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~ WW2~

~ Sgt. Harold Edward Brockhurst ~
born 31/12/1919

A member of the 2/25th Infaniry Battalion, AIF,
Harold served in the Middle East,
Owen Stanley (New Guinea) and Berneo.
He was degorated with the
Military Medal
whilst entering Lae.

E Harold is the son of
Walter Henry & Louise {(nee Thomas) Brockhurst




I was born on the 31 December 1919, in our home at Mt Mee, a house
with slab walls and a shingle roof. The farm was on the corner opposite the
State School and in later years was sold to Arthur Duncan.

Mt first few years are fairly vague, but I think I did six months at
Beachmere before I started at Mt Mee. When I was nearly six, after about 12
months at school, Dad bought another farm at Black Mountain, near
Pomona, and He and Mum and the smaller children went off to work that
farm, leaving the one at Mt Mee to be run by my brother Henry, and another
couple of the boys and me. This was the start of my bachelor life.

On the morning the family left to move to Pomona, I had a bit of a
mishap. They had only gone a while, when I was sent off to round up the
horse to harness up to the slide, to take the cream down to the road, to be
picked up by the cream wagon, to be taken to the factory to be made into
butter. Just-at that moment, one of those new fangled motor cars went past,
and of course, I had to have a good look at it. I had forgotten about the
horse, and walked right into it, giving it such a fright that it lashed out with
both feet, kicking me right in the face and laying me out. I don’t remember
much after that, but I think Henry must have seen me, because he came and
carried me down to the house. One of the other brothers was sent over to the
school to bring the Head Teacher, as he had been an Ambulance bearer in
the First World War. He took one look at me and sent a message to Aunt
Florrie Thomas to bring her car and take me to hospital in Caboolture.

Gordon Hausmann came along, so he and Aunt Florrie set off to
Caboolture. I don’t remember much, but I have a vague idea that after going
through a creek crossing, I was sick all over the place. There wasn’t much
of a road, down through Campbells Pocket, in those days, about eighty years
ago, and I was probably shook up a bit. Anyway, [ remember waking up in
hospital, between white sheets, and there I spent the next few weeks.

When I had recovered, someone gave me a shilling to spend, which I
busted, on the way home, at Heatons Store at Delaney’s Creek, just past the
Hall, but over the road where the big pine trees were. All on boiled lollies.

The holiday was now over, and I was packed off to Pomona, to go back
to school. It was three days a week, in the morning’s, in a car, when the
cream was sent away, but other mornings and afternoons, it was walk the
four miles to school, there and back.

Some time after this I had a spell in the Pomona hospital. T don’t know
what the trouble was, but after that, I ended up with knees that would not
straighten. Rather than take me to a Doctor, it was up to the Ambulance
man, who said to give me plenty of liver to eat as that would help. Don’t
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know if it did any good, but we had a couple of horses on the farm, and
riding them around every day, seemed to help me most.

My days at school at Pomona, were fairly quiet, with the only excitement
I remember being the day a green tree snake fell out of a tree nearly on top
of us. Don’t know what made it fall, but it gave us a shock.

Another day, I remember, was when Mum brought our new born
brother,Doug, home from hospital, and we were allowed to peep in through
the door at him. Didn’t get much of a look at him,it was off to the cowshed
to do some milking. Our cows were not a classy lot, and I remember that the
herd bull was once in a bullock team.

Time rolled on, and I was just starting to learn something, and was
looking forward to the next few years in the class, but it was not to be. My
elder brothers had purchased a property at Hazeldene on the Stanley river a
few miles south of Kilcoy. They were to work that farm, and brother Ralph
was to run the Mt Mee , with Mum and Dad left at Pomona. It was not to
be,as Ralph contracted rheumatic fever and spent the next six months in the
Brisbane General Hospital.

With no one to run the Mt Mee farm, Dad took me, and two of my
younger sisters away from school to help him run Mt Mee, and that was the
end of my schooling. Nowdays, when I go to Pomona and walk down the
street, I see no one that I know. One time, I knew most of the people in the
street, but [ suppose that is partly my fault, as I am not a good mixer.

Well, I spent nearly two years at Mt Mee, with no social life, never even
owned a pair of shoes, or went to a dance in the hall. Eventually my brother
Les came up to help us out, but he soon got sick of it and left, so I decided to
follow him. It was then that Dad sold to Arthur Duncan.

