji; idem pp.2n.) A new Intelligence Unit, the “Taiwan Army Research Department” (also called both the “Taiwan Army No. 82 Unit” and the “Doro Nawa Unit”) was created on 1 January 1941 with Tsuji as the ‘officer in charge of the Research Department of the Taiwan Army.’ They were responsible for ‘collecting, in approximately six months, all conceivable data connected with tropical warfare.’ (idem)

         Braddon (op.cit. p.33) observes that “ Assigned the task of collating all the intelligence garnered from South East Asia since Japan’s vast network of agents had been set up in 1934, and of planning twin campaigns in which the Imperial Japanese Army would challenge the entrenched might of Britain and America, Tsuji had set up Unit 82 in Taiwan Island and gone to work.”

         [Tsuji (op.cit. p.xxi) says “From the beginning to the end (8/12/41 to

15/2/42) of the Malayan campaign I served as Director of Planning and Ops.

Staff under Gen.Yamashita, Commander of 25th Japanese Army.”(Of 3 Divs.)] 

      * Translated by Margaret E. Lake.   Foreword by H. Gordon Bennett.

Within my experience of them, the Japanese were always pre-occupied with the fact that, if necessary, the war would last 100 years. As defeat for Japan loomed, that pre-occupation strengthened. I agree with Braddon (op.cit. p.90) that our guards became obsessed, wherever we prisoners were, with their (1944) propaganda that :--

                                “A Hundred Year War

                    ‘ Never  has Great Nippon known defeat.        

        ‘The present difficulty is but a stepping stone to the future.

                 ‘Rally round the Imperial Throne  and fight on,  

                     ‘for this is a HUNDRED YEAR WAR.”    

It was my great and dear friend, the late John Temple, who, in his T.V. Series “Asian Insight” (1977), first alerted me to that curious seeming capacity of the Japanese to reach a profound national consensus even within days whereas our liberal democratic process might take years even if consensus were ever reached. So it was, and is, with the Hundred Year War.

          I shall return for further discussion of Tsuji even if only because of his intrigue and the (perhaps unwitting) influence that he exercised with real consequences for Australia and Australians. 

         But I now return to the effect of Tanaka/Hirohito/Tojo/Tsuji et.al. on Timor and Sparrow Force.

         Wray (op.cit. p.19) “By December 1941 many of the men were overdue for home leave and the Zealandia had been despatched to take the men of the 2/40 Battalion home to the southern States for Christmas leave.  With the entry of Japan into the war all hopes of leave ended, and the Zealandia was given a new destination----Timor.”

         The Battalion (2/40), except for B company, began embarking on the Zealandia on Tuesday 9 December 1941. The remainder of ‘Sparrow Force’ embarked on the armed merchant cruiser HMAS Westralia. Numbers were:-    

                     Unit               Strength                       Unit                Strength
                  2/40 Bn.                766                      2/2 Ind.Co.             268       

               2/1 Hvy. Bty.           126                      2/1 Frt.Eng.              52

               2/1 Frt. Sig.               36                      18 A.Tk.Bty.             26

               2/11 Fld.Co.              46                      23 Bde. Sig.                6

               2/12 Fld. Amb.          13                      A.A.S.C.                   36

               75 Lt. Aid.Det.          10                      22 Dtl.Unit                 5              

Reinforcements brought ‘Sparrow Force’ to 81(?) Officers & 1505 men.                     

 I am indebted to Peter Henning [Doomed Battalion (The Australian 2/40 Battalion 1940--1945); Allen and Unwin, 1995; p.39] for the data above. Henning also reports (idem pp. 39/40, 49) that the Darwin ‘wharfies’ were both indolent and irresponsible in their loading of our equipment. Wray (op.cit p.21) actually suggests that “for two days the crowded ships remained at the wharf while the waterside workers loaded the vessels in their own peculiar manner” and that “Finally the ships were loaded and on the evening of 12 December 1941 the small convoy raised steam and slowly moved from Darwin and on its way to war.” That is incorrect! In any case Lockwood (op.cit. pp.65/66) defends the so-called ‘much-maligned wharfies’ and describes how the then Federal Minister for Labour, Hon. E.J. (Eddie) Ward flew to Darwin on 11 December 1941, and got the delay problems resolved saying, inter alia, “They have happened because the wharf seems to be nobody’s business.”

         The Squadron of Westralia and Zealandia escorted by the corvette HMAS Ballarat left Darwin early on Wednesday 10 December 1941. Henning (op.cit. p.40) comments that “The trip to Timor was thoroughly enjoyable” and so it was except for the news that the British Battleships HMS’s Prince of Wales and Repulse had both been sunk that day off Mersing by Japanese aircraft. Our Naval officers were very aware of our own vulnerability through the total absence of air support and the precariousness of our own position became most apparent to those of us who were concerned with more than just the flying fish upon that ‘painted ocean.’ We slept on deck. Matches were not allowed and cigarettes had to be lit from ‘slow ropes’ and were never to be allowed to flare and glow. We were learning to enter the big league.

         Those officers among us who wished were allowed to visit the Bridge and to observe the continual practice routines as for example:-- “ Green 45 a target Sir. Green 45, follow Evershed! Sir !” and so on!  We were very early instructed as to how to conduct ourselves if the Westralia were attacked. The instructing Officer was the Second-in-Command, the Number 1, a Regular Naval Lieutenant Commander. He was pleasant enough when telling to us what nuisances we were, disliking as sailors do having land-lubbers cluttering up their ship. He then explained in no uncertain terms that we were to stay where we were if shelled because we would have no ‘effing’ idea if the shells were armour-piercing or contact fused and therefore we would have no idea which was the safer side. An unforgettable lesson!!!                              

          We arrived off the small causeway/jetty at Usapa-Besar in Koepang Bay around mid-morning on 12 December 1941. We landed from barges towed by motor boats and Wray (op.cit. p.23) says that the landing was completed by about 1.30 pm; the landing was accelerated by a submarine alarm with at least two consequences. First, a Lockheed Hudson from #2 Squadron was said to have bombed it and, secondly, we were required to jump into waist-deep water while holding our equipment head-high. Most beaches in the tropics are thick with mud because of the high rainfall and run-off and this was no exception. Tom Uren is said to have been our and (Dr.) Les Poidevin’s first war casualty when he “cut his foot while wading ashore bare-footed.” (Henning; op.cit. p.55). I have often wondered what the unquestioned observing Tsuji agent made of that complete shambles; we must have scared the life out of the Imperial Japanese Army, but we did give a good account of ourselves 2 months later. Our stores had to be unloaded in the same way and much damage was done. Henning (op.cit.p.49) repeats the charge against the Darwin ‘wharfies’ whereas Wray (op.cit. p.23) blames the Zealandia crew and the Timorese for the rough handling meted out. In any case, the exercise was completed by about mid-day on 14 December 1941. Basil Billet is quoted by Henning (op.cit.p.49) as saying “It was disgusting. You can imagine what it looked like when we dragged all those broken boxes off the barges and they were strewn along the foreshore.” I agree absolutely; it was a terrible start on an even more terrible journey. 

        The fixed defence personnel went to Klapalima (5 coconuts) and the rest of Sparrow Force went to a camp alongside and up a hill from the Penfui aerodrome. The C.O.Sparrow Force, Lt.-Col. W. Leggatt, “informed army headquarters on 19 December 1941 that the camps at Klapalima and Penfui were not ‘even half completed’. He went on to say that the ‘completion of camp latrines may take some time ‘, and that ‘essential services like kitchens and mess huts are not completed’.” (Henning op.cit.p.41). Timor is a rugged island nearly 300 miles long and 60 miles wide with mountains rising to 9000 feet. [Lionel Wigmore: The Japanese Thrust; Australian War Memorial, 1957, p. 466.] The required deep-earth latrines were almost impossible to dig in the ubiquitous coral; likewise with slit-trenches which had to be built above the ground with blocks of coral packed, not by us, but by the Timorese. We then were the immediate victims of malaria, dysentery and tropical ulcers etc. (and, for some, gonorrhoea.) 

                            

         I remember the instructions for the role of the battery from Army Head Quarters almost verbatim but I quote from an admonitory SECRET letter of 30 Jan. 1942 from Maj.Gen. S. Rowell, Deputy Chief of the General Staff, to C.O. Sparrow Force in reply to a proposal of 4 Jan. 1942 through that C.O. by Maj. A.J. Wilson, Commander Fixed Defences. Wilson’s proposal to resite the two 6 inch guns was supported by  Leggatt on 12 Jan. 1942 but was rejected by Rowell on the advice of (Lt.Col.) F. Nurse. That letter from Rowell abounds with gratuitous humbug and attempts to affirm the Battery Role as laid down in December 1941 in a SECRET document from the Director of Military Operations of the Military Board. ( I am indebted to Lt.Col. David N. Brook RL for copies of that documentation.) I quote from both the document and the letter with the latter in parenthesis.

                                           BATTERY ROLE.

                The battery is required to carry out the following tasks :

    (i)      Deny the  sheltered area of KOEPANG BAY to the enemy.

             (Deny the sheltered area of Koepang Bay to the enemy.)

    (ii)      Keep at the maximum practicable range hostile ships attempting 

               to bombard Penfoi aerodrome by direct fire.

              ( C.B. action against ships shelling Penfoi aerodrome.)

    (iii)     Assist as far as possible within the limitations of the equipment the

              local defence against enemy landings in KOEPANG BAY.

              (Assist in repelling enemy landings in Koepang Bay.)

         

          The slightest reflection by anyone with any sense revealed the idiotic pomposity of that Role. It was known that the Japanese were attacking with Division strength (say 20,000 men) and with sea and air support. Leggatt soon realised the impossibility of the position and especially when the 2/2 Ind. Co. was sent to Dili, the Capital of Portuguese Timor on 17 Dec. 1941. Col. Roach in Ambon was much more strident than Leggatt (see Wigmore; op.cit.; pp.418-424) and was finally told by the Staff Officer at Army Head Quarters, Lt. Col. W.J.R.Scott, to “cease at once” his protestations about the indefensibility of Ambon. On advice from General Wavell ( ABDA  C.in C.) on 15 Jan.1941 (see Wigmore p.424) and on his (Roach’s) recommending the immediate evacuation of Ambon he was relieved of his command on 17 Jan. 1942 and replaced by Scott who then spent nearly 4 years as a POW. I met Roach at Penfui on 17 Jan.’42 and know who was right.  (More Later)     

At this time I shall attempt to recall the inanities perceived at that time (1941/1942) and then allow the unfolding of events confirming, in my opinion, the vacuousness of the military mind. It has always been a nagging worry for me that the only colleague in Timor who seemed even to begin to comprehend our collective innocent/ignorant stupidity was Lt. I.S.(Ian) Scott of the Army Service Corps. I offer at this stage one example. Athol Wilson came into the Officer’s Mess at Klapalima one day perhaps in mid-January 1942 and said “The Japs are in the Moluccas!” I was the youngest there and the only one who knew that the Moluccas were only about 700 miles away and therefore that we were about to be on the receiving end of a hiding. Please remember that, at that time, the gun mountings and emplacements were not secure, that they had still neither been proofed nor blast-protected and neither were they camouflaged nor protected in any way from strafing and/or dive-bombing. Rhetorically perhaps, is it any wonder that, within about a month or so, my friend the Commander Fixed Defences had, with others, been Killed in Action and the guns rendered finally useless, as indeed they always were.

         Alan Powell [The Shadow’s Edge ; Australia’s Northern War: MUP 1988 ; p.61] says:-- “ In order to keep faith with the Dutch, the few A.I.F. men were flung into the path of the Japanese war machine. Their leaders knew the task was hopeless; the 23rd. Brigade commander, Brigadier E.F. Lind, had been saying so, bluntly, since July 1941. The Australian Chiefs of Staff knew well enough that these tiny forces could not withstand the full weight of Japan. They could merely hope that it would not reach that far.”  So much for the foresight and (lack of) wisdom of Lieutenant-General V.A.H. Sturdee, Chief of the General Staff , his Deputy, Major-General S. Rowell and all the other ‘big-wigs’ at Army Headquarters. I ask at this stage and will ask again later why, oh why, did we not pursue hit-and-run tactics like the Independent Company in Portuguese Timor?  

         I have long argued that the three Forces (? Farces) of 23rd. Brigade --

Gull (Ambon), Lark (Rabaul) and Sparrow (Timor) were ‘dumped’ for political rather than military purposes and that, as I put it to Tim Bowden in his award-winning Radio series “Prisoners of War : Australians under Nippon”, “we were sacrificed on the altar of international diplomacy.” Lt.Col. David Brook gave a very fine Military History Night presentation on “The Heavy Batteries at Rabaul and Koepang” on 30 November 1995. He shares my sentiments and recognises our ‘great bitterness’. So be it !   

                             

         I shall now recount a dozen or so stories of situations of quite differing significance up until the time of our ‘scrap’ with the Japs and our subsequent capture on 23 February 1942. 

         One. Timor was occupied first by the Portuguese in 1520 and then by the Spaniards in 1522 and then at the Western end by the Dutch in 1613. The British controlled the island from 1811 to 1816. [ I once heard Colonel Leggatt say (pompously I thought) that ‘Penfui’ meant under another flag and that he would not allow history to be repeated; but more of that later.) The Dutch and the Portuguese negotiated colonial boundary conditions in 1859, 1893 and finally in 1914. The great Bugis sailors from Ujung Pandang (formerly Macassar) in Sulawesi (formerly the Celebes) have traded with the island, particularly in sandalwood, for centuries as they sailed the tradewinds of the Molucca, Banda and Arafura Seas. It was, incidentally, the Bugis who took the Malay language ( Bahasa Melayu) and made it the Lingua Franca all around the Indian Ocean and even as far afield as Port Said. Koepang was a nice town and famous for its vegetable-dye carpets and fine silverwork, including filigree, from Mexican dollars. Captain William Bligh landed at Koepang on 14 June 1789 at the end of his epic voyage of 4000 miles in an open boat after the Mutiny on the Bounty and without losing a single man. Timor has been a melting pot. Arab traders brought Islam; Christian Catholic in the East and Christian Protestant in the West both flourish and all are guaranteed security by the great principles of Indonesian “Pancasila”. The autochthonous inhabitants have been driven inland; they are essentially Melanesian and are animist and practice ancestor worship; some 40, or so, languages and dialects are spoken. (Acknowledgement is made to:-- “The Encyclopaedia Britannica”: 15th. Edition,1986; Micropaedia V.11, pp.782, 783.)

         Two.   As Officers, we were allowed to use the facilities of the Passen Grand which was a Club/Rest House in the ‘fashionable’ part of Koepang. We had a lot of work to do and could only spend a little time there. I have photographs taken in the club of the Dutch C.O. Lt.-Col. Detiger and his 2i/c Capt Julian and of Rex Ransom and Alan Hamilton and particularly of the mystery man Dave Ross. Wigmore reveals (op.cit. p.57, p.469) that Ross was an RAAF Group Captain and was Superintendent of Flying Operations, Dept. of Civil Aviation who was sent to Dilli as Australian Consul, but his task was to provide Intelligence Reports on Japanese activity in Portuguese Timor. I have more to say about Dave Ross later.                              

        Three. As distinct from the English, the Dutch had no (at least overt) Colour Bar. For example it was said that there were about 200,000 Dutch (‘Orang Blanda’, in Malay) in the then Netherlands East Indies. (N.E.I.) although the number of Caucasian Dutch was only about 20,000.  Apparently, it was sufficient merely to claim to be Dutch (even if ‘Eurasian’ of whatever blood fractions) in order to be Dutch.  There were certainly many Eurasian Dutch Officers in the N.E.I.  Army. [Some years later (in mid-1943) guards came into the Officers’ ward at ‘Mater Dolorosa’ camp and sneered at a young Eurasian Dutch Officer saying “Angkau sama-sama saya” meaning (roughly) “ You are the same as I am .” He was embarrassed and quite furious.  I was there together with, among others, another Australian Matthew Allen; after the guards left he (Lieut. Kaesenhuis) exploded, in English, with “ After the war, we will teach these yellow monkeys to make funny with us ‘You rope ee uns’ (Europeans).”] However, the Dutch, as colonists, paid far less attention to local education and to a local Civil Service than did the English. [It was in ‘Mater Dolorosa’ that I first met my friend and mentor, Ir. Lieut. Felix van Wijk.]  

         Four. On 15 December 1941 Colonel van Straaten arrived to command the Dutch forces on Timor; “he was to be under Leggatt’s command.” [see Wigmore (op.cit. p.469n.).] van Straaten went to Dilli with some 250 N.E.I. troops and some 370 N.E.I. troops remained under Leggatt through Detiger. [It was always a mystery to us what they did and where they went during our ‘scrap’ with the Japs because they were certainly not in it. They told us later in prison camp how well we had fought because they watched us through binoculars. Bloody lovely!!!!] I have earlier mentioned (Timor 5) gonorrhoea. Remarkably, we had only landed several days before cases appeared and it quickly got worse. I was Orderly Officer at Klapalima one day and our C.O. told me to have a stop put to these self-inflicted offences as indeed they are in the services. Even Tsuji in “READ THIS ALONE” (op.cit. p.311) says, inter alia, “you may be killed in battle--but don’t die of disease” and “that native women are almost all infected with venereal disease.” Be that as it may or may not, I got the help of a Dutch Platoon and they and our guard raided what was thought to be the worst brothel complex in Koepang. I had never seen anything like it and still have not except, years later, for a sleasy group of some 30 huts in Jakarta with dozens of queues of pathetic fools waiting their turn. Anyway we dispersed the prostitutes and harridans, closed the complex and put it out of bounds and left it for the Japs. 

Five. What with building huts, messes, emplacements, observation posts, slit trenches and so on, paying attention to the villagers at Klapalima, attempting rapidly to recognise potential Japanese agents and grappling with the whole complex of  paraphernalia consequential upon our complete ignorance of  local ‘adat’, ours was an almost impossible predicament from which, nevertheless, we attempted valiantly to extricate ourselves. Don (Junor) and I tried to explain our predicament to our troops without causing either unnecessary or undesirable apprehension. Nevertheless, there was a need to inculcate an awareness of extreme caution and alertness while eschewing unhelpful alarm. After the most careful consideration and planning, Don and I ‘invaded’ the supposedly secured (port-side) search light post after crawling under the barbed-wire and surprising the duty party, all of whom were playing cards and who were both chagrined and angered. They made it clear that if we did it again then they would shoot first and ask questions afterwards; we had proved our point!

         Six. We had not been long in Timor before the troops started complaining about short rations. I cannot remember how it fell on me to have that situation rectified, but have it rectified I did. We had an enterprising young lad of about my age in our unit, L/Cpl. R.B. Robson (Robby). He drove our truck to the rear of the Army Service Corps Hut at Penfui one day and, while I engaged Lieut. Ian Scott in somewhat idle chatter, Robby corrected for our short rations. It was some time later before ‘Scotty’ asked me “Medlin, please just tell me what you have taken so that I can balance my books.” In the event it is as well that we had the stuff rather than the Japs. (Ian Scott and I have often amused ourselves later with thinking about that stupid situation). 

         Seven. Wigmore (op.cit. p.469) reports on a conference in Koepang on the evening of 15 December 1941 between:-- Mr. Niebouer (Dutch Resident at Koepang), Ross, van Straaten, Leggatt, Detiger, Commander of the “Soerabaja”(5644 tons), Wing Commander F. Headlam (C.O. RAAF squadron), Major A. Spence (OC 2/2 Indep. Coy.) and staff officers. The decision was taken to occupy Dilli because Japanese ships were said to be in the vicinity. Wigmore (op.cit. p.469n.) then describes negotiations with the Governor of Portuguese Timor ( Manuel de Ferriera de Carvalho ) and the subsequent occupation by Australian and Dutch troops. There is no record anywhere that I can find of the next development which, it was said, arose out of a curt telegram from the British Prime Minister, Winston Churchill.

Seven. (ctnd.) Portugal (like Sweden and Switzerland) was neutral during WW2 and it suited the (Northern Hemisphere) antagonists’ purposes to preserve that neutrality. Portuguese troopships were said to have been coming from Lorenzo Marques in East Africa.  The hearsay catalyst is said to have been the cable “Highest British Political Authority demands to know what the bloody hell is happening in Portuguese Timor.” Athol Wilson, a Melbourne lawyer, led the Inquiry in Dilli.  I was chosen as Staff Officer to Major Wilson.  I assume that Wilson was chosen because Leggatt, although also a lawyer, had been involved in that initial decision to occupy Portuguese Timor. Although I do not recall the date I believe it to have been about 10 January 1942 but it might well have been later because photographs show me with a ‘tin hat’ and air raids did not start until 26 January 1942.  We flew in a 3-engine Fokker with ‘Pusher’ engines; we were camouflaged from above and flew extremely low to evade possible Japanese fighters.  There were two pilots and three passengers namely Wilson, Headlam and Medlin. I have photographs of Wilson, Ross, van Straaten and Spence in conference and with (Capt.) Callinan, Medlin and (? Mr.) Whittaker in attendance.  I have other photographs taken that day including one of a small Japanese ship tied up at a jetty in Dilli Bay.  I think that I know that the Recommendations were that our occupation was justified and that the Dutch presence was no long-term threat to Portugal.  In the final event the Japanese invaded the whole island and demonstrated a complete contempt for Portuguese neutrality.  There is no reference by Churchill even in his history, “The Second World War”, nor of any concern for Timor except to comment ( V.4 “The Hinge of Fate”; p.128) upon its loss to the Japanese.  I repeat that I find it, at best, strange and possibly somewhat sinister that there is no record either of Wilson’s Inquiry or of his Report.  The Inquiry was conducted -- I was there-- and I knew Athol Wilson well enough to know that there was a Report. WHERE IS IT?

         Eight. On 19 January 1942 about 100 reinforcements, most with little training, arrived on the “Koolama” and the “Swan”. (Wigmore op.cit.p.473).  So here was an under-equipped force of about 1500 troops without sea support and with inadequate air support that was expected to resist a fully supported and logistically informed invasion force at Division strength.  In any case, with the evacuation of the RAAF (except for a party led by F.O. Bryan Rofe) from Penfui on 18 Feb.’42 the prime purpose of ‘Sparrow Force’ to keep open an airway from Darwin to Java was extinguished.                        

         Nine. Wigmore (op.cit.p.472) describes the ‘thin red line’ disposition of the companies of the 2/40 Battalion and (p.473) quotes from a letter from Leggatt to Lind of 4 January 1942 describing the hopelessness of our situation. That quotation concludes with:- “ There is still a lot to be done regarding naval and air force cooperation. We get on quite well with the RAAF here but they are just as much in the dark about things as we are. Ships and planes come and go with little, if any, warning.” As I understood it, it was in an attempt to improve communications that a Combined Defence Headquarters was established at Penfui at the RAAF Control Room. This was a room about 15 feet square and surrounded by a 6 foot high hand- packed coral blast protection wall. My Service Record shows that I was “Detached from 2/1 Frt.Eng. to HQ Sparrow Force” on 14 January 1942. As I remember it, the personnel manning that Combined Defence Headquarters were:- W/Cmdr. Headlam (RAAF), Lt. Alan Bridge (RAN), F.O. Jock Burchall (RAAF), Lt. Harry Medlin (AIF) and Pte. Clem Clements (AIF). I do not remember seeing either Leggatt or Maddern there at all but after the Battalion 2i/c, Major R.A. (Ron) Campbell, arrived in Timor with the reinforcements on 19 January 1942 there was much more contact with the Battalion. I got to know Ron Campbell fairly well and he suggested me for several interesting actions as I shall recount in good time. Our task at the control room was to establish and maintain communications with the whole force, to exchange intelligence telephonically (our radios had been badly damaged and, in any case, had not been properly ‘tropicalised’), and to keep constantly on the ‘qui vive’. 

         My batman, Sapper Ernest (‘Sluggo’) Orth, and I moved from Klapalima to the Battalion barracks at Penfui in order to be near the control room which was right on the edge of the airstrip. One of the problems that we faced because of our unpreparedness was our inability both to comprehend local customs and to recognise racial differences in local faces. I was not one of those who could not understand that the Indonesians might well welcome the Japanese to liberate them from some centuries of Colonial oppression.  Further we seemed not to be able to distinguish traditional Asian courtesy from obsequiousness.  Accordingly, I was too slow to catch the person whom I am now sure was a Japanese and whom I noticed on some several occasions to be squatting together with Timorese and close to the Mess phone.  He must have sensed my suspicions and when I asked who he was and where he had gone there was nothing but polite, amused silence.

         Ten. Around mid-day on 25 January 1942 a plane appeared overhead at about 10,000 feet for perhaps half an hour. It was identified as a Japanese ‘Betsy’ bomber. Headlam nominated that, from past experiences, we would be raided next day, as indeed we were. The air raids are well documented by both Wigmore (op.cit.) and by Henning (op.cit.) and I will merely add some personal recollections. I was in the control room with Bryan Rofe, among others, when somebody rushed in calling out “There are seven planes coming” whereupon just as Headlam said “Well, they are not ours” there was the noise of machine guns and (25 mm.) canons. The planes were ‘Zeros’ and they still had their fuel ‘belly tanks’ on even if only because we had nothing with which to threaten them seriously. (Tarakan had fallen 15 days earlier so the ‘Sons of Heaven’ were feeling justifiably chirpy) . There was a much bigger raid 4 days later with some 40 planes. In a letter home on 4 February 1942 I said “I have been through five raids up to date--expecting more any old time.----They put the wind up me the first time. I thought every bullet and cannon was aimed at me but one gets used to it after a while. I am working with a RAAF officer (Burchall) who is a returned soldier and amazingly cool and collected and an inspiration to us all. The raids don’t seem to worry him a bit and of course we try to imitate him.”

         So, on that Australia Day 1942 Bryan Rofe and I were in the Control room advising all concerned that we were being raided. The Zeros were having a marvellous time flying around in circles and shooting us and the hangars up each time they came past. When Bryan and I had finished our calls we studied the situation in order to assess when best to make a bolt for the slit trenches about 50 yards away. We chose a lull and made a dash for it and I beat him easily into the muddy pit - it was the Wet Season and everything was awash - in spite of the fact that just two years earlier he had broken the record for the 100 yards at Adelaide University. Such anomalies provide ready and sardonic amusement at such times. 

         By 12 February 1942 I was able to write home hinting that I had been asked by Ron Campbell, as I had, to reconnoitre our base at Tjamplong which was about 30 miles from Koepang but which, much more significantly, was on the single road right through the hinterland of Timor and was beyond the ring road within which we were trapped when the Japanese later dropped paratroops at Usau on 20 February 1942. It was about 14 Feb. 1942 that I was back in Tjamplong on another mission (see below) and heard of suspicious activity around the Usau road junction.        

         Eleven. I was in the control room at Penfui on 20 January 1942 with W/Cmdr. Headlam and, I think, F.O. Kym Bonython when Flt. Lt. Rob Cumming took off “with eleven men and stores on board.” Powell (op.cit. p.62) gives an eyewitness report of what then happened:--

        “ The aircraft ... raced across the strip but apparently did not gain

           sufficient flying speed.* The pilot tried to ‘bounce’ and the aircraft

           rose steeply. At about 100 feet the tail dropped** and the aircraft 

           rolled over on its back crashing*** at the end of the runway.

           Bullets were bursting in all directions. There were two loud  

           explosions, probably caused by the oxygen tanks ... There was little

           left of the aircraft**** and the bodies were unrecognisable”

I can give some personal ear/eye/witness further accounts thus:--

          *It was about this time that Headlam and I looked apprehensively

            at each other, realising that something was very wrong.

        **It was thought that the load, not being secured, had shifted. ( I have

            since flown in Service D.C.3’s but always strapped in a harness.)

     ***The plane was upside-down, facing in the wrong direction and, 

in the 2 or 3 seconds that it took us to get outside, was already a ball of fire. 

    ****There was at least one tightly-packed bundle of mail that was only           

            slightly singed on the outside. (? Fahrenheit 451).  I did see it and        

            have sometimes wondered what happened to that mail. Rather more 

            indelicate was the situation where ‘Ghouls’ came combing the debris

            for ‘souvenirs’ until a guard was mounted. One of those ‘ghouls was 

            from my own unit; I have never forgotten his name, Sapper Xxxxx. 

         Twelve. I repeat that our radio communications were inadequate; further, with the Japanese at Kendari (only about 400 miles from Koepang) in the then (South-Eastern) Celebes by 24 January 1942, we were at constant and immediate risk from surprise air raids. It was decided at Combined Defence Headquarters (CDHQ) that there should be a patrol into the ‘hinterland’ to locate a strategic position away from towns and kampongs and with line-of-sight contact both with the North coast (to get early sightings of ‘bandits’) and with Penfui and Klapalima to give early warnings by Lucas Lamp of imminent attacks.  I volunteered and, with Ron Campbell’s support, off I went back to Tjamplong on 14 February 1942.  I took my batman,‘Sluggo’, and one of our Unit’s reinforcements, Sgt. R ‘Dick’ Pepper.  I recruited a team of six Timorese, and two ponies, led by one Lopez.                                       

 I met Brig. Veale* on the road to Tjamplong on 14 Feb.‘42; he had arrived on 12 Feb. with his Brigade Major T.F. Cape to take command of a to-be-augmented Sparrow Force  as a consequence of U.S. pressure. Lockwood (op.cit. p.47) recounts the assembling of a convoy to take the 2/4 Pioneer Bn., an AIF anti-tank troop, a U.S. 148th. Field Artillery Regiment Detachment “and various specialist units” to Koepang. The troops were loaded on American transports Meigs, Masuna Loa, Port Mar and an Australian transport Tulagi. The escort comprised the cruiser U.S.S. Houston (sunk Sunda Strait 28/2/42), the destroyer U.S.S. Peary (sunk Darwin 19/2/42) and the R.A.N sloops Swan and Warrego and left Darwin on 15/2/42. The convoy was attacked at sea on 17/2/42 and returned to Darwin on 18/2/42; the troops were still aboard when Darwin was raided on 19/2/42. [So we have the pathetic situation where Timor is completely isolated both by sea and by air, Penfui is useless and Sparrow force allows itself to be trapped in a ring with only one escape road to the hinterland. As will be seen, I only heard of the forced return of the convoy to Darwin, of the bombing of Darwin and of the arrival of a Japanese convoy of some 15 ships off the south coast of west Timor when I returned to Tjamplong on the night of 19/2/42 from my successful hinterland patrol.]

