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    Headmaster, Dr Paul Hick and 39th members, Alan Moore and Merren Stockdale.  
                     Signing the MOU with Camberwell Grammar School 
 
 
 

OUR OUR BIRTHDAY BOYS 
Jim Bruce 100 years young 

 
]     
 
 

                                    Arnie Forrester at Townsville Army Base 
 
 



A MESSAGE FROM THE PRESIDENT 
 
Dear Veterans, members and friends, 
 
You have no idea what an incredible privilege it is for me to, with the 
permission of the Committee, represent the 39th Battalion Association at as 
many events as possible throughout the year. There are times when a 
wreath can be placed or others where I am just in the crowd proudly wearing 
a 39th name badge.   
 
 
Some ceremonies, for example the Battle for Australia, are particularly 

inspiring, some such as the Kokoda Day Pilgrimage at the Shrine can be stirring, while veterans’ funeral 
services are very sad.  However, despite the emotions stirred, it is important that on behalf of veterans 
past and present the Association is represented to show the deeds and sacrifices of those young 
soldiers are not forgotten. Representation at many of these events is not limited to Committee members 
so if you would like to be involved please let me know. 
  
Another way of ensuring this continued remembrance is through our close alliance with Camberwell 
Grammar School similar to the successful connection we already have with The Southport School in 
Queensland. Recently it was most satisfying to see 18 months of planning come to fruition when a 
Memorandum of Understanding was signed between CGS and the Association. A report and 
photographs of the special day appears elsewhere in this edition of the Good Guts.  
 
Before closing I must pass on the sad news of the passing of another of our fine veterans. Pte. Walter 
(Wally) Carr, D Coy, 16th Ptn died on the 22 August. Unfortunately, as we were not informed until after 
his memorial service the Association was not able to pay respects in person. 
Yours sincerely 
 
 
 
Merren Stockdale 
President  
 
Deeds not Words 
 
 
 
 
 

 
As we go to press, to our knowledge,   

we have 18 surviving 39th Battalion Veterans. 
 

DISTRIBUTION    - Victoria 12: Queensland 4:  NSW 1:  SA   1 

 
 

THANK YOU 
The 39th Battalion Association is very grateful for the support given by the Victorian Veterans’ Council 
and wishes to acknowledge our grant this year from the ANZAC DAY Proceeds Fund to support the 
publication of the Battalion Association Newsletter, The Good Guts, during 2018. 
We have been the fortunate recipients of this grant for the past seven years and it has greatly assisted 
us to maintain the standard of the “Good Guts” that our veteran members have come to expect 
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Who would have thought in October 1941, as the founding members of the 39th 
Australian Infantry Battalion made their way to the Darley Training Camp, that seventy seven years later 
there would be those who would wish to commemorate that event? 

To use a well worn phrase, “a lot of water has flowed under the bridge since then”. None of 
those men ever thought that they might become a significant part of Australian history and create a 
legend as great as did their forebears at Gallipoli and on the battlefields of France during the First World 
War. 

At Darley they may have been classified by some as “chockoes”,  but those “chockoes” became 
“Ragged Bloody Heroes” whose deeds are lauded far and wide through the Halls of Fame.  Every 
member of the 39th Battalion was able to hold his head high in the knowledge that they had become  one 
of the great units of the Australian Army. The 39th’s military achievements are acknowledged by the 
Battle Honours conferred upon the unit after the cessation of hostilities and on official occasions they are 
rightly remembered.  But there are other “honours” of a less conspicuous nature but none the less very 
real. For many, the 39th Battalion became part of a veteran’s “extended family”. 

Indeed this is very true. We do not just gather together to remember the events of a cruel and 
bloody war. There is real interest in every remaining veteran’s life.  Of course we mourn their passing 
but we also rejoice in the day to day doings of each member; the health and well being of each other 
and everything else that comes our way.   We have indeed become a large extended family that must be 
the envy of many other groups. 

Never has the concept of “mateship” been better demonstrated than by the esprit de corps that 
exists in our Association. No doubt Lt Col Ralph Honner would agree that we are indeed a Great Band 
of Brothers {and Sisters}.  Long may that continue to be a factor in our lives.    



          

 
 39th Battalion Events 
 
Proposed Calendar Dates for 2018.  
 
Events are printed bold are events 39th Bn Assoc. is running or helping to run. 
 
 Italics are events to which Association invited    * = cost  
 

October  Tues 16th 

Sat 27th  
 
Wed 24th  
 
Fri 26 th  

1800 for 1900  
1600 
 
 
 
1900 

Committee Meeting 
Weary Dunlop Foundation & St 
Andrews First Aid Dinner 
TSS Cadet Unit Passing Out 
Parade 
KTF Ralph Honner Oration 
Dinner 

East Malvern RSL,  
Kelvin Club, Melbourne* 
 
Southport School Gold Coast 
 
Sydney * 

November Sun 4th 
 
Fri 9th  
Sun 11th  
 

1300 
 
10:45 
10:30 
 

RSL Annual State 
Remembrance Service 
Remembrance Day Service 
Remembrance Day Service 

Springvale War Cemetery- Springvale  
Botanical Cemetery 
 Austin Health-Heidelberg 
Melbourne Shrine of Remembrance 
 

December Sun 2nd 11 am 
 

Committee Meeting Home of Merren & Norman Stockdale 

2019  
January  

    

February Sun 3rd 11 am 
1800 for 1900  

15th Ex POW Memorial Service 
Committee Meeting 

Ballarat Ex Prisoners of War Memorial  
East Malvern RSL,  
 

March  1800 for 1900  
 

Committee Meeting East Malvern RSL,  
 

April  Sun 14th  
Wed 17th 
Sun 21st 
Wed  24th  
Thurs 25th  

1100 
1100 
1330 
1030 
TBC 

Annual Meeting & lunch 
Anzac Day Service for Schools 
Anzac Day Service 
Anzac Day Service 
Anzac Day March 

East Malvern RSL 
Kokoda Terrace- Dandenong Ranges Natl P  
Kew RSL 
Austin Health- Heidelberg Hospital 
Melbourne 

May 
 

 1800 for 1900  
 

Committee Meeting East Malvern RSL,  
 

June 
 

 1800 for 1900  
 

Committee Meeting East Malvern RSL,  
 

 

 
HAPPY BIRTHDAY  

Many Best wishes for a wonderful day to each of our members 
who have Birthdays in October and Novemebr 

 
 

 A special Happy Birthday to all our veterans who have their special day in October and 
November 
 

13-Oct 1920  Cecil DRISCOLL – Mildura, Vic 
16-Oct 1920 Jack WITHERS – Albury, NSW 
19-Oct 1920 Bill STUART  - Beaumaris , Vic 
20-Nov-1920 Alan MOORE – Mornington, Vic 