I made my way down to the boys at Hazeldene, living on corned beef,
boiled spuds, and bread. There was plenty of work, milking the cows,
chopping the wood, and running around with no boots on doing other jobs,
and the funny thing is I never trod on a snake, or hurt my feet.

Some time later, a big bush fire went through the place, so I moved out
to work on a farm just out of Kilcoy, and it was there that I started to realize
how rough our lives were compared to some of the others. I was doing the
milking and fencing in between, and the tucker was the best that I had ever
had. I even had every third Sunday evening off, and that was quite a bonus.

It was about this time that I got crook again, a legacy of the kick in the
head at Mt Mee. I did a stint in the Brisbane Hospital, as my nose was
growing inside my face, and the Doctors thought they could fix it with a
hammer and a sort of chisel. That didn’t work though, as the Army Doc did
a better job on it up at Atherton. This time it was done with an electric wire,




most likely seared the bone but at least they did it right and it has never
caused me any trouble since.

After a couple of years, I started to get itchy feet and thought it would be
a good idea to try the outback, so off I went. I had got a few pounds
together, so I got on a boat and off to Townsville, and by train to Charters
Towers, where brother Stan was working. Spent a few days with them and
heard of a job on a property where they were shearing, so I borrowed a few
quid off Stan, and tried my luck at shearing. This was up at Hughenden, so I
stuck it out, and when it had finished, I moved on to the next property,
where they ran cattle. This was the start of my days as a ringer, and I was
there for about eighteen months or so. I even bought a horse at a sale in
Hughenden for 35 shillings. The auctioneer said I would never handle the
horse, better to let him keep it as a buckjumper, to take around the shows. It
turned out to be the best horse I ever handled, and it had come in from the
Territory, probably as a pack horse. It was branded TEL.

Stayed on this place for eighteen months or so, and decided to head off
up into the Territory to have a look around, but that was not to be. I had been
promised a job on Lake Nash Station, but some idiot called Hitler was
throwing his weight about over in Europe, and it looked like he could take
over the world. So, instead of heading to the Territory, I caught the train
back home to enlist.

On the way home, the Rocky show was on, so [ had a few days there,
then back to Pomona. I even tried my luck with a few of Skewthorps
buckjumpers, but did no good.

When I got back to Pomona, I asked Mum if she would sign my papers,
but she said she would if I signed up with a forestry unit. I said O K and it
was off to camp at Grovely in Brisbane. Just over the railway at camp, were
some of my mates from Kilcoy, so I asked them if they could get me in with
them. They arranged it somehow, and I was in the 2/25™ Battalion with
them for the next five and a half years.

We did a bit of training, and we were on the old “Zealander” and off to
Darwin. We got there ok but the old girl was sunk by the Japs during the
first raid on the town, two years later. We went off the ship and into cattle
trucks and then down the railway line to the 11 mile. There was a station
there that we had to guard, but it was knocked out on the first raid too.

Some time later, we moved closer to Darwin, down on the beach, to a
place called Dripstone, getting its name from a cave with a spring at the
back, that you could see at low tide. There is a rise and fall of about 30 feet
[or 25 meters,] and we very nearly got caught one day. We had some time
off one Sunday afternoon, so we went for a hike along the beach. We finally



decided to head back but it came in so fast that we thought that we would
have to swim for it , and that was not a real good idea, as a crock had a nest
in the creek.

It was here that I had my first Xmas in uniform,and it was where a lot of
the boys ended up in hospital with ptomaine poisoning. On of the stories
going around was that one of the Officers had his batman boiling coral in
our kitchen dixies, that were used for cooking salt meat. It may have been
right yet it could have been wrong, we will never know. I do know, though,
that I had my 21* birthday there in 1940. We even had a bit of beer there on
xmas eve and one of the Officers, who did not drink; decided to put some
aside for xmas day. One old bloke knew this and asked for another, only to
be told that it was to be kept for tomorrow. Not to be put off, he came back
with an empty, plonked it on the counter, and asked if that was the case, then
could he have a refill of the bottle that he had had today.