         * Some years ago I prepared a tribute to Brig.Veale for Brig. S.H.Watson who included parts of that tribute in a monograph now in the Naval, Military and Air Force Club Library, Hutt Street, Adelaide. At the risk of being thought repetitious and in the interests of accuracy I am reproducing that complete tribute below. (TIMOR pp. 20n.). My tribute will confirm the report to Henning (op.cit. p.83) by Cape that “Veale suggested to Leggatt that the whole force be moved to Tjamplong ,  but Leggatt decided that it was not ‘expedient to move as demolitions were far from complete.’” [Any reader with even a modicum of respect left for the military mind is commended to read “On the Psychology of Military Incompetence” by Norman F. Dixon ; Jonathon Cape, 1976. Read also the Flashman novels deriving from ‘The Flashman Papers’ of General Sir Harry Flashman V.C., the former bully of “Tom Brown’s Schooldays”, as ‘Edited and Arranged by George Macdonald Fraser.’ In his ‘own words’ Flashman was a “scoundrel, a liar, a cheat, a thief, a coward--and, oh yes, a toady.” He was also involved one way or another in every great British Military disaster of the Nineteenth Century. He even claims to have saved The White Rajah from a drunken mob in Singapore and helped him to defeat the Malay pirates in Sarawak.]           

                             

         Thirteen. On arriving in Tjamplong I began organising the ‘caravan’ party and, in doing so, had to and did rely heavily on Lopez. I have no idea how he came to be part of the equation but he seemed ideal. He knew the country, understood the objective and judged it to be reasonable, could speak Malay and the local dialect(s) and was good enough at English both to speak and to comprehend. I am sure that he was not Japanese but he might well have been part of Tsuji’s network of agents. (After we were captured I tried every way that I could to contact him in the hope of making an escape--it was quite easy to get out of the camp at Usapa Besar but where to go was the problem--but to no avail. I went on work parties through Airkom to Tjamplong and looked for him, with no success. I was always somewhat hopeful because, as will be seen, we owed him and his team for their five days’ work.)

         I heard in Tjamplong of the suspected sighting by Capt. J.F. (Joe) Read (Comdr.AASC) of a parachute drop in the Usau area on 13 Feb. 42. I did talk with Joe Read and with another of his Officers, Lieut. D.H.Williams about the possibility of a search party, the more so because Lopez and his group were most nervous about the area and would have nothing to do with it.  I am surprised therefore to read (Henning, op.cit. p.70) of “AIF and Dutch search parties” but I am not surprised that nothing was found; this was of course precisely the place of the paratroop drop(s) on 20 Feb.1942.  The actual drop was witnessed by an RAAF party headed by Flight Lieutenant Bryan Rofe that remained as a ‘rear party’ of 29 men (with 2 others) following the final withdrawal of 2 Squadron on 18 Feb. ‘42. That ‘rear party’ had an early breakfast in Babau with 2/40 troops and, when nearly to Tjamplong, saw the drop variously estimated as up to 1000 parachutists by Clyde Pappin. (see Colin Humphris: “ Trapped in Timor”; 1990, pp.14n.). Powell (op.cit.p64) records that:- “Rofe and his men retired to the rugged Timor hills and evaded the Japanese until 17 April. On that night the U.S. submarine ‘Searaven’ took the twenty-five survivors off a south (sic.-actually north) coast beach and sailed for Fremantle.”

         Humphris comments thus (op.cit. p.16) on that drop:- “Our hearts ached for the men with whom we had just breakfasted who would be, within the hour, fighting for their lives against tremendous odds.” Rofe saw Veale in Tjamplong and convinced him of the absence of combative skills of his ‘rear party’ and then led that party in terrible tropical conditions for two months to ultimate rescue and return to Australia. A superb achievement!

         Fourteen. I have put a rough sketch map of South-Western Timor immediately below. The outside boundary represents the coastline, the heavy lines represent roads and the light lines represent (some of the many) rivers.

Code:--      1  =  Tenau            2  = Koepang               3  =   Klapalima

                 4  =  Usapa-Besar  5  =  Penfui                  6  =   Tarus

                 7  =  Obelo             8  =  Babau                  9  =   Usau

               10  =  Baun             11 =  Ukabiti               12  =   Airkom

                                              13 =  Tjamplong
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Dick Pepper was responsible for the food and water to last us about a week and to be carried by the ponies. Sluggo and I had requisitioned a small hut and he was left there to care for our gear. We left about mid-day and headed up a track roughly E.N.E. from Tjamplong and then into the jungle.            Fourteen. (ctnd.) Lopez knew where we were going; we moved as quickly as we were able to and for every available hour; we also went in as near a straight line as possible. After about an hour we came to a kampong, paid our respects to the Mandoor ( which we were always most careful to do ) and got ‘permission’ to proceed. I am surprised that I cannot remember our average compass bearing beyond the E.N.E. bearing already mentioned. I have recorded earlier ( TIMOR p. 5 ) the rugged nature of the island and we were quickly to experience it. We had difficulties with the terrain, the rain, the humidity, the lantanas, the vines, the mosquitoes, the leeches, the ponies ( who hated it ), the jungle and, among other things, the monkeys. We all had machetes and hacked an arch-way through the jungle. We were not visible from the air but we were (highly) both visible to and resented by the monkeys (in the rain-forest canopy) who seemed to be there in their thousands. I believe that we were passing through ‘virgin’ territory and certainly never traversed by Europeans. The monkey groups were clearly territorial and there seemed to be dangers as we passed through territorial boundaries but fortunately, although the screaming monkeys got frighteningly close, we were never actually attacked.

         We crossed the Mina and began a steep ascent along an escarpment which finally took us to a satisfactory observation post somewhere south of Soe and perhaps about 25 miles from Tjamplong. I estimate that it took us about 35 hours of daylight to achieve our objective which we reached about noon on 18 Feb. 1942 but it took only about half that time to return because (a) it was predominantly downhill and (b) we returned along the trail earlier blazed. In any case, we arrived at the kampong at nightfall. It was either Lopez’s kampong or he knew it well and he wanted to stop there overnight.

         I then made the first of two of my most unfortunate decisions ever. First. I insisted that we return to Tjamplong that night and we arrived there in the dark to get the news of the imminence of a Japanese landing in force on the South Coast. Secondly. I decided to return to Penfui that night and did so taking only my pack, haversack and water-bottle.(all of which I carried all through prison-camp and indeed still have)  I could not find Sluggo and left it for him to follow next day but by then those at Tjamplong were isolated by the paratroop drop. Sluggo did not get off the island  to Australia but was captured some months later and was also a “Guest of the Imperial Japanese Army” for the duration. Dick Pepper has, as far as I know, been missing ever since. Stupidly, I marched back into the ‘bag’. 

         Fifteen. Before I conclude this pre-Action section on Timor I will make several general comments based on my perceptions. First. The Timorese were friendly to us and were pleased and proud to show us their babies and children. The children were delighted to show us how they could count in spite of their limited educational opportunities. Families did not seem to be large but we were not able to say whether this was due to infant mortality or to some ‘family planning’ practices such as lactation delaying ovulation. Baby pigs did seem to be given equal access to the breast as human babies; in fact I have seen both sharing the sustenance. Secondly. I have already referred to coral and that South American native plant lantana which thrived on the island. We disliked both because skin contact with either caused cuts and a real risk of festering sores and ulcers. Our tropical clothing was quite unsuitable and in sharp distinction with that of the Japanese with their long sleeves and trousers. Further, our greater exposure to the malarial mosquito, the Anopheles, and our lack of any immunity resulted in a grave and constant medical problem for us all. Talk about ‘ Lambs to the slaughter’ ! Thirdly. While on our journey to the hinterland I frequently saw viscous oil seeping and/or oozing from the ground and I remain convinced to this day about Timor Oil. [Oil strikes off North West Australia and in the Timor Sea have led to intense politicking over the ‘Timor Gap’ and this can be expected to be exacerbated.]  Fourthly. Except for the Timor Trough, the Timor Sea is quite shallow (? 300 m.) and, like Bass Strait provided land bridges to and from Australia until perhaps 15,000 years ago. I know little about controversial Plate Tectonics but I can and did recognise eucalyptus trees on Timor. It seems to me that Timor and the other Lesser Sunda Islands (Lombok, Sumba, Flores, Sumbawa and Alor) being mainly non-volcanic (as distinct from Sumatra, Java, Bali, Borneo and the Celebes; the Greater Sunda Islands) might well be on the Australian Plate. [Or is it now called the Indian Plate as that part of Gondwanaland gets driven into Tibet/China? ]

         However we might have then speculated, it was all irrelevant to the ‘Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere’ push by Japan whether achieved now/then in 1941 or in 100 years [see also L.D. Meo: “Japan’s Radio War on Australia”: MUP; 1968, p.151] . Tsuji could seriously write, inter alia, on 8 Dec. 1951(op.cit. p.xvii), exactly 10 years after Pearl Harbour, that “These Asian peoples who were emancipated by the fall of Singapore will eternally pronounce benedictions on their benefactors.” [I shall return below to an exposition of this capacity of the Japanese to indulge in delusions of grandeur.]  

  I now reproduce my tribute to Bill Veale promised earlier.(TIMOR p.15)

              [ Prepared for S.H.Watson by E.H.Medlin : approx. 1970.]

           Brigadier W.C.D.Veale  M.C., D.C.M., E.D..

        “It is often the lot of military commanders, especially in the early and losing stages of a war, to be placed in unenviable positions. Such was the fate of Bill Veale in Timor. Torn between his courage, dedication to duty, military skill and devotion to his troops on the one hand and the strategical and political blunders of his superiors on the other hand he was in a difficult position.

        ‘The decision seems to have been made early in 1941 to scatter the 8th.

Division over the huge area to the north of Australia.  The 22nd. Brigade was posted to Malaya in February 1941. In April 1941 the 2/22 Battalion was posted to Rabaul and the other two battalions (of the 23rd.Brigade), the 2/21 and 2/40, were posted to Darwin in order to reinforce local defences in Ambon and Timor respectively in the event of an emergency. The 27th. Brigade was posted to Malaya in August 1941.

        ‘A composite force of about 1400,‘Sparrow Force’, landed at Koepang in 12 December 1941. The 2/40 Battalion was the basis of Sparrow Force which also comprised the 2/2 Independent Company together with some support units. Even this small force was fragmented still further when the 2/2 Ind. Coy. occupied Dilli in Portuguese Timor on 17 December 1941. There was strong feeling in both Sparrow Force and Gull Force (which went to Ambon) that the troops had been ‘dumped’ for political rather than military purposes. Indeed the Commander of Gull Force was relieved of his command on 14 January 1942 and returned to Australia for daring to put the sensible proposal that the force should be evacuated immediately. In any case, outnumbered and lacking air and sea support, Gull Force was over-whelmed by 4 February 1942. It can however be argued that this caused the Japanese to attack Timor rather than to proceed straight to Darwin. It can also be argued that the experience should have provoked a response to the request to re-define the role of Sparrow Force. It was certainly being argued from within the force itself that the defence of prepared positions was absolutely unrealistic and that the enemy would be much more inconvenienced by a strategy of mobility incorporating hit and run tactics.                                       

‘It was decided on 5 February 1942 to reinforce Sparrow Force with the 2/4 Pioneer Battalion and the 49th. American Artillery Battalion.(sic.)  [These troops never reached Timor, the convoy having been turned back by air attacks in the Timor Sea on 16 (sic.) February 1942.] 

        ‘Bill Veale was appointed Commander of the to-be-augmented force and arrived on 12 February 1942 knowing* that a major invasion at Division strength with air and sea support could be expected within a week or so. The purpose of expanding Sparrow Force was to secure the Bay of Koepang and its airfield (Penfui) for the staging of aircraft flying through from Darwin for the defence of Java.

        ‘It is widely accepted* that Veale favoured drawing the whole of Sparrow Force together in the hinterland around Atambua and that he had no confidence in the pious hope that an outnumbered force without support could usefully defend prepared positions. He sensibly allowed the local command to rest and set himself the project of preparing withdrawal positions.* In the actual tragic event, communication difficulties proved insurmountable; at the Netherlands end of the island our unsupported forces were encircled and overwhelmed; at the Portuguese end of the island the Independent Company fought a gallant withdrawal into the hinterland and became a hardened fighting unit. As Commander of a force that never came together Bill Veale continued to do his duty and returned to Australia to force further home the vital message that mobility was essential in resisting and defeating the Japanese at jungle warfare.

        ‘It is easy to speculate from hindsight and the temptation is un- necessary because there were many at the time who deeply regretted that but for a day or so Bill Veale might have translated his splendid vision for the harassment of the enemy into glorious reality. Bill went on to even greater things but he never forgot Timor and how close he got to performing a magnificent military feat. Nor did he forget the uncharatability of lesser men.”

                                ****************************                              

The following information was not given to Stan Watson but was given to     

                                David Brooks on 12 January 1984.

     *  “ I know these things! I was Brig. Veale’s Acting Adjutant for some 6-8 weeks when he was C.E. 7MD in the period immediately preceding our embarkation for Timor on 8/9 December 1941. I met him on the road to Tjamplong on 14 Feb.’42. We knew each other well and, even though I was only a junior officer, we confided in each other on a very personal basis.  * (ctnd.) Bill Veale and I discussed these things on a number of occasions  after I was released from P.O.W. camps. I describe his vision as ‘splendid’ because, first, it coincided with my own and that of the other younger thinking members of Sparrow force, and because, secondly, events including the experiences of the Independent Company and of ‘guerillas’ elsewhere establish the wisdom of  caution.”

                             ***********************

                                     Further comment
         Stan Watson edited my text and has included it in his monograph in the Library of the Naval, Military and Air Force Club, Adelaide. The editing involves amendments both of addition and deletion and includes a few errors. The article appears over my name and shows me with the ED. (I do not have the ED but I did receive the Efficiency Medal, EM, but that has no post- nominals as I understand it; why I don’t know but there it is !) 

© EHM

(E.H.(Harry) Medlin Lt  (2/1 Fortress Engineers).

     

ACTION. [Corrected 25/4/2003]  [ 

         The Action in Timor has been fully and somewhat accurately described, save for some exceptions, one being serious in my opinion. I intend here just to add material to which I can personally attest even if only to try to set the record straight here and there. [ When Dr. Peter Edwards--the then Master of St. Mark’s College, North Adelaide-- was invited to write the history of the Vietnam War, I was one of those from whom he sought advice. I advised him not to accept unless he was guaranteed, in writing, absolute academic and editorial freedom, access to all sources, together with the resources to ‘devil’, to research, and to cross-examine in order that he just might produce a legitimate scholarly account unencumbered by self-aggrandisement, sycophancy, braggadocio, obsequy, delusion and all the other humbuggery that, seemingly,  bedevils war ‘histories’.] If there are those who seek detail(s) then I recommend:--

  Patsy Adam-Smith: “Prisoners of War; from Gallipoli to Korea”;

                               Viking 1992; pp. 337--345.

Michael Andrews :  “Eyewitness to War;Australia’s Pacific Campaign”;

                                Dreamweaver 1985; p.16. 

Timothy Hall        : “Darwin 1942; Australia’s Darkest Hour”;

                                 Methuen 1980; pp. 14--18.

Peter Henning      :  “Doomed Battalion; the 2/40 Battalion 1940--1945”;

                                Allen & Unwin 1995; pp. 35--148.

  Colin Humphris    :  “Trapped on Timor”;                    

                                Colin Humphris 1990; pp. 1--26.

Douglas Lockwood: “Australia’s Pearl Harbour; Darwin 1942”;

                                Cassell 1966; p. 46n.

Alan Powell         :  “The Shadow’s Edge; Australia’s Northern War”;

                                 MUP 1988; pp.57--80. 

Lionel Wigmore    :  “The Japanese Thrust”

                                 AWM Canberra 1957; pp. 418--424, 465--476.

Christopher Wray  :  “Timor 1942”;  

                                  Mandarin 1990;  pp. 1--58.  

         I have commented earlier 2/AIF p.8) on the Leggatt/Campbell/Maddern relationship; I find it bizarre that Wigmore (op.cit.) does not even mention Maj. R.A.(Ron) Campbell whereas Henning (op.cit.) certainly does. I am surprised that Henning did not seek me out for interview; Basil Billett, Ron Campbell, Russ Piggott, Trevor Sharman and especially Les Poidevin knew of my existence: I shall have to make my contributions and clarifications now.       

         I need to mention that American Kittyhawk (P 40) Fighters, assembled in Australia, started passing through Penfui on 25 January 1942 on their way for the defence of Java. [see Henning (op.cit. p.62, p. 65) and Wray (op. cit. p. 36)] After the Japanese raids started on 26 January 1942 it was necessary to specify approach bearings and it was our responsibility at Combined Defence Headquarters to notify all units of these bearings. The P 40’s had no navigational aids and clusters of 10 to 20 planes would be escorted by a Liberator bomber with various rates of success. Henning (op. cit. pp. 64/65) records how, on 9 February 1942, all 9 Kittyhawks were lost trying to find the airfield in a storm and 3 Douglas dive-bombers were shot up through being on the wrong bearing. What with losses in flying over unknown territory to Darwin, and then miscarriages like that above, it did really become a case of ‘too little, too late’ and the fate of Java was already then sealed.

         As stated earlier (Timor p.18) I returned alone to Penfui that night (19/2/42) arriving there quite late, perhaps around 11pm. There was nothing to be found except for the RAAF ‘rear party’ in the process of destroying the remaining cache of 50-gallon drums of high-octane fuel left for the Lockheed Hudsons that were now not coming back . It was quite a noisy and confused night. [See Humphris (op.cit. p.14)] There was no sign of Jock Burchall nor of any Combined Defence Headquarters(CDH). I also learned that Bryan Rofe and the other ‘Met’ officer (? F/O Shields) had ‘tossed’ to settle who would stay to lead the RAAF ‘rear party’; I seem to remember that Bryan won the toss and then stayed behind. I also understand that Bryan Rofe was awarded merely the MBE for leading his ‘rear party’ to ultimate safety. 

         [When, in 1973, I read “ Flashman at the Charge” by George Macdonald Fraser I was almost mesmerised by his pseudo-scholarly footnotes purporting to validate recollections of imagined heroism. (see ‘Timor’ p.15)  Consider:-- “(Lord) Raglan was still dithering away to himself, as usual. (p. 11); ‘Now, of that morning at Balaclava I’ve told you what I remember, as faithfully as I can, and if it doesn’t tally with what you read elsewhere, I can’t help it. .......... It’s certain that (Lord) Lucan was on hand when the charge began, and I’ve been told he actually gave the word to advance--Well, I never even saw him. So there you are; it just shows that no one can see everything.” The exquisite Note #17 refers:-- “Generally Flashman disagrees with other eye-witnesses no more than they disagree among themselves, and these discrepancies are minor ones.” It’s a nice try but it won’t work with Adam-Smith/Henning/Medlin/Wigmore/Wray.]       

         I have no disagreement with the following, through actually being there, that:--

         1) The Japanese began their amphibious landing around the Pah(?k)a River about 1 or 2 am. on 20 Feb. 1942 and  the 1/228 and 3/228 Regiments   which were involved were experienced in China (1938), Hong Kong (Dec. 1941) and Ambon (Jan. 1942).

         2) The Japanese proceeded by track and road, and unhindered, to a) Koepang, b) to Koepang via. Baun and c) to Ukabiti and Usau via.Baun. They reached Koepang early on the morning of 21 Feb. 1942 and Usau late that afternoon; they were certainly on Usau Ridge early next morning. 

         3) The RAAF (Rofe) ‘rear party’ knowing of the Jap. landing on the south coast, destroyed the fuel, witnessed the beginning of the demolition of the Penfui airstrip and the disposal of stored RAAF bombs and left Penfui in two groups, had breakfast at Babau  and were nearly to Tjamplong when they witnessed the paratroop drop (of perhaps up to 1000) at Usau at about 9am.on 20 Feb. 1942.All communications with Tjamplong then broke down.

         4) Klapalima was heavily bombed twice on the morning of 20 Feb. 1942. (at about 8am. when Athol Wilson was mortally wounded and about 9.30am. when the guns were rendered useless.) I had located the CDH at first light; they were in a naturally camouflaged cave at Penfui a couple of hundred yards from the airstrip. All telephonic and radio communications were non-existent, the first through enemy action and the second through atrociously faulty design. Communications were now either by runner or by Despatch-rider.(Don-R.). During the day the RAAF bombs were being destroyed and Penfui was being shelled from off the south coast at a distance of about 10 miles, which suggests the presence of an 8 inch cruiser.

         5) I was sent by Leggatt et al. to Klapalima and got there as a pillion rider to a Don-R at about 2pm. on 20 Feb; the place was a bombed, deserted         shambles. The only people around were dead Timorese; they had probably been in the sun only for some 4 to 5 hours but I was surprised at how blown the corpses were and how much the hair had grown in that short time. I went 

back to Babau to find that some of our troops had joined up with a badly depleted 2/40 Headquarters Company. Corporal Harry Chandler and Sappers Ken Hickey and Mal Livingstone held up the paratroopers for about 2 hours with a Lewis gun killing some 75 in the process. Hickey (15 at the time) and Livingstone got Military Medals. Chandler got nothing; not even a Mentioned in Dispatches’, which was a disgraceful omission by Leggatt and Ransome.                

         6) I have already mentioned (Timor p.8) that, after we arrived in Timor, “We had a lot of work to do” as summarised loosely above. (Timor p.10). In addition, we had generally to perform our own ‘Pioneer’ and ‘Fatigue’ work. (as understood in the Army). In my own case I had also led a very physically demanding patrol through the jungle for 5 days. [(15-19 Feb. ‘42) see Timor pp.14-18] We were all therefore, although fit and psychologically prepared, not really in any shape to resist a supported, mobile, numerous, battle-hardened enemy. For example, it is not possible simply to ignore sea-plane spotters flying around with impunity. I did meet on the road to Babau on 20 Feb. a troop of the (British) 75 Light Anti-Aircraft Battery which, I believe, arrived in ‘Dutch’ Timor only a few days earlier with 6 Bofors and 6 Bren guns and under the command of Major J.(ohn) Dempsey. They provided two boosts to morale. First. I was given a ‘nip’ of their issue rum; until that moment I had been a teetotaller--Band of Hope, the lot-- but no longer. It was beautiful and gave a great charge of ‘Dutch Courage’. I managed to get some more the next day and did not care what happened, which was perhaps just as well. Secondly. The gunners were superb, having been through the ‘Battle for Britain’, and they were an inspiration to us all. I do not know for certain the vertical range of a Bofors Ack-Ack gun but I guess that it is no more than about a thousand yards. In any case, the ‘Poms’ just waited until a ‘cocky’ pilot came too close and they then let him have it ‘slap in the guts’. It was beautiful ! The plane blew up in a great ball of fire and about half-a-dozen of the ‘Sons of Heaven’ came tumbling out on their way to the Shinto Shrine of their Ancestors and two promotions in rank when you die for the Emperor. We all knew that the relief was to be very temporary but, nevertheless, it was a great feeling to get a bit, albeit a very little bit, back on the bastards. Leggatt has credited them with 14 ‘kills’ but I can personally attest to one.

         7) The account by Henning (op.cit. pp.47-122) is much more accurate and credible than the Official version by Wigmore (op.cit.pp. 466-474, 482-490). There are perhaps (at least) two reasons.  First. Henning seems to have been able both to consult more widely and to bring a more critical, scholarly analysis to the exercise than did Wigmore.  Secondly. Wigmore has relied far too much on Leggatt and Maddern, neither of whom was ever either very appreciative or comprehending of the overall situation, in my opinion. Events on 20 Feb.42 were a disgrace! Henning (p84) says:-- “The Japanese could not have wished for a better start to their operation. Their amphibious landing had drawn the 2/40th’s mobile reserve away from the Babau area                        
where they were able to land their paratroops against virtually no opposition, and Leggatt had played into their hands by delaying the withdrawal of his main force from Koepang.” How tru...uuuu...e!  How very very tru...uuuu...e.! [Apologies to Roy Rene (Mo) McCackie]

         8) I returned to CDH somewhere around dusk on 20 Feb ‘42 and attended the “conference of all company and unit commanders at 8pm. to discuss the situation. It would appear from Leggatt’s summary of the discussion that he still considered the role of the force ‘was to deny the aerodrome to the enemy although it could not be used by allied aircraft’. “This highlights Leggatt’s tactical dilemma throughout 20 February, and raises the question whether he would have acted differently, particularly in relation to the paratroopers, if he had clear instructions from Australia to abandon the defence of the airfield.” (See Henning op.cit. p.91) This is not a ‘tactical dilemma’ at all but represents a serious inability to ‘appreciate the situation’. For example, Henning (op.cit. p.86) says that “Even After the destruction of the fixed defences he (Leggatt) showed no inclination to move in force against the paratroopers.” Indeed it was at that very conference that night (8pm.20/2/42)  that Leggatt made that ridiculous statement (see Timor p.8) about not allowing Penfui to fall ‘under another flag.’ Even so,Wigmore (op. cit.p.484) asserts that, at that same conference, “Leggatt therefore decided to withdraw from the airfield. He intended to use his force to recapture Babau and Tjamplong, [presumed (quite wrongly) to have been occupied by the enemy], obtain the supplies it needed, and then wage guerilla warfare on the Japanese.” I believe that statement to be false and for the following reasons. First. It was not the impression created at the conference at the time by Leggatt. Secondly. That had been Veale’s advice (Timor p.21) which had not been taken. Thirdly. All the senior officers were “trained in the orthodoxies of World War 1 tactics” and they regarded with suspicion any proposals for, for example, “more mobile, harassing, small group attacks at close range, concentrating on intense fire power for short periods.” (See especially Henning op.cit.pp.121,122). Fourthly. Although Wigmore devotes several pages to sanitised reporting of events on 22/23 February 1942, it must be acknowledged that the heroism of our troops was in inverse ratio to the strategical and tactical incompetence of our superiors.

          I shall establish that on 21-23 Feb. 42 we dithered until we delivered ourselves to the Japanese; some at least of us were well aware of the dangers.        

         9) I think that the actual decision to concentrate the whole force at Tarus for an attack on Babau and Tjamplong was not taken by Leggatt until later that night. (20/2/42). Indeed Wigmore (op.cit. p.484) confirms that the movement began at about 10pm. D Company (Capt.A.G.Trevena)  had already been into Babau on 20 Feb. but had been driven out and they retired to Obelo. It was about midnight before the main force concentrated at Tarus and the bridge over the river Manikin was blown by the 2/11 Field Engineers (Wigmore p.484). I was there and know that it was easily possible to by-pass the bridge through the river bed. About the time that  B (Capt. N.H.Roff)  and  D Companies crossed the ‘start line’ the Japanese were entering Koepang only about 15 miles away.

         Henning (op.cit. p.93) has this to say:-- “Leggatt’s plan for the attack on Babau on 21 February was again a conservative use of the strength  available to him, employing two’( of five) ‘ of his infantry companies in the initial assault. His economy of force was probably still determined by the possible arrival of the main Japanese threat from the south, and the need  to have a strong rearguard, but unless he broke through the paratroopers quickly he might find he had to fight on two fronts at once.”              

         We were under continuous aerial surveillance and occasional straffing and dive-bombing and were quite powerless to prevent the dropping of a further 300 or so paratroops at Usau. Roff and B Company finally took Babau and returned to Force Headquarters in Obelo at about 5pm. with captured equipment and field maps; I seem to remember that although Captain F.G. (‘Terry’) East could speak some Japanese he could not read the characters and the maps remained a mystery. It was about this same time that the Japanese had come through Penfui to join with the main force coming from Koepang (Henning p.96). Henning (p.96) also correctly comments that:-- “ The woeful inadequacy of the communications arrangements could have cost the battalion its control of Babau once more, but this time the rest of Sparrow Force was close enough to the village to retrieve the situation before the Japanese were able to take advantage of the vacancy.” I am absolutely amazed now to know that it took the Japanese another 24 hours to catch up with our rear.  

         Wigmore says (p.468) that “Sparrow Force had among its equipment 10 machine gun carriers, and four armoured cars, the latter having been borrowed from the Dutch.” I do not know what became of the personnel responsible but I did come to ‘acquire’ the last remaining armoured car.             

         10) It was not until I read “ Prisoners of War” by Patsy Adam-Smith (Viking, 1992) that I had ever heard of  (Sgt.?) R.A. (Reg) Holloway but I have now encountered references to him both by Adam-Smith and by Peter Henning    in his “Doomed Battalion” (Allen & Unwin.1995); I suspect that both authors used the same primary source(s). In any case, I was amazed by what I read on three issues namely:-- (a) the movement of the entire Sparrow Force from Obelo into Babau between 8 pm. 21/2/42 and 5 am 22/2/42. (b) the making of contact with the Japanese at the Amaabi River just west of Usau Ridge at about 8.30 am. 22/2/42. (c) the close encounter with the Japanese at about 8 am. 23/2/42 resulting in our capitulation.  

