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The BLITZTOURISTS

AN

'WES'I'W]'J!.I. nestled in a hollow,
its loveliness shielded from
the outside world by the rolling
country known as the Weald of Kent,

CROCK'S TOURS
UNLIMITED

(Under personal direction of
Bringabeer Largest)

Join the
2nd ECHELON

and see the world!
See it twice!
See it several times!!

Awful Accommodation on the

World’s best Hellships. Berths

according to Rank—Privates

Very Rank ! Cuisine from the

Unreachable tgl the Untouch-
apie.

Visit the Seven Blunders of the
World !

Housie-Housie, Roe St.,
District Six, The Blackout,
The Glass-House, The Naafi.

Positively guaranteed to evade

all Belligerent Hostilities by

Miles! Bombs Dodged! Mines
Evaded ! !

ENROL NOW! JOIN
TO-DAY ! —and catch up
with the Siege of Ladysmith !
The Fall of Khartoum! The
Retreat from Mons ! Gallipoli
. Landing ! And—
THIS GOLDARNED
BLANKETY — WAR!!!

- (Cabin 432)

You came upon it suddenly, and you
were more than pleasantly surprised
by the sight of the cottages and the
inn that partly surrounded the tiny
green, and the picturesqueness of the
lovely old church half hidden from
view by the elms,

It was a pretty place, and von
would have liked it at once. As you
got to know the people your interest
would most surely have turned to love.
An American woman tourist would
probably have called it a * quaint
place, and she may have tried to carry
most of it back home, where it would
have borne as little resemblance to
the Westwell we knew as a gloworm
in the light of day to the radiant
miracle that fascinates you in the
blackness of the night,

For Westwell wasn’t mcrely a pretty
picture, with its old-fashioned red-
brick houses and whitewashed «cot-
tages and its church and inn: nor
just a typical English village where a
couple of hundred men, women and
children lived and enjoyed and were
satisfied with the lives that were
theirs. Westwell wasn’t simply this
or that. For most of us who lived
there for the month of October, 1940,
it will remain in memory as the very
soul of England itself. And how may
I define a soul? A soul that embodies
all the infinitely varying facets of a
human personality and vet a soul
that’s steadfast, true to itself and its
kind. As stable as England itself,
because this is England !

QOutwardly, for that month, the face
of the wvillage was changed. One
hundred and fifty of us, one complete
squadron of the Divisional Cavalry
Regiment, made the place a temporary
home. We were welcomed and accep-
ted. We became, for the time being,
a part of the village, were absorbed
in its spirit, enjoyed its hospitality.
But we could never have changed the
real Westwell.  Rather, if we had
stayed long enough, it would have
been us who would have lost an iden-
tity. And because, fundamentally, we
have so much in common with these
people, we should hardly have noticed
the transformation.

We should, I'm sure, never have
realised quite how our attachment for
The Wheel Inn grew upon us. And
how satisfying we had come to find
the gossip and the banter and the
philosophy of the men and women who
found their way to the inn of an
evening,

You must not think it strange if I
introduce you to West

public bar of The Wheel.

well from the

ENGLISH BILLET

we werc a thirsty crowd of soldiers
and beer and more beer was the
apogee of life for us,

Symbolically, socially, spirntually
even (and I intend no pun) The Wheel
was the village, And it was upon the
hub that was the public bar, that life
revolved, There the common lot was
shared. There the men who toiled
steadily all day in the fields and the
women who helped them and cooked
the meals too, and the young people
of the village, met and talked and
satisfied that eternal human quest for
friendly, intimate contact with onc’s
fellows.

There in front of the darts board,
glass in hand, we shall always see
John the labourer from down the Ash-
ford Road. Seated on one side a.;‘e %
eager, bantering companions, Nor
a?l%l Jane and tﬁe boy from Eastwell.

