‘THE NOMINAL ROLL put us at 130 strong by the time atrach-
ments such s gunners, medics, cooks and the like were
squeezed in.

But the tour was not a list of statistics. The heart dfx
matter deals with 12 months of le, Pe.rsomliti:a
experiences in various shades, shlppc“:ﬁd size,

Apart from the company's achievements, every soldier
ook away with him a feeling of having belonged to some-
thing; of having taken part in the events which now live
on as tales and jokes,

And these tales are endless. Ever warched six feet of
bronzed Anzac nuzzling up to nearly 30 Ibs of “black
fighting metal” {an M#o to the uninitiated) in the wet? Or
seen a scruffy lrle D:ggn— looking for his teeth at 8.45 pm.
(?) in the Grand? Or, perhaps, heard about the officer
of field rank who didn't realise formation commanders are
sometimes only frustrated rraffic cops?

The men changed during the year. To a bewildered
newcomer there was nothing more disquieting than a battle-
seasoned hero bursting forth with, “She'll right mate.
On-the-job training sorts cut the men from the boys.”

Wire Pi“;‘:ll:li[s' RSM's work parties, TAOR patrols, the
boozer, red dirt, the concert partics, stand 1o, those noisy
ruddy tanks, that tin hat, the soldier’s best mate—a rifle—
and even the trip 1 the Peter Badcoe Club generate stories,
though memories of visits to the club are a little hazy.
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The company had its ups and downs, and in one w?'
or another every member benefited from the tour and left
with a great depth of military and personal experience.

Is it not strange that some of the most humorous events
arise from near disasters and terrifying situations? Two such
occasions for the company were both with the compliments
of the United States Air Force.

First the company was strafed with 20mm cannon, and
on the next occasion a plane flying a combat sky spot mission
dropped its 750 Ib bomb on twop of the company.

In the bombing incident one of the FO's party, a cer-
tain Gnr Gorrick, was heard, amid a shower of dirt_and
debris, to scream, “Skip, m{u God, I'm cut in two.” Then,
feeling no blood or pain, followed it up with a relieved sigh,
*“Don't worry, Skip, I'm only crushed.” The sitrep from bar-
talion headquarters described it as a near miss. Seven Plaroon
will assure you it was a direct hit.

Major Brian Lindsay commanded the company until
January 1969 and after Operation Goodwood handed over
the remns to Major M. C. Morrison. Major Lindsay ook
over Major Morrison's former position, Admin Com-
pany.

Major Lindsay had a theory which amused most people
in and out of the company. He believed that anywhere you
found red, gritty soil you would find an enemy camp. If



tracks were evident or there was water nearby that would
e more than enough to convince him,

So sure of his theory was he thar once he had an area
heavily engaged with arillery without a bunker being seen.
He was nght. The next day the company walked into a
system of 150 bunkers. There's one for JTC training—tread
softly when you see red soil.

Major Morrison (sometimes fondly referred o as the
“Angry Am") found himself one day in a situation where
he was caught literally with his pants down. The OC had
his trousers round his ankles and was having some paint
applied to his backside by the company medic, Pre  Charlie
Sparrow, when the platoon protecting company headquarters
engaged a group of VC. By the time the OC had returned
his trousers to their normal pesition all pit space had been
taken up!

The CSM, WOIl Doug Burke, obtained a souveni
from the bombing incident —a piece of shrapnel about
two and a half feet long. Prior 1o RTA it was rumoured
the shrapnel was going home too —to be worn as a bow
tie at the local RSL. Thar warry should be worth a beer
or two.

The company was backed up well by Ssgt “Jesse™ James,
his off-sider, Lep]l Herbie Sgt Trevor Graham and
his cooks, and Cpl Charlie Stewart. They made sure the
gouipany was always well Jooked after in base and in the

e, o, The birds are dows Mere, net up there Uc Dai boi."

Black Friday

Taenty young men started that day,

Charlie was active nol far away;

They were given the task, “Follow that track,”
Omce they got started they didn't look back.

The scout sighted a bunker — a sign to go slow,
There may be trouble — they really don't know.

The first one's OK — no Charlie in there,
But men musn't relax — still walk with care;
Moving with caution to the bunker chead,
One bad move and some may be dead.