         I can speak with authority on these three (and some related) matters and I now intend to do so. I have tried to contact Adam-Smith  to question her source(s) for veracity and/or verisimilitude. I have been told that she has Alzheimers Disease and is not likely to be useful; on the other hand, I saw her in one of the ABC television series “Lives” perhaps as recently as 1995 and she seemed there to be lively enough. Then I attended the 2/40 Battalion Reunion in Hobart in February 1996 and I did so in the hope of contacting Reg Holloway to find out what and why certain fantasies seem to have been invented. I had also hoped to have met again Trevor Sharman, ‘Scotchy’ Morrison, Russ Piggott and Basil Billett. There was much bad news however including the information from John Strickland that Holloway had died quite some years before and that, as I understood it, his ‘Notes’ were really merely something that he had prepared for his parents; the problem now is that those Notes have been given a wider public circulation and are construed as having the status of an imprimatur. I was/am also interested to contact Ron Campbell because he was/?is in a position to corroborate a number of matters stated and claimed herein. John Strickland has told me that he believes Ron Campbell still to be alive and living ‘somewhere in Victoria.’ I have certainly checked with living army colleagues the correctness of my own recollections of the events (a), (b) and (c) above and it is my intention to get the record statutorily validated when completed.   

         re (a). Wigmore (op.cit.p.485) dismisses the 10 hour exercise of moving the whole force into Babau in the dark and forming the perimeter--where were the Japs anyway?- in 5 terse lines. It is not being uncharitable to remark that neither Leggatt nor Maddern were interested in anything beyond Leggatt/Leggatt & Maddern/Maddern etc.‘went forward’/ ‘moved  forward’/ ‘ordered’ and so on.   Real Duke of York stuff! Big deal!

         10) (a) ctnd. It is curious, to me, that there is no mention of Holloway in Lionel Wigmore’s: “The Japanese Thrust”; AWM Canberra ; 1957, nor in  Christopher Wray : “Timor 1942” ; Hutchinson ; 1987.  but Holloway suddenly appears in Patsy Adam-Smith: “Prisoners of War” ; Viking ; 1992. and then in Peter Henning “Doomed Battalion” ; Allen & Unwin ; 1995.

It is interesting that there is much overlap between Wray and Henning in their describing of the Action in Timor and both give better accounts than Wigmore.  Henning (op.cit. p.485) says “Leggatt then decided to move the whole force into Babau that night. (21 Feb. 42). I was at that conference at Obelo when that decision was taken at about 6 pm. Ron Campbell and I proposed that I would lead the movement with the armoured car that I had ‘acquired’ (see Action p.6) Leggatt agreed and I was instructed by Leggatt that A Coy.(Capt. N.H. Johnston) was to be taken to the Eastern end of Babau and no further.  Johnston suggested that he be allowed to keep going believing that the paratroops had been defeated. Leggatt was emphatic with me that I was not to take them out through Babau.We did however take the armoured car about 400 yards beyond Babau and did not encounter any opposition. (I have long believed that had we kept going we could well have crossed the Amaabi River and reached the relative safety of the road junction at Usau.) It was already dark when we deposited A Coy. and returned for B Coy. and we shuttled all night before the whole force was in Babau. We then took the armoured car to the head of the column and were joined by two Bren gun carriers.                                                                                                               

         THE TROOPS IN THAT ARMOURED CAR THAT NIGHT AND

                   INDEED UNTIL 9 am. 23 FEBRUARY  WERE 

                         NX 38764     Sapper       R.C.  Bradley

                         NX 38940     Sapper       A.G.  Leman (Rouse)

                         NX 38720     Sapper       M.     Morris  

                         NX 38672     L/Corporal R.B.  Robson 

                         SX  13860     Lieutenant  E.H.  Medlin 

         Imagine my surprise to read (Adam-Smith; op.cit. p.340) “Holloway with an armoured car he had commandeered, and carriers, set off half a mile in advance of two companies in open formation on either side of the road until they entered Babau area.” Further, she quotes Holloway thus:- “After ‘the final trip I had only two of my original crew of thirteen left, Ernie Wescombe (who later died of blood poisoning from a wound) and Terry Burgess (who later died of malaria, general debility and dysentery in Thailand)’.” It seems curious that the other person said by Holloway to have been involved in the shuttle that night, the Don R. Bob Anderson, is described by Henning ( p.325) as ‘Missing, presumed Dead.’  Henning also records (p.97) that “A crew of thirteen men manned an armoured car to reconnoitre ‘to the opposite outskirts of the town, and after ascertaining if Japs were there, to return and report to the commander of A company, Captain Johnston’.” and “Through the night the armoured car shuttled back and forth to escort the convoys and by the completion of the task only three of the original crew remained, Terry Burgess, Ernie Wescombe and Reg Holloway. The rest had succumbed to fatigue.”  Those above statements absolutely beggar belief; the five (13 would not get into the armoured car anyway unless it were some kind of student prank) of us Engineers worked absolutely all night. I have gotten used in this world to not being acknowledged but it is unacceptable to steal credit for the actions of others. I know that it was generally accepted in Prison Camp that we Engineers had done our jobs (I once overheard troops talking one night about who delivered and who did not) and our story must have got around and been shamefully lifted. But misrepresentations continue to be made in other respects as I shall now establish.

         re.(b). I have recorded(Action p.8) that our armoured car went to the head of the column at about 5.30 am. on 22 Feb 42 after we had shuttled the whole force into Babau. We got what sleep we could as it had been decided that we were to lead across the ‘start line’ at  8 am. which we did between two Bren gun carriers followed by B Company. We were nearly a mile ahead of the Company when we turned a corner and found ourselves looking at a road-block at the bridge over the Amaabi. There were some Japanese near the bridge but most were running around at the top of Usau Ridge. The leading carrier kept firing while our armoured car clumsily and luckily turned around (with Max Morris driving) and returned to Capt Roff and Battalion HQ. I remember Leggatt and Maddern and, I think, Campbell being there. I told Leggatt what we had seen namely a fairly trumpery road-block and a group of seemingly disorganised troops. Leggatt asked me ‘How many?’ and I told him ‘about three Hundred’ whereupon Norm Roff said ‘Throw in the whole Battalion’ but once again, sadly, Leggatt dithered.  re. (b). ctnd. That dithering continued from about 8.30 am. to about 4.30 pm.. In the meantime the paratroops (of the 3rd.Yokosuka Special Landing Force ) at Usau had been reinforced by a company of  troops from the 228 Regiment who had walked around from Baun via. Ukabiti to Usau bringing with them a mountain gun and machine guns, and all the time the main force of some 3000 troops were getting closer to our rear.

         Wigmore (op.cit. pp. 486,487) gives a cursory, uncritical almost mindless account of those 10 or so hours when much bravery was shown in a situation that can only be described as stupid. Henning (op.cit. p.103) says of Roff that “many veterans consider (he) would have made a fine battalion commander.” Had the whole Battalion been thrown in at 8.30am. as Roff proposed, based on my quick assessment of the Japanese numbers on the Ridge, then we would have been through in an hour or so and off to Tjamplong, Soe, Atambua and Atapupu and the hinterland where they would never have caught us.

         I return briefly to that first contact with the enemy on the morning of 22 February 1942 regarding which the several published authorities say:- Wigmore  (op.cit.p.486), “ All rations and ammunition in Babau having been issued, the head of the column passed the start-line punctually at 8 o’clock. About a mile from Babau a road-block was seen at the bridge over the Amaabi River and many Japanese, with a mountain gun, were seen digging in on the Usau ridge over which the road passed.” Wray (op.cit.p.50). “All rations and ammunition available for use were issued, and at 8 a.m. Roff’s company passed the starting line at the western extremity of Babau. After advancing 1.5 kilometres to a sharp bend in the road, a road block placed across the bridge over the Amaabi River was observed. Large numbers of Japanese could be seen digging in on Usau Ridge which ran across the route followed by the road.” Adam-Smith/Holloway (op.cit.p.340). “The various companies went first on general reconnaissance, transport assembled along the road ready to advance, but opposition was soon met with and casualties streamed back for attention. Many tries were made to move forward but the Japs had blocked our only crossing bridge over the deep river, whilst their mortar fire became more accurate on our congested force. They were close behind us and ‘dug in’ in front.” Henning (op.cit. p, 99) “ Captain Roff’s B Company platoons led the battalion out of Babau towards Usau at 8am, followed by Captain Johnston’s A Coy.”  10) (b) ctnd. ‘They soon saw that the Japanese had dug in on high ground that straddled the main road at the Usau ridge. They had blocked the road on a bridge across the Amaabi River, which they could cover with their machine guns, mortars and mountain gun on the ridge.”

    ‘Curiouser and Curiouser!’ cried Alice. (Lewis Carroll: 1865)

         It is clear that for some reporters the only troops engaged with the Japs were the battalion. That is not true and even perhaps borders on calumny.

         In ACTION 10 (a) above, I have established that credit is claimed publicly by others for the demanding, exhausting work done by me and the other four Engineers in that armoured car from about 6pm. to about 6am.on the night of 21/22 Feb.      

         In ACTION 10 (b) here, I have established that the down-right dangerous task that we then executed in making first contact with the Japs on the morning of 22 Feb. has been completely ignored. Indeed, to the contrary, there is/are the clear assertion/s that B company led across the ‘start line’. They did not : we did : and we were nearly a mile ahead of B Company when we came across the Japs at the Amaabi and on Usau Ridge. Indeed, when we got back to Leggatt/Maddern/Roff they were still about half a mile from the Japs. (There would have been ample time to regroup and throw ‘the lot’ at them as proposed by Roff : but NO!)

         We five Engineers carried 3 inch mortar bombs off-and-on for a lot of   that day. They had been recovered in a hut in Babau and just as well. We carried them in batches of two packs of three, one pack in each hand. They seemed exceptionally heavy at the time and each bomb might well have weighed about 10 pounds. We were asleep on our feet, hungry and very short of water. We took them first to B Company when it alone was taking on superior numbers of Japs and then to A Company. We carried most, if not all, of the mortar bombs for the final attack on the Ridge. Wray (op.cit. 52/53) gets it about right.  Our mortar bombardment was to start at about 5 pm. and the five (HQ, A, B, C & R) companies plus some fixed defence troops attacked in a bayonet charge at about 5.30 pm. D Company fought a rearguard action with the Japs behind us now in Babau; that lasted for about an hour and a half from about 4.30 pm. until about 6 pm. I had acquired a .45 Thompson sub-machine gun from a soldier with a shattered wrist and we had also acquired an anti-tank gun. We were the last vehicle in the convoy and when we finally moved at 6pm the armour was red-hot from Jap bullets.  Again Wray (op.cit. p.55) gets it about right. We crawled along at about 1 mile per. hour for about an hour and STOPPED. Leggatt and Maddern then wasted more time by seeking a place on the road to ‘regroup’. Had they asked me then, I could have told them that there was no such place on that narrow winding waterlogged road but we wasted more time and dawdled into Airkom about midnight when Leggatt called another (useless) conference. I was summoned to attend, presumably on Ron Campbell’s advice, and was taken by Don R. from the very rear of the convoy ‘to the centre of the column’ around which Maddern is said to have been oscillating. I was asked for advice on the best way to tackle Tjamplong. I said that we should go forward immediately because although it was unlikely that there were Japanese ahead of us they certainly were close behind us and in large numbers. I believe this remark to have been construed by Maddern as an impertinence, as indeed it was intended to be; the other four Engineers with me in the armoured car were already talking openly about the incompetence of our leadership and that if the chance occurred then we should ‘do a boulter’. This is NOT to be confused with desertion of which there were indeed examples. I also pointed out that there was another bridge just before Tjamplong after which the road swept to the right for about 100 yards to a left-turn ‘Devil’s Elbow’ twist straight into Tjamplong.

I advised that if the bridge were not blocked but the Japs were in Tjamplong then it was only about 40 yards up the gentle slope through the ‘Uloo’ to the centre of the Kampong. I also pointed out that our ‘Base Hospital’ would be right in the line of fire of such an advance but that if Japs were there in Tjamplong then that hospital was finished. My advice therefore was to push on immediately as fast and as far as possible and if necessary rush the Kampong in the dark. I was then sent back to our armoured car at the very rear of the convoy. Once again we dithered and squandered precious time; had we kept moving we could have kept awake but being stationary most simply fell asleep through sheer exhaustion. It took Leggatt about 4 hours to learn that the convoy could not be ‘regrouped’  on that road and for Maddern to learn that even he (Maddern) could not cause our sentries to stay awake. Nothing much happened for another two hours when Trevor Sharman went off in a carrier at about 6 am. and did actually find that there were no Japanese in Tjamplong. Communications had broken down irreparably and so we sat there STUPIDLY for another two hours while on both sides of the convoy Japanese soldiers could be heard encircling us.   

         10) (c). I shall now return to “the close encounter with the Japanese at about 8 am. 23/2/42 resulting in our capitulation.” ( see ACTION p.7) I shall briefly record the published accounts and then correct that record in several fundamental respects.

         Wigmore (op.cit. pp.488/9) “ at 7.50 am. an enemy convoy led by light tanks towing field guns moved up to the tail of the column, the leading tank flying a flag thought at first to be white but later seen to be a furled Japanese flag. When this was realised, the tanks were so close to the rear of the Australian convoy that two anti-tank guns that had been manoeuvred into position could not be fired without endangering the Australians.

         ‘ The commander of the Japanese force now called upon the Australians to surrender. He said that the Japanese, whose force totalled 23,000, were on both flanks and had one brigade in the rear; if there was no surrender by 10 am. the convoy would be bombed continuously and fire would be opened. Leggatt called his officers together and ordered them to obtain the feeling of the troops.

         ‘All companies and units were unanimous in the opinion that further resistance was useless, as the position in which the Force found itself meant annihilation if the battle was continued. All troops also indicated that they would continue to fight if (sic.) Commander ordered it. The decision to surrender was made at 0900 hours 23 Feb. 1942 and the Japanese made  immediate arrangements for wounded to be moved back to Babau.”

Wray ( op.cit. pp.56/57) This is essentially the same as that given by Wigmore immediately above. Wray does however clarify that “All wounded were in trucks at the rear of the column and would be the first killed in any attack by the Japanese.” (This was a very strong factor in our decision to capitulate.)

Adam-Smith/Holloway. (0p.cit. p.341) “Soon after daylight a huge force of mobilised Japs headed by light tanks advanced suddenly around the bend in the road to our rear, taking everyone by surprise to such an extent that the boys first thought they were relief forces for us. When it was realised that they were Japs we opened fire but they now advanced with hands up, shouting, ‘Peace’, ‘No fight’, ‘Surrender’. We could not continue to machine-gun men who were making no attempt to defend themselves, so            firing ceased and parleying began in a smattering of Dutch, Malay, English and Japanese. Armaments of both sides were deflected and various compromises were attempted but with the Japs fresh ashore with 23,000 men against our few hundred (and, they informed us, a bombing attack due on our restricted area in twenty minutes ), a quick conference was called to gather officers and men’s opinions. Apart from suggestions that we be allowed one hour to move our wounded away and then fight it out ( the Japs turned this suggestion down immediately), the feeling was unanimous for surrender.” [MOSTLY ARRANT NONSENSE] 

Henning (op.cit. pp.105/6) “According to Leggatt’s report. he ordered* his officers to move the convoy at 7 am.when no word had been received from 15 Platoon. [(see ACTION p. 12; Sharman was already in Tjamplong.) Henning ( pp. 374-376) includes a fascinating End-Note # 65 to Chapter 4 (Action) in which Sgt. Farquhar (of Sharman’s 15 Platoon) says, inter alia, ‘of conflict between Leggatt’s report and other evidence’ that “I think there is some bullshit here .”]

         * ‘ This order was being implemented ‘when an enemy convoy, preceded by light tanks towing field guns, moved up to the tail of the column.The leading tank, when first seen coming around the corner approximately 400 yards away, was flying what appeared to be a white flag, but which later proved to be an unfurled Jap flag, and personnel in the rear did not open fire. Two anti-tank guns which were at the time being manoeuvred to the rear were dragged out to the rear by two ropes, but did not fire as the leading tanks were up to the rear of the AIF convoy.

         ‘An air of unreality and shock seems to have been the initial reaction to the sudden appearance of the Japanese. Peter McGrath-Kerr, like most other men at the rear of the column, at the sight of what seemed to be a white flag, ‘thought they were coming up to surrender’. Major Campbell was attracted to the scene when a ‘shout went up’. He approached the lead tank and a Japanese ‘popped his head out and said, “Good morning”. I was so surprised I said, “Good morning” back. I reported to Bill Leggatt who called Fred East, our intelligence officer, who was alleged to speak a bit of Japanese. The CO said to East, “Go and ask him what he wants”.’ Captain East wrote later that ‘an estimated 2,000 enemy troops lined both sides of the road. Their Captain Kosaki met me and in Japanese I referred to the white flags and their surrender, but he said, “We thought you might like to ‘put down’.”   ‘I insisted, “You put down”. “Yes”, he said, “But you put down first”.’ Campbell recalled that ‘East came back to Bill Leggatt and said, “They want to surrender, sir”. Leggatt told East to return to confirm it. So he went and then came back a second time ; “ I’m sorry, sir. They want us to surrender”.’                                           

         ‘The immediate military threat to Sparrow Force on the ground was a force of 3,000 or more, with artillery and tanks, and of course their position was completely exposed to air attack. However there seems little doubt that the Japanese had the capacity to strengthen their force on the ground’ (perhaps to 23,000) ‘if they needed to.....................’their wounded were still at the rear of the column, directly facing the enemy tanks. They would probably be annihilated if they resisted.

         ‘The Japanese said that they planned to bomb the Australians continuously from 10 am. They gave Leggatt a short time to speak with his officers, after which they would attack...................... ‘The officers consulted with their units,.... ‘which were unanimous in the opinion that further resistance was useless, as the position in which the force found itself meant annihilation if the battle was continued. All troops also indicated that they would continue to fight if the commander ordered it. The decision to surrender was made at 9 am.” 

 

    I shall now do my best to describe what actually happened at Airkom 

              between 8am.and 9am.on Monday 23 February 1942.  

1). I have already established (ACTION p. 6) that by the time Roff captured Babau at about 5 pm. on 21/2/42 the main Japanese force was less than 15 miles behind us.

2). I have also further noted (ACTION p. 11) that by the time we left Usau at about 6 pm. on 22/2/42  we five Engineers, in the very last vehicle (the armoured car) in our convoy, had been engaged for about an hour with the advance party of the main Japanese force. 

3). By first-light on 23/2/42 we Engineers were justifiably apprehensive. We had been absolutely stationary for about SIX hours and no more than 2miles from the enemy advance party. We were tired, hungry and thirsty but we took turns on watch; we knew that we were encircled; we could hear the Japs.       

 4). By 8 am. 23/2/42 it was 14 HOURS since we had broken through at Usau. We heard, quite clearly, transport noise down the road for quite some minutes and a runner was sent to advise the CO and I believe that to have been done. Suddenly a light tank appeared around a corner perhaps no more than 200 yards away and it stopped when we saw each other. Henning’s 400 yards (p.106) first appears in Wray as 450 metres (p.56). I prefer the shorter distance and for at least three reasons. First. I have remarked earlier (ACTION p. 12) about that ‘narrow winding road’. Secondly. The general features of the person standing up in the tank were recognisable as those of a Japanese. Thirdly. We were in relatively close proximity to each other.  The Japanese tank then advanced followed by others from around the corner. It took less than a minute for their column to come to about 10 yards from me and I was the nearest person to them. Cpl. ‘Robby” Robson had got on the ground and had manned his anti-tank gun just alongside me.

         No tank, not even the leading one, was flying any flag-Japanese or otherwise-as they drove sedately up the road. The officer in that first tank was standing up and was waving a white cloth-perhaps even a handkerchief-and was repeatedly saying, and verbatim,:--

                   “GENTLEMENS PLEASE   :    NO SHOOTS” 

         Those of us with any brains knew that they were Japanese, that they were late arriving, that a white flag was a symbol for a truce (albeit only temporary) and NOT of surrender.           

         There was no shooting by either side else we would not be here.

         Campbell was certainly there early although I have no recollection of  his reported ‘Good Morning’ exchange. Rhetorically, where was Maddern ?

          ‘Terry’ East (Terry was already then as ‘deaf as a post’) did then arrive and produced for Leggatt (who was back some 5 to 10 yards) his exquisitely vacuous advice that “They want to surrender!”. I still believe that Leggatt was so uncomprehending of the position that he was half taken in by this nonsense. I (was one at least of those who) said to Leggatt that “They want us to surrender”; as Leggatt then got East to have clarified. 

         Leggatt then said “ I will never surrender!” It was (Capt.) Alan Hamilton (2/1 Frt.Sigs.) who asked “Should not the men be consulted, sir?” I have admired Hamilton for years for his subtlety and for the fact that Leggatt was then further confused by the general support for consultation.

         Consultation produced unit unanimity for the cessation of hostilities.

5). There are a number of other matters to be clarified:--

(a).There was only one anti-tank gun at the rear of our convoy (NOT two!)  and we Engineers had it. Should this be disputed, then the OC 18                 Anti-tank Battery Lieut. J.L. (John) Carrick should be consulted.         (Actually John Carrick and I only met later in Prison Camp.) 

(b).I dispute Henning’s statement (op.cit.p.106) that “An air of unreality and shock seems to have been the initial reaction to the sudden appearance of the Japanese.” Two things only were unreal. First. Why were they not there earlier? Secondly. Why did they not attack and massacre us as they could easily have done ? (And had we only known it this same group had done just exactly that to the Australians in Ambon less than one month earlier.) I will attempt an answer to the second of these two conundra later. (See p.20) 

(c).Wigmore (op.cit.p.489) and Henning (op.cit.p.107) use almost          identical words in one specific matter namely:-- “All troops also           indicated that they would continue to fight if the commander ordered          it.” Wray (op.cit.p.57) is somewhat more prudent with:-- “ However,          troops also indicated that they would continue to fight if ordered to do           so.” Those statements are false and, seemingly, derive from Leggatt/          Maddern official reports. No such assurances or indications were ever            given by the troops; nor were we ever in any position even to           contemplate any such ‘indications’. The best explanation that I can provide is that someone, certainly unknown to me, offered that as a          palliative to Leggatt to assuage his vanity and perhaps, further, to          mollify his petulance as the final implications of his general military           incompetence came bearing down both upon him and also (much more importantly) upon the rest of us. [It was then, and remains, my          personal opinion that had Leggatt attempted to order us ‘to continue to fight’ he would somehow or another have been relieved of his command; and it is my further personal opinion that he sensed that his troops held him to have been responsible for our predicament but would accommodate him provided that there were no further ‘WW1’ type ‘stuff-ups.’ I also believe that, from there on, Leggatt was, fortunately for us, irrelevant both to us and to our ultimate survival.]      

(d). I am intrigued by a Henning comment (op.cit.p.107) that “All except four officers thought that surrender was ‘the only course left’.”     

 I would need to know the names of those ‘four officers’ just referred to by Henning before I was able to pass any judgement, one way or the other. Presumably Capt. Jack Stirling was one but I certainly was not. What I do know is that the situation lent itself to a certain amount of posturing and especially because the die had really been cast and some  might think that there was nothing to lose and some face to be saved by promoting (or pretending to)  “No Surrender”.      

We surrendered at 9am. 23/2/42 at Airkom. (I hesitate, albeit  just momentarily, to assert yet again that we should have been at least 50 miles away on our way to guerilla activities in the hinterland.) The relations between us and the Japanese were weird. Both sides obviously respected each other for ‘having had a go’ and there was much fraternising. I, and others, came almost instantaneously to realise that there is a greater real fraternity  horizontally between combatants who respect each other than there is vertically where respect is lacking. (Take, for example, the Truces in No Man’s Land in WW1 where, according to my father, there was substantial fraternising and unease at resumed hostilities.) There were two matters of concern. First. They thought that we stank and we thought that they did; both were correct. Secondly. They forgot to tell their planes that there had been a surrender. Accordingly, we were all bombed twice; at about 10 am. and then again at about 10.10 am. I think that there were about 20 planes but we were by then quite experienced in estimating, from the speed and height of the planes, just about where bombs that we had seen leaving the planes would land. We knew that this was ‘our lot’ and it was. They pretty well got the whole length of our convoy and as the stick (of bombs) came along you could hear and feel them getting closer and then moving away perhaps at about 150 miles per. hour. (or about 75 yards per. second). The ground really did move that day; I believe that I was bounced up about two feet but I was lucky.        

            Corporal Harry Chandler, Corporal Wal Cooney and I were prone on the ground with some three or four of the 2/40 men. One at least of the 2/40 men was wounded but Wal Cooney was killed instantly by a shrapnel sliver that hit him right in the centre of his forehead. 

         After the second bombing the Japanese produced hundreds of their ‘fried egg’  flags which they spread on the ground and the bombers then departed and we began a two-day march to Prison Camp at Usapa Besar.  

     I now intend briefly to soliloquize.

         1). I have only recently (1996) read Peter Henning’s book “ Doomed Battalion”. I had never previously intended nor even contemplated writing these reminiscences but felt compelled to do so upon being brought face to face with some unacceptable reportings and recollections. I am pleased to acknowledge my debt to Henning for drawing my attention to comments by three people whom I trusted and respected, namely Maj. Ron Campbell, Lieut. Basil Billett and Lieut. Trevor Sharman.

              (a). Henning (at p.107) has Campbell stating that ‘instead of bivouacking at Airkom we could have gone straight through to Tjamplong and the whole story could have been completely different.’ Campbell seems however to want it a bit each way because ( at p.116) Henning quotes Campbell, albeit in a slightly different context, as saying ‘ I think the whole thing acted as a very good delaying exercise. It was a worthwhile sacrifice ot those men.’ (Us!) [We will see later that it was Tsuji (see Tsuji p.6) who was instrumental in turning The Japanese Thrust away from Australia and towards India and, accordingly, our sacrifice was not only not worthwhile but was useless.]  

              (b). Henning (at pp.116/117) quotes Basil Billett in an undated interview as follows:-- “It was just a sacrifice on the political altar of British relations with the Dutch. It was only the aerodrome we were supposed to look after, and then it was not for our defence but purely for planes shooting through to Java. We went there as a battalion trained in the tactics of the First World War, and as such we should never have gone there.                         The type of battalion we were and the type of equipment we had was not suited to that operation. If they’d intended for us any purpose at all we should have been there as guerilla troops, but being condemned there on more or less a static position it was only a political exercise.”   

              (c) Henning (at p.121) comments that “  ‘ the obvious thing to do on Timor.........to be a mobile commando force, to harass and build up supply depots in the bush’, as Trevor Sharman commented was not seriously considered by any officers who had the ability to influence  the way the force would be utilised, at least not until it was too late.” 

              (d) Henning ( at p. 122) then says:-- “Despite the flaws in the strategy, the inadequacies in equipment and training, the enemy’s superiority numerically, in experience, in equipment and armament, in the air, at sea, and in operational leadership during action , the 2/40 Battalion and the British 79th. Anti-Aircraft Battery,    [And the Fixed Defence troops. EHM. ]  ‘were very successful in combat. They inflicted very heavy casualties on the Japanese, especially the paratroop force, which was virtually wiped out, and suffered very light casualties in comparison. This was a remarkable achievement*, particularly within the context of continuous Japanese air support of their troops on the ground. It would seem to indicate that had some time been given to providing** them with a sensible definition of their instructions when it became apparent that they would be defending an air base without planes against overwhelming odds, their chances of preparing for a more mobile role and fighting a successful withdrawal action would have been greatly enhanced, as would their prospects of returning to Australia later in the year as did many of those who managed to link up with the Australian guerillas in Portuguese Timor.” [* See especially Tsuji p.7]

[{Comment by EHM}** Those of us who knew anything at all at the time knew damned well that we had  to re-define our role OURSELVES on 20 Feb. 1942. This, in as was and is my personal opinion, Leggatt was grossly negligent in not even attempting, let alone doing. That assertion of mine immediately above is validated by the opinions, albeit rather more cautiously expressed above, of Campbell, Billett, Sharman and Henning. That assertion is also validated by my tribute to Bill Veale (see TIMOR pp.20-22), written over 25 years ago (in 1970),  and particularly by my :- “It can also be argued that the experience (the overwhelming of ‘Gull Force’ in Ambon by the Japanese by 4 Feb. 1942) should have provoked a response to the request to re-define the role of Sparrow Force. IT WAS CERTAINLY BEING ARGUED FROM WITHIN THE FORCE ITSELF THAT THE DEFENCE OF PREPARED POSITIONS WAS ABSOLUTELY UNREALISTIC AND THAT THE ENEMY WOULD BE MUCH MORE INCONVENIENCED BY A STRATEGY OF MOBILITY INCORPORATING HIT AND RUN TACTICS.” EHM 1970.]

              (e) The Japanese losses have been variously estimated as between 800 odd and 1000 with our losses somewhere around 80. In my own engineer unit with a strength of 55 there were 9 losses which was quite a high percentage. Although we were very lightly armed by comparison with the 2/2 Independent (Commando) Company, which had a fire power equal to or greater than the 2/40 Battalion, our equipment was heavier than that of the Japanese. For example:-- The Japs had .258 rifles and light machine-guns; we had .303 rifles and Lewis and Vickers machine-guns and we also had .45 ‘Tommy’ machine-guns--I have already stated that I acquired one. 

                            

‘Finally, with respect to arms, their grenades were more like ‘crackers’ than were our (2 1/4 pound) Mills grenades which were really very deadly indeed; and our Engineers did know how to prime, hold and throw them, that being one of the many things that Don (Junor) and I made sure our troops were drilled in, whilst in Darwin. [I had already learned at Fort Largs that it requires some skills to pull the pin properly and bowl the grenade accurately enough both to land it at the right place and at the right time.] The Japanese were brave and courageous fighters and, as I have mentioned earlier, (see    ACTION p.18) both sides respected each other at the time of our surrender. I am sure that that is the reason why they chose not to massacre us as indeed that same group had already done quite recently  to the Australians in ‘Gull Force’ at Laha airfield in Ambon. As I remember it, the one thing that initially perplexed our captors was why so many of the Japanese dead had so many bayonet wounds. They were (more than) satisfied with the (correct) explanation that wounded Japanese would feign death and then bravely open fire from behind at all in the bayonet charge; the word went around quickly that all Japanese were to be bayoneted in order to make sure that they were indeed all dead. They thought that that was great; it turned out to be only one of many, many incongruities between our two cultures that neither side could comprehend let alone resolve as we languished as ‘Guests of the Imperial Japanese Army’ of ‘Dai Nippon Gun’ for nearly the next four years.   