After a while here, it was back to Darwin where we camped in the old
disused Vesty meatworks. It had been closed for some time, so we had to do
a bit of cleaning up. There was a big old fibro awning on one side of the
shed, and one of the boys was told to get up there with a broom a sweep all
the rubbish off the awning. I think he had been a bank teller, but to get to
the point, he fell through the roof onto the concrete floor below. He made a
mess of his legs, so he was sent off and we never saw him again. I think that
it was here that we lost our first casualty, when he contracted meningitis and
died. We had about two months holiday here, and then it was back on to the
“Zealander” againback to Brisbane. WE pulled into Bowen on the way
back for coal or fuel of some sort, and when the pubs heard that we were
coming, thet put up the price a bit. The boys decided to put on a black ban,
but it did not work and it was soon lifted. I was not guilty as I had an
invitation to go to the home of a bloke that I had known in Hughenden.

Next day , it was back on the boat and off to Brisbane where we got
seven days embarkation leave. When I first wrote this story, I was thinking
back to our first stay at Grovely, where I bought my first packet of tobacco.
That was the start of twenty years trying to kill myself with the weed. I
bought my last packet at Georgetown, took it home to the place where I was
boarding, threw it on the table, and said “that’s it”. That was over forty years
ago and it was the best days work I ever did.

Anyway, after a bit of leave, it was off to Redbank, then on to a train and
off to Sydney where we boarded the “QueenMary” to see the world.

We had a pretty rough trip round the bottom of the country, and it was
good to see Freemantle where they were getting some ships together for a
convoy. Then we were off to Ceylon, or Sri Lanka as it is today.



We sailed into a beautiful harbour on the east coast of Ceylon called
Trincomalee. As we sailed into the harbour, the cliffs on both sides of the
ship seemed so close that you could reach out and touch them, but we got
through O K . One of our troopships left us there, probably off to Singapore,
poor buggers, to tangle up with the Japs some twelve months later.

When we left Ceylon, we headed off towards the Middle East, up the Red
Sea and-on to the Suez Canal. We got off the Queen here, on to a train to
Damanhur, not far from Alexandria. It was here we copped a stinker of a
sandstorm, one of the worst I have ever seen. You had to get your head
down under the blankets to even breathe. It was here that some of the boys
chained their rifles to the tent pole before they went to the cook house, but
when they came back, they were gone. Some one had lifted up the tent pole
and slipped them off the bottom. You had to watch the natives always.

From there to Mursa Matruh by train. It was on the coast and we even
got a chance to have a swim in the sea, which was a change from the usual
lack of water. There was a bit of an air raid on the railway station when we
got there, but they didn’t do much damage. I thought we would head from
here up towards Tobruk, but instead we were packed off to Palestine.

The Vichy French were causing trouble up in Syria, legacy of the
Germans over running France. After the First World War, the French were
given control of Syria, and so the Germans forced the Vichy French to cause
trouble there, and so that was where we were sent. We moved back across
Egypt and up into Palestine and on to the border with Lebanon. We crossed
the border on the 8™ of June1941, and we soon had a few air raids to put up
with, and we lost one of our boys in a raid, our first on active duty.

From there, we headed up in to the mountains,to a place called Jessin.
This trip was quite scary as the trucks cad to back and fill round bends and
climb all the way with no room to move. One false move, and you were
over the mountain side. We ended up at a place called Merj Uyun, after we
had crossed the Latani river. Up on this mountain we lost two fellows from
our Company, and a lot of boys from another Company were taken prisoner.
The trouble was ,we ran into a few tanks.

Some weeks later the French chucked it in. The show only lasted about
six to eight weeks, and then another rough trip over the mountains back to
Jezzin. I remember that after the French moved out, we were given a bottle
of rum. Our 2/ic who did not drink, decided to mix it with four gallons of
water to make it go further, but he did not get any thanks for that.

WE moved up the coast a bit to a town called Juniyab, on the coast just up
from Beirut, while we waited for the French to clear out. From there we
moved up to Tripoli where we spent our Xmas. We had moved into brick
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buildings vacated by the French, and here we found what is was to be cold,
so different from our last Xmas in the tropics at Darwin. Even with our long
johns, pyjamas, overcoats and blankets,we were still cold. Lucky to survive.

We had a few good trips from here, one up to Damascus and another to a
place called Jubail, where we had a few days in some vineyards. I even got
a trip up to see some of the famous cedars of Lebanon. I even tried my
hand at skiing, but I don’t think I will go down to the Victorian snowfields
to try again.

