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Why a Magazine ?

HIS is a rough record of the life together, for an unpredictable length
of sea travel, of 20 women, 1600 odd men and —a dog.

We are a curiously mixed lot, A year ago most of us were strangers to
one another. Put in mufti again, and restored to our civil ways, we should quickly
scatter. Fven in the Army we shall be together in just this way for no longer
than the period of our present voyage.

Yet, despite unlikenesses, two sets of qualities bind us : one broadly,
the other particularly, We are all New Zealanders; for the time being we
are all soldiers; we are all going to the same job. Whatever may lie ahead
we will share in common ; and the experience will for ever set us apart
from fellow-citizens who have been civilians only.

But in these respects other men, in other ships and other convoys,
are and will be our brothers, Our particular ties we share with no others.
From Brigadiers to Borax, from nurses on the sports deck to the rather Jess
favoured complement of E and F decks, we are appropriately proud of X3,
For these few weeks she is our ship. We go to war as never troops have
cone before : if not quite in the lap of luxury, at least within sound of the
swish of her skirts. At mess we sit with the shades of cruising millionaires;
the perfume of film stars haunts our cabins; if we be sergeants, the very
hand of royalty smooths our tropic-tortured pillow. And it isn't costing us
a bean!

What we know about our voyage we may not tell, for fear it should
confirm part of what the enemy told weeks ago. What we do not know makes
us expert travel agents, One morning the sun is here; the next it is mir-
aculously there. We read the signs and put our own interpretations upon them.

Good show : it keeps us on our toes. It drives home the maxim of
war that he is thrice armed who has surprise on his side. We go one better ;
our ally is mystery, So much so that we have not the faintest notion where
we are going, nor when, nor by what means, Nothing could be more con-
fusing to the enemy! Almost, we have Hitler on the run.

Wherefore this magazine—lest in the press of events to come we
forget the crowded detail of our wanderings in the ocean wilderness, w:th‘th.c
all-knowing and unsleeping Navy going on before. BoraX 3 is ours; it 1s
written and drawn about us, by us, for us. It costs a shilling. Some day it
will be worth a sovereign - because of the comradeship of which it tells, because
of the memories it will rekindle and the friendships it will enrich long years after

our job is done.



Twice in Twenty-Five Years.

Some twenty-five years ago I sailed from Wellington with the main body, in
good company, all in good heart. -

A few short days ago I sailed once more, this time with the Second Echelon
of the next New Zealand Expeditionary Force.

The contrast in the two movements was tremendous, but only in one direction
—the vast improvement in the ships and the conditions under which we are
proceeding, once more, to Egypt.

Last time I shared a hutch some eight feet square, bolted on to the iron deck
of a cargo steamer, which carried 1,050 men and 800 horses. Only those who
have shared the experience will appreciate our trials and tribulations, and the
terrific labour involved in keeping our horses fit.

This time we all travel in great comfort in the finest super ships the British
Merchant Navy has ever gathered in one convoy.

And the comfort is not limited to officers. The mest poorly-placed man of
this echelon is infinitely better off for accommeodation, food and attention than
the most favoured of his predecessors in 1914-18.

The latter, in his wildest dreams, never imagined going to war, waited on at
the table by stewards and provided with a Canadian-Pacific menu. That is the
effect of twenty-five years’ progress.

But there the contrast between our first and second expeditionary forces ends.

In spirit, in physique and in quiet solid efhciency the New Zealander of this
generation is unsurpassed by any of his forbears who trod the same path of duty.

Units of the Second Echelon are doubly fortunate becaus: such a large propor-
tion of the troops are men who had responsibilities in civil life which they could
not discard lightly.

Their personality and ability reflects this fact. They are keen and quick o
learn, ready to appreciate what is required of them and, equally, what is done
for them.

It is apt to mention here that all ships’ staffs have commented on the willing-
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ness to take their share of the duties, often onerous ones, needed to enable such
large vessels to run smoothly, They have also shown on all occasions the respect
and carc due to the beautiful and costly surroundings in which they are travelling.

People are apt to be impatient and critical of the younger generation, but my
experience with these 8,000 fellow countrymen, both European and Maori, has
proved beyond doubt that the breed still runs true to form.

The modest, manly qualittes which made men of the “Silent Division™ so
beloved wherever they went in 1914-18 are giving an enhanced reputation to the
troops of to-day. Moreover, 1 feel sure that with their thorough training and
good leadership when the day of battle comes they will do well.

All ranks are fit, thanks largely to the care and attention bestowed upon them
by the medical staffs, including our capable New Zealand nurses.

Modern war demands, above all, a thorough understanding of the team work
mvolved in military operations and close, cordial co-operation between the various
fichting units and services concerned.

In my opinion the units of the Second Echelon have already developed a
camaraderie which will enable them to stand by each other when the test comes.

We are looking forward te joining our friends of the First Echelon, and

going ahead with the task for which we all left New Zealand—to enable our
pmph. and less fortunate people, to live quietly in freedom, comtert and security.