              (f) Henning (op.cit. pp. 117-122) makes a serious attempt to study the aftermath, if any, of the seeming misuse of 23 Brigade in general and ‘Lark’ and ‘Sparrow’ Forces in particular. It seems that complaints by Lind and Roach about Australian Army Headquarters finally persuaded the Minister of the Army, Frank Forde,  to establish a ‘wider and more comprehensive inquiry’ than an earlier ‘army court of inquiry’ in 1942.    

               That second inquiry (Henning p.118) was to examine:--“whether the forces were properly equipped for their roles, and if proper equipment was not available whether the forces should have been dispatched, whether the commanders had received adequate instructions to fulfil their tasks, whether the commanders acted with competence, whether in view of the progress of the Japanese advance adherence to the plans originally laid down was proper...and whether proper measures were taken to rescue the garrisons.” No conclusions were ever reached, of course, even though the answers to all those six questions was/is a resounding “NO!”.                   
              (g) I now conclude this soliloquy with a selection of quotations from Henning’s “ Doomed Battalion” :--

                       (i) (see p.117) “This failure (‘the capacity or the will to deal with the change in circumstances confronting the 2/40 Battalion garrison) was compounded by the establishment of ABDA and Wavell’s underestimation of Japanese ability. First and foremost, the way that ‘Sparrow Force’ was defeated in Dutch Timor was due to inadequate  leadership at the highest military level, both in Australia and the ABDA command.”

                      (ii) (see p.118) “The Prime Minister (John Curtin) commented in a letter to Forde that the statements of  Lind and Roach, ‘if accurate, disclose serious deficiencies in respect of the dispatch of the forces to Ambon and Timor.’ He (the PM) directed the Minister to consult with BLAMEY about the issues raised.” [comment by EHM: anyone who ever thought that Blamey was capable of any sensible military decision should read Athol Moffitt’s “Project Kingfisher”*(see ACTION p.23) in which it is revealed that no attempt was ever made to rescue the allied POW’s at Sandakan in 1945, seemingly because Blamey (and Curtin) were obsequious to McArthur’s authoritarian arrogance : only 6 of the 2000 odd POW’s who left Sandakan for Ranau in those ‘Death Marches’ survived. Rhetorically perhaps, why should Blamey, who was never a field commander anyway but merely only ever a staff officer be overly concerned with the interpreting of strategies of which he was certainly unmindful and, even worse, almost certainly uncomprehending.]     

                       (iii) (see p.119) “Ironically ........ if Sparrow force’s role in Dutch Timor had been more flexible, as was that of the 2/2 Independent Company in Portuguese Timor, the 2/40 Battalion would have probably tied up the Japanese forces for a longer period of time and had a greater chance of sharing the 2/2nd’s experience of evading capture and returning to Australia. Furthemore, the policy of defending fixed positions was not necessary to satisfy any political objectives Australia might have had in sending isolated battalion detachments to the area just north of Australia.’  and  ‘All three battalions of the 23rd. Brigade could have served Australian political interests, and possibly avoided capture, if their instructions had been different, although Gull force could have avoided capture only by being evacuated from Ambon before the Japanese attacked.”                            

                        (iv) (see p.120) “This (‘the single narrow road’ and ‘the terrain’) frustrated a rapid response to the paratroop attack on Babau. More significantly, Leggatt’s tactical decisions failed. The delay in using most of his infantry against Babau, and to employ the main part of his infantry and firepower only when smaller scale attacks had failed at Usau, enabled the paratroopers to hold their positions for most of the second day (21 Feb.) at Babau and most of the third day (22 Feb.) at Usau. Leggatt was consistently hamstrung by his inability to judge the speed of movement of the Japanese amphibious forces, invariably opting for a strong rearguard, slowing success at Babau and Usau. The total inadequacy of communications between units in action and their headquarters both at company and battalion level on different occasions, hindered Leggatt’s ability to make decisions more quickly on every day of action.’[Repeated comment by EHM:--Leggatt seemed willing to listen only to Maddern!] ‘Together, these circumstances imposed a continuous physical strain on the whole force for three days at least, preventing sleep for most of that period of time for many men. This increased the affects of malaria and accumulated tiredness from nights of guard duty, unloading and shifting stores and other labour duties before action, inhibiting the effectiveness of the troops with each passing day. HOWEVER, EVEN AS LATE AS THE NIGHT BEFORE SURRENDER THERE WAS STILL A CHANCE OF REACHING TJAMPLONG, although the Japanese main force was now probably too close for the ultimate success of that movement, and the complete failure of communications between the fighting force and Tjamplong put paid to that possibility. THE JAPANESE WON THE TACTICAL STRUGGLE WAGED BETWEEN LEGGATT AND HIS COUNTERPART FOR THE OPERATIONAL CONTROL OF EVENTS DURING THE ACTION.”

                                       In my opinion, those who must be held responsible for the mess in Timor are                    

   WAVELL    STURDEE   ROWELL   SCOTT   LEGGATT    BLAMEY

WHY was Leggatt awarded a D.S.O. and Maddern recommended for an M.C.? EHM.

        *Athol Moffitt: “Project Kingfisher”; Angus & Robertson, 1989.

     Further information about pre-war and POW life at Kudat, Sandakan,

     Ranau, Jesselton (now Kota Kinabalu), Tambunan, Keningau, Tenom,

     Labuan, Brunei, Miri and Kuching is given by:--

        Derwent Kell: “A Doctor’s Borneo”; Boolarong Publications, 1984.

© EHM.

POW(J)                              (“Bakayaro”)               Part 1 ( 16 pp.)

          I will attempt merely to gather some personal reminiscences of what might be called ‘singularities’ during the period 23/2/42 to 23/9/45. I will not attempt any sort of history of those times; anyone interested could consult the following sources (among others), many of them primary sources:--

Patsy Adam-Smith        “Prisoners of War”: Viking, 1992.

Louis Allen                   “Singapore 1941-1942”: Davis-Poynter, 1976.

Ken Attiwill                  “The Rising Sunset”: Robert Hale, 1957.

“Barbed Wire and Bamboo”: Official Organ, ex-POW Assocn. of Australia.

Noel Barber                  “Tanamera”: Coronet, 1982. 

Gordon Bennett           “Why Singapore Fell”: A. &R. , 1944. 

Tim Bowden                “Changi Photographer (George Aspinall)”:A1984.  

Russell Braddon           “The Naked Island”: Werner Laurie, 1952.

Russell Braddon           “The Other 100 Years War, to 2041”: Collins, 1983.                  

Roy Bulcock                 “Of Death But Once”: Cheshire, 1947.

Norman Carter              “G-string Jesters”: Currawong, 1966.

Ivan Chapman              “Tokyo Calling”: Hale and Ironmonger, 1990.

James Clavell                “King Rat”: Granada, 1965.

E.E. Dunlop                  “The War Diaries of Weary Dunlop”: Nelson, 1986.

Harry Gordon               “Die like the Carp”: Cassell, 1978.

Peter Henning               “The Doomed Battalion”: Allen and Unwin, 1995.

Betty Jeffrey                  “White Coolies”: Angus and Robertson, 1954.

Frank Legg                   “The Gordon Bennett Story”: A.&.R.,1965. 

L.D. Meo                      “Japan’s Radio War on Australia,41-45”:MUP 1968.

Charles Mc.Cormac      “You’ll Die in Singapore”: Pan. 1954.        

Ronald Mc.Kie              “Proud Echo”: Angus and Robertson, 1953.

Hank Nelson                 “Prisoners of War”: ABC, 1985.

Leslie Poidevin              “Samurais and Circumcisions”: Poidevin, 1985.

Laurens van der Post    “The Seed and the Sower”: Hogarth, 1963.

Rohan Rivett                 “Behind Bamboo”: Angus and Robertson, 1946.

Lord Russell of Liverpool “The Knights of Bushido”: Cassell, 1958. 

Jessie Elizabeth Simons “While History Passed”: Heinemann, 1954.

Masanobu Tsuji            “Singapore 1941-1942”: Oxford Uni. Press, 1988.

Geoff Tyson                   “Oesapa Besar and other Remnants”: Tyson, 1947. 

Lionel Wigmore             “The Japanese Thrust”: Aust., 1957.                                                  

            

     The Establishment of 2/1 Frt. Coy. RAE 2/AIF was:--   

    

NX71142 Capt. R.E. Ransom              SX13860 Lieut. E.H. Medlin

NX76173 Lieut. G.I. Gregory              NX71145 Lieut. D. Junor

NX38678 W.O.2 F.K.Kennedy***      NX38744 W.O.2 T.G.Ward

NX38663 S/Sgt. G.G. Adams              NX38656 S/Sgt R.G. Conley**

NX38745 Sgt. J.D. Flaherty                 NX38708 Sgt. C.A. Hindes

NX38669 Sgt. S.A. Jarvis                    SX15009 Sgt. A.J. Medlin+

SX50064 Sgt. R. Pepper**                  NX38655 Sgt. N.H. Upton

NX38667 Cpl.H.F. Chandler               NX38657 Cpl. W.D. Cooney* 

NX38664 Cpl.V.W. Crane                   NX38660 Cpl. C.H. Jessop

NX38710 Cpl. P.P. Lake+                   NX38661 Cpl. M.E.Nelligan 

NX38733 Cpl. A.L. Tingle                   NX38662 Cpl. C.J.F. Williams

NX38685 L/Cpl. P.H.Curvey               NX38737 L/Cpl. H.E. Joyce                                            NX38668 L/Cpl. J. O’Brien                 NX38686 L/Cpl. P.J. O’Reilly+

NX38672 L/Cpl. R.B. Robson

  

SX14871 Spr. R. Armstrong+               NX38673 Spr. G.H. Blackman**

NX38674 Spr. R.C. Bradley                  NX38680 Spr. M. Briggs+

NX38677 Spr. L.E. Browne*                NX38843 Spr. W. Bullerwell

NX51615 Spr. R.W. Counsel                SX15007 Spr. C.T. Foster

NX38845 Spr. H.M. Gilbert+                NX38846 Spr. R.H. Gollings**

NX38938 Spr. N.E. Green                    NX38665 Spr. I.E. Griffith

NX38689 Spr. J. Harrison*                   NX38704 Spr. K.W. Hickey

SX15008 Spr. A.B. Jones+                    NX38712 Spr. A.G.Kitson

NX38940 Spr. A.G. Leman                   NX38679 Spr. M.C. Livingstone

NX38693 Spr. A.E. Lockyer                 NX56120 Spr. A.C. Minty

NX38720 Spr. M. Morris                      NX38705 Spr. C.J. Murphy**

NX38941 Spr. E. Orth                           NX38698 Spr. P. Pearson

NX38932 Spr. B.M. Rollings**             NX38706 Spr. N.R. Sullivan 

NX38691 Spr. C.E. Willes                     NX38670 Spr. H.Mc. Williams

*  KIA     **  Missing believed KIA   ***  Died as POW

+  Died on  “TAMAHOKA  MARU”, off Nagasaki,  24 June 1944.  

                                                

            2/AIF Service Record  of SX 13860 Lieut. E.H. Medlin.

                             ( Full Time Duty 3/9/39--25/2/46)

Transfered to 2/1 Frt. Coy. RAE  2/AIF.                                  29/7/41

Entrained 4 MD  for 7 MD.                                                      30/7/41

M/I  to 7 MD.                                                                            7/8/41

Seconded to CRE 7 MD.                                                         ??/10/41 

Embarked  AMC HMAS “WESTRALIA”.                                8/12/41

Disembarked Koepang, Timor, NEI.                                        12/12/41

Detached to Combined Defence HQ, Sparrow Force.  14/1/42

POW Airkom/Usapa Besar, Timor.                                          23/2/42

Embarked  “ Dai Nichii Maru.”                                     23/9/42

Disembarked Surabaya.                                                            30/9/42

M/I  Tanjong Priok.Jakarta.                                                      1/10/42

M/I  Makasura.Bogor.                                                              28/1/43

M/I  Tanjong Priok.Jakarta.                                                      31/3/43*

M/I  Cycle Camp.Jakarta.                                                        18/4/43*

M/I  Mater Dolorosa.Jakarta.                                                   23/8/43*

M/I  Cycle Camp.Jakarta.                                                        16/10/43*

M/I  Boei Gloddock.Jakarta.                                                    27/11/43*

M/I  Cycle Camp.Jakarta.                                                        11/2/44*

M/I  Tjimahi.Bandung.                                                              28/10/44*

M/I  Landsop. (L.O.G.).Bandung.                                            27/4/45*

M/I  Cycle Camp.Jakarta.                                                        6/7/45*

V.J.  Day.                                                                                 15/8/45

Hari Merdeka !Indonesia.                                                         17/8/45  

Recovered  as POW in  Batavia/Jakarta.                                   18/9/45

Repatriated (by DC3) to 2/14 A.G.H., Singapore.                    23/9/45

             (St. Patrick’s School, East Coast Road.)

Embarked Hospital Ship “Manunda”, Keppel Harbour. 5/10/45

Disembarked  Melbourne : Heidelberg Hospital.                        24/10/45

Arrived Adelaide.                                                                     28/10/45

Daws Road Hospital/ Kapara.                                                  5/11/45

Discharged : Transferred to Reserve of Officers.                        25/2/46

             * Those above dates are as accurate as I can estimate them.

My Discharge Certificate shows a Total Effective Period of Continuous Full Time War Service of 2365 days which included Active Service of 1542days.                                                

         I will now record a number of ‘singularities’ as personally perceived by me whilst I was what was euphemistically described by the self-styled ‘Sons of Heaven’ as a ‘Guest of the Imperial Japanese Army of Dai Nippon Gun’ from 23/2/42 until I was repatriated to Singapore from Jakarta on 23/9/45.

                  ********************************************                                  

1.       Immediately following our being bombed (See ACTION p. 18) we were made to march back in the direction of Koepang. Henning (op. cit. pp. 123-148) gives an excellent account of prison-camp life at Usapa Besar and our problems with malaria, dysentery, beri-beri, scurvy, tinea, scrotal dermatitis, tropical ulcers (and the ‘sharp spoon’ of Dutch Doctor Hekking), general avitaminosis and the like.  I was, however, not one of those who avoided working parties; to the contrary I went out on all that I could and for at least three reasons.  One. It was much more interesting than moping around the camp.  Two. It was always possible to steal something, especially food, tobacco, liquor, medicines and radio parts.  Three. Although the Japs held us all in contempt, it was possible for an officer to intercede on behalf of any man in his working party who might get into some sort of strife with the guards; this worked well in Timor but, later in Java, where our guards were non-combatant Koreans you as often as not got beaten up as well but it did relieve the monotony. On one working party I came across a small wooden vial in the bedroom ceiling of an abandoned ‘native-hut’ that we were harvesting for atap and thatch to convert into huts in the coconut grove that was  Usapa Besar. There was also a Kiwi Australian Army issue boot polishing kit which I reclaimed and still have. The vial contained 6 small but natural pearls (which I also still have) suggesting that the occupant had been a ‘Koepanger’, meaning a Pearl Diver working out of Broome or Derby. On another working party, at Tenau, we noticed about a dozen Motor Torpedo Boats moored close ashore. Basil Billet and I romanced about hi-jacking one of them one night. In any case, I made a ‘Sextant’ by separating the identical optical components (f= 5 cm.) of a rapid-rectilinear eye-piece by about 10cm. being twice the focal length of each component; the result is an Astronomical (inverting) Telescope of unit magnification. The components were mounted on a tobacco tin which all smokers had as a tinder box with charred rag as tinder and a piece of steel and a flint stone. Had we been able to escape by sea and sail due south (which would have been the easy part) then it would have been critical to know our positional Latitude in order not to land on some most inhospitable part of North West Australia. With the ‘Sextant’ it was possible to measure the Altitude (being the angle between the horizon and the star) of a known star and particularly as it transits the prime Meridian, being the North/South Great Circle through the Zenith; at transit the Altitude is a maximum. It is necessary to know the Declination of that star (or Declension, being the angle between that star and the Celestial Equator; ie. its Celestial Latitude) whereupon simple trigonometry shows that for the star below the Zenith :-Lat. = Dec. + Alt.(max) -- 90 = Dec. --(90--Alt.) = Dec.-- Z.D.  (where all measurements are in degrees) 

         On yet another working party, we once again found a cache of Fosters Export Lager under the debris in a shop in badly looted Koepang. From memory there were about half-a-dozen of us who were ‘in the know’. Our job was to clean up the town which was a quite protracted task at any time. It goes without saying that we were as ‘high as kites’ when returning to Usapa Besar each evening. On one particular occasion I was in the cabin of the truck with the Japanese Corporal driver and our troops were on the back of the tray and all were quite merry. I was either humming or whistling an Operetta that I knew from Fort Largs when the driver said, correctly,‘Le Capitaine Craddock!”  He never said another word and was otherwise quite unresponsive.  I have never ever met another single person who could name that Operetta nor have I been able to get a copy but I still hope one day to be able to do so.

         I close this section with two general comments.  First. On or around each full moon ‘ Betsy bomber’ planes came in to Penfui, probably from Kendari. There were fifty or so and for some four or five nights they took off and returned some five or six hours later which suggested that their target had been Darwin. That this practice continued until we were taken from Timor to Java on 23/9/42 testified to at least some of us that we were impotent in our own defence and that it was to be a long war. On rare occasions there were retaliations. According to Henning (op.cit. p.139) it was on 23/3/42 that a Lockheed Hudson piloted by Flt.Lieut.Jack Mc.Alister was shot down by Zeros; in any case Mc.Alister finished up with us. On another occasion I was with our troops in their hut one night when a Hudson flew in quite low right over our camp and in a direct line for Penfui. There were lights on and the Japs in the Guard House next to our Engineers hut were really screaming mad for all lights to be extinguished. I went to the Officers lines where Leggatt and Maddern were playing cards with a light on.  1.(ctnd.) When I told them that the Japs were beating up my troops at the other end of the camp Maddern said to me “If you’re too bloody scared then go on up the beach”. I told Leggatt that someone was going to get killed because the Japs were really beside themselves; and I asked who would then be to blame. Leggatt had the light put out and the mutual hostility between Maddern and me was further kindled. [Leggatt and Maddern left Timor for Java on 28/7/42 with others in a first draft; they were then quickly transferred to Singapore and remained there (until the Japanese capitulation) where according to Henning (op.cit. p 275) “Leggatt and Maddern assumed positions within the administration of the Australian camp in Changi, at Selarang, under ‘Black Jack’Galleghan, Maddern becoming camp adjutant.”]

Secondly. I was never one of those who could only survive by fantasising to the effect that ‘the Americans have landed’ or ‘we’ll be home in three weeks’ and such nonsense. On the day that we marched out of Oesapa Besar (23/9/42) to board the “Dai Nichi Maru” our Garrison RMO Capt. D.N. (Doug) Gillies and I were together and we agreed that it would have to be 3 years at least before we could have any expectation of freedom. It is perhaps somewhat ironical that it was exactly 3 years to the day that I was repatriated to Singapore. 

2.       Henning (op.cit. p.148) correctly describes the “Dai Nichi Maru” as a ‘rust bucket’. Each man had a space 5 ft.6 ins. by 1 ft.6 ins. and there were two rows of troops - port and starboard in each of four holds. I tried to mollify our troops by pointing out that our conditions were exactly as for the Japs save that we were bigger and many of us had dysentery and/or malaria. The food was good by comparison with Oesapa Besar. We got whale meat and fresh vegetables and those of us with scurvy, including me, were instantly cured. As Henning (op.cit. p 148) reports we were bombed by an RAAF Hudson while anchored at Dili but the ship was not straddled with bombs which actually missed by at least 100 yards; I was on deck at the time in the interminable queue for the ‘Heads’. Our senior officer on board was Major J. Dempsey O.C. British 79th. Light Anti-Aircraft Battery. Some of us thought that we would be able to capture the ship as it headed away from Timor and along the Lesser Sunda islands. I still had, and indeed still have, my ‘Sextant’ which would have been useful because I did then know the Declinations of Alpha Crux (63S), Sirius (17S) and Canopus (53S). It all 2 collapsed when our convoy of two ‘rust buckets’ was joined by a Japanese Sloop which then escorted us, and successfully, even through the Trench (‘The Wallace Line’) between Lombock and Bali where Allied submarines lurked, as at least one did on the night of 29/9/42.  Our effective land speed was said to be something like 2 knots as we shuddered for quite some hours against the tidal flow out of the almost land-locked Java Sea. We wished the submarine(s) no harm provided that it/they POQ’d out of our lives pronto! It was just a few days before that Maj. Dempsey in reporting, as was our wont, from his visit to the ‘Heads’, that the nearest land was only about a mile away. It will be understood that this was valuable information should we be torpedoed and have to swim for it. When asked the direction of that nearest land Dempsey merely pointed straight down. (It is rather strange that such drollery can and indeed does reconcile the survival and the resignation mechanisms.)

3.         Once again Henning ( op.cit. pp. 149—192) gives an excellent account of prison-camp life, this time in Java, where I spent three years being the rest of my incarceration. He describes our rude awakening as our combatant guards in Timor gave way to non-combatant, albeit uniformed, Koreans who had been brought to the ‘ Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere’ in the expectation of being farmers. The Japanese had an abominable habit of face-slapping ; a Colonel would slap a Captain and once started the process would go right down the line through the Koreans and finish up with us of course.  It required some skill, and experience, to ride the assault and to avoid our eardrums being broken.  We also had to shave our heads and pass the ‘ pinch test’.  Everyone, of whatever rank, had to make obeisance to every Jap and Korean.  We quickly learnt :-- Kiotské ( Attention) ; Keré ( bow, properly) ; Naoré ( As you were) ; Kashira Migi ( Eyes Right) ; Kashira Naga ( Eyes Left) ; Yasumé ( Stand Easy/Dismiss) ; Tenko ( ‘Roll Call’ Parade) ; Itchi, Ni, San, Shi, Go, Roko, Shichi, Hachi, Cu, Ju, Ju-Itchi and so on.  The ultimately abusive and contemptuous form of address was invariably “BAKAYARO”.

4.         Tanjong Priok is the harbour of Batavia/Jakarta and has been notorious for centuries for health problems particularly for malaria and dysentery. In Timor we were already exposed to both benign and malignant tertian malaria and to bacillary and amoebic dysentery and much else like scurvy, beri-beri, pellagra, dengue and the like.  (It was, for example, at Priok that the only member of Bligh’s epic 4000 mile sea journey to die did so in 1789.)  Many of those of us from Timor had actually already been victims of benign tertian and malignant tertian malaria, of bacillary and amoebic dysentery, of hookworm, of strongyloides, of vitamin deficiency conditions and the like. I was in Priok for Armistice (Poppy) Day and Christmas Day 1942; I remember the Priok Concert Party and that most moving “Goodnight Melody” printed both by Poidevin (op.cit.pp.78,79) and Henning (op.cit. pp. 162,163). [I spent the 1943 Christmas in Gloddock (cf. the film “Merry Christmas Mr. Lawrence” and Laurens van der Post of whom more, much more, later) and the 1944 Christmas in Tjimahi.]

5.       We, from Timor, found the British-type attitude to camp discipline in Java to be irritating. Henning (op.cit. p.152) comments on our “more casual approach to parade ground etiquette” resulting from “Leggatt’s own personal leadership style.” Most of us Australians saw no sense in our troops saluting officers or in officers saluting more senior officers; this did of course lead to friction between Aussies and Poms. Henning, also at p.152, says “The Australian senior officer in Changi, ‘Black Jack’ Galleghan, who epitomised British military tradition, insisted on strict adherence to military rules and regulations, and enforced strongly an edict that Australian prisoners had to dress to the best of their ability. Galleghan criticised Leggatt’s attitude and ‘upbraided Leggatt one morning at breakfast. Leggatt’s response was, ‘For God’s sake stop nagging’.” It is interesting that Dunlop (op.cit. p. 63) says in his Diary for 10/7/42 while in Landsop (LOG) “Discipline question may be a little clarified by the publication of the following from the manual of military law 1941-- quoting AMR and R(sic) 76 ‘an officer or soldier, although he has become a prisoner of war, remains subject to the provisions governing the military relations of superior and subordinate and the military duty of obedience.’ Dunlop makes some several references to miscreants (Franklin, Hess, Leach), to a General Court Martial, and says (op.cit. p.93) in his Diary entry for 21/9/42 “Much trouble this afternoon owing to prisoner Franklin being reported out of his cell 1345.  All prisoners have been reported to be getting out at night, another key is suspected, also connivance of the guards. New squad of police (Aust. and Brit.) are now detailed for police duty and take over today.” Amazing!!!  I have never ever seen such a bizarre situation and would not have wanted to.  Dunlop’s attitude to discipline seems somewhat ambivalent. For example, he says (op.cit. p.141) on arriving in Singapore from Java on 7/1/43 “Finally we were set down in a large square (parade-ground) and, to my astonishment, neatly dressed officers came out carrying canes, blowing out puffy little moustaches and talking in an ‘old chappy’ way.” Dunlop was a non-combatant but was held in high regard by all the ‘Java rabble’ who considered him to be their Commanding Officer. Dunlop (op.cit. pp.144/145) is clearly miffed by attempts by ‘HQ AIF’ to replace him with the senior combatant officer. Brig. A.S. Blackburn V.C. (C.O. 2/3 M/Gun Bn.) was already in Singapore and wrote “I have considered this matter and desire Lt-Col. Dunlop to retain command for administrative and disciplinary purposes so long as the troops brought over by him remain together as a body.”  Dunlop goes on to say, disarmingly, in his Diary for 10/1/43 “Dinner tonight at AIF HQ’.................. ‘BJ (Gallaghan) then saw me again and said he was satisfied, but he would now give me a formal authority to command the troops.  I remained bland and friendly and assured him I bore him no resentment (for meddling in my affairs) [comment by EHM: AMR&O 76 notwithstanding!] and that it was nice of him to go to all these pains on my behalf.”  

         [Even though Changi was almost certainly the best of all the prison camps (in spite of its evocatory evil reputation) in the ‘Co-Prosperity’ Sphere I am very pleased never to have been in it with all its humbug. I found much more interesting and useful activities while ‘in the bag’ than going around saluting and being saluted.] 

6.         Dunlop and I were in the same prison camps in Java -- namely Tjimahi, Landsop and Makasura -- albeit at different times. We all did a lot of marching from and to the Batavia railway station ‘Meester Cornelius’. Dunlop (op.cit. pp. 4-155) recounts his experiences in Java and the trip to Singapore arriving (see para. 5 above) on 7/1/43. He and his party left Makasura on 4/1/43 and we arrived from Priok on 28/1/43, and almost exactly one year after first being ‘shot-up’ by the Japs in Timor. The bugs were always hungry and aggressive after a camp had been vacated for some time and this was no exception. By this time we had become skilled in attracting them out of their crevices and trapping them in the hairs of our forearms and flicking them to their doom; but to return to Dunlop. I only met Weary Dunlop twice; first, when I attended a Sparrow Force Reunion in Feb 1976 at Ulvestone and secondly when he launched Les Poidevin’s “Samurais and Circumcisions” in Adelaide in 1985. Weary had died by the time that I attended my second Sparrow Force Reunion in Feb. 1996 at Hobart. Dunlop has become an Ikon, a Legend, and deservedly so. However,

within my experience of them, all of our Doctors did their jobs; it might even be remarked that they were fortunate to have jobs to do and I believe that our Doctors would not disagree with that. Our own Doctors were Max Brown (2/40), Doug Gillies (Garrison), Roy Stevens and Les Poidevin (Field Ambulance) and John Winter (Dental Unit). All deserve credit but I have often paid special tributes to Stevens and Poidevin who remained at our base Hospital at Tjamplong and allowed themselves to be captured with their patients even though all that they might expect would be to be massacred. Poidevin (op.cit. pp. 1/2) gives a light-hearted account of the way that it was explained to them that they were not to be massacred, as distinct from Ambon, but that “now prisoners on Timor...Japanese no kill--very kind. All men sit still.” I have never heard any criticism of any of our other POW Doctors; to the contrary there has been praise for them all including our South Australians, the late Drs. Allan Hobbs and Syd Kranz.  I must also pay tribute to the Dutch Doctor Hekking who also allowed himself to be captured in Tjamplong and whom we came to admire not only for his knowledge of tropical conditions and remedies but also for his off-beat humour; he did however test us sorely with his proffered doggerel that “every day in every way I am getting better, better, better.”

7.         I left Timor with a well-used aluminium tinder box. An artist of sorts had, with Drypoint, made an image on the lid of one of the searchlight emplacements at Klapalima with the beam spreading across Koepang Bay to Tanjong Oisina and Soelamoe. The bottom of that box has the Engineer’s Badge, my Unit and my initials, E.H.M.. I was in Cycle Camp just off King William (? of Orange) Square -- now Merdeka Square -- on four different occasions. On one of those occasions -- perhaps the second -- I came to be Prisoner # 9223 Java Camp as my aluminium badge records together with the information in Japanese characters that I am an Australian Officer. I still have and treasure both those (rather trumpery) artifacts. I also had with me a pair of 9 ct. gold cuff-links given to me on my 21st. birthday. I sold to the Japs one piece of each link and one chain on separate occasions and brought home one complete initialled link that I had kept as a ‘nest egg’. 