Most of our time at Tripoli was spent digging trenches on the beach to
prevent the French from coming around our defences.,or perhaps maybe the
Germans would try. Who said we didn’t earn our five shillings a day plus
bully beef and biscuits. We had one trip to Baghdad, too, and what it was
like then and now, it is hard to imagine.

Life went on, and the Japs started getting cheeky. After much huffing
and puffing the powers that be decided to bring us back home to Australia.
So the mad rush started again, down through Palestine to Egypt wher we
boarded a yank boat, and headed for home. Boy, was she crowded. WE had
a full Brigade on board. I think the name of the boat was Varidalin or
something like that. She was about 30,000 tons, and this time I worked my
way into a job in the cookhouse, and boy don’t those yanks eat well.

We wewre held up for some time in Colombo while they worked out
where we were going to be sent, but finally we set sail for TRemantle, where
we were given a days leave. Next it was off to Adelaide and a camp site at
Woodside. We were there for two to three weeks, and then on to Casino in
NSW. From there we went to Caboolture in Queensland, where we were
put to work opn building roads around Wamuran. I was in a small horse
Platoon, riding around filling in time, not doing very much, but much better
than road building.......

We got a weeks leave here, then back to camp and on to a boat and off to
New Guinea. We were on a little Dutch ship, not much over a thousand
tons, heading up the coast, when off Townsville, we were run over by a big
Liberty Ship, that tried to mount our stern. She made a fair hole in our side,
but the worst thing was that one fellow on the stern was killed, a Sergeant
had his legs broken and a third was knocked over the side into the water. He
was probably trying to lure the sharks, and I bet he was glad to see the
sailors pick him up. We limped into Townsville, and had a few days off
while thet tried to find another boat to put us on. We stayed at the racecourse
until a boat was found and then it was off again to Port Moresby and the real
trouble started.



From Moresby, we were carried in trucks for as far as they could go,
then it was on to shankspony. We met the Japs a couple of ridges up,and
we came across a few of ours coming back. We all fell back to Imitir ridge,
were we dug in and made a stand..We managed to get a 25 pounder up
todrop a few shells on the yellow buggers, and it worked, as we were out of
range of their mountain guns and we could give them a pasting. They didn’t
like this and so the Japs started their retreat, and we had to follow them all
the way back to the sea. The weather was raining every day, and the going
was slippery, to say the least We climbed those golden stairs I don’t know
how many times. They were just steps cut in the hills, with a bit of wood or
a stick to hold it in place. After a while I got an ulcer in my eye, and got
sent back to get it fixed. They cured it just like we treat the cows with
blight, nitrate of silver, perhaps.

After this stint in the Owen Stanleys,it was back to Queensland by boat,
then up to Cairns and the Tablelands to a camp at Ravenshoe. We had
plenty of walking up and down the hills to keep fit while we built up to full
force again. One day we went out for a march to Mt Garnet, where we heard
there was a local Rodeo on. We were just overlooking the town, when the
trucks caught up with us, and we were bundled into the back of them and
back to the camp, down to Cairns and back to New Guinea.

Once we were on the ground we were flown over the ranges to a place
called Sill-Silli, where we had to wait for the paratroopers to clear the strip.
We were now getting close to Lae, and it was here we were told that a
Liberator on taking off, failed, and plowed into the 33" Batallion, making a
mess of most of the men.

Some time later, a patrol was sent out to make contact with the Japs but
the Patrol leader was shot in the leg and could’nt get back. I was asked to go
out and get him back so I took a couple of stretcher bearers to pick him up.
As we were working on him to get him on the stretcher, a couple of Japs
came poking around so I gave them whatfor. We got one of them and the
other took off screaming like the devil was after him. We got him back to
the Company about dark, and I don’t know why, but they gave me the MM
for that, If anyone earned it, it was those bearers who deserved it. But that is
how things go. It was shortly after this that a fellow was awarded the VC.

Eventually, we got into Lae without a lot of trouble, then back to where
we started for a couple of days, then on to an aircraft and up the Markham
Valley to a little airstrip. Some of the others had gone before us, and from
here, it was put on our gear, and set off walking. There was plenty of water
for ghe-first halfday, then the rest of the day with no water. We were

-slegging through Kunhi grass over our heads, and boy was it hot.



