TWENTY-SECOND TO NONE
The History of the 22" (N.z.) Battalion

As written by Terence Power Mclean

[Editorial note: In early 1946, “TP” or “Tired Terry” as he was affectionately known by the
Battalion was commissioned by the War History Branch to write the official history of the 22"
Battalion. TP was the obvious choice, he was a journalist by trade and he had been the
Battalion’s Intelligence Officer since joining the Battalion in 1943. He was well-known and well-
liked by the veterans. Although his contract was for £500, writing the history was more a
labour of love for TP. This did not pay the mortgage or feed his young family, so advancing his
reputation as a sports journalist took priority. By about 1952 it became clear that the
manuscript was no closer to publication, so the contract was terminated. Another author was
contracted, this time for £800 to write the history. And so Jim Henderson’s version, so different
in style from TP’s manuscript, was finally published in 1958, one of the last of the unit histories
to appear in print.

TP’s manuscript was lost, but fragments of it, including many notebooks containing ideas and
details — mostly in TP’s unreadable version of shorthand - remained amongst his disordered
papers and files. These were donated by the Mclean family in 2007 to the Alexander Turnbull
Library collection where they are today.

Unfortunately, only Chapters One to Thirteen are in the collection. These have been
transcribed for reproduction here. There are several versions of some chapters, each showing
TP’s heavy editing. For most of the text | have transcribed the edited version, but in some
instances | have retained the original where it contains details that might be of interest.]
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FOREWORD
“My name is Andrew — A-N-D-R-E-W. There is no ‘s’ on it and I’'m the boss.”

He looked it. He was the first commander of the newly-formed 22" New Zealand Infantry
Battalion and this was his first parade. As a lance-corporal at the age of 20 in the First World
War he had won the Victoria Cross for charging and destroying German machine-gun posts. He
had kept to soldiering between the wars. Now, at the instance of another old corporal, the
Nazi Hitler, a new war had come, and to Leslie Wilton Andrew there had been given the
responsible task of forming one of the battalions, one of the many, many battalions, which
would be needed to fight the German horde.

If Leslie Wilton Andrew had any doubts of his capacity for the task he did not show them on
this first parade. His figure was stiff, his black moustache bristled and his voice had a rasping
edge. “I'm the boss,” he said.

Yet for all the pride in the statement of ownership, Andrew, as it became clear later, was much
more concerned with another thing than with the fact that he had been given a command. The
words penetrated to the furthest man on that parade ground. “Take a pride in your unit.
Remember, you are the Twenty-Second Battalion.”



Twenty-Second to None
TP Mclean

It became clear later that Andrew not only loved the notion of a battalion but that he could
come to love his battalion. For its sake he was prepared to subject himself and every man in it
to hard discipline to make the unit as good as he thought it ought to be. He became “Old
February” because he favoured the maximum, 28 days, in his punishments. He became loved
and hated and feared and respected and gradually the battalion took the shape he desired.

By experience, Andrew knew the perils of active service. By some mysterious affinity with
Joseph Conrad, he knew that those perils could more cheerfully be endured and more
successfully overcome if, within his unit, there existed a feeling of loyalty. Of Conrad Desmond
McCarthy, the literary critic had said, “His thesis was not, as many supposed, adventure. It was
the spirit of loyalty.”

To Andrew, a battalion was not enough. To be the boss of a battalion was not enough. To be
enough, there must be a pride. Pride could be a weapon, as invisible support for a wavering
aim, a staff when duty fought with weariness and fear.

He used to say, “We are the Twenty-Second to None.” The phrase was repeated, mockingly,
good-naturedly, sometimes bitterly, and in the repetition men came to believe that it meant
something to the battalion.

The 700 of the first parade multiplied. Andrew served his time and returned to New Zealand.
The 22" served in England, Greece, Crete, the Western Desert, Italy and Japan. It suffered
dreary days of defeat and pleasant days of victory. It played a small but constant part in the
grand drama. From all these circumstances, each one related because it concerned the unit, a
pride and a character was developed. Both were similar to the pride and character of the other
New Zealand units and yet, because they concerned the 22" Battalion, they somehow became
individual and distinctive to the unit.

This is an attempt to tell the story of the pride and the character which the unit developed to
show that, from the beginning to end, the stentorious message of the first parade was the
abiding factor of the battalion’s history. More than 4,000 men in time thought it good to “take
a pride in their unit.” The feeling was of service both to them and to the unit.

--000000--

CHAPTER ONE
12 Jan 40 - 13 Mar 40
Formation and Training

On 18 January 1940, the first parade of the 22" New Zealand Infantry Battalion was held at the
Trentham Military Camp, near Wellington. The battalion had been formed on 12 January of
volunteers drawn from the several provinces of the Central Military District, one of the three
military districts into which New Zealand was divided. To encourage company spirit, the four
rifle companies were established on district bases. Men from Wellington city and the
immediate area were posted to A or Wellington Company; from Wanganui, Palmerston North,
the Manawatu and Rangatikei, to B or Wellington-West Coast Company; from Hawkes Bay and
the East Coast district from East Cape to cape Palliser to C, or Hawke’s Bay Company; and from
Taranaki to D or Taranaki Company. The headquarters company, which included battalion
headquarters, was made up without distinction of district of men with some precious
territorial experience.
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For some time prior to the formation of the battalion as a unit of the Fifth Brigade of the
Second New Zealand Division, officers had received training in an officer cadet training unit
and NCOs in the Central District School of Instruction. Lt-Col Andrew, the commanding officer
and the adjutant, Lieutenant P.G. Monk, were regulars of the NZ Staff Corps. All of the other
officers were either plain civilians recently commissioned or territorial officers with service in
the voluntary territorial units which had functioned in the country from 1930 to 1939. Some of
the senior NCOs were of the Permanent Staff, the non-commissioned establishments of the
regular forces.

Most of the other ranks were civilians. Some of the older men had served in territorial
regiments before the abandonment of compulsory universal training in 1930. Some had served
as volunteers in the territorials. By far the greater number were without service background of
any kind. They had volunteered after the outbreak of war and were untrained and ignorant of
military discipline.

In the first few days from the 12 forms were filled in without great enthusiasm, civilian
clothes were returned to homes, and suits of khaki denims of most unattractive design and cut
were issued. It was said in the ranks that the authorities had issued the denim because of their
ambition to create a “Sing Sing” atmosphere in the camp. The congregation of men on parade
or in the mess hall, especially when some had their hair cropped, undoubtedly created an
appearance of woe.