8.       On my second visit to Priok things were not good and I got the hell beaten out of me by a Jap for not getting up and bowing but I had gotten dry beri-beri and could not stand up. Any way I was put in the Priok ‘Hospital’and then went to the Cycle Camp where fortunately there was a library of books from, perhaps among other places, ‘ The Hong Hoa Hwee Kuan School Library, Batavia.’  As I remember it one of our 2/3 M/G Officers, Dick a’Beckett acted as Librarian.  In any case, there were two books there, both classics, that nobody ever wanted and I was able to acquire them and get the Japanese to censor and stamp them.  Those books were:- Sir James Jeans : “The Mathematical Theory of Electricity and Magnetism.”

                            Fifth Edition ;      Princeton University Press, 1933.

Eugen Jahnke & Fritz Emde : “Tables of Functions, with Formulae and 

    Curves.”           B.G. Teubner   /  Leipzig & Berlin, 1933.           

I treasured those books, worked with and from them, carried them from camp to camp and still have them. Some time later I found myself with a particularly virulent bout of bacillary dysentery. Les Poidevin (op.cit. p.90) says “On 23/8/43 , (these) nine medical orderlies and the Australian Medical Officers left Cycle camp to establish St Vincentius and Mater Dolorosa hospitals.” Henning (op.cit. p. 185) also states that the Japanese established those two hospitals “towards the end of August”1943. I was one of the early patients in Mater Dolorosa (Mother of Sorrows). You hear some weird stories about people expected to die overnight in prison camp but most of those stories are apocryphal. Within my experience it was customary to put such people to one side even if only so as not to disturb those with some chance of making it overnight. Anyway I was certainly put to one side but declined to die and gradually made some sort of recovery.

         It was while in Mater Dolorosa that I met my mentor and dear friend Lieutenant Ir. Felix van Wijk. I became his willing student and spent all my available time when not on working parties with Felix. He had been teaching at the Institute of Technology in Bandung but was always worried about his wife Willy who was interned somewhere in Java, he believed. Felix had graduated from the Technical High School in Delft (what’s in a name), one of the best Universities in the world. He seemed to me to know everything about mathematics and physics; he certainly knew of the implications of the 1939 Hahn/Meissner/Frisch experiments with nuclear fission; even I was not surprised to learn of the Hiroshima and Nagasaki atomic bombs in August 1945. Pencils and paper were at a premium and in any case note making was strictly forbidden as was mapmaking and, if caught, could incur ‘very heavy penalties’. Nevertheless, I studied with Felix in Mater Dolorosa, in Cycle Camp and in Tjimahi which was for about 16 months. We generally worked in the open on the ground in the dirt after which I would commit it secretly to paper. I made up a booklet from folded foolscap leaves giving four pages per leaf and forty pages in total. By writing small and tidily I managed to get about a thousand words or symbols on each page. (On returning home and going to the University I was given some status for that work but was not fit enough to take advantage of it.) I went through many searches as we went from camp to camp but my notes were never found largely because I secreted the material in Jeans’ Electromagnetism text and that had been franked by the Japs as I always pointed out to them; nevertheless, they were trying, albeit exciting, times at each search. I also carried other material with me and in a wallet embossed H.M.  .There were a number of photographs all of which I got the Japs to frank by telling them that they were all of family members.  There was also a variety of other material in that wallet including a notebook. If and when sighted by the Japs I was quick to give the Buddhist prayer sign and point to their prayer pouches on their belts; the Japanese were quite respectful of religion and of families and I never had any trouble over that wallet and its contents. I did however take the opportunity to secrete the Nominal Roll of the personnel of our Unit in my wallet and got it safely home. I have recently (1997) sent a copy of that Nominal Roll to George Adams who has circulated it to the remaining members of our Unit.

         I do still have that 40 page notebook which I intend to go ultimately to the Australian War Memorial. When my wife retired as Principal of Pembroke School at the end of 1990 we moved from Kensington Park to Crafers. (It was not an easy time for any of us because Didi had worked to the very last day. We had some hundreds of cartons of books and papers not to mention furniture and personal effects. Further I had been assessed by Veterans’ Affairs as ‘Totally and Permanently Incapacitated’ (TPI) and was having peripheral vascular and neuropathy problems.) I was not able to locate that notebook from January 1991 until I found it just a few days ago (6/9/97) to my immense relief.

         Topics covered include:-- the Greek Alphabet, Physical Constants, Wave Mechanics, Quantum Theory, Integral Equations, Pascal’s Triangle, Electrolysis, Valve Characteristics, Non-linear Wave Propagation, Calculus, Optical Instruments: Gratings, Microscopes, Telescopes; Resolving Power, Group Velocity, Trigonometry: Planar; Spherical and Hyperbolic, Surveying, Astronomical Navigation, Integrals of Circular and Hyperbolic Functions, Cartesian Polar Spherical and Spherical Polar Co- ordinates, Forced Damped Harmonic Motion, Atomic Physics, Bohr’s Model, Quantum Numbers, Thermodynamics: First, Second and Third Laws, Maxwell’s Relations, Critical Points, Phase Diagrams, Triple Points, Van de Waal’s gases, Gibb’s Phase Rule, Entropy and Probability, Strength of Materials, Moment of Inertia, Radius of Gyration, Special and General Relativity, D’Alembert Lagrange and Hamilton Mechanics, Cylindrical Harmonics and Bessel Functions, Gamma and Beta Functions, Vector Analysis, Scalar and Vector Fields, Kepler’s Planetary Laws, Rotating Co-ordinate Systems, Stokes and Greens Theorems, Electromagnetism, Maxwell’s Equations (in differential form), Magnetostatics, Resistive and Reactive (inductive and capacitive) Circuits, Modern Geometry (harmonic pencils and cuts), Crystallographic Classes and Groups, Transmission Line Theory, Transformers and Motors, Circuit Transients, Fourier’s Theorem and Fourier Series Analysis, Integral Tranforms, Systems of Units and Physical Dimensions of Electrical Quantities and Astronomy.

        I absorbed some, albeit not all, of the above material but it kept me reasonably sane and certainly alert. Didi (my wife) and I kept in contact with Felix and Willy after she was recovered in, I think, Malang during the Indonesian Independence Revolution and they had then both returned to Holland. Didi’s sister Babs visited them in Delft and so did Didi and I in 1955 when we were back at Cambridge and hitch-hiking and youth-hostelling in Europe. Felix was subsequently appointed to the Chair of Metallography in The Hague. I attended an International Union of Crystallography Conference in Rome in September 1963 and was to meet Felix and Willy in the Hague on my way through Europe to meet up again with Didi, Bill and Anna who were staying with my brother Brian in Oxford from where we were to go to London where I was to work with (Nobel Laureate) Maurice Wilkins in the Medical Reseach Unit of King’s College, London. When I arrived at their house it was deserted and the neighbours told me that Felix had died suddenly and that Willy was distraught and was being sheltered by an uncle whose name now eludes me. I did finally meet them but my condolences could do little to help Willy. She did promise to come to London for a rest with us (they had no children) but sadly our desultory contacts lapsed.  

9.       I also secreted in that H.M. wallet three other Documents, all printed on tissue paper and one of which was  regarded by some ( but not by me ) as necessary to protect us from being guilty of treason or some such nonsense.(a)  On 25/11/42 we were ‘ordered’ by Lieut. Takasawa, the Jap. Commandant of the POW camp at Tandjong Priok to sign a Written Oath that:- “I, the undersigned, hereby solemnly swear to obey all orders of DAI NIPPON GUN and furthermore I also solemnly swear that under no circumstances will I try to escape.” It was no big deal in my personal opinion because it was made clear to Takasawa that we would only sign under duress in which case any such oath was meaningless. Takasawa said, at a conference, that the ‘serious punishment’ for not signing was ‘DEATH’ and he signed the following on 25/11/42:-- “I, the undersigned, have ordered you to sign under duress the Written Oath.” So we all signed and to hell with AMR&O’s. I have a Certified True Copy by Col. C.W. Lane  Br.Com. T.P. Camp 27/11/42. The Australian Army Officers with copies of the full documentation were A.G. Trevena, Duncan Burr, Terry East, Brian Primrose, Les Poidevin, Harry Medlin and Alan Gordon and Sgts. S. Davies and R.J. Coutts. [I seem to remember that we repeated the charade about a year later in Boei Gloddock; certainly we were all herded together one night in the main square in that gaol with lights full on and machine guns at the four corners on top of the walls and trained down on us, but it all fizzled out perhaps because we all signed yet again and, further, that we were really there to work in their string factory.] 

         While in Gloddock I managed to get on the permanent outside working party that tended the Jap’s banana grove and vegetable garden. We were able to bury a 44-gallon drum and use it to cache tomatoes and hands of bananas for ripening, plundering and smuggling in for the sick. There was serious trouble once when the Java POW Commandant Col. (Bug whiskers) Anami found that we had not planted castor oil trees as required. The whole camp worked for 36 hours non-stop to dig the whole area from the gaol to the canal and plant the seedlings. (The Japs could never understand why our plants never fruited; the Dutch had shown us how to prevent pollenisation and therefore fertilisation.) I only ever met one friendly guard and that was in Gloddock. He was a Korean, a Christian and a Sergeant. His name was Gigawa and we called him Gigawa San. He would let us Yasumé and give us cigarettes but he had to be very careful. I seem to remember that he went as a guard on the ill-fated “TAMAHOKA MARU” and was not seen again. (b) Somehow or another there came into my possession in late 1943 a flyer on rice-paper headed “This is Djakarta calling : Friend of the War Prisoners” . It purported to promote a two-way letter radio service between us and our families in Australia around the time of “this third Christmas of the Greater East Asia War.” (ie.1943) .Poidevin (op.Cit. pp.65,66) writes of an “Australian lieutenant who was a journalist ........... with very pale blue eyes which were not steady, and who had been talked about for his performance in Timor.” He was taken from Priok early in 1943 and made to work for the Japs at Radio Djakarta. Poidevin says of an Englishman in the same position that “he led a relatively comfortable existence while his colleagues suffered and as such his later ostracism was warranted” and that “The Australian journalist lived much the same type of existence in Batavia working for the Japanese and his fate* after capitulation is not known to me.”  Poidevin also says that “we did consider that writing and broadcasting for the Japanese was outside limits.” Henning (op.cit. p.157) comments that “Once an Australian had seriously breached the code of behaviour in these ways it was virtually impossible for him to win back respect.” That is as may be but the person is known to have been Lieut. G.J. (‘Wilf’) Nichol 2/40 Bn. 4 Platoon (Carriers).[see Action p.6]. He came into the Cycle Camp on (at least) one occasion in 1944, well turned out, but no one would speak to him.          

         * Russel Piggott told me in 1976 that Nichol, far from keeping out of sight after he got home, had become a (Liberal) Member of the Victorian Parliament and that he (Piggott) had abused Nichol for his arrogance in this respect; but I cannot vouch for the accuracy or otherwise of this information.

         In any case, Nichol seems to have been treated leniently, at least by comparison with others in similar positions. Without knowing outcomes it is interesting that:-- (i) the Englishman referred to above “was arrested in October 1945 and held in gaol in Singapore by SEAC ( South-East Asia Command.) (see Poidevin op.cit. p. 65)  (ii) other Australians, notably John Holland (alias ‘David Lester’) and Major C.H. (Charles) Cousens, were involved in working for Radio Tokyo; see for example:--

   L.D.Meo    “Japan’s Radio War on Australia 1941-1945”: MUP 1968

   Ivan Chapman  “Tokyo Calling : the Charles Cousens Case’: H&I 1990

         Major Cousens was charged with high treason and, although the charges were dropped, his Commission was cancelled which action “bore the marks of vindictiveness which did no credit.” (Chapman op.cit. p.354) (c) The Officer POW’s in Tjimahi were asked in December 1944 “to state frankly their feelings on spending their third Christmas in the hands of the Nipponese Army.” We knew from the ‘dinkum gen’ that the tide had turned against the Axis but we were cautious about the motives of the Japs at all times, and with good reason as we shall see. Our response was to The Colonel Commanding, No. 1 POW Division, Imperial Nippon Army. That response, of which I have a copy, did point out that, although Japan did not ratify the 1929 Geneva Convention, they had said that they proposed to act in accordance with it and indeed confirmed that in writing in a letter to Air Vice Marshall Maltby on the capitulation in Java. After asserting how POW’s were treated in our countries and contrasting that with our dastardly treatment by the Japs, our response concluded with “we are afraid that when the war is over our countries will not be able to understand why we have been treated in so different a manner and why so many of the people captured in Java have died.” Not only of course did things not get better but they actually got worse and had it not been for the abrupt end of the war caused by the atomic bombs on Hiroshima and Nagasaki all POW’s would have been massacred. [There is ample evidence that it was a central policy to kill all prisoners but in our case it is sufficient to quote Trevor Sharman in Henning (op.cit. p.192). “But the (slit) trenches we dug (in Batavia) were by no means slit trenches. No one was in any doubt whatsoever that the trenches were designed for one purpose only, a burial place for us. They were five to six feet wide and seven to eight feet deep, and ran the length of the compound. If the atomic bombs hadn’t been dropped they were going to make a last stand and we would have been killed.” There is also evidence that there was another likely scenario for us, namely a forced march from Batavia to Bandung with the same outcome as for Sandakan to Ranau; I have heard that it was scheduled to start on 23 October 1945.] 

10.      I have recorded (POW p.3) that seven of our Unit died on the “TAMAHOKA MARU” on 24 June 1944. Three of the five South Australians in our Unit were among that seven including my brother Arthur. A skeletal account of the journey is given in “Barbed Wire and Bamboo” Vol. 47 No. 1 February 1995 pp.8,9. We knew in Cycle Camp who was to be in the draft but in the usual way had no idea of the destination. I got up in the dark on the morning of 19 May ’44, got through the wire, gave them the money I had and said goodbye and good-luck to our lads including Arthur.    

© EHM.

POW(J)                                                                    Part 2 ( 12 pp.)

10 (ctnd.)The voyage of that party of 41 officers and 737 men was a bit odd.

           SHIP                      DEPART                               ARRIVE

      Kiska Maru        Priok        19/5/44                  Singapore      22/5/44

       Bijo Maru           Singapore    3/6/44                Manila Bay     11/6/44

       Bijo Maru         Manila Bay  14/6/44                  Takao           18/6/44

   Tamahoka Maru     Formosa    19/6/44     (40M. S.W.Nagasaki 24/6/44)

The first indication that we in Cycle Camp had that anything was amiss was when some of the guards who had been with the party arrived back with the news of the torpedoing off Nagasaki. The Japanese kept careful personnel records and I got myself on the working party that did fatigue work in the Records Office down town and sadly I discovered our casualties. It is now known that of the 257 Australians aboard only 72 landed at Nagasaki. Even those were further at risk because of the atomic bomb. [That BW&B states that,of that 72, 17 were still alive in early 1995 including Spr.A.E. Lockyer.]  

11.      It is with some reluctance that I come now to a discussion of the person called ‘van’ by Weary Dunlop in his Memoirs and who, being Lt.Col. Laurens F. van der Post, wrote the Foreword in Weary’s “War Memoirs”.         Les Poidevin (op.cit. p. 143) makes guarded reference to van der Post (who was actually a Colonial Rhodesian) when he says “One Dutch (sic.) Colonel, in particular, who strutted with confidence behind his well filled abdomen, was often seen approaching the Japanese administrative offices where Sonne had his rooms. It may only have been coincidence but our Australian troops began to wonder if there were any relationship between the sudden searches, especially of the Australian quarters, and this Dutch Officer’s visits to Sonne’s quarters. We could not be sure but we did have our strong suspicions...Australian soldiers are pretty shrewd and observant.”     

         I will now reproduce three of my letters that bear upon van der Post.

(a) letter from EHM to Kevin Magarey drafted 10/11/83 and sent 1/7/85.

         “You will remember that I was surprised when you rang me on Mon.31 October 1983 and said that I had agreed earlier to record some reminiscences of contacts with a certain Laurens van der Post. I still have no recollection of any such agreement and indeed think that there has been some misunderstanding. I certainly have expressed views to you and to Rosemary Burdon on that person and in particular on a book of his “The Seed and the Sower.” I knew van der Post when we were Prisoners of War of the Japanese in a number of camps in Java during the period 1942 to 1945. I mistrust and suspect the judgements and indeed the motives of van der Post and,

11. (a) (ctnd.)

uniquely for me, recall him with an absence of affection. I avoided him immediately following his telling a small group of us that he was really with “British Intelligence”; information which whether correct or incorrect was in my opinion improperly and dangerously disclosed in all the then circumstances.

         I think that it is fair comment to observe that it was and is my personal opinion that van der Post suffered from delusions of grandeur and that it was my impression of his behaviour that he consistently presented himself as a sort-of latter-day Lawrence of Arabia.

         When you told me that the film “Merry Christmas, Mr. Lawrence” was based on “The Seed and the Sower”, I told you that on recently returning to Australia I had read a review of that film and that I intended to see it even though I was at the time unaware of the connection with van der Post. I agreed that you might encourage a colleague of yours, Mr. Russell McDougall, to interview me after I had seen the film; which I have now done. But things have changed.  

         The film is in my opinion a triumph for its Japanese Director, even though it has been impossible for him to recapture the actual atmosphere, squalor, stench, obscenity and so on of those horrible times. The settings look to me to be much more romantic than in reality they are today, let alone 40 years ago. The Japanese were not portrayed as being as bestial as they actually were in spite of the earnest endeavours of the Director to do so. The credits and disclaimers read that all characters in the film are fictitious; THEY ARE NOT !!! As in the book, YONOI is SONEI, HARA is MORI, LAWRENCE is guess whom? And, rhetorically, what of the third murderer, KASIYAMA, up to whom van der Post apparently could not suck? What of the dastardly poor wretches who returned to Java from Ambon and Haroekoe, only hinted at in the film, in a physical and mental state unequalled except perhaps in Belsen, Dachau, Buchenwald and so on. How dare van der Post have ‘Lawrence’ say to ‘Hara’ (both in the book and the film) that if it lay with him he would let him out and send him straight back to his family. I do not believe that you can begin to conceive what a beast Mori was.

         I have tried over the years to rid my mind of those horrors and I do not care to reflect upon them. I do not want a witch-hunt but I am equally concerned not to see apologias and especially by people who might be, in my opinion, themselves vulnerable; such people should keep their heads down perhaps in shame but certainly in decency.   

         [It is of course a fact that Kasiyama and ‘Lawrence’s’ soul-mates Yonoi (Sonei) and Hara (Mori) were executed after proper trial for crimes against humanity, including, in the case of Sonei, women and children. The book and the film have disgusted me and remind me of our League of Rights which has recently claimed that the Holocaust was a fiction and also of those who try to tell me and others that Himmler and Goebbels were really alright because they loved children and flowers and the like.]

         I do not care to reflect further on those times; I am pretty tough but see no merit in allowing myself to get emotionally involved in frustrating the self-aggrandisement of a now knighted egomaniac. Nor do I see that I have any responsibility to shield those into whose uncritical affections ‘our man’ has insinuated himself. (vdP is godfather to Prince William!). Nor do I feel particularly responsible for pointing out what I consider to be not only illiteracies of his book but also the inaccuracies of what is clearly based on the distorted experiences of an unrepresentative individual. I am in a state of some shock through disgust and revulsion. Enough is enough.

         In all these circumstances my involvement in this question is of necessity ended. You may however make whatever use you like of this letter bearing in mind of course that I write to you in good faith and that you become the publisher should you circulate it. Perhaps I am still capable of having and expressing ‘impure thoughts’ but fortunately I am not beholden to Hirohito, Tojo, Sonei, Mori, Kasiyama or any other feudal thug or even to Sir Laurens van der Post.”   

(b) letter from EHM to Kevin Magarey 5/2/86.

         “As you know, I have not previously replied to your note of 8/7/85 in response to my draft letter to you of 10/11/83 which I sent off on 1/7/85. No; Alex (Castles: Law Professor) did not clear my letter. If I understood him at all, which I doubt, he said that such things should be collected somewhere even if only to be used when people die. But I have changed my mind about my attitude to van der Post; and so much so that you may use my letter to you in any way you wish.

         The reason is that, quite independently of me, several perhaps circumstantial strands have come together :--

                   1). Didi and I got a Xmas card from ‘Alex and Judy’. He is Alex W. Kerr; ex. Lieut.     R.N. and ex Manager Lloyds Bank and ex. Japanese POW. I enclose a photostat of his Xmas message. [That message was - ‘Just got a copy of Les’ book in which Harry Medlin is mentioned.  That must have cost you!!!  And did you read that some Dutchman has blown the gaff* on van der Post?]     

               2). I also enclose some photostats of the blowing of the gaff* by David Kriek. It all makes sense to me.
                    3).The above in 2) was given to me by an ex-Jap. POW , E.D.G. (Ted) Howard, who has also read “The Seed and the Sower” and who wonders whether or not he was in the same camps as van der Post. I kept records and have assured Ted that he was there with ‘our hero’ and that ‘our hero’is just a bloody deluded liar. Ted Howard is less critical than I am and rather more generous and remains confused, if not bewildered, by the antics of van der Post.

                     4).The book referred to by Alex (‘Scratch’) Kerr is Les Poidevin’s “Samurais and Circumcisions”. Les was one of our Medical Officers and was at one stage Director** of the Queen Victoria Hospital and on the O.& G. staff of the University (of Adelaide). I refer you to certain paragraphs on page 143 of his book. The ‘Dutch Officer” referred to was, guess who, van der Post. I have challenged Poidevin as to why he squibbed it in not naming him. Fortune does apparently favour the brave and van der Post bluffs us all. Anyway van der Post is the person referred to: what can be made of the juxtaposition with homosexuality??!!

         This saga is likely to continue as the fraudulent misrepresentations of ‘our hero’ get increasingly unravelled.”

         ** Les Poidevin was actually Superintendent, not Director.

         * In ‘The Mail on Sunday’, November 10, 1985 pp. 12,13 there appeared an article headlined “LAURENS OF JAVA” with several other headlines thus:--

     “Mystery of what really happened when jungle war hero van der Post                 

              was caught by the Japanese on Secret Mission 43.”   and

  “ AMAZING ALLEGATIONS AGAINST THE OLD MAN WHO IS

                     PRINCE  CHARLES’S  CLOSEST  FRIEND.” 

                                                

I believe that the article attempts to be balanced and fair but, in the event, van der Post emerges in a very poor light. His critics are :--

         (i) David Kriek “a mining engineer and one-time commander of the Dutch Home Guard troops in South-West Java”. Kriek questions almost the whole of van der Post’s “most detailed account of his capture which appeared in his autobiography, ‘Yet Being Some-one Other’.”

         (ii) A Dutch Admiral whose Intelligence Report to a Special Commission ordered by the Dutch Government “ to look into Dutch conduct during the war” who concluded “ that we have a dangerous meddler who can be damaging and has possibly already been for Dutch interests. He has become known as Lawrence of Java. A fitting title.”

         (iii) One of Holland’s leading newspapers--de Telegraaf--which has accused van der Post “of falsifying official records about a Second World War mission to cover up his own less-than-heroic role.” ‘The Mail on Sunday’ says that “The Dutch say he was not captured but that he deliberately surrendered. Far from falling into an ambush, he walked to meet them carrying a white flag. He was unarmed,’ [which he admits] ‘his pockets full of medical supplies.” [which he also admits with “every pocket was stuffed only with M&B tablets and quinine pills.” Why and how??? Lucky him!!!] ‘The Mail’ continues with “ The immediate result of this allegation is that the Dutch War Records are to be rewritten. Dr. Louis de Jong, the official historian, has examined evidence and says he now considers Sir Laurens to be an ‘unreliable witness’.”  

         Those defending van der Post are:--

         (i) A Swiss national, Paul Voght, who was “commissioned into the British Army in the field and who continued to resist the Japanese after Sir Laurens had been captured.” Voght “insists that there was no white flag of surrender.”

         (ii) Two members of the Australian 2/2 pioneer Batallion “who refused to be a part of the surrender and who willingly joined his guerilla force high in the remote mountains.” ‘The Mail’ says:--

  “The final and conclusive evidence could have come from two Australians who say they were captured with Sir Laurens-- Sgt.(Kevin) Young of Lakes Entrance, Victoria and Sgt. Major Phillips from Maffra, Victoria.The problem is -- as professional historians know only too well -- eye-witness accounts often conflict.  ‘Sgt. Young says there was only token resistance. Phillips said there was a fierce fight and some officers were decapitated.

   ‘The two men do not agree on the location or when it happened--not even the same month. We put them in touch by phone--the first time they had talked since the War--but neither remembered the other.

             (The emphasis is mine: EHM)

   ‘The full truth of what happened on that spring morning near a dusty jungle mining post with an unpronounceable name (Lebaksembada) will

probably never be known.” 

(c) Draft letter (not sent) from EHM to The Weekend Australian Editor.
         “I read your reprinted article (Weekend Australian, Magazine 9, June 27-28 1987.) inviting me and others to ‘meet the remarkable man they call the ROYAL GURU’, and I did so with the utmost consternation. Most of us who were the unwilling ‘Guests of the Imperial Japanese Army’ prefer, with Russell Braddon, to forget (and perhaps to forgive) while nevertheless keeping alert for Braddon’s ‘The other 100 Years War: 1941-2041.’ When Laurens van der Post was named a god-father to Prince William the urge in me to join in the exposure of the man was almost irresistible. But resist it I did; but following his continued insinuating of himself in all his spookiness into the mind of the heir-apparent to the English throne it is time to speak out. Diana Spencer seems to have done a reasonable job in clearing sycophantic creeps out of her household.

She now owes it to herself, to her children, to her husband and to all of us to get rid of this one. We could well be looking at the ‘reincarnation’ of Rasputin.

         ‘van der Post is an arrogant, smug, devious, dissembling, egomaniacal, lying, treacherous, animal. I first met him in 1942 and was in the same prison camps for about three years. van der Post ran no more risk of ‘his head being chopped off at any second’ than did the rest of us.In fact

he ran less risk like a lot of other quite senior officers who, and for a variety of reasons, went to water and who, as Weary Dunlop laments in his War Memoirs, we Australians declined to be pushed around by. I don’t claim to be a special hero but I did my job and regularly went on working parties in order to steal my share of food and cigarettes but also in order to help protect our troops from the incessant wrath of the guards. Weary Dunlop is a great and heroic soldier and did more than can be expected of any one in those circumstances. But Weary has also been got at by van der Post.  ‘Dunlop quotes the story of van der Post’s capture as told to him by vdP’s second wife who can only have heard it from vdP. No one except vdP can know the actual truth; (Sgt.) Kevin Young cannot because he was not there. vdP actually gives two accounts himself in his book ‘The Seed and the Sower.’  ‘van der Post picks his targets and operates on those  he judges he can impress by flattery, erudition, mysticism, clubbery and the like. Of course he saw radicals and liberals as his main enemies but not ‘conservative statesmen’ nor ‘colonial subjects’.

        ‘I have watched him operate on many occasions. He would insinuate himself into study groups we formed to discuss and to learn and to stop going mad. We were suspicious of him. He could not even begin to comprehend the Indonesian Nationalist Movement and how Mountbatten could have retained him as a trouble-shooter is yet another clanger for the Supremo.  ‘vdP would wait for an opportunity and then tell us boringly and repeatedly how he rescued Haile Selassie (the then Emperor of Abyssinia in 1936) from the Italians and how he had been charged ( ? by whom) with organising the resistance in Java. He talked endlessly about himself, boasting incessantly but feigning reluctance in the curious way of the supposedly modest as they re-create their own mythology.  He was a braggart and a windbag !

‘I avoided him like the plague from the instant that he so unctuously confided to us one evening that he was really with ‘British Intelligence’. It is simply not possible to imagine a more stupid statement to make in those treacherous circumstances than that, whether true or false.

         ‘He (vdP) kept  making visits to that sadistic bastard Sonei and we came to associate those visits with spot searches; but we were watching him. He was always well dressed and well fed while the rest of us were scabrous and emaciated but determined that, so close to ultimate victory, we were not going to be demoralised by a prick like van der Post.

         ‘Finally, ‘The Seed and the Sower ‘ is, in my opinion, an incredible fantasy out of a ‘dementia grandiosa’ with 3 ridicuously incredible ‘alter egos’ of  van der Post and a lingual phantasmagoria of a series of events, in particular, in Bandung in 1941-1945.

12. letter LOSP to EHM  1-2/1/93

         “I have just finished reading ‘The Seed and the Sower’. He writes well--good English--well controlled.

         ‘It seems to be a mixture of his own biography and a novel. I can’t quite understand why he leans towards the novel by the use of ‘Insulinda’ instead of ‘Indonesia’ when he is quite prepared to talk about ‘Central Allied Command in Java’, ‘Sukabumi’, ‘Soerabaya’ etc. etc..Also why ‘Hara’ rather than ‘Mori’ and ‘Yonoi’ rather than ‘Sonne’? This is of course the prerogative of a novel writer--but it comes over as a bit of a jumble.