Eventually, we got back to the creek and had a few days rest, charging
about, and doing a bit of cooking etc.. I remember one fellow doing his
share of the cooking, and was going to sing out “come and get it”,when he
discovered a packet of dried peas that he had forgotten to put in the pot, so
he threw them in anyway. You can imagine the roasting he got from the
boys when they started to chew on that meal.

After this spell, it was off, up a hell of a steep hill just one ridge away
from the Japs. We hung out there for a week or more, and finally relieved by
another Company. Over the other side of the ridge, a fellow who had come
up through the Owen Stanleys, came up one night, and was trying to get
settled down to sleep, when someone trying to get comfortable, shone a
torch to see where he was. The Japs saw the light and sent over a few shells
to worry them, and one landed on this poor fellow who had just arrived.

The bloody Japs took some shifting off this Shaggy Ridge. I got a bout
of malaria about the end of this show, and had a bit of a blow. I got back
down to the airfield, and was flown out to Moresby, and from there back to
Brisbane by boat. I probably ended with a bit of leave, then it was back to
the Batallion, who were now in camp at Petrie, near Brisbane. We were just
getting back into training when I had a relapse, and was sent back to
hospital, this time down in NSW, and afterwards to a camp near Warwick
back in Queensland. By the time I got moved back to my own outfit, they
were camped at Kairi, on the Atherton tablelands, somewhere near where the
Tinaroo dam is now. I can remember one day, we set off to see a race
meeting nearby. They were not very classy horses, in fact, some of them
were lost without the plough by their looks. The track was pretty rough too,
mostly up and down with not much flat ground.

One day we went off to Innisfail. We were going to a private place for
dinner, and there was five or six in the party,all drinking spirits. The last
shout was just set up,when the rest of them left me with the drinks.
Wellthey did not come back, so not to let the drinks get hot, I downed the
lot, and that was how I got the legacy of the black eye. Lucky to survive.

I seem to take a long time to learn.

After a while, we were down to Townsville, and off on a boat to the
North. Somewhere along the wat, we pulled up at an island, and there was
this Stan Taylor,probably part Aboriginal from B Company. He was in an
indigenous unit. From here, it was onto Ballik Pappan in Borneo.

Some of the boys had landed here before us, and had pushed the Japs back
from the coast a bit. There were a lot of Oiltanks about here, and we were
supposed to keep an aye on them. It’s a wonder that the Japs hadn’t
blownthem all up when they were pushed back. One Company was having



Pace ¢.

TRoJBee _ With the Japs cutting their signal wires all the time. I don’t think this was the
real reason why we were sent out, but they packed us off to patrol around
behind the Japs. We were spread out pretty weil when a couple of these
yellow fellows came along making a lot of noise. They could have been
going out to cut the signal wires again but we changed their minds for them
and they probably missed out on going back to Japan. We moved up a bit
more to the edge of the timber, where we could see their trenches, but as it
was getting on we decided to get back to our own Company. It was getting
pretty dark by this, so we settled down for the night. We were short on
watches, and didn’t know the time and ten minutes seemed like an hour that
close to their trenches. It would have cost us a few blokes though, if we
hadn’t called it a day.

We were in Borneo when the Japs called it a day, and threw in the towel.
A good thing too, because one feilow, who had been with us right through,
got hit just before the end, and that sort of thing makes it hard to put up with.
I remember one feillow who was an Officer from the start, who said that he
was going to get a VC or not come back. I think he tried pretty hard, but had
no luck.as he was wounded three times but not bad. Some years later I heard
that he got his VC, but just after the war ended, he died from a heart attack
on a fishing trip off Mackay.

The Japs had given in so we moved back to the beach and settled down
for a spell. After a time we moved along the beach a bit to a big river and
spread out there where these planks stuck out over river which the natives
used as their latrines. We spent a lot of time around a powerhouse where a
few of us would spend some time making knives out of bits of steel. The
natives who were working in the powerhouse complained about us sticking
our noses in and getting in the road, so they put an end to us using their
emery wheels. They were probably right. Anyway, it was not long before
we were back to Ballik Papan, waiting for a lift back home.

Before this happened, we were asked if anyone who had been here for
long, wanied to get out, or go to Japan in the Occupation forces, I thought
they must have seen enough of me getting into trouble so [ settied for the trip
back to Australia.

