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E- ’%)ELL, here it is: and emboldened by distance and
- civilian anonymity, the Editors, contributors and.
staff take this opportunity of saying at the outset,
hefore the first Grim Dig ecan exercise his fast-
fleeting military privilege of moaning; well—if you
don’t like it, jump in the lake.

We have tried in this modest (and virtuous)
little magazine to give you something that may
serve to remind you of your last trip on a trooper
(till next time?). It may have been happy or un-
happy, filled with regrets and harassed by countless
petty annoyances, or spent in a coma storing up
potential energy for grappling with Susan and other
problems of civilian life.  But we hope that, no
matter what the trip is doing to you now, or looks
like in retrospect, this brief chronicle will provide
vou with a few pegs on which to hang those public
and private orations which are liable to begin: “‘l
remember, *way back in 45, when I was coming

!?’-

home from the war This is just the plain

material. You will have to supply the embroidery.

The Rditors take this opportunity of rendering
orateful acknowledgments to all those who have
assisted in makineg this magazine the success it is
(or we think it is). '

Che Cditocial Conunittee.
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At Sea, 29th September, 1945.

0.C. Troop’s
Message

By the time that most
of wyou read these lines
“Tekapo’ and all that the
name implies will be but «
memory for some of @ pleas-
- ant interlude at sea, to others
of a grim period of trooping. However, as one of our artists so
aptly depicts, it has been for all of us the “*Home Run’’ and
the means of uniting us with our loved ones.

Our special thanks are due to Captain A. Rodger, master of
thé fine ship that has brought us home, and to his staff and crew
whose untiring efforts have ensured us a safe and swift passage.

For my own part I would like to pay credit to all ranks of
my staff who have laboured so assiduously in remote corners
of the ship for the common good, and to all those whose talents
have provided us with excellent entertaimment. Your forbear-

ance of our shortcomings has made the task easier.

In conclusion, may I wish you all, service men and women,
the happiest of homecomings and the success in the future that
you have all so justly earned.
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Your New Governor-General

BBC wireless news picked up and re-broadeast to the ship a few
days after leaving Suez contained an item of great interest to all on
board. This Wwas the announcement of the appointment of the G.O.C.
9 N.ZEF. as next Qovernor-General of New Zealand. A message of
congratulation was sent by the ship’s wireless, and a reply received
from the (feneral shortly afterwards.

Lieut.-General Sir Bernard Cyril Freyberg, V.C.,, K.C.B., K.B.E,
G.M.G., D.S.0., LL.D., succeeds Marshal of the R.AF., Sir Cyril Newall,
G.CB., OM. G.C.M.G., CBE. AM., who has held the appointment
since February, 1941.

Qervicemen and women of the Dominion, with whom Sir Bernard
and Lady Freyberg have been so long and closely associated, will wish
them well in their new and important role.

A brief biography extracted from the ship’s newspaper is reprinted :

“Lieutenant-General Sir Bernard Freyberg was born at Richmond, Surrey,
in 1890, and came to New Zearland with his parents in 1892, He was
educated at Wellington College, qualified as a dentist and practised his
profession in Wellington. A champion swimmer over many distances, he won
the New Zealand swimming championship in 1905 and 19 10. He was alse
prominent in football, rowing and boxing. His adventurous spirit took him
to Mexico to serve under Pancho Villa. In 1914 he hastened to England,
enlisted in the West Surrey Regiment and took part in the expedition to
Antwerp. At Gallipoli, he swam ashore to reconnoitre on the night before
the landing. He was awarded the D.S.0. and .in 1916 gained the V.C. for
gallantry at Ancre. At the age of 27 he was promoted Brigadier-General.
During the first World War Sir Bernard was wounded nine times, mentioned
in despatches six times, and awarded two bars to the D.S.0. At the conclu-
sion of the war he was posted as a Lieut.-Colonel, Grenadier Guards. He
was G.8.0. I at the War Office in 1934-5 and retired from the Army in 1937,
but returned in 1939 to be G.O.C. Salisbury Plain. Shortly after the out-
break of war he was appointed General Officer Commanding the Second New
Zealand Expeditionary Force. Sir Bernard was married in 1922 to Barbara,
widow of the Hon. Francis McLaren, M.P., and daughter of Sir Herbert
Jekyll. He attempted to swim the English Channel in 1925 and 1926.”
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Ti;ieste Interiude

...And Still I think of him as Cosmo
Topper. Could his remarkable likeness
to that screen personality permit me te
do other? Thus, for the purpose of
this narrative, though obviously it is
not his real name, Cosmo Topper will
~ suffice.