         ‘A carelessness shows up in the early section when he says Hara only seemed to know two English phrases yet later he describes being called to his cell, dismissing a guard and (p.32.) ‘Hara spoke slowly and deliberately in a polite even voice....’ This would cause the careful reader to wonder a little about his detail.  
        ‘The story of Jacques Celliers and the rather long M.S. written on ‘yellow sheets of toilet paper’ seems rather far-fetched. It is a very long story and I doubt all this detail would have been written on that paper we all knew. However if he is writing a novel this would pass. Then again, it is obvious that Celliers’ story is the medium for his own aggrandizement, and to publically (sic.) ‘blow his own trumpet’ in a very coarse and ungentlemanly manner. I keep wondering as I read it how he was going to get back to himself and the upright burial and death after 3 days was rather amateurish. I presume this was meant to have occurred in Cycle Camp. I never heard of this; even if it were when I was in St. Vincentius I probably would have heard. [The film however makes it clear that it was supposed to have happened in Landsop: both LOSP and EHM were certainly there and nothing of the sort happened. Further, one of the ‘alter-egos’ is supposed to have KISSED Sonei’ (while we were kept on parade for over 24 hours for not confessing our civilian occupations) thereby, bravely of course, defusing the confrontation by confusing it. Absolute balderdash!  Heads would have rolled there and then for such an insult. EHM] ‘The long hair (cut off just before death) was a bit hard to accept by someone who was there--with shaved scalp.  ‘The third story, which seems to have been written to show ‘he could do it’, was sloppy in the extreme but out of which he again assumes the rôle of Sir Galahad. Having just written my first novel and spent a lot of time making sure ‘it stands up to criticism’ I cannot admire this jumble between his egotism and his carelessness. His proof reading must be suspect; eg. on p.221 where the Japanese surrender took place in 1944 (sic.).

         ‘There is some evidence in his writings of a paranoid character; no doubt a quality you would accept in this man.

         ‘On further thought re:-the upright burial: It would surprise me very much if anyone buried in this way, with the soil being packed tightly around the whole of the body (head excluded), could live in that climate for 3 days. Constitution and dehydration or some hydration (lack of sweating) should kill within 24 hours; the climate was so severe that the hair turned ‘bleached as a desert bone’.

         ‘Only the naive reader would fail to see what a bastard the author is or was (is he dead yet?)

13. “Prince’s guru had affair with schoolgirl,14, says daughter.”

               Daily Mail , Monday, December 23, 1996 p.12.
Apparently van der Post will stop at nothing; the article reads, in part:--

         “Sir Laurens van der Post, Prince Charles’s spiritual guru’ was the father of a secret love child whom he never acknowledged. 
         ‘Sir Laurens, one of the most influential men in the Prince’s life, rejected the daughter whose mother he seduced when she was just 14.

         ‘South African [Mrs.] Cari Mostert, now 42, has told for the first time how she was conceived [in 1953] after van der Post, then aged 47 and married [to his second wife Ingaret Gifford; they married in 1949], chaperoned her under-age schoolgirl mother on a three-week voyage to England. Evidence of his affair and his illegitimate daughter is contained in a legal document in the archives of a London firm. [Hamlin, Slowe] 

         ‘after an intervention by lawyers, Sir Laurens agreed in a deed of covenant to support the child until she was 18.

         ‘Sir Laurens died last Monday [16 December, 1996] at his London home, aged 90, and the Prince attended the funeral service on Saturday.

 Earl Spencer was correct in Westminster Abbey on 6 Sep. 1997 to show concern for the healthy futures of the Princes William and Harry.

                  
14. On 12 February 1996 I wrote to:-- The Director, National Personal Records Centre, Attention Military Records Division, 9700 Page Boulevard, St. Louis, Miss.635132-5200 USA

as follows:--

        “I write to seek information about Richard N. Antrim. He was a Lieutenant Commander of the United States Navy during our imprisonment as Prisoners of War of the Japanese from 42-45.  I met him in various prison camps in Java after he was transferred to Batavia (as it then was) from Macassar (as it then was) in the then Celebes.  I remember that it was said of Dick (as we called him) Antrim that he was on the landing tower at Lakehurst NJ in May 1937 when the zeppelin ‘Hindenburg’ burst into flames as its hydrogen ignited and was completely destroyed.  In about June 1945 many of us were transferred from Tjimahi camp in Bandung back to Cycle Camp in Batavia in order to work on the docks at Tandjong Priok.

         The Japanese always worked to Tokyo time. We had to get up at about 5 am (ie.3 am.local time), walk to the station and were taken by train to Tandjong Priok station where we walked along the docks to the Ford (I think) Motor Works. We worked all day and got back to Cycle Camp in the dark with almost no food.  From secret radios in the camp we knew of the state of the war and of the Australian landings in Borneo; we knew we were at special risk. In any case there was an awareness among us that there was little hope of our surviving.  Some of us (about 25) refused to work in the motor works; things got quite ugly and we were daily threatened with execution.  Ultimately the Japanese guards accepted our proposal to dig slit trenches even if only perhaps to offer them some protection from Allied bombing              

There were three Officers involved:--

   Lieutenant Commander Richard Antrim, USN. As Senior Officer he was called in accordance with Australian Engineering Army language “Officer in charge of Working Party”

  Lieutenant John Thode, Royal New Zealand Naval Volunteer Reserve.

  Lieutenant E. Harry Medlin, Royal Australian Engineers, “Officer in Charge of Work”
   THE THREE OF US SUPERVISED THE WHOLE EXERCISE.

As an Engineer Officer I knew about building slit trenches. I laid out and the working party then dug those trenches to look from the air something like this:--

                             U S (The layout was ragged and of course sanserif)

At this stage we knew of the two atomic bombs dropped on Japan and we were only partly surprised to awake at daybreak on 15/8/45 and find ourselves still in Cycle Camp and the War over.  Someone once told me that they had seen an aerial photograph of the work and that the 

“US” was clearly visible. It would only have been a matter of days before the Japanese discovered what we  had done whereupon we would really have been material for the Kempei Tai.

         I have no idea whether or not you have any records of this small piece of mischief but if you do I would be grateful for any information that you might be able to let me have,

         In any case I would be particularly grateful if you could let me have any information you might have about Richard N. Antrim.

With thanks,                                      Yours sincerely                            E.  Harry  Medlin

PS.  I enclose a copy of my Certificate of Service and copies of my business card.       

         In March 1996 I received a most curt response from the (USA) National Personnel Records Centre and I sent a copy of the correspondence to my American friend Dan Carroll for information. Dan took the matter up with Senator Carl Levin whose letterhead shows him to be a member of the Senate Armed Services Committee. By August Carl Levin was kind enough to send me a copy of a letter to him from the Department of the Navy saying, inter alia, “Lieutenant Commander Richard N. Antrim was a Prisoner of War from March 1942 to September 1945. After his release from the POW camps, he remained on active duty in the Navy until he retired on March 31, 1954 with the rank of Rear Admiral. He died on March 7, 1969. Carl Levin concluded his letter to me with the most courteous “Thank you for the opportunity to be of service.”

15. Like most, if not all, ex-Japanese POW’s I have an inordinate list of specific Entitlements for treatment by the Department of Veterans’ Affairs. I am however on the Special Pension Rate more generally known as Totally and Permanently Incapacitated. (TPI).

         I offer two further references:--

   (a)        “Nippon Very Sorry---Many Men Must Die”

      Submission to the United Nations Commission Of Human Rights

                                 for Reparations

                    Boolarong Publications, Brisbane ,1990.

    (b)                   “ Lifelong Captives”

                The Medical Legacy of POW’s of the Japanese

          Veterans’ Affairs ; Commonwealth of Australia, 1990.

                                                

16.      In December 1995 the National Support Group of the 55/53 Battalion

produced “REMEMBER” with information largely provided by the Returned and Services League of Australia (NSW Branch).

         “REMEMBER is designed to explain some of the ceremonies and symbols Australia uses to honour those responsible for today’s peace and freedom and the unique way of life Australians can call their own.”

         I have extracted some relevant Australian data as follows:--

                Deaths in ALL wars                                       102,601

                Deaths as POW’s in ALL wars                   8,694/34,730 (25.0%)

                Deaths as Japanese POW’s in WW2           8,031/22,376 (35.9%)

                Deaths as other POW’s in ALL wars             663/12,354   (5.4%)

         

        IT CAN SIMPLY BE SAID THAT THE FIGURES SAY IT ALL.

            

17.      I have made some comments here and there in these reminiscences to the profoundly and stupendously differing mores distinguishing Japanese and Australian values, perceptions, bondings and the whole fabric of inter-personal relations, societal loyalties, rights and responsibilities, authority, consensus taking and the like. Inconsistencies are seen to be inter-rather than intra-  conundra (Action p.17) and incongruities (Action p.21). It would be idle and perhaps somewhat impertinent of me even to begin to address the subtleties and complexities involved. Nevertheless I and many of my co-prisoners have grappled with this problem, even in nightmares, and I offer for consideration by amateurs and cognoscenti alike the following authors who have addressed these issues critically, albeit from vastly different perspectives and backgrounds:--   

    Russell Braddon: “The Other Hundred Years War”; Collins, 1983.

                                  Chapters 21/22

    Harry Gordon:     “Die Like the Carp” ; Corgi, 1978. Chapters 23/24.

    Gavan McCormack (ED.): “Bonsai  AUSTRALIA Banzai”; Pluto, 1991.

                                    Chapter 9

    Humphrey McQueen: “Japan to the Rescue”; Heinemann,1991.

                                     Chapters 15-19.

    John Temple: “Asian Insight”; Uni .of Quld.Press, 1977  

                                      Chapter 1, Japan. 

                               
     [Post​-script re. Laurens van de Post. (See POW(J) Part 2 pp. 1-7)]

  

       Kitty Kelley is the author of a number of books such as :--

                    “Nancy Reagan: The Unauthorised Biography.”

           “His Way: The Unauthorised Biography of Frank Sinatra.” 

                           “Elizabeth Taylor: The Last Star.”

                                           “Jackie Oh!”

(Those titles are, in my view, at least somewhat evocative of the contents.)

         Her latest book which I have just (November 1997) read is :--

     Kitty Kelley, “The Royals”; Warner Books, New York, September 1997.

         It would be quite remiss if any account of the shenanigans of the ‘mad-hatter’ members of the House of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha/Battenberg/ Hesse/Teck/(renamed)Windsor should fail to identify and to attempt to characterise that epitome of sutlers, Laurens van der Post. Kelley is, however, thorough; she addresses the challenge and then fingers ‘van’ splendidly both with authority and with conviction. 

        Kelley says (op. cit. pp. 250/251) ‘Charles mourned his great-uncle’s (Mountbatten’s 1979) death and turned to Laurens van der Post, a writer who had served as an aide to Mountbatten in India. Charles was in awe of the older man, who now replaced Mountbatten as his guru, spiritual mentor, and political adviser. Van der Post, a friend and biographer of Swiss psychoanalyst Carl Jung, talked to Charles about the concept of the collective unconscious, which is expressed through myths and dreams. He encouraged Charles to believe in the supernatural and to be open to the world of spirits. He accompanied the Prince to the Kalahari Desert in Southwest Africa to commune with the ghosts of bushmen.  Charles was fascinated by the elderly mystic and soon sought the consolation of seers, mediums, mystics,  and psychics. He dabbled in the paranormal, took part in séances, and consulted clairvoyants to communicate with the departed Mountbatten.’ and “Charles tried to summon the shade of Lord Louis on a Ouija board,” said John Barratt, “but, when the press found out, the Palace made him deny it because he looked barmy.”’   

         Kelley claims (op. cit. pp.287-289) that Charles spent the night before his wedding ‘in the arms of his mistress’ (Camilla Parker Bowles), that he took ‘five scholarly books by Laurens van der Post, which he said he wanted to share with his bride’ on his honeymoon and ‘that he contacted Laurens van der Post and implored him to help’ with Diana’s bulimia from which she apparently suffered from the 1981 wedding at least until 1992.  With the birth of William (Arthur Philip Louis) on 21 June 1982, problems soon appeared. It is apparently the custom with ‘royals’ that each parent determines three god parents of their own gender. According to Kelley (op. cit. p.296) Diana refused to include the Princess Margaret in her set of three but she seemingly did concur with the choice by Charles in his set of three of Laurens van der Post, whom for some unaccountable reason she apparently trusted. It is a matter of major concern that a future King of Great Britain, and indeed of Australia unless the nexus is broken, might well have been interfered with, at least mentally and morally, by van der Post.

         I have previously referred to one of van der Post’s books “The Seed and the Sower”; that title is also the title of one of the three Chapters of that book; in that Chapter there are six sub-Chapters, the sixth being “The Sowing of the Seed” itself the basis for the film “Merry Christmas Mr.Lawrence.” (See POW(J)  Part 2 p.2). The down-right evil and, in my opinion, obscenity of van der Post is revealed in his own words in sub-Chapters 2 (‘A Brother’) and 3 (‘The Initiation’). He begins with “I had a brother once and I betrayed him.” HE DID TOO!!!, even if it were all only in his mind; and in some 50 pages of carefully constructed prose he reveals even to an uncritical reader his crass egomaniacal propensities. [He can never ever be excused for what he did to ‘Stompie’! (See “The Seed and the Sower” p.93)]   

         Kelley (op. cit. p.296) cites yet another example of van der Post’s cunning and spookishness, should one be needed. At William’s christening ‘the Archbishop of Canterbury poured some water over the baby’s head and handed a lighted candle to his father to signify the young Prince’s admission to the church. “The windows were open, the sun streaming in,” Sir Laurens told Horoscope magazine. “Then the sky went grey as a great storm gathered. Just as the Archbishop handed over the lighted candle a violent gust of wind blew through the windows. The candle flickered but did not go out.” ‘The sage saw that as a portent for the Prince and Princess, who both believed in mysticism. Van der Post said that it was a good sign and explained that the flickering candle represented a crisis in Prince William’s future, but one that he would survive.’    

                             I Rest My Case.                 Harry Medlin.

       [Charles was 48, Diana 35 and William 14 when van der Post died, aged 90, in 1996] 

© EHM..1998.

[See also “Teller of Many Tales : The Lives of Laurens van der Post”

                                                       J.D.F.Jones, Carroll & Graf , 2002.] 

ENTR’ACTE              “I’ve a grand memory for forgetting, David.” Stevenson ‘Kidnapped’(1886).

“To tell the secrets of my prison-house, I could a tale unfold whose lightest 

word would harrow up thy soul.”   Ghost, in “Hamlet” (1601); but I now describe some selected events occurring in the period from 15 August 1945 until March 1946 as an entr’acte between Acts of the Play of my life.

     I have already described [POW(J) Part 2 p.8] how some of us, including me, were transferred on 6 July 1945 from Landsop (LOG) camp in Bandung back to Cycle Camp in Batavia, as it then was, to work on the docks at Tandjong Priok. I have also described, albeit most briefly, how we awoke at daybreak on 15 August 1945 to find ourselves still in Cycle Camp and not on the Working Party on the docks. It was a most strange circumstance.

     We were of course aware of the promises by the Japanese to Sukarno, to  Hatta (two of the three Nationalist leaders), and to the Indonesian Nationalist

Movement to grant Independence to Indonesia on 17 August 1945. Indeed Hari Merdeka was declared on that day amid much local rejoicing. There was much confusion and uncertainty including serious instability. The population of Batavia had grown during the Japanese occupation from about 1 to about 3 million; people were dying daily in the streets from disease, mal-nutrition, general dis-organisation and the like. (I found it interesting that the Japanese squandered whatever goodwill the Indonesians might have initially held for them in only about six months. I discussed this in detail once with a Japanese research scholar at University Sains Malaysia in 1976.)

     I recall a number of the more serious confusions of that time such as:--

1).The Japanese/Korean guards tried to tell us that, although the war was over, it was a ‘draw’ which of course we knew to be false, although there was a real need to take care because it was virtually unthinkable to them that Japan had capitulated, holding us as they did in such complete contempt for having done just that in their eyes. They were still the ‘Master Race’ and indeed two Dutch POW’s were executed for catching, cooking and eating some of their sacred golden carp from the sacred pool outside the Japanese Commandant’s Office. This uncertainty continued at least until a Member of the Imperial Household , Count Yamaguchi, came to Java and convinced them that the Emperor HAD announced the Capitulation in his Imperial Rescript; that that Capitulation was Unconditional save for the preserving of the ‘Imperial Polity’, but NOT the ‘Divinity’, of the Emperor. (I and other Officers actually did meet Yamaguchi when he was introduced to us by our Senior Officer, Wing Commander Ramsey-Rae. Yamaguchi was really quite urbane; he did not even flinch when irreverently addressed as ‘Gamaruche.’)

                                          

2).Don Junor and I set up a bivouac camp between two of the huts in Cycle Camp, slept on the ground as usual and did our own cooking from the ration  of 140 grams (ie. 5 ounces) of rice a day now supplemented by extra rations and our Red Cross Parcels which the thieving Japs had previously kept for themselves but now handed over. [On an earlier occasion in Cycle Camp, officers had been required to work the kitchens in order to put a stop to the illicit traffic in food. Don was in charge of Dapoer Tiga (Kitchen Three) and I was one of the workers. It was not the sinecure that some imagined it to be 

even if only because, first, we were scrupulously honest and never took more than our proper share and, secondly, on those rare occasions when the Japanese dumped some offal on the ground those of us who had to clean it and cook it found it impossible to eat any of it, and, accordingly we were worse off than our colleagues who had neither seen it nor smelled it as it lay putrefying in the sun.]

3).I was one of those who did get out of the Camp and walked around the streets. Having had virtually no clothes and a shaven head for over three years we were as dark as the local Indonesians and we felt quite safe even if only because we were on the side of the Indonesian Nationalists. Our Slouch hats identified us as Australians and we were quick to give and to respond to the passwords MERDEKA!!! (FREEDOM!!!) and TETAP!!! (NOW!!!).

4).It was easy to get out of the Camp because the Japanese/Korean guards were really quite confused and they remained so until, I think, 10 September 1945 when ‘Supremo’ Mountbatten sent a small flotilla from Singapore (which he reached on 5 September 1945) to Tandjong Priok. As I understand it, Sukarno, Hatta and (the underground) Sjahrih went to Priok and asked what was happening to be told that “We are here to take the Netherlands East Indies back for the Dutch.” The Revolution started immediately and there was mayhem on the streets. It was a sad situation and one for which the (in my opinion) incompetent Mountbatten was entirely responsible as I shall endeavour to justify below. (It took a further five years before Indonesia won its independence; the support given by Australians, and Australia in the United Nations was critical and ordinary Indonesians are still aware today of that support and are grateful for it.)

5).The situation then became even more confused because, as I understand it, the Japanese were required by the British to maintain the status quo and to preserve order and to protect both the Internees and the POW’s against the so-called Revolutionary Indonesians. We Australians, or at least most of us, 

required no such protection because we supported Merdeka for Indonesia.

6).Many things then began to happen and I now rely upon those events which, for one reason or another, evaded my “grand memory for forgetting”.

It is not possible for me to attach many dates or even to put things into a strict chronological sequence, but I shall try to recall some seeming singularities as we waited for release. First. One day two Australian sergeants walked into Cycle Camp. It was an astonishing experience for us even if only because it was almost unbelievable how big and fit and strong    and confident they were. It appeared that they had come from an Australian  Intelligence Post somewhere on the South coast of Java.[ That activity is referred to in ‘You’ll Die in Singapore” by Charles McCormac, Pan Books, 1957, in which McCormac tells the remarkable (and true) story of his escape from Pasir Panjang in Singapore and the then incredible journey in 1942 through Malaya, Sumatra and Java to Tjilatjap and by Catalina flying boat to Broome.] There were those of us who were irritated that no intelligence of that activity had filtered through to us but the insecurity in our camps meant that leaks of that sort would have almost immediately got back to the Japanese. Nevertheless it was and remains a matter of some concern that we had no escape tactics nor strategies whatsoever. From hindsight, I can only attribute this to the perhaps parlous mental and physical states to which we had been reduced by systematic starvation. In my own case my weight was only about 40 kg. and it was still only 50 kg. when I got to Singapore nearly 6 weeks later on 23 September 1945. Secondly. In addition to the increased rations referred to in para 2). above, Allied planes were dropping supplies and from quite a low height; this was a hazardous experience but I am not aware of any serious injuries to any of us from this activity although I am at a loss to explain why there were not real casualties from these projectiles.

7).It was about this time that action was taken by our senior officers (including RAF officers who suddenly flashed rank) to restrict our active support for the Indonesian Nationalist Movement. It is unclear to me the form that this took but I seem to believe that one of our RAAF officers, (?P.O. Bill Paxton), was restrained in some fashion; we others felt ourselves to be under some form of “House Arrest” and, as I now remember it, were forbidden to leave the camp and on the flimsy pretext of our being at risk.

8).Don (Junor) and I got separated when I got a particularly virulent bout of malaria on about 21 September 1945 with a temperature of 105F+ and was repatriated by Dakota to Singapore on 23 September 1945 together with Lieut. Norman Thompson and about 20 Other Ranks. We were admitted to 2/14 Aust.Gen.Hosp. at St Patrick’s School, Siglap, on East Coast Road.  There was a 6 Mile Post on East Coast Road just outside the School which was right on the beach where we used to walk and talk with the local children all of whom just called us ‘Joe’, presumably from seeing too many American war films. We got the clear impression from them that they were pleased to see the end of the Japanese but they were rather street-wise so they had already learnt how to survive. The children were not mal-nourished and indeed Singapore gave us the impression that conditions were much better than in Indonesia. One day a Japanese Working Party was resting and foolishly sitting on the ground up against the wall. A well-filled garden pot was ‘eye-dropped’ from a first floor window and one of the Japs was killed. The culprit was of course never discovered. I was and remain surprised that there was so little vituperation on our part. We loathed the Japs for what they had done to all who were at their mercy and were pleased to be free from them. The Catholic Church set up a marquee in the School grounds and provided, among other things, two bottles of beer a day per. person. It was most generous but more than we could cope with in our emaciated state, but it was good fun trying. [I have visited the School on several occasions since, the last being with Dr. Richard Yung on Monday 13 October 1997. (We also went to see the restored Changi Murals that day) The School is no longer on the beach but is a mile or more inland on account of the massive reclamation work which is expanding the area of Singapore. It is possible to identify the original buildings and to find our original Wards and to reflect how it felt to be free at last while at the same time being sad to remember those one-third of us who had died, including my brother Arthur, whilst also trying to make contact with our families after such a long period of silence.]

9).One day Norm Thompson and I ‘escaped’ from the Recovery Hospital, walked back half-a-mile or so along East Coast Road to the bigger village of Katong and somehow or another got a lift into Singapore City. We had seen (from the outside of course) the old Colonial Hotels in Surabaya, Bandung and Batavia and particularly the famous Hotel des Indies in Batavia. We found our way to the famous Raffles Hotel and approached its equally famous entrance to find it guarded by the English Red Cross. We asked if we could come in and have a cup of tea to be told that that was only for officers. When we told them that we WERE officers we were told that we did not look as if we were, whereupon we replied that neither would they if they had been where we had. Anyway, we were (unbelievably) turned away by which time we were both feeling malarious again. Somehow or another we hitched a lift from some Poms who got us back to St.Patrick’s School.

10).I was only marginally surprised at the time by our treatment by the English Red Cross and perhaps for two reasons. First. A lot has been written about the class-conscious Poms but knowing as I now do (1999) that Edwina Mountbatten was Superintendent-in-Chief of the joint Red Cross and St. John War Organisations I cannot help but wonder what she would have said had she seen our rebuff at Raffles. Secondly. I had seen on several occasions officials of the International Swiss Red Cross in Cycle Camp. They neither approached nor spoke to any of us but remained aloof attended by the Camp Commandant, the monstrous Lieutenant Sonei (executed in Java on 7 September 1946 for War Crimes). Our terrible condition must have been obvious to the most casual observer but no improvement ever followed from those visits. [I have long remained cautious of the Red Cross.]

       I NOW PAY A TRIBUTE TO EDWINA MOUNTBATTEN
I offer six referential sources, four of them *primary:--

        *Roy Bulcock: “Of Death But Once”; Cheshire, 1947.

             “Cowards die many times before their deaths

              The valiant only taste of death but once.” Shakespeare: (1599)

          Stella Guthrie, Jill Clark: “Lighter Shades of Grey and Scarlet”; 1985.

             “Let us go forward in faith that GOOD will prevail, working 

               and praying always for Peace.” Sister Jean Ashton: (1985)

          Richard Hough: “EDWINA”; Sphere Books, 1985.

             “To those who had been incarcerated for years, civilians and

               servicemen alike, Edwina appeared as a saint, no less,

               in her trim uniform, short-sleeve khaki shirt, two rows of ribbons,

               insignia of rank on her epaulettes, cap and dark glasses,

               which she always took off when talking.”                     (p178)

        *Betty Jeffrey: “White Coolies”; Angus and Robertson, 1954.

             “We were then driven in ambulances out to St.Patrick’s College,

               (sic.) where the new Australian hospital was.”              (p.200)

        *Leslie Poidevin: “Samurais and Circumcisions”; Poidevin, 1985.

             “The next day (16/9/45) I was introduced to Lady Mountbatten 

               who had come down from Singapore to assess the situation. She 

               was so horrified when she saw some of our chronically ill 

               Australians that she asked me to collect the most serious twenty 

               and be ready to fly home.”                                             (p.126)

         *Jessie Elizabeth Simons: “While History Passed”; Heinemann, 1954.

             “Gracie Fields and Monty Banks came to entertain us, Lady 

               Mountbatten dropped in for a chat.”                              (p.123)

     I could not swear that I met Edwina Mountbatten in Java although I believe that I did but I most certainly did when she came to our Recovery Hospital with Gracie Fields and Monty Banks. I know a lot of army parodies but Gracie knew a few extra such as “One day if you are lucky sergeant you’ll have a father too.” The hospital nurses put on concerts for us and it was there that I first heard that haunting “Lily Marlene”, equalled perhaps only by the “Pohatara”, “Sarie Marais” and of course “Waltzing Matilda”. In all those circumstances our emotional defences were now virtually down, and unashamedly so. Poidevin (op.cit. Appendix D pp.165-167) records a signed “Report on Prisoners of War.” Singapore, November, 1945. by Edwina Mountbatten. That is, in my opinion, a magnificent example of both modesty and self-effacing bravery. She says at one point “I visited a large number of camps in Thailand, Malaya, Indo-China, Sumatra and Java, the two latter before the arrival of Allied Troops.”[my emphasis] (p.166).  This would have come as no surprise to, for example, Churchill. Hough says (op.cit. p.174):--“It was, above all, Churchill who recognized that a great deal of Mountbatten’s value stemmed from Edwina. Churchill had any number of reservations about Mountbatten the man, but his qualities as a leader were never in doubt.” and “No one admired her more, and no one recognized more keenly her contributions to her husband’s career.” and “Churchill, like so many others, saw the Mountbattens as a pair.”
     Mountbatten was himself also mindful of his dependence upon Edwina. Hough also says (op.cit. p.177):--“A few days after the Japanese surrender, Edwina received an ‘immediate’ message from Mountbatten which was to mark a new chapter in her own life, the start of the greatest work of salvation she was ever to undertake.” and “Mountbatten’s cri de coeur was about the Japanese prisoner-of-war camps, packed with hundreds of thousands of Allied soldiers, most of whom had been incarcerated for more than three and a half years under conditions varying from bad to terrible. It was believed that many had died from malnutrition, disease or violent treatment.” and “Armed only with a Dakota aircraft supplied by her husband, and a small staff, her powers appeared at first strictly limited within the context of the whole rescue and recovery operation concerned with what was believed to be no fewer than 250 camps.” Lieut-Col Paul Crook is quoted by Hough (op.cit.p179) as saying of her that “She went off from Singapore all round the areas’ (still) ‘occupied by the Japs—often going to places where no one else was allowed to go, in many cases still dangerous.” and “THE BRAVERY OF IT ALL WAS QUITE REMARKABLE.” (my emphasis!)

Having, as we did, access to news [the ‘dinkum (not duff) gen’) from secret radios, many of us were quite perplexed by the tardiness both of our Australian advances through New Guinea and the islands, including Borneo (Tarakan, Labuan and Balikpapan) and of the British advances down the Kra Isthmus and the Malayan Archipelago, while McArthur was island-hopping thousands of miles further on and approaching the Japanese homeland and leaving the Japanese outposts (such as Rabaul even) to sweat it out in splendid isolation. It was and it remains my personal opinion that we were out-manoeuvred and out-generaled because of our morbid pre-occupation with the recovering of the European Colonies of Papua-New Guinea, Burma, Malaya, Singapore and Indonesia. The mental attitude was that of WW1 and the culprits were, in my personal opinion,:--Curtin/Chifley/Blamey for our part and Churchill/Attley/Mountbatten for the British (?Brittas) part.

     In his televised Memoirs, Mountbatten confesses to having made a number of political blunders in the ‘Far East’ and blames, perhaps part-correctly, his advisors. In particular, he confesses explicitly to the effect that, as he nearly said it, “It was not until Edwina came back from Java’ (in September 1945) ‘that I had the slightest idea of the strength of the Indonesian Nationalist Movement.” Shame!!! Even then though he did nothing to ameliorate the agonies either of the Indonesians or indeed of the Dutch, although Edwina did! [She then conducted herself in much the same way in India in 1947-1948 when Mountbatten was the last Viceroy and then the first Governor-General. Hough (op.cit.p.199) quotes Mountbatten’s Chief of Staff, Lord Ismay, as writing in 1969 that “She was utterly dedicated, completely indefatigable and uniquely experienced. Undaunted by fatigue, danger, disease or stench, or the most gruesome scenes, her errands of mercy took her to hospitals and refugee camps all day and every day, and a good deal of the night. She had the missionary zeal of a Florence Nightingale, and the dedicated courage of a Joan of Arc.”]

     Subscribing as I always have to ‘collegiality’ as against its ancillary ‘managerialism’ even, or perhaps particularly, in the army, I am most impressed by Hough’s (op.cit.p.224) quote from one of Mountbatten’s staff at Kandy in 1945 that “There wouldn’t have been 7000 of us in Command HQ if Edwina had been ‘Supremo’. There would have been 700, and we’d have been in Singapore six months before Hiroshima instead of after.” Finally, “‘The enigma of Edwina’, one of her friends said, ‘was what made her keep going, driving herself to her death when she was only a middle-

aged (1901-1960) woman.” Hough (op.cit.p.222).

                                       

     Edwina Mountbatten died in her sleep at Jesselton, now Kota Kinabalu,

          Sabah, on Sunday 21 February 1960 while on an Official Visit as 

              Superintendent-in-Chief of the St. John Ambulance Brigade,

                     the Red Cross and the Save the Children Fund.