 

DATES FOR YOUR DIARY 



          
v Jim Bruce recently marked his 100th Birthday with a celebratory party. From the photos else 

where in the Good Guts it can be said that he had a wonderful time. 
 
v Arnie Forrester turned 99 on the 25th August and to mark the occasion he was hosted at the 

Townsville Army Barracks. He was given a gift to remember and be remembered by- the Army 
named an armoured vehicle after him. 

 
v Lorraine Cochrane called to say how thrilled her family had been to see the story in the August 

GG about her father, JD McKay. She said it was great to see he had not been forgotten. 
 

v Hi guys I was pleased to see the write-up on Don McKay. I had the privilege of travelling to PNG 
with Don in 2002, when I was a historian in the Commemorations Branch of DVA. Don was 
selected as a member of the DVA veterans' mission that travelled to Port Moresby and 
Popondetta to mark the 60th anniversary of the Papuan campaign. (The Kokoda veterans in the 
party were also flown up to the memorial at Isurava - but, to my disappointment, there wasn't an 
extra seat for me for that part of the trip.) Your line "a soldier's soldier" seemed to sum up Don 
McKay - he certainly had that air about him. One thing I remember, very clearly, is the high 
regard for him among the PNG ex-servicemen we met up with. They remembered him well, and 
fondly, from his time in the Pacific Islands Regiment in 1968-70. Regards John Moremon 

 
v Mrs Mavis Barkas called to say how much she enjoyed reading the August GG. She thought it 

was the best she had ever received. 
 

v Kathy Woodward {daughter of Bill Henley} wrote to say her mother Nancy enjoys reading the 
GG. Many best wishes to Nancy from all her friends in the 39th Battalion Association 

 
v Chris Mayne wrote to say he was the auditor for the 39th Battalion before its incorporation. He 

was friend of Jim Hardy and worked with him at the Commercial Bank of Australia. They also 
rowed together at the Banks Rowing Club. Jim’s son, Geoff coxed for BRC at 12 years of age. 
Chris is not very well at present and wanted to pass onto the Association some 39th memorabilia 
that he had collected. Mary Holloway visited him and caught up on all his news. 

 
v Ross, Claire, Matthew and Emily Darrigan enjoyed their May School holidays trip to Mildura so 

much they went back again for the July holidays. They took time to visit Cec Driscoll and his 
brother Ab as well as Stuart Murray. Looking at their photos it can be seen that all had a good 
time together. 

 
v Wlliam Sumbler, grandson of Merren and Norman Stockdale, has also had a difference of 

opinion with a car. It is good to know William is now beginning rehab and making good progress. 
We send him our best wishes for a speedy recovery. 

 
v On Saturday 18th August the Ross Creek Avenue of Honour was rededicated. Three members 

of the 39th AIF, George Ellsworth, Gordon Flockhart and James Morrissey are remembered 
along the Avenue. 

 
v While walking through the Trentham Cemetery Tim Fitzgerald found 

the grave of Pte L.R. Flenley VX106081 of the 39th Battalion who died 
on 4th March 2004 

 
v Member Alex Hack and his family have moved to Kalbarri in WA. They have settled in well and 

making friends. Alex needed a warmer climate and near Geraldton is as warm as you can get. 
 

v Sick Parade- Jack McLeod is keeping the nurses busy at John Fawkner Hospital. Merren and 
          Norman Stockdale have visited him. Ross Darrigan called in to see him too.  

- Bill Stuart has had pneumonia but is on the road to recovery. 
- George Palmer is in hospital and has been visited by George Frien. 
- Max and Nicole Kirwan have both been patients at the Gold Coast Private 

Hospital following a car accident. We wish them both a quick return to good 
health. 

               To all our veterans we send our very best wishes for good health. 
 

 

 

MEMBER NEWS 



Signing of a Memorandum of Understanding 
between 

Camberwell Grammar and the 39th Battalion 
Association 

 
The Committee of this Association is constantly calling for ideas to involve a younger generation to 
ensure the deeds of the 39th Battalion will be remembered long into the future. One suggestion put 
forward was to develop a connection with a Victorian school in a similar way to the successful 
relationship we have with The Southport School in Queensland. 
 
With this aim in mind Camberwell Grammar was more than willing to enter into discussions. These 
proved most fruitful and, after eighteen months of planning and much behind the scenes activity, a 
Memorandum of Understanding was drawn up to the satisfaction of both parties. In essence it affirms 
CGS’s wish to “contribute to honouring the memory of the 39th, and its men” and how it “has been invited 
by the Association to act as custodian of the Banner and memorabilia for the benefit of the 39th and the 
school”.  It also states, “The School will encourage students to learn the proud history of the 39th 
Battalion.” In return the Association “will, if requested, do its best to provide personnel and/or material” to 
assist with this learning. 

Affirming the 
Memorandum of 
Understanding was an 
exciting step to take and 
on the 11th September 
Dr Paul Hicks 
(Headmaster) and Mr. 
Chris Lloyd, (Business 
manager) on behalf of 
Camberwell Grammar 
School and Mrs. Merren 
Stockdale (President) 
and Mr. Alan Moore (39th 
Veteran and CGS Old 
Boy) representing the 
39th Battalion 
Association, signed the 
document at a small 
informal ceremony at the 
school.  Dr Hicks spoke 

about how honoured the School was to enter this arrangement while Merren Stockdale thanked him and 
said how the 39th Battalion Association is looking forward to building the relationship and working closely 
with the school.  
 
In congratulating the Committee for taking this step, one member of the 39th Battalion Association said, 
“[Camberwell Grammar School] is an educational institution with a functional Army Cadet Corps, history, 
values and bonds that are in alignment with those of our Veterans.  . . . relationships of this nature bring 
horsepower, far beyond the resources of the Association, for the respectful propagation of the 39th 
deeds and reputation, to future generations . . . the future of the Association rests with initiatives of this 
ilk”. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



          
 
 
15 August 2018 
 
 
 

 
 

 
RSL ANNUAL STATE REMEMBRANCE SERVICE - SPRINGVALE 

 
This advice is issued to enable Unit Associations and other Ex-service Organisations 
to circulate details of the 2018 RSL Annual State Remembrance Service to their 
members through their Unit Association newsletters and other publications. 
 
Many of these publications only go out to their members a few times each year and 
occasionally it has been found that the usual advice sent out by State Branch, is 
sometimes received too late for inclusion within them.  This early advice is intended to 
overcome that issue. 
 
The Service details are as follows: 
 
DATE OF SERVICE: SUNDAY 4th NOVEMBER, 2018 
 
COMMENCING TIME:  1:00pm 
 
LOCATION: Springvale War Cemetery, within the grounds of the 

Springvale Botanical Cemetery, Princes Highway, 
Springvale 

 
DURATION:   Approximately one and a half hours. 
 