In his favourite corner, his back bent
with the toil of seventy vears, sits old
William. Playing draughts are two
others with whom we passed the time
of day. And behind the bar Auntie
will preside for ever, her beaming

smile, her kindly sympathy ar
cheerfulness, characteristics that re-
main the very essence of Westwell.
A long tim: algn Gmcmt :
uite a grand place,
2( a different era. And no doubt
used to be a carriage and pair or
haps a gig and not a light tank
a Bren carrier, that turned into
yard through the arch made by the
loft where hops were kept. And no
doubt, too, there used to be ;
laughter and the swish of a silken skis
where now there was only the she
ing of commands and the tramping
marching feet. . :
Time had gone on. You could see
traces of its passage in the tiles that
weren’t now so securely fixed to the
roof, and in the remnants of
garden that had become too big a
for old Miss Atkinson, who lived there
all alone until we came in
Grovins Court was, in fact, qui
unobtrusively decaying, and by n
for all 1 know, may have shp
silently into that other world
dead mansions go when
done.



i autumn,  We overflowed into the
loft and made 1t as comfortable as we
with our straw-filled palliases,
It was good to be able to relax on a
palliase again after a month or more
sleepin yon the gro 'n | under the trees,

[t was barely two hundred vards o
I'he Wheel, il]ul'l;.: the tree [ringed road
past the big house where the orderly
room was and where the hop kilns
stood side by side. We strolled along
at our leisure and met Lillian as we
reached the inn, Lillian, nineteen,
dark, and friendly, was bright com.
pany and became very popular. This
meant there were lots of times when
vou had to pretend to a greater inter-
est in a ‘* game of skill * with the foot-
ball machine. For a penny you could,
with a lot of luck, get yourself a credit
of threepence with Auntie. And if
your luck wasn’t in there was always
Uncle Tom, who was a retired lawyer
from London, to console you with
stories of what you might do if you
cared to expend just one more coin.
I wonder how many dozens of pennies
that machine got out of us?

We crowded the bar and drank
like New Zealanders, but we learned
to take our time over a g'ass, iike the
people with whom we’d talk the even-
ing away. It became a habit to sit
back in the comfortable easy chairs
in the saloon bar, to sip our beer
and to talk with those who came in.
A habit which sometimes tempted us
to think that wars were, after all,
quite pleasant affairs and nothing to
worry about,

There was always a crowd in both
bars. It was always bright. Some-
times considerable quantities of liquor
were drunk, but rarely did you ever
see anyone the worse for his beer.
Those who came regularly didn't come

llill]lE
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merely for the sake of a beer, ‘T'hey
came because they knew that there
they would find pleasant company,
other villagers, visitors with whom

they'd be able to chat, Then the wire.
less gave you the news at nine o'clock,
50 that you felt you were in touch
with the outside world. And if there
was some startling news to take home,
well, you knew already what the rest
of the village thought of it.

We didn’t meet everyone in West
well, but we remember characters like
hunchbacked Captain Chambers, with
his racy tales and his dog Poochi,
The Captain was always responsible
for a lot of light-hearted banter as he
ordered drinks, and he was always
cheerful, although you might have
thought sometimes that he pretended
to a gaiety he didn’t actually feel.
And no doubt the old ex-sergeant-
major didn’t always think it was just
good fun doing a regular shift with
other members of the Home Guard.
The nights were getting colder. They
were going to be far from pleasant on
lots of occasions, but just the same
he’d be there to keep up the spirits
of the others and help them keep a
lookout for paratroops.

On a fine afternoon you may have
seen them doing a little shooting or
some bayonet fighting with the aid of
an old sack filled with straw on the
tiny green. They laughed as theyv
stuck the sack in the middle and tore
another hole for the straw to- leak out.

But it wasn’t only in The Wheel
that we found bright company to
while away the dull evenings. Scragg
came in to see if he were going home,
and told us of the supper he’d had
with some people down the road.

‘““ What did vou have? »’ we asked
him.

. asleep.
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“ There was some cake, good cake
too,”” he said, * and biscuits and a
cup of tea,”

** Who was there? 7

‘“ Oh, the woman of the house and
another young woman and her hus.
band, The other woman’s husband
is a prisoner of war, and they heard
from him yesterday, She scemed to
bz very happy about it, for she told
me she hadn’t heard anything for a
long time.”

Before it was too late 1 slipped
around to the little shop where old
Mrs. Lambert would tell me, as she
always told me, that choeolate was
difficult to get now, and she might not
be able to get any at all to-morrow;
but she would give what she had to
the boys as they came, and when it
was done it was done. That was her
rationing system.