               I remember Edwina Mountbatten as she appears in uniform 

          with Sisters James and Greer in Singapore (Simons, op.cit.opp.p.47)

               and in several photographs in Richard Hough’s biography 

                        “Edwina   .Countess Mountbatten of Burma.”

                   accordingly      “I DIPS ME LID”

                [C.J.Dennis. “The Sentimental Bloke”: (The Intro), 1915]

Betty Jeffrey (op.cit.) and Elizabeth Simons (op.cit.) have described the abominable and sadistic treatment by the Japs of some of our Australian Nurses in Sumatra and of their recovery and early repatriation.

     Elizabeth Simons (op.cit. p.vii) writes:--“Early in 1942, sixty-five members of the Australian Nursing Service slipped out of blazing Singapore with hundreds of other refugees in the tiny ship VYNER BROOKE. Off the coast of Sumatra, Japanese bombers sank the ship. Only thirty-two of the nurses survived the bombing and the massacre’ (on Banka Island) ‘by the Japs which followed our landing on the beach. This is the story of our imprisonment by the Japanese during the next three and a half years. Only twenty-four nurses lived to return to Australia at the close of the war.”

     Betty Jeffrey (op.cit. Author’s Note) writes:--“The (second) group of sixty-five nursing sisters left Singapore at 6 p.m. on 12th. February 1942 in the VYNER BROOKE, which was bombed and sunk by the Japanese two days later (sic.). Of the fifty-three survivors who swam or floated ashore twenty-one were murdered by the Japanese’ (Vivian Bullwinkel, although shot, was the sole survivor of that wanton massacre.) ‘and the remainder were taken prisoner.”
     The 24 nurses were flown out of Sumatra on 17 September 1945 and reached Singapore at dusk (Jeffrey op.cit.p.199) and were transferred to St. Patrick’s School where 10 of them had served with the 2/13 A.G.H. in late 1941 and early 1942. There is an SMH photograph of 21 of those 24 nurses as they arrived at Singapore as the Frontispiece of Elizabeth Simon’s “While History Passed” and there are various other photographs through the book. That any of those living skeletons survived is a tribute to their spirit.

     I have recorded above (pp.3-5) some experiences at St Patrick’s where I was admitted after de-lousing with DDT on 23 September 1945 and was in a ward on the first floor just along from our Sumatra nurses. [It is interesting that the BBC TV series ‘TENKO’ said that the nurses were in Raffles and it is a fact that Lieut.-Col. Paul Crook reports (Hough, op.cit.p179) that “She’ 

(Edwina) ‘would send me signals from Sumatra saying that she was sending so many ex-prisoners back, and it was up to me to find accommodation. I put many of them in Raffles Hotel, to the outrage of Army Command who tried to stop it until Mountbatten supported me.”]

     I did not know any of the nurses before our incarceration but I had known one who was massacred on Banka Island, Sister Nell Keats. I got to know some of those nurses in St. Patrick’s particularly the South Australians, Viv Bullwinkel, Mavis Hannah, Jean Ashton, & Veronica Clancy and also (VX) Wilma Oram, (QX) Cecelia (Del) Delforce and (TX) Elizabeth Simons. Everyone thought everyone else looked like scarecrows, as of course we did. Betty Jeffrey says (op.cit.p.201) that “My five stone has gone to six and a half in a week. We weigh three times a day and it is never the same.”

     [I have often reflected as to how any of us survived at all and indeed had the war lasted another year none of us would have survived, especially if the Japs had been allowed to fight it out to the end. I offer two sustaining oaths both born perhaps out of downright defiance, namely:--W.E.Henley’s (1888)

“I thank what ever gods may be for my unconquerable soul.” from “Invictus”, and Scarlet O’Hara’s from Margaret Mitchell’s “Gone with the Wind” (1936):--“As god is my witness I’ll never be hungry again.”]

     We were treated with kid-gloves and found it unusual to be ‘molly-coddled’. We were so used to real hunger, bashings, hard labour, malaria, dengue, dysentery, hookworm, tropical ulcers, lice, scabies, scrotal tinea, berri-berri, pellagra, scurvy, missing teeth, nakedness, aching/burning feet, foot-drop, peripheral neuropathy and so on that it was quite difficult to be compliant but we WERE deeply grateful while being nevertheless unwilling to let go of our coping/survival mechanisms that had brought us so far. [In 1990, the Australian Department of Veterans’ Affairs produced a booklet “LIFELONG CAPTIVES. The medical legacy of POW’s of the Japanese.” Explaining inter alia that “This booklet aims to remind medical practitioners of the hardships these men and women experienced, and the physical and mental legacies they may carry.” It concluded inter alia that “POW’s of the Japanese experienced conditions which, today, are almost unimaginable.” and their coping mechanisms “may partly disguise specific diseases” etc.]

     It was quickly obvious already in 1945 that we would have to solve any of our special problems ourselves as it was impossible to expect outsiders to anticipate, to comprehend or to resolve the unique problems of the people that we had necessarily become, and would remain. The first section of Chapter 28 “Liberation” of Allan S. Walker’s “Middle East and Far East”, being Volume II of Series 5 (MEDICAL) of the Series “Australia in the War of 1939-1945” is a prime example of replete misconceptions, however well-intentioned. For example at pp.664/665 it is gratuitously asserted that:—“The medical appreciation stressed the need for comprehension of the time factor; mental and physical reactions induced over a period of several years could not be reversed at short notice.” {comment by EHM. We do live in an irreversible world! Why pretend to invent the impossible?} and “It was further suggested that the term ‘repatriate’ be used instead of ‘prisoner of war’ or its abbreviations, but unfortunately (my emphasis) the term ‘POW’ became firmly entrenched in popular usage.” Elsewhere on p.664 it was even asserted that “there was no essential difference between the returned serviceman and the repatriated prisoner.” [It has been downright calumnys of this nature that have made it so difficult over the years for ex. Japanese POW’s to get justice from the Department of Veterans’ Affairs.]

     I, like some others of us, was understandably concerned about the possibility of our having picked up, first, tuberculosis on account of our atrociously over-crowded living conditions and, secondly, syphilis on account of the septic conditions under which we all bathed and bandaged our many tropical ulcers. I had these investigated and was cleared. I was also concerned with the loss of three teeth, extracted without anaesthetic of course. I was also most concerned about alopecia spots on my scalp and face. These were the size of florins and while our scalps were shaven it did not matter but they were an eyesore when my hair began to grow. In my case the new hair when it came was just like a baby’s ‘bum-fluff’, being fair and fluffy, and took quite some months to ‘mature’. I raised these matters with the officer in charge of the medical wards at 2/14 AGH, Lieut.-Col. Charles Fortune. I also raised with him the question as to why there was no scientific/medical interest in what gut flora had been developed in those of us who had survived obviously, like ruminants, through developing the ability to break down cellulose and to metabolize every single available protein molecule. I always advised all our troops NOT to ‘wolf’ their food, however hungry they were, but to masticate as long as possible and indeed to ‘chew the cud.’; but Col. Fortune, I believe, wanted to be rid of us ASAP.

     We embarked on the Hospital Ship “Manunda” on Friday 5 October 1945.We remained stationary in Keppel Harbour for, I think, about 5 days while an argument raged as to whether we sailed for Sydney or whether or not the authorities yielded to pressure from Western Australia for some POW’s to be sent there. As I remember it we all wanted to come back to Australia through Sydney Heads but we were never consulted and W.A. it was. We had to be escorted by the Jap. Navy through the minefields in the Malacca Straits and were not turned loose until we rounded Ache at the North West tip of Sumatra and entered the Indian Ocean and headed South for Fremantle. I was furious when I opened my Medical referral, as we all did of course, and found that that twit Lieut.-Col. Charles Fortune had declared that I had “some anxiety symptoms”; he might well have said that of all of us for all I know, but “anxiety state” now occupies a very useful and honourable place in with my 48 explicit Entitlements from Veterans’ Affairs. [I still think that so to classify us/me was mindlessly paternalistic.]

     I now list a number of curious situations that occurred before I finally got to Adelaide on Saturday 28 October 1945 to be met by my mother and father, my sister Margaret (now 22) and my young brother Brian (now nearly 18). [Mum and Dad had already been told while I was still in Singapore that Arthur had died on 24 June 1944.]

***I knew a lot of the troops on board including the only other Army officer, Lieut. Mervyn Tippett of the 2/40 Battalion from Timor. While in our cabin/ward we went about either naked or with only a lap-lap as had been our custom for so many years. We were told that one particular nurse found this offensive to which we responded that as we had no need for that nurse then she should keep away, and we had no further trouble with her.

       ***I was one of over 150 interviewed by Tim Bowden in 1982 for his award       winning ABC Radio series “POW’s: Australians under Nippon.” Much if       not most of the material was included in an ABC book with the same title by 

      Hank Nelson (1985). I quote an extract from p.207 from Chapter 16 “Lost 

      Years and Wounded Minds” namely:--

         Harry Medlin: “I don’t think I really started to feel free until we got into 

         Heidelberg Hospital’ (24 October 1945) ‘We had been on a hospital 

         ship and we were made to feel a little bit guilty that we had not 

         conducted ourselves properly by capitulating; that we should have 

         fought on and been knocked off—for what purpose eludes me. On the ship

         there was a broadcast to ex-Japanese prisoners-of-war telling them they 

         should not feel guilty, that their country was proud of them, and this crap.’

                                            

  ‘It would have been better not to have said anything, because all of a 

    sudden you think, ‘Hell, am I supposed to be guilty about something.’ ”

    [Many of us were incensed with the crass impertinence of those who 

     asserted that, for example, “Some of these, (ie. our ‘behaviour patterns’) 

     might arise from an effaced and usually unjustified sense of guilt.” see 

     Walker (op.cit.p.664). We HAD no guilt. We HAD been to hell and back;

     we would not want to do it again, nor wish the experience on others, but

     we all knew that we were better people therefrom. WE were the ones who

     had been let down, even betrayed; so don’t load your guilt on to us!]

***The voyage down through the balmy tropics was splendid and the company of the Sumatra Nurses helped us all enormously to get some sort of stability. It was on Thursday 18 October 1945 that we could first SMELL Australia with the mixture of eucalyptus and dust. It was then some hours before, as Betty Jeffrey (op.cit.p.203) describes :-- “We saw our first little

     piece of Australia at about 3 p.m. last Thursday, when the deck rails were

     lined with hundreds of soldiers and us twenty-four nurses. We were 

     terribly excited at first, but as it got nearer silence reigned. For an hour 

     we watched Fremantle getting closer and still there was silence every-

     where.” 

Among the hundreds of people on the wharf there was a small group of three women holding up a sign with “Wally Simpson” on it. They were the wife, Poss, and the two daughters, Val and Pat, of Flt.-Lieut Wally Simpson who was aboard and from whom we had heard so much boasting that we felt we knew them personally. [His young daughters were now grown up young women and I did get to know them personally later on, and especially Val who is now Mrs. Richard Burnett of Seacliff, South Australia.]

***We were pleased with the welcome given to our Sumatra nurses and as 

Betty Jeffrey writes (op.cit. p.203):--“We were taken out to the Military Hospital at Hollywood and our reception there was wonderful.” We then asked what was to happen to us and were told that the Red Cross would collect us at 11 a.m. the next day. I asked the troops to keep calm and told the head Medical Officer that most of us had been on Active Service and away from home for over four years and that we WERE GOING ASHORE. He told me that there were armed guards on the docks with orders to stop us leaving. I gave him five minutes to get rid of the guards and we then all went ashore. Six of us got up to Perth somehow and at about 9 p.m. we were admitted to the closed Esplanade Hotel and given a simply splendid meal and welcome. I have no idea how we got back to the “Manunda”!

Elizabeth Simons writes (op.cit.p.124):--“All the time we were feted and entertained. Too much, we thought. The boys seemed to get second place, which we thought all out of proportion, but they were as thrilled to get home as we were, and were well satisfied with their welcome.” I repeat that we WERE pleased for the nurses and I agree that we WERE well satisfied with our welcome even if only because we arranged it ourselves.

***The next day we were all up early and declined to wait for the Red Cross. Mervyn Tippett and I managed again to get up to Perth and went shopping. At one point we went into what would now be called a Super Market where, apparently to satisfy a craving, he asked one of the assistants if they had any crab. Quite ill-advisedly, she said to him “Don’t you know there’s a war on.” He simply exploded with “Where the fucken hell do you think I’ve been.” I got him out quickly and back to the Esplanade Hotel where it was all ‘on the house’, including crab. We met there, among others, a Mrs. Xxxxxx who was to have been one of the Red Cross driver-hosts that day but found us all gone when she arrived at Fremantle. We had a great day and offered to help her to ‘stow-away’ when she said that she wanted to ‘do a bunk’ but when it came to the point she squibbed it and simply delivered us back to the“Manunda” in time to leave for Melbourne. We did carry some extra cargo, being bottles of the firewater Corio Whisky which kept a lot of us warm on the trip across the Bight, through the Rip and up Port Philip Bay to berth somewhere in Melbourne Docks in the rain late on 24 October 1945. 

***We were then virtually incarcerated in Heidelberg Hospital although we 

South Australians—there were about ten of us—wanted to get the Overland 

to Adelaide. I asked every day and then delivered an ultimatum on Friday 27

October 1945 that, unless we were guaranteed berths on the Overland that night, I was going to take as many South Australians as wanted to come and jump the train that night. Whatever the reason, we got a special carriage that night and arrived at Goodwood station the next morning to be transferred to a bus that took us to the Showgrounds, part at least of which was being used 

by the Army. It was there that I met the family. I believe that it was a weird experience for them because Arthur had died and I was still only about 10 stone. (about 65 kg.). It was impossible to anticipate how things would be, though I had written a letter from Batavia on 13 Sep. 1945—Edwina must have taken it—explaining “I am a man of the world now so don’t expect the youth Harry home.” We got a week’s leave after a breakfast kindly provided by the Red Cross who then drove us all home to 30 Beauchamp Street, Kurralta Park, and to my dear old Cocker Spaniel dog, Peg, who knew me. 

                          
  I close this section of my ENTR’ACTE with one reflection and a quotation.

Reflection. I have long been puzzled by newspaper reportings that Viet-Nam [and now (2000) Korea] Veterans are said to be miffed by not having been afforded a Parade upon returning home. It has also concerned me that they, like us, might also have been stuck with that bloody stupid ‘guilt’ label as invented by others for reasons known only to them. In our case we simply could not have abided even the thought of a Parade; we were pitiful but wanted no pity; we had given an excellent account of ourselves in battle but had been overwhelmed; we had preserved as much dignity as was possible; we were different and also very proud; as Elizabeth Simons (op.cit.p.123) writes:--“They (the men) looked like scarecrows, and their clothes were pathetically worn and carefully darned, but clean. Like us they had determined to look their best when the great day of freedom came.” Not even the Japs could break our spirit and all that we now wanted to do was to be left alone with our families in order to get on with our lives.

Quotation. As attributed by Hank Nelson (op.cit. p.218) to Jack Panaotie:--

   “When we get talking together, we say, couldn’t go through it again, but  

     we wouldn’t have missed it. An experience that we know that nobody

     else knows. Not that you want nobody else to know about it, but you 

     cannot explain it to anybody else. BECAUSE WE ARE UNIQUE.” 

*************************************************************

*************************************************************

     I do not remember the sequence of events that followed. It was confusing at the time and remains so. It was impossible to talk to others of our experiences and especially because with strangers their interest struck us as morbid, and families had, I believe, been advised not to press us on the subject. As a consequence, I cannot remember talking to anyone even about Arthur beyond what I wrote home from Batavia that “Arthur turned out a man. He did his job in Action like a soldier and always did his share in prison. I never really knew him until we were prisoners.” [After Mum and Dad had died I gave Arthur’s medals to Brian, who I know cherishes them even if only because I think that, as a 13-year-old when we went away, he

probably knew Arthur better than he knew me.]

     We were then put in Daws’ Road Repatriation Hospital to cure our ulcers, get rid of hookworm and amoebic dysentery and the like. We were really ‘confined to barracks’ but we used to catch the tram in our issue pyjamas and dressing gowns and go down to the pub at Goodwood  where we were not supposed to be served but no publican ever refused us.  

     I was in Ward No.1 but we spent a lot of our time in the  (out-of-bounds) Nurses’ Home at Daws’ Road. The Matron was our future dear friend Betty Martin’s sister, Nan. She knew, without condoning, what was going on but it was all quite innocent anyway, apart perhaps from the booze. The Head was a bumptious little pip-squeak, Lieut.-Col. (‘Freddie’) Le Messurier. He had no idea how to handle us, nor in our opinion did he know anything about our problems whether medical, physical, mental or social. His inspections were just a joke although the rest of the staff were good fun.

      There were no cars in our family in those days and they all rode their bikes every day from Kurralta Park, a distance of about 4 or 5 miles, which nobody gave any thought to. (Mum was 53, Dad was 52, Margaret was 22 and Brian was nearly 18 as I have already recorded at p.11 above.)

     I must pay a tribute to the Social Workers there who did their best to  help us develop some Occupational Therapy skills. I agreed under duress to weave a scarf and am only a little puzzled by what happened to that small piece of ephemera. There was also a theatre of sorts and there were picture nights and concerts and some at least of us did try desperately not to appear to be ingrates, but I do recall with some horror the vigour with which all but the POW’s screamed out Bing Crosby’s latest bit of nonsense, “Don’t fence me in.”

     Some of us then spent a week or so in the Convalescent Home, “Kapara”, in Moseley Street, Glenelg. Once again we were stripped of all clothes and uniforms and had only Army Hospital pyjamas and dressing gowns but the official ordinance against the frequenting of public houses meant nothing either to us or to Mine Host at the Broadway Hotel at the Bay.

     The war was over and the ditty that came most easily to mind was:--

          “When this bloody war is over, No more soldiering for me,

           Then I’ll tell the sergeant-major He can go to buggaree.” Etc.etc.etc..

     I suppose that it was now getting to the end of November 1945 and there were things to be done. I went with my mother and Barbara Hills to Broken Hill to stay for a few days with Rene Sinclair-Wood, my cousin. Her husband, Cam, wanted to play Chess but after demolishing him in two games straight he lost interest. I had got some skills with Bridge (Contract) and Chess in prison camp and with Felix’s (van Wijk) guidance I could play it without a board. I also went to Jamestown and to Port Pirie but was very restless, craving for intellectual stimulation. Brian took me to Mary Martin’s Bookshop in Coromandel Place where I met Mary, Max Harris and others like Colin Ballantyne, John Bray, Edgar Castles, Don Dunstan and so on.

     I have already mentioned (p.10 above) that I had lost three teeth in prison camp. The gaps were visible and embarrassing and I asked for a denture, to be told that they were only provided for five missing teeth. It seemed barely believable but that was a fact, and it provided the first evidence of the sheer bureaucratic bastardry of what was then the Repatriation Department, now called the Department of Veterans’ Affairs. I argued with them about this, hung on and finally they gave in, albeit with bad grace; the case is actually remembered by Mrs. Mercia Peters who was the Dental Nurse at Daws’ Road at the time. (When I met Mercia many years later and in a different context she reminded me of that contretemps which she had remembered with some amusement.)

     I had broken with the Church to, I suspect, the great disappointment of my parents but they kept their counsel and our inter-personal relations were unaffected. I went with them to Orroroo where Dad’s two sisters, aunts Ellen (Nell) and Mary, were living with Mary’s husband, Tom Chapman. (Nell was born in 1888 and had been hideously crippled with rheumatoid arthritis since she was 21.) There is little to do in Orroroo but we wandered again up (? down) the Pekina Creek to see again the Aboriginal rock carvings, the sea-coral deposits and the two rock poems carved by David McDonald, one in 1896 and a second in 1901 as a tribute to his boyhood friends Rowland Nutt (who had died at 19) and Murray Stoyal (who had died at 22).[ Curiously, my brother Arthur had slightly defaced the second poem in 1937, when he was 16, by scratching his name across the twelfth line. There is a photograph of the carving in Russell Smith’s ‘The Sentimental Bloke from Orroroo’ in his “Curiosities of South Australia” , 1998, at p.26.] I went to Church with my parents and could barely contain myself with the inanities of the pontificating parson. I was not proud of myself for my behaviour even if only because my father had also seen much more than his fair share of the horrors of war; he had come through it all because of his faith and I should have let the matter rest.

     I saw quite a lot of Vivian Bullwinkel who was living with her mother and brother at Fullarton. Viv’s friend Wilma Oram had come to stay with her from Melbourne as they also needed the close company of fellow souls. We played some tennis and we would just lie on the grass often for hours without talking at all. (I don’t care much for the modern connotation of the word that I am about to use but that reflective quietude unquestionably contributed to the ‘healing’ process. I saw Viv-now Mrs. Statham-on several later occasions in Melbourne when she was Matron of Heidelberg Hospital.)

     There was a somewhat disturbing occasion at Kurralta Park one evening over tea. I do not remember, nor do I care, how it all started but it revolved around the use of the two atomic bombs on Japan. [It is of course now known that the Axis, and particularly Hitler et.al., was using Heisenberg and others to try to develop the fission capacity first demonstrated in Cambridge in 1932, in Berlin in 1939 and in Chicago in 1942. The British Ministry of Economic Warfare bombings of Peenemunde for example frustrated that Axis program and allowed the Allies Chicago/Los Alamos program to proceed as promoted to Roosevelt by Einstein, Fermi, Oppenheimer and others. It is also now known, as recounted in the Smythe Report, that the Japanese physicists, including Yukawa, knew that the Hiroshima bomb was based on natural Uranium 235 and that there therefore was the possibility of negotiating terms of surrender for Japan; they were also able subsequently to determine from the daughter products that the Nagasaki bomb was based on  the bred Plutonium 239 and that there therefore were likely to be others and that unconditional surrender by Japan was the only alternative if hundreds of thousands of lives, of Allies as well as of Japanese, were to be spared.] There was a case for the conservative use of those two atomic bombs but it was not the vulgar one based on what I believed to be naïve and simplistic solutions to the then conflict that my young brother Brian and others were attempting to propound at that time. (I broke off the argument by walking out and have never engaged in it since.)

     A self-imposed duty of ours was to visit the families of those of us who had either been Killed in Action or died as Prisoners of War. I had seen the families of Bob Armstrong and Arthur Jones here in Adelaide. I went to Sydney and saw Don (Junor) and, with our O.C., Rex Ransom, we visited the families of Corporals Wal Cooney, Peter Lake and Peter O’Reilly and of Sappers Briggs, Browne, Gilbert, Gollings, Harrison, Murphy and Rollings. I went to Melbourne and saw Athol Wilson’s mother and his elder brother John and younger sister, Mrs. Edith Shann. While in Melbourne I also called on Geoff Gregory and his wife Mary. On a later occasion I met with, in Adelaide, the widow of our W.O.2 Frank Kennedy who had died in Tandjong Priok on 9 October 1942 shortly after our arrival there from Timor. They were all very sad occasions. Don Junor did meet my parents and family soon after the war when he came to Adelaide and stayed with us.

     Whilst still in Daws’ Road Hospital in late 1945 I made depositions for the Tokyo War Crimes. These were sworn in a Statutory Declaration which was made at home in early 1946 to Capt. H. (Harry) E. Wesley-Smith.

     I have no recollection now of what was in that Statutory Declaration of mine but it would have implicated in War Crimes Colonel Anami, Lieutenant Sonei, Sergeant Mori and Private Kasiyama, all of whom were executed in Batavia (now Jakarta) on 7 September 1946.

     I made some enquiries at the University (of Adelaide) about the Science course in Mathematics and Physics. I went to see Professor Kerr Grant and showed him the notes of the clandestine work that I had done (see POW(J) Part 1 pp.11-13) with Felix van Wijk while a POW. I also called on the Mathematics Department which was then at the back of the main (Mitchell)

Building on the ground floor. The only staff member there was Mr. Joe Statton as I now know him to have been. I was flabbergasted when, after telling him that my name was ‘Medlin’, he replied ‘Ah, Medlin E.H.’. I had started Maths I in 1939 as part of my FSASM course at the South Australian School of Mines and Industries. I was called up for Full Time War Service on 3 September 1939 (see ARMY p.2) and was unable to attend any of the later lectures but somehow or another I got copies of the Lecture Notes and I did the Tutorials by correspondence. Anyway, as shown in the Results, out of the 72 who passed I got equal Fifth Credit.(There were of course only Credits, Passes and Fails in those days.) [Even I am amazed by my results because many of those listed were full-time students including one William Faulding Scammell, but I repeat that I was, and remain, really flabbergasted that Joe Statton should remember me after 6 years of silence.]

     It was on a visit to Melbourne, where, among other things, I called on some relatives of Mum’s, from Mount Barker, that I met an old Cycle Camp colleague, (Capt.) ? ‘Vin’ Henry. He was a real scallywag and wangled a job for himself as head of the soap-making ‘factory’ in the camp. Poidevin (op.cit. p.99) gives a brief description of that collaborative effort between POW’s in Cycle Camp and Gloddok Gaol which was right in the centre of Old Batavia. (Didi and I made a special trip to Gloddock back in about 1972 but all that remained of that old Colonial gaol was the massive front gate. I would have liked to have re-visited my old cell in which eight of us were crammed.) ‘Vin’ took me to see a propaganda film made by the Japanese at Bogor, perhaps in 1943, that ran for about twenty minutes or so. My brother Arthur was one of those from our unit who, together with about 100 others, were taken from Cycle Camp to the Governor’s Palace at Bogor. They were loaned clothes and given, by pretty Jap. girls, milk and food which they were not allowed to eat. They had to say how well the Japs were treating them and were then sent back to Cycle Camp. (Where is that crazy film now? #)

                          
     It was towards the end of February 1946 that I then entered the Discharge phase of my separation from the Army. I seem to remember that this took several days in the old Exhibition Building on North Terrace. The option of staying in the Army was quite unattractive, the more especially as Harry Wesley-Smith had told me that he was to be one of the Guidance Officers for Commonwealth Reconstruction Training Scheme (CRTS) students at The University of Adelaide and, in particular, that there was such a Scheme. I made further Enquiries and said that I wanted to switch from Engineering to Science. I was sent to a back room and given a curious IQ test and interviewed by someone whom I suspected was a psychologist of some sort. I was accepted as a CRTS student, (? by whom), was persuaded to invest my Gratuity in (non-performing) War Bonds and was then sent on 25 February 1946 to Hampstead for the final issuing of Coupons for rations, cigarettes and tobacco, and for civilian clothing, (mufti). I received my  Discharge Certificate being Certificate No. 39764 Australian Military Forces ‘Certificate of Service of an Officer’ for a Total Effective Period of Continuous Full Time War Service of 2,365 days including 1,542 days of Active Service, and my War Badge # A259566. [That War badge is, in my opinion, a magnificently designed and made bronze assemblage of the Emblems of the Imperial Crown, the Navy Anchor, the Army Rising Sun, the Air Force Wings and the ubiquitous Boomerang with the words “Returned from Active Service” thereon. (What is missing of course is any explicit recognition of the magnificent contributions of women, an omission now corrected both in the new Badge of the Returned and Services League 

and in the Hall of the Unknown Soldier in the Australian War Memorial in Canberra.) Perhaps contrarily, that War Badge has also been described as:--

 “The gift of a grateful government, in the expectation that you will POQ.”]

*******************************************
Footnotes.

I. There are several references in the ENTR’ACTE text above to Times.

 Time was an imponderable and for at least two reasons. First, most of us had had our watches taken by thieving Japs. [In my case I had had my (quite-expensive) Chronograph watch taken.*] We became quite skilled at developing and exploiting our circadian rhythms and in due course we survived without mechanical timing devices. [Perhaps a little like Joshua Slocum when he threw his (Greenwich) Chronometer overboard.]

[*See ENTR’ACTE pp.24/25 for my letters to the Japanese Ambassador.]

                                         

I.ctnd. Secondly. What made the above even more complex than it ordinarily would have been was the local clock time used as compared with local sun time. In POW(J) at p.24 I have written:--“The Japanese always worked to Tokyo time’. (GMT+9.00) ‘We had to get up at about 5 am (ie. 3 am local time)’ (GMT+7.00), ‘walk to the station and were taken by train to Tandjong Priok station where we walked along the docks to the Ford (I think) Motor Works. We worked all day and got back to Cycle Camp in the dark with almost no food.” By the time we got to what might be called bed it was an 18-hour day, seven days a week. [Japanese ‘Chauvinism’ was taken once again therefore to absurd extremes in the ‘Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere’ where, for example, in Burma there was 3 hours of ‘Daylight Saving’ varying all the way to the Solomon Islands with 2 hours of ‘Daylight Losing’ when local clocks were set to Tokyo time.]

II.    The Statutory Declaration referred to on p.17 above was sworn in the ‘front room’ at 30 Beauchamp Street, Kurralta Park. I spent many hours alone in that room after I came home. It could be darkened and, as with such families, it was the special or parlour room. Dad had his Morris chair in there; that chair, which I still have, was presented to him (when we left Orroroo) for some 10 years as Secretary of the then Returned Soldiers’ Association. The silver plate reads:--

Presented to

J. MEDLIN

In Appreciation of
Services Rendered as Secretary

Orroroo Branch R.S.A.

      I believe that I chose that room for quietude because I knew it in all its details. One of the mental exercise games that some of us played in prison camp was to reflect upon and recall in minute detail some place or other. I had chosen that parlour and after some months I was able clearly to recall everything that was in it. It seemed remarkable that information stored even casually could be dredged up/out by intense and prolonged concentration. [We also played other cerebral games but we never rose to the heights of the Braddon/Piddington pseudo-telepathic acts in Changi. Felix (van Wijk) and I did however play the game of telling the day of the week on which any date in the Gregorian Calendar (ie.since 15/10/1582) would fall. It is a question of memorising four Tables, which are now given by Shakuntala Devi in her book “Figuring. The Joy of Numbers”, Andre Deutsch, 1977, pp.104-111.]