In order that as many ex-service people, their families and friends are given the 
opportunity to attend, we would be most grateful if this could be given the widest 
possible circulation. 
 
Thanking all in anticipation of their kind assistance. 
 
Yours sincerely 

 
Michael Annett, CSC 
Chief Executive Officer 
 

 

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 



  

Vale:	Pte.	Sig.	(George)	Keith	Bellis	
VX14370,	Platoon	1	(Signals),	HQ	Company,	39th	Australian	Infantry	Battalion	

24	Sep	1921	–	17	July	2018	
(The following information, regarding Keith’s involvement with the 39th Battalion and the Association, is a 
combination of excerpts taken from a longer eulogy and adapted to suit an article for The Good Guts).  
 
Up until his passing on 17 July 2018, Keith was always astonished by the statistics which revealed he was 
one of the last 20 surviving veterans from approximately 1,700 men who served at various stages during the 
39th Battalion’s 20 months of existence.  
 
As a young child, Keith was marred by contracting polio, which left him with one leg shorter than the other 
and a noticeable limp. But he refused to let this disability define him. He became resilient to schoolyard 
taunts and was determined to live a normal active life in the Victoria town of Euroa – in Ned Kelly Country 
as Keith often reminded everyone.  After turning 18 in 1939, Keith passed his physical examination - much 
to the surprise of his mother - to enlist in the army at the outbreak of WW2.  He joined the 58th Battalion 
(Citizens Military Force), alternating between working as a brickie in Melbourne and participating in training 
camps. He ran up and down steep hills to prove he was as physically fit as the next bloke. Together with his 
childhood friend Ron Halsall, Keith later volunteered to be transferred to the newly formed 39th Battalion. 
Since he knew Morse Code and semaphore from his Boy Scout days, Keith was assigned to the Signals 
Platoon, which affectionately nicknamed him Kanga, as he always marched with a hop! Like his mates, he 
was ready for an adventure. 
 
In January 1942, their troop ship Aquitania arrived at Port 
Moresby for service in Papua and New Guinea. Keith endured 
constant bombing raids from the Japanese Zeros at the 7-Mile 
Drome. Despite the extreme heat and humidity, the incessant 
torrential rain, the lack of decent food and sleep, and a heavy 
pack, Keith’s legs still managed to carry across the unforgiving 
mountains along the Kokoda Track, where the Japanese were 
encountered. After collapsing from malaria just prior to the 
Battle of Isurava, Keith was ordered back down the Track, 
enduring a 10-day walk. 
 
As boys in Euroa, Keith and his mate Ron Halsall once wagged school to go fishing and swimming in a local 
dam.  Ron got into difficulty and Keith swam out to save him from drowning. This strong bond of mateship 
was reciprocated on the arduous slopes of the Kokoda Track when Ron caught up with Keith as they both 
struggled to walk back from the frontline to seek medical attention in Port Moresby. Debilitated with 
malaria, Keith was too weak to continue. Ron ignored Keith’s pleas to leave him immobilised on the side of 
the Track. Despite his severe dysentery, Ron somehow summoned the strength to drag Keith to his feet. With 
Ron’s loyal support and encouragement, Keith finally returned to safety.  After recovering from malaria, he 
was re-admitted into hospital with dysentery on his 21st birthday. The 39th Battalion had gone to Buna and 
Gona by the time Keith was physically fit to leave the convalescence camp.   He was reallocated to the New 
Guinea Forces HQ as a signaller.  
 
Keith returned to Australia on leave in early 1943 and was bitterly disappointed to discover that all his 
souvenirs and photos had been stolen on the voyage.  After visiting his parents who had moved to 
Yarrawonga the previous year, Keith suffered a relapse of malaria which necessitated more time at a 
convalescence camp and delayed plans to rejoin the 39th Battalion in the Far North Queensland.  After 
comprehending the most unexpected news that the 39th Battalion had been disbanded, Keith was transferred 
to the 2/8th Battalion (AIF) in the Atherton Tablelands for further training. His legs could not keep up with 
the rigorous route marches. As a result, his physical classification was downgraded to unfit for active service. 
The medical officer was astounded that Keith was accepted into the army with one leg shorter than the other! 
Keith became an Army Postal Services officer, attached to an army hospital near Rocky Creek in the 
Atherton Tablelands, before being transferred to Townsville for further postal duties. At the time of the 
Japanese surrender to bring the hostilities of WW2 to a close, Keith was transferred to the CO Leave & 
Transit Depot at Marrickville, Sydney until April 1946 when he was discharged and returned to civilian life.  



  

 
Being proficient in Morse Code and having worked in the Army Postal Service, Keith successfully gained 
employment with the PMG (now Australia Post). For the next 34 years, Keith worked as a Public Servant at 
various Post Offices. After 4 years in Melbourne, he was transferred to Willaura and then Camperdown. The 
completion of further studies led to promotions at St Arnaud, Hamilton, Birchip and Cohuna as Post Master.  
  
Keith often made reference to receiving his “VC” on the day he married Vola Coad (dec. 2011), and 
together they raised their 3 children Ann, Elaine and Peter. The purchase of his first new Holden car in 1958 
made it easier for this country veteran to travel to Melbourne to participate in the 39th Battalion 
Association’s events.  Over the decades, Keith made it a priority to proudly march with his mates in the 39th 
Battalion on Anzac Day. He felt very honoured when his family carried the 39th Battalion banner or 
represented him in the body of marchers when his post-polio symptoms made it too difficult to participate in 
later years. Keith’s gregarious nature shone when he gathered with his fellow veterans and members of the 
Association at its events, which included AGMs, reunion lunches, official openings of Kokoda Memorials in 
the Dandenong Ranges and the Gold Coast, Kokoda Dinner at Parliament House and Kokoda Day Services 
at the Shrine. Keith was also an active member of local RSL sub-branches. In the 1980s, Keith served as 
Vice-President and later President at the Cohuna-Leitchville RSL sub-branch. Its community support of local 
veterans was gratefully appreciated, particularly in Keith’s later years when he was unable to drive and 
became wheelchair bound. Keith’s wishes to have the 39th Battalion banner and an RSL service, at both his 
funeral at Cohuna and his burial at Yarrawonga, were honoured by the 39th Battalion Association and both 
the Cohuna-Leitchville and Yarrawonga RSL sub-branches. Keith’s family sincerely thank members of the 
39th Battalion Association and the local RSL for their messages of condolences and their presence at his 
funeral, including the Association’s President Merren Stockdale, Norm Stockdale and Mary Holloway. 