But 1 would be lucky if I got away
with it as easily as that. Across the
little counter laden with boxes of
sweets and a strange miscellamy of
groceries she would observe that the
raiders were quiet to-night, but that
she’d heard a bomb fall Ashford way
a little while ago, and did I hear it?
And there would be the weather which
wasn’t as good as it might be,
although winter was coming, as you
could see by the way the leaves were
falling. They were quite deep on the
roadsides now, weren’t they?

“ But it’s warm inside by the fire,’
she smiled, her head on cne side, her
hands clasped in front of her. It was
warm inside, and back inm oor attic
I found most of the beys already
Quietly I tucked myself be-
tween my blankets, blew out the candle
and said good-byve to another day in
Westwell.

Brigadier’s Message
(Continued from page 2.)
of relatives who had spent many anxious hours while
we were on the sea.

They followed these messages with gifts of parcels
to every one of us—destined to make our Christmas
a bright one and a powerful reminder of home.

We were delighted with the keen co-operation of
the British Army, who had our camps prepared for
us—tents erected, fires lighted, and a meal ready.

They rapidly equipped us and made us ready for
war, then handed to us the choicest role, that of
a mobile striking force, whose duty it was to move
swiftly to the threatened point and strike at the
invader when he was leaving the sea.

We were not called upon to fight, but ours was
a privileged position, and to it we owe those great
experiences of moving through Sussex lanes and
over the Kentish Weald—of standing to arms on
the South Downs where 2,000 years ago an_lan
Legionaries had stood before us, and of practising

our skill on the heights above Dover—the nearest
point to the enemy across the English Channel.

We saw at close quarters the Engfish character,
and tasted English hospitality, which we shall never
forget, and I, for one, shall always be grateful to
my comrades, who, by their quiet efficiency, their
natural courtesy, and their excellent behaviour,
endeared themselves to all who came in contact
with them.

The affection of the British people, largely won
by soldiers of an older generation of New Zealander. .
and handed to us as a heritage, has been preserved- -
and enhanced.

Now we are on a new stage of our experience, one
that will be sterner than any we have faced, but we
will meet it with confidence. ;

We must expect to meet with harder conditions
than hitherto, but whatever comes—heat, sand,
shortage of water, and the supreme test of battle—
we will be with our comrades and I have confidence

that the men of the Second Echelon will bear them-

selves like true New Zealanders.
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“Darling, where is this New Zealand anyway ?”’

HOT AIR—or the Steam Spirit

T was the eve of the Big Attack,
Upon the success or failure of the
morrow’s action depended the fate of
the Greatest Empire the vast majority
of the European world had never

seen ; certain elevations to the Peer.
age; and (though this was quite
immaterial) some 25,000 lives.

All was ultra hush-hush, Had not

the warning order said manoeuvres?
Subalterns therefore had to go to the
unusual trouble of visiting the men’s
lines fairly regularly in order to
learn full details and keep au fait
with the ever-changing plans.

To those who ask ** Why could not
their batmen have told them?" 1
have to make the sorry admission
that most batmen were AWIL, or in
detention, and the few on duty were
therefore too busy cleaning serge uni-
forms and sewing on patches to be
of any avail in the news line,

Everything went like broken clock-
work. Company commanders returned
from the final conference with set
faces and so much information that
it would have been necessary to

pone the attack at least two days,

were all the wusual unnecessary
details to reach the men through thc
proper channels.

Platoon commanders therefore boiled
down instructions to their sergeants
as follows: “ O.K. You know it all,
Starting time as you said, until they
change it. Have someone hang
around and I'll let you know. By
the way, pass it on that blankets are
to be folded instead of rolled, and
carried in mess-tins.”’

Nothing had been left undone. The
Flying Thirty-Third, balanced on
their toes but not in their pay books,
were practically ready for anything.
At zero, minus two minutes, orders
suddenly came through to repack
haversacks, the tin of bath salts being
now placed in the left-hand corner
and the syrup of figs rolled inside the
issue pyjamas.