A second one cleared — mo VC in there,

But wait, up ahead, are there any up there?

A deafering roar shatters the ar,

Someone i kit on the flank over there;

The skipper pives orders, "We've got to push om,”
Through this bloody bamboo if's really no fun.

A section is sent around to the right,

These Charlie can really be tough in a fight.

The sig has been hit — a round in the chest,
The boss gets him out — they all do their best;
A section starts to come in from the side,
But the gunner is killed — brovely he died.
Another man fails — the skipper is hit,

And that VC keeps firing, safe in his pit,

Slowly they adeance, firing as one,

But by this time a lot of ammo is gome;
The boss is hit in the leg once again,

But he doesn't bow to the terrible paim.
The sergeant is up there leading them on,
They all know well there's a job to be done,

And so, after @ well aimed grenade,

The top of the rise is finally made;

Charlie has gone — beaten at last,

But he fought well in the howr that passed,
The firing has stopped, it's time to take stock,
Three dead and six wounded, a terrible shock.

Mick, Jock and Mike all fought to the end,
And many a man lost @ good friend;

It was g hard fight and tough,

But these boys are men when the going is rough.
There was an omen that some may have seen,
For this patrol on Friday thirteen.



Seven Platoon

Hmvanmbeadmmdn\namernhi;hu
on 1 May 1969 when the last operation of the tour finished.

The platoon saw nearly 100 ccm mnumund_uf

roon section
onmmdm,Dwm.theyumuuwuL

It was never certain whether this was duc to the require-
ments of the over-all system or o the fact thatr we were a
hard bunch o handle. E’emmmlynapmmdmb

Here we would like to congratulate 2Lt Gary Reidy on
his Military Cross and Sgt Mick Carrell on his Distinguish-
ed Conduct Medal. Both were well-carned.

‘There were many characters in the platoon, bur only
the more notable can be mentioned.

Names that come to mind are those of people like Cpl
Alec Illin. For a while there the on his arm were
like his crown and anchor game — ow you see i1, now
yuudnn'"]un(ulmlnu‘dhlm.met.lnwmu:h
did that miserable game net you over the 12 months?

It anyone in the platoon could be acchimed for having
his head screwed on, it was Lepl Gary Moseley. Not only did
he have R and R and R and C, but also a fortnight in Singa-
pore for the OCS selection board, plus ancther two weeks in
Australia wbeoneohhm{oﬁms,mmam
common sense won out and he decided

complaint was
always sent him back. Fuﬂmul:}?«mm e

No article on Seven Platoon would be complete withour
nnnnmocfmlmn(sulwnm,m“m"kmwrmﬂ
c:lpl sports expert. He was always
nud if the world was on his shoulders, but always

dmewhhhisMﬁoau:ired“md 3
You have, of course, heard of the “Adams Family"?
Well, we had one of their more sensitive (?) members,
e =

nal article, but he was close =nwsh for us. Unfortunately,
Lurch was unable to complete the tour with us because
an argument wi:h an AK47. But we are happy to say he
is quite all

Then there was Q:ll George “Kiwi" Josephs, who start-

Leg i
hphdly Hell, a holiday? Who in their right mind would
cll 12 months in South Viemam a holiday? George went o
Canada. Probably joined their army for another holiday.
Wherever you are, best of luck, George.

Last and hardly least, we had stalwarts Cpl “Blue”
‘Wicks and Cpl Dennis “Fish” Fisher. It was said of Fish
he should have been in the picking business; in fact
he was called the most economical fruit picker. He was the
onl man we knew who a nose long enough to be able

by it and use both hands for picking.

We permit ourselves a slight blush as we say we reckon
we did a good job in South Vietnam.

SEVEN PLATOON




Eight Platoon

Ir DicGers were chemicals, Eight Platoon would have been
a dangerous and highly explosive mixture. This became
obvious whenever the catalyst was added.

The tally of sick and wounded at the oom'mny aid post
was never as high as on the moming after first night
back in Nui Dat after an operation.

It may have been the trail of empty beer cans. Or the
broken heads. Or, possibly, the exuberant sing-along that
led Zero Alpha to speak with the platoon commander on
“that gang of yours.”