 
As a junior member of the Anglican Church choir, 
Keith developed a love of singing. His ability to 
instinctively sing bass or tenor made him a welcome 
member in community and church choirs. When 
questioned about his WW2 experiences in PNG, he 
always mentioned how he marvelled at the locals 
Papuans who sang in beautiful unaccompanied 
harmony. Only a week or so before he died, it was 
extraordinary to witness Keith singing along - word 
perfect  - to the recorded interview of himself (as part 
of the 2005 39th Btn Assoc.’s History Project) which 
showed Keith singing the song about the plight of the 
diggers that he learned in the 7-Mile Drome trenches all 
those years ago.  
 
Keith and his wife Vola had the opportunity to travel to         

PNG at the time of the 50th anniversary of the Kokoda 
Campaign in 1992. He was visibly moved by the depth of appreciation displayed by a village chief who 
made the spontaneous gesture of removing his own chieftain necklace and placing them around the neck of 
Keith in recognition of the 39th Battalion’s courage and sacrifice. 
 
Keith harboured the regret of failing to reach the village of Kokoda. His first attempt was in 1942 when his 
39th Battalion attempted to retake Kokoda from the Japanese but the Diggers were forced to make a tactical 
withdrawal. Keith’s second attempt was thwarted 50 years later when he returned to PNG for the 50th 
anniversary commemorations of the Kokoda Campaign.  On the day the veterans were scheduled to fly to 
Kokoda, Prime Minster Keating’s entourage took possession of their plane. The veterans’ itinerary was 
reversed with a promise to fly to Kokoda towards the end of their tour. Unfortunately Vola became ill, 
preventing Keith from succeeding in his third attempt  - it was more important to remain with Vola. Keith 
was so proud and thrilled to hear about his granddaughter Hilary’s recent achievement to retrace his 
footsteps along the Kokoda Track to finally reach Kokoda on his behalf. She was devastated to hear of his 
passing before she had the opportunity to share her experiences with her Grandpa. She wrote this poem on 
the Track and edited it slightly to suit the occasion of his funeral.                      By Elaine McCunn (daughter) 

39th	Btn	Signallers:	Keith	&	his	lifelong	friend	
Ron	Halsall	(left),	Anzac	March,	1989	



  

	
                          Being Where You Were 
 
At the tender age of twenty 
you found yourself in a mountain range 
that looks like crumpled newspaper from above. 
The Owen Stanley Ranges 
drenched in endless water 
soaking into the richest soil that has its own pulse, 
and whose every inch is occupied by plants. 
Plants confidently asserting their right to sun and space 
- moss on top of plants on top of plants on top of moss. 
Extensive root systems that sustain the tallest trees I’ve ever seen  
Grandpa, did you notice flashes of bright colour in the form of butterflies  
- carelessly dancing past, ignoring your weary legs and the oppressive, heavy air? 
At dusk, every evening did you hear the 
Cicadas ring out into the transitioning air?  
So many sharp and sudden opposites… 
Suddenly a sweat-drenched back now feels cold and wet. 
And soon enough the fireflies are stirring in the trees above greeting you with brush strokes of friendly light  
…under huge skies of the brightest stars. 
Grandpa, existing in this strange land of contrasts must have felt surreal…… 
I mean, to be in a place of undeniable natural beauty that felt more like the absolute worst place on earth. 
The quiet streets of Euroa or the smell of home felt unimaginably far away… 
Today, there are still a few rusty mortar bombs and hand grenades  
that remain in seemingly random places in the jungle.  
Walking through a village on the Track, 
I showed a picture of you to a couple of locals blokes. 
In the photo you are in the jungle, young and smiling. 
“Sorry for your loss” they solemnly said to me. 
With proud smile I informed them that you were still with us, just short of 97. 
Well they were completely shocked. 
As I continued retracing your steps  
I eventually reached Isurava 
and at dawn break as the mist rolled in  
I waited to hear the honour roll read. 
As I stood there on that quiet hill  
I heard a name I recognized 
- Lionel Watts, 39th Battalion.  
That was your mate you shared a tent with, right? 
That must have been so hard to learn he was no longer around 
He was only 19. 
By the way Grandpa, I put a poppy where he’s resting in Bomana, 
on your behalf 
I knew you’d be glad that I did that. 
I imagine losing your mates when they were so young 
must have made you feel like you had to lead a good life if you made it out alive. 
Well, it’s clear that is just what you’ve gone and done. 
And even though now as I write this you’re technically not with us in the same way that you were, 
it still feels like you are. 
I can be at my home at night and easily imagine that you’re tucked up in bed 
or just finishing one last cup of tea for the day. 
Maybe I’ll have those thoughts for a while, as it’ll take some time getting used to you not being here. 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        
By Hilary Sloane (granddaughter of Keith Bellis) 
 

Hilary	on	Kokoda	Track	June	2018	

Hilary	with	her	Grandpa	at	Kokoda	
Memorial,	Dandenong	Ranges	



 
 

 
Wallace H Carr 

served his country as V129084/VX103099 a Pte in D Coy 
 

We feel extremely sad, but privileged, to honour the life of Wally Carr - a gallant 
soldier of the 39th Battalion. A Battalion of which he was so proud to be a member.  
 
No one could have imagined that a militia battalion sent for garrison duty in Papua 
New Guinea would find itself engaged in battles that marked a turning point for the 
defence of Australia and ultimately led to the defeat of the Japanese Empire.  

 
This was the Battalion to which Wally belonged. 

 
High on the Kokoda Track, on the pillars at the Isurava Memorial are engraved four 
words  
 

MATESHIP,  ENDURANCE,   COURAGE,   SACRIFICE 
 
These are the qualities demonstrated by the men of the 39th Infantry Battalion and stand as a reminder 
of the deeds of the past and to inspire future generations. The men of the 39th sacrificed so much for 
their country to ensure the freedoms we enjoy today. 

 
Wally - you are sadly missed by the 39th Battalion. 

 
You have certainly earned the respect and appreciation of all Australians 

 
In the jungles of Papua New Guinea there were no red poppies to lay in honour of the dead and so the 

Battalion Padre used Lantana, which grew there in profusion. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
We lay this sprig of lantana in memory of you and your comrades 

Thank you for a job Well Done 
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

FRIENDSHIP 
 
I’d like to be the sort of friend                  
That you have been to me; 
I’d always like to be the help  
That you are glad to be; 
I’d like to mean as much to you 
Each moment of the day, 
As you have meant, good friend of mine, 
To me along the way 
And this is just the wish somehow  
That I could but repay, 
A portion of the gladness 
You have strewn along my way; 
And could I have one wish this year, 
This only would it be: 
I’d like to be the sort of friend  
That you have been to me 
 

Anonymous 



Kokoda Plateau – Memorial Service- 8th August 2018 
 

 
Members of the 39th Battalion Association 

Parks Victoria 
Students, Teachers & Parents of Sth Belgrave, Primary School 

and everybody else present today. 
 