I finally got a lift home on an aircraft carrier and headed for Sydney..We
were promised a parade through the streets of Sydney. But not to be, it was
back on the train, and off to Brisbane and a bit of home leave. We had a bit
of a health check at Moorooka, then it was up to Redbank, a set of working
clothes, perhaps a few hundred pounds of pocket money, patted on the rear
and told to get out. We also got a rail pass for Queensland, or maybe
Australia, and that was it.
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Two other Kilcoy fellows, who had traveled on the same boat as 1 did, Pat
Duncan and George Bundy, both Lieutenants, said goodbye and good luck
and off they went. I picked up with a bloke from Rockhampton, and we
ended up in Yepoon for a week or so for a bit of a bludge, a swim in the sea
before breakfast, and 2 bit of a rest for the day ,not doing much.

I ended up on a small dairy farm, milking in the mornings and ringbarking
and fencing to put in time. After that, it was off to a sugar mill at Mackay
stacking bags of sugar then one season cutting cane which tested the old
back out a bit. Then it was off cutting cordwood for the Mossman sugar mil}
for them to burn in the boilers. From there, I went up 1o the Daintree, to
China Camp to see a bloke from our Baftalion who was trying his hand at
fossicking for gold. If there was a rough and tough way to make a living,
that was it. It must have got into his blood, because he kept at it and the last
I heard of him was in Caims and he died not long after that. He had been
around Cooktown for some time trying his luck, as the lure of gold had got
him. He was living in hopes but it got the better of him in the end. Anyway,
who am I to talk ,because I have been around and done my fair share of
work and ended up with not very much.

From here I headed up to Georgetown where I did a couple of small
droving trips, and then went bush for six months doing cattle work. You hear
about the powers that be, closing down the little country towns, shutting the
Banks and Railway stations, but they don’t close many pubs. I did my bit
then to keep them open, but not now as I learnt my lesson.

While I was there, we had a bookmaker at a race meeting at Georgetown
who stayed the night at the pub and was due to catch the train back the next
morning. Anyway he had a heart attack or something, and died before the
train left. There was no undertaker in town so the hospital asked someone to
come up and knock up a coffin out of some curved ply that they kept on
hand for that purpose. It only took a splash of varnish on it , a hole to be dug
and someone lined up to say a prayer, and lower him down and that was it.

Well, all went well until we were lowering him down when someone got
in the way and nearly fell in. Someone grabbed him in time and pulled him
out, and at the wake back at the pub he told us that he had gone to school
with the bookmaker, and someone said “Yes, and you were nearly buried
with him , t00”. Another bloke I had worked with for a few years around
here, died, so a few of us got together to do the right thing. We got about 20
quid in donations, and that covered the funeral and the wake. Costs a bit
more nowdays I suppose.

Then there was the time I was talked into riding in a Diggers Race, where
the jockeys had to be ex servicemen. The first year I won it, the next year

u 80 =Vecsdu7 Op O Owa=auasas D f°1 @0 - Da=AL0




it would be like to live on the pension. At that stage ,I did not know if they
would take me on but it finally came through. [ have probably upset John
Howard a bit as it is nearly 20 years since I started, but it is enough to get me
by. Well, I am still living in the old shop that Stan Robinson the bootmaker
lived in, and having lost the car drivers licence, I now get around on my red
buggy, trying to keep it upright and on the track, and get my tucker from the
people who do meals on wheels. From the fellows who went into Grovely
with me, well, there are not many left, but I suppose that is the way of the
worid and we never know what is round the corner.

The following article appeared in the Courier Mail printed on the 24™
of April, 2001. This is a copy of that article.

LAST POST PLAYS ON.

There’s a well-worn tape recording of “The Last Post” instead of a bugler
at Allora’s dawn service, and it’s been that way since World War 2.

But despite the lack of a bugler in the Darling Downs town, there is no
lack of Anzac spirit.

A dozen Diggers and 30 locals gathered yesterday to pay their respects to
fallen relatives and mates.

Digger Jack Littler was there to honour his father Joe, a machine gunner
who served at the bloody battlefield of Quinn’s Post at Gallipoli and then at
the Somme in France.

Jack Littler followed in his father’s footsteps, fighting in New Guinea
with the 25™ Battalion which helped to stop the Japanese forces in the Owen
Stanley Range campaign and the fighting at Lae in 1943.