Brigadier Lyddite, whose reputa-
tion as half-back automatically entitles
him to lead men into action, was busy
touring the back areas, demanding

written explanations in tri te as
to why the return of and

{WJ

Dockside Dispute

Tnoors crowded the rails ; the decks
uivered gently as thc engineers
tried out the engines, and all were ready
to leave the shores of Britain, Up to
a New Zealander still on wharf d
came a group of cheerful dock la
ers, ' Now then, mate, if you want
a fight,” said one of them to his
companion, obviously a Welshmen,
‘ just show this bloke that photo of
yours.”

The photo, produced from a dirty
jem?lv_ proved to be a football group—

eddy Mﬂrgzns team—with the

inscription " The victorious Welsh
team that defeated the famous New
Zealanders at Cardiff, 16 Dec., 1905.”"

" Victorious my foot 1 snorted the
New Zealander, and the historic
wrangle over that game was A
Remember that try by Deans, All
Black forward ? It would have given
New Zealand the game, bm the
forwards
line, and
At least,
affair given by members of Giﬁlher’s
mthey Bl tbeym e by it

layed, swear A

The z‘.:'gummt became ra heated,
when a yell from
shuddering boom of the siren wm
the sentry that the gangway was
up. To show there was :g %
the wharfie made a parting
photo to the New Z«.Innﬂ‘ he
turned to spring aboard.

cracklings had not been made.
Flying  Thirty-Third  were
covered ten miles behind the starting
line, due to a mistake by Brigade in
the map reference, which arrived in
only twelve figures instead of
usual eighteen. Colonel Blayer, how.
ever, decided to remain where he was
and fight to the last round, provided
the ammunition arrived in time.
Meanwhile he ordered a kit inspec.
tion,

The remaining forward battalion
now made a late start, having waited
for the Y.M.C.A, tea car, and the
Big Attack was on,
silent and none could account for the
complete lack of any . Only
two shots were fired throug but
the swan proved an old bird and too
tough for eating.

3 It was late in the third afternoon,

uring an in economy d,
that we learned the truth from
inebriated Aussie who hioupud'

our bivvy. : &

“ Strewih, Dlggcr, we w-
this——country

There’'s no

¥

4
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Bomb§ Owver London

Trtm 18 the story of three men

I met in London on my seven days'
leave during the 16th to the 23rd
October,

Cobber Grey was the leader of their
little band. A submarine Lieutenant,
he hailed from Tasmania and when I
first met him he was recovering from
a head wound caused by a steel
splinter in his left eye. His head was
almost entirely covered with bandages.

Nick, the second member, was a
South African from Jo'burg. 1In the
first contingent to go to France from
that country, he had been severely
shell-shocked just before Dunkirk.
He was now convalescent, although
still in a very nervous condition.

I met the pair in the cocktail bar
at the Overseas Club and they ex-
plained their little scheme to me.,

For some time past they had been
patrolling around Leicester Square at
night during air raids. Lieutenant
Grey had the full co-operation of the
police and the A.R.P. Wardens and
the work he had been doing was very
much appreciated by them. With any
helpers they could™ recruit from the
Overseas or the New Zealand Forces
Club they would repair to the Mapleton
Hotel in Leicester Square. The
proprietor had given them the use
of the lounge in his American Bar on
the first floor from where they kept
in touch with the A.R.P. Post in case
of an emergency call. When Cobber,
Nick and I arrived there we found
that Texas, the third member of the
team, had already arrived with three
more seekers after excitement, which,
with the proprietor of the hotel, who,
incidentally was an ex-bruiser and
had taught the Southampton police
force boxing, brought our total up
to eight.

Texas, who was an oil field worker
from Dallas, Texas, had enlisted
with the Canadian Army at the out-
break of war and had been in this
country six months. He had with him
another New Zealander who was a
civilian worker in an ordnance factory,
an officer from the Navy and Robin,
a theatre organist who lived in the
hotel.

We made ourselves comfortable in
the lounge and settled down to wait
for something to happen. The alarm
had sounded at 7 o’clock and ever
since the air had been reverberating
to the boom and crack of the barrage.
With the naval guns and the AA guns
firing as fast as possible, the noise was
terrific and the very foundations of
the buildings seemed to be shaken.
Such was the volume of sound that,
when, at half past nine a stick of
bombs was dropped half the length of
Tottenham Court Road a short distance

away the increase in sound was hardly
discernable, However, the blast was
80 great and shook the hotel so severely
that we were left in no doubt as to
what had happened.