On 15 January, a training programme was begun. By then, companies, platoons and sections
had been formed, a rough kinship was developing and the extraordinarily bad language of
recruits in their first few days in camp was prevalent. A good deal of language was directed at
fatigues required for camp maintenance and some of it upon the commanding officer for his
eagle eye on inspection. He was not easily persuaded of difficulties in the performance of any
task, not even in the cleaning of latrines of so old-fashioned a pattern that night-soil collection
was required, and his trumpet roar at some stage of each inspection could be relied upon.
Some of the language, too, was directed at portions of the training programme, especially
those which included saluting — in democratic New Zealand, every man was as good as his
master and saluting to the recruits implied subservience — and “one-stop-two”, the marching
and drilling periods in which each man had to cry aloud the phrase in time to the beat of his
feet at the halt or on the turn.

Reveille was at 0600 hours, sick and defaulter parades at 0615, breakfast at 0700 and first
parade at 0830. Morning training finished at 1200 and lunch was at 1215. The afternoon’s
training began at 1330 and ended at 1630. In the hour following, the troops bathed and
showered and prepared for dinner at 1730. The bugle sounded lights out at 2215 hours. On
Saturday mornings, training was replaced by a period called interior economy when the
sleeping tents were emptied and tidied, floors were scrubbed and paillasses aired. Both
reveille and breakfast were an hour later on Sundays. Leave was granted on a generous scale
on Friday nights and from Saturday midday until Sunday midnight.

Parts of the ordinary day soon came to possess special characteristics. Despite the loud cries of
“Feet on the floor” from enthusiastic NCOs as reveille sounded, a determined soldier might
sneak another half hour of bed at the cost of some discomfort in the ablution stands in a
frantic 15 minutes before breakfast. After lunch there was a united move towards the beds
and with backs down the troops indulged the ceremony of “punishing the spine”, or “spine-
bashing”, or as it was always called in the Division, “Maori P.T.” It was a golden period when no
one shouted “Do this”, “Do that”, “Swing the arms, SWING the arms”, and it had more virtues
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than the merely recuperative. A good many men were finding difficulties in their adjustment to
army life and in the reflective half-hour after lunch they resolved many problems.

The evening, too, had a charm for some, for a wet canteen at which handles of beer were sold
was open for about two hours. Despite the discomforts — the building was too small and the
gueues invariably too enthusiastic — the place became a club and a haven to the private
soldier. In it he could talk, discuss personalities, argue and even fight when an opponent would
not admit the truth of an argument.

By 18 January, when the commanding officer made his first fearsome impression on the
troops, the unit was not yet up to strength. New recruits were arriving each day and many of
them were posted to another rifle coy, E, which was meant to serve as a reinforcement coy to
the battalion.

The parade was the beginning of a disciplinary campaign and the checking of faults of dress, of
failure to salute and of a hundred and one things became rigorous. The publication of offences
and punishment of offenders became a daily feature of Routine Orders, and the general
impression within the unit was that the CO was a “tough old bastard.” It is possible that the
colonel himself wondered where discipline ought to begin. The recruits had a bantering
disregard for many of the military forms of discipline; the difficulty was to retain the humour,
but in proper adjustment to the discipline.

Towards the end of January 1940, an unexpected recruit posted himself to the battalion.
Someone instantly called him “Borax”. He was a semi-fox terrier who was only a little cross-
eyed and only a little lovable. He would not yield to caress and he made his home where he
pleased, without distinction as to company or platoon. He had enormous, eccentric skill as a
cricket fielder, catching a ball in the air with gigantic, convulsive leaps and snapping up a rolling
one off the ground with the skill of genius. Borax trained hard for the cricket held in the sports
periods on Wednesday afternoons. At any hour of the day or night he would catch stones flung
for him by the soldiers and he would even swallow the small ones if others were thrown too
quickly in gestures disparaging to his skill. No one had thought of a Borax for the Battalion.
Within a few days, no one doubted that he must stay. His piercingly stigmatic glance into
nothingness, his crankiness of temperament, his marvellous skill with a ball or stone, these and
many other things about him were engaging. In any case, Borax had a mind of his own. He had
apparently decided to stay and that, for the time being, was the end of the matter.

By the beginning of February, the unit morale had been tested by heavy falls of rain creating
slush about the test lines, by the saluting and other formalities attending the first pay parade,
and by an extraordinarily dismal sounding by an officers’ chorus of “The Road to the Isles” at a
camp concert. Serge dress of Great War pattern, with a choker collar and many brass buttons,
had been issued for purposes of leave to all except Pte Dyer, of A Coy, who was as tubby as his
nickname and who had to wait two weeks for the camp tailor to make a suit of large enough
size.

The training was now becoming more extensive. On wet days, lectures were held inside. Map
reading, marching by compass at night, and training in anti-gas warfare, were some of the
subjects taught. There was a heavy accent upon anti-gas training. Many soldiers suffered the
curious effects of a not unpleasing disease, believed to be induced by the out-of-doors, and
passed into a slumberous state between waking and sleeping as the first words of a lecture
were spoken.
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As January ended and February began, it was obvious that many rough edges were being
whittled. Days were now being spent upon the rifle range and a few Bren guns were available
for instruction. On 7 Feb, the first route march was made from the camp to Wallaceville Bridge,
a distance of about three miles, and lunch was taken in the field. On 9 Feb, the first of many
injections was given, this being for TAB. The normal reaction was a symptom of influenza, but
despite the general knowledge of the proper way to treat influenza, a bewildering variety of
treatments was tried. It was considered by one school that the patient should lie down and
rest, and by another that activities should be normal. D Coy played cricket and bodies were
carried from the field. Another coy went for a march and a truck had to be sent to bring in the
sick. B Coy rested and Pte J Green had an attack of what was roughly diagnosed as delirium
tremens. It was all highly confusing. The one solid discovery was that it was unwise to take a
drink after a TAB injection.

The battalion on its first march marched to its pipes and drums. Col Andrew’s affection for a
pipe band had become known and members of the New Zealand Scottish Society, through Mr
I.D. Cameron of Featherston, presented the unit with six pipes and six drums. Several
experienced pipers and drummers had enlisted in the unit and the band was formed by L/Cpl
E.C. Cameron as the NCO in charge. In the few weeks before the route march, the band had
practised enough to develop some of the skill for which it later became known in the Division,
in which it was the only unit band. Much will be said at intervals of the unit band. It became a
source of pride to the battalion and the rugged individualism with which, in the early stages,
the bandsmen wore down criticism became the general property of the battalion.

Inventiveness a characteristic of the Division, was developed in the unit by further falls of rain
and unusual but effective methods were employed to deal with leaking tents, wet clothing,
and wet blankets. Night marches were held and on some of them the transport and carrier
platoons practised with their vehicles. The carrier platoon also spent time training with the
Bren guns with which the vehicles were equipped.

The commander of the Fifth Brigade, Brigadier J. Hargest, DSO, MC, inspected the unit towards
the end of February. He was an experienced soldier and the satisfaction he expressed with the
standard of training and the tone of the battalion was not light praise.