Today, we are here to remember and honour the men of the 39th Australian 
Infantry Battalion Unit that fought at Kokoda Village in PNG and gave up 
their lives defending this wonderful country. 
 
 We remember the importance of this battle that took place on the 8th August 
1942. A battle that forced the Japanese troops back for the first time.  
 
Today is to honour the 22 soldiers that fought and died at Kokoda on the 
Kokoda plateau. 
 
In January 1942 the 39th Battalion was used to defend an airfield, but by 

June, as the situation had worsened, the Battalion received orders to move up the Kokoda Track to act 
as a blocking force against Japanese troops. 
 
A month later approximately 80 soldiers of the 39th and five members of the Papuan Infantry Battalion 
engaged the Japanese north of Kokoda. Ill equipped and under resourced against the experienced and 
better prepared Japanese forces, the 39th Battalion Australian soldiers bravely fought to hold the enemy 
at bay but were forced to withdraw. 
 
On the morning of the 8th August the 39th battalion counter attacked and successfully retook the high 
village of Kokoda where it was held until the 10th August. 
 
The Japanese had first tried to enter Port Moresby by sea and when this was unsuccessful they decided 
to come overland from Gona and Buna. They believed they could get across the Owen Stanley Range in 
a few days.  
 
This battle at Kokoda delayed the advance of the Japanese and allowed time for reinforcements to 
arrive. In hindsight it really was the turning point of the war in Papua New Guinea. 
 
We should also honour the Papuan New Guinea carriers, [or Fuzzy Wuzzy Angels as they are 
affectionately known] for their support throughout the campaign.  
 
The support they gave our Australian soldiers was one of the greatest humane gestures of the war and 
one that created a bond between Papua New Guinea and Australia. 
 
From the 21st July to 25th August it was the 39th Battalion defending the shores of Australia. 
 
There are only 19 veterans of the 39th Battalion left in Australia and we have promised them that we will 
not forget them or what they have done. 
 
We would now like you to observe a minute’s silence and during this time, reflect, not only on those who 
have served this country in the past, but also those who are currently serving.  

 
 

LEST WE FORGET. 
   

 Alfred Mallia 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 8th August     - Kokoda Memorial Wall – Cascade Gardens, Gold Coast     

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



KOKODA DAY ANNUAL PILGRIMAGE TO THE SHRINE 
 

12TH AUGUST 2018 
From Gallipoli to Kokoda- My Journey in Understanding 

 
Thank you for the opportunity to speak to you for this 
Kokoda Day Commemoration. But I must say that when I 
wrote in the Good Guts that you should come and hear 
the guest speaker of interest, I did not know it was going 
to be me.   
 
However, for me, it is deeply significant to be here today 
at the Shrine of Remembrance because my journey 
towards understanding the importance of KOKODA DAY 
grew from my earliest memories of attending the ANZAC 
DAY Services organised by our local RSL.  
  
Every Anzac Day we would assemble, dressed in  our 

Brownie Uniforms, in  small northern Victorian country town  where we lived and march with the returned 
servicemen, down the main street to the Memorial Hall for the annual Anzac Day service. My granddad 
was a Gallipoli Veteran, and, I have often recalled to mind the emotions I felt at that time, -the feelings of 
pride, of patriotism and gratitude with very little concept of the pain and horror of war. Because of my 
grandfather I felt special, although I must admit I kept that strictly to myself. 
 
I was a very small girl when my grandfather died but I clearly remember him. I was endlessly fascinated 
by the fact he could only walk with the help of two walking sticks and he did not seem to breathe as well 
as other people. After his death and, as I grew, I learned more about him and the medals that held pride 
of place on the mantelpiece in my grandmother’s house. Every Anzac Day my heart swelled with pride 
because I was the granddaughter of a Gallipoli veteran. 
 
But later in life I came to realise that our family had even more reason to be proud of our heritage. Like 
many men of their time and generation, my father rarely spoke of his wartime experiences. We knew he 
served in Papua New Guinea and every Anzac Day we watched him pin on his medals and march with 
his mates from the 39th Battalion. We sensed that there was some reserve and bitterness in these men 
that held back reminiscences except among themselves. 
 
But as the years rolled by and historians delved into the battles of Kokoda and the whole of the 
Papua/New Guinea campaign, their story has been told.  They were the men of the 39th Australian 
Infantry Battalion- a band of militiamen, regarded by their regular army comrades as chocolate soldiers 
who would melt in the heat of battle - who faced the Japanese on the Kokoda Track and stopped their 
determined march towards Port Moresby and a likely invasion of Australia.  This was the first time the 
Japanese had been repelled in their advance through the Pacific.  This was a band of men who 
achieved beyond expectation under the appalling conditions of the tropical jungle in what has been 
described as a “blood over mud” experience. This was the Battalion to which my father belonged. 
 
Sixty five years later in 2007 and then, again in 2009, my brother John, another friend and I  
accompanied Dad and Harry Barkla back to Papua New Guinea on a pilgrimage to the battle sites which 
held such memories for him and his mates. For them, it was a time of healing, time to reflect and to let 
go feelings of guilt and pain for the loss of mates who did not return. But for me, it was a time of 
revelation and a new and deeper understanding of what we owe to these men as I learned more of what 
they faced in the jungles of Papua New Guinea.  
 
For the first time the real significance of Kokoda began to form in my heart and head. I would like now to 
share with you some of that journey to understanding. 
 
 On arrival in Port Moresby the oppressive heat overwhelmed us and gave us a taste of what it must 
have been like for our troops. There is little left around the town to remind us of 1941 but the memories 
burned bright in the minds of the veterans as they pointed out the locations of the supply dumps, the 
hospitals, camp sites and airfields. We were accompanied by a local journalist and historian and I 
guarantee he got writer’s cramp trying to keep up with the flow of words rushing out of their mouths.  
 
No visit to Port Moresby is complete without a visit to the hallowed ground of Bomana War Cemetery- 
such a peaceful, beautiful place and the final resting place of those who gave their lives on the Kokoda 
Track.   



 
To stand in a war cemetery brings home the realities of war like no other image, especially when you 
stand beside an old soldier as he stands before the head stone on the grave of a good mate who had 
fought along side him. 
 
Unlike the 39th Diggers who walked there, we flew to Kokoda and, I believe, I will never forget the 
impact of that visit. The Kokoda Plateau is still very much as it was in 1942 when on the 8th August the 
39th Battalion reclaimed Kokoda from the Japanese. This was an important victory as the airstrip at 
Kokoda was of strategic importance. The gun holes are still there on the plateau and some of the trees 
are still scarred with bullet holes. Four memorials honouring the 39th, 2/14th Battalion, Bruce Kingsbury 
VC and the Japanese who died, now stand there.  
 