************************************************

      [My next four years (46-49) were infinitely better than the previous four(42-45)]

                                   

Postscript 1. On Sunday 14 February 1999 I attended as a Member of the Ex POW Officers Association the “BANKA” Nurses Memorial Service at the SA Womens Memorial Playing Fields at the bottom of Shepherds Hill Road at St. Mary’s. There were some hundreds of people attending, the great majority being women. Other Members of our Association there were Charles Newman, Bill Bowden* and Don Dowie. Also attending were the National Patron in Chief and SA Secretary of the Ex POW Association, Bill Schmitt, and Palembang POW Sister Jean Ashton. (See Entr’acte p.5)

     When in the early 1950’s we moved into our then house at 159 Shepherds Hill Road, Eden Hills, my wife Diana (Didi) and I got to know the Misses Mills who owned the farm with the house at the bottom of the hill and which extended over what is now called Bellevue Heights. I believe it to have been Miss May Mills who gave the present property as a Memorial to the Army Nurses massacred by the Japanese on Banka Island after they had surrendered following the sinking of the Vyner Brooke. (See Entr’acte p.8n)      

      My wife was:-- Diana d’Este Medlin (formerly Wauchope), 

                               A.M., B.Sc., F.A.C.E., F.A.I.C.D..             

Didi was an early Member, if not indeed an inaugural Member, of that Playing Fields Trust and attended to its business as I remember it for some several years perhaps until we were in Singapore for 1969/1970 following which she became Head of Girton Girls’ School and then Principal of Pembroke School until her retirement at the end of 1990. She was, inter alia, an elected Director of the Adelaide Bank until her death on 13 May 1997.

            [Denise Chapman, B.A.(1960), moved the Vote of Thanks]

      [*Bill Bowden was one of those taken by the Japs from Singapore to Sandakan in what was then British North Borneo, now Sabah. All of the officers, including Bowden, and some NCO’s were taken to Kuching, Sarawak, in September 1943  before the infamous 1945 Sandakan to Ranau Death Marches from which only 6 of some 2,500 survived. The South Australian, Captain Lionel Matthews G.C. M.C. and Bar, was executed with eight others in Kuching on 2 March 1944. (I have been to Sandakan and to Ranau and to the “Heroes’ Grave” which is behind Sekolah St. Joseph, which is a very famous La Salle Brothers school in Kuching, Sarawak.) 

See also:--

             Russell Braddon: “The Naked Island”; Werner Laurie, 1952.

             Derwent Kell: “A Doctor’s Borneo”; Boolarong Publications, 1984.

             Athol Moffitt: “Project Kingfisher”;  Angus & Robertson, 1989.   ] 

Postscript 2.#.                    

     On p.18 above of this Entr’acte, I asked the question “Where is that crazy film now?”. I have let a number of people (who are likely to be interested), including Bill Schmitt, have Embargoed copies of this Entr’acte.

     Bill Schmitt then kindly lent me a video copy of the 1987 one-hour television documentary “Prisoners of Propaganda” made by Film Australia with Geoffrey Barnes as the Executive Producer. (Geoff Barnes and Roger Penney were involved in the ABC Year 12/Matriculation Physics TV series of programs for which I was the ‘Talent’ in the mid 1970’s.) The making of that documentary coincided with an ex-POW reunion at Surfers Paradise, Queensland, in October 1986. 

     I believe that documentary to have been shown on the ABC but my questions to the ABC TV Archives have not elicited anything. That documentary attempts to examine the vast complex of both ethical and empirical issues thrown up by the Japanese Secret Service propaganda film “Calling Australia” made in Java in 1943/1944. It is clear from related printed material that at least some Japanese hoped to be able to use that propaganda in association with their planned invasion/occupation of Australia as part of their Southern Oceanica Policy. (But see TSUJI p.6 and ACTION p.19 for the Imperial intrigue that led to the collapse of the Yamashita and Yamamoto plans for the invasion of Australia.) 

     That documentary also examines the correcting film “Nippon Presents” made, as I understand it, by the Netherlands Indies Film Unit (NIFU) in Melbourne, and uses people known to me from “Calling Australia” and attempts to place that “Calling Australia” in a realistic perspective. 

     I repeat that I did see that crazy film in early 1946 (and at the NIFU) and I understand that a hard copy was made in 1970 before the original acetate record disintegrated. It is interesting that it was Peter Luck (son of Ina and Ross) who, according to Film Australia, seems to have been one who sensed the gross inconsistencies therein and to have seen the desirability of an unravelling of the ‘tangled web’* that constituted “Calling Australia”; an unravelling that indeed had already been attempted in “Nippon Presents”.

     (I am expecting to get a video copy of “Prisoners of Propaganda” from Film Australia for my personal use even if only because my brother Arthur, who died as a POW, played a supporting role of some sort in that film. I am also hoping to get a video copy of each of “Calling Australia” and “Nippon Presents”, from our National Film and Sound Archives.)

*   “O, what a tangled web we weave, / When first we practice to deceive!”

                                                         Sir Walter Scott:  “Marmion”;   1808.

                                     

I have now (April 1999) obtained and seen the following videos;--

          “Calling Australia”.(31 mins.) 

                Made by the Japanese Secret Service: Java, 1943/1944.

                Copy obtained from the National Film and Sound Archives.

          “Nippon Presents”. (37 mins.)                           

                 Made by the Netherlands Indies Film Unit: Melbourne, 1946.

                 Copy obtained from the National Film and Sound Archives.

          “Prisoners of Propaganda”. (59 mins.)

                 Made by Film Australia: 1986/1987.

                 Copy obtained from Film australia.

     I could not recognize my brother Arthur nor indeed any of the other OR’s used in that ‘crazy film’ “Calling Australia” although I did recognize (Capt.) Jack Ifould, (Capt.) ‘Vin’ Henry, (Lieut.) Geoff Gregory, (F.O.) ‘Skip’ Glowrie, (S./Ldr.) Shoppee and (Capt.) Les Poidevin. I am amazed that anyone, especially Brig. Blackburn V.C., ever thought it necessary even to begin to excuse any of the participants (except perhaps the ‘voice-over’ narrator) because the whole thing was that bloody stupid, replete as it was with hidden messages even for the marginally intelligent; I must however concede that, when I think of the disgusting treatment handed out to Gordon Bennett, intelligence was/is not an attribute commonly enjoyed by our largely non-combatant military ‘top-brass’ who would seem to me ordinarily to be much more familiar with jealousy and invective rather than with  statesmanship and intelligence.  The psychology* of military incompetence and mediocrity is a monumental outrage to humankind but it is invariably shrouded from view by mystique, pomposity, clubbery, arrogance and the rest of the rag-bag of such devices so familiar to dissemblers.

© E.H.Medlin.                                    

*Norman Dixon. “On the psychology of Military Incompetence”:Cape: 1976

I now identify three recent sources that reflect upon some of the above.

            Sterling Seagrave. “The YAMATO DYNASTY

            The secret history of Japan’s Imperial Family”: Bantam Press: 1999.

            Kevin Smith. “BORNEO. Australia’s proud but tragic heritage”.

                                                                                                      Kevin Smith: 1999.

            Guy Baker. “More lives than a cat. 

            Three and a half years as a prisoner of war of the Japanese”. nd.?1999

© EHM.

ENTR’ACTE     p.24                                           17 Hillcrest Avenue,

                                                                                         Crafers. S.A. 5152.

                                                                                         7 March 1999.

H.E. The Japanese Ambassador,

Embassy of Japan, 112 Empire Cct.. Yarralumla. A.C.T. 2600.

Your Excellency,

     I write to you as a former Prisoner of War of the Japanese. I was captured in West Timor on 23 February 1942 and I was released in Batavia, now Jakarta, on 23 September 1945 following the capitulation by Japan on 17 August 1945.(Further, I had a brother who died as a POW on 24 June 1944.)

     I am of course aware of the 1952 Peace Treaty between Japan and Australia in which our rights as ex-Prisoners were signed away by our then Prime Minister, albeit without even any consultation with us and certainly without our consent. As you know, there has never been any compensation to us for the years of brutal treatment that we were forced to endure. As you also know, Japan has never even said ‘Sorry’; although I do know that those Japanese persons who are aware of the brutalities practised at that time by the Imperial Japanese Army are ashamed for those breaches of decency, of civility, of chivalry and even of their own Code of Bushido.

(I am of course aware that a recent Prime Minister of Japan did express publicly his personal regrets but that really is simply not good enough.)

     I am in the process of writing my ‘Reminiscences’ and I have reminded myself that, among other things, I was unlawfully dis-possessed of my ‘top-of-the-range’ Chronograph watch by a Japanese soldier in 1942. I am not so naïve as not to know that breaches of this sort are common in war and especially with unruly soldiers; nevertheless they should never be condoned.

     I therefore put it to you with respect that you in decency should authorize the recompensing of me with a ‘top of the range’ Chronograph watch.

     No precedent would be created because precedents are only created when the circumstances are identical, as they never could be in this case.

     I want to assure you that this is neither a frivolous nor a vexatious proposal but is considered to be both reasonable and just; neither am I an irresponsible person as you can establish by noting my achievements as listed in “WHO’S WHO in Australia”, Vol. XXXV, 1999, p.1169.

              Thank you, Your Excellency.             Yours Sincerely,

                                                                            Edwin Harry MEDLIN.

ENTR’ACTE     p.25                                           17 Hillcrest Avenue,

                                                                                         Crafers. S.A. 5152.

                                                                                          27 July 1999.

H.E. The Japanese Ambassador,

Embassy Of Japan, 112 Empire Cct.. Yarralumla. A.C.T..2600.

Your Excellency,

     I wrote what I thought in all the circumstances was a most courteous letter to you on 7 March 1999.  As I have not had any reply nor even any acknowledgement from you I am enclosing a copy of that letter of mine in case it has been misplaced by you.

     I am sure that you received my letter because some month or more after I sent it to you I received a telephone call from a person in Canberra who told me that he was the President of the Canberra Branch of the Returned and Services League of Australia.

      That person told me several things as follows:--

1. That he had been visited by a member of the staff of your Embassy and had been shown a copy of my letter to you.

2. That he had been asked for his advice as to how you might respond in an equally courteous way to my letter.

3. That it was unlikely (in his opinion) that you would acquiesce to the proposition that I had respectfully and not unreasonably (in my opinion) put to you.

4. That he agreed with your messenger that he would advise me of the visit and of what had transpired ; and although he has done that the matter does not of course end there.

I now affirm both the information that I gave you and the sentiments that I expressed to you in my letter of 7 March last and I continue to await your reply.

             Thank you, Your Excellency.                  Yours sincerely,

                                                                        Edwin Harry M

TSUJI            
         It is not my intention to revisit the fall of Singapore on 15 February 1942 beyond making a slight and secondary study of the involvement of Lt. Col. Masanobu Tsuji in the Malayan Campaign and thereafter.

         There is, of course, a vast literature and much speculation on this general subject but I hope to stick to the facts while drawing heavily upon some, at least, of the following sources, some of them primary:--   

    

    LouisAllen                 : “Singapore  1941--1942.”

                                        Davis-Poynter Ltd.; London 1976.  

  H. Gordon Bennett *   : “Why Singapore Fell.”

                                        Angus & Robertson Ltd.; Sydney 1944.

    Russell Braddon (a) * : “The Naked Island.”

                                        Werner Laurie; London 1952.

    Russell Braddon (b)   : “The other 100 Years War; 1941-2041.”

                                         Collins; London 1983.

    Frank Legg                 : “The Gordon Bennett Story.”

                                         Angas & Robertson; Sydney 1965.

    Charles McCormac     : “You’ll die in Singapore.”

                                         Pan Books Ltd.; London 1954.

    Frank Owen                : “The Fall of Singapore.”

                                         Michael Joseph Ltd.; London 1960.

    Rohan D. Rivett *        : “Behind Bamboo.”

                                         Angus & Robertson; Sydney 1946.

    John Smyth                 : “Percival and the Tragedy of Singapore.”      

                                         Macdonald; London 1971.                                                          

    Masanobu Tsuji *        : “Singapore 1941--1942.”     

                                         Translated by Margaret E. Lake.

                                         Edited by H.V.Howe.

                                         Oxford University Press; Singapore 1988.

        First published as:--  “Shonan, the Hinge of Fate.”

                                         8 December 1951.                        

                  *  Primary sources.

         It is interesting to compare estimates of the total campaign strengths.  

                                                                           Japanese                 British
         Allen (op.cit. pp.270/271.)         (approx.)  35,000                  138,708         

         Tsuji (op.cit. pp. 36-38, 352.)     (approx.) 60,000  (approx.)  120,000

         The exactitude or otherwise of those campaign strength estimates notwithstanding, it is more than abundantly clear that Japanese ‘intelligence’, planning, strategy, tactics and determination were vastly superior in all cases to ours and no amount of huffing and puffing, posturing and the like by Churchill, Wavell, Percival et.al. can or should disguise the fact that we deserved and got a thrashing. WHY and HOW did that happen?

         In addressing the question WHY it seems to me to be critical to comprehend our general complacency in the face of the expressed and documented appreciation of the ‘Far East’ situation in at least two quite fundamental respects.

      First. I read, in 1976, Louis Allen’s uncorrected proof of his “Singapore 1941-1942” and I was truly amazed by much of it and especially by the:--      

    ‘APPRECIATION BY THE SECRETARY FOR DEFENCE, MALAYA’

                              (C.A. Vlieland.)  July 1940.

               [Appendix III in Allen ( op. cit. pp. 288-293)] Anyone who pretends even a passing interest in this period of our history must read and absorb Vlieland’s incredibly prescient assessment of the vital importance of the (then) Malayan Peninsular in the event of the need to defend Malaya, which of course included Singapore. Vlieland is (in my opinion, overly) generous in attributing to the then G.S.O. I (Col. Percival) in 1937 “ an appreciation which stressed the probability of the Japanese making use of territory in Southern Siam and the importance of defending northern Malaya.” (p. 289). That appreciation, if made, must have been in the first of the two lectures given to MALAYA COMMAND in January 1937.

The second, and published, lecture was:--

           ‘THE STRATEGICAL PROBLEMS OF SINGAPORE ‘

                           (A.E. Percival.)  January 1937.      

                  [Appendix II in Allen (op. cit. pp.272-287)

There is no mention of either ‘Southern Siam’ or ‘northern Malaya’ in that second Percival lecture: indeed, the prevailing sentiment is  “Consequently, the principal object of the defence of Singapore is to protect the Naval Base here against attack until the arrival of the British Main Fleet and to afford security to our forces’ ( ? prior and ) ‘subsequent to its arrival.” (p. 281).

                             
        Secondly. Given that Vlieland had exposed the dangers to Singapore by enemy attacks in Southern Thailand and northern Malaya thereby giving an enemy access to the west coast of the Malayan Peninsular, a counter strategy known as ‘Operation Matador’ was devised. (see Allen op.cit. pp.92-115.) Matador was intended to prevent an enemy from gaining access to Southern Thai airfields at, for example, Singora and Patani. Matador was never activated even though it was known that the Japanese ‘Malaya Force’ had left Hainan on 4 December 1941.(p.101). I believe the explanation to be that the British had been bluffing for years and had fallen for their own propaganda of their invincibility. Unfortunately for many, they (the British) were now to be pitted against another equally arrogant self-perceived master race, the Japanese.

         There are of course many other facets of the WHY question but once the usual inaction led to ‘not to Matador’ (ie. not to invade Southern Thailand in order to attempt to secure the Kra Isthmus against the Japanese.) then Malaya, including Singapore, was lost to Yamashita and Tsuji as I shall attempt briefly to explain in my addressing of the HOW question.

         In addressing the question HOW, it is vital to re-identify TSUJI and to recall his remarkable and seminal role in the planning and executing of the Malayan Campaign. [It is idle but nevertheless tempting to reflect, even if only momentarily, upon the outcome in the ‘Far East’ if Tsuji had been on our side.]    

         I have already (see TIMOR p. 2) identified Tsuji (his family name) as the Director of Planning and Operations Staff of the Malayan Campaign under General Yamashita Commander of the 25th. Japanese Army. (That Army was composed of 3 Divisions:-- the 5th., the 18th. and the Imperial Guards Divisions.)

         Tsuji seems to have escaped the attention of most writers although Legg ( op.cit. p. 210) records Tsuji’s acknowledgement that the Australian 8th Division at Gemas fought, under Gordon Bennett, “with a bravery we (Japanese) had not previously seen” and “completely changed the aspect of the combat zone.” Until Gemas (which is about 2/3rds down the Malayan Peninsular), Yamashita had been able to do almost as he wished, the Japanese advancing at the rate of about 20 km. per day with repeated, morale destroying withdrawals by 2 British Indian Divisions, 3 British Indian Brigades, 2 Malay Volunteers Brigades and 2 British Army Brigades.  

 I now continue to address the question HOW.

         First. It is interesting that Tsuji dubbed his “Taiwan Army Research Department ” as the “Doro Nawa Unit”. (see Timor p.2). According to Allen (op. cit. p. 114) that means the “robber-rope unit” implying that the thief is caught before the rope is found to tie him/her up, there then being the further implication that “82 Unit was asked to do far too much too quickly.” (p.114)  

         Secondly. Allen (op.cit. pp.113-115) examines the intensity of “Japan’s Intelligence Activities in Malaya.” He says, inter alia, that “The brains behind the intelligence into Malaya was Colonel Tsuji Masanobu.” (Allen gives Japanese names “in the Japanese order, ie. surname first.”) Braddon (b) (op.cit. pp. 30-39) comments (p.32) that “Masanobu Tsuji is that rare creature in Japan, a man of mystery.” Tsuji graduated from Military College in the early 1930’s and was “appointed tutor to Prince Mikasa, the Emperor’s youngest brother. He had become something of a Court favourite and was honoured with gifts not only from Prince Mikasa and his brother, Takeda, but from Emperor Hirohito himself--and in those days gifts embossed with the fourteen petalled chrysanthemum of a royal Prince, or the sixteen petalled chrysanthemum of the Emperor, were to the Japanese what relics of the true Cross would be to a Christian.” (p. 33)

         Thirdly. Tsuji conducted “A Secret Reconnaissance” (see op.cit. Ch 7 pp.41-52). Staff Officers Asaeda and Hayashi (pp.30/31) penetrated deep into Southern Thailand in disguise and knew all that there was to know about Singora and Sungei Patani. Tsuji (pp.44-52) with Captain Ikeda made flights from Saigon over Southern Thailand and Northern Malaya on 20 and 22 October 1941 without any semblance of attempted interception.  They flew over the Thai airstrips at Singora and Patani-- “they were indeed poor afairs”-- and over the British airstrips at Kota Bharu, Alor Star and even Taiping.

         Fourthly. Tsuji (op.cit. p.33) says that “During the research period however we had learned by heart the topography of the region from southern Thailand to Kedah Province, from the crossing of the Perak River to the capital city of Kuala Lumpur, and from there to Johore Bahru and Singapore. Now, studying our small scale maps, all we had learned came to mind--topography, distances, local place names, key positions, etc,-- and I was able to draw up the operations plans even without needing to consult these maps.” It is no wonder that Russell Braddon (b) can (? sadly) say (op.cit. p. 32) that “ on our side there was no one to match him.”  

         Fifthly. With the above intelligence and following his two reconnaissance flights Tsuji asserts (op.cit. p.48) that “ I immediately came to the conclusion that if the British made good use of the Kota Bharu aerodrome then disembarkation at Singora would be impossible, and that therefore, come what might, we would have to capture Kota Bharu simultaneously with our landings at Singora and Patani. This at any rate was one request I would press upon the Navy, as the necessity for simultaneous landings was immediately firmly fixed in my mind.” 

         Sixthly. Tsuji devised both a plan and a timetable for the Malayan campaign based on unorthodox tactics. ( op.cit. Ch.8 pp. 52-57.) For example, among other things, originally the 25th.Army had 5 Divisions but Yamashita and Tsuji reduced it to only 3. This was a flagrant breach of the principle that the “attackers (of a fortress) should outnumber the defenders by three to one.” (op.cit. p.38). In the Malayan case it was the (largely untrained) defenders who outnumbered the (highly trained) attackers by about two to one. Further, there was mobility, hit and run, bicycles galore and the infectiousness of Tsuji’s “We will win. We must win.” Tsuji has written (op.cit. p.53) that “The Malayan campaign was however to be a fight which could not be won by orthodox tactics.” but he had a problem in that the General Staff had already “reported to the Throne a plan for the Malayan campaign based on orthodox  tactics.” (op.cit. p. 54). By skilful negotiations with the Navy and the General Staff, Tsuji was able to persuade Colonel Hattori, Chief of the Operations Section of the General Staff, that “This plan is the result of Colonel Tsuji’s own inspection in the face of danger, so we cannot help matters by opposing him. We can manage the documentary procedure in connection with presentation to the Throne of the altered plan of operations.” (op.cit. p.54).            And so it was done!    

         Seventhly. Braddon (b) (op.cit. pp. 33/34) gives Tsuji’s timetable thus:-- “Malaya and Singapore would fall in less than a hundred days from the outbreak of war; Manila in less than sixty; Java in less than a hundred and thirty; Rangoon in less than a hundred and seventy. Only as to the Philippines was history to prove him apparently optimistic.” Tsuji has described his obsession thus:-- “Sitting on a rush mat, I vowed to the gods that, day and night, I would abstain from wine and tobacco. I forgot instinctive desires and worldly passions, to say nothing of lust and appetite--and even life and death. My whole mind was concentrated on gaining the victory.” (op.cit. p.41).The pathetic “Not to Matador” was a gift to Tsuji.       

       Eighthly. His faith in the ‘gods’ notwithstanding, Tsuji was as barbarous as any other of the disgusting ‘Sons of Heaven’ and their monstrous god/emperor Hirohito. Tsuji’s actual and personal involvement in the rape and murder terror tactics employed in Penang and Singapore, contrary to Yamashita’s orders and which incurred his wrath, is not absolutely clear from his “Singapore: the Japanese Version.” What is clear is that he (Tsuji) resented Yamashita’s punishing of the miscreants. He actually says (op. Cit. P. 57) that:-- “The 18th. was a thoroughly reliable fighting Division. Its troops included many soldier coalminers from Northern Kyushu. They were fond of rough work, but were quarrelsome and apt to commit acts of violence and plunder; yet there was nothing to be said against all that,  for the division was a very strong and strictly disciplined formation, ideally suited for the capture of Singapore.” Braddon (b) ( op.cit. p. 35) says that:--“ The tactic (used in Nanking and Hong Kong) was pitilessly and publicly to rape and murder; and rather than see Singapore hold out a minute beyond 15 February--on which day an Imperial emissary would arrive to witness the capitulation-- Tsuji was prepared to try it again.”..............and.............. “ It must have been with mixed feelings, then, that he (Tsuji) set out with an experienced team for Singapore’s Alexandra Hospital and there supervised the butchering of 230 patients and 93  doctors and nurses--thereby convincing Percival that failure to surrender immediately, as Yamashita demanded, would mean hundreds of thousands of civilians being ‘put to the sword’, as Yamashita threatened.”

         According to Braddon (b) ( op. cit. pp. 35/36) it was Tsuji “who enabled Yamashita to bluff General Percival--a kindly man--into surrendering so prematurely on 15 February.”: further “ It was perhaps a blessing that Tsuji was so proud and influential a man, because he immediately began intriguing to deprive Yamashita of the Tokyo triumph he deserved and to have him relegated to his original unprestigious command in Manchuria instead. Had he not, Yamashita’s wish to proceed at once with Admiral Yamamoto’s plan to invade Australia would almost certainly have been granted; and Australia, at that time, had nothing with which to oppose him.” (see ACTION p. 19 for my reference to the fact that it was Tsuji, not ‘Sparrow Force”, who saved Australia from invasion.) 

         Ninthly. In his introduction (in 1959) to the English translation of Tsuji’s 8th.December 1951 book “Singapore: the Japanese Version” Gordon Bennett (at p. viii) says:-- “With the approval of higher Army authority he ‘thereupon evaded arrest by allied forces, disappeared, and for three years wandered through Asia, until, cleared of all charges against him, he was able to return to Japan, which he now serves as a Member of the House of 

Councillors in the National Diet.” Braddon (b) (op. cit. pp. 32-36) is however rather more curious about and questioning of Tsuji and his disappearance(s). For example, Braddon (b) says in 1983 that after the capitulation of Japan on 15 August 1945 :-- “ Only Tsuji was ordered to lose himself. There is much evidence to suggest that, had he not, he would have been hanged; but there is little to explain why a mere Lieutenant Colonel should have been ordered to spare himself the fate that so many of his seniors--from General Tojo, his long time Prime Minister, to General Anami, his last Minister of War-- either stoically accepted or escaped only by committing suicide.” Braddon (b) goes on (perhaps naively) with:-- “Why, having eventually returned to public life and become a member of Japan’s Diet, he suddenly vanished a second time is a mystery. Asked about this, today’s Japanese smile more broadly, because this time Tsuji has remained lost.” (Tsuji, having been born in 1903, would have been 80 when Braddon published those words in 1983.) Whatever the explanation (s), Braddon (b) gets it right when he says that “ he (Tsuji) was a brilliant man who planned the most stunning campaigns of the Second World War--the conquest of Malaya, Singapore and the Philippines.”   

         Tenthly. It is only recently (1997) that I realised the relative enormity of our achievements in Timor and particularly of what was done by (Sapper) Corporal Mal Livingstone M.M. and Sapper Ken Hickey M.M. and in  particular in their killing of some 75 Japanese at Babau in Timor. Tsuji (op.cit. p.271) asserts, and he should know, that the total Japanese Killed in Action “ in the Malayan campaign from the landing at Signora (on 8/12/41) to the surrender of Singapore (on 15/2/42) was  3,507 officers and men.” When it is comprehended that in 3-4 days we in Timor killed more than 900 Japanese, ie. nearly perhaps one quarter of the number of  Japanese killed in the whole Malayan campaign then it perhaps starts to be understandable why the fighting Japs in Timor held us in somewhat high esteem. 

                      So we have the, to me, fascinating comparisons:--

         Battle area     ABDA Troops   Jap. Troops     ABDA KIA   Jap. KIA 

       West Timor     ( Aus.) 1,200        23,000          (Aus.) 80         1,000+

  Malaya/Singapore     120,000           60,000             10,000          3,507        

We in Timor could and should have done even better had we been well led. 

        

     Eleventhly. Tsuji’s ambivalent attitude to Yamashita can perhaps be understood from, among other things, :--

         (a) the dedication at p. xxiii of his “Singapore 1941--1942” thus on 8          

              December 1951 :--

                   “Today, ten years since the landing on Singora beach, this 

                     record is dedicated to the spirits of the now departed heroes

                     General Yamashita and Army Chief of Staff Suzuki and the

                     more than 3,500 soldiers who fell on Malayan battlefields.” 

  and (b) at pp. 168/169 :--     

                   “From the front line to Army Headquarters was more than a

                     hundred kilometres. Army celebrated the New Year in the rear

                     of Taiping, beyond the sound of gunfire and where the real

                     state of affairs was not known.’................. ‘I had just had 

                     the painful duty of conveying to an old regimental commander

                     that he was to be punished by being placed under close arrest;

                     and I myself was worn out, having been rushing about for 

                     some days without sleep or an opportunity to lie down. It 

                     seemed to me that some of those at Army Headquarters 

                     celebrating the New Year beyond the sound of gunfire must be 

                     intoxicated with toso. [spiced wine]”       

         The above sentiments are, of course, all too familiar to those who have to do the fighting while others give the bloody orders; which leads me, finally, to Gordon Bennett.

         Twelfthly and finally. Legg (op.cit. pp. 277-301) discusses what to many, if not most, ex-Jap. POW’s was a distinctly personal and vindictive attack on Bennett by the Old Guard of the Regular Army and Staff Officers. (as held in such contempt even by Tsuji.) Legg (at p.292) says that:-- “ A Military Court of Inquiry had sat on Gordon Bennett’s escape from Singapore and recorded its opinion. A Royal Commission had been established, lengthily examined all available witnesses and recorded its findings. An eminent military jurist had examined, with greater minuteness, these findings and recorded his verdict. Yet argument still rages, questions are still asked.” Both Churchill (Legg op.cit. p.300) and Wavell (Owen op. cit. p.197) directed to the effect that “ just before final cessation of fighting, opportunity should be given to any determined bodies of men to try and affect escape by any means possible.” Why not Bennett ?! In any case we backed Bennett and he, while still alive, led the 8th Div. on every Anzac Day Parade.

© EHM.
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Dr Harry Medlin 2007 in his library of over 12,000 books.

Harry Medlin on all accounts was an achiever.  Pre War he had studied at the South Australian School of Mines and Industries.  His military experiences are covered above.  Post War, under the Commonwealth Reconstruction Training Scheme, he attended University of Adelaide 1946 to 1949. He later had two period at Cambridge University (1949/50 and 1955/56).  Associated with the time in the above universities, his achievements were B. Sc. in 1949, Ph.D in 1956, D.Univ in 1987 and D.A.A.in 2001.  He spent much of his post War life as an academic physicist and alumni envoy in Indonesia, Singapore, and Malaysia.  Harry has also been a prolific writer and speaker on a wide variety of subjects.  It has been my privilege to publish Harry Medlin’s papers.  It is clear he calls it like it was!  The following hand written note corroborates the veracity of his account of these events of 1942 to 1945.
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It is my pleasure to bring this account of events, mainly, in Timor and Java to the readers of this website.  This account has been written by Harry Medlin an officer who was there. 

Lt Col (Ret’d) Peter Winstanley OAM RFD JP   June 2009