Adjusting our eye shields and tin
hats we sallied forth, The moon,
aided by the countless searchlights,
provided ample illumination and we
Joined the trickle of A.R.P. workers
who were hurrying to the *“scene of
the crime.”

Although most of the bombs had
miraculously fallen in the centre of
the road a few had scored direct hits
and splitting into three parties under
Cobber, Nick and Texas we entered
the nearest ruin, which turned out to
be a hotel. The ground floor was
almost undamaged but the upper
floors were very badly knocked about.

Enveloped in dust and falling
plaster and rubble we groped our way
up the main stairway. It is amazing
even now, how many people do not
seek shelter in their basements and
we could see that anyone who had
taken shelter down below would be
quite safe. Therefore we left them to
look after themselves and lost no time
in searching the upper regions, After
fruitlessly searching several rooms,
Nick and T entered the wrecked billiard
room. The place was a shambles. The
entire ceiling had collapsed and great
gaping holes let in shafts of pallid
moonlight, As we stood in the doorway
we heard a tapping sound coming
from under the wreckage around the
billard table and after a few minutes’
frantic heaving and pushing we had
moved enough wreckage to extricate
the proprietor and his wife who told
us that they were the only ones not
on the ground floor or in the shelters.
They had both escaped with only
minor bruises and shock and they said
they would find a room for the rest
of the night at a neighbouring hotel.
They were profuse in their thanks and
before going to seek shelter they
made us accept two bottles of whisky
and filled our pockets with cigarettes.

After making further attempts to
see if there were any more persons in
the upper regions of the hotel we de-
scended in search of the rest of our
gang. They had disappeared and the
only person present was a policeman on
guard. Nick gave him a packet of
cigarettes and asked him to have a
drink, “Hol"” said the Bobby
and forthwith arrested him for looting.
his head, Nick

helping to dig some bodies out of a
wrecked lift shaft in a block of flats.

Leaving the rest of the gang there
Cobber and I went in search of the
hotel proprietor, Nick in the meantime
having been taken to Savile Row
Police Station,

By three o’clock in the morning we
had found the publican and no
trouble in securing Nick’s release.
On going back to our base we found
the rest of the boys looking very
tired and dirty and rather pale after
having unearthed seven dead bodies
and five whose chances of
were very slim. We all went over to
Lyon’s Corner House for some supper
and were still there when the **all
clear ” sounded at half past four in
the morning, We gratefully retired
to the beds provided for us at the
Overseas League, for some much
needed sleep in preparation for the
next night's wigil.

In like fashion the rest of my
seven days’ leave passed. With the
personncl of our gang changing from
night to night and at one time in-
cluding an Australian Major and a
Flight-Licutenant from the R.A.F.
We prowled the environs of Leicester
Square night after night, in search of
trouble, with varying fortunes. One
night we had a lovely fight with a race
course gang, but that’s another story.

The amount of help our volunteer
untrained band gave during those
hours of horror and agony was con-
siderable and I like to think that many
lives were saved through our efforts.

On returning to my unit I Jost
touch with the gang. " I shall never
forget them. They shall always be
before me as I saw them last.

Tired, aching, covered with dust,
faces streaked with grime and sweat,
standing in the doorway of a ruined
building, weary but smiling, with
their eyes fixed on something very few
of us will ever see.

My Funniest Experience.
(Continued from page 5.)

kept saying ‘‘ Hear, hear !’ instead
of *“ Amen.”” Now just a little about
the breakfast. The bride’s parents
went on a pub crawl with nearly all
the guests, so it was delayed for about
two and a half hours. We began
drinking the toasts in the brew from
the hops, and about half-way through
the list the barman thought it was
time he put some life into the beer, so
he poured all the glasses back into the
jug, and then repoured them in the
glasses. It was about then that we
went off the beer.

When we arrived back in camp we
all agreed it would be a
before we caught up on anything like
that again!
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