March promised well from the beginning. The recreational training was now becoming
extensive and fitness among the troops was increasing rapidly. Inter-coy rivalry was also being
steadily developed. Even E (coy), the last and loneliest, had a spirit second to none in the unit.
Early in March, a mile run for all of the coys was held on the Trentham Racecourse, next door
to the camp and even those men of little athletic ability made grim efforts not to whip in the
field. To be last in a race or to do something inefficient on a parade was an act of neglect,
particularly if the act affected the standing of the coy, and even the hardy made [excuses] to
avoid the free criticism of such folly. The battalion, however, was not developing into a
collection of Little Lord Fauntleroys. A note in Routine Orders at the end of February sternly
forbade piquets in the wet canteen to drink on duty.

The Governor General of New Zealand, General Viscount Galway, inspected the battalion on 6
Mar and warmly praised what he had seen in a letter he despatched to the commanding
officer. This was praise indeed, but in spite of it, the reaction was smug. This was, on the part
of the troops, an evil fault, but their excuse had a point. After the parade itself, the arms drill
and the marching and the niceties of a formal parade, the “Old Man” himself, Col Andrew, had
been distinctly heard by the battalion to speak words of praise. So unusual an event was cause
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for the belief that if the parade had been good enough for the colonel, it must certainly have
been good enough for the Governor-General.

By now the battalion was possessed with excitement. Final leave was promised. Rumours
sprang from nowhere. The unit was to sail on such and such a date, Hitler's “phoney” war on
the Western Front was to end and there would soon be action. All of the stories were straight
from Army HQ. But there was no general agreement on dates or places or, in fact, in anything
as the rumours swept from end to end of the camp and carried over to muttered speculation in
the tents as one by one the men dropped into sleep.

On 13 Mar, all ranks were placed on Active Service. On that day, the few South Islanders left
for their homes. The rest of the unit marched out to leave on the following day and the camp
became a forlorn and lonely place. It was a minor curiosity of the war that Trentham Camp,
clothed so richly from Great War days in military associations, seemed always to become a
little careworn after a draft had gone away.

--000000—

CHAPTER TWO

Preparation for Departure
13 Mar -1 May, 1940

If reports were accurate, every member of the battalion spent his ten days of final leave in a
state of continuous exhilaration. There had been no such thing as the pain of parting.

The mood persisted for several days. It was not disturbed by the sober task of 30 Mar, by
which time most members had returned to camp, of lining Wellington streets from Parliament
Buildings to the Justice Department building in Lambton Quay, for the State Funeral of the
Prime Minister, the Rt Hon M J Savage, PC. It accounted for the number who returned late
from final leave with stories of too many parties.

In the mood, the men wanted to be done with training. They wanted to be aboard ship, bound
for a war destination. They did not take kindly to official repots of delays in shipping
arrangements and at odd times, a number impatiently ducked through the back fence of the
camp for a freedom for which they suffered the commanding officer’s rasping “Twenty-eight
days!” upon their return.

Sport activities were increased in an effort to combat the mood. Wednesday and Friday
afternoons were set aside each week for organised sports, cricket being the chief game, and on
other days cross-country running, Rugby football, softball and various other games were
played. The accent in military training was placed upon shooting and the ranges were
frequently in use, especially by men who had shown indifferent skill in earlier practices. Bren
guns, too, were fired and two night exercise were staged.

In mid-April, the battalion moved from tents to huts which had just been completed. The
increased comfort, especially in the autumnal weather now being experienced, was great.

The whispers of a sailing date sounded through the battalion like the rustling of leaves in a
wind. The authorised marking of clothes pointed the date. Vaccination made certain the time
could not be far away. And the publication of an order relating to a State reception and a
farewell march through the streets of Wellington on 27 April clinched the accuracy of the
rumour that the departure would be about the end of the month.
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The general excitement affected the workings of the committee self-appointed to protect the
interests of Borax. Soon after return from final leave, the committee had addressed a notably
respectful request for permission to take the dog overseas. The request had been declined and
the committee, “in committee”, after expressing its disapproval of the reply in the strongest
terms, determined upon ways and means. In pursuance of these, Pte Booth and comrades of A
Coy acquired an extra kitbag from the QM store and at odd times practised the odd
manoeuvre of securing Borax in the bag, with just his nose showing, and carrying him up and
down a ladder placed against the boiler house. Borax never wanted in intelligence and he soon
caught on, but he was not quite well-bred enough to conceal a look of utter desolation and
disgust whenever he saw Booth and his henchmen arranging another practice, down behind
the showers.

Anzac Day was fittingly remembered by a special parade of the Battalion. Col Andrew, after
many days of watching the coys, at last decided that he could not separate A and C Coys in the
competition to discover the most efficient marching company to head the unit in the farewell
parade and C Coy won the call when a coin was tossed.

‘The training for the farewell march was intensive. On the morning of 27 Apr, the battalion was
entrained at Trentham at 0745 hrs and before then it had been assembled with due formality
on a parade in camp. From the Wellington station, it marched to Parliament Buildings for the
farewell speeches. The flow of oratory was somewhat checked by light showers of rain. As the
unit left the ground, it paid a salute on the march to the new Prime Minister, the Right Hon P
Fraser, PC, CM.

The crowd in the city was large all along the route of Lambton Quay, Willis St, Wakefield and
Victoria Streets and Jervois Quay to the station. Members of the First Echelon, a few months
before, had made the first march of the new war through the city. In the time since, despite
the “sham” war on the Western Front, there had been a growth of war fever among the people
and the occasional cheering and clapping of the crowd as the battalion marched by expressed
a little of the fever. It seemed inexpressibly sad that some of the bands should choose to play
“Tipperary”, with all its haunting associations of mud and misery and death, but the general
mood was of hope, not of sadness, and “Tipperary” on the day was just a song of which
everybody knew the words.

As a farewell, the march was a moving experience for the men of the battalion. They were
pleased when told that the colonel had praised their bearing and marching, for they had come
to consider him their severest critic, but in the hours following the return to Trentham and on
the next day, when the camp was thrown open to civilian friends and relatives, it seemed to
many of the unit that they had unconsciously passed into a state of suspension between
exaltation and grief. They had spent nearly four moths in camp. In lean fitness, they were
unrecognisable from the men who had entered camp all through January. Now the time was
coming when they would be, in fact, soldiers. The imagination could not yet grasp the utter
contrast with the previous life.