At dawn on our last day, as the mist rolled up the plateau and swirled around us, we held a memorial 
service led by Dad. It was hauntingly quiet and the only sounds to be heard were our voices. We had no 
bugler or CD to play The Last Post and Reveille so Dad sang them.  
 
Have you never stopped to think about the meaning and messages hidden in those bugle calls?  Neither 
had I until that morning. 
  
‘The Last Post”- the last call of the day- originally signalling the end of a hard day’s fighting and a hard 
night’s drinking but now the farewell tribute to a dead soldier. 
 After a time to reflect on our debt of gratitude for the freedoms their deaths have brought us, the 
Reveille is sounded. The first call of the morning and symbolises the awakening of the dead in the next 
and better world.  
 
But, on that morning, in Kokoda, it was suggested to us that the real message of Reveille was to get up 
and get going, that we have to pick up the load laid down by those killed by war and work to make our 
country the best we can. As we walked away from the service the school bell down in Kokoda village 
rang out calling the children to school- a symbol of the pathway to the future for young Papuans. 
 
As we walked in the footsteps of the veterans at Kokoda, The Northern Beaches, Milne Bay and Rabaul- 
we listened to the stories, which took on form and imagery. We could see the Kittyhawks swooping 
across the sky, picture the tent hospital, hear the gunfire and feel the fear.  
 
Memories of the war live on in many villages, which are still littered with the remnants of wrecked planes 
and discarded equipment. Ever pragmatic, the villagers have created village museums for tourists and at 
Buna, the paths and vegetable gardens are ringed with the tracks off armoured vehicles. But what 
moved us most, was that in the villages there were many who remembered the fighting and even today 
their gratitude to the diggers was overwhelming. In Sanananda village, the veterans were treated as 
heroes even to the point whenever they walked outside a group of young villagers would appear and 
want to carry them. 
 
We stood in some beautiful places, and it was hard to believe they had been places of such ferocious 
and deadly fighting. But for me, Rabaul  brought home to me more than any other place, the brutality 
and futility of war, yet often in war, men find in themselves a strength they did not know they possessed. 
The Bika Paka War Cemetery in Rabaul is a very special place to visit. The hundreds of unnamed 
graves haunt you. I am not ashamed to say that tears poured down my face as I wandered around that 
beautiful place.  
 
Did you know that prisoners of war were brought from the Malay Peninsula  to Rabaul to dig tunnels and 
make roads similar to what occurred on the Burma Thai Railway? Six hundred Indian soldiers lay buried 
in this cemetery with headstones which read- Here lays a Sikh Soldier or Hindu Soldier of the Indian 
Army. Their names are unknown.  
I thought of the families who did not know their sons were here so I  gathered frangipani flowers and 
heaped them on the graves but as fast as I did the wind blew them off.  
As I watched, the flowers danced across the graves on the wind and I realised this was how it must be.  
We stood together in silence as Dad recited the Ode to the Fallen and never has it meant so much- they 
were young, they were staunch to the end against incredible odds and they fell with their faces to 
the foe and I will never forget them. 
 
So what have I learned and why does Kokoda Day mean so much to me? 
High on the Kokoda Track, on the pillars at the Isurava Memorial are engraved four words - 
 

MATESHIP,    ENDURANCE,      COURAGE,     SACRIFICE 
 



These are the qualities that are said to typify the Australian spirit and we see them every day in our lives 
but especially at times of disaster such as the bushfires, storms and floods which frequently devastate 
our communities. These are the qualities that have defined  every serving Australian Battalion and are 
reflected in their mottos - { eg Who Dares Wins, Death before Dishonour,  and especially our own - 
Deeds Not Words },and symbolised by their colour patches which are worn with such pride and 
distinction. 
 
 Patrick Lindsay in his book ”Kokoda Spirit” wrote, “ Kokoda is far more than just a military campaign, 
like Gallipoli, it represents a tradition- a tradition conceived at Anzac Cove and reborn in the jungles of 
the Owen Stanley Mountain Range in Papua New Guinea. And, like Gallipoli, the Kokoda spirit endures 
and inspires – indomitable spirit, courage, selflessness and humour and shows that we never know the 
limits of our endurance” 
 
I believe these are qualities that define us as a nation and on Kokda Day each year these are the things 
I remember. It has been said that Gallipoli made Australia,  Kokoda saved Australia. 
 
So every Kokoda Day, my heart swells with pride and tears prickle my eyes. I am still the grand 
daughter of a Gallipoli Veteran  but, of more importance, I am the daughter of a 39th Battalion veteran. 
 
In closing, I would like to read you a quote taken from the book ”Men of Our Time” The author wrote and 
I quote: 
“They and those other men who fought in World War 2 and have enabled me to live a happy and 
untroubled life in a free country and raise a son who has not had to go to war. For this, I thank you 
gentlemen” 
 
And  I say    Thank You      too.  

Mary Holloway 
Daughter of Peter Holloway  

 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

 
 

 
77TH ANNIVERSARY 

 
  FORMATION DAY 

 
 

1ST OCTOBER 1941 
 
 
 
 

 



                       A VETERAN’S STORY 
Many of our veterans are no longer with us but their stories live on for us to share. 

This is Harry Barkla’s {V245226/VX117671} story about the Kokoda battle.   



Kokoda - Harold Bould trek 30 June – 13th June 2018 
 

From the moment I was told that I had won 
the Harold Bould award. I have to say I was 
ecstatic. Being told right before my Year 10 
History exam was amazing, though it hit me 
like a ton of bricks. I was actually going to be 
doing the Kokoda trail, in Papua New Guinea. 
Excitement and nerves filled me. I began 
training both at home and with David Howell. 
I lost 12 kg before I began walking and I’m 
proud of that. Meeting some of the people I 
was going to walking with was nice because 
we were able to build that connection so it 
wasn’t as scary for me when we arrived in 
PNG. A week before my flight to PNG I began 
to second guess myself asking questions like; 
have I done enough training, am I going to be 
fit enough, the list goes on. But I couldn’t do 
anything but keep telling myself ‘It’s just one 
step in front of the other’. Deep down I knew I 
could do it. It didn’t hit me until I was about to 
board the plane at Sydney airport on the 
30thof June that the trip had begun and in a 
couple of days I will be walking the Kokoda 
trail. Now I was so excited, the nerves were 
gone and excitement filled my veins. Meeting 
everyone that I was walking with at dinner on 
the 1st of July was great. There were 7 men 
from Sydney who I’d never met before and 
there was a family that flew in to whom I had 
met. Which made up our team of 18 people, I 
was excited to see how the group would bond 
over the next 8 days. 
I have taken my diary entries from every day 
that I was on the trek and have added them. 
I know from even coming back and just 
reading the small blurb about everyday just 
brings back so many memories. 