And speaking of platcon commanders, they came and
went, For a while Eight Platoon appeared to be a training
ground for ex-Papua-New Guinea rifle company officers.
It may have been that the s that be considered only
men experienced in handbng headhunters and cannibals
were capable of

First love is usually :Iue besz: love, and Eight Plawon’s
mgmal leader, 2Lt Tom Cootes, was held in_high esteem
by hi who lost him o Transport Plawon after
eighe munms Next was Lt R. Graham, who left the un-
tamed interior of Papus-New Guinea for the wilds of Eighe
Platoon lines. He was replaced by Lt B. Parkin, who ok
the platoon on to final victory —and took most of its
money while he was at it

‘The title of section commander fell on many shoulders
during the twur. Danny Seaton, a two-hooker, begg-
ed, cajoled and coerced his section all but the last
month in country. He was kept on the sidelines during that
time with a broken bone, so his protege, Doog Elsum, took
the helm. Platoon tactician was Cpl Robinson, who, if he
had the chance, would willingly play Charlie at his own
game. The games of chance were another of Robbo's spe-
cialities.

Six Section's fearless leader, “Doc” Savage, a dry mci-
turn lad, had a real “thing” with transistors. He eventually
obtained a 6ft by 4ft monstrosity which he claimed could
pick up the most fechle signal.

“Gollywog,” or Maurice Shaw, as he was christened,
spent some time with the mobile advisory team at Dat
returning late in the tour to add to the general confusion.

The platoon pug, Des Mayo, who was also renowned for
his native dancing, left to assist the ARVN — possibly
with their boomerang lessons,

The rest of the conglomeration comprised peopl.e
like veteran Jack Campbell, who detached to edP
quarters, Kev Bell, a person the ants relish and Phil
Anderson, a great believer in flower power,

A budding MP with a long record and a bad memory
for ‘buying them on R and R was Dick leby. Graham
Bayley was always on the pill in the bush, and more so
ar cards. “Mooka”, or Terry Berrick, r!'pol'::dly revelled in
hmm:ﬂ]mnlm.mufﬂnm—
national set, had an interesting trunk of phorographs.

EIGHT PLATOON
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Nine Platoon

I¢ Ning PLatoos had any claim to fame during its tour in
South Vietnam, it had o0 be that it was one of the few
in the battalion which did not have a single soldier
wounded or killed by the enemy.
But don't ger the wrong ides. We had our fair share of
mwnmdmmm.“’:lhnh:lnlmmmdym
hurt is whmﬂmhm.ﬁsum.pefv

m
nndSs:B J. Morris, better known as “Burtons and Bows”" g
for a time. Two years, in fact, and by
Vnmmmud:rdsdulmah‘ﬂm
Our most colourful character was easy w pick. Pre
“Weasel” llsley got the unanimous vote. Who except Weasel
could lose a set of false teeth every time he went to Vung

‘Tau? It was rumoured the dentist e mould
of Weasel's o save time our favourite sol-
dier fronted up for his regular visit.

For those who wondered what Pre “Gabbo™ Gabelish
was going to do when he got back to Australia, here’s a
clue. He assured us he would still carry an Méo, His enly

Wmllﬂ(hzmﬂdu(ﬁndsnyﬂm\gtumulntedﬂ
belts of ammunition, and he was sore because the police
wouldn't allow him to walk the strects with a 7.62mm
linked belt dangling from him. We suggested Gabbo made
up a belt of old links and spent cases.

Then there was our “Jer Ser.” In Australia, every e
weekend was spent wenching and drinking at the (‘f"u
Coast. Thc'y tried the latter a couple of times in Viemam.
One occasion which comes to mind was at the Horseshoe.
"nlebamlmolmckﬂalmcmgpmmbtmmﬁghtuld
Nine Platoons, wasn't it, Jet Set? How embarrassing when
Lt Benier and Sgt Morris executed their left flanking :ﬂ]ml
artack. Caught all concerned with their pants
should we say with their bottoms up? One thing, iclluws.
you have to admit you were dealt with very fuirly in re-
turn for your confiscated grog. Your very own AAF Ay

We hope the members of Nine Platoon, C Company,

RAR (NZ{Anzac)Bn remember g/C/4RAR after they go
ir separate ways.

And we alsc hope that when they pick up this book
they remember their friends with whom they shared so
many good times as well as tense ones.

NINE PLATOON