On the morning of Sunday 28 Apr, an advance party headed by the colonel departed for the
ship. The excitement soon became frantic. Before Anzac Day, there had been much talk of
sport and some excitement when D Coy, captained by Sjt T C Fowler, won an inter-company
Rugby competition for a cup presented by the people of Hawke’s Bay. There had been some
celebration when Fowler, Cpl M Ashman, L/Cpl P Donoghue and Pte R Ayres had been chosen
from the battalion to represent Trentham Camp against Burnham on 26 Apr. But sport now
was of complete inconsequence. The ship, the destination, the prospects, these were the
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matters of importance. On the last night in camp, on 30 Apr, a cyclone passed rapidly through
the wet canteen into the huts. At a word, a man would tear the paillasse of a mate into shreds
and scatter the hay, or he would find fun in jumping on a slat bed and crashing wit it to the
floor. The cyclone had a happy, explosive violence. The mess, it seemed, would have to be
cleared up. All day long, men swept and swore and carried and cursed, but at 1830 hours,
when the last inspection was made, there were no complaints on either side.

Kitbags were stacked for the baggage party. The battalion paraded. The wait, as always, was
long. A strange quiet settled. The hold on the familiar was slackening. The rustle was loud
when the battalion at last straightened for the march to Trentham station.

The transport, according to the Army, was the X3. It soon proved to be more exciting than the
dry nomenclature suggested. It was the Canadian Pacific liner, Empress of Britain, of 43,000
tons, one of the largest and most luxurious liners in the world. Even Lt Lovie, a Great War
veteran whose invariable reply to complaints had been “You ain’t seen nothing yet!” was
silenced by a size and quality of transport undreamed of by soldiers of the First World War.

The battalion filed silently aboard. Borax was put in his bag and carried up the gangway and
not a member of the embarkation staff thought anything was amiss.

The hold on the familiar things had become tenuous and Trentham was now only a place in the
battalion’s history.

--000000--
CHAPTER THREE
2 May - 17 June 1940
Voyage to England

The Empress of Britain pulled away from the wharf on the following morning, Thursday 2 May,
and that afternoon sailed from the harbour, Thursday 2 May, and that afternoon sailed from
the harbour with the other ships carrying units of the Second Echelon. The strength of the
Battalion was 756 all ranks. The total included 41 officers, eight warrant officers, 44 sergeants
and 663 other ranks (and one dog).

Second in command of the battalion was Major G.J. McNaught, a veteran of the first world war
who had won distinction in sport as a member of the New Zealand Army Rugby team which
won the King’s Cup against Empire competition at the end of the war and followed that with a
tour of South Africa in 1919. The coy commands were Major S Hanton (A), Captain J Bain (B),
Major J G Leggat (C), Captain xxx (D) and Major E Laws (HQ). WO1 S Purnell was the RSM, the
original appointee, WO1 Douglas, a member of the Permanent Staff, having to withdraw for
medical reasons.

The full convoy, including ships from Lyttleton, assembled off Wellington Harbour in Cook
Strait, and included, in addition to the Empress of Britain, the Andes, the Aquitania and the
Empress of Japan. The escorting cruisers were HMAS Canberra, HMAS Australia and HMS (later
HMNZS) Leander. The sight of the convoy was imposing to the many hundreds of
Wellingtonians who gathered near the heads of the harbour to wave a last farewell to the
troops. The Empress of Britain was a delight to members of the 22" There had been no time
to convert it to troop carrying and accommodation for officers and senior NCOs was provided
in large and luxurious cabins. Cabins on the lower decks had been divided to accommodate the
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rank and file and bunks were provided in these, but the quarters were comfortable and the
standard of comfort higher than soldiers of the later drafts were to obtain.

Boat drill began on the first day out from Wellington and fatigues, guards and other duties
were soon introduced. Mess orderly duties were performed by stewards of the ship. There was
some seasickness at the beginning, but it was not long before the good food was being enjoyed
by everybody. In the daily programme, reveille was sounded at 0600 hours and sittings of
breakfast were held at 0700 and 0800 hours. Fatigues were paraded at 0745 hours. Boat
stations and ship’s inspections were staged between 0900 and 1000 hours, and the morning
training for a time consisted of semaphore, knot typing and lashing and PT. Two sittings of
meals were held at 1200 and 1300 hours and in the afternoon training there were periods
devoted to a lecture, musketry, routine drill and, later on, route marching round and round the
long promenade deck. The evening meals were served at 1700 and 1800 hours. Between 2000
and 2130 hours, a canteen service provided draught beer and cups of tea or cocoa. Lights out
was at 2200 hours.

On the first day out, the ineffable Borax was the cause of trouble. “The soldier or soldiers
responsible for bringing on board the dog commonly known as “Borax”, as Routine Orders
phrased it, was ordered to report to unit headquarters. After wresting with his conscience for
some time, Pte Booth at last confessed the hideous deed. Business with Borax it seemed, was
gratifyingly brisk. Booth’s confession was the third on the list. Two sergeants had forestalled
him with categoric confessions.

There was some speculation about the motives of the sergeants. On the one hand, it was
believed that they were keen to become staff sergeants and sought this as an opportunity to
establish they had the kind of initiative which was thought to be most necessary in a company
guartermaster. On the other hand, it was believed that they were tired of their rank and
sought reduction in a gentlemanly way. At any rate, plethora of confessions or not, Borax was
arrested. Authority was pleased to be stern and Brutus-like in reaction to the first tentative
requests for the dog’s release. Authority having been proved, there was yielding in the granite
and Borax at last was freed. He roamed the ship perfectly happy after that.

On 6 May, the size of the convoy was increased off the coast of Australia by the meeting with
the Queen Mary, the Mauretania and the Empress of Canada, each of which was crowded with
Australian troops. Course was set across the Great Australian Bight for Freemantle.

Life aboard the ship was, on the whole, pleasant. For the training during the day, the weather
was kind, and in the evenings all sorts of games were played. Some of them, like tombola, were
legal, and others, like crown and anchor, two-up and chemin de fer, were highly illegal, but
each had its school. An entertainment committee promoted impromptu speeches with the
audience as judge and everyone except perhaps the competitors thought the occasions
diverting. On 10 May a sports day was held on the ship’s tennis court and in many events the
22""s men performed with zeal. Cpl L Mack, aided by a ship’s nursing sister, amazed his friends
with his skill in threading a needle and two of C coy’s men, Ptes G.G. Foxley and M.R. Lord,
easily won the biscuit eating and whistling competition in spite of all manner of
discouragements.

On the same day, the convoy arrived at Freemantle after averaging 19 knots along the
Australian coast. With other units of the Brigade, the battalion entrained on the following
morning for Perth and took part in a parade through the city. A compliment was paid on the
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march to Major-General Durrant, GOC Western Military District, and at the end of the march
leave was granted until midnight.