 
Day 1 (Owen’s Corner to Dump 66) 
Heading to Owen’s Corner Monday 2ndof 
July we had a 1.5 hour drive, stopping at 
McDonald’s Corner, before going on to Owen 
Corner. Walking through those arches after all 
the boys (Green Machines) had finished 
packing their packs, was scary but I was 
excited for what the next 7 days were going 
to hold. Our first day was easy, we only walk 
for 1.5 hours and then we were at camp. I 
knew that we were not going to have another 
day as easy as the first. 
 
Day 2 of trekking (Dump 66 to Ofi Creek) 
Today we woke at 5 had breakfast then 
headed off. Our first obstacle of the day was a 
straight up on clay and then straight down 
through clay, the clay was so slippery. We had 
a lot of small obstacles throughout the day, I 
think we did a total of 20 river crossing. But I 
was never really any good at them because I 
just could never get my balance. However, 

words cannot describe how lucky I was to have 
Joel (one of the green machines) by my 
side to help me balance and lend me a hand 
when needed it. I’d have to say he was 
crucial to getting me to lunch time but I got 
there with nothing but a couple of wet socks, 
which was pretty lucky because they could 
easily be changed. As soon as I got to lunch 
the 
boots were off and changed to a new fresh pair 
of socks, best feeling ever! After lunch we 
were off, straight up and I’m not going to lie, it 
was tough! I almost hit breaking point walking 
up the hills but I was so lucky to have the 
group’s sprit behind me. Doing the Kokoda 
shuffle was key, just one step in front of the 
other. Reaching the camp was the best 
feeling ever, cold wash in the river, dinner then 
some much needed sleep. 
 
Trekking day 3 (Ofi Creek to Agulogo) 
Up at 5:30am packed up, had breakfast ready 
to see what the next day was going to throw 
at us. Hitting the trek at 7:30 beginning with a 
river crossing. From there we had straight 
up, we reach an altitude of 1375m above sea 
level and the last 100m to the top of the 
peak nearly killed me. Swearing I felt every 
bone and muscle ache in my body. But man 
was 
it an accomplishment to reach the top!! From 
here it was around about a 30 minute walk 
to lunch, downhill which really broke my 
heart knowing full well that we had just 
climbed that same altitude plus more. Plus 
downhill is nearly as bad as uphill because 
there is so much extra pressure on the legs 
and the hamstrings and quads didn’t like 
that. 
We were told that after lunch it was downhill 
to the base of the hill then though we had 
swamp which was flat but at times tedious 
with deep mud on either side of two logs we 
had to cross, but we were lucky to have 
porter to guide us across But that wasn’t the 
only obstacle for the day, about 2km down 
the trek there was a bridge made out of 
stickers and branches which we then had to 
cross to finish the small last bit of the day 
before camp. Camp was amazing! Had a 
wash in the river then we were off to play 
rugby with the children in the Village.  It was 
nice because some of the children knew 
English so we were communicate, 
comparing life in school and hobbies. 
Village life is amazing these people live the 
most basic lifestyle and are all so happy and 
friendly, it’s really eye opening



 
Day 4 trekking (Agulogo to Menari) 
Up at 5:30am it’s now so much easier because 
everyone has a routine, so mornings on the 
trek are much better now that I know what 
needs to be done in the morning. We began 
walking at 7:20am our first obstacle was called 
Wall 1, which was basically a 45 minute 
climb straight up. But before we could face our 
first challenge we had a 20 minute walk 
along the flats. The flat was awesome but then 
we saw it, Wall 1, man was it steep, but it 
was an experience to reach the top of it that’s 
for sure. The best feeling of the day came 
once you reached the top and could see the 
village that we stopped at for lunch the day 
before. We reached camp at Menari at about 
11:00am so we were able to just chill for the 
afternoon. Swimming and checking out the 
local village seeing the school. But sadly one 
member of our team will be leaving as 
tomorrow and will be flown back to Port 
Moresby 
due to past knee injuries, which is really sad. 
Before I finish writing I just have to give a 
massive shout out to the porters they are just 
awesome. They run ahead just to help us 
down or up the steepest of hills. I know today 
my feet were stuck in a V shape and I didn’t 
know what to do next and from nowhere came 
Joel and all he did was push my pack and 
that was all it took to find my feet again. They 
are just amazing! 
 
Day 5 of trekking (Menari to Naduri) 
Today we completed Brigade Hill and man was 
it awesome! Reaching the top and seeing all 
of the poppies at the very top it really showed 
the meaning of why we were here. Looking 
out at the top of the hill I just through ‘Imagine 
how many people are still out there? 
Losing their lives so that we could live in 
peace. It really hit me. But upon reaching 
camp I 
wasn’t feeling too good and I had just pushed 
my body too hard and spent the rest of the 
day stuck in a tent not feeling to flash. But it 
comes with the nature of doing the Kokoda 
Trail, everyone has an off day and today just 
happened to be mine. 
 
Day 6 of trekking (Naduri to dump 1) 
Today was awesome, so we went through our 
daily routines and hit the track by 7:30am. 
Today we reached the highest of Mt Bellamy 
(2190m) and to be honest I found this harder 
than doing Wall No.1 because instead of it 
being straight up it was a lot more gradual, 
meaning every time you thought you’d reach 
the top you were told that you were only 
half way or you still had 30 minutes to go. After 
reaching the top of Mt Bellamy we headed 

downhill and then to lunch. Our last big climb 
done, YAY! But during lunch it began to spit 
and it was okay until we started walking 
because then it really started raining. We were 
walking in ankle deep muddy water, but I am 
actually so glad it rained because it really 
made the experience. Experiencing what it 
was like on a rainy day I could imagine walking 
in the rain for day on end because it would 
have made it a lot harder but I’m so glad it 
rained. Though everything was wet, the boys 
did an excellent job of drying everything as 
much as possible, but by now putting on a wet 
shirt in the morning was something I was 
beginning to look forward to. 
 