L
BRIGADIER
Ofhcer Commanding 2nd Echelon,
2nd N.ZEF.
’ .
:
The Boys From "Way Down Under
This, so far the most popular For we are the boys irom "Way
marching song of the 2nd. N.Z. Down Under,
E.F. was written and set to Sons of the Anzacs are we!!
music by 6503 Cpl. J. E. Pvke, nes
of the 27th Machine Gun Bat- From the Land of the Long White
talion, who is aboard H.M.T. Cloud we come,
X3 Sous of the Empire every one,
We are the boys from "Way Down Helping the Motherland as of yore
Under, As our fathers, the Aunzacs, did
Marching to victory, before
We're not afraid of Hitler's L
thunder, From Australia, too, they heard the
We'll put him where he should be call : _
The Poles, the Czechs, and “Britain needs you one and all !
Germany itself, As our fathers did on Gallipoli,

Will ind we’ll put the Nazis on There will the Aussies and the Eu-
the sheif Zeds be
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Salute to C.D.S.I.

[raining for war, gentlemen—and to
think that in those early days we fondly
imagined we were! Now, confronted with
the gruesome reality, harried and hounded
from dawn till dark, with all of St. Paul's
mournful consciousness that “we have
done those things we ought not to have
done, and left undone those things we
ought to have done, and there is no health
in us,” how often we sigh for the relatively
peaceful days of C.D.>.1., those blissful
periods of “individual study,” extended
full length in our cubicles, so little afraid
of work that we could lie down beside it.
Admittedly there were one or two strange
fellows who mugged up pamphlets and
messed themselves up with oil, dissecting
Lewis guns in their cubicles; but them we
treated with kindly tolerance. The really
vital issues in those carefree days were,
when is the bar going to be installed;
where can we scrounge some comfortable
armchairs, and who has a vacant seat in
a car returning after 3 a.m.? It might be
a little disconcerting to find, when one's
turn came as platoon commander, that it
was dashed difhicult to recall whether one
opened ranks before fixing bayonets or
vice versa, but we were willing to be
broadminded about it and felt slightly hurt

when our irate instructor refused to play.

The foulest imposition ot all, in the
view of our more meaty members, was the
arduous sport of catch-as-catch-can, or sec-
tion stalk. The spectacle of officers fat-
tened by years on the ofhice-stool scuttling
from cover to cover like so many disturbed
wood-lice gave unvarying pleasure to the
spectator. To watch “Tubby” H
creeping stealthily through the rushes, his
head sunk from sight but his stern in full
view, cruising hither and yon like an
advancing tank, was a joy for ever. None
of us are likely to forget the agonising
slowness with which we discovered our
feet carried us over the open under fire.
Once we prided ourselves upon our ability
to catch trams with a handicap of half a
block, but now our legs seemed made of

celery. Bedewed with perspiration, eyes
starting from their sockets and heart
pounding like the engine of an ancient
model “T,” we flopped into shelter, mere
wrecks of our usual dignified selves.

Hitherto perfectly satisfied with our per-
sonalities, it was a jolt to be addressed in
such terse terms as “*What the Hades are
YOU doing, creeping round your squad
making noises like an earthworm? SPIT
out your orders!” Members of one platoon
of embryo Napoleons will not soon forget
an attack up a ridge covered with young
Manuka that had an entanglement of fal-
len timber laced with bracken and lawyer.
In the blazing sunshine our scarlet-faced
leader would struggle into view on a log,
croak, “"Come one, you so-and-so's,” and
CRASH! vanish in a shower of twigs
somewhere beneath our feet, whence his
voice rose in a stream of strange profan-
ity. As fast as we writhed out of one
trap we crashed into another. Our rifles
hooked themselves upon branches, to fall
suddenly on our upturned faces. Some-
how we reached the crest, absolutely done,
incapable even of pushing our bayonets
through a paper bag, and all the comfort
we received from our instructor on return-
ing was, “"What do you think you are,
Ghurkas or gazelles?”

Strange things happened to a platoon
if its leader for the day removed his at-
tention for a space. Gun teams a moment
since in a frenzy of activity became recum-
bent studies in still life, hats over eyes
and stomachs rising rhythmically. Still
funnier th'ngs happened when squads
marched beyond voice-control of a sud-
denly panic-stricken commander, whose
screams and semaphoring availed him
naught. In one ludicrous instance a deep
drain concealed in long grass suddenly en-
gulfed a whole squad, while conscientious
attempts to march up perpendicular walls
were everyday events.

But there were many compensating
pleasures in C.D.S.I. The generous leave,




from =nd to end! How many a future
V.C. was content to jam a bayonet under
his door for safety’s sake and pull the
hlankets ‘over his head, while the wall
of his cubicle shook under the assaults on
his bawling neighbour!

We have forgotten x’gpv?r our resentment
of Army School products, their skip turns
and parade-ground acrobatics, but the orig-
inal C.D.S.I. inhabitants can still recall
the relish with which they watched those
new recruits swallow a filthy concoction

of Worcester sauce, ink and mustard!





























