Some day, perhaps, some permanent form of tribute will express to the people of Perth a
measure of the gratitude existing among New Zealand soldiers of the Second Division for the
hospitality which was invariably shown to New Zealand troops throughout the war. It was
hospitality of kindliness and generosity, given without stint, and quite unforgettable in
character. It was unfortunate that two members of the battalion should violate it by missing
their ship when the leave had ended.

Of the multitude of humorous incidents during the day, perhaps the choicest was the
insistence of Pte T Donovan that the fox terrier pup he had brought aboard should become the
everlasting property of Captain laws, to whom it was given as a token of unbounded esteem
and regard. Even the police were drawn into the party. A Freemantle constable willingly
changed tunics with a New Zealander, who thereupon amazed the gangway guards with his
military attire to the waist and his constabulary attire to the neck.

The days of arrival at, stay in and departure from Freemantle were momentous in the war’s
history. On the morning of 10 May, Rotterdam was bombed and the blitzkrieg was launched
upon the Western Front.

Aboard ship, with the ocean all around, a clear sky and clean air, the impact at first was dull.
The mind could not readily evoke a picture of the effect of bombs and shells and high
explosive. But, three days out from, Freemantle, war stretched its hand and decreed that the
convoy must alter course to South Africa and then proceed to England.

Then indeed there was impact. England! To the troops, it seemed a fairy tale. To Colonel
Andrew and the responsible authorities, it was war. Each day, rifles were used for loading
practice with dummy rounds. Physical training with tugs of war, with medicine balls and with
sparring was introduced and it was required that feet should be bathed with methylated
spirits. Soft feet were of no use to the infantry soldier.

Of the many impressions created by the four days of leave, from 26 to 30 May, in Capetown,
the most lasting was that the people of the city, even as the people of Perth, were perfect
hosts. Drives to the beaches, expeditions to Table Mountain, lunches, dinners, drinks — many
drinks — were only a part of the hospitality extended. The politeness of the South Africans was
such that they even managed to smile at the extreme antics of he Anzacs. The soldiers took
charge of traffic, rode on fire engines, distributed beer gratis from a lorry, removed the
trousers of a traffic policeman who tried to interfere, made expeditions into District Six, a
notorious native quarter, and committed a hundred and one acts of knavery, stupidity and
ingenuous boyish folly. As good rivals of New Zealand in Rugby football, the South Africans
were more than pleased when a team from Capetown University defeating the Second Echelon
team which contained Fowler, Ashman and Donoghue from the battalion. But pleased or no,
they made their city free to the troops.

As at Perth, there were exhibitions of the eccentric humour of the kiwis. One man purchased a
native baby for two shillings, took it aboard ship and was distressed at his cold reception.
Another gave his coy commander a bath full of snakes and was saddened by the lack of
humour in his officer.

There were two incidents of particular note in the battalion. Pte R S Traynor, of A Coy, while
ashore on leave, suffered head injuries from which, on 29 May, he died in the ship’s hospital. It
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was the first casualty of battalion history. Time did not permit fellow-members of his coy to
attend the military funeral held at the naval cemetery at Simonstown.

In the darkness of 27 May, Sergeant J D Ormond, of Headquarters Coy, while on duty as
sergeant of the guard answered a call of “Man Overboard” by diving from the ship into the
harbour. Despite the intense blackness of the night, a heavy tide and the known presence of
sharks, he swan about for more than half an hour in search of the missing soldier, a sergeant of
the No.1 New Zealand General Hospital, and he did not give up the search until he was
exhausted. Ormond required assistance from the water. He was later awarded the British
Empire Medal for his bravery and was the first person in the battalion to receive an award for
services in the war.

Before departure, in a redistribution of troops made because of the assignment of the Empress
of Japan to other duties the 21°* Battalion was transferred to the Empress of Britain. The
Mayfair lounge and the closed promenade deck were used to house the additional passengers,
who were absorbed by the huge ship without loss of comfort.

On the grey morning of the last day of May, the convoy sailed on its long zigzag course to
England. Away from new sights and new friends, all aboard became possessed with the fearful
news of war. France was falling, the British Expeditionary Force had escaped at the eleventh
hour from Dunkirk and the enemy forces rolled closer to Paris. Supplied with fragments of
news by the ship’s wireless, the battalion could only wonder and worry at the future.

This background of the world tragedy, the voyage wore on. Routine Orders in time was
increased in size to accommodate the penalties imposed for misdemeanours at Capetown and
Pte Donovan achieved the distinction of a second “mention” while in the ship’s brig for the
first. By the exercise of patience and ingenuity, he removed the screws from the detention
room door and there was a great clatter at the next entry of the guard. It was good fun, but the
commanding officer made him pay a pound for it.

On 6 June, a skeleton brigade signal exercise was held upon a sand table and dispatch runners
from the battalion galloped at speed about the ship. An issue of shorts and shirts for summer
wear was made and on 7 Jun a stop was made at Freetown, Sierra Leone. Much amusement
was obtained from the antics of natives in canoes when hung about the ship all day. The
canoes bore painted signs of a religious character like “No Man Like God,” but in spite of the
influence the natives were mostly godlessly intent upon barter and braved ship’s hoses for the
purpose. One soldier, with a ship’s blanket, bought a monkey. Another, exasperated by the
chattering, yelled: “Get away, you black bastard.” The pained native stood upright. “I am
British subject same as you are,” he said. “Only colour of my skin a little different.”

The war, more and more, was filling all minds. Blackout precautions were strictly enforced. The
battalion manned two of four Vickers guns on the sun deck. There was general instruction in
passive air defence. Submarine lookouts were posted. Route marching was increased and
innovations in the training programme of life-saving drill, resuscitation and first aid spoke
grimly of the universal hatred. Two platoons from B Coy were posted with rifles on anti-aircraft
duties. The aircraft carrier Hermes, unfortunately without airplanes, joined the convoy.

In the midst of such important matters the sporting activities of the battalion, particularly in
boxing, had a lesser place, but there was gratification when Pte J R C Hargreaves, who had
fought professionally in New Zealand, won the ship’s featherweight title and Pte C Noble
narrowly lost to Gnr F Richardson, of the 7™ Anti-Tank Regiment, in one of the best bouts of
the tournament.
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The officers had their amusements, too. A mock orderly room was arranged at a subaltern’s
night in the lounge and Colonel Andrew was charged with illegally attempting to dispose of
Government property. He had been heard incautiously offering the ship to a nursing sister. Lt
Lovie heard the case. Col Andrew was marched in and stood for some time while Mr Lovie,
head firmly down, wrote busily at a table. Then the “judge” casually lifted his head and started
with surprise. “What! You here again, Andrew!” he said. From time to time during the hearing,
Mr Lovie made caustic remarks which showed plainly that he was a good student. Then, at the
end, he grimaced and pounded the table in a fury. “Damn it, man,” he shouted. “This isn’t a
pleasure cruise! This is war!”