We met one evening by Trieste’s
beautiful waterfront, where, as was my
custom, I was strolling contentedly
along enjoying to the utmost the peace
of the long twilight and the delicious
flavour of my well-seasoned briar, when
a smile, a cheery salutation and an
obligement, small enough things in
themselves, together provided all that
was necessary to secure for me, in the
person of Topper, as fine a friend as
one could wish. :

Perhaps, after all, there is ‘“‘some-
thing about a soldier,” and when that
soldier is a disciple of Dale Carnegie,
Lever Bros., and the manufacturers of
McLean’s toothpaste, there is little won-
der that an invitation to the Topper
mansion in Via Paduina was soon
forthcoming.

Now, reader, all I ask is that you be
fair. Itis, I admit, common knowledge
that the Kiwi soldier overseas is thick
In the hide and that he rarely does
things without some ulterior motive,
vet...how was I to know that Topper
had a niece whose beauty, charm and
many talents were unexcelled in this
fair city of Trieste?

Topper, until his retirement nine
years ago, had been a director of the
Commercial Bank of Italy, Turin. Now,
in his fiftieth year, he was studying
for his final as Doctor of Economics.
No mean feat for one of*his age.

Mrs. Topper, I soon found,
another Billy Burke. Like most women
she had a heart of gold, but again like
most women, she “nattered’” too much.

Topper, the student, had further dis-
tractions. Besides Luciano, 17-year
only son, whose adolescent legs pro-
truded ridiculously out of his bri.ef
khaki- shorts, there were his two sis-
ters-in-law, a nephew Giorgio, his kid
sister Lea—and the NIECE.

Following my arrival, events moved
swiftly in the Via Paduina household.

was

In the first minute I was subjected to a
double-barrelled kiss from each of the
three matrons; in the second I was
installed in the sitting room as a prize
exhibit and complimented upon my
command of the Italian language; and
in the third I found that, in attempting
to put on a good show, I was continu-
ally saying “Si” and “No” in_all the
wrong places; what else could those
popping eyes and scandalised looks
indicate? £

In a desperate attempt to reinstate
myself I delved into my trousers’
pocket and produced my battle-worn
Rosary beads. Surely in an Italian
household they would work the oracle.
They did. Ten minutes had ticked by
and the battery of matrons having
fired more rounds per minute than T
could in as many hours, ran short of
conversational ammunition. However,
the family photograph album, always
a good standby for such difficult situa-
tions, was trotted out. Yes, there was
the Topper family at the Chateau in
the Alps; there they were again in
Venice; there was Luciano when he
was nine months—wasn’t he a little
darling?—and here, Lorenzo, is the
NIECE. Lorenzo at this juncture comes
out of his trance, swallows hard, gazes
goggle-eyed at the Venus de Milo, pas-
sively accepts further photographs of
the Toppers, this time in Turin, and
falls once more into a trance wondering
how all the Toppers in creation could
possibly produce such a lovely piece of
WO00.

From then on, in the words of the
great prophet, “I'd had it.” No longer
could I feign interest in the meander-
ings of Oswald, Cosmo, Billie, Luciano,
or the Aunts. I had only one thought
—Where was the NIECE? Would she
put in an appearance that evening and
to what extent could I expect the prin-
ciples of the great Carnegie to influence
her? ,

Time passed by—half an hour, an
hour, maybe two, but of the NIECE
there was no sign. Somehow or other
I managed to pull myself together. It
was late, I was tired, and so also were
the Toppers. My billets were a con-



R T

The rumours always rattled in from origins unknown.
There always was an answer to “When are we going home?”

At last, with “Molte lire” we headed down to Base;

The stories that we heard there, all told with a wise face.
Then sailing from Taranto we were safe upon the seas,

To watch old Tommy Atkins making love to the AT.s. ,
In Egypt we all had “our” days to sail out in the blue;

‘Of course mine was the dinkum griff, believe me, I'm telling you.

At Tewfik I began to think I'd left these tales behind,

But after climbing on the “Strath,” this is what I find.

“Oh! we're going to Colombo and Melbourne town as well.”

“No! it’s 20 days to N.Z.; you're story’s all to hell.”

Where do all these rumours start? Where do they'go to breed?

I believe they have their origins where I do my worst fatigue.

In “civvie street’” they’ll carry on with rumours; this I fear.

Is there a town where people boast: WE DON'T TELL RUMOURS

HERE! :
—Pte. A, U. D. CHALMERS.


































