During the minute’s silence, Mr Littler said a private thank you to his mate
Harry or Harold Brockhurst, from Kilcoy, who stood by his wounded mate,
protecting him from Japanese snipers until they could carry him from the
jungle. End of article.
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IORIBAIWA: Turning-Point in New Guinea

With their Port Moresby invasion fleet turned back by the
Battle of the Coral Sea {see pages 190-133}, the
Japanese landed a force of 1,800 men in the Buna-Cona
area on July 21, 1942, to reconnoitre the Kokoda Track
and determine its value as a route to attack Port Moreshy.
Major-General Tomitaro Horii's troops  struck little
opposition from the Australian Maroubra Force {some
400 men from the untried 39th Battalion and members
of the Papuan Infantry) and within 2 week Kokoda
Village was captured. In Rabaul, the commander of
the Japanese XVII Army, Lieutenant-General Harukichi
Hyakutake, amazed by the ease of his troops’ advance,
ordered Horii to make a positive attack on Moresby.
Regrouping at Kokoda, Horii's force was guickly builtt
up to 10,000 froni-line troops, despite constant Allied
air attacks. Aware of this rapid gain in enemy strength,
the Allies made certain changes in command. Un
August 12, Lieutenant-General Sydney F. Rowell
replaced Major-General B. M. Moris as commander of

all Australian and U.S, land forces in New CGuinea.
Rowell was an experienced regular soldier who had
been Generzl Blamey’'s Chief of Staff in the Middle East,
Deputy Chief of Staff on his return to Australia, then
G3.0.C. 1 Australian Corps since the previous April.
Responsible for the defence of the Kokoda Track and
Milne Bay, Rowell was ably supported by Brigadier
S. H. Porter, in charge of Maroubra Force, and Major-
General C. A, Clowes at Milne Bay—both Middle
East veterans.

Maroubra Force had set up defensive positions at
{surava, where they were prepdred to fight a delaying
action in order to gain time for A.LF. reinforcements to
be brought up the Track. The men of the 39th were in
poor physical condition. Worn out by fighting in almost
impassable terrain, engulfed in mud, drenched with
tropical rain, wracked by malaria, dysentery and jungle
rot, these were the men on whom the fate of Port
Mareshy—and Australia—rested.

316

k]




‘>£§.‘£5;&$’4 L

ki

*

On August 26, the Japanese landed at Milne Bay
{see pages 194-201), and simuitaneously renawed
their offensive from Kokoda towards [surave. However,
twao days later the 21st Brigade, 7th Division, commanded
by Brigadier A. W. Potts, moved up the Track from
Moresby and relieved the exhausted 38th Battalion.
Still numerically overwhelmed by the Japanese, the
Australians fought a strategic withdrawal from Isurava,
and by September 7 the enemy had taken Myola,
Kagi and Efogi.

Brigadier Porter took command on September 10
from Potts, who returned to Port Moresby to report the
situation. By now the Australians had withdrawn to
toribaiwa, but with the arrival of Brigadier K. W. Eather’s
25th Brigade on September 14, the Japanese were
held art loribaiwa Ridge. Unable to make a firm base for
an offensive against the enemy, Eather and Porter
requested permission to withdraw to the next range—

Imita Ridge. General Rowell approved the rmove, but
stressed that “any further withdrawal is out of the
question and Eather must fight it out at ajl costs.”

The Brigade moved back to Imita Ridge on September
16, leaving a company of the 2/33rd Battalion in a
carefully-arranged ambush for the Japansse. Next
marning, when the enemy’s advance troops appeared,
the waiting Australians opened fire, then caught the
Japanese with concentrated mortar fire. Some 50
Japanese were killed in this skirmish, the last enemy
patrol to cross the loribaiwa Ridge.

loribaivwva is a name that will long be noted in Australia’s
military annals. In this rainswept stretch of jungle a
scant 30 air miles from Port Moresby, General Horii's
drive to the south came to a halt. When two 256-
pounder guns were brought into action by the Australians
on September 21, their first shots marked the turning-
point of the Japanese advance in New Guinea.

(Below) Battle-weary survivors of the 39th Batialion parade at Menari on Seplember 6, 1942, where they

wwere addressed by their commanding officer, Lisutenant-Colonel Railph Honner.