Once or twice, as the voyage wore on, frightening submarine alarms were sounded. Ships
moved into position with the Queen Mary in the centre and the escorts dashed off at speed in
the direction of the contact. Sometimes they dropped depth charges and the battalion hoped
to a man that a submarine was caught in the mighty convulsions.

So, as the German armies moved towards Paris, the convoy approached the mouth of the River
Clyde. Out ahead, five destroyers kept and changed station. Behind them were two cruisers,
and behind the cruisers HMS Hood, the largest warship in the world. Behind the Hood, the
merchant ships steamed in two lines: The stately Queen Mary and the Empress of Britain were
abreast; then followed the four-funnelled Aquitania and the new Mauritania, and behind these
two the Empress of Canada and the Andes. On the flanks there were more destroyers and at
times an aircraft-carrier or two and behind there were three cruisers and five destroyers. On
the day the convoy anchored at Gourock on the Clyde, on Sunday 17 June, Paris fell. The ships
from New Zealand had steamed 17,000 miles at an average speed of 19.2 knots. No other body
of troops had ever travelled so far to war.

“At Gourock a submarine net lay across the river, with shipping crowded beyond, amongst
them a huge battle cruise and small naval craft,” wrote Lieutenant W McAra, the battalion
mortar officer, in a letter to his wife. “One by one the miles long procession of ships, big and
small, naval and mercantile, passed inside and anchored with a rumble of cables. The hills were
now close on every side, and considerably higher, with a hint of Highland glens in the merging
crests and ridges. Far up the river we could see hanging in the blue the tiny blobs of the
balloon barrage over Glasgow, and nearby the three funnels protruding from the water of a
French cruiser sunk by some internal explosion a few weeks ago. The decks of every transport
were crammed with the troops basking in the sun and idly studying the busy scene, the coming
and going od ships and launches, the wide reaches of windless, scintillating water reflecting the
blues and whites of the summer sky. A strange Sunday afternoon scene!

“Our band came up on the sun deck and added a final touch to a general contentment and
thankfulness. The afternoon wore on with the increasing beauty and peace; the movement of
shipping gradually ceasing; the water at last as delicate as satin in colour and texture. On the
hills, in the woods and in the gardens, the many shades of green in grass and leaf glowed still
more warmly, as though the whole countryside had donned its Sunday best to welcome the
boys from way down under. Late in the afternoon, some military and civilian bigwigs came
aboard to make the usual speeches (we know it all backwards now). One, a Brigadier Miles,
representing General Freyberg, who is still in Egypt, sketched a grimish picture of the job
before us that really did us more good than all the assurances of Imperial solidarity and
shoulder-to-shoulder guff the others spilled us.”

--000000--
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CHAPTER FOUR
17 Jun - 31 Aug 1940

Training in England

It became a joke in the Division later on — the notion that the tour of duty of the Fifth Brigade
in England in 1940 had been nothing but a Cook’s tour. The Fourth and Sixth Brigades sweated
in the sands of the Egyptian desert for up to a year before the Fifth joined then early in 1941,
and theirs, they always afterwards maintained had been the real war.

That tour, it must be confessed, was twice blessed in being performed among English-speaking
people who amounted, in fact, to kinfolk. It was true, too, that the men who experienced it
often thought of it in times of battle in the Western Desert, or in Greek and Italian hovels. But
the tour for all that was scarcely of the sort provided by the enterprising Thos Cook. It had a
little too much reality about it. The battalion trained hard as a member of the force designed
to counter the invasion which seemed so natural a consequence of the wreck of France. For
many months of the tour, the enemy battalions were massed about the French channel ports
awaiting the word. Meantime, the air war of Marshal Goering’s Luftwaffe was built up by day
and night and from Dover to Penzance, on the beaches and above the cliffs, the English and
their kin waited.

The welcome given the men of the battalion by the British was memorable in its sincerity. Even
Borax was nobly entertained upon Gourock station by a Scottish dog and from Gourock to
Aldershot, in the journey which began on 19 June, the way was lined with sandwiches, pies,
cakes, and cups of coffee, offered as a tangible demonstration of friendly feeling.

The journey ended at North Camp station, near Aldershot, and from there the battalion
marched to Mychett, a wooded area with a lake nearly. To eyes tired of the always-bounding
main, the countryside seemed wonderful, full of leafy lanes and ordered pleasantness, and
though the copses and bosky dells seemed almost a cliché, the first impression of them as
beautiful never altered.

In the early hours of the first night, after a day spent in pitching tents and arranging
cookhouses and paraphernalia, an air raid alarm sounded, and at first light slit trenches enough
for everyone were dug with noble enthusiasm. Nor was there much need, then or later, for
insistence upon blackout precautions. Only the fools lit matches or showed lights and they
were in the minority.

The High Commissioner for New Zealand Mr W J Jordan, inspected and welcomed the battalion
on 21 June and on that day there appeared in Routine Orders the promotion to lance-corporal
of PTE Keith Elliott. He would appear again in Routine Orders, on a greater occasion. On the
following day, there was a route march and on 23 June 48 hours’ general disembarkation leave
was granted. Men of the battalion were spread over England, Scotland and Wales, but fore
most London called and men sped like arrows to its heart. The city by repute was cold to the
stranger, but after their first experience none of the Kiwis could understand why. It was not
easy for them even to buy a glass of beer in the public houses and in these, the democratic
clubs of England, and in other places the reception was affectionate.

With the return from leave, it was evident that the sea voyage, with its rich food and genial
surroundings, had had an enervating effect upon the spirit of the battalion. The quality and
qguantity of food in the camp, after a first, splendid, welcoming meal, had deteriorated and
there were many complaints. There was criticism that the NAAFI outside the camp sold a
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better meal than could be obtained inside. Much plain speaking, more than one unfortunate
incident, and some acts of thoughtlessness show clearly that the spirit of the unit was not yet
mature.

Colonel Andrew set himself fiercely at the task of rekindling unit pride. He was a believer in
route marching and the countryside about Mytchett became sorely familiar. Discipline which
had not been soft became severe. There were agonised yelps from junior officers who were set
upon and, chains of army command being well established, more yelps from the rank and file
when the word had been passed down.

The battalion remained at Mytchett for two and a half months and in that time training was
directed at its incorporation, in a suitable role, in the counter-attack force of the south of
England and particularly about the area “Hell's Kitchen” near Dover. Equipment, in spite of the
spur of Dunkirk was not readily available. The battalion had its first practices at enbussing and
debussing without benefit of motor transport and mortar men of the headquarters company
platoon grew adept at pantomime while they waited for weeks for their guns. This was indeed
the period of crisis for Britain.