Day 7 of trekking (Dump 1 to Alola) 
This morning we left at 7:30am. The track and 
it was really wet and slippery. The first 
challenge of the day was a steep downhill and 
was really slippery after yesterday’s rain, 
leaving us with ankle deep mud. Next we did a 
river crossing over another man made log 
bridge. Then it was uphill for a good 15 
minutes. Though we went up we had a much 
steeper downhill to Templeton Crossing. Once 
there we had a 10 minute break allowing 
everyone to get a drink, snack and get their 
breath back before heading across the next 
man made bridge. Then uphill again and then 
downhill again to lunch Eroa Creek. Then the 
last obstacle was a 3 hour slog to camp. I 
slipped twice on the same hill, it was so funny 
because that’s the most I’d fallen all trip, I felt 
like a turtle on my back. But I was so lucky to 
have Joel by my side the whole time to help 
me. Alola is amazing had a creek with a 
waterfall that was a bit chilly but it felt 
amazing after a long day climbing over the 
top of 3 mountains. Can’t wait to finish of this 
amazing experience tomorrow though I will 
really miss it I’ve had an outstanding time 
meeting new people, seeing an amazing 
country, experiencing the history and just 
challenging myself. Bring on tomorrow though 
it will be sad for it all to be over. 
Day 10 (day 8 of trekking) 
Woke up earlier than usual this morning 
(5:00am) got a big day ahead. Last day! We’re 
going to was to Isurava and having a service 
where the four pillars (Endurance, Sacrifice, 
Mateship and Courage) stand and spend some 
time looking around. 
Finally, seeing the four pillars was amazing-  
sacrifice, courage, mateship and endurance. 
Knowing full well that those men would have 
had to endure all four during the campaign 
on trek. The service was sad, but it gave a 
deeper perspective into what this walk really 
means. The walk down to the pillars was steep 
and slippery we’ll now go on to Deniki and 
have lunch then the finish line will be in sight. 



 
Had lunch a little bit earlier than Deniki instead 
we had it at a beautiful river. Then it was 
downhill 100m then back up 100m to Deniki 
where we stopped and took in the view which 
was spectacular. The only bad thing was that 
we could see Kokoda from the top of Deniki 
and it was still an additional 3 hours walk. It 
was really heart breaking. But we powered 
on and boy was it steep, the quads really felt it. 
But once we were down at the base it 
was flat from there to Kokoda.We waited about 
an hour out from the arches so the whole 
group could meet up so that we could all walk 
through the arches together. Then just before 
we crossed we saw Peter, the man that had to 
leave our trek half way through, which was 
nice because it then 
meant everyone could finish the trek together. 
Which really made the finishing extra 
special, because we thought that we wouldn’t 
be able to do it all together, but we did. 
Once over we headed to camp for a well-
earned cold as ice, soft drink and boots off for 
the last time.  Ending the day with my very first 
beer and a nice cold trickling shower. 
What an experience!!! 
 
 
Though that was my time on the trek, we still 
had 3 days to go. We were now headed for 
the Northern Beach heads. 

 
Kokoda to Sanananda via Gona 
Today we headed to Sanananda via Gona. We 
travel by truck for 3 hours and we then 
stopped for supplies at Popondetta. From what 
I thought the truck looked full before we 
got supplies, well wasn’t I wrong. We managed 
to squeeze in our supplies as well. The road 
from Kokoda was bumpy but it was something 
I’d never done before and it was a splendid 
experience. Once we reached Gona we filled 
up the boat that were going to take us to 
Sanananda. We had a 30 min boat ride before 
we reach the shores of Sanananda and I 
have to say it was beautiful. We were 
welcomed by the Villiager’s traditional dances 
and 
welcoming before we were met with fresh 
coconut. It was beautiful. I think 
we spent the rest of the day in the water and it 
was so nice. 

 
 
Sanananda to Buna 
Today we had a pretty chilled day headed to 
Buna and had a look around at the site were 
the battle for the Northern Beach heads 
occurred. The afternoon wad spent just chilling 
either swimming or just taking in the amazing 
view. 

Tonight we had some of the locals come and 
sing to us and we also had a fire on the 
beach. I think the whole village was there and 
it was nice because I was talking to one of 
the teacher from the elementary school in 
Sanananda and she was telling me about how 
she was training up to become a primary 
school teacher. Hearing the people talk 
they’re just so happy and it’s so nice to hear. 

 
Sanananda to Port Moresby 
Today we have a day of traveling. Woke up at 
3:00am so we could make Popondetta 
airport by 7:30am. In order to reach the airport 
we have to cross a small lagoon via boat 
and then travel an hour via truck on a bumpy 
road. 
From there we will fly back to Port Moresby, 
head to Bomana Cemetery before heading 
back to the hotel for the afternoon. 
It stuns me how many men were buried as 
unknown soldiers at the cemetery. With the 
youngest being 
18 and oldest being 63 it comes as a shock 
that thousands of men were killed. But it was 
something that will stick in my head forever. 
 
 
Had a pretty relaxed rest of the afternoon just 
went for a swim and just relaxed. Tonight we 
have our presentation and then we’ll fly out 
tomorrow and head home. I don’t want to 
go.This experience has be life changing from 
meeting new people, to seeing a new culture 
to seeing the history 

It’ll be sad to see it all go



HOW TO BAKE A POLITICAL 
CAKE 

 
INGREDIENTS 

 
 
1 Cup of Election Promises 
Equal amount of Excuses 
Pinch of Salt 
500 Grams of Self - Raising Prices 
50 Grams of Plain Truth 
The Rind off a Pensioner 
Liberal amount of Smooth Talk 
 
 
METHOD 
Sift the election promises with the pinch of salt and pour out the excuses. Add the self-raising prices 
and mix with the plain truth before finally stirring in the rind off the pensioner. 
Combine all ingredients well. 
 
TO BAKE 
Place in a transparent plate and spread the smooth talk evenly over the top. Bake slowly until browned 
off. 
 
TO SERVE 
Glaze with a large amount of expensive sugar coating and deliver the result to highly paid consultants 
for an opinion. Then the media will inform the public of a cost blowout and constituents will bear the 
cost. Cake is then discarded and another attempt is made to make a new one. 
 

 
 

POLITICAL ADVICE TO A NATION 
The Treasury should be refilled, public debt should be reduced,   
The arrogance of officialdom should be tempered and controlled,   
and the assistance to foreign lands should be curtailed, lest Rome will become bankrupt.   
People must again learn to work instead of living on public assistance.  

Cicero , 55 BC 
 

So, evidently we've learned very little over the past 2,073 years. 
 

 

SHARING THE GOOD GUTS 
 
 
Do you have any news, stories or pictures you would like to share with 
other members of the Association? 
 
Maybe you have a hobby or passion for something that could be of interest 
to others. 

 
Have you found some old photos or stories of your veteran family member which have never been 
shared outside the family but would be of great interest to other veterans and members? 
 
Our Editor would love you to send her any news and photos you have. Please send any articles in 
Word. Photos sent by mail will be scanned and returned to you if requested. Please include a stamped, 
self addressed envelop for their return. 

All other items can be emailed to gg@39battalion.com 
 



KOKODA DAY- KOKODA MEMORIAL PLATEAU – ONE TREE HILL 



 
 