It was a relief that motorcycles were easily obtainable. Half the fun of life for the men would
have disappeared if the cycles had not been available for the coaching and riding of officers
and senior NCOs. Lieutenant JL Macduff, sitting in the saddle while chatting idly to a friend, as
idly released the clutch and bounded at a stone wall. Lieutenant T Thornton, the
guartermaster, spread alarm and despondency with a wild charge at tents, trucks and soldiers.
There were many scenes of comedy, the merit of which was improved according to the
proximity to the spectator of a tall, stalwart tree.

The first essential of the training program was fitness. Marching first and then sport accounted
for this. Because of the fear of gas attack, there was much insistence upon precautions with
respirators and for this and other specialist work there were many courses. Lieutenant TR
Hawthorn the intelligence officer passed a gas course with Distinction and forthwith became
known as “Teargas Tommy.” Disdaining the frivolity he continued to set has platoon so fast a
pace on route marches that the group became known as “Hawthorn’s Harriers” and was much
admired by less athletic sub-units.

Monday and Wednesday nights were spent in training. Sometimes, this consisted of a march,
the digging of defensive positions and the filling in of the trenches at the end of the exercise. It
seemed to the troops a highly profitless enterprise, but in its inscrutable way the Army
continued to demand these things, and calculated avoidance was liable to be even more
profitless. Authority was not pleased with an outbreak of ribald criticism of the Boyes anti-
tank rifle soon after its first appearance and in ROs early in July there appeared a most fierce
denunciation of all who denied its excellence. New ways of criticising the rifle became quite a
game for a time.

Early in July, His Majesty the King inspected the unit. He lunched with the commanding officer
and company commanders and later, while walking about the unit, watched the men at their
normal training. A few minutes after he had left, an enemy raider dropped bombs in Aldershot
nearby and caused casualties. His Majesty in a message to Colonel Andrew congratulated all
ranks on their showing.

On 6 July, an issue of battledress in place of the old “giggle-suit” was begun and on 14 July the
battalion shifted camp about half a mile to an area adjacent to Keogh Barracks. The training
was livening up. An exercise lasting 5 days began with a move around Guildford in MT. Later,
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there was digging of positions near Ashdown Forest, a move to Cuckmerehaven, return to area
Ashdown Forest and a march of 15 miles to finish.

After a church Parade on 28 July the companies moved to St Leonards Wood and from there to
Ravenswood. A night in the open without greatcoats or blankets was spent at Nutley and it was
followed by an attack at 0500 hours along the Camp Hill Ridge. “Fighting spirit” for the attack
was induced was an issue of coffee laced with rum at 0400 hours and many of the soldiers
made the attack in a mood of thoughtful wonderment about the rum and were it had got to in
the coffee. The following day, as an end to the exercise, the battalion repeated the first half of
the attack as a drill movement and then filled in the slit trenches dug by the enemy. It seemed
a highly unreasonable foe.

Early in August, as a culminating act to the passive and vocal complaints about the food, A
company held a sit-down strike. The company was not unanimous for about a dozen decided
to parade, and in any case the retribution was swift. Col Andrew sat at table on the parade
ground and the company was paraded before him. He heard a few men plead their grievance
and then brusquely announced that the argument was all to pot. His sentence on the company
was 14 days confined to barracks, remission being granted after 3 days. This was the last of the
incidents. They had not been pleasant, but was afterwards of some satisfaction that in the
worst of the battles fought by the battalion no word was ever raised about lack of food.

The elimination of the distasteful, unwilling spirit in the battalion had been steadily attacked,
and the record of the unit in the Brigade 100 mile route march which was now performed gave
every member a feeling of the pride which best conquered unwillingness. The start was
discouraging, for every company was late upon parade, the excuse of a raid in nearly areas
during the night being reasonable. In any case, the brigade start point was reached at the
appointed time and the battalion marched from there to Chiddingfold, 16 miles due south, in
good time. At the end of the march, the unit was transported to Pheasant Copse and it
marched ten miles from there on the second day to West Grimstead Park, a beautiful estate in
which herds of deer roamed and where lived Papyrus, winner of the 1924 Derby and the loser,
in the famous match race against Zev, the American champion. Pte C Merrylees gained a
sudden fame by the learned manner in which he demonstrated the horse’s point in short
lecturettes and a company remembered the Park with affection because of the success of an
expedition for the cookhouse. The side of bacon was seen in the cutting-up stage by the
company commander, who had sworn death against marauders, “That looks good bacon,” he
said. He turned to Pte A Bell, one of the cooks. “Is it local stuff, Bell?” he asked. Bell did not
even smile. “Yes, sir,” he said. “It came from this very neighbourhood.”

The weather was hot when the battalion marched another 15 miles the next day, and in their
battledress, tin hat and respirator at the alert the troops marched in some discomfort. At the
end of the march, the battalion was on familiar ground, between Wych Cross and Forest Row,
in the area of Ashdown Forest. On the next day, the battalion was the last of the brigade units
to start and it did not cross the start line until 1040 hours, but well before the end of the 12 %
miles it was on the heels of the unit in front after a hard, sustained pace on the march. The
battalion then enbussed and the night was spent at Partridge Green, only a few miles from
West Grinstead Park.

The 19 miles of the march to Whiteways Lodge, at the northern gate of Arundel Park, the seat
of the Duke of Norfolk, was the longest in the week. The last mile and a half was a stiff climb,
to get the better of which Lieutenant G Laurence allowed his platoon to linger until there was a
substantial gap between it and the platoon in front. He then took the hill at a cracking pace,
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the only pace, he maintained, for climbing. There was “grousing” of course, but it had the
immemorial quality, and though most feet were sore and some were bleeding, every man had
an ambition to be marching at the end. The fruit of the ducal orchard and the beer at the local
were both of such excellence that they contributed materially to a feeling of comfort, if not of
ease.

It had been rumoured that the last section into barracks would be taken in MT, but this was
just another Army tale and the battalion marched 10 % miles to Pheasant Copse and three
more long and weary miles to the embossing point for the ride back to camp.

D Coy won the marching competition held within the unit. Not a man of the company gave up.
The battalion had the finest record within the brigade. Not one man failed to finish on the final
day’s march and the proportion of men who marched the whole day was higher in the
battalion than in the other units. The unit, in fact, had become the “Flying 22”d", an alternative
title being “Andrew’s Angels.”

The battalion was much helped by its pipes and drums. These played in front of each coy in
turn from day to day and with the magic that seemed to belong peculiarly to the pipes they
lifted tired feet over arduous stretches.

The march was not a true hundred miler, nor was it as severe as some performed in later days
by the unit. But it had its points. The records of officers and men showed that they wished to
do well by the unit. Long marches soon discovered weaknesses and strengths. The strengths
were of men like LT. I. Hart, who poured the blood from his boot and put it on again to carry
on, and the weaknesses were primarily of those who were constitutionally incapable of
marching. The factor of possible air raids on the column was a consideration but it had no
noticeable bearing.

Of the news that awaited the troops on their return, the war diary commented that “it took
the sting out of the blisters, even if it did not cure them.” In addition, there was week-end
leave, London leave, late leave, special dance leave and ordinary leave.

This, indeed, sounded like Thos. Cook on tour. But while a proportion of the battalion
gallivanted in tall, peaked Kiwi hats all over the United Kingdom, the other and larger was still
hard at work. This was the period of continuous air raid warnings. On 12 and 13 August, some
of the first severe fights in the Battle of Britain were staged above Aldershot and over the
Channel. At 0115 hrs on 16 August a raider bombed Mytchett and in the afternoon of the same
day seven enemy planes, thought at first to be an RAF formation, dropped bombs about two
miles rom the camp and machine-gunned the streets of North Camp. Captain Monk, the
adjutant, was taking a shower when the planes appeared. He sped naked for a slit trench.
Moments later, Pte Lawless ended a smart sprint with a flying dive into the same trench.

Soon there were stories in the unit of leave. Some were late and had to be told, somewhat
haltingly, to the highly unsatisfactory audience furnished by the commanding officer. All,
whether late or early, had the thread of wonderful experience. These were the days of dear old
ladies who would cry as they said “Thank you, New Zealand,” to officer or man. These were the
days of the English nation which could not do enough for New Zealanders on service in
England. These were, in fact, the days.

Brigadier Hargest inspected the unit and the camp area on 21 August and commented
favourably on the state of both. The unit the next day watched a demonstration by the tank
hunting platoon formed under Lieut. Laurence. While antics with tank traps and anti tank
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bombs were taking place a plane passed overhead. All planes now were enemy until they
proved themselves otherwise and the place so recently populous was soon bare.

Diving for cover had become a serious occupation and Borax was not least in the unit in skill. It
was possible to tell where he was. Loud and lurid language told, plainly enough, that Borax was
happily at work, digging for rats or snuffing about the head of a soldier. Nothing seemed to
shake Borax’s belief that even the shoddiest slit trench was a place of romance.

To complete the month, there were manoeuvres in the area of West Grimstead Park and an
inspection by he Chief of the Imperial General Staff, General Sir Alan Brooke. Sir Alan, in a later
message, praised the fitness, physique and bearing of the battalion and expressed his thanks
that New Zealanders, whose felt hat of the first war was so well remembered in England, were
under his command.

The inspection marked the end of the training period in England. Henceforth the battalion was
to be actively associated with the defence of the south coast. It had had troubles in settling
down at Aldershot, but it had become fit, keen and soldierly. It awaited the invasion which
seemed so certain to accompany the expanding air war with a certain amount of confidence in
its ability to play a useful part.

--000000--
CHAPTER FIVE
1 September — 3 November 1940
Counter-Attack Role

It seemed appropriate that so distinguished a statesman as thje Right Hon Winston Churchill,
the Prime Minister, should make an inspection of the battalion on 3 Sep, the first anniversary
of the declaration of war. The greatness of Mr Churchill’s oratory, the virulence of his hatred of
the Nazis, the evidence of his determination that Britain should not be defeated, these and his
many other qualities had captured the imagination of the members of the unit and they were
enthralled and encouraged by the words he spoke on the parade. The soldiers in their few
months in England had seen countless examples of the courage which seemed so much a
birthright of the British and Mr Churchill, cigar, grim face and invincible V sign, seemed to
symbolise that quality.

The wish to do well and to please him on parade was general. Mr Churchill responded as if he
had stepped out of a portrait of himself. The set jaw, the bulbous forehead, the slow
movement of his speech, parts of an imagined pattern, were found to be accurate. Of itself,
the anniversary was a cause for sadness rather than for joy, but with Mr Churchill about there
was not much melancholy.

The great man’s visit heralded changes. On 4 Sep, with the commanding officer absent on
leave, preparations for a move toward the coast were ordered and the move timed to begin as
2300 hours on 5 Sep. At 1430 hours of that day, the time was advanced to 1530 hours.

The advancement came without warning and the to-do was tremendous. It was, in fact, a
certifiable examples of what later came to be called “scone-doing.” “Scone-doing” was the
“mucking-about” of all armies since Caesar’s at an accelerated pitch within a short period.
When some responsible person began to “do his scone”, the tendency spread with the
certainty of waves from a tone flung into a pond, and men rushed madly about, said harsh
words to unprovocative underlings and magically made a tangle of everything they touched.
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There were, of course, sound reasons for the activities which transformed Mytchett on 5 Sep
from a respectable place to a mad-house. Lately there had been many reports of German
assault barges massed in French ports. The air was had continued to mount. The information at
battalion level was not comprehensive and what there was suggested that, in the soldiers’
phrase, “she was on”, that the invasion was under way.

The battalion moved by MT to Warren Wood, six miles from Maidstone on the trunk road from
London to Dover and Folkestone. There was furious activity in digging in for the whole of the
first night. At dawn, the battalion stood to. At twilight, it stood to. Night and morning, in those
few hectic hours of half-darkness, the coys took up their allotted positions and night and
morning nothing more remarkable than the eternal passage of airplanes disturbed the
tranquillity of he countryside. Slowly the tension relaxed. By the time the march was made to
Hollingbourne on 11 Sep, it seemed clear that “she” was not on, at least not this time.

For a little time, as strangers will, the battalion and Hollingbourne were reserved in their
relations with each other. For a longer time, they were the closest of friends. The unit was
absorbed into the village and quite naturally the men seemed to fall into and become part of
the ordinary life of the population.

The treasure of the village was its church, built in the 12t century, and battalion HQ was
guartered about it, at the Vicarage, in which the officers were guests of the vicar, the Rev
Newman, and at the Manor House, where Katherine Howard had lived and Queen Elizabeth
had stayed. Within a short time, an officer quartered at the Manor House was heard to
murmur “Katherine” in his sleep, and the tale of it was soon accepted as proof that the
battalion was becoming more English than the English.

For a time, A and B Coys were quartered together at Greenway Court, about a mile from the
village, and with more than 200 men closely confined the situation was not good. Later, B Coy
moved to three houses in Broad Street, next to C Coy, which had quarters in three houses of
Brushing Farm. One of B Coy’s houses was named Charity and the wits soon made the other
two Faith and Hope.

A C Coy report of the time stated that a constant distraction is its area was the firing of the AA
batteries on Detling aerodrome. The Coy, however became determined clients of a local on
nearly Mucking Hill - the pub was locally called the ‘Ook and ‘Atchet — and here in the evenings
there was escape from the rattle of ack ac